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1. GRAYROCK
Watch the sun rise over the dunes,
No morning songbirds singing their tunes,
The golden light on the ground like fire,
The animals parched, the landscape dire.
But there is a place alone in the sand,
Where a traveller might lay back, whiskey in hand,
Partake in a card game; get down on your luck,
That’s just the way it is in Grayrock.

Well there ain’t no law, there ain’t no gold,
There ain’t no shelter from sunlight’s scold,
But whether you’re dancing or drinking or dying or old,
Down here in Grayrock there’s tales to behold!

In the beat-up saloon there’s a man of renown,
You’ll hear him play once the sun has gone down,
In the harsh, empty desert the sweetest sound,
Is the pianist who plays in Grayrock town!

(Instrumental)

There’s no man who’s more suited to entertain,
There’s gunfights, there’s sacrifice, victory and pain,
For tales of heroes and outlaws fit to amaze,
Come visit where the Grayrock pianist plays!

No, there’s no-one quite like him for miles around,
When it comes to musicians our man holds the crown,
Well he plays, and he sings, and he captures the crowd,
No you mustn’t miss the pianist in Grayrock town!
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2. Two Heroes
Gather ‘round, o happy patrons,
For a story to impress,
I shall sing to you the tale,
The greatest heroes in the West,
No, they never ask for gratefulness,
Nor praise, nor cheer, nor gold,
So we thank them by making their legend told.

Guy McMann,
The fastest hand!
When he caught a crim’nal doing wrong,
He’d shoot him where he stands!
No, he never lost a fight,
Try as those loathsome bandits might,
He always fought for what was right,
Guy McMann!

Should a wretched vagabond,
Come riding, stealing bearer-bonds,
McMann would swiftly be upon,
The crooked brute,
And upside he’d turn his smile,
McMann a-taunting all the while,
Our hero’s fists would be his trial,
And sentence too!

Guy McMann,
Swiftest gun in all the land,
He’d never stop a-chasing outlaws,
Until justice was at hand!
No, he never lost a fight,
Try as those loathsome bandits might,
He always fought for what was right,
Guy McMann!

Not too far away another hero,
Riding on her steed,
In her stead; the graves of highway robbers,
Murderers, and thieves,
See, this gal, she was a hero too,
Of rather frightful sort,
She’d tie her lasso like a hangman’s noose,
Catch a crim’nal; pull it taut!

(Continues)
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Chelsea Pierre!
A bandit’s worst scare!
Whate’er your excuse for your crime, she doesn’t care!
There won’t even be a fight,
‘Cause if Pierre sees something awry,
She’ll just hang you out to dry without a care!

They say that once a man came riding through,
Seemed regular, like me or you,
But once the sun had set he showed his truth,
He went from store-to-store,
Stealing all they had, and more,
Until ol’ Chelsea caught and cracked him in her noose!

Chelsea Pierre!
Bandits run scared!
Woulda got hanged anyway, so it’s only fair!
The folks out in the West, they live in peace,
‘Cause if Pierre sees a six-shooting piece,
She’ll tie your neck and hoist you through the air!










3. Interlude: Outlaws
You know your stories are something of a joy to behold,
But on a night of drink and gambling we want one a bit more bold,
A gunslinger and a hero, well, they’re interesting, sure,
But we want to hear a story about an outlaw.

The violence,
The gunfights,
The victims,
The blood,
Why, it’s got all the colour a good story should,
So you’ve got our attention, we’re hankering for more,
Do you have any stories about an outlaw?
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4. Black-Eyed Murphy
Stick around, dear friends, and listen,
I’ll give you some exposition,
From back before the manumission,
All those years,
Of a wretched, evil villain,
Fought against the abolition,
He liked nothing more than killing,
And stoking fear.

An infamous, ruthless killer,
Quite prolific, but revered,
By his posse; while he maimed and murdered,
They would simply cheer,
They’d a-storm in on their horses,
Thieves and killers, all his crew,
And take every bit of gold in sight,
And every dollar too!

Black-Eyed Murphy!
Black-Eyed Murphy!
The West’s most vile villain, tried and true,
Every lawman, every townsfolk,
Every housewife, every cowpoke,
Why, there ain’t nobody Murphy won’t run through!

Now I’m sure you’ve got to wondering,
How Black-Eyed Murphy got his name,
He and our hero Guy McMann,
Were in a standoff one long day,
After hours of violent bloodshed,
Guy was tired of the fight,
So he drove an arrow straight through Murphy’s eye!

Black-Eyed Murphy!
Black-Eyed Murphy!
The West’s most vile villain, tried and true,
Well he sure don’t got no friends,
But until his cruel life ends,
Should he come across yours; you won’t have none too!
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5. Just a Story
Do you really just make up them stories?
I’m your singer, that’s about all I do.
You’re my pianist...
That’s just showmanship.
All you’d have to do is play from this,
But instead you give them fiction, too.

Well there ain’t nothing fictional ‘bout it,
There’s shootists, there’s good-guys, there’s crooks,
But the fact is we live in a place in the West,
Where those folks are in real life, not books.

So why not move away? Wouldn’t it be much better,
To sing to the folks who don’t live in the desert?
To tell them the stories they don’t have to live?
But that’s just it; a story is all that it is.

But ain’t stories meant to be escapist?
The ones you tell, to them, are too real.
Nah, a story’s as real as you make it,
I just try to make mine fun to hear.

Out in the city there’s theatre; there’s shows.
I’d hardly see myself alongside the pros.
But the folks come through here, they’re just tryna relax,
You could be singing to a theatre that’s packed.
Now Jenkins, you know I don’t care about that,
I’m hardly fit for a Vaudeville act,
For my tales to outlive me is all I can ask,
I just like to hope that my characters last.
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6. You Might Want to Duck
Listen to me feller, Imma make this clear,
You ain’t got much say in what’s a-happening here,
We seen folks shot, wounded, some of ‘em died,
And in a matter of minutes the killer’s gon’ be outside,
So get away from that window, put your game face on,
‘Cause if you don’t you probably won’t stay alive for long.

McMann, keep your mouth shut, we don’t have time,
We need whiskey for the wounds and bullets for the fight,
We need to barricade the door and block up the back,
So we can make sure we’re ready when Murphy attacks,
So Mister, if you don’t feel like trying your luck,
Then get away from the window, and you might want to duck.

McMann and Murphy? I recognize those names...
You expect me to believe you’re from the songs I play?
So I s’pose that would make you Chelsea Pierre, too?
Yeah, I doubt that what I sing about has somehow come true,
So if you don’t mind explaining, ‘cause I’m a little stuck,
Could one of you please tell me exactly who the f--

Where the Hell did that come from? Was that a gunshot?
Oh for God’s sake, man, are you listening or not?
Guy, get your ass in gear and get ready for the shooting,
‘Cause I won’t be happy with you if I end up getting wounded,
Don’t forget that you’re the reason we’re in this situation,
So could you please take it seriously, I’m losing my patience.

This ain’t the first time we’ve dealt with Murphy in a bind,
Keep your wits about you and we’ll be just fine,
Get your ass out here, McMann, and don’t make me wait,
I got killing to do and it’s getting kinda late.
Are you sure that you wouldn’t rather talk to Pierre?
I ain’t in the mood for this, don’t make me come in there!
If you’ll both excuse me, Imma go and wrap this up,
Oh, and as long as he’s out there you might want to duck.
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7. Fire!
Obviously you are not too competent or would not have come to this spot expecting not to get shot,
It’s been a while, McMann, I must admit I’m impressed,
I’ve had to track you down through shantytowns across the whole West,
But now I’ve got you, no more running, so I think it’d be best,
If you stand nice and still and I’ll make it quick and painless.

Murphy, I don’t know where you get your self assuredness,
See, slinging guns and fighting duels, well partner I was born for this,
You know they say I’ve got the fastest hand in all of the West,
Now you’ve killed innocents and Pinkertons and I’ve killed men for less,
You seriously think you’re ‘bout to walk away from this?
You only got one eye left, and we got unfinished business.

Unfinished business? Sure, that’s one way to put it,
Nah see, I’m after straight revenge, I hope you’re ready for a bullet,
You and them savages, you trapped me, I was riding alone,
And you disfigured me deliberately, left me to decompose,
And ‘course you played your little Christ routine pretending,
That you’d let me walk away if I just sought redemption,
You wanted me to take a chance at living honest and true?
I was Murphy, now I’m Black-Eyed, and the blame for that’s on you,
So you can keep pretending that you’re all altruistic,
But it doesn’t matter ‘cause you had your shot and you missed it,
You gouged my eye out with an arrow; somehow I’m the antagonist?
Should’ve seen it coming seeing as you rode with the savages.

That day there was only one savage in that canyon,
You think that you were a victim just ‘cause your posse abandoned?
You should’ve known better than to lend them your faith,
Everybody knows the desert got no shortage of snakes,
And sure, I may have given you a shortage of eyes,
But you gave good as you got, and all my friends paid the price.
(Continues)
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Well everybody knows that you ain’t got no shortage of lip,
It ain’t hard to be a smart-ass with a gun on your hip,
But it makes me think: would you still be talking that shit?
If you didn’t have your gun, could you depend on your wit?
You and your big fucking mouth, I bet it’s cost you some victories,
Cause how can you defend the needy without taking it seriously?
You don’t pay proper respect to all your competition,
Well, we’ll see how funny you are when you’re lying there twitching.

Look, let’s drop the pretense, we know what this is about,
This battle’s still gonna be going on when we’re not around,
There isn’t any guts or glory in shooting people the most,
This is bigger than simply just who lives and who don’t,
It’s about good and bad, about justice and vengeance,
Self defense ain’t no excuse when your attackers are your victims,
You kill, I save, but we both do it with a smile,
What is it exactly, you think, makes mine charming and yours vile?
Do you know why it is that I’m funny and you ain’t?
‘Cause no-one gives a shit what men like you have got to say.

And no-one gives a shit about anything you do,
My victims will stay dead, the folks you save will die too,
We’re cut from the same cloth, you remind me of this gun,
Except only one of you can say for sure that your deed was done,
See, life runs out but death only gets stronger,
So out of you and me, it’s what I do that lasts longer,
You think a sob story ‘bout my victims is gonna make me cry?
I’m just freeing these poor souls, and I do it with pride.
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Who are you to decide where we should place our pride?
You and your posse you run wild, people scared for their hide,
How could you ever understand what brings out pride in a man?
Your feelings only span how far a monster’s can,
Well that’s about the only thing that’s really monstrous about you,
See the problem is your lack of morals leads me to doubt you,
Standing there talking all the killing that you’re gonna do to me,
Why should I believe fighting words from a man with no integrity?

You want to see the superior fighter?
Go ahead, roll the dice, pull the hammer back, fire!






























McMann
Pierre

Murphy

McMann
Pierre

Murphy



McMann

Murphy


Pierre



Murphy
McMann



Murphy








McMann








8. Standoff
What the Hell was that? God damn it, I had him!
No you didn’t, Murphy caught you off balance and you panicked!
McMann, you damn coward,
I ain’t finished with you!
Oh, see, now it’s my fault.
Would you just shut up and shoot?

Look at the three of us,
The tension in between us,
Contention for preeminence,
Contempt fuelling our grievance.
You can’t expect to walk away,
You’re outgunned and outmanned.
Well, you say that, don’t forget,
I’ve got one in each hand.

Murphy, don’t forget what brought you here;
A battle that you lost,
Is laying down your life to avenge your pride,
Really worth the cost?
It’s cost me everything already.
It’s cost us a lot more,
In your rampage all you’ve done,
Is affirm what we’re fighting for.

You want to talk about a rampage?
You’ve been outrageous in your campaign,
To rid the world of men like me,
Just to usher in a new age,
Trying to bury a history,
That’s your reason for existing,
You owe your life to our fight,
I’m just here to take what’s mine.

Murphy, I won’t stand for this,
Your hate’s born out of madness,
I exist to stop you; not because of you,
Take responsibility for your injustices,
It’s not my fault you can’t exist without a war,
But it’s too late to live that way anymore,
Comprehend the concept of the future,
You’re just a relic now, time to move forth.
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There’s no escape from this!
Can’t walk away from this!
Now that we’re standing here on the precipice,
Countless other crimes!
Another hundred lives!
No telling what the cost could be if he survives,
Look me in the eye!
Look him in the eye!
So I can see your life slip away as you die!
So you can see where to aim when you fire!

This is the end!
This is the end!
I’ll have my vengeance!
It’s all led to this!
Time to stand tall!
Time to stand tall!
Who will win and who’ll fall?
In a standoff!
In a standoff!
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9. He Died for Us
Another death,
Another sacrifice, another dying breath,
More collateral, more damage done, one more to rest.

He died for us,
Claimed he dreamt us when he met us, recognised us,
And he cared for us so much he gave his life for us.

Called us songs he played,
Doesn’t make sense, yet his lyrics lay there on a page,
Told our stories, shared out exploits, gave us centre stage.

Doesn’t matter now,
If he told the truth,
Thanks to him the future’s ours,
He gave his for me and you,
We owe him all we have,
And all we ever do,
Tomorrow we’ll be here,
Which means he will be too.

This is the end,
[bookmark: _GoBack]I wonder; does this mean Murphy got his revenge?
The final life we had left to save we failed to defend.

It isn’t right,
It was our fingers on the triggers but we’re still alive,
Pulled our hammers back but he’s the one who faced the fire.

Doesn’t matter now,
Who should feel the guilt,
It’s not our battle now,
It wasn’t our blood spilled,
The war is done at last,
After so many gone,
We put it in the past,
The future’s not where it belongs.




