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ACT 1
SCENE 1: THE COUNTING HOUSE
(N

Additions are in red

All action takes place to the left of the main entrance to the Courthouse;

Counting house: front center, bedroom front left; bed=bench

Cratchit’s house front right; Fezziwigs: 2™ floor balcony. Carolers to right of Cratchits
Stage completely bare except for E. Scrooge tombstone in ‘cemetery’ to left of bedroom.
This script and Ferrians full script available at http://nc-chap.org/dickens

FRED enters. Volume down on CAROLERS as FRED crosses to apron. Spot up full. There

SCROOGE is seated at a high desk, with CRATCHIT seated at a low desk to his left, partially
facing away.)
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FRED: A Merry Christmas, Uncle!
SCROOGE: (surprised) What?
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FRED: I said, A Merry Christmas, Uncle! God save you!
SCROOGE: Bah, humbug!
FRED: Christmas a humbug, Uncle! Surely you don't mean that!

SCROOGE: Of course I mean it! Merry Christmas, indeed. What reason have you to be merry?
You're poor enough.

FRED: Come, Uncle. What reason have you to be dismal? You're rich enough. Ha ha!

SCROOGE: BAH! Away with Merry Christmas! What's Christmas to you, but a time for paying
bills without money; a time for finding yourself a year older and not an hour richer? If I could
work my will, every idiot who goes about with 'Merry Christmas' on his lips should be boiled
with his own pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!

FRED: Uncle!

SCROOGE: Nephew! Keep Christmas in your own way, and let me keep it in mine.

FRED: Keep it! But you don't keep it.

SCROOGE: Let me leave it alone, then! A lot of good it has done you.

FRED: Well, there are many things from which I have benefited, even if they didn't show a profit,

though Christmas has never put a scrap of silver or gold in my pocket, I believe that it has done
me good, and will do me good; and I say, God bless it!

(CRATCHIT bursts into applause at this, then stops at SCROOGE'S scowl)
SCROOGE: Another sound out of you, and you'll keep your Christmas by losing your position!
(CRATCHIT slinks back to his work.)

FRED: Don't be angry, Uncle. Come and dine with us tomorrow.

SCROOGE (not looking up): Good afternoon.
FRED: I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you. Why can't we be friends?
SCROOGE: Good afternoon.
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FRED: I am sorry to find you so resolute. We've never had a quarrel, But
I'll keep my Christmas humor to the last. So, a
Merry Christmas, Uncle!

(FRED hurries off.)
SCROOGE: Good afternoon!
(FRED poking back in)
FRED: And a Happy New Year! (hurries off)
SCROOGE: Good afternoon!!
FRED (poking back in): And a Merry Christmas to you, Bob Cratchit!
CRATCHIT (looking up, surprised): Thank you, sir! A Merry Christmas to you!

SCROOGE: There's another fellow, my clerk, with fifteen shilling a week, and a wife and family,
talking about a merry Christmas. I'll retire to Bedlam.
(JEEVES AND HOWELL, Charity solicitors, enter.)

MR. JEEVES: Scrooge and Marley's, I believe? Have I the pleasure of addressing Mr. Scrooge
or Mr. Marley?

SCROOGE: Marley's dead. In fact, he died seven years ago this very night.

MR. JEEVES: Oh, I am quite sorry to hear it. But I have no doubt his generosity is well
represented by his surviving partner.

(SCROOGE scowls.)

MR. HOWELL: At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge, it is more than usually desirable
that we should make some slight provision for the poor and needy, who suffer greatly at the
present time. Many thousands are in want of basic needs; hundreds of thousands are in want of
common comforts, Sir.

SCROOGE (looking up): Are there no prisons? Did they disappear?
HOWELL: Oh, no, sir. There are still plenty of prisons.

SCROOGE: And the workhouses for the poor? Still in operation, I assume?
HOWELL: They are. Still, I wish I could say they were not.

SCROOGE: The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigor, then?
HOWELL: Yes, very busy, sir.

SCROOGE: Oh, well, I was afraid from what you had said that something had stopped them in
their useful course. I'm glad to hear it.

JEEVES (exchanging glances with HOWELL): Given that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer
to the multitude, a few of us are trying to raise a fund to buy the poor some meat and drink, and
some means of warmth. We choose this time because it is a time, above all others, when Want is
keenly felt, and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?

SCROOGE: Nothing.
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JEEVES: Ah! You wish to be anonymous, then?

SCROOGE: I wish to be left alone. Since you ask me what I wish, Gentlemen, that is my
answer. I don't make merry myself at Christmas, and I can't afford to make idle people merry. I
am taxed for the institutions I have mentioned, and they cost enough. Those who are badly off
must go there.

HOWELL: But many can't go there; and many would rather die.

SCROOGE: , if they'd rather die, perhaps they should go ahead and do it, and decrease
the surplus population. Besides, I wouldn't know anything about that.

HOWELL: Well, you could know it, sir.

SCROOGE: It's none of my business. I have too much of my own business to interfere with
other people's. Mine occupies me constantly, and I'll thank you to leave me to it! Good afternoon,
gentlemen!

(As SOLICITORS exit, a few CAROLERS enter, including a few children. One boy
steps up to regale SCROOGE as they sing “God Rest Ye, Merry Gentlemen.” CRATCHIT is
pleased.)

SCROOGE (seizing a ruler): Get away from here, you!

(Child, startled, retreats to the CAROLERS, who rush off.)

SCROOGE (to CRATCHIT): Cratchit, You'll want all day tomorrow, I
suppose? CRATCHIT: If it's quite convenient, sir.

SCROOGE: It's not convenient. And it's not fair. If I was to hold back half a crown for it, you'd
think you were being abused, no doubt. And yet you don't think me ill used, when I pay a day's
wages for no work!

CRATCHIT: It's only once a year, sir.

SCROOGE: Hmph! A poor excuse for picking a man's pocket every twenty-fifth of December.
But I suppose you must have THE WHOLE DAY. Be here all the earlier next morning!

CRATCHIT: Oh, yes, sir, I shall. I certainly shall.
(
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TINY TIM: I feel that I'm getting stronger every day.

CRATCHIT: And do you remember what tomorrow is?

TINY TIM: Christmas Day!

CRATCHIT: And I am to have the whole day off to celebrate with my family.
TINY TIM: Hoorah for Christmas!

(NARRATOR appears right and watches as CRATCHIT picks up TINY TIM and bears
him off, they breaking into a carol together. Fade to black as NARRATOR crosses to
apron. Curtain. Spot on NARRATOR.)

NARRATOR (over scene change to Scrooge's bedroom, piano under):

Oh, Scrooge—he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, he was. A squeezing,
wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous old sinner, to be sure! Secret, self-
contained, and solitary as an oyster. He carried his own low temperature with him
everywhere he went; he iced his office in the dog-days, and didn't thaw it one degree at
Christmas.

Scrooge always took his melancholy dinner in the same melancholy tavern, and this night
was no different. He read all the papers, and beguiled the rest of the evening with his
banker's-book, before he took himself home to bed. He lived in chambers which had once
belonged to his deceased partner.

They were a gloomy suite of rooms. It was old and dreary, for nobody lived in it but
Scrooge, the other rooms being all let out as offices. The fog and frost so hung about the
black old gateway of the house that it seemed as if the Genius of the Weather sat in mournful
meditation on the threshold.

Upon arriving in his chambers, Scrooge took off his cravat, put on his dressing gown,
slippers, and his nightcap and sat down before the fire to take his gruel; for he had a cold in
his head. It was a very low fire, indeed; nothing on such a bitter night. He was obliged to sit
close to it, and brood over it, before he could extract the least sensation of warmth from such
a handful of fuel.

SCENE 2: THE BEDROOM.

SCROOGE has moved to the door to the left of the counting house, taken off his coat and put

on a night cap and robe and sits down on the bench by the door. He is pretending to eat.
Carolers are silent

Lights up on Scrooge, sitting in front of an empty fireplace in his dressing-gown, slippers, night-
cap, eating his gruel, mumbling occasionally. His bed is near by. Suddenly calling bells begin to
ring, startling SCROOGE. It begins slowly at first, then becomes faster and louder, more
insistent. It stops just as suddenly, leaving Scrooge momentarily frozen. He goes back to his
gruel, mumbling. We hear the sound of heavy chains being dragged across a floor. Scrooge looks
up, spooked.)
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MARLEY (off stage left, In a booming voice): Scrooge!

(Scrooge springs up from his chair, dropping bowl and spoon.)
MARLEY: Scro-o-ooge!!
SCROOGE (after a pause): Humbug! I won't believe it!

(MARLEY enters slowly, a grayish-white figure bound in cash-boxes and thick ledgers
on oversized chains secured with huge padlocks, all of the same color. He stops center
stage.)

SCROOGE (eyes wide, incredulous): How's this?! What do you want with me?
MARLEY (proceeding in a dark, low tone): Much!

SCROOGE: Who are you?

MARLEY: Ask me who I was.

SCROOGE: Alright, who were you then?

MARLEY: In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.

why have you come to me?

MARLEY: It is required of every man that his spirit should walk abroad among his fellowmen,
and travel far and wide; and if that spirit does not go forth in life, it is condemned to do so after
death—and witness what it cannot share, but might have shared, and turned to happiness! Oh,
woe is me!

SCROOGE: You are fettered. Tell me why.

MARLEY: I wear the chain I forged in life. I made it link by link, yard by yard, and wore it of
my own free will. would you know the weight and length of the
strong coil you bear yourself? It was as long and heavy as this seven Christmas Eves ago. You
have labored on it since! It is a ponderous chain!

(Scrooge looks about him on the floor, seeing nothing.)

SCROOGE: Jacob, old friend, please, speak comfort to me.
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MARLEY: I have none to give. I have little time. I cannot rest, I cannot linger anywhere. My
spirit never walked beyond the narrow limits of our money-changing hole.

Yet such was I! Oh, such was I!
SCROOGE (starting to stand): But you always were a good man of business, Jacob.

MARLEY: Business?! Humankind was my business! (Scrooge falls to his knees again.) The
common welfare was my business! Charity, mercy, forbearance and benevolence, were all my
business! The dealings of my trade were but a drop of water in the comprehensive ocean of my
business! Oh, why did I walk through crowds of fellow beings with my eyes turned down, and
never raise them to that blessed Star which led the Wise Men to a poor abode? Were there no
poor homes to which its light would have conducted me? (beat) Hear me! My time is nearly
done!

SCROOGE: I will, Jacob. But don't be hard on me!

MARLEY: I am here to warn you, that you have yet a chance of escaping my fate, a chance |
have procured for you, Ebeneezer.

SCROOGE: You always were a good friend! Thankee!
MARLEY: You will be visited by three Spirits.

SCROOGE (nervously): Is...is that the chance you mention?
MARLEY: It is.

: Without their visits, you cannot hope to shun the path I tread. Expect the first
tomorrow, when the bell tolls one.

MARLEY: Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The third, upon the next night
Look to see me no more; and for your sake,
take care that you remember what has passed between us!

(MARLEY backs up, exits L. We hear screams of remorse and suffering off stage.
Scrooge attempts to shake the whole thing off.)

SCENE 3: THE BEDROOM.
(
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NARRATOR: 4nd so, Scrooge lay in his bed and thought, and thought, and thought it over, and
could make nothing of it. The more he thought, the more perplexed he was, and the more he
endeavored not to think, the more he thought.

Marley's spirit bothered him exceedingly. Every time he resolved within himself, that it was all a
dream, his mind flew back again, like a strong spring released, to its first position and presented
the same problem to be worked all through.

(Spot on the bed. SCROOGE sits up, looks around.)

SCROOGE: Was it a dream, then? (Lays back down.)

SCROOGE (jumping out of bed) Ha! The hour itself,...and nothing else!

(Pleased with himself, he gets back into bed. A figure emerges and takes position at the
head of SCROOGE'S bed. A figure emerges at the head of the bed. All lights up to full.)

SPIRIT OF PAST CHRISTMAS (SPC): Scrooge!
SCROOGE (startled, sitting up): Ahh!

(His head swivels left, as of its own accord. He sees SPC, a striking female figure with
bright flowing hair in a white robe bedecked tastefully with summer flowers, and a silver sash.
Her  expression is bright, full of life and hope. She holds a branch of green holly. A bright
light accompanies her. Her voice should be firm, yet light.)

SCROOGE: Are you the Spirit whose coming I was told about?
SPC: I am!

SCROOGE: Who, and what, are you?

SPC: I am the Spirit of Christmas Past.

SCROOGE (looking her over): Long past?

SPC: No. Your past.



A CHRISTMAS CAROL Full Script 12
Adaptation by Mike Ferrians and Brenda Chapman

What brings you here?
SPC: Your welfare, of course!

SCROOGE: I can't think of anything more conducive to my welfare than a night of uninterrupted
sleep.

SPC: Your reformation, then! Take heed! Rise, and walk with me!
(SPC takes hold of SCROOGE'S arm. He rises and walks with her.

SCENE 4: OUTDOORS.
SCROOGE: Good heaven! I was bred in this place. I was a boy here!
Look, There’s the Town Hall

SPC: Do you remember the way, Ebeneezer?
SCROOGE: Remember it! I could walk it blindfolded!

SPC: Strange, that you've forgotten it for so many years.

SCROOGE: Why, that's David Masterson! And Robert Estes! AND THERE
IS ME! Hello!

SPC: These are merely shadows of the things that have been. They are not aware of us.

SCROOGE: Poor boy! My mother died giving birth to my sister. My father grew morose and
seemed to begrudge us both ever after. (beat) I wish...but it's too late, now.

SPC: What is it?
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SCROOGE: It's nothing. There was a boy singing a Christmas Carol at my door last night. I
should like to have given him something. That's all.

SCP You WENT TO work for a wonderful man, Mr. Fezziwig, who keeps a
warehouse.

SPC: Your sister died a young woman, but she did have a child, as I recall.
SCROOGE (thoughtful): Yes, a son, my nephew. His name is Fred Hollowell.
SPC: Your nephew, Ebeneezer; the only family you have left.

SCROOGE: Yes, that is true.

SPC: Come along, Ebeneezer. It is time to see another Christmas.
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SCENE 5: BELOW FEZZIWIG'S ESTABLISHMENT.

SPC: Do you know this place?

SCROOGE: Know it! This is where I was apprenticed! Look! It's old Fezziwig! Bless his heart!
Fezziwig, alive again! And there's Dick Wilkins! We were the best of friends!

(

Fezziwig said: No more work tonight, my boys!
It's Christmas Eve! . Life is too
short for all work and no play. | He said it's time for a party! And we all had a party.

SPC: It's such a small thing, to make these silly people feel so much gratitude and joy.
SCROOGE: Small thing!

SPC: Is it not? After all, what did he do, this Fezziwig? Spent a few pounds on a party. Does he
deserve such praise as this?

SCROOGE: It isn't that, Spirit. Why, Mr. Fezziwig has the power to make us happy or unhappy.
He can make our work pleasant or miserable, just in the way he looks at us, and the way he
addresses us! A thousand such little things add up, you know, until the happiness he gives is as
great as if it cost a fortune, and...

(
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SPC: What is it?
SCROOGE: Nothing.
SPC: Something, I think.

SCROOGE: No, no. It's...it's just that I would like to be able to say a word or two to my clerk
just now. That's all.

SPC: Come, Ebeneezer, my time grows short.

(Scrooge goes back to the bed)
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SCENE 7: THE BEDROOM
(NARRATOR on apron. Piano: “Carol of the Bells,” slowly.)

NARRATOR: After this mighty struggle, if that can be called a struggle, Scrooge was conscious
of being exhausted, and overcome by an irresistible drowsiness, and, further, of being in his own
bedroom once again. He barely had time to reel to bed before he sank into a heavy sleep.

(SCROOGE wakes himself from a “prodigiously tough snore” and sits up in bed to dim
spot. He looks around, expecting another ghost. Just as he goes to lie down again, he hears...)

Spirit of Christmas Present (SCP): Ha ha ha ha! Ha ha ha Ha ha! A-HA HA HA HA HA HA!
SCROOGE! EBENEEZER SCROOGE!

(As SCROOGE alights from bed, lights up to reveal SCP seated on a throne upon a
platform lit with a thousand lights, bedecked with mistletoe, and heaped with a feast fit for a
king. He is an impressive figure in full beard, wearing a green robe trimmed in white fur and
crowned with a holly wreath. He holds a golden torch in his hand which is filled with start dust.
SCROOGE approaches gingerly.)
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SCP: Come! Come here and know me better, man!...I am the Spirit of Christmas Present. You
have never seen the likes of me before, eh? Ha ha ha ha!

SCROOGE: No, never. AND I WISH THE PLEASURE HAD BEEN
INDEFINITELY POSTPONED

SCP (standing): Take hold of my robe, Ebeneezer Scrooge!
SCROOGE: Where, pray tell, are we going?
SCP: You will see!
(SCROOGE reaches out nervously and touches the robe. Lights out, curtain.)

SCENE 8: CRATCHIT HOME.
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MRS. CRATCHIT, BELINDA, AND TWO YOUNGER CRATCHITS ARE NEAR THE CH ENTRANCE, THE
OLDER ONES SITTING ON THE BENCH, THE YOUNGER ONES PLAYING

MRS. CRATCHIT: What has ever got your precious father then? And your brother, Tiny Tim?

MRS. CRATCHIT: Well, never mind. You are home now! Sit down and warm yourself, dear.
BELINDA: Father will be home any minute.

TWO YOUNGER CRATCHITS: Come, Tim! Come hear the pudding singing in the copper!
(They bear him oft.)
MRS. CRATCHIT: And did little Tim behave himself in church?

CRATCHIT: He did. As good as gold, and better. Somehow he gets thoughtful sitting by himself
so much, and thinks the strangest things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped
the people saw him in the church, because he was a cripple, and it might be pleasant for them to
remember, on Christmas Day, who made lame beggars walk and blind men see... But he's
growing stronger every day, I just know it!

MRS. CRATCHIT: BELINDA help me with the goose.
(Children cheering.) PETER: There's such a goose, Father, such as we've
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never had before!
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(MRS. CRACHIT re-enters in high procession with a small goose on a platter, followed in
parade by BELINDA and THE TWO YOUNGER CRATCHITS. It is placed on the
table and all are seated.)

THE CHILDREN: Such a goose!...Just smell the sage and onion!...Mother outdid herself this
year...We got it for a good price, Father!...It wasn't expensive at all!

CRATCHIT (standing and raising his cup): A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!
ALL: God bless us!
TINY TIM: God bless us, everyone!

(Lights dim on the table as dinner is served, under the following.)

SCROOGE: I had no idea Cratchit had a crippled son.
SCP: I wonder why.
SCROOGE: Tell me, Spirit. Will the boy live?

SCP: I see a vacant seat at this table, and a crutch without an owner, carefully preserved. If these
shadows remain unaltered by the future, the child will die.

SCROOGE (startled): No, no, that cannot be. Say he will be spared.

SCP: If these shadows remain unaltered by the future, none other of my race will find him here.
But what difference does it make? If he is likely to die, then let him die, and decrease the surplus
population!

SCROOGE (stung): You use my own words against me.
SCP: Yes! So that in the future perhaps you will hold your tongue until you have discovered
what the surplus population is, and where it is. Who are you to decide who shall live and who

shall die? It may be that in the sight of Heaven, you are more worthless and less fit to live than
millions like this poor man's child!

CRATCHIT: And now, dear ones, a toast. I give you Mr. Scrooge, the founder of our feast.

MRS. CRATCHIT: Hmph! The founder of our feast, indeed! I wish I had him here. I'd give him
a piece of my mind to feast upon, and hope he'd have a good appetite for it.

CRATCHIT: My dear. The children. Christmas Day.

MRS. CRATCHIT: It should be Christmas Day, when one would drink the health of such an
odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Ebeneezer Scrooge. No one knows it better than you, Bob.

CRATCHIT: My dear. Have a little charity.

MRS. CRATCHIT (after a pause): Oh, alright, then. I'll drink his health, for your sake and the
Day's sake, but not for his. (raising her cup) Long life to him! A very Merry Christmas and a
Happy New Year! I've no doubt he'll be very merry, indeed, and very happy!

CRATCHIT: To Mr. Scrooge.
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MARTHA: To Mr. Scrooge.
ALL: To Mr. Scrooge.

(All drink. SCP approaches and sprinkles star dust liberally on the Cratchit table. At
which the family brightensup.)

CRATCHIT: I think it's time for a song.

TINY TIM: A Christmas Carol!

MRS. CRATCHIT: What shall we sing?
(TINY TIM begins “Hark! The Herald Angels Sing!” All join in.)
(Curtain.)

ACT 2
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SCENE 2: THE DARKNESS.

SCENE 2: THE DARKNESS Move towards downstage left, a graveyard is at the end. Old Joe James Meek 11/15/2015 11:10 AM
is standing near the railing with a pile of old curtains and a mans shirt

James Meek 11/15/2015 11:10 AM
Deleted: the body
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SCROOGE: I take it that I am in the presence of the Spirit of Christmas Yet To Come?
(SCY slowly nods.)

SCROOGE: You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not happened, but will
happen in the time before us. Is that not so, Spirit?

(SCY nods.)
SCROOGE: Spirit! I fear you more than any specter I have seen. Will you not speak to me?
(SCY lifts its arm and points beyond SCROOGE.)

SCROOGE (seeing that he is powerless to engage it): Very well! Lead on, then! The night is
passing fast, and it is precious time to me. Lead on, Spirit!

(
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collection of junk in and out of boxes—old iron, rags, old clothes, moldy books, bottles,
etc. Two old crones and a man in black slink into the scene, carrying bundles, as
SCROOGE  observes.)

[(SCY turns and points in the opposite direction, revealing a greasy, bedraggled old man
standing by a pile of ghirts, curtains and sheets

MRS. OLIVER: I was here first! Mrs. Dilber shall be after me, and then the undertaker's man
can be third. Isn't this something, Joe. All of us met here without meaning it.

OLD JOE: You couldn't have met in a better place. Come in and sit! Don't be shy, we're all
suitable to our calling. We're well matched, to be sure! Ha ha! Come in!

(MRS. OLIVER throws her bundle to the floor and plops herself down on a stool with a
sigh.)
MRS. OLIVER: What odds then? What odds, Mrs. Dilber? Every person has a right to take care
of themselves. He always did!
MRS. DILBER: That's true, indeed! No man more so.
MRS. OLIVER: Well then, don't stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; who's the wiser?
We're not going to pick holes in each other's coats, I suppose?
MRS. DILBER: No, indeed!
MR. TACKLETON: We should hope not.
MRS. OLIVER: Very well then. Who's the worse for the loss of a few things like these? Not a
dead man, I suppose?
MRS. DILBER: No, indeed!
MRS. OLIVER: If he wanted to keep 'em after he was dead, the wicked old screw, why wasn't he

more natural in his lifetime? If he had been, he'd have had somebody to look after him when he
was struck with death...instead of lying, gasping out his last there...all alone...by himself.

MR. TACKLETON: It's the truest word that ever was spoke, Mrs. Oliver. It's a judgment on him.

MRS. OLIVER: I wish it was a little heavier one; and it should have been, you can count on it, if
I could have laid my hands on anything else. Now, open that bundle, old Joe, and let me know
it's value to ye. Speak out plain. I'm not afraid to be the first, nor afraid for them to see it. We
knew pretty well that we were helping ourselves, before we met here, I believe. It's no sin to see
to one's livelihood.

(MR. TACKLETON steps forward, not to be outdone, and produces his plunder.)

OLD JOE: Aha! Mr. Tackleton has been a busy man...Let's see, a seal..a pencil-case...a pair of
sleeve buttons...hm...I'll give ye one pound eight—and not another sixpence, if I was to be boiled
for not doing it. Who's next?

(Mrs. Dilber presents her bundle. OLD JOE brings out sheets, towels, a few articles of
clothing, some silver.)
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OLD JOE: Four pounds, six shillings and twopence— [for his bed curtains and clothes. Took it
down, rings and all with him lying there. And why not? He isn’t likely to take cold without em, I
dare say. And his best silk shirt. They’d have wasted it, if it hadn’t been for me — putting it on him to
be buried in.

This is the end of it you see.. He scared every one away from him when he was alive, to profit us when
he was dead! Ha ha ha! He had no one to care for him, to bury him proper.]

SCROOGE: Spirit, [I see, I see. The case if this unappy man might be my own. Spirit ] this is a
fearful place. In leaving it, I shall not leave its lesson, Trust me, Let us go.

(SCY turns and points opposite. Lights come up on a family table, where two children are seated.
The mother is pacing back and forth. Her husband enters. He is somber but not
Without hope.)
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THOMAS: No. There is hope yet, Caroline.

CAROLINE: Only if he repents, that old miser. Nothing is past hope if such a miracle has
happened.

THOMAS: He is past repenting, dear. He is dead.

CAROLINE: Dead! Oh, God be praised! Oh!...Lord, forgive me!

POOR CHILD 3: (Pantomiming) I’m Mr. Scrooge, you are all out on the streets!
POOR CHILD 1: No, please Mr. Scrooge, just a little more time!

POOR CHILD 2: Mercy, Mr. Scrooge

POOR CHILD 3 (Grabs chest and falls) and the others dance around his prone body

THOMAS: I thought he was merely trying to avoid me. But what I had been told is quite true.
Not only was he very ill, but he was dying, even then.

CAROLINE: To whom will our debt be transferred?

THOMAS: I don't know. But before that time we will be ready with the money. And even if we
weren't, it would be bad fortune indeed to find a creditor who was as merciless as he! We may
sleep tonight with light hearts, Caroline!

(spot out)
SCROOGE: Spirit! I ask to see some emotion connected with this man's death, and you show me
only pleasure. I demand to be shown some tenderness connected with a death!

SCENE 3: CRATCHIT HOME.

(Sound of wind and thunder. SCROOGE turns to see the Cratchit family table. The
children are seated quietly. MRS. CRATCHIT and the older girls are sewing. PETER is
reading from the Bible.)

PETER: “And he took a child, and set him in the midst of them. And he said to them, "Whenever
you welcome a little child, you welcome me."”

MRS. CRATCHIT (briefly overcome with emotion, setting down her work, endeavoring to
recover quickly): This color hurts my eyes...There, better now. The candlelight makes them weak,
and [ wouldn't show weak eyes to your father when he comes home. Not for the world. It must

be near his time.

PETER: Past it, rather. But I think he's walked a little slower than he used to, these last few
evenings, Mother.

MRS. CRATCHIT: Yes..I've known him to walk with...I have known him to walk with Tiny Tim
upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.

PETER: And so have I.
BELINDA: And so have 1.
ALL: And so have I.

MRS. CRATCHIT: But he was very light to carry. And his father loved him so, that it was no
trouble, no trouble at all. (listening) Is that your father, now?
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SCENE 4: GRAVEYARD.

SCROOGE: Spirit, something tells me that the moment of our parting is at hand. I know it but I
don't know how. Tell me, the man who was spoken of, the one who died, tell me who he was.

(SCY points opposite—or to apron—where lights come up on a graveyard scene.
SCROOGE is hesitant, loathe to go. Piano quietly under.)
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SCROOGE (nervous and afraid): Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point, answer
me one question. Are these the shadows of the things that will be, or are they the shadows of
things that may be, only?

(SCY points to the gravestone.)

SCROOGE (desperate): The course of a man's life, if persevered in, will determine certain ends;
T accept it. But if he departs from those courses, the ends must change. Say it is so with what you
show me!

(SCY continues pointing. SCROOGE creeps toward the stone, trembling. Seeing the
name inscribed there, he falls to his knees.)

SCROOGE: No, no, it can't be! Am I that man?! Am I the man who died whom no one
mourned? Say it isn't so, Spirit! Say it isn't so!
(SCY points to SCROOGE and back to the stone.)

SCROOGE (crying now): Spirit! Hear me! I am not the man I was. I will not be the man I must
have been but for your intervention. Why show me this, if I am past all hope?

(SCY hand begins to shake.)

SCROOGE: Surely your nature intercedes for me, and pities me. Assure me that I may yet
change these shadows you have shown me, by a changed life!

(SCY hand continues to tremble.)

SCROOGE: I will honor Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will remember
the lessons of the Past; I will live in the Present; I will live toward the Future. The spirits of all
three will strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that they teach. Oh, tell me that I may
sponge away the writing on this stone!

(SCROOGE grasps the SCY'S hand, grabs at the robe, pleading, crying, pulling the figure
down into a pile of black as he pleads, as spot dims to black. Curtain.)

SCENE 5: THE BEDROOM.

(We hear CAROLERS off stage with “We Wish You A Merry Christmas” as lights
come up on SCROOGE'S bedroom at right, as before. He is “waking” from a sob. Lights up.
The chimes are tolling EIGHT.)

SCROOGE: Wha...? Where am 1? Wait...what day is this? It's morning, but what day? How long
have I been with the Spirits? I don't know. (pinching himself) But I'm alive. I'm alive!

They are still here! They're not torn down. They are here. I am here! Woo-hoo!
(jumping on the bed like a boy) I don't know what to do! I feel light as a feather. I'm happy as an
angel! I'm as merry as a school-boy!

(He runs to his window, looking out. Two children appear - a boy & a girl, R.
He is the same boy who attempted to sing to SCROOGE at the counting house.)
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SCROOGE: Hallo! You, boy! What day is it?
(Children, seeing SCROOGE, makes to turn and
run) SCROOGE: Wait, don't be afraid my boy! What day
is it?
GIRL/BOY: What day is it?
SCROOGE: Ha ha ha! Yes! What day is it today?
BOY: Why, it's Christmas Day!
SCROOGE: Christmas Day! Are you quite sure, my good fellow?
BOY: I should say I am.

SCROOGE: Then the Spirits have done it all in one night. Why, of course, they can do anything
they like! Of course they can. Ha ha! Hallo, my fine fellow!

BOY & GIRL: Hallo!
SCROOGE: Do you know the Poulterer's, in the next street but one, at the corner?
GIRL: I should hope I did.

SCROOGE: What a wonderful child. A remarkable child! Do you know whether they've sold
the prize turkey that was hanging up there?

BOY: What, the one as big as me?

SCROOGE: What a delightful boy! A pleasure talking with him. Yes, my buck, the one as big as
you!

GIRL: It's hanging there now.
SCROOGE: It is? Why, then you must go and buy it. Yes, go and buy it now.
BOY & GIRL (looking around): Police!

SCROOGE: Oh, no, no. I really do mean it. Go and buy it, and tell them to bring it 'round, so
that I can give them directions where to deliver it. Come back with the man and I'll give you a
each a shilling. Come back with him in less than five minutes and I'll give you each half'a
crown!

(BOY & GIRL look at each other and turn and are off like a shot.)

SCROOGE: Ha ha ha! (beginning to dress) I'll send it to Bob Cratchit's! He won't know who
sent it. I won't tell him! Ha ha! It's twice the size of Tiny Tim! Oh...Tiny Tim...Tiny Tim will
live. On my soul, Tiny Tim will live!...

A Merry
Christmas to everybody! A happy New Year to all the world! Ha ha ha!

SCENE 6: OUTDOORS.
(Bedroom is whisked off R. SCROOGE is dressed.)
(BOY returns R with POULTERER.)
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(MR. JEEVES and MR. HOWELL enter R, quietly chatting. SCROOGE turns, sees them,
hurries to them.)

SCROOGE: My dear sir (taking JEEVES by both hands) How do you do? I hope you did well
yesterday. It was a very good thing to do. A very good thing.

JEEVES (incredulous): Mr. Scrooge?

SCROOGE: Yes. That is my name. I fear it isn't pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your
forgiveness. And yours, too, sir!

HOWELL: Yes, sir.
SCROOGE: And will you have the goodness—(SCROOGE whispers in HOWELL'S ear)
HOWELL: Lord, bless me! My dear Mr. Scrooge, are you quite serious?

SCROOGE: If you please. Not a farthing less. A great many back-payments are included in it, T
assure you. Will you do me that favor?

HOWELL: My dear sir, I don't know what to say to such generos...

SCROOGE: Don't say anything, please. Come and see me sometime! Will you come and see me,
both of you?
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JEEVES & HOWELL: We will! We will!

SCROOGE: Thank'ee. I am much obliged to you. I thank you fifty times. Bless you both, and a
Merry Christmas!

(SCROOGE, JEEVES, and HOWELL exit. Lights out. Curtain.)
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SCENE 8: THE COUNTING HOUSE.

(Lights up on Apron R. We are back in SCROOGE'S counting-house. It is the day after
Christmas. SCROOGE is sitting at his desk with a mischievous smile on his face,
humming to  himself as he works. “Caroling, Caroling” off quietly. CRATCHIT enters.)

SCROOGE (looking up with a feigned scowl and growl): What is this?

CRATCHIT: Morning, sir.

SCROOGE: Mr. Cratchit, you are late, sir.

CRATCHIT: Yes, sir.

SCROOGE: What do you mean by coming here at this time of day?

CRATCHIT (terrified): I am very sorry, sir. I am behind my time.

SCROOGE (alighting from his desk): Step this way, if you please, Cratchit.
(They meet at CRATCHIT'S desk.)

CRATCHIT: It's only once a year, sir. It shall not be repeated. I was making rather merry
yesterday, with my family.

SCROOGE: Now, I'll tell you what, my friend. I am not going to stand for this any longer. And
therefore...and therefore...

(From behind his back he produces a leather bag full of coins)

SCROOGE: And therefore...I am going to double your salary! (throws the bag on the desk and
crunches CRATCHIT in a magnificent embrace) Yes, Bob Cratchit! Ha ha ha! I am going to
double your salary
And I will endeavor to assist your family in any way I can...
Now, you needn't say a thing. Come with me. We
will discuss the particulars over a bowl of smoking bishop before you so much as dot another i,
Bob Cratchit!
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(SCROOGE and CRATCHIT exit L. Lights up on stage. CAROLERS appear, singing.
NARRATOR stands at left apron, as before.)

/Solicitor: Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more.
And to Tiny Tim, who did NOT die, he was a second father.

(SCROOGE appears L with TINY TIM in hand, who is walking without his crutch; and
the CRATCHIT family following.)

Solicitor: He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, as
the good old city knew.

(SCROOGE and CRATCHIT'S center stage, surrounded by CAROLERS.)

/Solicitor: And ever afterward it was always said of Ebeneezer Scrooge that he
knew how to keep Christmas, and keep it well, if any man alive possessed the knowledge. May
that be truly said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed...

CAST: GOD BLESS US, EVERYONE!

(CAST breaks out in “Hark! The Herald Angels Sing!”, audience to join in, under
bows.)

THE END



