
Christmas on the Christmas Tree Farm: A Melodrama 

 

The cast: 

Mr. Miller, the Christmas Tree farmer    Matt Miller, middle child 

Mrs. Miller, his wife      Nat Miller, youngest child 

Pat Miller, oldest child      Narrator 

      

The story: 

Narrator: Once upon a time, there was a Christmas tree farmer named Mr. Miller. He was a very 

dignified tree farmer, for his trees were the best trees for miles. For towns. For states! He walked 

around his tree farm, with his hands in his pockets, and his chest puffed out proudly. Unfortunately, 

poor Mr. Miller usually wore suspenders, so with his chest puffed out so proudly, they often broke. 

Oh no, Mr. Miller! Hold on to your pants! Don’t let them fall down! 

This was very bad news for such a dignified man. He was so embarrassed, having to walk around holding 

his pants up with his hands. 

Thankfully, his wife was nearby. She was a painter, so she liked to stand in the middle of the tree farm, 

painting the most beautiful trees. Mr. Miller, though he was embarrassed, never had to worry about 

anyone noticing him holding his pants up, because Mrs. Miller was such a silly painter. She could never 

seem to paint the trees properly if she didn’t listen to music on her headphones. But, you see, she really 

loved “Rockin Around the Christmas Tree,” so she played it over and over and over. She couldn’t help 

but dance. She couldn’t help but sing it, either, since she had her headphones in and didn’t realize how 

loudly she was singing. 

Well, Mr. Miller needn’t have worried, but all the same, as he was such a dignified man, he was worried 

someone would notice his broken suspenders. So he found his wife and tapped her on the shoulder. 

She did not respond. She only danced harder and sang louder. 

He tapped more, but she only danced harder. So he nudged her with one elbow. But she did not hear 

him. 

So he bumped her with his hip until she nearly fell over. 

Finally, she noticed her poor husband in his sad, embarrassed state, and pulled out her headphones. 

Immediately, she saw his trouble and called for her children, Pat, Matt, and Nat. 

Now, the children always came when they were called, but since they loved each other so much, they 

always came running with their arms around each others’ shoulders. When they arrived, Nat always 

leapt into her mother’s arms and said, “ta-da!” 



“Your father has broken his suspenders again, children,” Mrs. Miller said. The children were satisfyingly 

distraught. 

So the children were tasked with distracting their Christmas Tree farm patrons by decorating the trees 

that were left. And their mortified father was to sneak his way back to the house to find another pair of 

suspenders.  

Mrs. Miller popped her headphones back in and continued rocking out to her Christmas tune. 

They ran off to gather decorations, and came back a moment later. But they never forgot to come and 

go with their arms around each other. They just loved each other so much! 

Pat, the oldest Miller child, heard that it was a popular thing to decorate a tree with popcorn, so (s)he 

skipped around his chosen tree with glee, throwing popcorn as high as (s)he could, with a festive leap, 

just for flair. 

Matt, the middle child, loved glitter. He liked to wiggle his fingers because he thought they looked 

sparkly. So he wiggled and sprayed glitter glue all over his tree. No, he was pretty into it, though. He sort 

of looked like a firefighter spraying out a blaze with an extinguisher. Well, a firefighter with sparkly 

fingers. 

Nat, the youngest, didn’t like decorating, so she just did log rolls all over the ground. Every so often, she 

flung snow in the general direction of her tree. 

Finally, Mr. Miller returned with new suspenders and was proud as ever—especially of his wonderful 

family who did such a good job at making sure nobody saw his sad and embarrassing plight. 

The day was saved. Good job, Millers! 

 

(End) 


