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MISSY: Sure are! We're right and you just don't want to admit
it.

VIRGINIA: No such thing. You are not right.
CHARLY: Mule-headed.
VIRGINIA: Shut up!
MISSY: You are.
VIRGINIA: Am not!
MISSY: Then say we're right. Say there is no Santa Claus.

VIRGINIA: No.
MISSY: Say it! You can't find anyone to prove there is, can you?

VIRGINIA: Not yet.

CHARLY: Then say it! There is no Santa Claus.

(VlRGlNlA looks at THEM and thinks a minute" She sfarfs to say
it but changes her mind.)

VIRGINIA: No! No, I won't say it!
MISSY: Because you know we're right.
VIRGINIA: Because l'm ... l'm waiting to hearfrom someone.
CHARLY: Oh, you're making that up. (To MISSY.) She's making

that up.
MISSY: Who?
VIRGINIA: Somebody big, somebody who'll put it in writing.
CHARLY: You're lying!
VIRGINIA: Am not! I wrote a letter to the ... (SHE sfops.)
MISSY: To who?
CHARLY: You wrote a letter to who?
VIRGINIA: (Proudly.) To the editor of the New York Sun!

CHARLY: The newspaper?
MISSY: You wrote to a newspaper?l

(SHE and CHARLY begin laughing.)

VIRGINIA: ldid!
CHARLY: She did!
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VIRGINIA: And ... what's so funny?
tt/ISSY: What's so funny?
VIRGINIA: Yes! And they just might answer it.
CHARLY: (Nudges M/SSY) lknow.
VIRGINIA: What's so funny?
MISSY: That's what's so funny. lf they print it! Then the whole

town will know what a fool You are!
VIRGINIA: Will not! You ... you just wait and see. You just waitl

(SHE rushes off SL. M/SSy runs after her.)

MISSY: Wait! Did you ask if he had little elves who made all the

toys and ...

(MRS. MADTSON sfeps out from SL and brings M/SSY fo a
screeching halt. After glaring at her daughter a moment, she

reaches down and grabs her by the ear and crosses fo

cHARLY.)

MISSY: (Continued") Ow, ow, ow, ow, ow ...

(THEY stop at CHARLY, who looks af M/SSY.)

CHARLY: How do you keep getting into so much trouble?
MISSY: Shut up! (MRS MADISON pulls HER ear.) Ow, ow, ow,

ow, ow...

(MRS. MADTSON and MISSY exlt off SR. CHARLY tiptoes off
SL. L/GHIS dim out and come up in Frank's office. HE is sitting
at his desk and writing furiously. MRS. MARBURY enters with

her notepad.)

MARBURY. Sir?
FRANK: (Not looking up.) Hm?
I\IARBURY: You wanted to dictate your next column?


