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FRED. Hello, Doris.

DORIS. Oh, hi, Fred. Susan’s over talking to the elves. Could
you get her and take her somewhere? There’s so much go-
ing on right now that I don’t have time to deal with the
crazy ideas they’ll put in her head.

FRED. Don’t worry. I overheard the conversation. It was just
about the North Pole.

DORIS. That’s just what I mean! North Pole! North Pole! I
appreciate your taking care of Susan, Mr. Gayley, and I’'m
very glad that you two get along so well. But we’ve been
neighbors long enough for you to know that I have definite
ideas about keeping her mind free of illusions. I’ve told
you before that I will not have her believing in fairy tales,
Mr. Gayley.

FRED (teasing). Why not, Mrs. Walker?

DORIS (relaxing). All right, Fred. Sorry to be so irritable.
But I feel it’s more important for her to understand reality.
As a lawyer, I should think you would support that.

FRED. I didn’t know you were raising a seven-year-old law-
yer. .

DORIS. It isn’t a fairy-tale world we live in, Fred. She’ll end
up expecting that Prince Charming will come along, and
he’ll...and he’ll... Well, Fred, you know that “happily ever
after” just doesn’t exist.

FRED. Are we talking about Susan, or about you? (Pause.)
Look, I’'m sorry, Doris. I'm sure your divorce was painful,
but you can’t stay bitter about it forever. Not all men will
let a woman down and I don’t think Susan’s going to be
any happier growing up to think so.

DORIS. I was devastated, Fred... Thank you for all your
help, but please let me be Susan’s parent.

QITCQ AN IDIRIS 39
STDSZTINT(? uuruus to JUH! DORES und FRED) HCJ 3‘;01}15 the

) 41 Tha aty faralls
CLVCD arc ucuu tS-year—rneir-costumes acmahj Fit-




\_)oi/mmy lang (5%
18 Miracle on 34th Street, the Play Act]

~(Exits-with-SHARON- JOHNNY sits on SANTA’s lap.)

KRIS. And what is your Christmas wish, young man?

JOHNNY. I want a fire engine—the kind that has real hoses
and squirts real water, and I promise not to squirt it in the
house. the Cyclome. (oater bfaster

KRIS. That’s what you said about feontemporary-toy-shorid-be—-
inserted) last year!

JOHNNY. I know, but I really promise this time.

KRIS. All right, I'll accept your promise. But remember now.
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MEGAN ~Me-and-t my stster BUL mto-a ﬁght She told-me the-

—phone-would-grow-onto-my-ear-if I-didn’t-get-off of it
KRIS—Kids-like-to-tease-each-other;-don’t-they?-Remember
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-is-unhappy-inside—You'll-see,-things-will-get -better- Now;-

MEGAN—A-telephonel-
KRES—Oh—1-ean—see-things—willget-better right-away!.....
(SUSAN—and-FREP—~are-next-in-tine—SUSAN~has—been

distening-intently-to-the - PECVIOUS~ K ACLIONS ) e
FRED-Okay:-Susan;-it’s-yourturn.——
SUSAN-Po-1-have-to2—-

FRED—Fry-it-anyway——For-the-sake-of Maeys-
SUSANAas-she-approaches KRES)~Y-ou-knows-of-courserthat-
KRIS. And why don’t you believe in Santa Claus, Susan?
SUSAN. How did you know that?

KRIS. T know lots of things. And what can Santa bring you
for Christmas?

SUSAN. Nothing. Whatever I want my mother will get for
me—provided it isn’t too expensive. I know you’re just a
person my mother hired to play the part of Santa Claus.
But I must admit, you’re a little better than most. I can’t

even see the straps holding your beard on. It looks real.
(Pull on beard.)

KRIS. That’s because it IS real. And I’m real too.
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SUSAN. Well, it was nice talking to you, anyway. But |
don’t think you ought to pretend to all these children that
you are going to bring them what they want. .

KRIS. Maybe they will get what they want this year, and so

will you. (SUSAN climbs off SANTA’s lap, goes toward
her mother.)
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FRED-(to—KRIS)—m-sorry——She’s-a-hard-sell—Thanks-for
~frying,-anyway.

KRIS—(to-FRED)—My-pleasure—and-thank you-for. bringing
—her-to-me-1-enjoy-working-on-the-tough-cases.

FREDts-really-sad-te-see-so-mueh-eynicism-in-a-little ~g1El~
~“tke-Susan-

KRIS—T-agree—What-she-needs-is-an- mfusion-of-imagination.
Mﬁybeﬁeﬂ-aﬂé T-eat-worl-on-it-together—(KRIS-exits.-
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wayr I just-received-Santa’s-employment-record-from-the.
office~Perhaps-you’dlike-to-read-it—

ERED-(takes-eard)-NamerKris-Kringle--Ager-As-young-as——
my-tonguer-and-a-little-bit-older-than-my-teeth—Birthplace:
North-Pele—Next-of kin--Donner;-Dasher;-Prancers-Dancer;—
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DORIS(snatching-card-ewayfrom-him)—Does-that-convinee—
%M%me@&k@sﬂmmwwﬁw—

-don’t-mind—Apparently-I-have-a-job-to-do—
ERED«H&-S@IL«_)' ust-seems-like-a-nice-old-man——-All-right; I
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HRED-and-SUSAN-exit-as-SHELLY-approaches-In-baek—
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EEHAMMER—Deris;-this-new-Santa-is-completely.unac-

<ceptable—He—refuses—to-push—the—backlog—merchandise,
-and—you’re-not-going-to-believe-this—he’s sending.-our.

customers-to-buy-toys-at-other-stores.-(DORIS - reacts-with
ineredulity )L m-not-kidding.-You ve-got-to-do-some-
Hhing.-

DORIS. What-a-ceincidence--I-was-on-my-way-to-do-just-that.

~(StHELEEY—exitss DORIS approaches KRIS who is now

alone.) Uh.. Mr. Kringle. We’ve had a busy day, haven’t
we. Was it difficult for you?

KRIS. Getting accustomed to a new setting is always trying.
But I have enjoyed the children.

DORIS. Maybe you’ve been trying a little too hard.

KRIS. What do you mean, Mrs. Walker?

DORIS. It seems you haven’t been following Ms. Shell-
hammer’s instructions.

KRIS. Oh, you mean to push the surplus toys? Yes, I decided
not to do that.

DORIS. Oh, you did?

KRIS. I thought it was dishonest. Why should children have
to pay for Macy’s mistakes?
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DORIS. That is not your decision to make, Mr. Kringle. And
speaking of dishonesty, how do you explain this personnel
card?

KRIS. It isn’t dishonest.

DORIS. But, the things you put down on this form! We take
our work seriously at Macy’s, Mr. Kringle. We’re not
playing games. If you want a paycheck, you have to put
proper information down on your personnel form.

KRIS. It all happens to be true. See...I verified it by signing
at the bottom. (Points.)

DORIS. Then...you...really think you’re Santa Claus?

KRIS (firmly). Certainly not!

DORIS. Oh. Well, that’s a relief.

KRIS. T know it for a fact!

DORIS (stares at him). Well... You are welcome to whatever
delusions you choose to live with...but...we cannot have a
Santa who refers our customers to other stores. You can
pick up your final check at the Personnel Department. I’m
sorry 1t didn’t work out.

KRIS. It strikes me as a bit ironic, Mrs. Walker, that you are
firing Santa Claus for being Santa Claus! I was just mak-
ing sure the children would get what they really want.

DORIS. Macy’s is in business, Mr. Kringle, and we have to
compete with other stores... Ooohhhh, I don’t want to ar-
gue...I'll authorize a week’s severance pay for you, Mr.
Kringle. Now, Merry Christmas, and good-bye.

KRIS. Merry Christmas to you, Mrs. Walker. And don’t
worry. I won’t hold this against you on Christmas Eve.
(Exits.)

~(MR—-MACK-and-SHELLY-approach-DORIS.)
SHEEEHAMMER-Jh-~Deris-Me-Maey-would-like-to--
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SAWYER. You wanted to see me, Mrs. Walker?

DORIS. Oh, yes, Mr. Sawyer. (She escorts him to another
part of the stage.) As our vocational guidance counselor, I
hope you can help with a particular situation we have,
(They move out of earshot of clerks.) We have a wonderful
new Santa Claus in the Toy Department this year.

SAWYER. That’s very admirable, Mrs. Walker.

DORIS. Not exactly. This man seems to be all right in every
way—even a natural white beard. But he is actually con-
vinced that he is Santa Claus.

SAWYER. Interesting.

DORIS. T was hoping you could help the old fellow a bit.

SAWYER. Hmmm... You mean he actually maintains his
character outside of the work environment? (DORIS nods.)
Oh, dear... Sounds to me like a classic case out of an ab-
normal psychology textbook. What other symptoms are
there?

DORIS. None that I know of.

SAWYER. A persistent delusion. Very bad sign. Very... This
sort of thing is usually deeply rooted in a failure to have
emotional needs fulfilled in childhood. So the subject tries
to personify the image of affection and gift giving. What is
the subject’s name?

DORIS. Kris Kringle.

SAWYER. You’ve got to be kidding!

DORIS. T wish that I were... But, please don’t alarm him.
He’s a very valuable employee right now.

SAWYER. What do you want me to do? ,

DORIS. Just drop by and observe him, and then maybe ar-
range an interview. Keep it casual.

SAWYER. Leave it to me, Mrs. Walker. He’ll never sus-
pect...that I suspect. (Exits.)
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(PIERCE approaches DORIS.)

PIERCE. Are you Doris Walker?

DORIS. Yes. May I help you?

PIERCE. Doctor Pierce. (They shake hands.) I'm the resident
physician at the Maplewood Home, where Kris Kringle
used to live.

DORIS. Oh, really? I think I'd like to talk to you.

PIERCE. T heard that you’ve hired Kris as Macy’s Santa
Claus. I'm so glad you gave him a chance.

DORIS. Who is he really, Doctor Pierce?

PIERCE. That’s a good question. I’ve given it a lot of
thought. He claims he’s the real Kris Kringle, and if there
really is a Santa Claus, he certainly fits the part.

DORIS (appalled). You don’t honestly think he’s Santa
Claus, do you?

PIERCE. T didn’t say that. I merely implied that from a
purely philosophical point of view, he could be Santa
Claus.

DORIS. Well, do you think he’s Santa Claus?—pbhilosophi-
cally speaking, of course.

PIERCE. It’s one of those ideas that go round and round in
your head— Like is snow, white? Or is red, red? Or when
a tree falls in the forest, does it make a sound?

DORIS. Of course it does.

PIERCE. Does it? If you were standing there, it would, be-
cause the vibrations would bounce off your eardrums. But
if there were no eardrums in the vicinity, could it still
make a sound?

DORIS. I’ve heard that argument, but it could never be
proven...

PIERCE. Or disproven. It’s all in your perception. If nobody
believed in Santa Claus, maybe he wouldn’t exist. But mil-
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lions of children all over the world do believe in Santa
Claus. And Kris believes he is Santa Claus.
DORIS. He surely does.
PIERCE. We might say it’s a case of “I think, therefore I
am.”
DORIS. You are still speaking philosophically, I assume.
PIERCE. When you live long enough, and deal with the
world long enough, you find out that philosophically is re-
ally the only way to understand things. They make better
sense that way.
PORIS—Unfortunately—we—have—to-be-realistie—in—the—retail-
-business—
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LPIERCE  Thanl
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-having-Kris—on-your—staff--Have-a Merry.Christmas..
Exits o)
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SCENE FOUR
SCENE: Santa’s dais, early the next morning.
KRIS is alone on his “throne.” SAWYER approaches.

SAWYER. Mr. Kringle, is it?

KRIS. Yes. That is one of the names I am called.

SAWYER. I'm Albert Sawyer, Macy’s vocational guidance
counselor.

KRIS. How do you do?

SAWYER. That remains to be seen. Uh...Mr. Kringle, before
the customers start coming in, I’d like to get acquainted
with you a little. As you are a new employee, store policy
requires that I...uh...ask you some questions. Have you
enjoyed your work here so far?

KRIS. I'd hardly call it work. To be honest with you, I nor-
mally do this sort of thing for free.

SAWYER. I see. So...uh...you normally promise gifts to
children around Christmastime?

KRIS. I do my best.

SAWYER. How do you presume to provide all these gifts
yourself?

KRIS. Santa Claus has a lot of influence in making things
happen.

SAWYER. Uh-huh. And you sometimes go back to the North
Pole at night to manufacture the gifts, right?

KRIS. Actually, no, I live with my reindeer.
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SAWYER. Excuse me?

KRIS. Yes. I'm temporarily staying at the home of the zoo-
keeper. I help him feed the reindeer and see that they are
all right.

SAWYER. Oh... Well, let’s move on. Can you tell me what
three times five is, Mr. Kringle?

KRIS. Don’t you know?

SAWYER. I want you to tell me.

KRIS. Fifteen, of course.

SAWYER. Good. Thank you. Now I want you to. ..

KRIS. Extend my arms and touch my nose, alternating be-
tween index fingers of each hand. (Demonstrates.) 1 also
know this one: (Touches thumb to each finger on his right
hand.) Do you know any new ones I haven’t had before?

SAWYER. Who was the first president of the United States?

KRIS. George Washington. And do you know who was vice
president under Grover Cleveland?

SAWYER. I have no idea. Mr. Kringle, I’'m conducting this
interview, if you don’t mind. Now. Are you married?

KRIS. Is that a proposal?

&AW@R»(geﬁmgmimim%H@ww:m«aaymrﬁﬂg%aw&bnmeh@»ld-i:nfgx~
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KRIS—TFhree—(Leans-close.)-My,-my.-L-see.- that-you-bite-your.
hails-De-these-interviews-make-you-nervous?-.
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(As SAWYER exits, he meets DORIS in another part of
stage. ELVES-start-bringing—CIHLEDREN-in—~Santa—Claus

aetivity-continyes—in-background.)——

SAWYER. That...that...man! He definitely has a rampant
psychosis!

DORIS. Who?

SAWYER. That Santa. That...Kris Kringle.

DORIS. Oh, come on, Sawyer. His doctor was here, and he
assured me that Kris was perfectly harmless.

SAWYER. Perfectly harmless!... Cases like this often be-
come violent when their delusions are attacked. If that man
is allowed to continue to work here, I will take 7o respon-
sibility for the consequences!

DORIS. That’s all right. I'/] take the responsibility, Mr.
Sawyer. Don’t worry about it.

SAWYER. If I'm the psychologist around here, 1 think my
opinion should be respected... I warn you, Mrs. Walker,
that if that man becomes violent and something happens. ..
well, I'll be the first to say “I told you so.”

(SAWYER storms off, —MWQ%MWWMS%€%~M~
proaches-DORES)

-SHEEEHAMMER-Good-heavenst-What-was-that-all-about?

BORIS—Sawyer-did-a-psyehological-evatuation-of-our-Santa
and--apparently.-didn’t-get-anywhere—His-opinion--is-that
Kris-eould-beeome-violent.

SHELEHAMMER - That-weuld-be-a-disaster!

-DQP&S——BM Ms&»haé««a»ﬂmmtermw»wﬁhwmfe@ﬁ -Pieree-from-

e -Home-where-Kris-has-been-living-He-says-

-K:rrs&-ks—jﬂ%-&aswee%»e%é»ﬂmmwhwmmkﬂuhe s-Santa-Claus;-
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SCENE FIVE

SCENE: Living room in Doris’ apartment. That evening.

DORIS-KRIS-and-SUSAN.are_sitting..Glasses of milk_and

¥ o ey

~y
plate of-cookies are on r-ndifpp table

M@M&M&m@%@&y@m&hgwqul:l«aalemy@uwf@pmin«viﬁt«an
-thg-me-—I-thought-the-milk-and-cookies-for-dessert-was-an....
-especially nice-touch.—And-I liked-spending the--evening-
W@WM@M

TT I /nlnnnncv]-n n’a/rn—lﬁorl unfh tho gﬂp('f) Mr T(ringlp,
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%ealcd——yeu—speakat@mm@»mn&h&t -language-you--spoke-in-the-
-store-the-other-day?

DPORIS—Susan;-I-think- Mr--Ksringle-is-tired.

*RIS—Not-at-all-I>d-love-to-talk-to-her-Susan,.come.here

DORIS"Excuse e ve-got-to-call-Ms.-Shellhammer—(She—
-exits-to-another-room-)-

KRIS. Do you have a lot of friends in the building, Susan?

SUSAN. Yes, but I don’t see them very much. The games
they play are so childish. Today they were being animals.
They asked me what kind of animal I wanted to be, but I
didn’t want to be an animal. It’s so dumb.

KRIS. Why didn’t you tell them you were a lion or a bear?

SUSAN. Because I’'m not a lion. I’'m a girl!

KRIS. But the other children weren’t animals, either. They
were just pretending.

SUSAN. That’s what makes the game so silly.

KRIS. Do you know what imagination is, Susan?

SUSAN. That’s when you see things that aren’t really there.

KRIS. Yes, but it’s more than that. Imagination is a place you
can go to. A very wonderful country. You’ve heard of na-
tions like England and Russia and Japan? (SUSAN nods.)
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Well, imagi-Nation is a place like that. And the wonderful
thing about that country is, once you get there, you can do
anything you want.

SUSAN. Not anything. .. |

KRIS. For instance. How would you like to fly to Mars and
be back by dinner time?

SUSAN. Oh, that wouldn’t be possible.

KRIS. Or be the Statue of Liberty in the morning and fly
south with a flock of geese in the afternoon? (SUSAN
smiles and nods in spite of herself.) It’s very simple. Want
to give it a try?

SUSAN. Well, I guess I could try.

KRIS. Okay. Let’s start with something easy. How would you
like to be a bird flying in the sky?

SUSAN. I wouldn’t know how to do that, Mr. Kringle.

KRIS. Sure you would! Now, stand up. Spread your arms out.
That’s right. And wave them up and down like wings. ..
Fine. Now tilt sideways and turn. Keep on flapping your
wings. That’s it! Now you are soaring like a bird!

SUSAN (running to him when the experiment is finished). 1
did it, Mr. Kringle. That was fun!

KRIS (pause). Now tell me, if you were to believe that I was
really Santa Claus, what would you ask me to bring you
for Christmas?

SUSAN. Can you bring big presents?

KRIS. Since we are in the land of imagination, it could be
any size.

SUSAN. I want a real house for Mother and me...and a real
father to live in it with us.

KRIS (jolted). You’re right. That is a tall order, indeed.

SUSAN. Well, if you’re really Santa, you can do it. And if
you can’t, then you’re just a nice man with a white beard
like Mother said.
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FRED (fo KRIS). You’re looking for a place to stay?

KRIS. No, I'm staying at the zoo.
‘S{JSAN—HM%%&HWWHVM%W&W
FRED. The zoo is no place to stay. Why don’t you stay with
me. ['ve got an extra bed in my apartment, and I could use

some company.

KRIS. Well, thank you, Mr. Gayley. That’s very nice of
you... -Susan—maybe-you-should-go-and-tell-your-mother.
that-we-have-made-an—arrangement.—L-don’t-want her to-
WOrFy-about-1me—

SYSAN—Okay;-Mr-Kringle,-I-like-the idea-of your staying

with-Fred—He s-my-friend-and-it’s-right. mtmd@m
KRIS-&FRED-Good-night;-Susan—(SLSAN-exits-)

KRES~Hike-the-ideas-too,-Mr-Gayley:

FRED. Call me Fred, please.

KRIS. All right, Fred. Staying so close by will give me more
opportunity to work on Susan’s Christmas gift.

FRED. I’'m really very fond of that little girl.

KRIS. I can see that... And how about her mother?

FRED (pauses, sighs). 1 really like her, but I’m afraid she
feels that being neighbors, and baby sitter with Susan, is as
close as she wants me to get.

KRIS. Have you ever invited her out?

FRED. I've tried. But Doris won’t socialize since her divorce.
She just concentrates on Susan and her career. I don’t
think she trusts love anymore.

KRIS. An old, sad story... But it’s one that maybe you and I
can do something about, Fred.

FRED (cheers up). Oh, yeah? How do we start?

KRIS. It’s simple. Just keep showing your interest in her, and
be aware of her feelings. Above all, you must have faith in
her.

FRED. I’ve tried all that. It hasn’t done any good so far.

L1 T 7/‘4’/27:' will Lsorle put, T/ see fo fhat .
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~with-them-at-the-end-of-the-song. Lights up again in Doris’
apartment. A knock on the door. After a moment DORIS
opens. FRED enters.)

DORIS. Hi. Is everything all right?

FRED. Did Kris come back here?

DORIS. No. Isn’t he with you?

FRED. When he didn’t show up, I went to the zoo to find
him. The man told me he had already been there to get his
things and left over an hour ago.

DORIS. Oh, heavens, Fred! Something’s happened to him!

FRED. It’s all my fault. And after I told you you could trust
me.

DORIS. I don’t want to blame you.

FRED. I shouldn’t have let him go get his things by himself

DORIS. The important thing now is to find out if he’s all
right. I’d never forgive myself if something happened to
him.

FRED. I’'m surprised. I didn’t think you liked Kiis.

DORIS. It’s not a matter of like.

FRED. I was hoping this was a sign that what he stands for
was getting to you.

DORIS. No. But this is New York City, you know.

FRED. Come on, Doris. Who’s going to mug Santa Claus?

DORIS (looks at him a moment). I'm calling the police.
(Picks up phone.)

FRED. Look, Doris, if Kris can get here from the North Pole,
then New York shouldn’t be any problem for him.
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DORIS. Pinch me, Fred. I simply don’t believe it. I never
thought I’d see Mr. Macy shake hands with Mr. Blooming-
dale! It’s surely a miracle.

FRED. I don’t know how he does it.

DORIS. Who?

FRED. Kris.

DORIS. Maybe he gathered some stardust while he was sail-
ing through the air with his reindeer and sprinkled it on ev-
erybody.

FRED. Doris! You’re imagination is coming to life!

DORIS. Not really, Fred. I was only kidding.

FRED. No, you weren’t. Don’t be afraid to admit it. And
here. I have a little presentation of my own to make. (He
takes a small box from his pocket.)

DORIS. What is it? (Ske opens the box and removes a neck-
lace.) Oh, Fred... It’s beautiful!

FRED. Here, let me... (He fastens necklace on her.) 1 went to
Cartiers to look at necklaces, and you know what they did?
They sent me to Tiffany’s. Then the clerk at Tiffany’s
asked me if I'd seen the collection at Cartiers.

DORIS. It’s happening all over town! I never dreamed, when
I saw that jolly bearded man at the parade, that he would
revolutionize the entire merchandising business.

FRED. Let’s celebrate and have dinner together.

DORIS. Fred, Id really love to, but I have to work tonight.

FRED (disappointed). Really?

DORIS. Really. Unfortunately, it’s been planned for weeks.
Mr. Sawyer, our vocational guidance counselor, has a lec-
ture this evening for our employees.

FRED. Can’t you get out of it?

DORIS. I'm sorry, no. I have to introduce him.

“FREPRD I hot e thn ton:n (MVORIC 0 DI o
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SAWYER. ...St. Nicholas, or Kris Kringle, whatever we may
call him, represents a classic expression of the wishful
dreaming of all children. Instead of teaching children that
things they want come for free, they should be taught,
while they are still in their formative years, the value of
the work ethic that has made this country great. They must
realize that this is a hard and competitive world, and if
they are to succeed, they must learn the difference between
myth and reality. Mature adults who continue to perpetrate
this fable reveal themselves as incomplete and neurotic
personalities who have failed to adjust to the stringent de-
mands of our culture. Not only have they damaged their
own existence, but they are harming their children’s future.
A child who does not understand this marked difference
between fact and fiction will grow up still clinging to in-
fantile fantasies and never be able to face the cruel truths
of today’s world. (DORIS winces.) Why do we do this to
ourselves, you ask?

KRIS (aside). Don’t ask!

SAWYER. To compensate for feelings of guilt. That’s why
we perpetuate the myth of Santa Claus. Parents who feel
guilty because they’ve neglected their children 364 days of
the year and pick this one day to overwhelm the kiddies
with gifts, are doing it so as to purge their shameful behav-
ior. And parents and grandparents who swamp the child
with talk about Santa and stage the Christmas charade, are
re-enacting their own infantile emotions which they have
never outgrown. Therefore, I suspect that the vaunted
“spirit of giving” is nothing but selfishness in disguise.
(ELVES boo and hiss.) Far from doing any good in the
world, this vicious myth has done more harm than. . .than...

KRIS (beside himself with anger). Now just a minute, there!
(He starts toward the podium.)
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*ringle-should-go-with-Mr-Sawyer~All-those-in-favor?
KRIS-Ayel
ELE Q--Opposed?-
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~(ELVES-ad-lib-as-they-file-out~SAWYER enters.)

KRIS—Oh;-there-you-are-Mr—Sawyer—Where-shall-we-go-to

SCENE EIGHT
SCENE: Bellevue State Hospital, Men’s Ward.

KRIS is dressed in a shroud-like gown, sitting dejectedly
on his bed. FRED stands beside him.

KRIS. How could she have done it? How could she have
done this to me?

FRED. Doris didn’t send you here. She thought Sawyer was
taking you to dinner.

KRIS (not really hearing him). She must have been humoring
me all along. I thought she was beginning to believe in me.

FRED. How did it happen that you went with him to Belle-
vue?
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KRIS. He tricked me. Sawyer kept looking out of the restau-
rant window as he made small talk. Suddenly he said,
“Let’s go,” and when I stepped outside he pushed me into
a waiting taxi, and two men put me between them. Then I
heard one of them say “Bellevue.” Sawyer didn’t even
come along. :

FRED. Didn’t they give you the usual sanity tests that you
know by heart?

KRIS. Of course, the same routine. But I was so crushed that
Doris would do this to me that I deliberately gave them all
the wrong answers. So they committed me.

FRED. Doris had no idea what Sawyer was up to, Kris. She
agreed that you two would have dinner and he would only
talk with you about seeing a psychiatrist.

KRIS. 'm relieved to know that. But why didn’t she come to
me herself and explain?

FRED. She was afraid of hurting you, Kris.

KRIS. Well, it hurt anyway. I’m just a nice old man she felt
sorry for.

FRED. She feels more than that, I’m sure.

KRIS (shakes his head). No... She had doubts, Fred. That’s
why she isn’t here. If you had been dragged off here, she
would have been here in a heartbeat.

FRED. She certainly had doubts at first. But, she was really
beginning to open up and believe. I think her belief was
still too new and fragile, and Sawyer may have tipped her
the other way. Kris, I’'m sure that Doris won’t want you to
stay here.

KRIS. It’s not just Doris. It’s people like Sawyer. He’s dis-
honest and... Ohhhh...I don’t want to say the other awful
words that occur to me... Yet he’s the one who’s called
normal. If that’s how sane people behave, then I’d rather
stay here with these more honest folks.
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FRED. Good afternoon, Your Honor. My name is Fred
Gayley, I represent Mr. Kringle. I believe you have re-
ceived the papers.

JUDGE. Yes, just a matter of signing the consent, it seems.
That’ll get the old fellow out of harm’s way for what’s left
of his life.

FRED. No, if you don’t mind, Your Honor. There are indica-
tions that Mr. Kringle has been victimized, and I have re-
quested a proper hearing so that I can provide witnesses.
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JUDGE. This psychiatric evaluation, Mr. Gayley. There is a
clear diagnosis... (Thumbing through more papers.) And
here is a statement saying that in addition to his delusion,
he became violent. That seems like a pretty clear basis for
commitment, don’t you think?

FRED. That is a misrepresentation, Your Honor. That’s why
[’m requesting a hearing.

JUDGE (ponders). I’'m thinking about court time and expense
to the taxpayers, Mr. Gayley.

FRED. Your Honor may sign the commitment papers, if you
wish, sir, but 1 must advise you, I will submit a writ of ha-
beas corpus.

JUDGE. That won’t be necessary. We might as well have a
competency hearing. (Looks at his calendar.) Let’s see. ..
Next Monday morning. Ten o’clock. Is that all right with
you?

FRED. Fine. And thank you, Your Honor. (Exits. )
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SCENE FOUR
SCENE: Restaurant, that evening.

DORIS. I’ve read the evening paper, Fred, and I’m worried.
You seem to be fighting such a hopeless battle.

FRED. Actually, I’m rather confident. All the publicity is
working for us. Public sympathy is obviously behind Kris.
I think we have a good chance.

DORIS. What about your law firm. How are they going to re-
act to your taking this case?

FRED. Well actually, old Hayslip, the senior partner, called
me in this afternoon. (Mimics.) “We are an old, established
firm with great prestige and dignity, Mr. Gayley. We can’t
have one of our junior members making a public spectacle
of himself. We are not in business to prove that some old
crank is actually Santa Claus.” In other words, unless I
drop the case, they’ll drop me.

DORIS. Well, then. You’ll have to give it up, won’t you?

FRED. I can’t let a client down. You wouldn’t want me to
walk out on Kris, would you?
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DORIS. Fred, I really care very deeply for you. I admire and
respect you for your courage in taking this on. But I don’t
want to see you lose your position.

FRED. It’s true. I might.

DORIS. That would be irresponsible. People have to he real-
istic. I've certainly learned that! You can’t give up your
job for some sentimental whim.

FRED. It’s more than a whim, Doris.

DORIS. Stop dreaming, Fred!

FRED. There’s something very beautiful about that old man,
and very compelling, too. Representing Kris is the right
thing to do, Doris. 1 won’t let him down... And I'm a
damned good lawyer, too. Come on, Doris, have faith in
me.

DORIS (angry). 1 do...but... It’s not a question of having
faith. You’re bound to lose this case. That’s just common
sense.

FRED. Doris, faith is believing in something when common
sense tells you not to. Your problem is that you’ve got too
much common sense.

DORIS (really angry now). It’s a good thing one of us has!
It’s quite an asset, sometimes!

FRED. Can’t you get over being afraid? Just let yourself be-
lieve in people...people like Kris...in laughter and joy and
love and all the other intangibles.

DORIS. You can’t pay the rent with intangibles.

FRED. And you can’t live a life without them. (They stare at
each other.) At least I can’t. I thought Kris and I had bro-
ken through your armor, Doris. I hoped you would be
ready to be more open-minded and open-hearted. (DORIS
turns away from him.) Well.. .there’s no use talking. We
don’t have many thoughts or feelings in common, do we?

DORIS. T suppose not.
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SCENE SIX
SCENE: Judge’s chambers.

HALLORAN. Look here, Henry. I don’t care what you de-
cide about old whisker-puss out there, but if you officially
rule that there is no Santa Claus, you might just as well
start looking for a chicken ranch somewhere. We won’t
even be able to put you in the primaries!

JUDGE. I'm a sane person and a responsible official. I’ve
taken an oath. How can I say there is a Santa Claus, Char-
lie? If I do they’ll have me de-robed and try me for insanity!

HALLORAN. Listen, Henry. Do you know how many mil-
lions of dollars’ worth of toys are produced each year?
Toys that wouldn’t be sold if it weren’t for Santa Claus?
Have you ever heard of the National Association of Manu-
facturers? How do you think they would like your ruling?
And how about all the people they employ to make those
toys? Union members, Henry! They’re gonna love you!
And they’re gonna say it with votes!... Then there are the
department stores...and the candy companies...and the
Christmas card artists and printers... And what about the
Salvation Army? They’ve got a Santa Claus on EVEry cor-
ner, and it’s their biggest source of income... I'm telling
you, Henry, if you rule that there’s no Santa Claus, you
can count on getting just two votes: yours and that lawyer,
Mara’s.

JUDGE (shakes his head sadly, puts up one finger). One.
Mara’s a Republican. (He exits to courtroom.)



H(A“ e fn Obok “f}wggﬁﬁ
72 Miracle on 34th Street, the Play Act 11

SCENE NINE
SCENE: Judge’s chambers.

HALLORAN. Henry, the publicity on the Kringle hearing has
reached massive proportions. They’re writing blazing head-
lines about it.

JUDGE (gloomy). Yeah. I’ve seen the papers too.

HALLORAN. So... What are you going to do? You have to
think of your situation.

JUDGE. 4nd my duty to my office.

HALLORAN., Today is Christmas Eve. If you send Santa

Eljevug . .
Claus to on Christmas Eve, you’re likely to
be up for a protest demonstration...or assaulted...or even coere/
-murdered--

JUDGE (sighs). I know. It’s desperate... If that young Gayley
can figure out the slightest “competent authority” reference
that I can use for a sanity ruling, I will willingly and ea-
gerly give him every possible break. I’ve been observing
Mr. Kringle very carefully. He seems to be nothing worse
than a very kindly old gentleman. But...unless something
miraculous happens, I’ll have no alternative but to accept
the report of incompetency and have the old guy put away.
(He exits toward courtroom, followed by HALLORAN.)

SEENE-FTEN—
SCENE-Courtroom-
-Crowd-is-waiting—for-hearing—to-resume-—SESAN-and-BO-=

RES—are—among—the—spectators—KRES—and-FRED—are--in-—
their-places—-



St sam ead lroris
Act II Miracle on 34th Street, the Play 73

SUSAN. Oh, Mother, now that we’re here, I’'m getting scared.
What if Mr. Gayley loses, and they send Mr. Kringle away?
What if he isn’t Santa Claus, just like you said?

DORIS. Susan, I probably wasn’t right when I told you that.
You must believe in Mr. Kringle—have faith in him.

SUSAN. Then you think I’ll really get my Christmas wish?

DORIS flooking-at~F-REDy-: Faith is believing in things when
common sense tells you not to. We have to believe, Susan,
or we’ll never get anything. You and I both have to.

SUSAN. I believe, I believe, I believe...

KRIS—Fred;—Hsten—to-thist—(Reading-alond)—Dear—Mr-
*eringlte—-miss-you-very-mueh;-and-T-hopetwill see you
soon—T-lmow-it-will-al-eome-out-all-right--I-believe-you
are-Santa-Claus—-and-I-hope-you-are-not-sad-—Yours-truty;
Susan—Walker—And-what’s-this2-<P-S.-I-believe—in-you

ERED-goes—to—~-DORIS—they-embrace—A—GUARD-comes-
to-F-RED-and-whispers-something:-They-leave-courtroom:)—

RIS Well-what-do-you-know-—Susan;-come-here;-dear:
SYSAN-(goingto-timand higsing i)~ MIKringle, T be-
KRIS—Thank-—you-for-your-letter-Susan—No-matter-how-this-—
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