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CHRISTMAS DETECTOR

by
Leon Kaye

(Dapper talk show host, LES, sits next to a crying young woman,
EDNA. There are three chairs.)

LES: | am sitting next to miss Edna Potsmith of Po ew
York and has she got a story to tell...

(EDNA jumps up and speaks an animated and a shion.)
ever was! We

oy he’s coming
istmas, does he

EDNA: My ex Christopher is the worst per
have a little boy together and he [
to see him on Christmas Eve.
come? No, sir. He promises all\these presents and things.
He don't bring nothing. Actually, h dly around at all.

And he’s always so jolly al time. But he never has any
money. And he don't send y. Les, | wish | never met the

man. (Sits, resumes her ing.)

LES: How old is your little

EDNA: Six. And all th tease him.

LES: Why?

EDNA: Cause his ys wearing a red wool suit. He
looks like a clown. e parent actually took out an order of
protection.

LES: Order of pretection?

EDNA: Yeah, fold the man’s son he could see him when he
was S i ) e knew when he was awake. So the

. I think he really does.

LES: And son, what's his name?

EDNA: Rudolph.

LES: Rudolph? And does he have a red nose?

EDNA: Yeah, cause he's crying all the time.

LES: What does Rudolph think of all this?

EDNA: Well, he loves his dad. | know that. But the last time they
spoke, Rudolph said, “I don't believe in you anymore.”

LES: And what did Chris say to that?
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EDNA: He laughed. He laughed the way he does, you know, ho-
ho-ho. Just awful.

LES: In any case, let's bring him out and hear his side. Let's
bring out Chris Kringle!

(THEY stand. CHRIS walks out, the classic Santa, quigt as if HE
doesn't know why HE'’s there. HE'’s startled by the audigpnce and
seems to almost sleep-walk in surprise.)

CHRIS: My goodness, all the fanfare.
EDNA: You're a bad daddy.
CHRIS: Excuse me?

EDNA: You're aliar. You don't take care O amily. You
don’t spend time with your own .
(CHRIS stares, his jaw dropped op ith shock.)

LES: What do you say, Sant dna called you a lot of things.
CHRIS: | don’t know how to re

LES: Are you a liar, Santa?
CHRIS: Heavens, no.
EDNA: You are too.
CHRIS: You're Edna Pots
EDNA: You know
CHRIS: You have a

O

, aren't you?
~“Fhat proves it.
oy, Rudolph.
EDNA: Oh, don't play dumb with me. I'm better at that than you.
CHRIS: You sheulg have received coal three times, but | couldn’t
@ ot you a Malibu Barbie instead.
ne. Never was a big Barbie fan anyway.
a says that you've seen her boy many times

LES: And yowhave made the boy several promises.

CHRIS: |, well, yes. | have done that.

EDNA: And you're a liar.

CHRIS: I am not a liar.

EDNA: Are too.

CHRIS: | am Santa. | do not lie.

LES: (Stands) Well, we have the results right here. You took a lie
detector test earlier today.
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CHRIS: Is that what that was?

LES: You were asked several questions.

CHRIS: | thought they were doing an E-K-G.

LES: First, you were asked if you lived in the North Pole.
Everyone knows Santa lives in the North Pole. You said you
did.

(CHRIS nods)

That was a lie.

(EDNA stands, celebrates.) O
Can you explain that?

CHRIS: Well... you know with the ing... we, | mean
the elves are not engineers. An to save the
workshop... but in the end, it fell in sea.

LES: Santa’'s workshop?

CHRIS: At the bottom of the AMvery inconvenient truth.
And luckily, the Russian Rrime ster, Mr. Putin, has been
very gracious in allowing @ et up shop in Northern Siberia.
Not building on ice. onimake that mistake again.

LES: Well okay, that mak nse. But then we asked you if the

toys you gave were made by the elves, you
said they were.

(CHRIS nods.)O

CHRIS: | hate doing this. And | hope no children are watching.
But mass marketing, and the toy manufacturers, children all
over the world want so many toys. Each child used to receive
one toy. Now they make a list. And the electronics. The
elves don’t know how to make an X-box. We just had to farm
some of the toys out to China and India.

LES: Outsourcing toys, are we?
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CHRIS: Well yes. Nintendo and V-tech... the elves are lost with
items such as those. We stick with wood-based or material
and fake fur. We’ve branched out into metal trains and cars.
And we’re doing wonders with battery-operated speaking dolls.

LES: Any lead paint in your toys, Santa?

CHRIS: It's never been proven.

LES: What about legos? You make legos?

CHRIS: Well now, lego is a trade name.

EDNA: That's what he said to Rudolph. Rudolp ted -
Brite. A lite-brite!

CHRIS: We don't have licensing agreements wi

EDNA: That's what he told a six year old bg
you try a Nakamara lite set? What the

CHRIS: It's the same thing.

LES: Okay, next question, you werg asked ifyou bring toys to all
the children in the world. You s es. Jhat was a lie.

CHRIS: Listen, the reindeer are two h d years old. They

only deliver in Florida. Th eed the heat. They don't fly so
good anymore.
LES: Only Florida? What abe@ghe ether children in the world?

CHRIS: We used D-H-L, b @ been having problems.

LES: What about U-P- Fede

CHRIS: Expensive. You
boxes filled wit

what it costs to send ten thousand
cks? (Shakes his head, not

anta at Macy's!
fake Santa. Did you call our 800 number?

CHRIS: What'about our website?

EDNA: I... I didn't —

CHRIS: And there’s children in Africa and the Far East that don't
even have potable water. And you're here complaining | didn’t
get you a botox self-injection Kit.

(EDNA looks embarrassed.)
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Oh, | got your letter. Just like when you were twelve and you
asked for a gun so you could shoot your mother. If we're
telling the truth, let it all come out!

EDNA: (To LES) I thought the show was about him, not me.

LES: (Shrugs) As long as it ends in a brawl, I'm good.

CHRIS: Go ahead, Sonny, next question.

LES: Yes, okay.

CHRIS: Is Les your real name?

LES: Lester, yeah.

CHRIS: (To EDNA) | guess when you have a
Les, you picked Les. But then again, you alwa

ging
EDNA: (To audience) Don’'t encour him
CHRIS: I love a good pun. Cause I'm ny guy. Go ahead,

ask your questions. I'm d in these lights. (Wipes his brow,
unclips his collar snap)

LES: All right then, next questie were asked if you come
down the chimney at C @ time. You said you did.
CHRIS: | did.

LES: That was a lie.
CHRIS: No, no. |
EDNA: You're a liar. 're a big fat liar.

CHRIS: That'’s really enough.

(CHRIS stands, pumps his fist while ho-ho- 0 an Arsenio

Hall bark!)

EDNA: Yeah, at are you gonna do about it?

(CHRIS | S A. THEY wrestle. LES separates them.)
Li

CHRIS: no Christmas cheer. Honestly.

LES: Okay,Santa, simmer down.

CHRIS: 1did go down a chimney... once. | had a little too much
eggnog with a special additive if you know what | mean. And |
went down, just so | could say | did it. And the guy in the
house had a well-stocked bar. Yeah, that was a very merry
Christmas.

EDNA: You're still a liar. And your son knows you're a liar.

CHRIS: My son?
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EDNA: Yeah, your son, Rudolph.

CHRIS: Rudolph is not my son.

EDNA: Of course he is. He has your rosey cheeks. Your sparkly
eyes.

CHRIS: Who knows who his father is. | take one look at you and
all I can say is, “Ho, ho, ho.”

LES: Are you saying that RudlIph is not your son?

CHRIS: All the children in the world are mine, but i you
are speaking, no, Rudolph is not my son.

LES: Well, we did a D-N-A test earlier today.

CHRIS: D-N-A?

EDNA: That's right. Now all the world’s go, re a
dead beat Santa.
CHRIS: I'm not.

LES: (Stands) Well we’'ll find out right now. Won't we? Santa, in
the case of Rudolph Potsmith, yau are NOT the father.

(CHRIS jumps up ho-ho-ing, ing his fist and rotating his
tummy around as if doing them
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