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MAMA: Ginnie! (SHE shakes her head vigorously.) Just go on
about your work, dear.

VIRGINIA: But lwant Papa ...
MAMA: Later; we'll all discuss it later. (Back to PAPA") So, what

did you say, dear?
PAPA: What could I say? I gave him a piece of my mind.
MAMA: You didn't!
PAPA: I did! At least, if he had a piece of my mind, he'd have

something to work with! (HE paces.) He obviously doesn't
have any of his own.

MAMA: Darling, settle down ...

(VlRGlNlA is now watching her FATHER, trying not to smile - she
loves him so.)

PAPA: Points a finger at me and tells me I don't know what l'm
doing? Well, I pointed a finger right back at himl (HE illustrates
broadly.) "Hobart Heffran," I said to him, "you're not going to
stand there and tell me some backwater cure-all was what got
him through, are you?" What a blowhard!

MAMA: Yes, dear.
PAPA: And he was the one that called me in on the case. Well,

I told him, I guess maybe you ought to go to some witch doctor
next time!

MAMA: What did he say to that?
PAPA: He wanted me to recommend any witch doctors I knew.

Well, that did itl So I yelled at him, l'm yelling by this time ...
MAMA: lcan hear.
PAPA: I told him, I said, "l suppose from now on whenever you

get the chicken pox you're going to bury a bag of chicken
bones in the backyard and chant to the North Star? Or
whenever you break a leg, you're going to wrap it in corn husks
and pray for a good crop!"

MAMA: You didn't?!
PAPA: I did! Ask anyone on the block; they could've heard me.
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(HE looks at VIRGlNlA, who quickly puts a hand over her grin
to try to hide it from Papa.) Enjoying this, are you?

VIRGINIA: Papa, you do go on!
MAMA: But please don't.
PAPA: (Back to MAMA.) Then Mrs. Heffran steps in and

apologized for her husband. Said I should excuse him, like
there's any excuse for him.

(MAMA pulls out a chair and ushers HIM into it.)

MAMA: Well, that's all over and let's just forget it.
PAPA: Fine with me, the sooner the better. (HE opens his

paper.) Tell me I don't know what l'm doing ...

(HE tries to read it.)

MAMA: You'll have a nice supper and it'll make you feel so much
better.

PAPA: I hope so. (To VlRGlNlA.) You can go back to writing
McKinley now. (Io MAMA.) Why is she writing to ... ?

MAMA: (Jumps in.) And later, we can work on the decorations
for the Christmas tree. This yeal I think we should go out to
Uncle Henry's and get a nice big one, wouldn't that be nice,
Virginia?

VIRGINIA: Yes, Mama.
MAMA: lt sure will. l've already started on a few things. Some

stars, we still have a few Yuletide candles from last year, and
l've already started in on a chain made out of newspaper.
(SHE looks at PAPA.) Hon?

PAPA: (Lowers the paper and looks at HER.) "Can I recommend
a witch doctor to him," he says to me.

MAMA: Philip?
PAPA: What?
MAMA: Go smoke a pipe!


