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protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America and all countries which 

the United States has reciprocal relations including, but not limited to, all countries covered 

by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, The Universal Copyright Convention and the 

Berne Convention.  All rights to the plays and materials on our website are strictly reserved 

including & without limitation, professional and amateur performance rights; motion 

pictures; public reading; radio and television broadcasting; audio and video recording and 

reproduction of any type known or yet to be invented; information storage and retrieval 

systems of any type known or yet to be invented; and the rights of translation into any and all 

languages.  No individual or organization whether amateur or stock may perform this or any 

play published by Heartland Plays, Inc. without first obtaining advance permission from 

Heartland Plays, Inc. and paying the appropriate fees including Royalties and Single-Use 

Copyright fees.  Heartland Plays, Inc. collects royalties on behalf of the Playwrights whose 

plays it publishes.  Unauthorized copying, transcribing or reproduction of this or any play or 

excerpt, or storage or transmittal in any form and by any means whether known or yet to be 

invented, is strictly forbidden except as provided by Agreement with Heartland Plays, Inc.  

Any unauthorized use is a violation of copyright laws and will be prosecuted to the fullest 

extent of the law. 

 

                        FIVE SIMPLE RULES TO REMEMBER 

 

DO take advantage of the free online perusal of our plays to help you make the best choice 

for your particular needs or production. 

 

DO enjoy the convenience of our online purchase application for performance rights and 

single-use copyright. 

 

DO understand that this play and all plays and materials on our website are controlled by 

Heartland Plays, Inc. and fully protected by copyright. 

 

DO NOT attempt in any way to copy, transcribe or reproduce this play by any means or 

perform this play or use any play or material from our website without first receiving 

permission from Heartland Plays, Inc.  Any attempt to use this or any other work without 

first obtaining permission is a violation of copyright and punishable by law. 

 

DO NOT rob this Author or any of the Authors we represent of their right to be paid for the 

use of their property.  It is a crime and it is wrong! 
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T’was The Night A Long Time After Christmas 
by Greg Freier 

 

 

Characters 

 
 

SANTA CLAUS: Old not-so-jolly guy that lives forever 

 

MRS. CLAUSE: The poor woman that’s married to him 

 

 

Setting 

 
Inside the Claus’s Home at the North Pole 
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T’was The Night A Long Time After Christmas 
by Greg Freier 

 

 

AT RISE: SANTA is standing at the 

window staring out.  He is 

dressed in an old, torn bathrobe, 

torn sweatpants, and a wife 

beater t-shirt.  He’s got a glass 

filled with bourbon in his hand.  

He looks like he hasn’t bathed 

since Christmas.  MRS. 

CLAUSE is seated in a rocking 

chair knitting and is dressed in 

her standard MRS. CLAUSE 

apparel. MRS. CLAUSE speaks 

calmly throughout as if SANTA 

is a child, and she never looks up 

from her knitting except where 

noted. 

 

 

SANTA 

(With disgust) 

I hate snow. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

(Doesn’t look up) 

No you don’t dear. 

 

SANTA 

(Turns to her) 

It’s July.  

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

It’s the North Pole.  It can’t be helped. 

 

SANTA 

Well then, go help it.  I’m sick of this crap. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Why don’t you just get a nice cup of cocoa and take your meds.  It’ll all be fine.  

 

SANTA 

I don’t want to take my meds.  They made me jolly.  I hate being jolly.   

 

 



T ’ W A S  T H E  N I G H T  A  L O N G  T I M E  A F T E R  C H R I S T M A S  
b y  G r e g  F r e i e r     P a g e  | 5 

 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

You’re Santa Claus.  You’re supposed to be jolly. 

 

SANTA 

And that’s another thing; why in the hell do I have to be Santa Claus?   

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Because you’re the chosen one, that’s why. 

 

SANTA 

Which is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.  I mean for one, I hate kids. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Which is why you need to stay on your meds. 

 

SANTA 

Meds or not, I still hate the stupid little bastards. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Then why don’t you take a nice nap?  You always feel better after a nap. 

 

SANTA 

I always feel better after you Kegel my erector set too, but we both know that’s not going to 

happen either.   

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

That’s because we can’t do that without your meds either. 

 

SANTA 

(Beat) 

God, I hate being Santa. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

No you don’t…and besides everyone loves you. 

 

SANTA 

Well, then they’re a bunch of idiots.  I hate people.  They should all be dead. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Yes dear. 

 

SANTA 

(Beat) 

This is all your fault you know. 

   

MRS. CLAUSE 

No one told you that you had to drink that much that night. 
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SANTA 

It was a cocktail party.  What else was I going to do? 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Even still. 

 

SANTA 

I mean, you of all people should know how I get when I’m that liquored up.  I’m an idiot. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Which is why you need to stick to cocoa. 

 

SANTA 

And then you let me talk to Father Time.  I mean, what in the hell were you thinking?  In that 

state of mind I’ll agree to anything…no matter how stupid it is. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Becoming Santa Claus was not stupid.  It was very sweet.  Plus you get to live forever. 

 

SANTA 

Yeah, and a lot of good that’s going to do me when the Earth explodes.   

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

The Earth isn’t going to explode for billions of years. 

 

SANTA 

Yeah, but when it does, I’ll be floating around space for all of eternity.  Hardly sounds like a 

great plan if you ask me.   

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

You’ll be just fine. 

 

SANTA 

And don’t forget you get to live forever too.  So when it all hits the fan…you’re coming with 

me.   

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

That’s only if we’re still married dear.  

 

SANTA 

What the hell do you mean by that?  If we’re still married. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

What I mean is that as soon as I have some advance notice that the Earth is going to explode, 

I’ll file for divorce. 
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SANTA 

But if you do that, you’ll die. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

I’m well aware of that. 

 

SANTA 

So what you’re saying, then, is that you’d rather die than float around in space with me 

forever, is that it? 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

(Looks up from her knitting) 

Wouldn’t you? 

 

MRS. CLAUS returns to her knitting. 

 

SANTA 

(Beat; then with attitude) 

It’s no wonder I was drunk when I married you. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

(Beat) 

I know what would cheer you up.  Why don’t you go down to the workshop and play with 

the elves for awhile.  

 

SANTA 

Because I don’t like the elves.  They’re always mean to me when I go down there. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

You’re just saying that because you’re not wearing your play clothes.  Go change and then 

go play.  It’ll be fine. 

 

SANTA 

I don’t want to play with them.  They’re two feet tall and sing songs all the time.  I’d rather 

just punch them all in the face. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

They’re union; I don’t think they’d like that. 

 

SANTA 

And what in the hell was I thinking when I let them form a union?  

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

You had no choice.  They walked out right after Thanksgiving that one year. 

 

SANTA 

Unfair working conditions my ass.  They’re elves.  What the hell else are they going to do?  
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MRS. CLAUSE 

If I remember correctly, they were going to start their own bowling league. 

 

SANTA 

They’re too short to bowl. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Regardless, they’re still your friends.   

 

SANTA 

(With sarcasm) 

Which doesn’t say a lot for me, now does it. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

(Beat) 

Why don’t you go play outside then?  The fresh air will do you some good. 

 

SANTA 

Because I hate snow.  What part of that didn’t you catch? 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Well maybe if you went outside and reacquainted yourself with it you’d change your mind. 

 

SANTA 

No I wouldn’t.  It’s cold and stupid. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Why must everything be stupid with you? 

 

SANTA 

(With attitude) 

Because I’m immature and have an attitude problem, that’s why. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Well I think that’s something you might want to address with Dr. Zazzles on your next 

appointment.  

 

SANTA 

And then there’s that…why in the hell do I have to see that idiot Dr. Zazzles for anyway?  

He’s a snowman for God’s sake. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

He’s also a licensed psychologist.  And you still have a few issues that need worked out. 

 

SANTA 

There’s nothing wrong with my issues.  For one, they give me a reason to live.  And two, 

next time I see that Dr. Zazzles, I’m going to melt him with my blow torch. 
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MRS. CLAUSE 

Which is just another issue to add to issues that you already have so melting him wouldn’t be 

in your best interest. 

 

SANTA 

How about I just slowly pull him apart then and use him for ice in my drinks. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Because you don’t use ice in your drinks for one. 

 

SANTA 

(With frustration) 

Why does this all have to be so complicated? 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

I’ll leave that for you and Dr. Zazzles to figure out. 

 

SANTA 

(Beat) 

Why can’t I just tell Father Time I don’t want be Santa anymore.  That way he can just kill 

me. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Because it doesn’t work that way, that’s why. 

 

SANTA 

But I don’t want to be Santa Claus anymore. 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Then you shouldn’t have signed the contract agreeing to be Santa. 

 

SANTA 

(With surprise) 

I signed a contract? 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Of course you signed a contract.  It was even notarized by the Tooth Fairy.  He’s a notary 

republic as well as a fairy. 

 

SANTA 

But if I was drunk when I signed it, it can’t be legally binding? 

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

Apparently they have a different legal system than normal people do. 

 

SANTA 

But I was a normal person when I signed it. 
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MRS. CLAUSE 

Yes, but you have to remember that was over a hundred years ago, and I’m sure the 

definition of normal people has changed since then. 

 

SANTA 

Oh don’t give me that crap.  Normal people are normal people.  Things like that don’t 

change.   

 

MRS. CLAUSE 

I don’t know dear.  I don’t make the rules.  I just suffer along with them as you do. 

 

SANTA 

Since when are you suffering?  

 

This is Not the End of the Play 

Ending Intentionally Omitted for Security Purposes 

 


