Christmas hecaptured ;
by mildred Hark and Noel mMowmeen

Time: Christmss iftermoon
Setting: The 1 ving room of the stevens home

4% Rise: Dave Stevens, ebout seventeen years old, is utw’ on sofe with
the westebassket between his feet. He is picking up the remaiuning

pieces of pasper, exsmining them one et a time, and stuffing them into

the vasteLasket. Jegn Stevens, aboutl sixteen, is @prawled in chair

right with her legs out in front of herx.

Jean (Stretehing end Yewning) oOh, dear. Christm s comes but once s yesr
and maybe 11%s a good thing.

Dave: Yese. Uhat do you supyose happened to all our Chrisimes Spkeity

Jegn: I don®t know. This morning everthing wes Twerry Christmas ,
serry Christues®(She sighse) and now ii's J Christmos efternoon.
Dave: Kind of i1ike these Christmes wrappings. Ihey all looked so predty
under the tree this morning--and now theretre Jjuste-well, s lot of wsstee
papgers (He picks up another piece of papers)

Jean: Well, why uo you keep cigging through all that stuffs

Dave; I'm l: oking for iom's Christmes present. IThet wes the worst part
of 511 for me, losing that brooeh I got her,

Jean: Well, when did you have it last, Dave?

Dave: Ilast night, I was just goimg to wrep it when Dad seid let's go down &
and set up Bobble's eleetric tra . n, so I shoved it in my shist pocket.

Jean: Then it's probably in the basement somewhere.

Dave: That's whal I thought dbut I looked ell overe. @ll, it*s not in
heree (He takes last few sorapes of paper snd they won't quite fit
in the basket so he bangs it on the floor to psck it down. 48 the
wastebasket hit the floor there is & sound as of needles falling from
the tree. (This sound can be made offstage ny throwing & handful of
gravel onto a sheet of heavey wrapplng paper.) 4t the sound Jesn and
Dave Jump e little and look toward the tree.)

Jean: (Misgustedly): The Needles ore falling slreadye Even the tree
seems torknow Christmas is overe

Dave: Yeshe (He reaches down end picks up & last strey teg from the floor
and holds it up, reading it. Merry Christmes. He Hoe



BJean rises and goes up stage nesr tree and looks st the stack of handker-
chief boxes, shaking her head, as Father, H nry Stevens, enters left.)

Father: Wwell, childredn, your mother is in the kitchen surrounded by dirty
dishes. I've been helping her but fow it's your turn.

Dave: (Rising with wastebasket )L (Q.K., dad. 1'11l help her justses soon
as I get rid of this stuff. He goes off left carrying wastebasket.
Father goes right and sinks into easy chair.)

Jean: (Welking her fingers up the stack of boxes as though counting them)
Ugh, to think that all that's left of our besutiful Christmss dinner
is dirty greasy dishes. I don't see why mom didn't let some of the
company help before they left.

Father JALh#f4 You know your mothere. she never does. What arc you doings

Counting your blessings?

Jean: No, my handkerchiefs.
Father; Hmm , sort of s blow-by-blow inventory.
Jean: Don't be funny, Dade. I got fourteen handkerchiefsy

Fether: Well, e hankerchief is s useful present end if I'm not mistakem
you received a great meny other lovely things.

Jean: Oh, I don't mind all the cousins giving me hankerchiefSe-e

(Holding up on- box) but this one. I should think Charlie ecould heve
done better.

Father: Charlie who?

Jean: You know very well--Charlie Coles He's be n dating me for weekSe--
you'd think I was the big moment in his life. 4nd then to get this.
And when I think of the keen tie clip I gave Himeew-e

Father: Now, now, Jean. You know what your mother says. It isn't the gift,
it's the t ought behin® 1t;

Jean: That's all very well, but you wouldn't give mother & handkerchief, would
you?

Father: Jean, I'm never gquite sure what to give your mother.

Jean: I saw you writing her a check this morning.@f course, that's not very
exeiting but at least she csn buy what she wantsj(She slams box down
onto table.) But s handkerchief from the boy friend--e--e-

Father: (lxzmg to be funny) WwWell, if your're so upset, perhaps you can use
it to ery in.

Jdean: (Steriing left): Merry Christmes. (ZThen he motices the threec lomg
boxes on the table mext to him and picks one up and opens it. pe
takes out a loud tie, holds it at srm's length, scowles and p.ts it b
back in box. He opens another box, takes another loud tie, rises and
goes left, holding tie in front of him as he looks into the mirror.
He scowles and shakes his head, returns to chair, puts tie back in bax
and opens the tird box. He barely gets the 144 off when
and clamps it back om sgain. B bb e PR
obble, about eight years 0ld, enters

1



lefi looking dejected,

Bobbie:
Father:
Bobbie:

Father:

Bobbie:
Feother:

Boblhie:
Fother;

Bobbie;

| Father;
| Bobkie:
Mother:
Fa her:
Hother:

Father;
Mother:

Father:
Uothers

Father;
Hother;

Father;
Mother;

thinking maybe I'd get

Dafl, why do you supsose my electric train doesn't worksy
Bobble, I've told you, i don't know.

But you saild you'd come down in the basement and look
the compeny left.

(Sinking into ehair
I am very tired,

But Dac, what good is a Christmss prevent if it coamrt worky

Ho good, son. I%'s something 1like a Christmes tie that one
eannot wear.

How about Daver Maybe he could help me £ix it.

Your brogher is helping your mother with the dishes and I wouldnet
disturd him,

But Ded, all year long

at 4% after

) Som, 1t is late Christmss afiernoom, and

I've been looking forward to Christmas end
an eleciric train.

I know, Dobbie, weo -11 look forward to cnhtnao
But now, I can't even play with it.
A e

({xying to be cheerful) Wwell, Ethel, how are the dishes eomings
there are sll the greasy penp yet, but the children heve teken

over. ind I Just thought, Henrye-e-(faking 1id off flat box on tabdle
left and pieking up ,retty, lascy blouse. Do you suprose Margar-t
Burk could have sent me this biouse?

Ethel, sre you st#ll worrying about thet blouses

0f course, I'm Just siek sbout it. It's 50 besutiful end exsctly
what I needed---but miles too bigd

Ghy can't you take it back?
Beceuse I don't know where

(Moerexr enters left,)

it come frome After this I'm not going
to let the children take the suter wiapodngs off the parcel post,.
packeges when they put them uncer the tree, If people don't have
sense envugh 10 enclose g cardeeeese

Kaybe it ceme from someone in tow.
You couid try different oues,.

Henry, I'm sure it must be
on® who hadn't secn me in
fot. (Holding out blouse)

Well, what size do you weary

#hat sizey Whye--uheethirty ~eight,

iots of stores deliver packegess

from somoore out of town. only somee
8ges would have thought g*4 grown this
Imagine anyone seniing me g size fortys



Father: Oh. A - Sy -

Bobbie (who has been waiting patiently0:
@o about my electiric train?

Dad, isn't there anything you ean

Father: No, Bobbie, not until tomorrow, when we can call the store.

lMiother. Oh, dear. It still won't work, Bobbie?

Bobbie: No, Mom.

Father: Bobbie, if you want to play with the train now, Jourll Just
have to push it around the track.

Bobbie: Push it? That's no fun.

Father: Well, use your imegination. Pretend you're the engineer of
something.

Bobbie: O0.K. But it sure is a gyp. (He goes sadly off left.)

Mother: Henry, I must say it's very funny about Bobbie's train. How did you
break it?

Father: I didn't break it. When Dave and I set it up last night it ran
perfeetly. You saw it. You came down in the basement and watehed.

Mother: Yes, and I must say it looked rather silly to see the two of you.
8itting on the floor hypmotized by a toy train.

YBERELL/ /HEd]/4hd/

Father: Now, Ethel, I never had an eleetric train when I was a boy.

Mbther. And I never had a Mama doll and I don't want one now. Ttts

Father:

Mother:

Father:
Fath
Mother:

Father:

Mother:

Father:

certainly too bad you had to wesr the train out before the child had
a chance to use it.

E%hl, I don't know what the troulbe is but that train is not worn
out. There must be some mechanical defeet. He can return it in the
morning.

(Dropping blouse bake into box without putting cover on it)

Well,
Thats more than I ean do with this blouse.

(She sits in chair left.)
4nd more than I can do with these ties.
What's the matter with your ties, Henry?

(Holding box up and showing ties.) Well, take this one for instance,
I can't very well return it beeause it's from cousin Ezra in
Nebraskg-=ee-ea--- he's be insulted. 4nd I ean't wear it either.
(Disgustedly) Fishesl

Now, Henry, it's natural cousin Ezra should piek a tie with fishese.
He's cuide a sportsman.

Perhaps so, but there is atime and a place for fishes ang I'1ll not

wear them around my neck. (Holding up another box and showing
very loud tie) 4nd look at this one from Dave---Tt's even worse. T
8uppose the boy meant Welleweeoo
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lother:

Pather:

Mother:
FPather:
lother:

6@&1’3
Mother:

Fathers
Mothers

Pathers
Mother:

Father:
lMother:
Father:
Mothers

Pather:
Hother:

Pather:

ldother:

5
Mean't well? Why, Henry, 1t's hand painted and Dave was so proud
of it. They're all the rage. Don't you dare say a word about that
tie? Your'!ll hurt his feelingse.

Oh, I won't, but how can I wear such a thing? (Picking up another
box and showingg tio) And then this one----

Henry, that's the one I gave you
Oh--ecr--why, yes, so it is. Well--uh--bhis one 1is very nice but--

Henry, yourtre just sayin 6 thats You don't like it. You don't like
it at all

Very well, then I don't. LPLA/ bhbiAAAF  And how many times
h ve I tried to tell thls family that I like conservative ties?

And how many tlimes have I tried to make you see that you're just
an old fogey about tiles?

(Rising): 014 fogey?

Yes,I've tried and tried to get you to wear something more
colorful .

So you choose Christmas to force it upon mel .

Henry--(She bursts into tearss) If that isn't a nlce way to talk
about my Chrlstmas prosent. g

(Going to her and patting her shoulder): My, dear, I'm so sorry.

Henry, were quarrelings
How=--now, don't cri.

But I just can't understand what's happened. I felt so wonderful
last night vhen we were getting ready--trimming the tree and the ch
children making snow out of soap 1 and then this morning in
church when we were sin ing the carols I was so happy, and now all
of a suidden, I---I'm as cross as can bee.

My dear, 1t's been a big day. You're just tired.

No, it's more than that. I haven't an ocunce of Christmas in me.
It's all gone.

Mine 1 It's isn't it? People are alva{;&.

wonder it woul if we xould keep the Chri spirit all the
year round.

Yes, and 1t can't wven last through Christmas ﬁlf#/ﬂj/t#/ﬂ#
day « We talk about the spirit of giving, Henry bu
it really mean. Bven the prosenis--everyonets diaappointad for
some reason or others



Bathers
Mother:
Father:
Hother:
Father:

Hother:
Pather:

Hother;
Daves
Hothers:
Dave:

lothers

6-
I kmow. They were all chosen 80 carefully and wapped so beautifully--
And now you don't like your ties.
Wow, Ethel
Well, you don't. And may blouse doesntt fit.
And Jean got ony a handkerchief from her best beau and Dave's upset
because your present 1s lost.
And Bobbie's train won't work.
And think of the present Aunt Mathilda sent. (e laughs.) We don't
even know what that is. .
It isn't funnye.

Ch, Henry, don't laugh about 1it,
Gee, lion, now what do you suppose happened?

It's seriocus———-
I Teel terrible.

There's no more hot water, and we still hav: the bi_ greasy roaster
to do.
Oh dear. Well, you'll just have to let it soak. Tell Jean to £ill

1t with water and leawe it in the sini.

Daves

lothers
Dave:
Hothers

Father:
liother:

Fathers
Mother:

Father:
Mothers

Pather

Jeans:
Llothers
Jeans
Fathers
Jeans

Father:
Jeans
Mothers:
Jean:
Father:
Hather:

0.f. Here's the wastebaslket. I burned the rubbish. (ile drops the
wastebasket upstage near the tree and as he does, there is the sound
of needles falling again.)

W hat was that?

Noedles, Mon. The Christmas tree 1s molting. (He goes off loft.)

Holting indeedl Hemry, do you mean that the needles are falling
from that tree already? .

It sounds wi much like it dear,

But you said it was the kind ¢ wouldntt drop.

t I told you to ask for a balsam.
I did ask for a balsam. The man siad they were all balsams.

Well, be cheoated you. This must be a spruce or a pine or a cedar
or some .

I wouldn't knows I'm not a horticulturist.

Well, you'd think you could pick a Christmas tree that would

last through Christmas Day. But 1t just shows--even sbout Christe
mas trees, people are greedy. There's no real Christmas spirit
anywhere. That man saw you ecoming, Henrey.

Very well, Ethel. Next year you shall buy the Christmas tree
while I stuff the turkey.

Humph. (The phone rings off left.
OCh dear, there's the phone.

Mother rises and starts lafi.:}
Probably someone ealling to

wish us a Merry Christmas and I don't think I can stand it.
(Sighing) Just tell them they're too late. (Jean enters left
sniffling.)

Wasn't that the dear?
Yes, Dave's gottml.
Vhat's the matter with you?
Everything. MNon, do you know what Dave's done now? He's invited
Charlie Cole over here.

Whatts that?

Yes, for supper. Ch,rlie Cole and his eousin, Lucille.

Is that the girl who is staying with them for the holidays?

Sure, and Dave's been telling about how cute she is.

Ethel, I can't stand it. We've had enough company for one day.

Now, Henry, you've always told the children they could invite their
n'iond.a e



Mother:-

Dave:
Mother;
Dave:
Father:
Mother:

Dave:
Mother:

Father:
Mother:

Jeans:
Wother:
Dave:
Jean:
Dave:
Fahter:
Dave:
Jean:

Dave:
Mother:

Father:
Jean:
Mother
Dave:

Mother:

Father:

Dave:

Bobbie:
Dave:
Mother:

.Oh, my, I'd forgotten th._at .

Now, Henry, you've al ways told thechildren they could invite their
friends over, and Jean, I don't see why you should be so upset.
Jean(almost crying) Because I'll have to be nice to Charlie and
I feel so embarrassed--I'll have to pretend that I 1ikd his hander-
chief. (Dave enters left.)
Well, folks, now we've got real troubles.
What is it, Dave? Who was on the phone?
Aunt Matilda.
Makilda.
(Stharting left):
talk to me?
It wasn't longdistance. She's here. She's at the sation. She
got a sudden idea to visit us and took the train early this morning.
She's getting a cab and coming right over.
Oh dear--oh dear -me.
I think I'm getting ill. Ethel, you'll have to entertain her,
No, Henry, we can't be like that. Matilda is all alone and she
always said she'd like to comeand enjoy a real homey Christmas.
We'll have to make things nice for her.
But Mom, how can we? Our Christmas spirit is all gone.

en we must try et it back somehow. You children can help.
ﬁﬁ#/ﬂéﬁ[/ﬁéﬁ/ﬂﬁﬂ/ﬂfj/;ﬂﬁf But Mom, I'll have company of my own to
entertain. Charlie and Lucille are coming.
You'd better call them right up and tell them wh at's happened.
Tell them to stay home.
I will not.
Son, how did you ever happen to invite them in the first place?
Why, I==I just said nothing--why not come over for a snack of
turkey?

My goodness, long distance. Does wmhe want to

‘All you wanted was for him to bring Lucille along.

Well, she's staying with them.
Now, children, stop you squabbling at once. %What are we going to do
for Aunt Matilda? We mustn't let her know how WAfELL we feel.
She always writes how she pictures us all so happy and merry at
Christmas time. Maybe if we all practice saying Merry Christmas
again. (Weakly) Merry Christmas, Henry.
No, Ethel, It can't be done. You can't warm over Christmas spirit
like left over turkey.
(Sinking onto sofa:) I feel ab out as Christmasy as the Fourth of
July.
(Looking around) Well, we look Christmasy enough if only the tree
will hold together. We can show her our present and--

s, Where's the presents she sent us? We don't even know vhat

1t iS. :
Well, get it out quickly, Dave.
It's under the tree. We must find out what it is before Aunt
Matildaf gets here.
But how can we, Ethel? We all tried to guess this morning. -(Dave
goes to tree a nd fishes gadget from under it. It 1s a cube shaped
Box about six inches wide and high with a small crank sticking out
of one side. This can be made.)
Well, here it is. (He peers at gadget,)
grinder but no one ever grinds coffee any more.
Listen, Dave, can't you fix my train?
Don't bother me now.

Bobbie, Aunt Mathilda is coming an we've got to find out what her

I said maybe a coffee
You've got me,

Present is,



g

th’bm.' It*s an og; Deatars
m -

.,?,

m

tals & hem in the

s

by S Biay
&m.m mmw i

Aot lathilda.

» I don' want Co have anyihing to do with Charile

hs!nl to
:m '




Father (0ffering casy chalr) And do sit down, Aunt lathilda,
mnm ot t amg I want to look eround. Take !ncmtm
iy, a tree. (She starts toward it)
w amj: I~ wouldn't g et too close, Aunt Mathilda. B
Hathilda: ever nob? _
Daves Itts just thabe-well--it looks betier at a distance.
Jean (th&w) mmmmm You get the effect of

m looks good to me abt dlstance.
(mm) #aﬁ'ammm&mm
mmm& s so to be here--it's in a home like

Christmas spirit. Isn't thet right

. A T R s v st
s vou
them. M - the
w& hhh-@udgetxgmm ébudidnh!s

Pather: lvafmm Thanik | mmmm
mxm ﬂd aﬁyat!
: v ‘ln ||u o

Laves
Jd mm»m all :
&1&: ﬁ-nht'a namfwzmtmdmhwm.tm

“of courscs
hukontabhmdrn.ﬁag And now do show me sone
I want to share in everything.

mm
Pathers: &xim mtl;yt&e&
Daves mmmmz

Pather: (mmmmmlm%mmnn. Qite--well,
quite something, deoflt you thinky

mm:m indeeod.

Daves &ttﬁntumum.m. wmmmauymw

Father: {He hands tie to Dave

Dave: S‘miungm%? he 1s mp::?n fee, Thanis. (He mﬁnﬁt}z front

POp3 mh; I & gum, -

Dave: s Dady wouldn & ar 1t this evening, woul

Pop1 w, I dont® hﬁuﬂg not, somn. ma';nt youtre growing- yougls
Breo to weor wy tles whenever you want. Pemily tios wo'll cal

Davo: (%yplmd) Gee, thanks, Dad. I=I kind ofw-well, Isantadto.
Jeans Indimgim. mmymmmjmwwwm’*
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) Hey, Ghwbts mine, I wean, I$%c doutse ItTs Louls

Bobble: Goe, isa's 1t wonderful uy train will run? ' |

Dgvos (Coing to uother) lom, itts your Christuas presect. (Handing brooch
$o hor) leve--iorry Cheistans, mothors ,
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qoﬂ.ﬁow,ﬂm Jet them hav- thelr fun. If 1t gots too loud wetll asl them
- to trun 1t dowmn. Ve can 31t here and enjoy our Christmas.

Father: That sults mee (lie settles back)

o s e bl L K e L L

Hatildas (Sighing hoopily) My, I'n g0 glad I eame. Ivorything is so-—wwell,
Just the way I imaginod 1t would bes (Loolkzing twoard trec) And that
ge?uuiﬁﬂ. troo==T cantt got over Its Thorcfa nothing as bosutiful as a

alaaie

mg ‘A balsen{
mt""’a"*o--uel not sure 1t ia a balsan, At fatilda.

P T, AN RS

datilda: BDut it mmet be (Rising and goln: to troe) The needles arentt droppinge
liother: Thoytre not? '

Hatildas ijo, the trco iz just as frech and green as can bo. (She touches s brameh
- and mar sounds of fallin; noodles agalnsg) ,

Fatlcep: Then whai;*s all thet noise?

%; ﬂﬁin My, Ltts this artificial snow yov heve on the tree,
| | SET 40 1h 1neily GO0GNecT,  THS GREMEReE

enoy wast have naixed it oo drys

m: (J.uuc.ﬂ.nb Uvanelr) Lool, ﬁjM) evorytine you bouch 1t, Uhe SHQW -

Foll, isn't that pretty? Iike a minlature snowstorme And look under 1
the trees Without oven plam.in{, 1t we have o snow covorcd Christuas soens
(ilusic sotorts off leftey & famlliasr Christrns Carols) ‘

Zthel, listonw-the rmsic} : ' !

mz ‘Yhy itts the childrone hey're not daneings Theytre nlaying Cheistmes
‘ caroloe '

Hatilda: Isn'tc Ghat sweet? It oll you this house is fall of Christums spirite

Liothors Yos, I' don't imow what's heppened, but I've never fclt so 31 of cm-us-
mes spirlt in all wmy lifoe I wish I could Leep 1t all yoars
latilda: You lmow, my dear, I think somc thfmgs arc too precious to hang onto
overy uouenbe Dubt just the same, 1t¥s at times 1like this thet we glina!
tho rue meoening of Christmasy, and that gives us stren;th to cawpry on elll
rmwwmmw“masx1m. 'a
Mothe: s (Going to liatilda) You wontt have to rencubor 1t that long, Aunt ’
latilda. Just till noxt Chelstmas/ You have no idea how much you’w |
helipod us to enjoy this ono, and we want you evory yoore ]

ms (Coaming ) Doymrenllymanshatg
hthou (Rising) Of eourse, she doose ﬂo'vohndcmma:\ruwchisyw
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