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TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS

A Comedy in One Act
For Nine Children and Extras

CHARACTERS

FIRST ELF

SECOND ELF

THIRD ELF

FOURTHELF = Y i iiiiiiiiinens his helpers
FIFTH ELF

SIXTH ELF

SEVENTH ELF

MARYANN ......coviiiiiinnnnns who believed in him
EXTRAS ...t iiiiiiiinornornnnennans more helpers

PLACE: The back room of Santa’s workshop.

TIME: Ten minutes till Christmas.
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TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS

SCENE: The back room of Santa’s workshop. There is an en-
trance to the room at L. At R is a window. In front of the
window is a worktable, with two small stools in front of it.
There are two more worktables upstage, with stools in
Jront of them. At C is a table, with a large armchair right
of it and a stool left of it. At DL is another stool The
workshop is neat and orderly. All the presents have been
made and packed, and now only a few odds and ends of
toys and some tools are about. On the table at C is a huge
book, resembling a ledger.

AT RISE OF CURTAIN: SANTA is dozing in the chair right
of the table C, his stomach rising and falling with amazing
regularity. His hat and coat are hanging over the back of
the chair. SANTA's nose now twitches, and he brushes his
hand against it, without awakening. Then, the FIRST, SEC-
OND, THIRD and FOURTH ELVES open the door L, cau-
tiously. They peek through the door first, before entering,
and then speak in whispers as they huddle in a group by
the door.

FIRST (to the one behind him). Shhhh!
SECOND. Do you think we should wake him?
THIRD. We don't dare.

FOURTH. But we've got to.
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Page 6 TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS

FIRST. Yes, but you know how Santa is about insubordina-
tion...

FOURTH (nodding). Candy rations cut in half!

SECOND. But it’s almost time, and he’s still sleeping.

THIRD. How close is it?

FIRST (taking out a big watch, studying it a moment, and
then speaking in alarm). Ten minutes till Christmas!

(The ELVES gasp.)

FOURTH. Ten minutes!

THIRD. In only ten minutes—

SECOND. It'll be Christmas.

FOURTH. And Santa not even started yet.

FIRST (clutching his head). Ten minutes till Christmas and
Santa still at the North Pole.

SECOND. There’s no help for it.

THIRD. You're right. We've got to wake him.

(The ELVES now slowly tiptoe toward the table at C.)

FOURTH. If we don't, they'll miss Christmas this year.

SECOND (thoughtfully). Of course, if we missed Christmas
this year, we wouldn't have to make toys for next year. We
could use the old ones.

FIRST. We've never passed off last year's toys.

SECOND (in too loud a voice). But it sure would be an easy
year.

FOURTH. Shhh!

SECOND. I'm sorry. (He puts his hand over his mouth.)

FIRST (taking out his big watch again). Only nine minutes

FOURTH. We'll have to wake him.
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TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS Page 7

THIRD. Yes, but which one of us?
SECOND. I'll do it. I'm not afraid.
THIRD. Well, hurry. He has a long way to go.

(The SECOND ELF moves back of the table and over to
right of SANTA. He plucks at SANTA’s sleeve.)

SECOND (cautiously). Oh, Santa—Santa—(He draws away
quickly.)

(The ELVES all step back. Nothing happens.)

FIRST. Go ahead—hurry!
SECOND (crossing closer to him). Santa! (He gives a coura-
geous shout.) Santa!

(The ELVES jump at this and run back to the door L. Then
they stop and peer back. Nothing happens. They cross back
toward SANTA.)

FOURTH. He can’t wait much longer.

FIRST. Let me try. (He crosses above the table to right of
SANTA and shakes his arm.) See here, Santa—this is no
way to act—come, come, nOW—

SANTA (groaning). Go away—go away!

FIRST. We can’t go away. It’s less than nine minutes till
Christmas! Santa—you're not doing your duty.

SANTA (sitting up sharply at this). Not doing my duty! How
dare you talk that way?

FIRST. I was just trying to waken you.

SECOND. The time’s getting short.

THIRD. You'll miss Christias.

FOURTH. It'd be terrible!
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Page 8 TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS

FIRST (taking out his watch and showing it to SANTA, speak-
ing severely). Eight and a half minutes till Christmas.

SANTA (stifling a yawn). So it is—so it is. (He settles back
again in his chair.)

FIRST. But, Santa! (He holds out the watch again.)

SANTA. I'm tired. I'm going back to sleep.

THIRD. But you can't—

SANTA (resting back in the chair, contentedly). Oh, can’t I?

FOURTH. But what about Christmas?

SANTA (mumbling). What about it? (His eyes are closed, and
he begins to breathe heavily.)

FOURTH. Aren’t we going to have it this year?

SANTA. No. (He goes back to sleep.)

FOURTH. No Christmas!

THIRD. He can’t mean it!

FIRST. But we've always had Christmas.

FOURTH (back of SANTA's chair, trying to-rouse him).
Santa! Santa!

SANTA. I'm trying to sleep.

FOURTH. But you mustn't sleep.

THIRD. What about your work?

FIRST. Don't you care what people say?

SANTA (sitting up). Certainly I care what people say! I hear
them! I know what they say—after bringing them presents
and toys and candy, and doing everything to make them
happy. Here's what they say “Santa’s a fake. There is no
Santa.”

SECOND. They don’t!

THIRD. They wouldn’t! -

FIRST. You, a fake?

SANTA. Yes—me! They eat up all the candy and goodies I
bring them, and then they call me a fake.

FOURTH. But they don’t mean it.

© Dramatic Publishing



TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS Page 9

SECOND. They're only fooling.

SANTA. That’s what I used to say—at first. But every year
now it gets worse and worse.

FIRST. But every year we send them better and nicer toys.
How could they think that?

SANTA. That’s hard for me to understand. How could 7 un-
derstand ingratitude like that?

SECOND. Ingratitude? What does that mean? :

SANTA. That’s what we're getting from the children now—
that’s what it is. And it makes me so darn mad!

FIRST (pulling out his big watch again). Santa!

SANTA. What now?

FIRST. Only seven minutes!

SANTA. Till what?

ELVES (together). Till Christmas!

SANTA (glancing at his own watch). So it is—so it is. (He
stifles another yawn and starts to settle back.)

THIRD. But aren’t you going to do anything?

SANTA. Yes—I'm going to get a little sleep Christmas
Eve—for the first time in close to two thousand years. (He
closes his eyes and relaxes gratefully.)

SECOND (a wail). Oh, Santa!

THIRD. You shouldn’t!

FOURTH. Really, you shouldn’t!

SANTA (stretching himself). Ahhhh—this feels good.

FIRST. But what about the children? Not all the children
think you’re a fake. It isn't fair.

SANTA (still in his relaxed position). All of them feel that
way. I hear them talking. They all think they’re so smart.
Well, all right. Let them wake up tomorrow morning and
find nothing in their stockings.

SECOND. Not anything?

SANTA. Not a single thing.
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Page 10 TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS

THIRD. Not even a piece of chocolate?

FOURTH. Or just an orange down in the toe?

SANTA. Not even a chocolate.

THIRD. No—

SANTA. Not even an orange down in the toe!

FOURTH. Santa!

SANTA. Maybe this will teach them a lesson.

SECOND. It’s too cruel!

FIRST (to the FOURTH ELF). I never thought Santa would
do a thing like that.

SANTA. Silence!

FIRST. Yes, Santa—sir.

SANTA. I've explained my position. I have nothing further to
say. The subject is closed. We’ll talk about the children
again—say, along in July sometime. We'll think it over
then for next year.

(The ELVES sigh, SANTA settles back to sleep. The SEC-
OND and THIRD ELVES join the other two at RC, and
they go into a huddle.)

SECOND (in a whisper). It’s no use.

THIRD. We tried, anyway. We did all we could.

FOURTH. What a sad day tomorrow!

FIRST (shaking his head sadly as he consults his waich
again). Only six more minutes,

SANTA (mumbling). Quiet! You're disturbing me.

FIRST (nodding again). Yes, Santa—sir.

(Then, all of a sudden, there is a loud banging on the door
L. They all start. SANTA sits up again.)

SANTA. What’s that?
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TEN MINUTES TILL CHRISTMAS Page 11
SECOND. I don’t know.

(There is another loud banging on the door L.)
SANTA. Well, open it—someone.

(The SECOND ELF goes to the door L and opens it. In
comes the FIFTH ELF, carrying a big doll, almost as big
as himself.)

FIFTH (rushing over to SANTA and setting the doll down in
Jront of him, breathing hard). 1 finished—(Pant, pant!)—
it—(Pant!)—in time! (And he takes more quick breaths.)

SANTA. Well, there was no need to hurry.

FIFTH. Oh, yes, there was! I was afraid I wouldn't get it
finished on time.

SANTA. I'm not taking it.

FIFTH (looking at the doll). Is there anything wrong with it? I
was very careful—

SANTA. Yes, I know, but—

FIFTH. And I cleaned up all the mess I made.

SANTA. Of course you did. You're a very reliable EIf. But,
I'm not going this year.

FIFTH. But I worked so hard—

SECOND (who has remained left of the table at C after open-
ing the door). He did!

THIRD. We all did.

FIRST. All year without any time off—not even the Fourth of
July.

SANTA (wavering slightly). Of course—that’s true.

FIFTH. I made this for that Mary Ann girl.

SANTA (getting up to examine the doll). Mary Ann, eh—
well, you certainly did a nice job.
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THIRD. And it’s a shame not to deliver it.

SANTA (crossing to the window at R). Mary Ann...(He looks
out the window.) Isn’t she the one that was hinting all the
time?

FIFTH (climbing up on the stool left of the table C and open-
ing the big record book). I'll check the record. (He starts
to leaf through the book.)

SANTA. I think she was the one that was hinting all last year.
I even think she’s started hinting what she wants for next
Christmas.

SECOND. Oh, no!

THIRD. She wouldn’t do that!

FIFTH (looking in the book). Mary Lou—Mary Jane—Here it
is! Mary Ann...yes, sir—hinting already for two dolls and
toy dishes for next Christmas. (He perches on top of the
table.)

SANTA. Just as I thought. (He comes back to his chair.)

FIRST. But, Santa, most children do a little hinting.

SECOND. They can’t help it.

THIRD. It’s only natural to hint a little.

SANTA. I don't object to a little hinting—that’s quite -all
right. We don’t want to send the wrong toys. It's very
helpful. But what I don't like—what makes me so darn
mad—is who they hint to.

FOURTH. Who do they hint to?

SANTA. Their parents! (He sits again.) As though their par-
ents were the ones that come down from the roof with all
the presents. They never hint to me anymore. They don’t
even write letters like they used to. Years ago, I got lots of
letters.

FOURTH. If they only knew, they'd write.

SANTA. Well, after tomorrow they’ll know. When they wake
up and run down to look in their stockings, then they’ll be
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sorry that they stopped believing in Santa. Then they'll be
sorry that they laughed.

THIRD. But no Christmas at all for anyone?

FIRST. That’s serious.

(All the other ELVES sit on stools, utterly dejected and
saddened. The FIFTH ELF remains perched on the table.)

SANTA (after a pause, during which he looks about at the
ELVES). Of course it’s serious! But how do you think /
feel! No one cares about me anymore. Merry Christmas! I
feel miserable! (He puts his head in his hands and stares at
the floor.)

SECOND. Santa—we feel miserable, too.

THIRD. It’s a terrible situation.

FOURTH. I'm going to cry! (He takes out a big handkerchief
and blows loudly into it.)

FIRST (taking out his watch again). Only three more min-
utes—only three more minutes...(He shakes his head and
puts his watch away slowly.)

SANTA. And now that you know my wishes, if you'll excuse
me, I'll go back to sleep. Call me around July sometime,
and we’ll take another look at the children then.

FIFTH (jumping down from the table, picking up the doll,
sorrowfully). After all the work I did.

SANTA. Cheer up! We can give it to someone next year.

(Outside, off L, a jingling is heard, and the sound of ani-
mals stamping about.)

SANTA. What's that? What's going on now? (He shouts to-
ward the door L.) Come in here! What’s going on?
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