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INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A modest Christmas tree flashes its lights in a corner of the 
small living room.

Sitting at the table drinking a glass of sherry is the jolly, 
red-suited fat man himself, SANTA.

KEVIN (8 years old, too-big rocket ship pyjamas and DIY
haircut) silently descends the stairs behind Santa.

KEVIN
Santa is... is that really you.

SANTA
Oh, hello little boy. Shouldn’t you 
be tucked up all cozy in bed?

Kevin spots the presents under the tree. There is a shiny 
square one right at the front.

KEVIN
Is that mine?!

SANTA
It certainly is, young... (he looks 
at a notebook in his hand) Young 
Kevin.

Kevin runs to the present, picks it up and starts shaking it.

KEVIN
Oh can you tell me what it is, 
please?

SANTA
Well... Since it’s technically 
Christmas morning now. It’s a 500 
piece puzzle.

KEVIN
Oh... I mean, thank you Santa, it’s 
wonderful but... Did you get my 
letter? I sent it weeks ago.

SANTA
Ah, yes. Yes I did, Kevin. Look, I 
just couldn’t spring for a remote 
control car, those things are 
really expensive.

KEVIN
But... But you’re Santa.

Santa takes a swig of sherry straight from the bottle. He 
pats his knee and Kevin climbs onto his lap.



SANTA
The way I see it, kid, getting you 
that car would have been 
irresponsible of me.

KEVIN
Paul Sims said he’s getting one.

SANTA
And he is, but you see, Paul Sims’ 
parents are rich. He is used to 
getting everything he wants when he 
wants it and things are going to be 
like that for him his entire life. 
But you, Kevin, your parents are 
poor. If I get you whatever 
expensive toy you want you’re never 
going to learn that good things are 
earned, that you have to fight for 
what you want. I couldn’t, in good 
conscience, give you that car. It 
just wouldn’t be right.

Kevin slowly nods his little head.

SANTA (CONT’D)
Now back to bed with you and try 
not to be too disappointed when you 
open that puzzle, okay?

KEVIN
Okay Santa.

Kevin gets down and starts up the stairs.

Thinking he’s gone Santa stands up and takes another swig.

SANTA
Awful fucking cooking sherry. God I 
hate poor people. I hate them so 
fucking much.

KEVIN
What?

Kevin has stopped halfway up the stairs.

SANTA
Oh, umm. Go to bed, Kevin.

KEVIN
You’re a real prick, you know that, 
Santa?

Santa throws the bottle on the floor, flips Kevin the bird 
and kicks over the Christmas tree. MERRY CHRISTMAS!
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