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( aka:  “Santa Claus Defeats the Aliens” ) 
US  :  1964  :  dir. Nicholas Webster  :  Embassy                                                        :  82 min 
prod: Paul Jacobson  :  scr: Glenville Mareth  :  dir.ph.:       Video:  Channel 5 VHS CFV05002 
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“Santa Claus Goes to Mars to Entertain the Children of Another Planet” 
 

“A Holiday Funfest for Young and Old” 
 

 
Donna Conforti (left), Pia Zadora (centre left) and Victor Stiles (right)        Source:  The Fifty Worst Movies of All Time 

 

 

Leonard Maltin's Movie and Video Guide 
1996 review: 
 
“Absurd low-budget fantasy (with a Milton 
Delugg score!) about Santa and two Earth 
children being abducted to Mars to help solve 
some of their domestic problems – like kids 
watching too much TV.  One of the Martian 
tykes is none other than Pia Zadora.  Video 

title: "SANTA CLAUS DEFEATS THE 
ALIENS".  BOMB ” 
Speelfilm Encyclopedie review: 
 
“Little Martians kidnap Santa Claus and two 
Earth children because they have problems at 
home.  Rather absurd and cheaply made.  ** ” 
 
 
 

Santa Claus Conquers the Martians  



  

 
Ronald Reagan’s dreams for a Strategic Defense Initiative may have started out something like this… 

 
 
The Critics’ Film Guide review: 
 
“Martians invade Earth and attempt to kidnap 
Santa Claus.  Lamentable special effects, a 
simple-minded story and a barmy (though 
accurate) title combine to make this a cult 
classic.  The performances are equally absurd.  
John Call's attempts at Santa-style friendliness 
are more reminiscent of a neighbourhood child 
molester.  Vincent Beck gives a ludicrous 
performance as Volgar, Mars's answer to Ming 
The Merciless.  Bill McCutcheon's unlovable 
performance as the good Martian Dropo 
suggests that the only good Martian is a dead 
one.  The score is by one Milton Delugg. ” 
 
“Obvious and square cut as cheese ... Like a 
children's television show enlarged on movie 
house screens.... Supplies humour not quite 
attuned to this planet, anyway. ” 

- Howard Thompson, New York Times 
 
“Overly saccharine and nonsensical.... A lobby 
sign with "No One Admitted OVER 16 Years 
of Age" might be appropriate.”      - Boxoffice 
 
“Absolutely the worst science-fiction flick ever 
made, bar none!” 
     – Jason Thomas /Joe Kane, Monster Times 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Movies on TV and Videocassette 1988-89 
review: 
 
“A cheesy-looking fantasy filmed in an airplane 
hangar on Long Island, New York.  Concerned 
Martian parents grow understandably perplexed 
when their kids turn green with envy over the 
Earthling Christmas celebrations they’ve 
glimpsed on TV.  Cosmic tragedy strikes when 
the Martians kidnap two nosy Earth kids and 
Saint Nick himself, before realising they can 
transform one of their own jolly buffoons into a 
facsimile of the beloved toymaker (whose elves 
must have learned their threadbare production 
methods in Taiwan).  Obviously, a film ahead 
of its time, it stars Pia Zadora in her child-star 
phase as a Martian moppet [sic]. 1/2 ” 

See three-page article below from The 

Fifty Worst Movies of All Time 



The Time Out Film Guide review: 
 
“Suitably tacky tale of how some depressed 
Martians kidnap Santa to brighten things up at 
home.  A staple after-midnight cult movie, this 
hilariously bad stab at sci-fi naturally earned a 
high position in the book "The Fifty Worst 
Movies of All Time".  One of the Martian kids 
appropriately grew up to be Pia Zadora, the 
pouter pigeon of the equally awful 
"BUTTERFLY" and "LONELY LADY". ” 
 
 
Video Movie Guide 1993 review: 
 
“About a bunch of aliens abducting St. Nick 
because they don’t have one of their own.  
Turkey ” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

[no listing in "Halliwell's Film Guide", "The 
Good Film and Video Guide", "Rating the 
Movies (1990)", "The Sunday Times Guide 
to Movies on Television", "TV Times Film 
& Video Guide 1995", "Variety Movie 
Guide 1993" or "The Virgin Film Guide"] 

 
 
Radio Times listing: 
 
“Comedy.  When Santa Claus is captured by 
Martians, Christmas on Earth looks doomed…” 
 
“Fantasy adventure.” 

 
 
 
Poking fun at a film of this calibre is like shooting fish in an eggcup .  It’s probably no less 
absurd, and potentially more entertaining, than the 1985 De Laurentis disaster “SANTA 
CLAUS”, or Schwarzenegger’s festive turkey “JINGLE ALL THE WAY”, and it has the added 
merit of being made for a miniscule fraction of the cost.  Christmas television schedules are 
brimful of stomach-churning yuletide pictures, which take themselves a deal more seriously. 
. 
There’s no mention of Victor Stiles in “The Moving Picture Boy”.  As Medved points out in the 
hatchet job below, he had previously played one of Fagin’s boys in a Broadway production of 
“Oliver!”, while Donna Conforti had appeared in the Broadway musical “Here’s Love”.  As for 
“child star” Pia Zadora, she graduated from this to mainstream pornography in the 
“EMMANUELLE” vein, and enjoyed a brief heyday as paparazzi-fodder before vanishing 
utterly from human ken. 
  
 
See subject index under CHRISTMAS / THANKSGIVING, KIDNAPPING and SCIENCE 
FICTION. 
 
 

 



 
The Fifty Worst Movies of All Time article: 
 
“  The Critics Rave: 
 
"Absolutely the worst science-fiction flick ever made, 
bar none!.. ."             - Jason Thomas and 
Joe Kane, 

                         The Monster Times 
 
"Overly saccharine and nonsensical. . . . A lobby sign 
with 'No One Admitted OVER 16 years of Age' 
might be appropriate. . . ."              - 
Boxoffice 
 
"Joseph E. Levine offers a blend of sentiment and 
science fiction that involves a pipe- smoking, hen-
pecked Santa as the victim of a Martian kidnap plot. 
. . . Youngsters who are old hands at science fiction 
may notice the limited use of special effects. . . . It 
could have benefitted from the interjection of a little 
more humor." 

       - Ronald Gold, Motion Picture Herald 
 
"The story itself runs along stereotyped lines… Yields 
little in the way of substance .... " 

             -Mandel Herbstman, Film Daily 
 
"Absurd fantasy;  low-budget film." 

                - Leonard Maltin, TV Movies 
 
"Obvious and square cut as cheese. . . . Like a 
children's television show enlarged on movie house 
screens. . . . Supplies humor not quite attuned to this 
planet, anyway." 

       - Howard Thompson, New York Times 
 
 

Plot Summary 
 
 The children of Mars never have any fun.  All 
they do is sit around like zombies, casting 
longing eyes on TV programs about Santa 
Claus which they receive from earth.  The 
leaders of the Red Planet call a planetary 
council to discuss this troubling situation, and 
they consult an eight-hundred-year-old wise 
man who lives (where else?) in a cave.  The 
perceptive geezer suggests that the only way to 
save the younger generation is to kidnap Santa 
Claus and install him on Mars. 
 
A raiding party boards a spaceship and heads 
for earth.  The U. S. Air Force is alerted to the 
invasion, and we enjoy several minutes of early 
'60s footage of the American strategic arsenal in 
action, as we see airmen scrambling, jets taking 
off, missiles rising into place, and even a B-52 

refuelling in midair.  None of this succeeds in 
deterring the Martians, however, who cleverly 
throw up a "radar screen" and land without 
incident.  They were not clever enough, 
however, to find out where on earth they can 
find Santa Claus, so they approach two earth 
children.  Drawing their ray guns (which bear a 
marked resemblance to that popular toy, the 
Whamo Air Blaster) they ask Billy and Betty 
where Santa Claus lives.  The savvy kids, 
amazed at the ignorance of these visitors from 
outer space, reveal that the fat one lives at the 
North Pole.  The Martians are so impressed 
that they kidnap the children and take them 
along as resident Santa Claus experts. 
 
After a brief scuffle in which Mrs. Claus and a 
few elves are paralysed by Martian "freeze rays," 
St. Nick is loaded onto the Martian spacecraft, 
a prisoner of the green-skinned fiends.  On the 
journey back to the Red Planet, however, we 
discover woeful divisions in the Martian ranks.  
Volgar, a dyed-in-the-wool meanie with a 
drooping moustache, actually resists the whole 
idea of bringing Santa to Mars: at every 
opportunity, he tries to murder Claus and the 
earth children.  Dropo, on the other hand, is a 
squirmy, rubber-faced Martian who 
immediately identifies with the eight-year-old 
kids and develops a crush on the old man in 
the red suit.  He helps our heroes foil every 
vicious plot against them. 
 
After a safe landing, Santa meets the troubled 
Martian children, who immediately burst into 
laughter. (Who wouldn't?)  The adult Martians 
are delighted that the kids are finally happy, 
and they furnish Santa with a marvellously 
automated toy workshop to provide all of Mars 
with toys.  Without protest from Elves' Local 
1019, Santa sets to work with his machines and 
the cooperation of the children.  Dropo wants 
to play with the toys and make the kids laugh, 
so he dresses up in one of Santa's extra outfits 
and dances around town. 
 
He is mistaken for the real Santa Claus by the 
unspeakable Volgar, who takes him hostage and 
demands ransom from Mars's head man, 
Kimar, who bears a certain resemblance to 
Charlton Heston.  Kimar claims that the real 
Santa is safe in his workshop, so Volgar walks 
into the Santa-torium and discovers he has 
kidnapped an impostor.  Suddenly, dozens of 
kids emerge from the corners of the workshop 
and bombard meanie Volgar with ping-pong 
balls, paper airplanes, soap bubbles, toy tanks, 



and anything else the brats can get their hands 
on.  Volgar stands in the middle of the assault, 
crying, without trying to fight back or even 
reaching for his Whamo Air Blaster. 
  
After this climactic scene the Martian 
authorities arrive to arrest the renegade.  They 
also allow Santa to return to earth, where it is 
almost Christmas.  It turns out the Martians 
don't need him any more, since Dropo, dressed 
in his Santa suit, beating his chest, and yelling, 
"Ho!  Ho!  Ho!  Everybody!" does a perfectly 
acceptable job of keeping the children happy. 
 
Finally, as we see Santa's rocket leaving Mars, 
we hear the title song one more time: "Hooray 
for Santy Claus."  The producers of the film 
were so proud of their moronic lyrics that they 
flash them on the screen as we are urged to sing 
along.  The final image we see is a greeting card 
illustration of Santa with the words "Merry 
Christmas" imprinted across his face.  Bah, 
humbug!  Where is Ebenezer Scrooge when you 
really need him? 
 
 
Unforgettable Performances 
 
The acting in this film has to be seen to be 
believed: it would embarrass even the players in 
a sixth-grade Christmas pageant.  The tendency 
toward overstatement is so prevalent that we 
wonder whether the director was specifically 
hoping for an audience of children with 
defective hearing and poor eyesight.  John Call, 
as Santa Claus, is the "star."  His jolly presence 
throughout the film suggests that he prepared 
for his role by consuming seven double martinis 
or ingesting a blast of laughing gas.  He 
manages to make Santa's "Ho!  Ho!  Ho!" seem 
like a lewd chuckle, while his wet, lecherous 
stares make one wonder whether Kris Kringle 
was in reality a child molester. 
 
Vincent Beck "portrays" Volgar, the villain of 
this passion play.  His long black moustache 
and scowling countenance make one think of a 
Martian Frank Zappa.  In the climax, in which 
the children bombard him with toys, his 
performance reaches its peak.  Beck lifts his legs 
up and down in order to dodge their 
playthings, and as the scene ends the camera 
zooms in for a full close-up of the tears 
streaming down his face.  In Beck's approach to 
this demanding moment, there is more than a 
hint of the whimpering Stan Laurel at his worst 
(see "THE BIG NOISE"). 
 

Bill McCutcheon is Dropo, whose character 
bears a strong resemblance to Arnold Stang's in 
"DONDI" (q.v.). There are also hints of Danny 
Kaye, or a poor man's Pinky Lee.  The idea is 
that Dropo should win the hearts of children in 
the audience, who will point their chubby little 
fingers toward the screen and say, "Aw, looky, 
he's so silly!" Instead, any child with the gift of 
speech  will simply point and comment, "Aw, 
he's so disgusting!" and then go home to play 
with a Whamo Air Blaster. 
 
 

Immortal Dialogue 
 
Title Song: "Hooray for Santy Claus" (sung to 
the swingin' strains of a mid-'60s "twist") 
         You spell it S-a-n-t-a C-1-a-u-s, 
         Hooray for Santy Claus! 
         Hooray for Santy Claus! 

Yeah, yeah, for Santy Claus! 
He's fat and round,  

but jumping jiminy, 
        He can climb down any chiminey. 
        Why do we hear sleigh bells ring? 
        Our hearts go ding-a-ling! 
 

 
(A TV interviewer tours Santa's workshop, 
while the Martian children  watch the program 
in silence.) 
INTERVIEWER: What is this strange little 
creature over here? 
SANTA CLAUS: Ob, Winky made that.  That's 
his idea of a Martian. 
INTERVIEWER: A Martian!?  Wow-wee-wow!  
I'd hate to meet a creature like that on a dark 
night! 
 

 
(Kimar wakes tip the sleeping Dropo.) 
KIMAR (scolding him): Dropo, you are the 
laziest man on Mars.  Why are you sleeping 
during working hours? 
DROPO: I wasn't sleeping, chief.  It's just that I 
haven't been able to sleep these last few 
months.  I forgot how.  So I was just practicing. 
 

 
(Volgar doesn't think that it's worth it to bring 
Santa Claus to Mars.) 
VOLGAR ( grumbling): All this trouble over a 
fat little man in a red suit! 
 

 
(Kimar and fellow Martians meet two earth 
children, Billy and Betty.) 
BILLY: Who are you? 



KIMAR: We're from Mars.  Don't be afraid, we 
have children just like you on Mars. 
BETTY: What are those funny things sticking 
out of your bead? 
KIMAR: Those are our antennae. 
BETTY: Are you a television set? 
 
 

The Story Behind The Film 
 
In 1964 a production note in the Los Angeles 
Times read: "Santa Claus Conquers the 
Martians!  Don't laugh.  Somebody is making a 
movie with that title." That somebody was one 
Paul Jacobson, whose previous distinction in 
life had been his work as onetime unit manager 
for the "Howdy Doody" television show.  To 
produce Santa Claus, Jacobson organized Jalor 
Productions and rented a converted airport 
hangar at Roosevelt Field on Long Island to 
serve as his studio.  'I'he total budget for the 
production was $200,000 - not bad, considering 
the fact that the action of the film moves back 
and forth between two planets, but still far 
more than was budgeted for other classic 
turkeys like "EEGAH!" and "ROBOT 
MONSTER". 
 
 Jacobson himself conceived the idea of Santa 
Claus and went on to write the original story.  
A screenwriter," one Glenville Mareth, was then 
hired to "polish" the material for final 
production.  Most of the film's budget was 
financed by private investors, who assumed that 
anything with the name Santa Claus on it was 
sure to show a profit.  The crew for the film was 
"handpicked" by Arnold Leeds, who served as 
both associate producer and production 
manager.  This crew was composed chiefly of 
veteran TV technicians, and this may explain 
the fact that the TV broadcast monitored on 
Mars is so much more convincing than the rest 
of this ridiculous film.   
 
Producer Jacobson, who called his film "a 
Yuletide science-fiction fantasy," commented, 
"The people working on a film make or break a 
picture budget-wise. Everyone knew from the 
very beginning we had a low-budget film and 
that they would have to be satisfied with scale 
payments and no overtime. At this particular 
studio, with a group of wonderfully cooperative 
technicians, we've been able to get a lot of 
production value from our low budget.  We're 
also shooting in colour to get full, picturesque 
effects with our toy factories and Martian and 
North Pole backgrounds.... There was not a 
single problem created by my crews." 

 
He neglected to mention the problems created 
by the cast, who seemed to go wild when they 
stepped before the cameras.  Their lack of 
motion-picture experience can hardly excuse 
these ludicrous performances.  John Call, the 
hapless Santa Claus, was recruited from the 
Broadway production of Oliver!, in which he 
played the minor part of the doctor.  Victor 
Stiles, who played the earth child Billy, had 
played a pickpocket in the same Broadway 
musical.  Donna Conforti, who portrayed the 
little girl Betty, was "discovered" by Jacobson as 
a Dutch child in "Here's Love", a current 
"Broadway musical Christmas frolic." 
 

The Balance Sheet 
 
Paul Jacobson once explained that the real 
reason for making "SANTA CLAUS 
CONQUERS THE MARTIANS" was a sort of 
altruism.  "There is a great void when it comes 
to a Christmas film for children," he observed.  
"Except for the Disneys, there's very little in film 
houses during the season that the kids can 
recognize and claim as their own." Mr. Jacobs 
nobly set out to fill that void, and apparently 
saw himself in a role comparable to Santa's, 
bringing joy and gimmicks to the fun-starved 
children of Mars. 
 
For his Christmas crusade, Jacobson soon 
enlisted the aid of that other well-known 
philanthropist, Joseph E. Levine.  Levine's 
Embassy Pictures (later to be known as Avco-
Embassy Pictures) acquired worldwide 
distribution rights to the film.  Santa Claus 
premiered in some one hundred theatres in the 
Chicago and Milwaukee areas in November 
1964.  For the most part, it showed only for 
Saturday and Sunday matinees.  After all, such 
a realistic film might have been too frightening 
for children if shown in the dark of night. 
 
The film received a large promotion and a zippy 
recording of the unforgettable "Hooray for 
Santa Claus" was made and released.  The film 
was advertised with the lively lines "Santa Claus 
Goes to Mars to Entertain the Children of Another 
Planet" and "A Holiday Funfest for Young and old" 
(??!!!!) One gimmick connected with the 
promotion included giving away balloons or 
space-related gadgets at the matinees.  This was 
probably an attempt to stop the kids from 
getting restless and fidgeting in their seats 
during the film's interminable 82 minutes. 
 



Jacobson's theory about the commercial 
viability of anything concerning Santa Claus 
proved largely correct.  The film has been 
released annually every Christmas by Avco-
Embassy and has turned in a handsome profit.  
We anxiously await some sequels.  How about 
Santa Claus Versus Frankenstein’s Brother-in Law, 
or Jesse James Meets Santa Claus.  If neither of 
these work, we can approach the Japanese and 
perhaps soon enjoy Santa Claus Battles 
Godzilla, in which all the children of Tokyo are 
given cheap little toys, made in the USA. ” 
 


