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“Mr. Cavanaugh and Family” 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

 
Reverend Barney Seewell    Minister 
Henry Cavanaugh     Businessman 
Rachel Cavanaugh     Henry’s Wife 
Betsy Winthrop     1st Child 
Tommy Winthrop     2nd Child 
Molly Winthrop     Deceased Mother of the Children 
Ellie       Barney’s Housekeeper 
Jeffrey Winthrop     Irresponsible Father 
Dr. Rooney      Molly’s Physician 
Mrs. Fidget      Baby Sitter 
Messenger      Eleven Year old Boy 
 

 

 

 

 

 

This story was written by Rev. Dr. Charles J. Guerra/David 

Templeton in 1988 and is not to be used in any manner unless 

authorized by the author. 
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Section 1 

 

 The year is 1917 and the place is New York City. Rev. Barney Seewell is 

pastor of St. Peter‟s Reformed Church located on Broome Street. He‟s a good 

man, about thirty-seven years of age, un-married, and quite good looking. 

 The pastor, of course, is well liked and highly respected in the 

community. Whenever anyone has a problem or needs help, all they have to do 

is see the reverend. Somehow, he always finds a way to help. 

 And because most people who live in the community, and who belong 

to his church are poor and uneducated, there are always a lot of problems that 

need solving. So, the reverend is a busy man.  

 Our story begins as Barney (Rev. Seewell) is speaking to Mr. Henry 

Cavanaugh. Henry Cavanaugh is a well to do, self made businessman who 

lives in the community, supports the church, and, yet never attends services. 

  Cavanaugh about forty years old is chatting with the Rev in front of the 

church rectory and is holding an umbrella over his head. The weather is 

inclement and had been harassing the city for the past several days with a 
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fine drizzle under a dark, cloudy sky. 

 As the conversation nears its end, Mr. Cavanaugh is heard saying, 

“Good. Then I‟ll see you the first thing tomorrow morning.” 

 “If that‟s alright with you,” Barney says. 

 “Why, of course it is.” Henry says, smiling. 

 “I really don‟t know what to say. You‟ve done so much already.” 

 “Don‟t say anything. I enjoy doing it.” He pats Barney‟s arm and says, 

“I‟ll look for you in the morning. Take care.” 

 The two men shook hands and, as Henry Cavanaugh is walking away, 

Barney shouts, “Thanks again, Henry!” The richly dressed Mr. Cavanaugh 

turned around, and acknowledged the minister‟s thanks with the tipping of his 

derby hat as he continues walking. 

  Barney, then, stood silent, watching his friend and benefactor as he 

was walking away when, suddenly, just as he turned and was about to enter 

the rectory he heard, “Rev. Seewell! Rev. Seewell!” 

Barney turned quickly and saw an excited, out of breath, ten or eleven 

year old boy standing in front of him.  

“Whoa, son,” Barney said. “Calm down.” 

 “Reverend!” the lad said, breathing heavily. 

 “What is it, son?” Barney asked as he placed a hand on the boy‟s 

shoulder. 
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 “It‟s Mrs. Winthrop! She hasn‟t much time! The doc says you‟d better 

come right away!” 

 Barney knew what was happening. He just didn‟t expect it to happen so 

soon. “Thanks, son,” Barney said as he hurried off, on his way to Mrs. 

Winthrop‟s apartment. 

 On his way, he thought to himself. „She‟s dying. And that‟s too bad. 

She‟s such a young woman. A lovely Christian woman if ever there was one. 

Terrible thing her having the cancer; suffering the way she has these past 

three and four months. 

 „And her children are wonderful. They‟re both smart kids, too.‟ He 

sighed, and then thought on. „They have to see it happening.‟ He shook his 

head. „To pass on and not know what is to become of your children. Oh, my 

God! Why?' 

 Barney, muttering to himself, says, “Betsy, only eight years old, and 

Tommy only eleven. I don‟t understand. I just don‟t understand.” 

 Barney knew why Molly wanted to see him. She, no doubt, wanted him 

to promise her that the children would be taken care of. Any dying mother of 

such fine young children would want no less than to hear someone she trusted 

promise her that her children would be taken care of properly.  

Up until now he hadn‟t given much thought about what he could do for 

the children other than to place them in an orphanage to be put up for 
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adoption. He did realize, however, that the children could be separated by 

adoption if they were placed in an orphanage. He didn‟t want that to happen. 

And he knew the children‟s mother wouldn‟t want that, either. „But what 

were the alternatives?‟ He wondered. Molly Winthrop trusted Barney and was 

sure he would do all he could for the children. 

 Upon entering the apartment, he was met by Dr. Rooney. Dr. Rooney 

had been taking care of Molly for some time, now. He was an older man, kind 

of chubby, and wore glasses. The doctor was wiping his forehead with a 

handkerchief when Barney asked, “How is she, doctor?” 

 “I‟m afraid she hasn‟t much time left,” the doctor answered.” He sighed, 

and then said, “She‟s been asking for you.” 

 “Has she much pain?” “ 

 “Yes,” the doctor answered, in a whisper. “There‟s not a thing I can do 

to ease it.” The tired and frustrated doctor continued, “I think you‟d better go 

in now.” 

 In the apartment, there was one bedroom to the left, and the room Molly 

was in was straight ahead. The bathroom was in the hallway outside the 

apartment. The smell of kerosene from the heater stove was overpowering. 

But, the apartment was warm and Barney was glad about that. 

 Slowly, Barney opened the door to the dimly lit bedroom. The 

atmosphere was, already, funereal like and he swallowed hard when he saw 
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Betsy and Tommy kneeling beside their mother‟s bed, crying softly, as their 

mother held their tiny hands. 

 Barney stood by the bed as he looked into the dying woman„s eyes, all 

red and filled with tears. Molly looked at her pastor and spoke softly. As she 

spoke, she forced a smile. “Promise me - (she grimaced with pain). Promise 

me you‟ll help my children. Please.”  

  As Barney knelt beside the bed, Molly closed her eyes as tight as she 

could, as tears from her eyes flowed down her cheeks. 

 The man of God took her left hand in his and she squeezed it as the 

excruciating pain shot through her body. “Molly,” the pastor whispered, “the 

children will be fine. I‟ll see that they‟re taken care of. I promise.” 

 The dying woman smiled as she heard her minister‟s words. Then she 

squeezed his hand as hard as she could as she uttered her final words, “God 

bless you reverend.” 

 Barney‟s eyes began to tear once he felt Molly‟s hand release its grip. 

Molly Winthrop was dead.  Barney sighed deeply. He wiped his eyes with the 

palm of his hand and turned to the doctor who was standing by the door. 

  He looked at the doctor for only a few seconds then turned, lowered 

his head, and prayed.  After he had finished his silent prayer he stood and 

moved aside to allow the doctor to make a final check of the pulse and heart 

in order to confirm Molly‟s death. 
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 The doctor, then, after he had made his final examination, pulled the 

sheet over the dead woman‟s head, slowly. After he did this he looked at the 

two children who were still kneeling by the bed. They knew their mother was 

gone. In a matter of seconds, they began to cry uncontrollably.  

 “If you‟ll take the children,” the doctor said, softly, “‟I‟ll look after 

Molly.”  

 “Of course.”  Barney, then, knelt beside Betsy as the doctor left the 

room.  

“Cry,” Barney said, softly. “Cry until you can‟t cry anymore.” And cry 

they did until finally, both children, wiping their noses, turned to look at the 

kind and compassionate pastor. Their little eyes were swollen and still 

watering as Barney spoke to them. “Your mother loved both of you very 

much.” He paused just long enough to remove a handkerchief from his pocket 

to use it to dry Betsy‟s eyes.  

  “Now,” he said, “your mother‟s in Heaven with Jesus.” He thought for a 

while, and then he continued. “Do you remember how she suffered?” The 

children both nodded, „yes„. “Well,” Barney said, “now she has no pain. That‟s 

something to be thankful for now, isn‟t it?” 

 The children only stared at the man of God. 

 With a gentle smile, Barney said, “I want both of you to come home with 

me. At least for now… Just until I can decide what‟s best. Your mother wanted 
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it this way.”  Barney stood, as did the children. And after looking into the 

children‟s sad eyes, he said, “Come along now. You‟ll be seeing your mother 

again, one day.” 

 After hearing what the reverend just said, Tommy asked, “We‟ll be able 

to see and talk to mother again?” 

  Barney picked up Betsy and held her close. He looked into her eyes, 

and then, into Tommy‟s. “Of course, you will,” he said, with a smile on his 

face. 

 He explained. “Your mother has gone to Heaven where she is free from 

the pain and suffering she has known these past four months. That‟s what 

Heaven is all about. When the time comes, you‟ll see your mother.” He paused 

then said, “That‟s how it works.” He sighed, and then continued, “Come along, 

now, Tommy.” With Betsy in his arms and Tommy following, they left the death 

apartment. 

 

 

End of Sample 

 


