
 

 

 

 

 

 

Zorro in Santa Cruz 

by Sara Czarnecki & Darwin Garrett 

 

(Preview) 

  



 

Scene One 

 

(ZORRO, and his compatriots DIEGO and ANDRES are wandering the dusty 

road between Monterey and Santa Cruz. DIEGO is dragging his feet, 

ANDRES is impassable, enjoying the stroll, and ZORRO has his arms 

crossed, furious. They’ve been walking… let’s say, a while.) 

 

ZORRO: I am not saying I am angry! I’m not. Why would I be angry? Me? Angry? 

Never! Never. Zorro is impassable! Zorro has no feelings! Zorro- 

ANDRES: (Innocently) Likes to talk about himself in the third person? 

ZORRO: Eughhh. 

DIEGO: I said I’m sorry! The walk isn’t that bad! 

ZORRO: Only 45 MILES! 

ANDRES: Look at the gulls! Smell the ocean! Feel the wind in your hair! 

ZORRO: All of these things, which I could do, on my horse! What is wrong with a 

horse, Diego? Do you hate horses? Are you in fact harboring a secret desire 

against horses since you LOST OUR HORSES? 

DIEGO: First off, I didn’t LOSE them, THEY lost me! Secondly-- 

ZORRO: Why did I put a CHILD in charge of the transportation! 

DIEGO: Hey! Who saved your life when you “accidentally” set the customs house 

on fire in Monterey? 

ZORRO: Who knew there would be so much whale oil!?! 

ANDRES: (Non sequitur) It is a nice day for a walk. 

ZORRO: EUGGHH 

DIEGO: Hush. 

ZORRO: Oh! Of course! I should hush! A child-- 

DIEGO: SHH. I hear something. A stagecoach… would that solve your 

complaining then? 

 

(A sound of approaching coach and six.) 

 

ZORRO: Ahah! I smell money already! 

ANDRES: But Zorro, I was enjoying the walk! 

ZORRO: Hush! Time to lay in wait… 

 

(The three pick conspicuous spots in which to wait for the coach. The sounds 

grow louder, until ZORRO jumps out into the road, cape a-waving.) 

 

ZORRO: Halt, there! All passengers, disembark! 

 

(The sound of ninnying as the horses screech to a halt.) 



 

CHARLEY: And why should I not run you over with my coach? 

ZORRO: Because I am ZORRO! (Flourishes sword. There is a pause.) And I have 

a pistol trained on your lead horse. Move an inch and your coach will be a wreck. 

(He indicates to DIEGO, hidden with the pistol aforementioned.) 

 

(CHARLEY and her PASSENGERS enter the stage, hands up, except for 

Charley. They stand in a line, DIEGO and ANDRES look threatening and 

ZORRO surveys his victims.) 

 

ZORRO: Hands out of your pockets, if you please, ladies and gentlemen! Jewelry, 

coins… snacks? Into the bag!  

 

(ANDRES moves down the line with a bag, accepting the contributions of the 

victims.)  

 

PASSENGER 2: You’re going to make me late! 

PASSENGER 3: I don’t have time for this! Can you get on with it already? 

PASSENGER 4: Third robbery on this line this week!  
PASSENGER 1: This isn’t fair! 

ZORRO: Oh HUSH. Life isn’t fair, mi amor! You simply had the misfortune of, 

being… misfortunate 

DIEGO: Unfortunate. 

PASSENGER 2: These can’t be bandits--he’s just a kid! (Indicating DIEGO.) 

DIEGO: Hey! 

PASSENGER 1: (To Charley) Why don’t you do something’, ‘stead of just standin’ 

there?! 

ZORRO: Enough of this unnecessary talking! 

PASSENGER 3: That’s rich, coming from him.. 

ZORRO: ALRIGHT! Now if you don’t mind, we’ll just be on our way… 

 

(Unexpectedly, CHARLEY has grabbed ZORRO in a chokehold, and holds 

him at mercy.) 

 

CHARLEY: Nobody steals from my coach, bandit. And lives to brag.  

PASSENGER 4: Wait! Isn’t that Zorro! Isn’t he the one who gives his money to 

charity! 

PASSENGER 1: I don’t want my money going to no orphans! 

ZORRO: NO! I give away NOTHING! (He pulls CHARLEY’s hat down over her 

eyes, elbows her in the stomach; she lets go. The PASSENGERS move to help but 

DIEGO and ANDRES have corralled them with a rope.) 



ZORRO: Let’s go! (To his very captive audience.) Do not forget! I am ZORRO! 

Fearsome bandito of California! I am… terrifying! And.. 

DIEGO: ZORRO! 

ZORRO: I am gone! (Swipes his sword in that Z-formation.) 

 

(All three bandits run offstage, and we hear the sound of horses being 

unyoked and saddled. They have stolen the coach horses, and absconded 

toward Santa Cruz! Scoundrels.) 

 

CHARLEY: How dare you steal my horses! I’ll find you, Zorro! That’s a promise! 

 

 

Scene Two 

 

(We are now in the office of Mr. McPherson. A rude, uncouth, loudmouth, 

and generally awful man. Meet our villain.) 

 

SECRETARY: Mr. McPherson, there’s a woman here to- 

GEORGIANA: (Storming in with a vengeance) YOU! You no good, rude, uncouth, 

ungentlemanly, unintelligent, two faced, lying bloody REGRESSIVE! 

MCPHERSON: (Unfazed.) Good morning to you too… Miss…. 

GEORGIANA: Bruce. Georgiana Bruce? I sent an editorial to be published? I 

assume you must have read it. 

MCPHERSON: Ah yes, the suffragette. Now see here, Geordie- 

GEORGIANA: You can call me Miss Bruce. My friends call me Geordie. 

MCPHERSON. Geordie. I know you must have worked very hard on that editorial, 

but I can’t have the name of a woman being printed in my newspaper! And about 

giving women the vote? Maybe if it was about something more sensible, like 

homemaking or fashion then it could have a place in the Sentinel, but none of 

your article made any sense! 

GEORGIANA: Whatever do you mean! My article merely suggested that I have 

the capability to contribute to society just as much as you, and should have a say 

in the laws and government that rules us just as any taxpaying American should! 

MCPHERSON:(Beat, uproarious laughter) Now ain’t that precious!  You hear 

yourself talking? Nonsense… Could you please show this lunatic out? 

GEORGIANA: What? Why? Is it not insulting enough that you not only didn’t 

publish my piece but instead published your own besmirching every suffragette in 

SANTA CRUZ COUNTY? Most of your accusations weren’t even true. 
MCPHERSON: You are wasting my time. 

GEORGIANA: But I’ve only been here for a minute- 

MCPHERSON: And that’s too long to be arguing with some woman. 

GEORGIANA: Mr… (looks at placard on desk) McFearsome. 



MCPHERSON: (Snide) McPherson. 

GEORGIANA: I understand that we disagree and I respect your right to say what 

you will. But you must also respect mine.  

MCPHERSON: No. 

GEORGIANA: Sir, I- 

MCPHERSON: The Santa Cruz Sentinel is targeted towards one  demographic: 

Me, an American. And I don’t want to publish articles I don’t want to read! 

America is for Americans. You people all come in here and tell me my articles that 

I wrote don’t ‘reflect reality’ or that they ‘generalize entire peoples.’  

GEORGIANA: Surely Mr- 

MCPHERSON: They complained about my headline: “Slums evacuated due to 

fire, City doesn’t have to pay for Pest Control,” And they complained about my 

article on how great that new tunnel was… 

GEORGIANA: The new tunnel collapsed… Many of those poor miners lost their 

lives. I should think- 

MCPHERSON: I know! Isn’t it fantastic? The company didn’t even have to pay 

them for all that labor. Now, go away. I have real business to attend to. 

SECRETARY: Miss, if you could just follow me. 

GEORGIANA: I know the way out. Thank you. 

 

(GEORGIANA leaves to the street. Her friend ELIZA FARNHAM is waiting 

for her.) 

 

ELIZA: However did it go? 

GEORGIANA: (Too busy seething with rage) Oooooooh goodness me. 

ELIZA: Geordie, dear? 

GEORGIANA: That one is something else, Eliza. That one is a project. If he thinks 

he can get away with this, I have some words to say. (Yells back at the office so 

MCPHERSON can hear.) And I’ll be sure to use small words so his reptilian mind 

can understand! 

MCPHERSON: Get off of my stoop, ya dowager! 

ELIZA: You weren’t joking… What a no good, rude, uncouth- 

GEORGIANA: That’s what I said! 

MCPHERSON: (Reappearing) And yer bloomers look ridiculous! 
ELIZA: (Offended, to Georgiana) I made these bloomers myself! 

GEORGIANA: OH THAT IS IT-! 

 

(GEORGIANA, enraged, is held back by ELIZA, who drags her offstage.) 

 

 

Scene Three  

 



(Inside the home of ESPERANZA CASTRO; a humble table and few chairs.) 

 

ESPERANZA: Welcome, Sheriff Alzina, please sit down. Would you like 

something to drink? Hot chocolate?  

SHERIFF: Ah, no thank you, Mrs. Castro, you just tell me now what’s botherin’ 

you and we’ll see what I can do here about it.  

ESPERANZA: Someone is killing my cattle, Senor. 
SHERIFF: You got a perp-ah-trator for this crime? 

ESPERANZA: Well… no… But two of my cattle are are already dead. You must 

find the criminal. 

SHERIFF: Dead, you say. 

ESPERANZA: Si. 

SHERIFF: Were these… old cows? 

ESPERANZA: No! They were healthy as could be, and if you were a farming man, 

Mr. Alzina, you might be more aware of that, as well as to the fact that a cow is 

very expensive and very critical part of a working, successful ranch. 

SHERIFF: Well, Mrs. Castro 

ESPERANZA: Miss, if you speak English (offering an alternative to ‘Senorita’.) I 

am decidedly not married. 

SHERIFF: (Growing mildly uncomfortable) Apologies, Miss… But this is the 

West. We’ve got train bandits, and coach-and-six bandits, and gold bandits, and 

bandits just for the fun of banditing-- 

ESPERANZA: Yes, I understand. (Impatient.) 

SHERIFF: But I ain’t really heard yet of any cow-bandit.  

ESPERANZA: I realize, señor… sir , that this might be unusual, however I feel that 

considering this is the third steer found dropped dead on my land-- 

SHERIFF: So, so just one minute-- you mean to say, ain’t no ones stealing your 

steer, but they’re jus’ killin’ em and leaving them there?! 

ESPERANZA: Si. 
SHERIFF: One darn tootin’ minute, so yer tellin me that, someone’s comin’ on yer 

land, in the middle of the night, si? And he’s stalkin’ around (SHERIFF starts 

dramatizing these events for her) and he’s lurkin’ in the grasses… and then he 

jumps out! And kills a steer! And then he jis….. Vanishes? 

ESPERANZA: I suppose so. 

SHERIFF: Miss Esperanza, and I know I ain’t no rancher, not since they sold off 

my padre’s ranchero after that treaty with the Americans…. But I’m thinking this 

is more of a… cow problem, than a… person problem? 

ESPERANZA: Excuse me? 

SHERIFF: I’m sayin’, if you don’t mind me sayin’, I think maybe yer cows is just 

dying because, well-- they’re cows! 

ESPERANZA: I am a competent ranchera, Senor Alzina, and if you are suggesting 

that I am somehow neglectful, or incompetent, in my cattle-raising-- 



SHERIFF: Oh no! Not at all, Sen-oh-rita, not at all… I’m just saying… who kills a 

cow without taking it? Theft, now that’s one serious issue out here in Santa Cruz. 

But… but… bo-vine-a-cide? Now that’s just somethin’ else. 

ESPERANZA: Some, in the days of lawful Mexican society, might consider it 

destruction of property (coldly.) 

SHERIFF: You know, I hear that Mr. Watson has got a great ranch over the way, 

he might be able to spare a few tips for you fine ladies jus’ startin’ out in the, 

ranchin' business as it were. 

ESPERANZA: I think-- 

SHERIFF: Well, good luck and buenos dias to you, Miss Castro, and I do wish you 

the best. And you go ask Mr. Watson about yer bo-vine-a-cide, and see what that 

kind man has to offer in the way of livestock advice. You have yourself a good day 

now! (Exits) 

INES: (Barging in after SHERIFF exits) WHO WANTS CHURRROOOOS! (beat) 

Oh, is the Sheriff already gone? I take it he already is doing something about the 

cattle then? 

ESPERANZA: (Sits.)  No, Ines. He is not. 

INES: Oh. (Beat) Did he not like my chocolate? 

ESPERANZA: He didn’t even try your hot chocolate. 

INES: The nerve! 
ESPERANZA: We have a bigger problem, Ines! When I figure out who is doing 

this…  there will be a reckoning. 
INES: Oh… mi Esperanza… you remind me of your mother when she was your 

age. Such passion. Such fury. Barely a score and some years old and already 

saying there will be reckonings. She would be so proud. 

ESPERANZA: Thank you, Ines. I’m going to church to see the Padre. Maybe he’s 

taken a relevant confession lately. I need names.  

INES: I’m not sure that’s how confession works, mi hija... 

ESPERANZA: Buenos dias, Ines! 

 

(ESPERANZA exits) 

 

Scene Four 

(In a saloon of the Old West.) 

 

DAN: Naw I tells ya, it wus a big fuzzy fella! Up near Ben Lomond! I was jus walk 

alon’ and mah horse got all spooked-  

STAN: (calling his bluff) Balderdash, Deputy Dan! You best to admit ta your layin 

ways right now. There ‘taint no creature of the kind up in these here mountains and 

yous know it. 

DAN: Deputy Stan, I saw the dang darn creature clear as th’morn on a ripe summer 

day! They looked laik a go-rill-uh with the biggest, fuzziest feetsies ya ever did see! 



STAN:Aw shut yer bazoo, ya big bamboozler… 

DAN: Impune on my good word will ya! I have you know… 

 

(Through the door busts DIEGO, ANDRES, and ZORRO.) 

 

DIEGO: Zorro, you always stop off at the Church after our heists… 

ZORRO: (He is lying) Ah yes, I go for Confession. 

ANDRES: That’s nice. To atone for all those you rob? 

ZORRO:  No! To atone for all the sins I plan on committing! It is a game we play, 

the Padre and I. He tells me to confess what I have done, and I tell him what I plan 

to do. I don’t think he enjoys it as much as I do. 

 

(There is a ruckus, LORENZANA, JUAN, MIGUEL enter the saloon.) 

 

LORENZANA: Hola Amigos! A round for all of us. The good stuff. 

ZORRO: Lorenzana. I thought you were locked away. What, did you dig your way 

out of jail? You look filthy. 

LORENZANA: Zorro. If by filthy you mean filthy rich. Paid my Bail. I’m a free man 

now. 

DIEGO: With what money? 

ANDRES: How come we don’t have that much money? 

JUAN:(To BARTENDER) I heard Zorro gives his money away. 

MIGUEL: (Repetitively) Yeah yeah, gives away his money. 

ZORRO: I DO NOT. A bandito’s life is not so well paying to get out for your crimes. 

Even Zorro does not live like a king. Or get caught. 

LORENZANA: That’s because I hit the motherload. 
ZORRO: Motherload? 

LORENZANA: Si , The job to top all  jobs. Better than robbing stage-coaches all day, 

ey? You fop-in-a-cape. 

ZORRO: (Oh he dun it now) I’LL HAVE YOU KNOW THIS CAPE HAS BEEN IN 

MY FAMILY FOR GENERATIONS. 

LORENZANA: Then you’re from a family idiots. With funny looking hair too.  

ZORRO: I’LL SKEWER YOU! 

 

(ZORRO is stopped by ANDRES) 

 

BARTENDER: Ey! Stop that now. 

 

(They calm down, but tensions are still high.) 

 

ZORRO: I’m calm! I’m calm! Zorro is calmer than a lake on a warm summer’s day. 



ANDRES: Zorro, Your blood pressure is through the roof! And your deltoids are so 

tense. You should really see a masseuse. 

ZORRO: (Breaking out of ANDRES’ grasp) I do not need a masseuse! I need 

another drink. 

LORENZANA: (To MIGUEL) And why does he wear a mask all the time? He looks 

like a racoon. 
ZORRO: (Whips out sword and stands en garde against LORENZANA. ) You 

impugn my family’s honor, you impugn my honor. Lorenzana, I demand a 

gentleman’s satisfaction! 

DIEGO: Oh no. (Facepalm.) 

BARTENDER: Not in my bar you- 

 

(Zorro puts sword to BARTENDER’s throat) 

 

BARTENDER:  Ha! Ya fool! The Deputies are sittin’ right over there! 

DEPUTIES: (Breaking away from their spirited conversation) We’z off duty. 

ZORRO: Ha-HA! (Sword back at BARTENDER.) 

BARTENDER: I’m gettin’ the sheriff! (Runs away.) 

LORENZANA: You wanna duel, Zorro? Right here? Right now? I could flatten you 

like a bug. 
ZORRO: Not before I run you through, Lorenzana. 

 

(Beat. Are they going to throw down? There’s a clunk and JUAN falls to the 

ground, knocked out. MIGUEL takes one look at JUAN and runs to hide 

under a table.) 

 

CHARLEY: Hands up, Boys! 

LORENZANA: The Sheriff?  

 

(LORENZANA gets clocked in the face by CHARLEY, K-O.) 

 

ZORRO: GRINGO! You interrupt a Gentleman’s Duel! I say GentleMAN because 

the other one, well, he is no Gentleman. While I appreciate the help, I do not need 

to… 

 

(Trails off as ZORRO realizes who she is. Uh oh...) 

 

CHARLEY: Remember me, Zorro? I knew I’d find you in some den of iniquity. 

ANDRES: Zorro! Its the nice-angry man we robbed on our way into town. 

DIEGO: I think that we’ve already established that fact. 



CHARLEY: Fun’s over, Boys. I’d appreciate it mighty well if you would return all 

your ill-gotten gains to me, right lickety split. To be re-dis-trib-uted back to those ya 

stole it from.  

 

(Over the course of this line, CHARLEY sort of threat-walks ZORRO, 

ANDRES, and DIEGO together. To be honest, she could probably wallop 

them all in a fight.)  

 

DIEGO: Well, you heard the nice Senor, Zorro. Give him the money. 

ZORRO: Mm. (Coughs awkwardly.) 

ANDRES: We should still have most of it. (To CHARLEY) We should be only 

missing a dollar or two. 

ZORRO: MMMMM. (Elbow jabs ANDRES and foot stomps DIEGO). 
CHARLEY: Well ain’t that grand? The money then, and I’ll be on my way like I 

never met you. 

ZORRO: I… (is stalling) It seems you have me at a disadvantage, Gringo. You know 

my, uh, Zorro’s name, but I do not know yours. 

CHARLEY: They call me Charley. 

ZORRO: Señor  Charley. 

CHARLEY: (Impatient) That’s my name. 

ZORRO: I… do not have your money. 

DIEGO & ANDRES: (Various noises of confusion.) 

CHARLEY: Well ain’t that a darn shame. (To DIEGO and ANDRES) If ya could 

‘scuse us for a second, Gen’lemen. 

 

(CHARLEY grabs ZORRO by the ear and starts walking briskly away, the air 

filled with ZORRO’s many complaints and objections.) 

 

ANDRES: Should we go after them? 

DIEGO: After some crazed gringo? You got a deathwish? 

ANDRES: Just asking. 

 

(SHERIFF and BARTENDER run in) 

 

SHERIFF: What in Sam Hill happened here? Who’s the cause of this mess? 

 

(DIEGO and ANDRES point at LORENZANA, MIGUEL points at DIEGO and 

ANDRES, THE DEPUTIES shrug.) 

 


