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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
Cast Size: 8 

(3 women, 4 men, 1 actor of any gender identity) 
Boldface denotes principal roles. 

 
THE SNOWMAN (f/m) ............................... The folksy narrator. 
MITCHELL CLAUS (m) ............................ The thoughtful taskmaster. 
DAISY SCARLETT (f) ............................... The kind-hearted teacher. 
ROMULUS WOLF (m) ............................... The powerful influencer. 
 
ACTOR 5 (f) portrays these roles: 
IDALYNN MARBLE (f) ............................. The hardworking assistant. 
JANE HOLAHAN (f) .................................... Journalist. 
RITA (f) ......................................................... Newscaster. (Voice Recording) 
 
ACTOR 6 (m) portrays these roles: 
SANTA CLAUS (m) .................................... A well-meaning philanthropist. 
EBENEZER WHITFIELD (m) .................. A humble rancher. 
PROTEST ELF 2 (f/m) .................................. Protest Elf. 
 
ACTOR 7 (f) portrays these roles: 
MAUREEN GAINES CLAUS (f) ............... The long-serving mayor. 
GRANNY SCARLETT (f) .......................... A scatterbrained grandmother. 
BRENDA JONES (f) ..................................... Journalist. 
 
ACTOR 8 (m) portrays these roles: 
SCHYLER HINES (m) ............................... A sexy newscaster. 
GOLDSMITH (f/m) ...................................... Elf Union Leader. 
JEFFREY BERG (m) .................................... Journalist. 
PROTEST ELF 1 (f/m) .................................. Protest Elf. 
CORNELIUS YUKON (m) ........................... Police Chief. 
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1 
WHEN MITCHELL MET DAISY 

 
AT RISE: We are in a snowy forest clearing down the hill from 
Santa’s Workshop on a cold winter’s night. At center stage, there is a 
tree stump surrounded by firewood. THE SNOWMAN enters and 
takes center stage. 
 
SNOWMAN:  I’ve lived a good, long life for a snowman. Most of you 

folk don’t ever realize it, but when you’re a snowman, you’re lucky 
if you even live a week. There’s a few considerations to keep in 
mind: if the weather’s gonna change – yer gone. If the neighbor 
kids decide to get real mean and knock y’down – yer gone. If the 
magic ice queen learns how to control her powers by learning the 
power of love and bringin’ summer back to her kingdom – Let it go, 
‘cause yer gone, baby! But I’m a lucky ol’ bag of ice. Now, the 
secret to my very long life has been that I live at the North Pole. 
No matter when in the year you visit, step out on those city 
sidewalks – in the air there’s this feeling of Christmas. You can go 
to the meadow and build your own snowman, pretend he’s Parson 
Brown for all I care. My point is – I’ve lived a long time and I ain’t 
going nowhere until global warmin’ gets me. So I maybe have a 
week, so listen up! I want to impart some wisdom to you youngins 
before I’m .. neutralized. 

 
MITCHELL enters, carrying logs and an axe. He sets the logs down 
next to the tree stump and splits logs one by one on the stump. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Now I have a few stories from my day, but even if I 

lived a hundred years, I’d never forget the story of Mitchell and 
Daisy. Now, yes, at the time, there was a nasty fight for mayor of 
the North Pole. And yes, the elves went on strike. But that’s not 
the entire story here, ‘cause buried in that avalanche of news and 
politics and what-have-you was the story of Mitchell and Daisy. 

 
SNOWMAN gestures to MITCHELL. MITCHELL makes awkward eye 
contact with SNOWMAN when he hears his name. 
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MITCHELL:  Oh – uh – hey. 
 
MITCHELL sets his axe down in the stump and exits. MITCHELL re-
enters, exiting again when he hears his name. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Mitchell was a one-track-minded taskmaster whose life 

was about to change – and it seems like he wants his space. So 
I’ll just hop outta sight for a minute and let things play out 
organically from here. 

 
SNOWMAN takes a few steps to exit and waves to the audience. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Oh, don’t you cry, I’m coming back someday! 
 
SNOWMAN exits. MITCHELL enters. MITCHELL resumes splitting 
logs. IDALYNN and DAISY enter. 
 
DAISY:  There’s no way this works.  
IDALYNN:  There’s no way this doesn’t work! I’d club him over the 

head and drag him home to meet you if I could – 
DAISY:  But you don’t have a club. 
IDALYNN:  Exactly! Now, come on! 
 
IDALYNN and DAISY cross to MITCHELL. 
 
IDALYNN:  Hey-hey! Thought I’d find you out here! 
 
MITCHELL turns to see IDALYNN and DAISY and drops the axe in 
the snow. 
 
DAISY:  Smooth. 
MITCHELL:  Uh – hi, IdaLynn and –? 
DAISY:  Daisy! 
MITCHELL:  IdaLynn and Daisy. 
 
IDALYNN punches MITCHELL on the arm. 
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IDALYNN:  You know you’re supposed to see and talk to other elves 
at these parties, right? 

MITCHELL:  Yeah. Why else do you think I came out here? 
IDALYNN:  (With a laugh.) Well anyway, Mitch, have I ever told you 

about my cousin, Daisy? 
MITCHELL:  I assume this Daisy is your cousin Daisy? 
IDALYNN:  Correct! You remember what I’ve told you about her? 
MITCHELL:  Obviously you’re cousins – she’s a little younger than 

you – she’s a teacher at the school right across from City Hall, you 
two live together in a cottage with your grandma a little ways out 
from the village, just … 

IDALYNN and MITCHELL:  (Simultaneously.) ..over the river and 
through the woods 

 
DAISY exits. 
 
IDALYNN:  (Continued.) Exactly! Great memory! Proud of you, bud. 
MITCHELL:  Yeah, thanks. So… what’s the deal with Daisy? 
IDALYNN:  Daisy has gone on and on about wanting to double date 

with Jerry and I. Would you wanna be her date? And then we 
could go out, all four of us? 

MITCHELL:  You’re asking me out .. for her? 
IDALYNN:  Don’t be ridiculous, Mitch. I’m telling you that you need 

to ask her out! 
MITCHELL:  I mean, not really. You’re setting up a double date and 

asking me to be part of it with a girl I just met for half a second and 
– where did she go? 

IDALYNN:  Ah-ha! You see the problem, too. Jerry and I just bought 
a house together. We’re getting married. I’m not in a million years 
letting Daisy take a first date double dating with us, so I’d want her 
to bring someone she was serious about, who might be serious 
about her – 

MITCHELL:  Well. Sorry, but I don’t think I can –  
IDALYNN:  You know what I think? I think you’re scared. I bet you 

think you can’t get a date with Daisy. 
MITCHELL:  (With a laugh.) You bet? 
IDALYNN:  Let’s make a bet, Mitch. I bet that you won’t get a date 

with Daisy. 
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MITCHELL:  You’re ridiculous. What kind of payoff are we talking? 
IDALYNN:  An ice cream sundae. From Lickity Split’s. 
MITCHELL:  How many toppings? 
IDALYNN:  Five. Seven. All of them. I don’t care! 
MITCHELL:  So, what’s her number? 
 
IDALYNN beams and enters the number into MITCHELL’s phone. 
MITCHELL resumes splitting logs. DAISY enters. 
 
DAISY:  How’d it go? 
IDALYNN:  I think we got him motivated enough. 
DAISY:  And he’s not just in it for the ice cream? 
 
IDALYNN sees MITCHELL’s expression. IDALYNN smiles. 
 
IDALYNN:  Not in the least. 
DAISY:  Thank you! Thank you so much! 
IDALYNN:  I’m so excited for you! 
DAISY:  I’m excited, too! 
 
IDALYNN and DAISY exit. MITCHELL exits. SNOWMAN enters. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Whatever the reason, whether his heart or his ice 

cream – Mitchell had a reason to call that pretty girl from the party. 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 2 
IN THE NAME OF CHRISTMAS MAGIC 

 
AT START: THE SNOWMAN fluidly continues narration as the set 
changes in the background. 
 
SNOWMAN:  He called Daisy right away and they began a romance 

right out of a fairy tale – 
 
MITCHELL and DAISY enter. They kiss. 
 
SNOWMAN:  The first year was pure bliss. 
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MITCHELL picks up a wrapped box and presents it to DAISY. DAISY 
opens the present. It is a distinctive red coat – bringing to mind Red 
Riding Hood. 
 
DAISY:  Oh, Mitch! I love red! That was very thoughtful! 
MITCHELL:  I’m glad I wrote that down. 
DAISY:  You… (Grins.) what? 
 
MITCHELL pulls out a small notebook. 
 
MITCHELL:  On our second date, you told me your favorite color is 

red. And then last week, you said you were thinking about getting 
a new coat, one with a hood – and well, here we are! 

DAISY:  You take notes on our dates? 
 
DAISY grins. She puts the coat on. 
 
MITCHELL: You think it’s weird? 
DAISY:  Of course it’s weird! But I love it. It’s just… perfect. 
MITCHELL:  Thoughtful gift giving’s kind of in my blood. 
 
DAISY and MITCHELL kiss. 
 
SNOWMAN:  It was obvious: they were in love.  
DAISY:  I can’t believe it’s finally happening – meeting your parents. 

It’s going to be a lot. 
MITCHELL:  Well. I’m an only child, so meeting my parents will be 

difficult no matter who I’m dating. It’s not like I have a brother out 
there making worse decisions for them to compare me to. 

DAISY:  (Playful eyeroll.) You, sir, are a shoe-in to win boyfriend of 
the year. No matter who they are or how much power they have, 
at the end of the day – your parents just elves, too. 

MITCHELL:  I like that! (Writes in notebook.) And see? You came up 
with that yourself. 

DAISY:  I know, but actually believing that is a different thing 
altogether. 

MITCHELL:  That it is. 
DAISY:  All right – let’s go! 
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MITCHELL and DAISY exit, hand in hand. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Christmas had just come and gone, so the rush at the 

workshop had tapered – Oh! I plumb forgot to tell you what 
Mitchell even does for a living. Silly me. Mitchell handles Public 
Relations at Santa’s Workshop. 

 
Santa’s Workshop is now visible behind SNOWMAN. It is a bit 
disheveled, having been broken into the previous night. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Now I just want to give some peace of mind to all you 

kids out there: the rumors you’ve heard – they’re not true. Santa 
Claus is as real as I am. 

 
SANTA CLAUS enters, cleaning up clutter from the break-in. 
 
SNOWMAN:  He’s gettin’ old. And that’s not any kinda judgment – it’s 

become a lot to handle for the right jolly old elf, so he got an elite 
office staff. There’s Lachelle in Elven Resources, Brian handles 
payroll, and IdaLynn is his right-hand lady.  

 
IDALYNN enters, carrying a file with some notes attached. 
 
IDALYNN:  Hey-hey! 
SANTA:  IdaLynn! What are you still doing here? 
IDALYNN: I left earlier – worked on the new house for a bit. We’re 

tiling the backsplash! Anyway, I came back to finish up organizing 
the reports from Ireland.  

SANTA: Anything interesting? 
IDALYNN:  Yes, actually! There was a girl – think her name was 

Vivian – she blew up a train and we somehow put her on the Nice 
List. The report was insane! But, Santa, what happened here? 

SANTA: Small break-in. Just a couple – 
IDALYNN:  Small break-in?? 
SANTA: I’m not worried. Just head home. 
IDALYNN:  All right – g’night, Santa! 
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IDALYNN exits. SANTA continues to clean up the workshop. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Now as time marched on, it was no longer realistic to 

expect the finite number of workshop elves to make all the toys for 
all the good children of the world. So Santa Claus dreamt up a 
plan with his wife, Maureen. 

 
MAUREEN enters, carrying two mugs of eggnog. 
 
MAUREEN:  Eggnog, dear? 
 
SANTA takes a mug. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Sure, folks know Santa has a wife, but that’s usually the 

end of it. But y’all should know (Air quotes.) “Santa’s Wife” is 
Maureen Gaines Claus, beloved Mayor of the North Pole. She’s 
been mayorin’ about as long as Santa’s been deliverin’. 

MAUREEN:  I’m so sorry I couldn’t get to the workshop sooner. Busy 
day in my office. What do you think happened here? 

SANTA:  Well, they busted that window open and, as you can see – 
MAUREEN:  Was anything stolen? 
SANTA:  Nothing of real value. A couple tools. A box of toys. 
MAUREEN:  Well who would have any reason to break in? 
 
SANTA chugs his eggnog. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Yes Virginia, Santa’s Workshop felt the pinch of global 

population growth and his answer was as follows: A few years 
ago, he quietly bought a factory in Shenzhen – (Clarifying.) China 
– to produce enough toys to supply to all the good kids in the 
world. Santa took a pay cut and the elves were put on pay freeze 
– still workin’ full-time with benefits. No one lost their job to folks in 
China. But Santa chose to keep his solution a secret. Those of you 
who have kids out there – and maybe those of you who were kids 
once – might understand why he thought it was a good idea to not 
be truthful in the name of “Christmas magic” 

 
SANTA sets the mug down. 
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SANTA:  How was work, dear? 
MAUREEN: (Sighs.) Today’s not really been our day, Kris Kringle. 
SANTA:  I’ve never understood that name. 
 
MITCHELL and DAISY enter. 
 
MITCHELL:  Mom? Dad? 
SNOWMAN:  My sincerest apologies. I forgot to tell you all: Mitchell is 

Santa and Maureen’s son. That’s a very important piece of the 
story. I am so sorry! 

 
The SNOWMAN exits. SANTA and MAUREEN make something of an 
effort to hide the mess in the workshop. 
 
MITCHELL:  Hello? 
MAUREEN:  Mitchell! 
 
MAUREEN hugs MITCHELL. 
 
MAUREEN:  And this must be Daisy! Hello! 
 
MAUREEN hugs DAISY. DAISY crosses to shake SANTA’s hand. 
 
SANTA:  Pleased to meet you. 
DAISY:  So nice to finally meet you two! Santa, Mayor Claus… 
MAUREEN:  Please, call me Maureen! She’s stunning, isn’t she, 

dear? Can we get you anything? 
MITCHELL:  (Surveying the surroundings.) Dad, what happened in 

here? Has the press seen this yet? 
SANTA:  (Abruptly.) No! 
MAUREEN:  (Abruptly.) Nothing of value was stolen. 
SANTA:  Just two saws and a box of toys. 
MITCHELL:  OK – whatever you say, boss. 
MAUREEN:  Now Daisy – tell me anything! Everything! How did you 

two meet? 
DAISY:  So my cousin is IdaLynn Marble –  
MAUREEN:  How lovely! 
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DAISY:  She’s been telling me all about Mitch and that we’d be great 
together, so she made him a little bet – 

MAUREEN:  Yes, yes, the sundae bet. And you’re a teacher? 
DAISY:  Yeah! I teach fourth grade at Blazing Yule, mostly science 

and language arts. We’re right across the street from you at City 
Hall! 

MAUREEN:  We’ll have to get lunch sometime! Funny you mention 
City Hall – do you mind if I switch the topic? 

DAISY:  Go right ahead. 
MAUREEN:  Today I received word that one Ebenezer Whitfield has 

filed official paperwork and will be challenging my seat. 
MITCHELL:  Who’s Ebenezer Whitfield? 
MAUREEN:  He’s … oh, he’s harmless. He runs the penguin slash 

polar bear farm outside the Village. So my decision has been 
made: I will seek another term as mayor. I love my job and I know 
I’m good at it. 

MITCHELL: She graduated valedictorian from law school. 
DAISY:  No kidding! 
MAUREEN:  I suppose I could retire and just be Mrs. Claus: staying 

home, baking cookies, and having teas, but I’m deciding to 
continue fulfilling my profession, which I began well before I settled 
down and married Santa Claus. No offense, dear. 

SANTA:  None taken. 
MITCHELL:  Fair enough. 
MAUREEN:  Which brings me to Mitchell. Will you run the campaign? 
MITCHELL: I can’t walk away from my full-time job, can I? 
SANTA:  You are head of Public Relations at Santa’s Workshop. 
MITCHELL:  Yes, I speak on behalf of our company so we maintain 

our image and that everything comes out in our favor. 
SANTA:  And what does an average day amount to, son? 
MITCHELL:  I split a lot of firewood for you, Dad. 
MAUREEN:  Right. So – this is the salary I’m offering: 
 
MAUREEN offers an astronomical value. 
 
DAISY:  He’ll do it! 
MITCHELL:  All right. I suppose I’m running your campaign. 
DAISY:  You’ll be incredible! 



12 SEE AMID THE WINTER SNOW 

 
MITCHELL and MAUREEN exit as MAUREEN delivers the next line. 
DAISY exits. IDALYNN enters, carrying an open box. 
 
MAUREEN:  Launch week is in a month. I’ve already booked an 

exclusive with Channel 7, an interview with NPT, and on the 
Friday night I’ll preside over the Reindeer Games.  

IDALYNN: This wouldn’t happen to be the box of toys you’re missing, 
is it? 

SANTA:  Where did you find this? 
IDALYNN:  It was right there on the front porch as I went to leave. I 

didn’t recognize any of these toys, though – (Picks up a toy.) What 
language is this label? 

SANTA:  (Hastily grabbing box and toy.) Oh, that’s Elvish – 
IDALYNN:  Santa. We speak Elvish. That looked like an Asian 

language – 
SANTA:  Have you met Dan in R&D? Brilliant kid, just came back the 

other day, consulting for Nintendo. Must’ve slipped into Japanese. 
IDALYNN: OK! Hey – I got some crown molding to do! 
SANTA:  Have fun! Oh – when you get a moment, IdaLynn, I want 

you to look into the break-in. 
IDALYNN:  Yeah, what do ya want me to do? 
SANTA:  Watch the security footage from last night. I don’t know who 

did this – but I want to know what they were looking for. 
IDALYNN:  Will do! 
 
IDALYNN exits. Blackout. 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 3 
MAUREEN 2020 

 
AT RISE:  THE SNOWMAN strolls onstage as the background 
finishes changing to Town Square. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Oh, hold your Waissailin’ for just a sec, I’ll tell you more 

about IdaLynn and Santa soon, I promise. But Mitchell began his 
work on the re-election campaign for Maureen Gaines Claus – and 
they publicly kicked it off a month later. 
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On stage is a podium and campaign banner reading: 

MAUREEN 2020 
JOY IN OUR TOWN, JOY TO THE WORLD! 

MITCHELL is nearby, as are IDALYNN and DAISY. Certified hunk 
SCHYLER enters, holding a microphone. 
 
RITA:  (Voice.) We turn it over to Schyler in Town Square. Schyler? 
SCHYLER:  (To Fans.) Thank you. Thank you!! (Ignoring; to Fans.) 

This is happening in a big way. Thank you! 
RITA:  (Voice.) Schyler?? 
 
SCHYLER checks his earpiece. 
 
SCHYLER: Thank you, Rita. I’m in Town Square and you’re watching 

Channel 7’s exclusive coverage of the 2020 North Pole Mayoral 
Race – shaping up to be the first race for the seat in nearly two 
centuries. Don’t think too hard about that. Tonight is the public 
announcement of Maureen Gaines Claus’ bid for re-election. Mrs. 
Claus has her own son managing the campaign – and she’s got 
big plans for a new term. 

 
SCHYLER gestures and mouths “Thank you” to a fan. MAUREEN 
enters to applause. 
 
MAUREEN:  Good evening. 
SNOWMAN:  Now – I’m just bein’ real honest here, campaign 

speeches are boring as sin. So I’m just gonna say I think it’s better 
for all of us if we just skip ahead a bit. 

MAUREEN:  It’s true; I sweat the details of policy, whether we’re 
talking about the exact level of peppermint in the Candy Cane 
Forest, the number of maple syrup facilities on Avalanche Street, 
or the cost of your firewood. Because it’s not just a detail. It’s a big 
deal. And it should be a big deal to your mayor. My name is 
Maureen Gaines Claus – and I’m here to stay! 

 
SFX: Crowd cheers. MAUREEN waves. 
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SNOWMAN:  Now the elves down in the Village liked Maureen a lot – 
but up the street a few blocks – Ebenezer Whitfield did not. 

 
WOLF enters. 
 
SNOWMAN:  Well, maybe that’s not true. Ebenezer Whitfield was – 

(Notices WOLF.) Oh! No, that’s not Whitfield. (Laughs.) That’s 
very funny, though – I can see how y’all might think that, but – no. 
That’s Romulus Wolf. Now Romulus – oh Lordy, I don’t like that 
name. Did y’ever have a li’l nickname? Rommy? Romney? 

WOLF:  Call me “The Wolf”. 
SNOWMAN:  OK – I can live with that. Now see, the Wolf – (turns to 

WOLF.) They ever call you “The Big Bad Wolf”? 
WOLF:  Let’s stick with “The Wolf”. 
SNOWMAN:  (Under breath.) Did not like “Big Bad Wolf” (Full voice.) 

Now see, (Tentatively.) The Wolf – 
 
WOLF gives SNOWMAN a silent thumbs-up. 
 
SNOWMAN:  The Wolf paid a visit to Ebenezer Whitfield to talk him 

into running for mayor. Wolf was the brains of the operation and 
Whitfield was – hmm. Whitfield was… 

WOLF:  Our voters need to take you completely seriously, Ebenezer. 
They have no idea who you are and we need to make a great first 
impression – 

 
WHITFIELD enters. 
 
SNOWMAN:  I really don’t know what Whitfield brought to the table. 

Oh bless his heart – Ebb Whitfield might be a bit more at home 
raising moose in Minnesota or governing Alaska than having a real 
political career. 

WHITFIELD:  You can just leave the “taking me seriously” up to me. 
WOLF:  Claus is going to be tough to beat. You’ll get laughed off the 

stage if we don’t do something about (Gestures to WHITFIELD.) 
… this. (Repeats the gesture.) “This” does not bode well for us. 
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WHITFIELD:  You need to relax – she’s just a celebrity. And what’s a 
celebrity except your voice is loud and voters know your face? 
She’ll make her points and know what she’s talking about and 
they’ll just listen to her and vote her back into offi- Oh. 

WOLF:  Exactly. So I got us a last-second interview with Schyler 
Hines. Deliver this speech and stick to what’s on the page. 

WHITFIELD: Remind me why I have to say all your highfalutin 
mumbo-jumbo? 

WOLF:  Having notes in front of you allows both you and I to have 
peace of mind and total control. 

WHITFIELD:  You are better at comin’ up with words than me. 
 
SCHYLER enters. 
 
RITA:  (Voice.) We turn back to you, Schyler. 
SCHYLER: Hi! Thank you. (Points to someone.) Thank you. 
RITA:  (Voice.) Schyler?? 
SCHYLER:  Thank you, Rita. We are taking a moment to bring you a 

word from Ebenezer Whitfield. I’m ambushing him right now to ask 
this very important question: 

 
SCHYLER approaches WHITFIELD. 
 
SCHYLER:  What on earth do you have to tell the North Pole today? 
SNOWMAN:  Again – I don’t like campaign speeches. As you’ve 

gathered, Ebb Whitfield isn’t the most eloquent fella – 
WHITFIELD:  But before I go, I have to take a moment and refudiate 

those claims that some elves out there in our great Village think 
I’m not a professional like Mrs. Claus. I just want say they’re right. 
She may have her money and she may have her fancy soaps, but 
nobody knows the system better than me. And I alone can fix it. 

SCHYLER:  And what kind of change will you bring to the system? 
WHITFIELD: Look, you keep your change. I wanna say to all you out 

there fixin’ problems: don’t retreat… reload! 
SCHYLER:  Yikes. Always a pleasure, Mr. Whitfield. 
WHITFIELD:  Oh, sure! 
SCHYLER:  Reporting for Channel 7, this is Schyler Hines and I am 

very attractive. Back to you, Rita. 
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SCHYLER exits. WHITFIELD and WOLF cross to MAUREEN. 
 
WHITFIELD:  Wouldn’tya know – it’s the lady of the hour! 
MAUREEN:  Oh – hello, Ebenezer! I don’t believe we’ve met before, 

sir. I’m –  
 
WOLF takes MAUREEN’s hand and kisses it. 
 
WOLF:  Mrs. Claus. 
MAUREEN: Call me Maureen. And you are? 
WOLF:  Call me Wolf. 
WHITFIELD: Look at all this! The fancy banner, the speech – 

Channel 7? Doesn’t this feel special? 
MAUREEN:  In the broadest sense, sure. How about you? 
WHITFIELD:  Oh, I’m just so excited! This will be quite the adventure 

for both of us. 
MAUREEN:  At the end of the day, you and I are just two elves who 

care deeply about the Village. 
WHITFIELD:  Oh yeah, sure. I, too, care about our Village. Ta-ta! 
 
WHITFIELD and WOLF exit. 
 
MITCHELL:  Yeah, Mom, you have to win this one. 
DAISY:  I’ll say. 
MAUREEN:  Today was great; we just need to keep momentum! 
MITCHELL:  We have the N.P.T. interview tomorrow morning at 9:30 

sharp. We need to continue pushing the narrative that you are 
accessible and knowledgeable. 

MAUREEN:  I’m both of those things. We can destroy Whitfield. I 
want to destroy him. No, I want to destroy his campaign manager! 

IDALYNN:  That guy’s the worst! 
MITCHELL:   We will. But we can’t go negative right out of the gate. 
MAUREEN:  There’s some very low-hanging fruit we could pick – 
MITCHELL:  We’ll get there, Mom. It’s just too early. 
DAISY:  Mitch – our reservation’s in, like, five minutes – 
MITCHELL:  Oh, right. Mom, are we good to pause for the night? 
MAUREEN:  Fine by me. 
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MITCHELL:  OK. We’ll pick this up first thing tomorrow morning. Get 
a good night’s sleep! 

MAUREEN:  See you then. 
 
MAUREEN exits. DAISY and MITCHELL exit. SANTA enters. 
 
SNOWMAN: So as everyone dissipated in their various directions 

here, Santa was still worried about that darned break-in. 
SANTA:  What did you find? 
IDALYNN:  I couldn’t get a clear view of the guy’s face – but it looks 

like he made a beeline for the toys and then stole the tools. Why’d 
he do that? Especially if he just gave the box back the next day? 

SANTA:  Well… 
IDALYNN:  Santa – why do ya sound like you’re hiding something? 
 
A beat. SANTA clears his throat. 
 
SANTA:  I’m afraid there’s something I’ve been keeping from you for 

a long time about Santa Claus. 
IDALYNN:  … What? 
SANTA:  You know what – don’t worry about it. 
IDALYNN: You didn’t kill anyone, did ya? ‘Cause you know I’d help 

ya bury the body! (Punches SANTA in the arm.) And then I’d call 
the cops. 

SANTA:  (Softly smiling.) Ho-ho, of course not. You’re right, I do trust 
you. I received this in the mountains of letters from yesterday. 

 
SANTA hands IDALYNN a letter. 
 
IDALYNN:  (Reading aloud.) “Dear Santa Claus, There are things I 

want for Christmas, but I won’t list them. Because I know you 
won’t give them to me. I have been very, very naughty. But not as 
naughty as you. I broke into your workshop and discovered 
something the Pole would find alarming. If you don’t send six 
thousand dollars every week to the following address, I will tell 
everyone what you’ve done. Signed, Krampus”. Santa, who’s 
Krampus? 
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SANTA:  It’s an old German Christmas legend that – thankfully – has 
gone by-the-by. The anti-Claus. 

IDALYNN:  Santa – what are they talking about? 
SANTA:  (Sadly.) I wish I could be everything they say Santa is. 
IDALYNN: Hey – I got some Chinese Naughty and Nice reports. 
SANTA:  Oh God – don’t worry about China yet. Just take a break. 

Work on your house or something. 
IDALYNN:  If ya say so! We’re tearing out cabinets now!! (Punches 

SANTA in arm.) Everything’s going to be fine. I have faith. (Exits.) 
SANTA:  Let’s hope so. 
 

 
ACT ONE, SCENE 4 

THE ELEPHANT IN THE STEAKHOUSE 
 
AT START: The scene changes behind the SNOWMAN into the set 
of a fancy steakhouse. There are at least two tables. 
 
SNOWMAN: Now, I have to say there is no finer dining here at the 

North Pole than Jovie’s – if you ever get a chance to get up here, 
make a reservation and tell ‘em you know Frosti. Well – actually, 
maybe don’t. They did fire me. It was amicable, but they fired me. 

 
MITCHELL and DAISY enter and sit at their table at center stage. The 
SNOWMAN crosses to their table. 
 
SNOWMAN: I’ll be darned – Mitchell Claus! Never thought I’d get to 

meet you. This is gonna sound so darn childish – but could I get 
your autograph? 

MITCHELL:  Yeah, no problem. 
SNOWMAN:  Here, just sign this little napkin here. And who’s this? 
DAISY:  Daisy Scarlett! 
SNOWMAN:  I’m delighted. Now, Mitchell Claus, did I hear a hunky 

birdie on Channel 7 say you’re running your Mama’s campaign? 
MITCHELL:  Oh, you got me. 
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SNOWMAN: You must be smart as a whip. I don’t know many sons 
who’d do that for their Mama. Oh! Silly me. You’re here to do the 
whole restaurant thing. Name’s Frosti, I’ll be takin’ care of you 
tonight. Can I start y’all off with something to drink? 

DAISY: I’ll have a butterbeer. 
MITCHELL:  Me too. 
SNOWMAN:  All right. I’ll be back! 
 
SNOWMAN exits. 
 
DAISY:  So today, I taught my kids about “the elephant in the room”. 
MITCHELL:  What? 
DAISY:  Our idiom, for the day. I introduced it and said, “there’s an 

elephant in the room that nobody wants to talk about” – and then 
Jason’s little eyes lit up and he asked “Where??” It was so cute! 

MITCHELL:  How’d you make that work? 
DAISY:  So then I asked him, “Jason – if an elephant was really here 

in the room with us, wouldn’t it be weird if no one said a thing 
about it?” And then he sat there and let it stew a little – and he 
said, “I think that would smell very bad” 

MITCHELL:  Funny kid. 
DAISY:  So then, I said, “when you have a problem that’s just so big 

and you know it’s there – but nobody says a thing about it and it’s 
weird – that’s ‘the elephant in the room’,” and I turned to Jason 
and said, “And it would smell very bad” 

MITCHELL:  So why that one? 
DAISY:  When something’s a big deal – even if it’s just a big deal to 

just one of us, you need to speak up. No matter how much it hurts. 
MITCHELL:  Interesting. 
DAISY:  Also! Not related – but today, the superintendent called me 

into her office. 
MITCHELL:  (Smirking.) Oh no – was Miss Scarlett in trouble? 
 
SNOWMAN enters with two glasses. 
 
SNOWMAN:  You two are just precious! (Exits.) 
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DAISY:  Just the opposite! She told me Vice Principal Wigglesworth 
is resigning at the end of the year – and they thought of me to 
replace him! I have an interview! 

MITCHELL:  Outstanding! 
DAISY:  I mean – this is kind of my dream job! It’s almost the perfect 

next step for my career and – Sorry. Enough about me. Your mom 
sounded great today! You’ve been working so hard for her. It’s 
very hot. 

MITCHELL:  Thanks. It’s tough to get away, but it’s important to put 
work out of my head every now and then. 

 
Right on cue, WHITFIELD and WOLF enter. 
 
MITCHELL:  That’s a nice red coat you have, Daisy. 
DAISY:  Well – a really great guy with really great taste gave it to me. 
MITCHELL:  Exquisite taste! 
 
DAISY rolls her eyes as she laughs. WHITFIELD and WOLF cross to 
the adjacent. WHITFIELD makes eye contact with MITCHELL. 
 
WHITFIELD:  Hey! I think I we met earlier. 
MITCHELL:  Yeah, sort of. Mitchell – Mitchell Claus. 
 
MITCHELL and WHITFIELD shake hands. 
 
WHITFIELD: Ebenezer Whitfield. 
MITCHELL:  How rude of me – this is my girlfriend, Daisy. 
 
DAISY shakes WHITFIELD’s hand, followed by WOLF’s. 
 
DAISY:  Hello. 
WOLF:  What an enchanting girlfriend you have, Mitchell. 
 
WOLF kisses DAISY’s hand. 
 
DAISY:  Uh – thanks. 
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WOLF: Call me Wolf. (To MITCHELL.) We’re just having a 
celebratory dinner and then we’re off to work on la résistance. I 
hear you’re the big strategist for re-election? 

MITCHELL:  That I am. 
WHITFIELD:  We hope you’re prepared for every possible disaster. 
WOLF:  Have a lovely evening, Mitchell. Daisy. 
WHITFIELD:  We really can’t thank your father enough. 
 
WOLF silently rebukes WHITFIELD as they take their seats. 
SNOWMAN enters and takes WOLF and WHITFIELD’s drink orders. 
 
MITCHELL:  What did my Dad do for them?  
DAISY:  I don’t know. Those guys suck. Let’s just ignore them and 

like you said, put it out of your head – 
MITCHELL:  (Spiraling.) No, this – I really have no idea. Is the break-

in related? What will this mean for Mom’s campaign? I just – 
DAISY:  Can you try? For me? 
 
DAISY and MITCHELL sit in silence. SNOWMAN enters, crosses to 
DAISY and MITCHELL and takes their menus. 
 
DAISY:  All right. 
 
MITCHELL, DAISY, WHITFIELD, and WOLF exit. 
 
SNOWMAN:  My lord, talk about an elephant in the room. And well, 

as their server, I couldn’t say nothing – I just shut up and smile 
and get my twenty percent tip at the end of the meal and move on 
with my life. Now Mitchell and Daisy weren’t so fortunate, since 
their problems seemed to follow them over the river and through 
the woods as they went to Granny’s house. 

 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 5 
CHINESE TAKE-OUT 

 
AT START:  The set has changed to Granny’s Cottage. IDALYNN 
enters, carrying a bag of Chinese take-out and a binder. 
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IDALYNN:  Granny? Day? I’m home! I have food! 
 
IDALYNN sets the bag on a table and removes items piece by piece.  
 
GRANNY:  (Voice.) Is that you, Idey? 
IDALYNN:  Who else would it be, Granny?? 
 
GRANNY enters. 
 
GRANNY:  Well, Pauline Hodges told me at lunch today that here at 

the North Pole, her grandson Shawn – he’s a very nice boy. 
Dreadful case of lupus, but he’s very nice. Handsome, too. 

IDALYNN:  Granny – 
GRANNY:  You only ever hear about women getting lupus, but 

Pauline Hodges – she told me that Shawn said eleven percent of 
lupus cases are male. His doctor prescribed – 

IDALYNN:  Granny! Where were you going with this? 
GRANNY: His apartment was broken into and they stole his clothes. 

Pauline Hodges, she grew up on a farm, she’s a sturdy lady, but 
here I think, if that happened to me –  

IDALYNN:  I gotcha. And Day can take ‘em down after I move out. 
GRANNY:  If you say so. 
IDALYNN:  And if you are worried about the riff-raff breaking in, ya 

might want to take the spare key out from under the doormat. 
GRANNY:  Out of the question. What’s the occasion for all this? 
IDALYNN:  Well! I wanted some Chinese mood-food in my system 

because tonight, I’m compiling the Naughty/Nice lists from China – 
GRANNY:  No, why are you covered in sawdust? 
IDALYNN:  Cabinets!! I tore out all the cabinets from my new kitchen, 

Granny! Jerry wants an open concept, built-in shelves. Now, come 
on! I can’t eat all this myself. 

GRANNY:  All I want’s a pork egg roll. 
IDALYNN:  (Points to egg rolls.) I got ‘em, Granny! 
 
GRANNY takes an egg roll and turns away. 
 
GRANNY:  (Abruptly.) OK, good night. (Exits.) 
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IDALYNN:  Good night, Granny. 
 
SNOWMAN enters. IDALYNN makes a plate of food and has a seat. 
She opens the binder. IDALYNN clicks a pen into a locked-and-
loaded position. 
 
IDALYNN:  OK. Cen Sennan – verified Nice, (Flips page.) Zhang 

Zekai – Nice; good (Flips through next few pages.) Yin Chenhao, 
Wu Haolun – what order were these even filed in? OK, these are 
all boys – but – hmm. It’s not by neighborhood. Or even city. Wait 
– what’s this? 

 
IDALYNN studies the page closer. 
 
SNOWMAN:  IdaLynn came across a detail that surprised her. 
IDALYNN:  (Reading aloud.) “Toymaker at Santa’s Workshop”? 
 
IDALYNN pulls out a cell phone and makes a call. SFX: Dial tones 
 
SNOWMAN:  IdaLynn made a quick call to Lachelle in Elven 

Resources, but Lachelle had no idea who those boys were. So 
IdaLynn went right to the source. 

 
IDALYNN:  Pick up. Pick up. Pick up, Santa. 
SANTA:  (Voice.) Ho-ho-ho, this is Santa Claus! I am sorry to say I 

couldn’t take your call. Please leave your message after the tone 
and be sure to tell me what you would like for Christmas. 

 
An answering machine tone is heard. 
 
IDALYNN:  Santa, I finally found something useful on the workshop 

break-in and toy-with-Asian-language-label thing – but it’s in your 
stuff! We need to talk. Now. Call me back the moment you get this, 
I’ll be up all night. (Pause.) Also, I want one of those adult coloring 
books this year. 

 
IDALYNN clicks off her phone. DAISY and MITCHELL enter. 
IDALYNN quickly closes the binder. 
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IDALYNN:  (Grins.) Hey-hey! You two were out past curfew! I’ll give 
you two some space – 

DAISY:  No, Mitch isn’t staying. 
 
MITCHELL sits down. He looks at the binder. 
 
MITCHELL:  Still working? Geez, you never stop. 
 
IDALYNN grabs the binder. 
 
IDALYNN:  Y-yeah. It’s going to be a long night. You guys want some 

Chinese food? I’ve got tons! There’s orange chicken, veggie lo 
mein, the egg rolls are pork I hope – 

GRANNY:  (Voice.) Yes they were! 
IDALYNN:  The walls in this house are so thin, aren’t they? 
GRANNY:  (Voice.) Yes they are! 
IDALYNN:  There’s General Tso’s and black pepper chicken – 
MITCHELL:  Oh, why not? 
 
MITCHELL takes a plate and some food. 
 
IDALYNN:  Day, you want any? 
DAISY:  No thanks. I had a steak. 
IDALYNN:  How is Jovie’s? Jerry and I have that on our list – 
DAISY:  Ebenezer Whitfield was there. Right next to us. 
IDALYNN:  Oh god, really? 
MITCHELL:  Yeah. He said he can’t thank my father enough. What 

would he even do with them? He doesn’t even know Whitfield. My 
mom can probably phone her whole campaign in and still win, but I 
want to take this seriously – she’s a serious mayor. But if the elves 
turn against Dad, then they’ll turn against Mom. I know they will. 
But everything would be fine if nothing’s going on, but – Whitfield’s 
in my head. I’ve just got a bad feeling. 

 
IDALYNN clutches the binder tightly. 
 
IDALYNN:  And you’re probably right. 
DAISY:  You’re probably right. 
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MITCHELL:  Sorry, this is way more thinking out loud than – I should 
get going. Split some firewood. 

DAISY:  Yeah, I need to get to bed soon. 
MITCHELL:  Yeah, sure. Good night, IdaLynn – 
IDALYNN:  Good night! 
DAISY:  What will you write about in your notebook from tonight? 
MITCHELL:  Oh – uh. Haven’t thought about it. 
DAISY:  You could just write, “There was an elephant in the room”. 
MITCHELL:  (Does not remember.) What? 
DAISY:  From before. My lesson today. Because things got awkward. 
MITCHELL:  Sorry. Tonight was just such a blur.  Good night. 
DAISY:  Good night. 
 
DAISY and MITCHELL kiss. MITCHELL exits. DAISY closes the door 
behind him and sits down next to IDALYNN. A beat. 
 
DAISY:  Yeah, I think I will take some food. 
IDALYNN:  Please do! 
 
DAISY arranges a plate of food. 
 
DAISY:  So what are you up to tonight? 
IDALYNN:  Well, I’m not going to bed anytime soon. Did you say you 

needed to get to bed? 
DAISY:  Well, I said that, but…I just wanted space.  
IDALYNN: I get that. So – when’s the big interview? 
DAISY:  It’s next week! They’re going to decide within the next 

month, too! The process is gonna go so fast. 
IDALYNN:  And this job would be – like, your shot, right? 
DAISY:  Yes! I’d feel so good about it. My contract is up at the end of 

the year – and if I sign it again, I’m stuck in the classroom for three 
more years. I love my students, but I want to help other teachers 
be great teachers, you know? 

IDALYNN:  It’s awesome, Day! What does Mitch think? 
DAISY:  We didn’t really get to talk about it. Did you see it’s snowing? 
IDALYNN:  Yeah, I heard there’s this big storm starting tonight. 
 
DAISY picks up a remote control and turns on the TV. 
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SCHYLER:  (Recording.) Everything you need to know about the 

snowstorm after this short break. 
MAUREEN:  (Voice.) I’m Maureen Gaines Claus and I approve this – 
 
DAISY clicks off the TV. 
  
DAISY:  Well. It’s supposed to snow. 
GRANNY:  (Voice.) Hey girls? I could use another egg roll. Mind 
bringing one over here? 
IDALYNN:  You got it, Granny! 
 
IDALYNN picks up an egg roll and exits. DAISY looks out the window. 
 
SNOWMAN:  And there Daisy sat, alone in her living room watching 

the snow fall, as she wondered what lied ahead for Mitchell and 
what lied ahead for her – and how it all was going to fit together, if 
it was going to fit together at all. 

 
END OF ACT ONE. 

  


