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A MAN’S WORLD

4CT I

Time—Tke preseni—Eight o'clock a winter even- .
mg.

Scene—Frank Ware's living room in an old house |
in lower New York. There it a door at G. back
leading into hall. One at L. leading into sleeping
room. A wide window cuts off the upper R, corner
diagonally. Another window is down R. At L, a
large old fashioned fire-place of white marble. Low
open bovk shelves fill the wall spaces. Im the up-
per corner L, is a large round table on which
are magacines, a lamp—a box of cigorettes and n
bowl of red apples. At L. C. a very large uphol-
stered davenport facing the fire at a slanting angle.
Below the fire a large arm-chair.

At back g baby grand piamoe stands R. of the
door C.—the keyboard facing the window—a sin-
gle chair before it. Below pigno & small round ta-
ble holding books and a work basket—a chair at L.
of this table. Well out from the window R, is a
large table desk with a chair on either side. The
desk holds a student’s lamp—magazines, mewspa-
pers, brass desk furnishings—and o grect quantity
of Mis. letters, eic.

On the book shelves are vases, several busts in
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8 A MAN'S WORLD

brong and white—old bowls, a large Victory in
white, and a preat quantity of pictures on the walls
—urater colors, oils, sketches—all good.

The walls and ceilings are done in faded, old
frescoes—and there is a €. pas chandelier of an old
fashioned design.

The furniture is all old, but solid and the pen-
eral air is thaf of past elepance grouwn shabby and
invaded by up-to-date comfort and cheerfulness.

At eurtain—Kiddie Ware, a sturdy boy of sev-
en, &5 lying full lenpth on sofa looking into fire.
After a slight pause he rises—punches pillow anmd
sulkily crosses io piane. With one finger he plays
“Can you come out fo-night boys” three times, with
one note altways wrong. He then crosses fo wia-
dow and looks eaperly out into the street. There
is @ soft rap at the door C. Pauwse—and the rap is
repeated.

Emoie—{ Lifefessly.) Come.

Frrrz—(Opening the kall door.) Wie pehts.
Hello.

Kipoe—(WFithout turning.) Hello!

( Fritx Bahn is g young German. He is in sven-
ing clothes and carries a shabby top-coat, a cap and
a violin case.)

Frrrz—Where is de Frankie mutter?

Kioois—(8¢#ill not turming.) She ham't come
yet.



ACT I 5

Frrrz—Ach! She is late. Don't you worry. She
come soon. It is not eight o'clock all ready. (Goes
to child at window.)

Kiopie—I want Frankie.

Fritz—Ach Gott, so do [—but we don't get
everything we want.

Kmonig—{ $till not tarning from window.) Why
don't she come?

Farrz—I tink she has had a very busy day with
dot old publisher down town to-day. She will be
so tired. Un? Yah, I tink it Don't lock all de
time on de outside. She not come so. Look a lid-
dle on de inside an she come. So.

Kmme—Light all the gas, She likes ir,
 Furrz—(Lighting the gas.) Bo. Dere iss one
—dere iss two—dere iss dree. So. Better? TUn?
‘Who lighted the first one for you all ready?

Kmpie—0ld Grumper, when she brought my
supper. She was awful cross to-night.

Fritz—No, iss dot so?

Kiopig-—Light the lamp.

Frivz—( Lighting student lamp on desk.) Oh,
yah. De light at de shrine. So. We are ready for
her. Un? Wat did you do to-day?

Kmpizg—Nathing.

Frirz—Nothing? Didn't you go to school?

Kiooie—TYes.

Fairz—And didn't that nice girl wat takes care
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of .you, take you to de park dis afternoon?

Kipie—Yes.

Fritz—And did she go home already?

Kionie—Yes.

Fritz—And you was alone dis evening waiting
for de Frankie mudder. Ain't you going to smile
vet? Wat will make you smile now? Shall I tell
you—oh—such a funny story aboud Chris Kringle,
wat's coming down your chimney next month al-
ready? (Kiddie shakes his head.) WNo? shall I—

Kmpre—/(Solemnly.) Be a monkey.

Frirz—(Hopping on a chair and imitating o
monkey.) Ach Gott! Dot iss too easy.

Kmpie—1 like that.

Fritz—Well I am glad you like something.

Kime—(Going to kick the end of a couch.)
I want Frankie to come.

Frrrz—Du Leiber] Can’t you forget a liddle?
She come soon, now. 1 tink she iss eating her din-
ner all ready down in de restaurant.

Kiopie—She's going to take me to dinner to eat
with her down in that restaurant, she said so.

Fritz—MNo] How fine! I will haf to get invited
on that time. You tink I can?

Kmpie—Sing a song.

Fra1z—All my tricks, un? (Going to piano he
beging a (Terman song—extravagantly—after first
fewr bars—loud voices are heard in hall singing
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same turne., Wells and Emile bang on the door and
enter grm in arm finging.

‘WEerLs—For heaven’s sake, can't you hear any-
thing but your own wvoice.

Emine—Que faites—vous? Oh, la, la, Tenezl
Ou est las divinite?—0Ou est la Divinite?

(B ells Trevors is a happy go Iucky young Amer-
ican, good looking and goodnatured. He wears a
shabby lounging coat. Emile Grimeauns is a small
Frenchman of the unmistakable artist type. He
wears a Blue working blouse.)

WeLLs—Where's Frankie? Kiddie?

Kmpie—She hasn't come home yet.

Frrrz—(Rising from piano and going te Wells
thumping him in the ribs.) It's too early all ready.
Don’t you know anything?

EmiLe—Um—he knows nossing.

WeLLs—I know a pood sport when 1 zee one.
{Going to Kiddie.) Kiddie, old man, doesn't care
when Frank gets home, do you? He can take care
of himself, can't you? (HFells doubles his fist and
makes a pass at Kiddie, to which Kiddie quickly re-
sponds. They move to C. going on with mock
fight.)

Frarz—Gif it to him, Kiddie. Goot! See! Ach
du leiber Himmel! Keep at him! You have him
going! (FFells dowbles back ro L. towards the
couch. Kiddie is excited with his victory.)



