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SOAPY SMITH’S WINTER WISH
A comedy in one act

ADAPTED BY THOMAS HISCHAK
From O. Henry’s short story The Cop and the Anthem

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

OLD TIMER ...............................elderly but cheerful and 74 
generous hobo; has an air of 
aristocrat about him

TABBY ......................................hobo 30
CROSS-EYE ...............................another 27
SOAPY SMITH ...........................hobo from Old Timer’s tale 61
MRS. SOAMES ..........................formidable restaurant manager; 7 

middle age
ELSIE .......................................sullen waitress; teenage or older 8
SANDRA ...................................attractive, presentably dressed 11 

woman; in her 20s
COP .........................................in uniform 12
URCHINS ..................................two teenage girl ruffians 12
WOMAN ON THE BENCH ............any age  9
GIMPY PEG ...............................elderly female hobo 11
HOBBS .....................................chauffeur; a serious fellow 6

SETTING
New York City, November 1906, and a railroad yard years later.

On one side of the stage is the railroad yard, represented by a trash 
can or metal bucket for a fire. The bucket is surrounded by three 
broken-down stools and a small pile of wood scraps.

The rest of the stage is open and is used to tell the story that happened 
in New York City in 1906. A park bench is the only item needed for this 
part of the play.

NOTE:  With only a few changes in the dialogue, Soapy Smith’s Winter 
Wish becomes a delightful comedy for the Christmas season and can 
be titled Soapy Smith’s Christmas Wish. The cast, costumes, props 
and setting remain the same other than moving from November to 
December 1906. Lines of dialogue to be modified throughout the 
script are indicated with footnotes, which reference the alternative 
lines starting on page 15.
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1

SOAPY SMITH’S WINTER WISH

SOUND EFFECT:  SLOW-MOVING TRAINS. LIGHTS RISE on the railroad 
yard. OLD TIMER sits at the fire holding an old pot with a broken handle 
over the fire, humming to himself contentedly1. He is old and dirty, 
dressed in worn clothes and wears a crushed top hat. He puts down 
the pot to warm his hands over the fire, then picks the pot up again 
and continues humming. TABBY and CROSS-EYE ENTER. They are 
younger men but similarly dressed. They cross to OLD TIMER.
OLD TIMER:  (To TABBY.) Welcome, brother! (To CROSS-EYE.). You too, 

brother! You both look like you can do with a bit of warmth. Have 
a seat.

TABBY:  Thank you, brother.
CROSS-EYE:  Sure thing! (HOBOS sit on the other two stools and warm 

their hands over the fire.)
OLD TIMER:  It has been a mild November, but tonight the cold has 

arrived. Hand me one of those sticks, my friend. This fire’s got to 
warm up three souls now, and it can’t do it on ashes.2

TABBY:  Here. (Hands OLD TIMER a stick from the pile.) Mighty nice of 
you, brother. 3

CROSS-EYE:  What’s in the pot?
TABBY:  Cross-Eye, where’s your manners?
CROSS-EYE:  I just asked, Tabby.
TABBY:  Well, it ain’t polite.
OLD TIMER:  The other day I was at that soup kitchen on Mott Street, 

and I asked what was the bill of fare of the day. The mission lady 
said it was not polite to ask! (Laughs and TABBY joins in.)

CROSS-EYE:  You were only asking. Nothing wrong with that.
OLD TIMER:  My thoughts exactly, brother. But she didn’t seem much 

interested in my thoughts.
TABBY:  We been to that kitchen. I think I know the one you mean. The 

old lady with a liver spot on her chin?
OLD TIMER:  The very same one.
CROSS-EYE:  They got good soup at that kitchen. Sometimes onions. 

Sometimes tomato.
OLD TIMER:  I am partial to lobster thermador, but it hasn’t been on 

the menu there for quite some time. (Laughs at his own joke.)
CROSS-EYE:  What kind of soup you got in that pot?
TABBY:  Cross-Eye!
OLD TIMER:  You have a healthy curiosity, brother. So I won’t try your 

patience any longer. This is not soup, my friend. It is wintertime 
stew!4
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CROSS-EYE:  Stew! You hear that, Tabby?
TABBY:  Be quiet, Cross-Eye.
CROSS-EYE:  What’s in it?
TABBY:  You must pardon Cross-Eye. He ain’t got no more manners 

than a—
OLD TIMER:  Quite all right, I assure you. In this pot, friends, are three 

potatoes, a half of a turnip, some onion skins, and no less than six 
broccoli stems! A veritable feast, don’t you agree?

CROSS-EYE:  Sure do. Sounds like too much food for just one person.
TABBY:  Cross-Eye!
OLD TIMER:  An accurate and truthful observation, brother. Besides, 

who wishes to feast on such a repast by oneself?5

TABBY:  You mean…?
OLD TIMER:  Won’t you two be my guests?
TABBY:  Only if we can pay you something for it.
CROSS-EYE:  Tabby, we ain’t got no money!
OLD TIMER:  Alas, money is of little use in a railroad yard.
CROSS-EYE:  Hey! I got something better than money! (Searches his 

pockets and pulls out a carrot.)
OLD TIMER:  A carrot!
CROSS-EYE:  I’ve eaten half of it but… I’m afraid it got a bit dirty in 

my pocket. (Tries to brush the carrot clean with his hands, then his 
sleeve.)

TABBY:  Cross-Eye, where’d you get a carrot?
CROSS-EYE:  It fell off a pushcart on Second Avenue.
TABBY:  With a little help from you, I’ll bet.
OLD TIMER:  Brother, I accept your gift of one half carrot. It will make 

the stew all the more delectable! (Drops the carrot into the pot.)
TABBY:  I wish I had something to contribute.
OLD TIMER:  You have seen hard times, brother?
TABBY:  Sure have.
OLD TIMER:  Then, I shall ask you to weep over the pot and add salt 

to our stew! (Laughs.)
CROSS-EYE:  Salt! That reminds me… (Rummages in his pocket.) I got 

some salt!
TABBY:  Cross-Eye, where did you get any salt?
CROSS-EYE:  From that soup kitchen. I pinched it. (Pulls out his hand 

and holds it out.)
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TABBY:  Are you sure that’s salt? Maybe it’s just sand from when we 
slept under the boardwalk.

CROSS-EYE:  It’s salt, all right. Taste it.
OLD TIMER:  I shall. (Wets his finger, dips it in CROSS-EYE’S hand, then 

tastes it.) That is indeed salt. Into the pot with it, brother. A pinch 
of pinched salt is the crowning ingredient of any stew. (CROSS-
EYE mimes pouring the “salt” into the pot.) Now, we are on our 
way. Fifteen minutes or so over the fire and then the repast can 
commence!

TABBY:  You talk pretty fancy for a… I mean you don’t sound like—
CROSS-EYE:  Like us!
OLD TIMER:  Alas, brothers, the speech of my former life plagues me 

still. Over-educated, over-ambitious, overwhelmed and… then it 
was all over. But this is not a time to dwell on desperate times.6

CROSS-EYE:  I thought these was desperate times.
OLD TIMER:  True. Very true, my friend. But on such a night as this I 

like to recall the less fortunate ones.
CROSS-EYE:  I thought we was the less fortunate ones.
OLD TIMER:  With such a feast as this filling our nostrils with the 

smells of what is to come? No, brother. Tonight we are, in our 
own small way, fortunate. I can remember many a cold night with 
no prospects whatsoever. And it wasn’t always food that was the 
problem. You take Soapy Smith, for instance…7

TABBY:  Who’s Soapy Smith?
CROSS-EYE:  Never heard of him.
OLD TIMER:  Before your time, I believe. But I shall still use him 

to illustrate my point. Soapy Smith used to frequent Madison 
Square. That is to say, the third bench from the Madison Square 
drinking fountain was his favorite place of repose. His real name 
was Chauncey J. Smith, but because of his aversion to soap and 
water, he was called Soapy Smith by those near and dear to him. 
(LIGHTS UP on a park bench where SOAPY SMITH sleeps with a 
newspaper over his face. LIGHTS FADE on the railroad yard except 
for a SPOT on OLD TIMER, who narrates the tale. SOAPY awakes, 
rises and stretches. He is in tattered clothes and a beat-up hat.) On 
a cold November day some years ago, he awoke from a pleasant 
afternoon repose to the chill of winter finally making its way through 
Manhattan. The situation forced him to sit and think. (SOAPY sits 
again.) He had not always been a citizen of the hobo way of life. 
In fact he had worked as a stock broker on Wall Street for a time. 
But too much frivolity, a little too much drink, and plenty of late 
morning arrivals at the Exchange had gotten him fired on more 
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than one occasion. (SOAPY picks up the newspaper and reads it.) 
So he began the downward slide that brought him to Madison 
Square with the temperature dropping. Soapy did not much miss 
his old life. Just glancing through an old newspaper from time to 
time reminded him of all he had escaped. (SOAPY tosses down the 
paper and rises.) It had been a pleasant fall, but now that winter 
was deep upon him, he knew it was time to act.8

SOAPY:  I think 60 days on the Island would suit me just fine. Ninety 
would be better.

OLD TIMER:  The jail on Blackwell Island was no Caribbean paradise, 
but it did provide shelter from the cold and some hot meals 
included in the price.

SOAPY:  Time to get arrested, I think.
OLD TIMER:  He needed to break the law just enough to get sentenced 

for the winter months. Jaywalking or littering were not going to do 
it. He needed a crime that was painless, sensible, and guaranteed 
to land him on the Island before darkness set in.

SOAPY:  It’s lunchtime, I believe. (Leisurely crosses the stage as MRS. 
SOAMES and ELSIE ENTER and set up a table and two chairs. MRS. 
SOAMES is a formidable woman who manages the restaurant. 
ELSIE is a sullen waitress. ELSIE EXITS.)

OLD TIMER:  Instead of going to the soup kitchen or hanging around 
the fish market, as was his usual habit, Soapy went to a quite 
respectable chop house on 14th Street.

SOAPY:  (To MRS. SOAMES.) One for luncheon, if you please.
MRS. SOAMES:  (Looks at him. Suspicious.) Hmm…
SOAPY:  Your establishment has been recommended to me by several 

acquaintances at the Club.
MRS. SOAMES:  Well… all right. This way. (Brings him to the table and 

he sits.) Elsie! Table six. And be quick about it! (EXITS as ELSIE 
ENTERS.)

SOAPY:  Good afternoon, miss. Pleasant greetings and… all that.9

ELSIE:  What’ll it be? The 25-cent liver and biscuits or the 30-cent pork 
chop and peas?

SOAPY:  Not at all, my dear girl. I’ll have the 70-cent steak and mashed 
with green beans. And a glass of cider, if you please.10

ELSIE:  You will, will you? (Looks at him. Suspicious.) And who’s gonna 
pay for it?

SOAPY:  Do not fret, my dear child. Everything will be settled to 
satisfaction at the end of the meal.

ELSIE:  If you say so. (Starts to leave.)
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SOAPY:  And you may bring me a cigar. The 50-cent one, if you please, 
not one of those nickel cabbages.

ELSIE:  Sure. (EXITS.)
OLD TIMER:  Soapy knew that a bill of less than a dollar fifty does not 

raise the necessary ire to call in the cops. The added cigar would 
secure him his warm vacation on the Island. (ELSIE returns with a 
tray of food and places everything on the table.)

SOAPY:  Thank you, my dear. I shall remember this meal for quite 
some time. (Begins to eat.)

ELSIE:  Whatever you say. (EXITS.)
OLD TIMER:  Soapy enjoyed his steak and mashed, savored his green 

beans and cider, and took his time with his 50 cent cigar. (SOAPY 
puffs away at the cigar.) It reminded him of his Wall Street days, 
eating such a fine lunch in a warm chop house. Yet he reveled 
in the fact that there was no office to return to after the meal. 
Instead, he was going to the Island.

SOAPY:  Miss!
ELSIE:  (ENTERS.) What do you want now?
SOAPY:  I would like to speak to the manager.
ELSIE:  What for?
SOAPY:  I have no complaints, you understand. The steak and mashed 

was done to perfection, the green beans steamed with care, the 
cider cold and the cigar hot.

ELSIE:  So what do you want with Mrs. Soames?
SOAPY:  Just ask her to come over here, will you dear? (ELSIE EXITS.)
OLD TIMER:  Just because he was breaking the law, Soapy saw no 

reason not to be civil about it. (MRS. SOAMES and ELSIE ENTER.)
MRS. SOAMES:  Is there a problem here?
SOAPY:  A slight one, madam. (Rises.) I feel I ought to confess to you 

that I haven’t enough money to cover the cost of this meal. To be 
more accurate, I don’t have any money at all. I fear I have ordered, 
eaten and enjoyed this meal under false pretenses. I offer no 
explanation other than my own dishonesty and underhandedness. 
I suggest you call an officer of the law immediately and he shall 
escort me to the station.

MRS. SOAMES:  Escort you? I’ll escort you right out of here! (Grabs 
SOAPY by the collar and kicks him repeatedly as she drags him 
across the room and throws him out on the sidewalk.)

SOAPY:  Madam, there is no need!
MRS. SOAMES:  I’ll teach you to try and welch on me! (Continues to 

kick him.)
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Trash can or metal bucket, three broken-down stools, small pile of 
wood scraps, park bench.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Old pot with broken handle, three forks (OLD TIMER)
Half a carrot (CROSS-EYE)
Newspaper (SOAPY)
Table, chairs (MRS. SOAMES, ELSIE)
Tray with food, drink, utensils and cigar (ELSIE)
Magazine (SANDRA)
Umbrella, book (WOMAN)
Two billfolds full of cash, one with at least 30 bills (HOBBS)

SOUND EFFECTS
Moving trains, glass breaking, choir singing with organ accompaniment, 
approaching train.

COSTUME SUGGESTIONS
OLD TIMER wears an old and worn dark suit, slightly crushed top hat 

and worn shoes.
TABBY wears dusty workman’s pants, dirty shirt, tattered jacket and 

worn shoes.
CROSS-EYE wears worn overalls, dirty shirt, cap and old boots.
SOAPY SMITH wears a worn suit, faded vest, tattered top hat and worn 

shoes.
MRS. SOAMES wears an attractive and practical dress.
ELSIE wears dark skirt, simple blouse and an apron.
SANDRA wears a long coat and a simple hat with flowers.
COP wears a police uniform with cap and carries a night stick.
URCHINS wear dirty dresses, old boots and tattered sweaters.
WOMAN wears a fashionable long coat, hat and scarf.
GIMPY PEG wears a worn dress under a tattered long coat, a large 

worn-out kerchief and old boots.
HOBBS wears a clean chauffeur uniform with a cap.
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SOAPY SMITH’S CHRISTMAS WISH

A holiday play in one act
With only a few changes in the dialogue, Soapy Smith’s Winter Wish 
becomes a delightful comedy for the Christmas season and can 
be titled Soapy Smith’s Christmas Wish. The cast, costumes, props 
and setting remain the same other than moving from November to 
December 1906.
Lines of dialogue to be modified are indicated with footnotes throughout 
the script. For each new line below, the wording change is underlined.

1 SOUND EFFECT:  SLOW-MOVING TRAINS. LIGHTS RISE on the 
railroad yard. OLD TIMER sits at the fire holding an old pot 
with a broken handle over the fire, humming a Christmas carol 
to himself contentedly.

2 OLD TIMER:  It has been a mild December, but tonight the cold 
has arrived. Hand me one of those sticks, my friend. This fire’s 
got to warm up three souls now, and it can’t do it on ashes.

3 TABBY:  Here. (Hands OLD TIMER a stick from the pile.) Mighty nice 
of you, brother.

 OLD TIMER:  Oh, Christmas Eve and all that, you know. Peace and 
understanding and all they entail.

4 OLD TIMER:  You have a healthy curiosity, brother. So I won’t try 
your patience any longer. This is not soup, my friend. It is 
Christmas stew!

5  OLD TIMER:  An accurate and truthful observation, brother. 
Besides, who wishes to feast on such a Christmas repast by 
oneself?

6 OLD TIMER:  Alas, brothers, the speech of my former life plagues 
me still. Over-educated, over-ambitious, overwhelmed and… 
then it was all over. But this is Christmas Eve and not a time 
to dwell on desperate times.

7 OLD TIMER:  With such a feast as this filling our nostrils with the 
smells of what is to come? No, brother. Tonight we are, in our 
own small way, fortunate. I can remember many a Christmas 
Eve with no prospects whatsoever. And it wasn’t always food 
that was the problem. You take Soapy Smith, for instance…

8 OLD TIMER:  …On a cold Christmas Eve some years ago, he 
awoke from a pleasant afternoon…
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9 SOAPY:  Good afternoon, miss. Season’s greetings and… all that.

10 SOAPY:  It’s Christmas Eve, my dear girl. I’ll have the 70-cent 
steak and mashed with green beans. And a glass of cider, if 
you please.

11 SOAPY:  What a miserable Christmas Eve!

12 OLD TIMER:  It was now dark and Soapy aimlessly wandered the 
streets of lower Manhattan. Before he knew it, he came to a 
lonely corner he was not familiar with and heard a sound he 
had not heard for many many years. (SOUND EFFECT:  DISTANT 
CHURCH ORGAN, CHOIR SINGS A CHRISTMAS HYMN.)

13 SOAPY:  Christmas Eve… I almost forgot! (Crosses DOWNSTAGE a 
few steps. MUSIC and SINGING get a little louder.)

14 OLD TIMER:  Soapy was reminded that there still were such things 
as Christmas and roses and mothers who loved their children 
and many other things he had forgotten all about. In his 
weariness and disappointment, he started to feel shame—
something he had not felt in a very long time.

15 SOAPY:  The first thing tomorrow morning—! No, tomorrow is 
Christmas. The day after, I’ll go back to Wall Street. There are 
plenty who must still remember me. I’ll show them I’m a new 
man. I’ll work hard and prove to them that I’ve changed! I’ll 
show them all that Chauncey J. Smith can still be a somebody 
in this world! (COP ENTERS and crosses to SOAPY.)

16 OLD TIMER:  Come sit here and have a bit of Christmas Eve stew. 
There’s plenty.

17 OLD TIMER:  Yes, yes. Merry Christmas, all! (Starts to leave.) Oh, 
Hobbs, I almost forgot. (Smiles at HOBBS.)

18 OLD TIMER:  That’s more like it. Peg, ten one-dollar bills for you. 
(Counts out ten bills and hands them to her.) Merry Christmas, 
Peg!

19 PEG:  Ten whole dollars! And to think I was planning to get myself 
arrested so I could spend Christmas on the Island! (SOUND 
EFFECT:  TRAIN APPROACHING. LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.)
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We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267
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