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FADE IN:

EXT. NORTH POLE - SANTA’S COTTAGE - EVENING

Snow, cold, a dense FOG blurs the NORTHERN LIGHTS above.

SUPER: “CHRISTMAS EVE”

Covered in icicles, a “fairy-tale perfect” COTTAGE decked 
out in holiday lights, the RED and GREEN glow reflected 
on the snow covered ground.

NEAR THE SIDE OF THE COTTAGE

A RED SLEIGH piled high with GIFTS, a few BULKY SACKS lay 
in the front seat. The Sleigh’s harness, empty, on the 
ground. 

BLITZEN (O.S.)
Okay, boys... that’ll melt 
Frosty’s heart any day!  I’m on a 
hot streak!

A few feet away, DASHER, PRANCER and CUPID recline on a 
snowbank, a SIGN behind them reads, “NORTH POLE”. 
Prancer, his antlers painted in a RAINBOW OF COLORS, a 
DIAMOND STUD in his left ear, his HOOVES painted hot 
pink. 

PRANCER
God, here it goes again.

Dasher, his TUFT OF HAIR slick, stylish, it accentuates 
his pronounced angular jawbone.

DASHER
So low class for Santa’s herd.  
Shame we need eight.

Cupid, a HEART-SHAPED NECKLACE adorns his chest, glances 
over at the card game group, smiles.

CUPID
Give ‘em a break, Dash... he’s 
loving life.

Nearby, BLITZEN, COMET, DONNER and VIXEN, stand in a 
circle around a tall, upside-down PACKING CRATE, a card 
game in progress. 

Blitzen leans in, HOOVES IN the stack of SILVER COINS.  
Donner frowns, throws down his cards.



2.

BLITZEN
Come to poppa my silver beauties!

DONNER
I never win at anything... ever.

Vixen thumps his chest, puffs up, winks at Donner.

VIXEN
You gotta get in shape Donnie, 
Doe’s love a buck with a two-pack.  
Sign of a true winner.

Comet sets his cards down, picks them up, counts them 
onto the table, then picks them up and starts over.

VIXEN
Comet... Comet!

Comet stops, card count frozen in mid air.

COMET
What?

VIXEN
I’m pretty sure it’s only five.

Comet relinquishes.

COMET
Just makin’ sure... you know... 
just in case.

OFF SCREEN: A loud CRACK.  Reindeer heads all turn toward 

THE COTTAGE

A DRIFT of FALLEN SNOW from the roof has formed a PILE 
beside the cottage.  The pile RUSTLES, DANCER LEAPS out 
from beneath it, strikes a pose, arms held wide, a 
gleaming reindeer show of happy teeth. 

DANCER
Hi ya, boys!  Miss me?

Silence.

DONNER
Whatever.

DANCER
Oh, c’mon now... that was my best 
Gene Kelly.
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The card game resumes.  Dancer glances around, searches.

DANCER
Where’s the kid?

The FRONT DOOR of the Cottage SLAMS open.  SANTA CLAUS 
steps out the doorway, his grumpy factor at a ten, his 
own nose a bit red.

AT THE CARD TABLE

DONNER
Now we’re in it.

VIXEN
Hide the cards!

The Reindeer SCRAMBLE, Blitzen shoves the Silver Coins 
into a snow drift, they CLEAR THEIR THROATS, STAMP their 
hooves, all very innocent.

Santa grumbles, CRUNCHES through the snow toward the 
Sleigh.

SANTA CLAUS
This damn fog is gonna kill me.  
I’m getting too old for this crap.

MRS. CLAUS (O.S.)
Nicholas Kringle!  I heard that!

Santa looks back at the open cottage door.

SANTA CLAUS
Wasn’t me dearest, damn Blitzen is 
at it again.

MRS. CLAUS (O.S.)
Nicholas!

SANTA CLAUS 
(mutters)

Aw, crap.  One of these days 
Abominable is gonna pay back a 
favor.

Santa reaches into his jacket, removes a large FLASK, 
steals a quick nip, spins, takes one step, trips, falls 
face first into the snow.  

WHUMP!  

He pulls himself up, looks at the Reindeer, all frozen in 
half laughs, unable to speak. 
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SANTA CLAUS
What the... 

Santa stands, on his gloved hand he counts off only eight 
Reindeer, his face reddens to match his suit.

SANTA CLAUS
Where is he!?

(to Donner)
Where’s that no good son of yours?  
We’re already behind schedule.

All the Reindeer cringe, look away.  Only Donner holds 
Santa’s gaze.

DONNER
He... he’s over --

Santa glares back, arches his brow.  Donner scurries off 
around the side of the Cottage.  

Santa turns his grumpiness on the other Reindeer.

SANTA CLAUS
Shake a leg, harness up!  Haven’t 
got all night ya know.

Comet leans over to Prancer, whispers...

BLITZEN
When’s that kid gonna learn to 
keep his nose outta trouble?

INT. CHRISTMAS TOWN - JINGLE BELL NIGHT CLUB - LATER

A small bar room, scattered tables with wreath-wrapped, 
lit candles. At one table, two fat, ugly ELVES guzzle 
beer.

On a bar stool, RUDOLPH slouches over, his baggy eyes 
dimly lit by his nose.  He downs a shot, signals the JACK-
IN-THE-BOX BARTENDER for another round.  

RUDOLPH
Hit me, Jack!

Jack BOUNCES over, pours a SHOT of schnapps into 
Rudolph’s empty glass.

JACK
That’ll put a spring in your step, 
trust me.
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Seated next to Rudolph, CLARICE, a cigarette hangs from 
her cherry-red lipsticked lips, her cheap jewelry screams 
white-trash reindeer, she stares at Rudolph, shakes her 
head.

CLARICE
You go pissing off Santa again, 
the ride’s over.

RUDOLPH
Ride’s been over ever since we 
met.

CLARICE
Yeah well, you don’t hear me 
shouting out in glee, do ya?

Rudolph signals Jack, ignores Clarice.

RUDOLPH
One for the road.

DONNER (O.S.)
Ru-dolph!

Rudolph cringes, turns towards the front door, his Red 
nose goes dark.

IN THE DOORWAY 

Snow swirls inside the room, settles around the hooves of

DONNER

If a reindeer can be ticked off... this is it.

DONNER
Sleigh.  Now.

Rudolph struggles up, turn to Clarice, a drunken grin.

RUDOLPH
Gotta go guide the sleigh and all 
that crap.

Rudolph waves his arms in mock glee, stumbles toward 
Donner.
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EXT. NORTH POLE - HIGH ABOVE IN THE CLOUDS - NIGHT

Eight panting Reindeer led by a Rudolph, Santa’s sleigh 
careens erratically up and down through the cloud bank, 
angling left then right.  

Rudolph is beyond drunk.  Prancer glances back at Donner.

PRANCER
Lord, she’s pissed again.  We’ve 
been up three hours and haven’t 
hit a single house yet.  My hooves 
are losing their color.

DONNER
Without his nose, we’re flying 
blind.

Suddenly, a whip CRACKS from behind.

IN THE SLEIGH

Santa leans over the side, peers down through a 

BREAK IN THE CLOUDS

VILLAGE LIGHTS sparkle below.

Santa leans back, takes another nip from his Flask, grabs 
his whip.

SANTA CLAUS
Rudolph!  Take us down!

Santa CRACKS the whip.  Rudolph shakes his head, his 
groggy eyes strain to stay open.

BLITZEN
We’re going down!

DASHER
I so should’ve taken that modeling 
job.

Rudolph pitches up then angles the Sleigh downwards.  
Reindeer, Santa and Sleigh plummet a thousand feet.

All eight reindeer scream in unison, Santa beams.

SANTA CLAUS 
Ho! Ho! Hoooo!
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EXT. NORTH POLE - BELOW THE CLOUDS - SECONDS LATER

A TINY RED LIGHT blinks in the distance, grows larger and 
larger, it swings wildly, but ever downward.

EXT. NORTH POLE VILLAGE - MAIN STREET - MOMENTS LATER

ROWS OF BUILDINGS line the ice-covered street.  

Santa, sleigh and Reindeer all skid down the street, 
slipping and sliding. Santa JERKS back on the harness.

SANTA CLAUS
Whoa!  I said, stop, damn it!

The Sleigh slides to a ICE-CRUNCHING halt.  

COMET
Up, down, up, down... I thought 
we’d never stop.

VIXEN
That was as good as my night with 
Hermey’s older sister.

CUPID
You’re sick, you know that.

SANTA CLAUS
Knock it off!

Santa steps out of the sleigh, STOMPS down toward the 
front of the line, stops.

ON THE GROUND

Rudolph lies face first, his legs splayed out to either 
side, his nose flickers.

SANTA CLAUS
I said on top of the building, not 
in the middle of the street!

Santa leans over Rudolph, sniffs.

SANTA CLAUS
That’s it, I’m done playing 
nursemaid you mangy git.

Santa glances down the street, spots something.

SANTA CLAUS
Perfect.
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He motions to Donner and Blitzen.

SANTA CLAUS
Pick him up.

INT. NORTH POLE VILLAGE - A LARGE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Santa enters the room, Donner, Blitzen and a semi-
conscious Rudolph supported between them, in tow.

A BANNER on a wall above the COFFEE AND DONUT TABLE 
reads: “ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS”. A few holiday decorations 
are haphazardly strewn about.

In the center of the room, a circle of chairs whose 
occupants include: the GRINCH, the EASTER BUNNY, a 
LEPRECHAUN holding a box of cereal, a CARROT-NOSED, 
melting SNOWMAN, a POLAR BEAR sipping from a glass soda 
bottle.

Donner and Blitzen drop Rudolph into an empty chair, 
stand to either side to keep him from falling over.

Santa surveys the Group.

SANTA CLAUS
Look at all of you.  What a shame.  
Who’s in charge?

Santa sits next to Rudolph, stares at the Group. They all 
look gloomy, despondent, a bit surprised by this new 
arrival.

The Grinch stands.

GRINCH
Welcome to the Whoville chapter of 
AA.  I’m Ted Grinch.

The Grinch glances at Rudolph.

GRINCH
I see we have a new member today.  
Let’s welcome him.

A few meager claps ring out. Santa nudges Rudolph.

SANTA CLAUS
Look sharp, moron.
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GRINCH
We usually start off with a few of 
us telling how alcohol has 
affected our lives.

The Grinch turns toward the Polar Bear.  Red scarf around 
his neck, the Polar Bear stands, faces the group.

POLAR BEAR
Hi, everyone.  My name’s Grilly, 
and I’m an alcoholic.

THE GROUP
Hi, Grilly.

POLAR BEAR
Alcohol destroyed my life. I lost 
a great job doing commercials, and 
everything spiraled out of 
control. My wife left me. She even 
took my cubs.  Rum and coke ain’t 
all its cracked up to be.

The Polar Bear sits, the Group claps.

GRINCH
Okay... who else?

The Easter Bunny rises, his ears droop, whiskers twitch.

EASTER BUNNY
Hi... I’m Clyde Hopper... and... 
and...

GRINCH
It’s okay, Clyde.  We’re all 
friends here.

EASTER BUNNY
And... well, I’m an alcoholic.

THE GROUP 
Hi, Clyde.

EASTER BUNNY
First it was those tiny liqueur-
filled chocolate eggs, then I 
graduated to bourbon spiked 
eggnog, and well... let’s just say 
I lost my bounce.

The group claps.   Rudolph SNORES, sound asleep.
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MONTAGE: THE GROUP TELLS THEIR STORY

- The Leprechaun stands, removes his hat.  Green tears 
streak down his cheeks, he waves his hands and a pot of 
gold appears then vanishes.  He sobs.

- The Snowman speaks, a constant puddle of water around 
his snowy base, he struggles to keep his stick arms and 
carrot nose in place as he talks.

- The other group members stand, clap.

END MONTAGE

Santa takes it all in, a strange look on his face, he 
grimaces, walks over to coffee and donut table, pulls out 
the Flask and downs the contents.

INT. NORTH POLE VILLAGE - A LARGE ROOM - LATER

The Group Members stand around, chat, backslap one 
another... the meeting is over.  Rudolph, his arm around 
the Grinch for support, a bit more sober.

RUDOLPH
Thanks, Ted... feeling better.

The Grinch smiles, nods across the room.

GRINCH
I think Christmas may be late this 
year.

RUDOLPH’S POV

Santa is slumped on the floor near the donut table, above 
him, the Alcoholics Anonymous banner. Flask in hand, he 
grins, waves his arms and bellows...

SANTA CLAUS
Merry friggin’ Chriz-mas.

He falls flat on his face.

Rudolph frowns, looks to the Grinch.

RUDOLPH
Uh... how’re you with heights, 
Ted?
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EXT. NORTH POLE VILLAGE - MAIN STREET - LATER

The Sleigh is ready to go. Rudolph takes his place in the 
lead, he looks refreshed, awake.

CUPID
You seem better.

RUDOLPH
No more schnapps for me.

DONNER
Yeah, well... we’ll see how long 
that lasts.

COMET
Can we get on with it?

Donner glances back at the empty Sleigh.

DONNER
Where’s Santa?

GRINCH (O.S.)
Right here.

Eight Reindeer heads swivel to see

THE GRINCH

Stands in the middle of the street, a RED CAP on his 
head, clothed in Santa’s RED OUTFIT.

BLITZEN
You’ve got to be kidding me!  

DONNER
Uh-uh, no way.  It’ll never fly.

CUPID
Guys, give him a chance... it’s 
Christmas for crying out loud.

The Grinch grinches past the Reindeer, jumps up into the 
Sleigh, grabs the Whip.

GRINCH
All right you horned idiots, show 
me what you’ve got!

He CRACKS the Whip.

PRANCER
Ewwww... I like this guy!
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GRINCH
Hit it Rudy!

Another CRACK of the whip, Rudolph’s nose GLOWS BRIGHT 
RED, the Reindeer heave forward down the icy street.

EXT. NORTH POLE - HIGH ABOVE THE CLOUDS - NIGHT

Santa’s SLEIGH shoots skyward, straight and narrow, no 
weaving or careening, Rudolph’s TINY RED NOSE GLOW 
visible at the front of the line.

IN THE SLEIGH

The Grinch with his best pearly-white GRIN.

GRINCH
You guys are so much better at 
this than Max!

He CRACKS the whip, the SLEIGH sails toward the NORTHERN 
LIGHTS.

FADE OUT.
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