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REMARKS.

Tins little play is written for the use of persons wishing at

Christmas some very simple entertainment which a few can

execute, and which will be short, easy of performance, and inex-

pensive. Do not be afraid to select and trust quite yoiuig chil-

dren to do their parts. The author has had much experience

with young children, and they always more than fulfil expecta-

tions. Work easily and quietly with them, and do not rehearse

them too much. Instruct them to speak clearly, loudly, and

slowly. Never, no matter if the speech be of but one word,

let them hurry ; and always make a good opportunity for their

little speeches, and give them time enough to have full effect.

A child young enough to sit in a high-chair, and be given a rat-

tle and other playthings, will add very nnich to the picturesque-

ness of the piece, and will give good opportunity for grouping

and occupying the other children. The child may be called

"baby," even if quite old, if it is somewhat small.

Copyright, 1884,

By GEORGE M. BAKER.

All rights reserved.

The Bachelor's Christmas.



DRAMATIS PERSONJE.

Mk. Kobekt Chester. —A wealthy, hot-tempered, but kind-

hearted bachelor.

Mrs. Wilton. — A poor widow with a family of small chil-

dren. She proves to be Mr. Chester's sister.

Harry.— Mrs. Wilton's oldest child.

Kex, Daisy, Dotty, and Baby. — Her other children.

A serving-boy.

Harriet. — A maid.

COSTUMES.

Mr. Chester always as comfortably and stylishly dressed as is

possible.

Mrs. Wilton and the children very poorly, with clothing neat

but patched, until the last scene, when they must be gotten

up to look as pretty and stylish as possible.

Time, less than an hour.



PROLOGUE.

(Before the curtain. Enter Daisy and Dotty: trip to the

middle of stage.)

Dotty.

Merry Christmas ! Merry Christmas

!

Merry Christmas to you all

!

Merry Christmas, fathers, mothers;

Merry Christmas, sisters, brothers;

To big folks and to small

Daisy.

We can wish it, you must make it.

In the heart the merry grows

:

From the heart the face must take it,

Till with Christmas joy it glows.

Daisy and Dotty.

So Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas!

Merry Christmas to you all

!

Merry Christmas, fathers, mothers;

Merry Christmas, sisters, brothers;

To big folks and to small.



A BACHELOR'S CHRISTMAS.

SCENE I.

Street. Tico days before Christmas. Enter Mr.
Chester. Me is muffled up very wai^m and com*

fortahle looking. -

Mr. Chester (searchingfor something on the ground)

.

Fool ! Idiot ! To lose a pocket-book at my age ! I

must be getting into my dotage. Br-r-r ! How cold

it is ! A curse on the malicious fates ! I shall never

see that money and those valuable papers again. You
can stake your —- (Stojis suddenly on looking u]?^ ayid

seeing Harry tvatching him. Harry's clothes are

patched; he has no overcoat; a tippet around his

neck. He has his hands in pockets^ and keeps his feet

in motion to keep them warm.) Hullo, youngster!

What are you spying after, I should like to know?
Haven't you any thing better to do than to stand

around poking fun at your betters ?

Harry. I'm not poking fun, sir.

Mr. C. Well, just let me know why you consti-

tute yourself a spy on gentlemen's movements. Hey !

Get out of my way, I say, young impudence {lifts his

5
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cane tJireateningly at Mm. Harry dodges) . What do

you want around here, anyway?

Harry. I thought you seemed to be looking for

something, sir.

Mr. C. Well, and if I was looking for something?

Isn't that my privilege, sir? Be off, I say ! {Suddenly

changing tone, as an idea strikes liini.) I say, little

boy, you haven't found any thing, have 3^ou?

Harry. Yes, sir : I found a pocket-book with a lot

of money in it.

Mr. C. {irritably). Well, now you talk business.

{Angrily.) But wliy don't you give it to me, and not

stand gaping there? I suppose you want to chaffer

about the reward. Hand it over, I say ! {Strikes the

ground angrily with his cane.) Hand it over. You
need have no fears. I shall pay you handsomely.

Harry. But mother said I was to be sure it was

the right man, 'cause there's ever so much money in it.

Mr. C. True. Your mother is right. Of course,

of course. But I am the right man, you see : so you

may give it to me.

Harry. But mother said I must ask the man his

name ; for there's a whole bunch of his cards in it.

Mr. C. Why, of course ! What a dolt I am

!

I'm acting like the impatient idiot that I am, and the

boy keeps his temper like a gentleman. {Bending down

pleasantly to Harry.) My name is Robert Chester.

Now, is that the name in the pocket-book?

Harry. Yes, sir ; that is the name.

Mr. C. Well, then, now you will give me the

pocket-book, won't you, like a nice little boy?
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Harry. But I haven't got it.

Mr. C. Fury and lightning ! Haven't got it

!

Then where in — Ah-ahem {beading pleasantly down
to the boy ugain). Where is it, then, my little man?

Harry. Mother's got it. She says I'm too little to

cany around such a lot of money. I'll go right home
and get it. {He starts to go.)

Mr. C, That's true, of course. Your mother is

right again. Here, wait. I'll give you my card, so

your business-like mother will be satisfied (2mts his

hand in ove)xoat-pocket for his pocket-book^ then sud-

denly recollecting). Oh, I forget! my cards are in my
con— Ah, in my lost pocket-book, you know, of

course. Here {he finds a scrap of paper in one of his

2)ockets^ writes his name on it, and gives it to Harry).

There, that will do. How far do j^ou live ?

Harry. Just around the corner. I'll be back in

two jiffies. {He 7'iins off.)

Mr. C. {solo) . Now, I wonder how long the chap

will be gone. I haven't half-a-dozen wits about me,

or I should have gone with him. Br-r-r 1 How cold it

is ! Ah, here comes the boy ! He's spry, that's a

fact. One must be, this weather, or freeze. {Enter

Harry, out of breath.) See here, youngster, are you

crazy? Don't 3^ou know it's cold weather?

Harry {staring in surjyrise) . Sir !

Mr. C, I say, it's a stinger of a day. Why don't

you wear your overcoat ?

Harry. I haven't any overcoat. I've got this big

tippet, though.

Mr. C Nonsense ! Now, what a reasonable yarn
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that is ! Haven't soy overcoat^ gacb weather as this

!

That's likelvy tJiat m, . Why doesn't your stHpid father

get you one ?

Habky {a little prm(dhf) . I haven't any father, and

my father vjamH stitpid,

Mr, C. I beg your patdoK, Of cotifs^ he wasn't,

{Aside.') Vni the ^tHpid one. No father at aO I that'g

shocking really, aed stich a baby too 1 {To hjy.) Bat

aren't you cold, you know ?

PIarky. a little bit, iiometiroe^; but wbes I'm hi^

I'll earn me an overcoat,

Mr. C% (aside). Hear hnu, now ! D'ye s'pose he's

too jryoor to hare a coat? On honor, I've heard them

tell of such things; but no, it's ab^nrd, it ean't t^e,

Not to have an overcoat, such weather as this t {To
hoy.) Well, little l>oy, did yoo brijig my pocfeet-book?

If you did, I'm thinking you've eanaed yourself an

overcoat wittiout waiting till you're big,

Harry. Mother i^ays die is soiTy to trouble jon^

sir ; but I'm not very big, and, as it's only a ^tep, ^\\e

would feel safer if she gave it to you herself.

Mr. C. Bah ! another delay. I was a fool not to

go with you in the first place. After all, she is right.

Come along, my man. {Exeunt Mr, Chester and
Harry.)



A BACHELOR S GHEISTMAS.

SCENE II.

Mrs. Wilton's Jiome, Very poor and desolate looking.

The pocket-book lies half-open on a pine table. The

children,, excepting Hakky, gathemd around the table^

intent upoti the pocket-book, Mrs, Wilton aslde^

holding in, 7ier hand tJie piece of paper Harry brought

from Mr. Chester.

Hex. Ob my buttons ! Just look, Daisy ! See the

2yiles of money. My e^^es ! I wish it was ours. We'd
have the big turke}^ that's hanging up down to Smithes

for Christmas dinner, wouldn't we though? 'n' cran-

b'ries, 'n' nuts, 'n' all the fixings. {They peep at it

excitedly^ bid do not touch it.)

Mrs. W, {apart ^ looking at the paper in her hands) .

Eol)ert Chester ! my own brother. And this was writ-

ten by his own hand ! What will he be like ? ( Greatly

agitated.) Will he know me? No, no, he will not

know me. Twelve long years of poverty have changed

me so ! How I tremble at thouaht of meeting him

again

!

Daisy {going to her mother). Mamma, would you

know how to cook a great big turkey?

Rex. 'Cause if you would, mamma, keep the money,

'n' we can buy the one hanging up down to Smith's, 'u'

have some more coal, 'n' be warm. Keep it, mother

:

/would. Harry found it, 'n' /think it's ours.

Mrs. W. Hush, dears : you do not know what you

are saying. The money isn't ours. Hark ! they are
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coming. (Aside.) Heaven help me ! I tremble like

a leaf.

(Stejis outside. Harky rushes in, rims up to his mother,

and speaks hastily.)

Harry. He's cross as a bear, mother, but don't

3^oa be afraid. He's all right. (Rushes back, shows in

Mr. Chester.) Mamma, this is Mr. Chester. He's

the man who lost the pocket-book.

Mr. C. (very much embarrassed) . Your son, madam,

ahem— your boy here— ahem ! (He looks in iconder

around the room.) You don't mean to say, madam,

that you Hve here !

Mrs. W. Yes, sir: this is our home. (Aside.)

He doesn't know me ! It is cruel— cruel

!

Mr. C. But really, madam (still looking around),

ahem — I beg your pardon, it's none of my affairs,

you know; but— ah— well, ahem — ah— What I

mean is, you know, I shouldn't think you'd like it.

Mrs. W. (aside). Poor Robert ! He's no idea of

poverty. How should he have? He has always lived

in luxury. (To Mr. Chester.) It's tlie best I can

do for them, sir. My family is large, and I have no

husband and no money.

Mr. C. Hm ! Really ! Possible ! I'd no idea,

you know, it was so bad. We give a good deal of

money to 'em for the poor ; really we do indeed,

madam, and you ought to have some of it. Of course

you ought. Hm ! (Excited.) It's shocking -3^ou

haven't. It is really, you know.

Mrs. W. (aside). M}^ own brother, and he v:iU not

know me. And he has changed too. It seems impos-

sible that this is my bright brother Bob.
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Mr. C. And your boy found my pocket-book. I

am the right man, madam. Indeed, you may believe

me.

Mrs. W. (giving him the pocket-hooTx). Certainly I

believe you, and I am very glad my son was able to do

you the service.

Mr. C. Yes, yes. And what shall I— you kuow

what I mean— ah— What's the right thing to pay

him for his honesty, you know? How much do you

want?

Mrs. W. {proiidly). We want no pay, sir, for

being honest. Honesty is its own reward.

Mr. C. (nervously). Why, yes, of course, madam;

of course, without doubt. That's a very sublime sen-

timent,— very, and I approve of it perfectly, per-

fectly, madam
;
(turning to Harry) but look here,

young man, you know, set your own price, and you

needn't be at all bashful.

Harry. Mother is right. I will not be paid for

bemg honest.

Mr. C. (striking his cane angrily on the floor). Con-

fusion to your fine sentiments ! You little simpleton,

I say you shall be paid. Gods and heroes ! Do you

think you're to do me a service like that, and not be

paid for it? (The children start hack ivhen he strikes

his cane, the smallest one clinging to its mother.)

Daisy (coming foricarcl in front of Mr. Chester,

and stamping her little foot vigorously, and looking up

in his face). Harry isn't a simpleton, and j^ou're a

naughty, bad man. Harry sha'n't take whatever he

don't want to— so now ! (Stamps again.)
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Mr. C. {frowning down at Daisy a moment, then

iq)on all the rest, suddenly bursts into a kmgli). Ha,

ha, ha ! You pretty baby ! What do you know about

it,— you? See here, baby, wouldn't you like a lot of

money? now say, ivouldn't you?

Daisy. 'Nuff to buy the big turkey hanging up

down to Smif s?

Dotty. 'N' some candy dogs 'n' horses?

Rex. 'N' rae a big tippet like Harry's?

Mr. C. That's it exactly, my cherubs : j^ou've hit

it plum. And your little fool of a brother won't take

the money. Now, what do you say to that?

Daisy (stamping again). Harry isn't a fool-ver-

brover, and if Harry doesn't want us to have 'em we
don't want 'em. ( Wags her head at him defiantly, and

goes to Harry.) Won't you let the man give us some

money? Please do, Harry dear, and we'll have a nice

big fire, and be warm. It's cold.

Mr. C. (winces as he looks at the fire). Shades!

It's only the ghost of a fire.

Dotty. An' we'll be rich, Hally.

Rex. Do, Hal. Let him. We need the money
more'n he does.

Harry (to Mr. Chester). When I found your

pocket-book, sir, I was going over to do some errands

for Smith. He was going to give me half a dollar. I

lost the job waiting round for you. You could pay me
the half-dollar, if you please, sir,— just for my time,

you see.

Mr. C. Ha, ha ! You are a regular little business

man, you are. Really, 1 like that, after aU. And
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what were you going to do with your half-dollar,

pray?

Harry. Mother and I were going to get some little

presents to put in the children's stockings.

Mr. C. {very 7nuch amused) , The children's stock-

ings ! That goes ahead of every thing yet. And
aren't you one of the children yourself, pray?

Harry. Oh, yes ! but I'm the big one, you know
;

and— and father told me to help mother take care of

the littler ones.

Mr. C. {aside^ very much affected). And what

could you buy for the little ones, my man, with your

fifty cents?

Harry {hrighthj) . Oh, lots of things ! A tippet

for Hex ; and there's lots of cunning little things for

the girls at Carter's, for only five cents apiece ; and

then some candy, {hastodng to explaiit) just the very

least bit, you know, sir, to tuck way, way down in the

toes.

Mr. C. Well, my boy, here's your fifty cents {giv-

iiig him a silver half-dollar) ; and you've earned it, my
boy, indeed 3^ou have {brushes his eyes excitedly) . You
are a good boy, a very good boy. ( Taming to Mrs.

Wilton ; the children alt examine Harry's half-dollar.)

Madam, you ought to be proud of your son : he's a

man, every inch of him. I'm a cross, crusty old bach
;

but I've got half an eye, and I can see they are fine

children, all of 'em. And now, madam, be kind

enough to take this money {lays a bill on the table) ^ and

buy them some nice Christmas presents. (Mrs. W.
makes a inotion of refusing.) No, uo, my dear madam !
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it is not to pay yonr honesty ; no, indeed {pompously)
,

certainly not. It would be absurd, it would be an

insult, to offer anybody pay for being honest, — ahem

(embarrassed) , ah— ah— of course it would. I agree

witli you. It's only a Christmas present to your good

little children
;
just exactly, madam, just exactly as I

would give Christmas presents to my little nephews

any nieces if I had any. Yes— ah— that's it; I

agree with you perfectly, you know.

Mrs. W. (aside). Oh, it is cruel! Why will he

not know they are his nephews and nieces ? I will tell

him. {Starts to attract his attention, but her courage

fails.) No, no, I cannot: I have not the courage. It

is enough just to have seen his dear face : I will be

satisfied.

Mr. C. Good-day, madam. {To Harry.) Good-

day, my fine boy. Good-day, all of you. A— a—
merry Christmas

;
yes, merry Christmas, that's the

way they say it, and I trust you'll have it. You'll

hear from me again, madam
;
yes indeed, of course.

I wouldn't let it end there. Good-day. {Exit.)

Mrs. W. My brother ! my brother Bob, and he is

gone, actually gone ! It is too cruel ! I cannot bear

it. I was wrong, I was wrong ! I should have told

him. He is hasty, but he is not hard-hearted. He
would have taken care of my little ones ; and now he

is gone, and I know not where. {Buries face in her

pocket-handkerchief. The children gather., some about

baby., some about Harry and his money.)

{Curtain.)
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.. SCENE III.

Mr. Chester's room in hotel. Enter Mr. Chester
' in his costume of Scene I. and II.

Mr. C. (throws his gloves on the table tvith an em-

2)hatic gesture). Really, I wouldn't have believed it.

It doesn't seem possible, such poverty as that. Right

under our very eyes, too ! AVell (provdly)^ I've always

given them all the money they've asked me for, for

charitable purposes, — every cent. I've never been

grudging. It's a comfortable reflection, that is,— a

very comfortable reflection. (Hangs his overcoat on

the nail ichile talking, then takes off his boots, and puts

on slip2^ers. He takes off his inside coat, and in an ab-

sent-minded tvay throws it into the corner of the room,

and tries to hang his boots on the nail.) Well, reall}^

!

What an old dotard I'm orettino- to be ! Here I am
banging up my boots, and throwing my coat in the

corner. (He puts them right.) Strange I cannot get

these people out of my mind ! I didn't believe I had

such a thing as a heart. I thought it was dried and

withered all to nothing. And here I find I have one,

and it is stirred through and through. Bah ! I'm get-

ting weak and feminine. I sent them the turkey. I'll

send them fifty or a hundred dollars, and forget all

about them. Really, it's absurd to allow myself to be

so weak. (Bings the bell, and, picking ^ip a paper, seats

himself to read. Enter boy. He takes no notice. Boy

waits respectfidly . Looks up.) Dolt! Don't you see
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those boots? Weil, and haven't you eyes to see that

they need blacking? {Exit boy ivith boots.) My mind

reverts continually to Mary. My pretty sister Mary

!

Perhaps she is alone in the world like this woman, —
alone and poor, with half a dozen children to care for.

God forgive me ! I was a beast to turn her away ])e-

cause she married a poor man,— I {bhfbberlng) , I who
was all she had after father and mother died. What a

beast I was 1 I'm a criminal. I'll give myself to the

authorities to be hung, {Bloics his nose^ and 2')€Lces the

stage excitedly,) What weakness and folly is this

!

(Fiercely,) It was her own fault. What right had

she to marry a man without a cent in his pocket? I

gave her her choice, — her own brother, or poverty.

She chose the poverty,— she freely and deliberately

chose the poverty. It is her own fault— not mine.

{Seats himself savagely in a chair^ and tries to read,

A few notes of piayio in an adjoining apartment are

heard, then a voice sings, " Peace on earth, good-will

to men," etc, Throics paper angrily doivn. Siuging

continues.) Thrum, thrum, thrum 1 They are at that

eternal rehearsal again. I suppose they will keep that

up till after Christmas {jxiciug excitedly up and down
the stage). No one ought to be allowed to disturb

people's peace in this fashion. If they must keep up

such a racket, they ought to be made to get off by

themselves. {Sits down., and gradually begins to listen.

(Song stG2)s, A feiv Uugering notes on the piano.)

*' Peace on earth, good-will to men !
'* I know I shall

never know peace on earth again till I find my sister

Mary, and find her I will. {Gets up excited again^
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pounds the table idth his fist.) When Robert Cliester

says be will do a thing, it is done } and before Heaveii I

say I will iiDd be? 1 Marry a pool* mars, indeed ! Why
sb€Hild Bhe not marry a poor man if she chooses? I

adnsire her pluck for doing it, Wowldu't I iHarr3^ a

poor woman if it plea&ed Riy will ? Bast I {Soherly

and luith great feeling.) But poor Mary ! Perhaps; she

is like this woman— who know®? How do I know
her biisband is still living? Twelve years! He's had

tiafe enough to die a dozefl times. Bat {vehemently

pounding the tcihle ivith his fist) I say I will hod Mary,

111—I'll— I'll be her slave, {Blubbers. Enter hmj.)

BoT, Bid yoa call me ?

Mr, C, (angrily). Did I ring?

Boy, Yoa poanded, sir.

Mr. C, (fiercely). Well. hasnH a mati the privilege

In this hotel of pounding without being called to task

for it? Go I (Exit boy.) Bat how to find my poor

Mary? I have it ! I'll advertise. {Picks vp piece of
paper^ takes pencil frmn pockety aiul torifes ^^ Lost/')

Lost, lost I No, that won't do (crosses it, and imites

again). Strayed, strayed! 1 shoakl say she was a

cow (crosses it mit). I'm an idiot, I'll employ .t de-

tective. No, that's worse yet. I shotild hoi>e she isn't

a thief or a murderer.
(
Throtus dotvn pencil^ scoids^

and thinks a moment. Suddenly starts tip in great ex-

citement^ and rushes up and dotvn the stage.) Know-
nothing ! Fool ! Idiot I No wonder the voice thrilled

me ! No wonder my dead heart came to life again I

It's Mary. It's Mary herself ! Heaven forgive me I

Have I let her come to this ? I did not know ; I— I
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•— how should I, — how should I know it was so bad ?

But no, no, it isn't Mary. It can't be ! Mary was
rosy and plump and beautiful ; and this woman—
But twelve years ! Twelve years of such living ! No
wonder she is changed ! {Flies around excitedly.) But

I'll get her— I'll get her and her children this instant.

{Looks for his boots, and. rings bell.) Strange she did

not know me, — very strange ! {Blubbers.) And I'll

be a father to her children. I'll— {Enter boy.) You
scoun— {Aside.) Wait! If I'm to be a father to

Mary's babies, I must stop that sort of thing. {Aloud

to boy.) I say, will you please be kind enough to

bring me my boots? and {fiercely) mind you are not

half an hour about it either. {Exit boy.) This Christ-

mas will find me a changed man. {Puts on his over-

coat energetically.) What a wretch I've been ! What
a blind-eyed, crusty old cosseter of myself I've been !

But it's ended. I— {Enter boy ; he puts down boots.,

looks shyly at Mr. Chester, and exit. Mr. Chester
sits down, and tries to put on his boots.) I'm an old

— old— I never knew before a man couldn't put on

his boots with his overcoat on. {Throics off overcoat,

jnits 071 boots very rapidly, draivs on mittens, puts on

hat, and picks up cane) . I always thought Christmas

was a regular bore, but I believe I'm getting on a

thorough Christmas spirit myself. {Cutely to audi-

ence.) Send 'em fifty or a hundred dollars, and forget

them! ha, ha! I made a joke that time, didn't I?

Ha, ha 1 {Exit smartly.)
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SCENE IV.

Mrs. Wilton's liome. A big kirkey lying on the table.

Tlie children gathered around the turkey in delight.

Mrs. Wilton sitting thoughtftdly apart.

Harry {pidling the turkey by one leg, the better to ex-

amine it). It is, it's the big turkey that was hanging

up at Smith's. I know him sure : I've looked at him

so many times, wishing we could have him.

Daisy. And now we've got him !

Eex. Who do you s'pose sent him?

Daisy. That man, of course.

Harry. Oh ! but he's a fat fellow. My eyes ! I

wish he was baked.

Mrs. W. (aside). He's a kind man if he is gruff.

I wish I had had the courage to tell him I am his sister.

He is rich. Perhaps he would have taken care of us.

Oh, my poor husband, my poor dear husband ! {Puts

her head on the table, with her face in her handkerchief.

The children go toward her.)

Daisy. Mamma, dear mamma, what is it? Please

tell us. Aren't you glad we've got a turkey, and lots

of money? Don't, mamma dear, don't cry. We were

so poor yesterday, and now we are rich.

Rex. Say, mamma, a^-e we rich now?- and what

makes you cry?

Harry. I know. She is thinking of papa. I've

been thinking of him too. But mamma {anxiously)

it'll be Christmas in two days, you know ; and oughtn't



20 A BACHELOB's CHRISTMAS.

we to make it as merry as we can, — just for the

children ?

Mrs. W. Just for the children ! You dear, brave,

tiny little man ! How would mamma ever get on with-

out you? {Takes Harry's face between her hands^ and

kisses it.) Yes, we wilt malve it merry. You must all

hang up your stockings to-morrow night, and I don't

believe Santa Claus will forget you. To-morrow after-

noon you will be good children, and take care of the

house ; and I will go down town, and spend {holds up

finger merrily at them) — you know what I {Children

dance, and clap their hands*) And it will all be secret

;

and you must shut your eyes when I come home, and

not ask any questions. And then Christmas morning !

ah, won't our eyes shine I You'll seel {Children

dance, and clap hands.)

Harry, /ought to go with you to carry the bundles,

mamma. {A knock, and Mr. Chester enters. Mrs.

Wilton starts.)

Mr. C. {looking very stern). Well! {He looks

around the room. Aside.) How shall I begin? It's

very embarrassing. {He scoids.) Well

!

Mrs. W. {aside). How he scowls, and how stern

he looks ! Oh, he suspects, and he is angry ! Now
Heaven help us

!

Daisy {stepping in front of him, and looking up in his

face). Was it you 't sent it?

Mr. C. {taking no notice). Bad enough ! bad enough !"

I can hardly believe my senses. {Aside.) Yes, it is

my sister, my beautiful blooming sister Mary. {Aloud.)

And you say you have no father ?
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Mrs. W. No, they have no father. Their father

died Dearly a year ago.

Mr. C. {suddenly and in a commanding tone^ rapijing

his cane on the floor) . But I say they have a father.

{Pauses grandly. The children seem a little frighteyied,)

I say they have a father. Now and in the future / am
their father so long as I live. {Pauses again in an

impressive manner.)

Daisy {steiyping forioard^ stamping her foot ^ and look-

ing up in his face). You're 7iot our papa. You sha'n't

be our papa. Our papa wasn't cross. He was kind

and good, — ever so kind and good. {Steps back, wag-

ging her head defiantly.)

Mr. C. {froivning doiun at Daisy, then around at the

rest. He breaks down stammering and blubbering).

Mary, Mary, my sister, don't you know me? don't you

know your brother Bob? {Blows his nose, and is very

much excited. Mrs. Wilton buries her face in her

handkerchief, and sobs.)

Rex {fiercely, stepping toward him belligerently).

You go away ! You are a naughty, bad man, 'n' you

make my mother cry.

Harry. And take your turkey, and all your money.

Daisy {going in front of him, and stamp)ing) . Go
away !

Dotty {going in front of him, and stampiyig).

Quick, orfle quick !

Mr. C. {dreadfully perplexed). See here, Mary,

your children are afraid of me. Tell 'em, tell 'em,

Mary : /can't. Tell 'em I'm their father. — See here

now, children, you know, I'm not cross. Really, now,
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little clears, I'm not. I'm the kindest man in this city
;

I am now, really, only— why, you see, I don't know
how to show it. {Suddenly winks to audience triumph-

antly. Aside.) I have it! {Sits doivn, and ogles to

4he children^ and beckons to them.) Come here now,

little dears, and I'll tell you a story,— a true one!

Come now.

Dotty {coming over to him). And won't you hurt

us— truly ?

Mr. C. No, indeed. {Puts her on his knee.)

There, I like that ! You shall be my especial pet.

Now {to Daisy), you come too, little pussy. {Makes

a 7ioise as if calling a cat.)

Dotty {x)utting her hand on his cheek., and pulling his

face toward hers). Daisy isn't a kitty.

Mr. C. {feigning the greatest surprise). No indeed !

There, now I have j^ou. {The boys draw nearer.) Now
for the story. ( Very pompously, and as though it were

an astonishing statement.) Once I was a little boy no

bigger than you

!

Rex. O' course.

Daisy. All big folks was little folks like us once,

wasn't they?

Mr. C. {puzzled and aside). What shcdl I say next?

How shall I tell 'em? I ivon't tell 'em at all : they'll

hate me. I'll patch it up somehow. {Aloud to the

children.) And I had a little sister, — a dear, beautiful

{blubber's, and takes out handkerchief), beautiful little

sister. It was your own mother, children, — your own
mother, my beautiful, rosy little sister was. Mary {turn-

ing to her) , Mary, come here, and tell them it is true.
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Mrs. W. {rises, arid stands beside Mr. Chester tvith

her arm over his shoulder) . Yes, my darlings, it is my
owu dear brother Robert ; and thank God he is come !

Mr. C. {using his handkerchief freely) . And, chil-

dren, it's a big world— and— and — and I lost her.

And now I've found her, and I shall never lose her

again.
(
Gets up, and very clumsily puts his arms around

her, and kisses her.) No indeed, I will never lose her

again, before Heaven I swear it ! (To the children, in

his ogling tone again.) And now, little darlings, will

you let me be your father?

Dotty. If you'll be good.

Daisy. And if mamma says so.

Mr. C. If and if! It seems, then, I may get the

mitten yet. Hey, little folks, I have a fat pocket-

book, you know ; and you won't have to wish for things

any more and not have them— ha, ha ! How will you

like that?

Rex. And shall we drive a span, and have lots of

servants, and live in a castle ?

Mr. C. Hi ! {very proudly and grandly) my son,

you get on fast.

Daisy. Like kings and queens in fairy stories?

{Claps her hands.) Oh, I shall love that

!

Mr. C. {proudly again). Tut, tut, my little daugh-

ter ! Your expectations tally with your brother's, don't

they?

Mrs. W. {smiling). No, no, dears, not that. Your

uncle means plenty of food, and warm clothing to keep

you warm, and— and— a happy, comfortable home.

Mr. C. {looking grandly around on the company).



24 A bachelor's CHRISTMAS.

Am I, then, at last the accepted head of this house, and

father of these children ?

Rex (running to liim^ and taking his hand). Oh,

you good, good, new papa!

Daisy {she and Dotty dinging to his other hand;

baby ivith mamma). I'll be good always, always^ and

mind 3'ou ; and I know I'll like to be rich.

Mr. C. Tut, tut

!

Dotty. An' me too.

Harry {throidng his arms around his mother^s neck).

O mother, mother ! It's too good,

Mr. C. {raising his finger at Harry). And mind,

I'm to have no rival. You have no further charge of

these little ones. You are to be my {proudly) eldesfc

son, and one of the babies.

{Curtain faUs with finger still up.)

SCENE V.

Handsome parlor of the new home. Mrs. Wilton
making one or two ribbon boivs at the table.

Mr. C. {pacing up and down the stage, rubbing his

hands delightedly). I tell you, Mary, we were lucky

to get this ail 'furnished at so short notice. Here it's

been standing idle for four months. I believe it was

just waiting for us. And to think they made me pay

two hundred more for it on account of the children

!

Ha, ha, ha! Really now, I never knew before, —

I

really didn't, — that the little rabbits were so much
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below par. But just let 'em try to get 7nme (jyroudly)

away, — let 'em try it that way, and they'll find 'em at

rather a heavy premium : eh, Mary?

Mrs. W. {snips off end of ribbon^ and throics down
ivork). Yes, brother, we were fortunate in getting the

house. And, Robert, you don't know it, but it was

very quick work getting the children fitted out as you

wished ; but I hope j^ou will find them to your liking.

]Mr. C. I trust so— I trust so. But, Mary my
dear, {pompously) the nephews and nieces of Robert

Chester ought to have every thing that is needful in

the way of dress. {Rings for servant; comes over to

his sister*s side.) And to think, Mary (pulls out his

handkerchief)^ that my own sister should have been

poor and homeless with all her little ones, and I— I

—

(blabbers) I rolling up a great bank account— boo-hoo

— all for myself— for one cosseted, crusty, snarly,

withered-up old bach. It's shocking, it is really, you

know. But I'll be a good father to your children,

Mary. Really, I will, Mary. I— (Knocks and maid

enters. Wipes eyes hastily^ straightens ^ip majestically.,

and goes toicard tJie maid.) Harriet, you understand

the children are to be here at seven. And mind you,

(getting excited) seven doesn't mean quarter of seven

nor quarter past seven— but just seven precisely and

exactly. (Exit maid.)

Mrs. W. Robert, if you wish to be a good father

to the children—
Mr. C. I know. I know. I go off like a fire-

cracker. But (proudly) I shall stop it, — I shall stop

it for the childi-en's sake. ( Very pompously.) If I'm
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to govern this house and these children, of course I

must govern myself. That's it— that's it; and I

shall do it, too. {Knock, cmd re-enters maid.)

Maid. If you please, sir, is baby to be brought in

with the other children ?

Mr. C. {in a fury). Is baby to be brought in with

the other children ! And what would you do with

baby, pray, if he isn't brought in with the other chil-

dren ? Tell me that, if you please. Would you throw

him out of the window ? Would you—
Mrs. W. {placing her hand on his arm). Robert

dear—
Mr. C. Yes, Mary my dear, there I go again. {To

maid, vei-y politely.) Harriet, my love, you may bring

baby in with the other children, certainly. And, my
love, {very mysteriously) keep them in the nursery till

seven, then bring them here. Prompt at seven, you

understand, my love. {Exit maid, eying Mr. Ches-

ter quizzically.) There, sister Mary, that's a good

beginning, you'll own. You mustn't despair of me.

You see, my heart is so bursting full of Christmas

peace and love and good-will, that it— why, you know
what I mean— it will break out in spite of me.

Daisy {behind scenes). I won't stay in that old

room. I'm going in that pretty room with mamma.
Rex {same). No, you mustn't. Our new papa

said we mustn't.

Mrs. W. Robert dear, I think I'll go myself, and

look after the children till seven o'clock. Harriet

will never be able to control them. {Exit.)

Mr. C. (rubbing his hands in delight). Our new
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papa ! Now, really, that means me, you know. It

does, really. Of course Harriet will not be able to

control those children. They are bright children, those

children of mine are. Nobody will be able to control

them,—nobody except myself {with great importance)^

and I shall rule them solely by love ; solely by love,

that's it. Ha, ha, ha ! Won't the fellows at the club

die with envy when they see me at the head of this

house and all these children ? Oh, but it will be sport

to see them ! it will now, really. But {looking at his

watch) they will be here in a few minutes. This

won't do. I must get to work {picks up a Santa

Claus costume lying on sofa). I made a monkey of

myself once to be Santa Claus, but that was when I

was young. Bah ! After all, I'm not so old now; no

indeed, I'm a young man j^t. How does this thing go

anyhow, I wonder? {Dresses as he talks.) Now, that

is a gay ticket. I wonder if the little rabbits will know
me. I rather guess ! You can't blind those young-

sters very easily ! {Puts on wig.) They ivill be 'cute

if they know me now.
(
Turns round and round before

the glass, and admires himself delightedly.) Ha!
Won't their eyes shine, though ! {Puts a big bag over

his back, and hangs a pair of skates, a trumpet, a tin

horse, two dolls, and other toys over him.) There

!

I'm a festive-looking Santa Claus, at all events.

{Voices outside, "Here, wait for me, Rexie ! ") Here

they come, bless 'em ! {Enter Daisy.)

Daisy {peeps in, coming far enough to be well seen.

At sight of Santa Claus, holds up both hands in amaze-

ment, and exclaims) . Oh, my ! Oh ! {Pushes off the
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stage screaming very loudly.^ Harry, Harry! Rex!

All of you ! Come quick ! It's Santa Claus ! Really

aud truly Santa Claus, right here in our parlor ! Where

did he go ? {Enter the children. They look all about

expectantly.)

Harry. Nonsense, Daisy, you little goosie ! you're

fooling us.

Rex. Pooh! Santa Claus never comes right out

like that.

Daisy. But I saw him ! I saw him alive ! Right

here ! With my two eyes ! {Dancing around^ and

hunting for Santa.)

Dot. Course she did ! Daisy wouldn't tell a lie.

I'U find him.

All the Children {spying him). Oh, there he is!

Oh, my ! It is Santa Claus, as true as you live

!

{Clap their hands^ and dance up and doivn during these

exclamations.)

Santa {coming out and frisking around). Well,

little folks, a merry Christmas to you all

!

All. Merry Christmas ! Merry Christmas ! How
did you get here? Oh, but isn't he jolly ! {They clap

hands and dance around.)

Daisy {going up to him). Are you the truly, truly

Santa Claus? Honest?

Harry. Of course he is.

Rex. You can see that with one eye.

All. Oh, my ! Isn't it fine ! {Clap hands, and

dance around Santa.)

Harry. See those skates ! Oh my eyes !

Rex. My buttons ! and that drum ! (Daisy and
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Dotty ivhisper together, and point to the dolls. Enter

ma^nma loith youngest child, if very small, in arms.)

Children. O mamma! It's really and truly

Santa Claus ! (Santa, who all this tirae has been

frisking around, and shaking the presents teasingly at

the children, begins to take them off. He holds up the

skates.)

Santa. Now, here's a fine pair of skates ! They

are just the thmg for— for— let me see— for the

baby.

Children. The baby! (They laugh.) No, no-
no mcZeecZ/ They'll just fit Harry. {In the scramble

for the skates, Daisy or Dotty, if big enough, gets the

skates, gives them to Harry, giving him at the same

time a hug around the neck.)

Santa. And these dolls ! {Eocks them, to and fro,

singing "By-low-baby.") I do believe Rex here has

his eye on these dolls ! {Laughter again.)

Children (boisterously) . You funny, naughty Santa

!

Rex. a boy have dolls !

Harry. You must give Daisy and Dotty the dolls.

Dotty. Of course. (Santa gives dolls to the little

girls.)

Santa. And here's just the prettiest drum I could

find in my toy-shop. Daisy and Dotty will want that too,

I suppose. (Children, laughiyig boisterously, scramble

for the drum, and hang it over Rex's neck. They pull

the toys from Santa, he pretending to defend himself.

One or two toys like a jumpiyig-jack, a ball, and perhaps

a few handfuls of candy, Santa tosses slyly to the chil-

dren in the audience. The children on the stage get
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among the toys some bonbons; each snaps one, ayid

puts one of the paper caps on. Rex laughingly puts

one on baby, and Daisy on her mother. Daisy then

steps off, and exclaims with a wag of her head.)

There !

Santa. There, children ! Now, hasn't old Santa

treated you handsomely ? {He holds up his finger for

them to keep quiet, and pulls from his p)ocl:et a gold

ivatch and chain. Goes to mamma, and fastens the

chain around her neck very proudly and affectionately.)

And see what we have for dear, dear mamma

!

Children. Oh! (Admiringly.) Oh! You dear,

dear old Santa Glaus ! Oh, you jolly old darling !

. Santa {takes baby in arms). And now, my dear,

dear little folks, what is the very best of all the Christ-

mas presents Santa Claus has brought you ?

Children. Our new papa ! Our beautiful, splendid

new papa

!

Santa. And the very, very best Christmas gift he

has brought to your new papa is a big, precious family

to love and to care for. And so {coming forward in

centre) God bless us all, and give us every year—
Mrs. W. a merry Christmas and a bright New

Year.

Rex. And send us Santa loaded down with toys.

Harry. And fill our hearts with merry Christmas

joys.

Daisy. And we will help to make the Christmas

merry—
Dotty. By being kind and loving, very, very, very.

{Music strikes up. Santa puts baby on the floor in
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front at one of the sides, takes Mrs. Wilton as part-

ner; the children pair^ Rex with Daisy and Harry

with Dotty, and. dajice around the stage,)

(Curtain,)

iq"oTE. — After the curtain, Santa may go down into

the audience, and distribute boxes of candy or bonbons to the

children. It would be a good way, to have Santa Clans,

when he is distributing the presents to the children in the

play, toss to some gentleman in the audience boxes of candy

or bonbons. They may be kept until now, and he can now

distribute them. Santa may stay around in his costume

as entertainer-in-general as long as is desirable.
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THE GLOBE DRAMA.
Price, 25 Cents each.

1. COUPON BONDS. A Drama in Four Acts. By J. 1. Tkowbridge.
Dramatised from the story of that name. Seven male, three female
,naractt'rs. Three scenes. Modern costumes. Easily produced.

2. UNDE B A VEIL. A Comedietta in One Act. By Sir Randall Roberts,
Bart. Two male, three female characters. Scene, interior. Double room.
Time in representation, thirty minutes.

3. CliASS DAY. A Farce in One Act. By Dr. Francis A. Harris. Four
male, three female characters. Scene, interior. Played at Harvard wiib
great success.

4. BETTER THAN GOLD. A Drama in Four Acts. By George M.
Baker. Five male, lour female characters. One interior; same for the
four acts.

6. MRS. WALTHROP'S BACHELORS. A Comedy in Three Acts.
Translated and adapted from the German of Benedix. By George M.
Baker and Willaku Small. (" Our Bachelors " and " Mrs. Walthrop's
Boarders " were translated from the same.)

6. OUR MUTUAL FRIEND. A Comedy in Four Acts. Dramatised from
the novel by Charles Dickens. By Harriet K. Shattuck. Four male,
three female characters.

7. REBECCA'S TRIUMPH. A Drama in Three Acts. By George M.
Baker. (For female characters only.) Sixteen characters. Scenes are :

Act 1, kitchen. Act 2, woods. Act 3, parlor. Written at the request of
the " D.O.C, Cooking Club," of Chicago, -who took "Among the Breakers "

as a model.

8. APPLES. Comedy in One Act from Blackwood's Magazine. One male, two
female characters.

9. BABIE. Comedy in Three Acts. Translated from the French of Emile de
Najac and Alfred Hennquin, .y F. E. Chase. Six male, five female
characters.

10. A PERSONAL MATTER. Comedy in One Act. By F. E. Chase. Two
male, and two female characters.

11. COMRADES. A Drama in Three Acts. By George M. Baker. Four
male, three female characters. Scene, interior. Costumes raodern.
Always successful.

13. SNOW-BOUND. A Musical and Dramatic Entertainment. Jly George M.
Baker. For three male and one female characters; requires some scenery,
hut can be easily produced. Introduces tongs, recitations, and an original
Burlesque, "Alonzo the Brave and the Fair Imogene." Time, two hours.

13. BON-BONS. A Musical and Dramatic Entertainment. By George M.
Baker. For four performers: three male, one female. Requires little

scenery; introduces songs, recitations, and an original Burlesque, "The
Paint King." Time in representation, two hours.

14. PAST REDEMPTION. A New Temperance Drama in Four Acts. By
George M. Baker. Nine male, and four female characters, and super-
numeraries. Scenery : three interiors, one exterior.

15. NEVADA ; or, The Lost Mine. Drama, in Three Acts. By George M.
Baker. Eight male, three female characters. Scenery, exterior and in-

terior of a Miner's Cabin in Nevada. Time, about two hours.

16. POISON. A Farce, as acted by the Hasty Pudding Club of Harvard College
with great success. Four male, three female characters. Time, thirty
minutes.

17. THE COOL COLLEGIANS. Comedy in Two Acts, by Miles Medic;
three male and four female characters.

GEORGE M. BAKEB, 47 Franklin Street.



BY GEORGE M. B
Author of **Amateur Dramas;' " The Mimic Staged' "

Room Stage" '' Handy Dramas" " The Exhibition L

Titles in this Type are New P
Titles in this Type are Tempe

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS

017 401 678 1 4

DEAHAS.
In Four Acts.

Better Than Gold.
char.

7 male, 4 I'emale

In Three Acts.

Our Folks. 6 male, 5 female char. . .

Tlie Flower of the Family. 5

male, 3 female char
Enlisted for the War. 7 male, 3 fe-

male characters

My Brother's Keeper. 5 male, 3 fe-

male char
The Little Brown Jug, 5 male, 3

female char

In Two Acts.

Above the Clouds. 7 male, 3 female
characters

Oxkf> lluiidred Years Ago. 7 male,

4 female char
Among the Breakers. 6 male, 4 female

char
teSEAD ON THE Waters. 5 male, 3 female

char.

JDowN BY THK Sea. 6 male, 3 female
char.

Once on a Time. 4 male, 2 female char.

The Last Loaf. 5 male, 3 female char.

In One Act.

Stand by the Flag. 5 male char. <. .

The Tempter. 3 male, i female char.

COMEDIES AND FAECES.
A Mysterious I>isappearance. /,

male, 3 female char
Paddle Tour Ovrii Canoe. 7 male,

3 female char *

A Drop too Much. 4 male, 2 female
characters

A. Little More Cider. 5 male, 3 fe-

male char
A Thorn Among the Roses. 2 male, 6

female char.

Never Say Die. 3 male, 3 female char.

Seeing the Elephant. 6 male, 3 female
char

The Boston Dip. 4 male, 3 f-^male char.

The Duchess of Dublin. 6 male, 4 fe-

male char
Thirty Minutes for Refrkshhents.

4 male, 3 female char
We're all Teetotalers, 4 male, 2 fe-

male char

^ Male Characters Only,

A Close Shave. 6 char
A Public Benefactor. 6 char. ....
A ^EA of Tk<(VBLes. 8 chair. .....

COMEDIES, &c., continued.

Male Characters Only.

A Tender Attachment. 7 char. . , ,

Coals of Fjrf.. 6 char, o

Freedom of the Press. 8 char. . . .

Shall Our Moth$;rs Vote ? u char.

Gentlemen of the Jury, 12 char. »> .

Humors of the Strike. 8 char. . .

My Uncle the Captain. 6 char. . .

New Brooms Sweep Clean. 6 char. .

The Great Elixir. 9 char
The Hypochondriac. 5 char. ....
The Man zvith the Demijohn, 4

char. . .

The Runaways 4 char. . . , . .

The Thief of Time. 6 char. . . .

Wanted, a Male Cook. 4 char. « . ,

Female Characters Only.

A Love of a Bonnet. 5 cha/. . 1$
A Precious 1'ickle. 6 char 15
No Cure no Pay. 7 char. 15
The Champion of Her Sex. 8 char. . 15
The Greatest Plague in Life. 8 cha. 15
The Grecian Bend. 7 char. .... 15
The Red Chignon. 6 char. .... 15
Using the Weed. 7 char. 15

ALLEGOHIES.
Ai-rangedfor Music and Tableaux.

Lightheakt's Pilgrimage. 8 female
char 15

The Revolt of the Bees. 9 female
char 15

The Sculptor's Triumph, i male, 4 fe-

male char 15
The Tournament of Idylcourt. 10

female char 15
Thf 'Var of the Roses. 8 female char. 15

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.
An Original Idea, i male, 1 female

char, XS
Bonbons ; or, the Paint King. 6 male,

I female char 25
Capuletta ; or, Romeo and Juliet

Restored. 3 male, 1 female char. . 15

Santa Claus' Frolics if,

Snow-bound : or, Alonzo the Brave
AND THE Fair Imogene. 3 male, z

female char . 25
The Merry Christmas of the Old

Woman who lived in a Shoe. . . 15

The Pedler of Vbry Nice. 7 male

char • • •. • ^S

The Seven Ages, h Tableau Entertam-

ment. Numerous iwale and female char. 15

Too Late for the Train. 2 male char, x^

Thb Visions of Freedom. 11 female

dtwjr, ... «S

Geo. M. Baker & Co., 47 Franklin St., Boston.


