
HO HO HO 
A TEN MINUTE COMEDY 

 

By Joseph Sorrentino 
 

Copyright © MCMXCVII by Joseph Sorrentino 
All Rights Reserved 

Brooklyn Publishers LLC in association with Heuer Publishing LLC 
 
Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this work is subject to a royalty. Royalty 
must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for profit and whether 
or not admission is charged.  A play is performed any time it is acted before an audience. All 
rights to this work of any kind including but not limited to professional and amateur stage 
performing rights are controlled exclusively by Heuer Publishing LLC and Brooklyn Publishers, 
LLC. Inquiries concerning rights should be addressed to Heuer Publishing LLC. 
 
This work is fully protected by copyright.  No part of this work may be reproduced, stored in a 
retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, 
photocopying, recording or otherwise, without permission of the publisher.  Copying (by any 
means) or performing a copyrighted work without permission constitutes an infringement of 
copyright. 
 
All organizations receiving permission to produce this work agree to give the author(s) credit in 
any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production.  The author(s) billing must 
appear below the title and be at least 50% as large as the title of the Work.  All programs, 
advertisements, and other printed material distributed or published in connection with 
production of the work must include the following notice: “Produced by special arrangement 
with Heuer Publishing LLC in association with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.” 
 
There shall be no deletions, alterations, or changes of any kind made to the work, including the 
changing of character gender, the cutting of dialogue, or the alteration of objectionable language 
unless directly authorized by the publisher or otherwise allowed in the work’s “Production 
Notes.” The title of the play shall not be altered. 
 
The right of performance is not transferable and is strictly forbidden in cases where scripts are 
borrowed or purchased second-hand from a third party.  All rights, including but not limited to 
professional and amateur stage performing, recitation, lecturing, public reading, television, 
radio, motion picture, video or sound taping, internet streaming or other forms of broadcast as 
technology progresses, and the rights of translation into foreign languages, are strictly reserved.   
 
C O P Y I N G  O R  R E P R O D U C I N G  A L L  O R  A N Y  P A R T  O F  T H I S  B O O K  
I N  A N Y  M A N N E R  I S  S T R I C T L Y  F O R B I D D E N  B Y  L A W .   One copy for 
each speaking role must be purchased for production purposes.  Single copies of scripts are sold 
for personal reading or production consideration only. 

 
BROOKLYN PUBLISHERS LLC 

P.O. BOX 248 • CEDAR RAPIDS, IOWA 52406 
TOLL FREE (888) 473-8521 • FAX (319) 368-8011 



HO HO HO 

2 

HO HO HO 
A Ten Minute Comedy Duet 

By Joseph Sorrentino 
 
SYNOPSIS:  It’s Christmas Day and two actors - - out of work and  
money - - dressed in well-worn Santa and elf costumes hit the streets hoping 
to beg enough money for a hot meal.  As they continually scare away 
potential benefactors, their conversation ranges from the weather, to 
business practices, to how best to serve cat (baked or fried).  In the end, only 
a minor miracle saves them from a hungry Christmas. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(2 male) 

 
FRANK (m) .................................... A well-dressed, well-spoken man, in his 

mid-late 30s.  He’s an actor.  
(66 lines) 

 
HARRY (m) .................................... A much less well-dressed man, in his 

late-50s.  He’s a blue collar worker.  Or 
was one, anyway. (66 lines) 

 
All in the Name of Frankenharry . . . 
Joseph Sorrentino's Frankenharry plays get their name from the two 
unforgettable Philadelphia actors, Frank X and Harry Philibosian, who 
starred in the original Philadelphia Fringe Festival productions.  Although 
the relational plays are not really linked, there is an underlying “opposites 
truly do attract” thread.  Frank is usually the urbane, well-dressed and well-
spoken actor while Harry is more of a blue collar Everyman stumbling his 
way through life.  Whenever he stumbles into Frank's life, it almost always 
ends with surprising and refreshingly comic results.  The sharply drawn 
characters with contrasting qualities give audiences a reason to get involved 
with them over and over again.  These Philadelphia Fringe favorites have 
been called “clever . . . idiosyncratic,” “ . . . genuinely funny” and 
“hilarious” and may be produced individually or as “An Evening with 
Frankenharry.” 
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AT RISE:  As lights come up, we see FRANK dressed in what is 
supposed to be an elf's costume and HARRY as Santa Claus.  They 
are definitely out of their element; they and their clothing are looking 
rather worn.  FRANK can have cigarettes which he occasionally puffs 
on, HARRY a cigar and a bottle in a brown paper bag he keeps 
hidden under his coat and drinks from occasionally.  There is a 
bucket on the ground, a hand-drawn sign above it that says 
“Salivation Army." 
 
HARRY:  Frank? 
FRANK:  What. 
HARRY:  I'm cold. 
FRANK:  It's December, Harry, you're supposed to be cold. 
 
Pause. 
 
HARRY:  Frank? 
FRANK:  What. 
HARRY:  I'm really cold. 
FRANK:  Try ringing the bell.  See if that helps. 
 
HARRY rings it once.  Pause. 
 
FRANK:  Well? 
HARRY:  Didn't help. 
FRANK:  Don't you have any of that . . . whaddaya call it . . . ?  Uh . . 

. uh . . . antifreeze you always carry around?  Take a swig of that. 
HARRY:  Why you gotta say that?  I don't do that no more. 
FRANK:  Right. 
HARRY:  I don't. 
FRANK:  Whatever. 
HARRY:  You hurt me.  You really hurt me, Frank. 
FRANK:  Well . . . I . . . I didn't mean to hurt you.  It's just . . . you've 

been complaining ever since we got out here.   
 
Pause.  HARRY sneaks a drink from his bottle. 
 
FRANK:  I told you this wouldn't work. 
HARRY:  We hadda try somethin'.  We haven't worked in months.  

Not even one lousy audition.  You rather starve? 
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FRANK:  As opposed to freezing to death?  (Picks up and turns 
bucket over.)  Not a cent.  It's these stupid costumes.  It’ll be a 
miracle if we get any money.  Where'd you get them anyway? 

HARRY:  My cousin. 
FRANK:  Oh . . .  
HARRY:  What? 
FRANK:  I should've known.  This is the same cousin who got us 

those gorilla suits for that catering gig, isn't it? 
HARRY:  That was a simple misunderstanding . . . classic case of 

miscommunication.  I'm the one who told him we needed two 
monkey suits.  

FRANK:  How he didn't know “monkey suit” was slang for tuxedo . . .  
HARRY:  I take full responsibility for that.  He got us exactly what I 

asked for. 
FRANK:  What he got us was tossed outta that restaurant, that's 

what he got us. 
HARRY:  Not to mention fired.   
 
FRANK reacts. 
 
FRANK:  And what is this outfit, anyway?  I thought I was supposed 

to be an elf. 
HARRY:  You are an elf. 
FRANK:  I look like a psychotic jester. 
HARRY:  You look fine. 
FRANK:  Well, I don't feel fine, and it's affecting my ability to get into 

character.   
HARRY:  He got us these outfits for free and that's about all we can 

afford right now, OK?  Just don't go blamin' everythin' on me. 
FRANK:  Who do you want me to blame?  It was your idea. 
HARRY:  If you have a better one . . . (Pause.) We shoulda tried out 

for “The Nutcracker.” 
FRANK:  It's a ballet, Harry. 
HARRY:  I know that. 
FRANK:  We can't dance.   
HARRY:  So? 
FRANK:  Wait . . . there's someone.  Give 'em a ring. 
HARRY:  (Ringing bell.)  Ho.  Ho.  Ho. 
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FRANK:  Nothing.  (Pause, lights cigarette.)  I don't understand why 
no one's stopping.  (Longer pause.  Stare at audience.  Maybe 
FRANK adjusts HARRY's collar.  HARRY sneaks drink.) 

HARRY:  Location. 
FRANK:  Location? 
HARRY:  Must be. Everything I ever read says location is the most 

important thing in business. Maybe this isn't the best location. 
FRANK: It's the only one where we don't have to worry about cops. 
HARRY:  True, but . . . there's no people either.  Maybe we should try 

somewhere else tomorrow. 
FRANK:  Too late. 
HARRY:  Why? 
FRANK:  Today's Christmas. 
HARRY:  Right.  I forgot.  (Takes out bottle, offers to FRANK.)  Merry 

Christmas.  (FRANK pauses.)  Hey . . . it's Christmas. 
FRANK:  Here's at ya.  (Drinks, gives bottle to HARRY.) 
HARRY:  And you.  (Drinks.) 
 
Pause. 
 
HARRY:  Frank? 
FRANK:  Now what? 

 
 
 

Thank you for reading this free excerpt from HO HO HO by Joseph 
Sorrentino.  For performance rights and/or a complete copy of the 

script, please contact us at: 
 

Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 
P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 

Toll Free: 1-888-473-8521 • Fax (319) 368-8011 
w w w . b r o o k p u b . c o m  
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