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FADE | N:

| NT. SHOPPI NG CENTRE - DAY

TOWWY, 7, is led by the hand by his nother HELEN, 27, to
visit the makeshift grotto, conplete with SANTA, ELVES and
trai ned REI NDEER.

Tomy carries his wish list in his other hand.

I NT. SCHOOL - CLASSROOM - DAY
SUPER ONE WEEK BEFORE CHRI STMAS DAY

TOMW and JI MW, 7, both sit next to each other in class,
Wi th crayons in hand and their version of ’what Christmas
neans to them picture carefully com ng together on their
paper .

TOMWY
" mgetting a bi ke for Christnas
from Santa Cl aus, a PSP, a Go- (&0
Hanster, a-

JI MW
You' re not.

Tomry stops draw ng.

TOVMWY
| am Santa told ne.

JI MW
Not .
TOMW
Why ?
JI MW
"Cause, Santa C aus doesn’t exist.
TOMW
He does exist. He got ne a Wi
| ast year.
JI MW

Want to know who Santa Cl aus is?

TOVWY
VWho?

Jimy | eans over to whisper.



JI MW
He’' s your dad.

Tomy sits back, a little taken back into his own world.
slowy nmutters to hinself.

TOMW
My daddy’s Santa C aus, wow.

Tomy picks up his half-finished Picasso and wal ks over to
t he wi ndow, holds up his picture of Santa C aus flying
across the sky towards a crude draw ng of his hone.

I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - EVEN NG
SUPER: CHRI STMAS EVE

Tomy sits on the couch with a pencil and notepad on his
|ap. He starts to check off everything on the Ilist.

TOMW
Cooki es. .

He | ooks over the coffee table.

TOMW
Check. M1k, check. Over-si zed
sock.

He | ooks over to a sock pinned agai nst the mantel pi ece.

TOMW
Check. Wsh |ist.

An unseal ed envel ope | eans agai nst the glass of mlk.

TOMW
Check.

He | ooks over to the tree and with it’s base nodestly
cover ed.

TOMWY
Better check the |ist.

He retrieves the wish list and reads al oud.
TOMW
PSP, bi ke, go-go hanster, nore
| ego, ganes for Wi, hmm not
enough.

He starts to extend the |ist.

He



TOMW
Scal extric, Transfornmers Optinus
Pri me and Bunbl ebee, Engl and top,
Buzz Lightyear...

Tommy extends his wish list to two sides of the page.

TOVMWY
My daddy can give nme everything
t oni ght .

Hel en | eaves the kitchen and sees Tommy eating a cookie.

HELEN
Tomy, |eave the cookies for Santa.

Tonmy suddenly junps back.

TOMWY
There’s plenty of cookies num

HELEN
Ckay, just one. Ddn't | tell you
to go to sleep ten m nutes ago?

TOMW
Just maki ng sure everything was
here for Santa.

HELEN
Go to sleep young nman.

Tomy drags his feet along the ground.

TOMWY
Ni ght ni ght num

HELEN
Don’t let the bed bugs bite.

Tomry cl oses the door behind him
TOMW (O S.)
| won't.
TOMMY' S BEDROOM - MORNI NG
Hel en open’s the bedroom door.

HELEN
Conme on mster, it’s Christmas day.

An excited Tommy | eaps out of bed and races down stairs.



LI VI NG ROOM

Tommy rushes over to the tree. A few extra presents have

crowded the tree’'s base.

He starts to tear off the wapping to all his presents.

Hel en stands back with a canera in hand taking snaps.

Suddenly out fromnowhere a screamfills the air,

TOMWY
Where’s ny |ightsaber?

Hel en drops her smle and her canera.
HELEN

Cal m down Tormy. Santa brought you
everyt hing that he coul d.

Tommy continues to lift presents out of the way.

TOMW
Where's ny PlayStation, my bike, ny
radio controlled car?

HELEN
Your new bi ke’ s out in the garage
still wapped up.
Tonmy turns around.
TOMW
Real | y?
HELEN
Yes.
TOMW
Pl aySt ati on?
HELEN
Sorry.
TOMW
How do you know so nuch about what
| have? | thought this was between

me and Sant a?

BILL, 30, enters the room |ooking as if he' s stil

hi s REM sl eep.

AHHH,

battling



Bl LL
What’s all the scream ng about?

HELEN
Tommy didn’t get everything from
Santa as he’s been naughty during
t he year.

She turns to Tommy.

HELEN
Isn’t that right mster?

TOMWY
That’' s poop crap.

Hel en gasps. A grunpy Tonmy turns to Bill.

TOMWY
I f you hadn’t worked all night, and
give ny presents away, | would have

my PlayStation to play now.

HELEN
M nd your |anguage young nan. You
didn’t get everything because you
have been bad, and Santa knows
this.

Tonmy points towards Bill.

TOVMWY
O course Santa knows, he’s daddy.
Bill kneels down to face Tonmy.
Bl LL
Tomy, |I'’mnot Santa and | haven’t

gi ven your PlayStation away.

TOMWY
But you are daddy, Jimmy told ne.

Bl LL
Jimy told you I was Santa?

TOMW
Yes.

Bill and Hel en | ooks at each ot her.



Bl LL
Tomy, Santa exists but |’ m not
hi m

TOMW

| f you are not Santa, who is?
Bill quickly | ooks around to divert attention from hinself.

He sees a LARGE SANTA sauntering past the window with a can
of beer in hand and a red bag slung over his shoulder with
the other, and points towards him

Bl LL
He is.

Tomy rushes pass Bill, into the-

HALLWAY
Then opens the front door, and shouts at Santa.

TOMWY
O, Santa, where’'s ny PlayStation?

The startled Santa turns his head sl uggi shly before slipping
backwards |i ke an over-the-top clown, releasing the red bag
i n hand.

A hal f-w apped Playstation falls out towards Tommy who runs
over to pick it up.

TOMW
Thanks Sant a.

SANTA
Eh...oh...no problem

FADE QUT.



