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BIRD’S NEST

CHARACTERS
George Sanford 
Martin Doan 
Lydia j  
Richard j

a bridegroom 
- his man

newly-inarried lovers

Scene.— The garden outside a cottage. 
T ime.—A night in May.
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Through the courtesy of Mr. Stanley 
Muschamp the very lovely music com
posed by him for the original performance 
of “ Bird’s N est” is printed. It can be 
bought of Walter H. Baker Company for 
50 cents per copy.



To

F RAN CES  W IT H E R SP O O N

who knew the little house for Bird’s Nest, 
and whose fancy plaited straws with 

mine in a May moonlight



PLEA SE  N O T ICE
The professional stage-rights in this play are strictly re

served by the author. Applications for its use should be 
addressed to T racy  M ygatt , in care of W alter  H. 
Baker  Company , Hamilton Place, Boston, Mass.

Attention is called to the penalties provided by the Copy
right Law  of the United States of America in force July i ,  
1909, for any infringement of the author’s rights, as follows

Sec. 28. T ha t any  person who w ilfully  and  for profit shall in
fringe any  Copyright secured by  this A ct, or who shall know ingly 
and  w ilfully aid or abet such infringem ent, shall be deemed gu ilty  
o f  a  m isdemeanor, and  upon conviction the reof shall be punished 
by im prisonm ent for not exceeding one y ea r or by  a  fine o f  not 
less than  one hundred  dollars, or both, at the d iscre tion  o f  the 
court.

Sec. 29. T ha t any  person who, w ith fraudulent in ten t, shall 
Insert or impress any  notice o f Copyright required by  th is  A ct, or 
words of the same purport, in or upon any  uncopyrigh ted  a rtic le , 
or w ith fraudulent in tent shall remove or a lter the copyright 
notice upon any  artic le  duly copyrighted  shall be gu ilty  o f a 
misdemeanor, punishable by  a  fine of not less than  one hundred  
dollars and  not more than one thousand dollars.



Bird’s Nest

SCENE.—A little low white cottage, approached by 
a gravel-path which winds up from gray, moss- 
grown steps at l ., flanked by lilac-bushes. A 
sunken step leads across the tiny pillared porch, 
twined deep with honeysuckle which, together 
with the tall, recently-acquired French windows, 
stands open into the living-room, dark now ex
cept for its moonlit shadows.

At the rise of the curtain there is a moment in which 
the dark and stillness permeate one; then there 
is a slight noise overhead, an electric light flashes 
in the upper hall, and a tallish, youthfully old 
figure that is Martin Doan, wearing valet’s 
livery, can be made out, descending the little 
flight of stairs just inside. As he reaches the 
bottom, the heavy strokes of the clock in the 
church tower, faintly visible in the middle-dis
tance, begin to boom out midnight. Martin 
pauses, listening. As the strokes proceed, he 
steps into the open doorway, and peers into the 
garden.

Martin.
. [In soft unison with the bells.] Nine—ten— 

eleven—twelve------!
[Then, snapping the profound quiet which suc- 

i
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ceeds the ending of the chimes, there is an 
abrupt movement above stairs, and George 
Sanford's voice, thick but vibrant with un

wonted excitement, calls.

Sanford.
That you, Martin?

Martin .
[Turning toward the cottage.] Yes, sir.

Sanford.
[Jovially descending the stairs.] Well, well, Mar

tin, what have you got to keep you awake ?

Martin.
[Measuring a conscious distance in his voice.] I 

hardly know, sir! It was such a night, sir! I was 
going to bring up the ear-trumpet-----

Sanford.
[Joining Martin on the door-step, his too-well- 

fitting clothes making an open secret of his stoutness.] 
Well, well, did you think you’d find it here, listening 
to those everlasting chimes? But I’m glad you re
minded me, Martin! I shouldn’t have slept a wink 
if I hadn’t known it was all right, every way!

Martin .
[Again turning to go in.] Yes, sir, I put it on the 

table with the other packages-----

Sanford.
Thanks. [Laying a protesting hand on Martin’s 

arm,] But don’t go in yet, Martin! I—I want to 
talk.
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Martin.
Yes, sir.

Sanford.
[Sentimentally looking up at the moon.\ Just look

at her! Isn’t she splendid? Doesn’t she-----  [He
breaks into a fat chuckle.] Now just listen to that, 
will you? Don’t that show the state I’m in—callin’ 
the moon “ her ” and “ she ” ! Why, that’s what they 
say in the magazines. I was readin’ one last night— 
[ With fatuous explicitness.] one of those /<w-stories! 
Why, Martin, I haven’t said “ her ” and “ she ” for 
forty years!

Martin.
[Dutifully.] Yes, sir.

Sanford.
[Testily.] Well, don’t that show----- ?

Martin.
[Dreamy eyes on the cedar over the cottage.] The 

moon’s beautiful, s ir!

Sanford.
[ With a pitying snort. ] Beautiful! Why, Martin, 

beautiful’s no word for i t ! She—she’s elegant! 
Magnificent—er—“ magnifique,” I think the French 
would call i t ! Such a romantic language, French! 
Mrs. McCormorant’s kept a French maid for years! 
But of course you couldn’t be expected to know, or— 
[A sentimental hand on his heart.] or feel----- -!

Martin .
[Suddenly attentive.] Not a pain, sir, in your 

heart ?
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Sanford.
[Starting irritably.] Pain?—in my heart? What 

are you talking about ?

Martin.
Beg pardon, sir, but I understood the doctor 

said-----
Sanford.

Damn the doctor! Don’t you know I only went 
to satisfy Evelina—Mrs. McCormorant? Why, I 
never was fitter in my life! But she does love me 
so— [Sighing.] and I her! I her! Ah, Martin, 
again that is something you cannot understand— 
when two hearts beat as one! [Scornfully, as Mar
tin  says nothing. ] I suppose you’d think it was a 
disease!

Martin .
S ir----- ?

Sanford.
[Holding him as both look into the garden.] Ah, 

no matter! Just think, Martin, this time to-morrow 
night we shall be here—she and I—here in the Bird’s 
Nest-----  [ Chuckling. ] Ha-ha—not bad, that, con
sidering the nest-egg! I whispering sweet nothings 
into her little sea-shell ear!

Martin .
[Edging away.] Beg pardon, sir, but shall I fetch 

the ear-trumpet up to your room?

Sanford.
[Seizing him suspiciously.] Eh? Now what did 

you mean by that, I ’d like to know ?
































































