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CAUTION: Professionals and Amateurs are hereby warned that performance of 
JACK FROST AND THE EXTRA RARE SUPER SPECIAL REQUEST 
FULFILLMENT DEPARTMENT is subject to payment of a royalty.  It is fully 
protected under the copyright laws of The United States of America, and of all 
countries covered by the International Copyright Union (including the Dominion of 
Canada and the rest of the British Commonwealth) and of all countries covered by the 
Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne 
Convention, and of all countries with which the United States has reciprocal 
copyright relations. All rights, including without limitation professional/amateur 
stage rights, motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, 
television, video or sound recording, all other forms of mechanical, electronic and 
digital reproduction, transmission and distribution, such as CD, DVD, the Internet, 
private and file-sharing networks, information storage and retrieval systems, 
photocopying, and the rights of translation into foreign languages are strictly 
reserved.  Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter of readings, permission of 
which must be obtained from the Author in writing. 
 
The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United 
States, its territories, possessions and Canada for JACK FROST AND THE 
EXTRA RARE SUPER SPECIAL REQUEST FULFILLMENT 
DEPARTMENT are controlled exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or 
nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without obtaining in advance 
written permission and paying the requisite fee.  
 

SPECIAL NOTE 
Anyone receiving permission to produce JACK FROST AND THE EXTRA RARE 
SUPER SPECIAL REQUEST FULFILLMENT DEPARTMENT is required to 
give credit to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of 
all programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all 
instances in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, 
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name of 
the Author must appear on a separate line, in which no other name appears, 
immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the 
largest, most prominent letter used for the title of the Play.  No person, firm, or entity 
may receive credit larger or more prominent than that accorded the Author. 
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For Alisa, Idan, and Cohen 
My favorite Christmas Elves. 
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JACK FROST AND THE EXTRA RARE SUPER SPECIAL REQUEST 
FULFILLMENT DEPARTMENT was originally produced at Greeley 
Central High School in Greeley, Colorado by Thespian Troupe 657 and the 
Arts Magnet Program in December, 2021. 
 

CAST: 17, Flexible Casting 
 
NARRATOR 1  A narrator, serious and dramatic. 
NARRATOR 2  A less serious narrator.  
JACK FROST   A miserly curmudgeon who controls winter. 
GLAZE   Jack’s servant, an elf with blue hair.   
BRONK   Captain of the Frost Guard. An arrogant elf. 
DINO BRONK  Bronk, transformed into an inflatable dinosaur. 
DIGGITY   An elf in the Extra Rare Super Special Request  
     Dept.  
DIGGITY/TOY  The toy version of Diggity. An action figure. 
SPRING    A nervous and paranoid elf in the ERSSRD.  
SPRING/TOY  The toy version of Spring. A giant “slinky.” 
CRINKLE   A grumpy and cynical elf in the ERSSRD.  
CRINKLE/TOY  The toy version of Crinkle. A “Make-Me-Laugh  
     Melvin.” 
POCKET   An elf in the ERSSRD. Typical disconnected  
     gamer.  
POCKET/TOY  The toy version of Pocket. A “Nintari 5 Game  
     Console.” 
TINSEL    An elf in the ERSSRD. The group’s voice of  
     reason.  
TINSEL/TOY  The toy version of Tinsel. A “Broccoli Bunch  
     Kids” doll.  
ARNIE   An elf on the shelf.  

 
TIME:   Near Christmas Eve. 
PLACE:  North Pole.  
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JACK FROST AND THE EXTRA 
RARE SUPER SPECIAL REQUEST 

FULFILLMENT DEPARTMENT 
 

ACT ONE 
SCENE 1 

 
The curtain opens on the Extra Rare Super Special Request Fulfillment 
Department of Santa's Workshop. Elves are busy reading through Santa 
Letters and writing special requests on a blackboard, as others cross 
several off and box up various items that have magically been fulfilled. 
Items listed that have not been fulfilled are: Make Me Laugh Melvin, 
Broccoli Bunch Kids doll, Nintari 5 Game Console, and Giant Slinky. 
Tables, boxes, a huge pile of letters, trinkets, toys, and tools fill the space. 
 
DIGGITY. Somebody ring the bell! We got a live one here! 
SPRING. Whatcha got, Diggity?  
DIGGITY. Kid in Pittsburgh, wants a Super Kronket Limited Edition 
Action Figure with authentic claw damage.  
SPRING. Is that the one with purple hair? 
DIGGITY. Let me check. Uh, no, bald mech edition.  
CRINKLE. Those are super rare. I don't think I've seen one since we ran 
out of silver magicite last year. This kid's a little behind the curve, that was 
the most popular toy we made in 20__. (Fill with previous year) 
DIGGITY. Ooops, my mistake, this letter IS from last year. Must have 
gotten mixed in with the last batch from Main Workshop Processing.  
SPRING. Do you think we missed it? Did we miss it? Last year? Do you 
think we failed to fulfill the desperate wishes from a precious, darling, 
impressionable... 
TINSEL. (Looking over Diggity's shoulder at the letter.) This is from 
Xavier Copeland.  
ALL. Coal.  
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POCKET. (Sitting on the table engrossed in a gameboy-type game 
console.) That kid's been on the naughty list for the last sixteen years. 
SPRING. How old is he? 
DIGGITY. (Crunching up the letter and tossing it aside) Twenty-four. 
Alright, what do have on the list? (The elves go back to work as the lights 
fade.) 
 

SCENE 2 
 

Two NARRATORS in Christmas Onesies step into the light on either side 
of the stage. 
 
NARRATOR 1. 300 Tinsel Row. The part of Santa's Workshop that never 
makes it into the storybooks, but one of the most important cogs in the 
Christmas machine.  
NARRATOR 2. The Extra Rare Super Special Request Fulfillment 
Department! Ever ask Santa Claus for a special toy? 
NARRATOR 1. A really, really special toy that is so special and rare that 
it almost couldn't possibly exist?  
NARRATOR 2. A walking penguin that breathes fire. 
NARRATOR 1. A remote control airplane that delivers bags of chips to 
the living room sofa. 
BOTH NARRATORS. A Super Kronket Limited Edition Action Figure 
with Authentic claw damage. (They look at each other knowingly.) Mech 
Helmet Edition. 
NARRATOR 1. If it can be found... 
NARRATOR 2. If it can be made... 
BOTH NARRATORS. This is the department to do it. 
NARRATOR 1. But this night, trouble is building. 
NARRATOR 2. Swirling like the whispers of an impending blizzard. (The 
narrators step back into the dark and the scene shifts to Jack Frost's 
domain.) 
 

 
  



JACK FROST AND THE EXTRA RARE SUPER SPECIAL  
REQUEST FULFILLMENT DEPARTMENT 

 

 7 

SCENE 3 
 

JACK FROST's domain. A chair or throne made of ice, maybe a polar 
bear rug. Jack, A wiry old gnome with icicles for hair and beard enters 
and lounges languidly on his throne. Narrator 1 holds up a sign that says 
"Bad guy!" Narrator 2 holds up a sign that says "Booo!!" Both narrators 
indicate that audience should yell out whenever the narrators hold up 
prompt signs. Once the audience is on board, GLAZE, an elf with blue hair 
enters and stands attentively at Jack's side. 
 
JACK. Glaze. What news do you bring me? 
GLAZE. My frosty lord, they are still on schedule. Despite my best efforts 
to sabotage them, I am no more of a bother to them than a flea to a frost 
giant.  
JACK. Disappointing. Year after year, I storm, I rage, I blizzard. I bring 
icy wind and stinging sleet, and yet Santa and his little...(Jack looks Glaze 
up and down)...fairies... 
GLAZE. Elves. (Suddenly aware of speaking out of turn.) Sir. 
JACK. Indeed. The whole Christmas company succeed in their little jolly 
festival.  
GLAZE. Actually, it's gotten quite large, sir. Christmas is pretty much 
worldwide now. And festival? They're putting decorations up on 
November 1st, so... 
JACK. Glaze! You mistake me. I don't care how big Christmas has gotten. 
A castle built on a pebble is no stronger though it reach to the sky. 
GLAZE. A castle? Sir? 
JACK. Glaze! The pebble, Glaze. The pebble is what is important! You 
pull the pebble away, and the whole castle comes crashing down. 
(Narrator 2 holds up the "Booo!" sign. Audience hollers Boooo! Jack rolls 
his eyes at them.) 
GLAZE. Gotcha! Yes! Pull the pebble! (Glaze stares at Jack who waits 
patiently for the point to sink in. It doesn't.) What pebble, sir? 
JACK. The Extra Rare Super Special Request Fulfillment Department, 
Glaze. That is our pebble. When a child asks Santa for the impossible, 
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Santa must deliver. He can't help himself. It's almost like showing off. But 
what happens, Glaze, when Santa can't deliver? What happens when the 
children race to the tree on Christmas morning and that one request, that 
one extra-rare, super-special thing is missing? Tears, Glaze. Glorious 
glistening tears of sadness and despair. Children, all over the world, crying 
on Christmas morning. And that is when the magic dies. (Narrator 2 holds 
up the Boo sign again. Audience boos.) Really? I see you all, you know! 
(Back to Glaze.) Ahem...where was I? Oh, yes. And that is when the magic 
dies! 
GLAZE. Wonderful, sir! 
JACK. Terrible, you mean.  
GLAZE. Yes, Lord Frost. Wonderfully terrible. But sir, if you don't mind? 
I have never understood...why do you hate Christmas so much? 
JACK. Oh, I don't hate Christmas. The traditions, the lighted trees, the 
feasts and festivities, they have always been a part of the winter season and 
I am winter. But they have all forgotten, Glaze. The people in this world 
have all forgotten who I am, and who I used to be. I was revered as Old 
Man Winter, a bringer of crystal beauty, ice sculptures and mountains of 
joyful snow. They worshiped me, said prayers to me, hailed me as 
glorious, feared me as a playful trickster, warned of my nipping at noses 
and sang songs of reverent homage to me. And then he came. Santa Claus, 
and suddenly sledding and ski slopes were not enough. They wanted toys. 
Trinkets. Baubles. And...(Screws up his face in disgust.)...silver bells.  
GLAZE. Ooooooooo. I do love the silver bells.  
JACK. Santa does the impossible. I want you to find out how. How does 
he find or make the things those brats ask for that only Santa can deliver? 
Don't come back, until you succeed. Do I make myself clear? 
GLAZE. As ice, sir.  
 

SCENE 4 
 

Jack's throne is whisked away and the narrators step into the light. 
 
NARRATOR 1. Glaze rushed out into the snow. His mission was clear 
but his path seemed clouded in his mind. 
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NARRATOR 2. How was he going to get close enough to discover the 
secret? He needed a plan. He halted outside the snow-covered workshop 
and began to formulate a scheme. 
NARRATOR 1. He would need a disguise. A clever disguise, and a well 
thought-out, detailed, convincing story, if he was ever going to fool the 
elves of the Extra Rare Super Special Request Fulfillment Department. 
(Glaze enters looking exactly the same as before, but now he is wearing a 
red wig.) 
 

SCENE 5 
 
The curtains open to reveal the ERSSRF Department where all of the elves 
are busy at work. 
 
GLAZE. Uh...hi!  
TINSEL. You must be new. 
POCKET. (Not looking up from the gameboy.) We got a new elf? What's 
your name? 
GLAZE. They uh...they call me Blaze. (Indicating his red hair.) 
SPRING. Where are you from, Blaze? Oh, wait, is that too forward of me?  
DIGGITY. Look at the hair, Spring. He's obviously from Fashion.  
CRINKLE. I was thinking from Paint and Polish. Those elves are always 
getting lost. 
TINSEL. Or Yule Log Fireplace Safety? 
DIGGITY. So? 
GLAZE. So...what? 
DIGGITY. So, which department are you from? 
GLAZE. Um, all...of them? (The elves all stare at him.) 
DIGGITY. A Jack of all trades! 
GLAZE. Jack? No Jack...Jack what? (Afraid they're on to him.) Oh! You 
mean...yes, of all trades...I do many things. Right.  
POCKET. Excellent! Welcome!  
NARRATOR 1. Okay. So he got into the workshop pretty easily. But 
Glaze realized that the true challenge lay ahead. How in elfdom was he 
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going to get the magic secret to the Extra Rare Super Special Request 
Fulfillment Department's ability to create such hard-to-find toys? 
POCKET. Here, hold this! I'm in the middle of a battle. (Hands Glaze a 
small jar of a sparkly dust.) 
GLAZE. Wait. What is this? 
TINSEL. That's our Magic Toy Turner Dust.  
NARRATOR 2. Okay...that was easy too. BUT! Glaze had no idea how to 
use it!  
SPRING. Don't worry, we'll show you how to use it! It's really easy. I 
don't mean that you couldn't understand it if it wasn't easy...am I talking 
too much? 
NARRATOR 1. Oh come on! We're trying to create some suspense here! 
There's no conflict if you all just give everything to him.  
NARRATOR 2. Where is the obstacle? Where are the tactics? 
BRONK. (Off-stage.) Tactics? (A tall, strong elf strides in from stage left 
with a cocoa mug held smugly in one hand. All the other elves turn away 
and pretend to work except for Glaze who keeps his distance but sizes up 
Bronk. Bronk flexes and kisses his bicep and smiles) I got your tactics right 
here!  
CRINKLE. Bronk. What are you doing here?  
BRONK. What's the matter, little elfling? Not still upset about me spilling 
a little hot cocoa on your cute little elfy shoes are you? Oh...Oh...Whoops! 
(Bronk pretends to spill his drink on Crinkle, but the mug is empty. Crinkle 
glares, but Bronk just laughs.) Loser. 
SPRING. That's not very elfish of you! 
BRONK. Lighten up, Spring. Isn't that what your name means anyway? A 
time of light returning to chase away the darkness? 
POCKET. Don't you have someone to chase, yourself, Bronk? Not sure 
why you take pleasure in beating up on us all the time.  
BRONK. Now that you mention it, pocket protector, I do. (He shuts 
Pocket's gameboy mid-battle.) Word is that one of Frost's goblins has been 
lurking around here. You misfits haven't seen anyone suspicious, have 
you?  
CRINKLE. Nope. Not around here.  
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DIGGITY. Nobody but you!  
BRONK. Who's the new elf? (He saunters over to Glaze and eyes him 
suspiciously.) 
SPRING. His name is Blaze.  
BRONK. Is it? 
GLAZE. Yup.  
BRONK. Where you from, Blaze? 
CRINKLE. He's from Yule Log Fireplace Safety. 
BRONK. (Looking at Glaze's hair for the first time.) Of course he is. 
Well, let's hope that that little bottle you're holding doesn't fall into the 
wrong hands. That could be very bad. For all of you.  
DIGGITY. As always, Bronk, we appreciate this little visit from the Frost 
Guard, but as you can see, there is no danger here, so if you don't have 
anything else for us, we'd like to get back to work. Have a deadline, you 
know. December 24th is only a week away and these rare toys aren't going 
to make themselves.  
TINSEL. Well, actually, they kind of do. I mean we just sprinkle a little 
dust on a block of wood, say the name of the toy, and ta-da!  
DIGGITY. I was being figurative, Tinsel.  
SPRING. What's figurative?  
GLAZE. Hang on a minute. You mean all you do here is sprinkle this dust 
on a block of wood... 
CRINKLE. Or a doll, or a train... 
TINSEL. (Enthusiastically.) Or a stick!  
GLAZE. And then say what you want it to become? 
DIGGITY. Clearly and loudly.  
SPRING. With feeling. 
POCKET. And you have to be specific!  
GLAZE. And it will just become the thing you need? (They all nod 
enthusiastically.) How many bottles of this magic dust do you have?  
SPRING. Counting the bottle you're holding? Two.  
BRONK. (Disgusted with all of them.) Ugh. It's no wonder you all ended 
up here. Misfits all of you. (He picks up a block of wood and mockingly 
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pretends to sprinkle dust on it and tosses it at Crinkle.) Hey Crinkle, think 
fast! Raccoon!  
CRINKLE. (Screams.) Not funny, Bronk! You know I'm afraid of large 
rodents. (Bronk exits chuckling to himself.) 
POCKET. I kind of strongly dislike that elf.  
SPRING. Now, now, Pocket. We don't say dislike.  
POCKET. Wait, what do we say, then? Disapprove? (All of the elves 
move upstage toward the blackboard discussing what kinds of phrases 
would be more appropriate...we hear things like, "abhor, am repelled by, 
loathe, abominate," and they become oblivious to Glaze's presence.) 
GLAZE. Uh, elves? I'm...um...hello? I still have your bottle of...(He looks 
at the bottle of magic dust in his hand. A moment's hesitation, then he 
tosses his red wig aside and runs off with the bottle. A moment later, Bronk 
enters and picks up the wig, then looks off in the direction that Glaze had 
exited.) 
 

SCENE 6 
 
Jack Frost's Lair. The narrators appear on either side in their light. 
 
NARRATOR 1. Realizing what he had in his hands, Glaze sped back to 
Frost's domain.  
NARRATOR 2. What he didn't realize, however, was that he was being 
followed by one of the Frost Guard, an elite trained elf whose sole mission 
in life was to keep Jack Frost from ruining Christmas. Well, that, and to 
pester and bully the elves of the Extra Rare Super Special Request-- 
NARRATOR 1. I think they get it by now, we can just call it the 
E.R.S.S.R.F.D.  
NARRATOR 2. I don't want to call it that.  
NARRATOR 1. Okay, well, we find ourselves back in the home of the 
trickster! (Jack Frost enters. Narrator 2 holds up the boooo! sign. The 
audience booos!) 
JACK. I haven't even said anything yet!  
GLAZE. Master Frost! I have what you asked for! I have the magic dust!  
JACK. That was fast. 
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GLAZE. Yeah, they kind of just handed it to me, so... 
JACK. And? How does it work? 
GLAZE. Well, according to the elves who work in the Extra Rare Super 
Special Request Fulfillment Department... 
JACK. Once my plan succeeds, changing that name is the first thing I'm 
going to do!  
GLAZE. Anyway, you just sprinkle the dust on an object, tell it what you 
want it to be and it changes into what you want.  
JACK. What I want? 
GLAZE. Yes.  
JACK. Whatever I want? 
GLAZE. That's the idea. Yes.  
JACK. I say what I want and it changes. Anything I want?  
GLAZE. Yes, what part of this difficult? 
JACK. Does it work on elves? 
GLAZE. Hmmmm?  
JACK. Glaze, you have been a loyal, gentle servant. But I think it's time 
you become something much more useful. 
GLAZE. Like a driver, or a chef, or something? 
JACK. Like a toy.  
GLAZE. You want to use it on me? 
JACK. We have to test this magic dust. What if they were all lying to 
you? What if they tricked you? I have to be sure! (Jack begins to walk 
toward Glaze, a pinch of dust already in his hand. Bronk bursts in 
suddenly.) 
BRONK. Aha! Foiled again, Frost! I knew this blue haired traitor, who 
was red haired when I first saw him, but then tossed his red hair aside and 
became blue haired once again...was a minion of your evil devices! Now 
hand over the bottle!  
JACK. Well, Glaze. It seems it's your lucky day. Another mouse has 
wandered into my maze. Shall we complete our experiment?  
BRONK. I found your lair, Jack. When the big man sees that I've finally 
captured you and single handedly shut down your tricks for good, I'll be 
his favorite elf of all time!  
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GLAZE. Bronk, this is not a good idea. You should get out while you can.  
BRONK. Run away? I'm the captain of the Frost Guard! I have special 
powers given to me by Santa himself. I can't lose. 
JACK. Oh you silly little elf. You're in my house, now. You're magic is no 
good here! (Narrator 2 holds up the "BOOOO!!!" sign.) 
JACK. (To the audience.) Amusing. Well, children, what shall I do with 
him? AH! I know just what to do with you! (Jack throws dust at Bronk. 
The lights shift and the stage fades to black as we hear Jack laughing 
louder and louder and saying things like "Wonderous! Magnificent! This 
time, Glaze! This time we succeed!") 
 

 
SCENE 7 

 
The Narrators step into their respective pools of light. 
 
NARRATOR 1. December 21st. The elves of the E.R.S.S.R.F.D. work 
feverishly to fulfill the most difficult of special wishes. 
NARRATOR 2. Little do they know that danger lurks just around the 
corner. (Lights up on the ERSSRF Department.) 
SPRING. Do you ever get the feeling that something is...I don't know... 
CRINKLE. What? Lurking just around the corner? All the time.  
POCKET. You better watch out.  
DIGGITY. You better not cry.  
TINSEL. Are we really doing this? (Spring, meanwhile has been staring 
directly off stage and screams and runs behind Diggity. The others turn to 
look, almost lazily at what Spring was looking at and after a breath, in 
unison, all scream and scramble to hide behind boxes and tables.) 
DINO BRONK. AAAAARRRRGH! (Dino Bronk enters wearing an 
inflatable dinosaur costume and he lumbers around the stage. Every time 
he gets close to an elf, that elf screams and runs to another hiding place 
within the workshop. After a moment, Jack enters with Glaze at his heels.) 
SPRING. What is this? Why is there a dinosaur attacking our shop? 
AHHH! 
CRINKLE. Pocket! Behind you!  
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POCKET. It's Frost! And some elf with blue hair who looks vaguely like 
that other elf with the red hair!  
SPRING. Did you come to work with us too? 
JACK. Why, as a matter of fact, I did! (Tinsel and Diggity are screaming 
and running out Stage Right chased by the Dinosaur.) Glaze! Find the 
other bottle! I have some toys to make! Let's see what's on the list! (Jack 
reads from the blackboard as Glaze searches the workshop for the second 
bottle of magic dust.) 
SPRING. Hey, elves! Jack Frost is making toys with us! Isn't that great? 
JACK. (Throws dust on Spring and shouts out.) Giant Slinky! (Lights 
flash and Spring is replaced with SPRING/TOY who looks like a giant 
slinky. This is a different actor who resembles the original. Staging and 
lights should allow for the two actors to switch places quickly.) 
CRINKLE AND POCKET. Spring!! What happened? What did you do 
to Spring, you monster? 
JACK. I turned her into a...well...a spring. (Tinsel and Diggity run from 
off Stage Right to off Stage Left screaming as the Dino Bronk chases 
them.) And you, nerdy elf? For you...(Frost tosses dust on Pocket and calls 
out.) Nintari 5 Video Game Console! (Lights flash and Pocket is replaced 
by POCKET/TOY who looks like a giant video game console with wires 
and controllers for hands.) 
GLAZE. Frost! 
JACK. Master Frost, Glaze. Don't forget your place! 
GLAZE. No! This isn't right! It's one thing to play your tricks, but this is 
going too far! (Tinsel and Diggity run across the stage again chased by the 
dinosaur. The Slinky and Game Console wander around bumping into 
each other.) 
JACK. Stay out of my way, Glaze! I'm just getting started! (Crinkle makes 
a run for it from behind a table and Jack throws dust on him and screams 
out in maniacal joy.) Make Me Laugh Melvin!!! (Lights fade as everything 
descends into chaos.) 
 

THE PLAY IS NOT OVER!! TO FIND OUT HOW IT ENDS-- 
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