
 

Santa Got Stuck In The Chimney 

It was a cold Christmas night and the elves were hard at work in the 

workshop. Santa was sitting on a chair looking over his list. ‘Sir!’ 

said a voice from down below. ‘Yes, Brian.’ ‘We have finished, Sir!’ 

Brian informed, “Should we start filling the sleigh?” he questioned. 

“Yes, we are leaving in two hours”, Santa replied. “Yes Sir!” 

answered Brian as he saluted and walked off.  Santa looked down 

at his list but then suddenly looked up again. ‘COOKIES!’ Santa 

roared with excitement. Santa ran like a dog after a post man, in 

fact he was running so fast that he slammed straight into the 

kitchen door. Mrs Claus opened the door and stood looking at 

Santa on the ground. ‘I knew you would smell them,’ Mrs Clause 

laughed. Santa got up, brushed himself off and went into the 

kitchen. “Where are they?” Santa interrogated. ‘They are for after 

you deliver the presents,’ Mrs. Claus informed him.  Santa moaned. 

‘You’d better be getting ready!’ she said.  

 

Santa had just taken off in the sleigh with two of his elves, Brian 

and Scotty and before they knew it they were almost finished for 

the night. They just had to visit one more house. Brian and Scotty 

went down the chimney first. When they entered the sitting room 

they saw a beautiful Christmas tree with thousands of light and 

bobbles on it. “Lads! We have a problem. I think I’m stuck!” Santa 

bellowed from the chimney. 

 



 

All the elves could see were two legs dangling from the chimney 

breast. “Great! We were nearly finished!” mumbled Scotty. The 

two elves paced around the room trying to think of a solution. “I’ve 

got it!” shouted Brian. “Well? What is it?” asked Scotty. Brian 

huddled up beside Scotty and told him the plan. 

 

 The two elves ran over to the fridge and grabbed a mince pie each. 

“Oh Santa! We have some mince pies!” they teased. The two elves 

heard shuffling from the chimney and they saw Santa’s legs 

swinging from side to side. “It’s not working!” said Scotty. “Wait a 

sec,” Brian added. Then all of a sudden...THUD! Santa was out of 

the chimney and was sitting on the sitting room floor. “Where are 

the mince pies?” Santa demanded. “On the table,” Scotty informed 

him. In a matter of seconds Santa had eaten both mince pies. It was 

time to go but Santa used the back door this time. 

 

Back at the North Pole, Santa had just returned and everyone was 

celebrating. Mrs. Claus came out to Santa. “Well done Nick!” she 

greeted. “Oh! I almost forgot....Can I have a cookie?” Santa asked. 
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