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BROOKE crosses to the couch; she's 

sullen. GARY joins her. The other 

children continue to softly hum 

"Silent Night," then visit around 

the tree. 

GARY 

Hey, Miss Sour Puss. What's the matter with you? 

BROOKE 

Nothing. 

GARY 

Oh. Nothing's the matter. That would explain why you look 

so sad. 

BROOKE 

It's not like it used to be, Daddy. 

GARY 

What's not? 

BROOKE 

Christmastime. 

GARY 

What's different about it? 

BROOKE 

The tree for one thing. It used to be so beautiful. 

GARY 

Whadaya mean, "used to be?" Look at it. It's a beautiful 

tree. Pretty ornaments, garland, twinkly lights - 

BROOKE 

That's what I mean. 

GARY 

I'm not followin' you. 

BROOKE 

We used to have a real tree. 

GARY 

That is a real tree, Honey. You were there when I bought - 

BROOKE 

No Daddy, that's not what I mean. Our tree used to be 
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BROOKE (cont.) 

special. We made all the decorations. Now it has store 

decorations. It's just like everybody else's tree. It's not 

special any more. 

GARY 

It's still special, Sweetie. Just in a different way now. 

We used to use homemade decorations because that's all we 

could afford. But, our business has finally taken off and 

we've had a very good year. So, now we can do better. 

BROOKE 

It isn't better. Our tree was better. It was our beautiful, 

special, real Christmas tree. Decorated with love. 

GARY 

Well, what about the songbooks you made. You decorated 

those with love. They're ... lovely. 

BROOKE 

That's not the same. I made those by myself. Nobody else 

wanted to do it. We used to all make the decorations 

together. You and Mom would teach us how to make things. 

Like the time you taught me how to get the popcorn strings 

started. Remember that? 

GARY 

I remember. 

BROOKE 

And we'd talk and tell jokes and sing Christmas songs. And 

then, when we decorated the tree with the things we made, 

it was like we were decorating it with our love. 

GARY 

I'll tell you what. Tomorrow, we'll go out together - just 

me and you - 

BROOKE 

Just you and I. 

GARY 

Just you and I - and you can pick out your very own tree. 

We'll bring it home and set it up in your room. Okay? And 

you can decorate it any way you like. It'll be your very 

own special tree. How's that sound? 
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BROOKE 

You don't understand, Daddy. 

GARY 

Whadaya mean I don't understand? Of course I do, Honey. 

BROOKE 

No, you don't. 

GARY 

Yes, I do understand. 

 (Beat) 

You really don't think the tree's pretty? 

BROOKE 

I'm sorry, Daddy. Yes, I do think it's pretty. It's just 

that having store decorations is kind of like buying 

Christmas. I liked it better when we made Christmas. When 

it was us doing things together, making it beautiful 

instead of going to the store and buying it. 

 (A beat. GARY picks up the open 

 scrapbook, looks into it briefly, 

 then shuts it. He laments as the 

 children quietly exit. The gifts 

 disappear, and the original tree once 

 again takes its place. GARY rises and 

 approaches the tree. He fights tears 

 as he regards the scrapbook. BROOKE's 

 voice is heard from off stage) 

You don't understand, Daddy. You don't - 

GARY 

Yes, I do. Now I do. 

For a moment, GARY allows himself 

to cry, then wipes away the tears 

and tries to regain his composure. 

Lights rise as MICKI enters 

through the front door with a 

flourish. 

MICKI 

Garrison Frederick Rose! 

GARY 

Huh? Oh. Hi. 


