
A Christmas Carol 
 

Cast List: 

Narrator (5-8) 

Ebenezer Scrooge (4-5) 

Bob Cratchit (2-3) 

Fred, Scrooge’s Nephew 

Mr. Charlton 

Mr. Bentley 

Carolers* 

Jacob Marley’s Ghost 

Ghost of Christmas Past 

Young Boy Ebenezer 

Young Boy #1 

Young Boy #2 

Young Boy #3 

Fezziwig 

Mrs. Fezziwig 

Dick Wilkins? 

Belle 

Dancers/ Partygoers (6-8) 

Ghost of Christmas Present 

Arguing Man or Woman #1 

Arguing Man or Woman #2 

Marketgoers and Vendors (8-10) 

Mrs. Cratchit 

Martha 

Belinda 

Peter 

Tiny Tim 

Ignorance 

Want 

Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come 

Mr. Henry 

Mr. Kingsbury 

Mr. Wellington 

John 

Caroline 

 

NARRATOR: Marley was dead, to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about that. This must be 

distinctly understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the story I am going to relate. The register of 

his burial was signed. Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge's name was good upon the exchange, for anything 

he chose to put his hand to. Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail. 

 

[During this narration, the tour is led to the door of the counting house and they enter and take their 

places during the next narration.] 

 

NARRATOR. Scrooge never painted out old Marley’s name. There it stood, years afterwards, above 

the door: Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes people new to business called Scrooge Scrooge, and 



sometimes Marley, but he answered to both names. It was all the same to him. But he was a tight-fisted 

hand at the grindstone, Scrooge! A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous old 

sinner! He carried his own low temperature always about with him; he iced his office on dog days; and 

didn’t thaw it one degree at Christmas.  

FRED: (Entering through the audience. Cheerfully) A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you! 

SCROOGE. Bah! Humbug! 

FRED: Christmas a humbug, uncle! You don't mean that, I am sure? 

SCROOGE. I do. “Merry Christmas!” What reason have you to be merry? You're poor enough. 

FRED: Come, then… What reason have you to be dismal? You're rich enough. 

SCROOGE. Bah! Humbug. 

FRED: Don't be cross, uncle! 

SCROOGE. (indignantly) What else can I be, when I live in such a world of fools? Merry Christmas! 

What's Christmas time to you but a time for paying bills without money; a time for finding yourself a 

year older, but 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! 

FRED: (pleading) Uncle! 

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

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

SCROOGE. Let me leave it alone, then. Much good may it do you! Much good it has ever done you! 

FRED: There are many things from which I have derived good, by which I have not profited, I dare say, 

Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always thought of Christmas time, when it has come 

round, as a good time; a forgiving, charitable, pleasant time. And therefore, uncle, though it has never 

put a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me good, and will do me good and I 

say God bless it! 

(Bob Cratchit involuntarily applaudes; becoming immediately sensible of the impropriety.) 

SCROOGE. Let me hear another sound from you, and you'll keep your Christmas by losing your 

situation! 

FRED: Don't be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us tomorrow. 

SCROOGE. I think not. 

FRED: I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you; why can we not be friends? 

SCROOGE. Good, evening, Nephew. 

FRED: I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolute. We have never had any quarrel, to which I 

have been a party. But I intend to keep my Christmas humor to the last. So A Merry Christmas, uncle! 

SCROOGE. Good evening!  

FRED: And A Happy New Year!  

SCROOGE. Good evening! 

[as Fred leaves he bids farewell to Bob Cratchit] 

FRED: A Merry Christmas, Bob! And God bless your good wife and family. 

BOB CRATCHIT. Thank you, sir. And a Happy New Year to you also! 

[Fred exits as two robust philanthropists enter.] 

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

Mr. Marley? 



SCROOGE. Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years. He died seven years ago this very night. 

MR. CHARLTON: We have no doubt his generosity is well represented by his surviving partner. 

MR. BENTLEY: At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge a few of us are endeavoring to raise a 

fund to buy the poor some meat and drink, and means of warmth. Many thousands are in want of 

common necessities. 

SCROOGE. Are there no prisons? 

MR. BENTLEY: Plenty of prisons. 

SCROOGE. And the Union workhouses. Are they still in operation?  

MR. BENTLEY: They are. I wish I could say they were not.  

SCROOGE. Oh, good! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had occurred to stop 

them in their useful course. I'm very glad to hear it. 

MR. CHARLTON. We choose this time to help because it is a time when Want is more keenly felt, and 

Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for? 

SCROOGE. Nothing! 

MR. BENTLEY: You wish to be anonymous? 

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 support the 

establishments I have mentioned - they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there. 

MR. CHARLTON Many can't go there; and many would rather die. 

SCROOGE. If they would rather die, they had better do it, and decrease the surplus population. It's 

enough for one man to understand his own business, and not to interfere with other people's. Mine 

occupies me constantly. Good evening, gentlemen! 

MR. BENTLEY: Good evening to you, Mr. Scrooge! 

MR. CHARLTON Mr. Scrooge! 

[They exit] 

BOB CRATCHIT. Shall I close up now, sir? 

SCROOGE. And you'll want the whole day tomorrow, I suppose? 

BOB CRATCHIT. If it’s quite convenient, sir. 

SCROOGE. It's not convenient, and it's not fair. If I were to take half-a-crown out of your wages for it, 

you'd think yourself ill-used, wouldn’t you? And yet you don't think me ill-used, when I pay a day's 

wages for no work. 

BOB CRATCHIT. It’s only once a year, sir. 

SCROOGE. 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. 

[They both ready themselves to exit.] 

BOB CRATCHIT. I will, sir. Thank you! A Merry Christmas, sir! 

SCROOGE. Bah! Humbug I tell you! 

 

[Bob Cratchit practically sprints out the door through the audience and is quickly out of sight. 

SCROOGE takes his time putting on coat and scarf and hat and as he is preparing, the tour guide 

ushers the tour out into the hall. SCROOGE emerges and locks the counting house door, before 

proceeding to the outside exit, followed by the tour. Once outside, they follow him up the sidewalk.] 

 



NARRATOR. Bob Cratchit, though he was scarcely dressed for the weather, being too poor to own a 

proper greatcoat, joined the local children on Cornhill and slid on the ice with them for half an hour, in 

honour of Christmas Eve. Then he ran home to Camden Town as hard as he could go, to play games all 

evening with his family. 

 

[After this narration, SCROOGE encounters either urchins or carolers on the street and has a 

confrontation of some kind with them.]  

 

NARRTOR. Scrooge, on the other hand, took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy tavern; 

having read all the newspapers, and spent the rest of the evening with his banker's-book, went to his 

dismal house. Darkness is cheap. And Scrooge liked it. The yard was so dark that even Scrooge, who 

knew its every stone, had to grope with his hands through the fog and the frost to find the door. Scrooge 

walked through his rooms to see that all was right. Sitting-room. Bedroom. Lumber-room. All as they 

should be. Nobody under the table, nobody under the sofa, nobody under the bed, nobody in the closet. 

Close the door. He locked himself in. He double-locked himself in. And took off his cravat; put on his 

dressing-gown and slippers, and his nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his gruel. 

 

[During this narration, the tour follows SCROOGE down the street and to his house and inside, getting 

into position as Scrooge sits down for the next scene in Scrooge’s bedroom. EDIT – allow Scrooge to 

get a bit ahead so he can adjust his costume.] 

 

[As SCROOGE sits by the fireplace, MARLEY’S apparition appears briefly in the flames.] 

 

MARLEY. Scrooge… 

SCROOGE. (Terrified) Marley?! 

 

[As the apparition fades, Scrooge gets up and walks around the room, agitated and frightened. Suddenly 

a bell begins to ring loudly and the sound of clanking is heard from above. The clanking gets louder and 

Scrooge begins to cower as the Ghost of MARLEY appears at the top of the stairs.] 

 

SCROOGE. Who are you? 

MARLEY. Ask me who I was. 

SCROOGE. Who were you then? 

MARLEY. In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley. You don't believe in me! 

SCROOGE. I don't. 

MARLEY. What evidence would you have of my reality beyond that of your senses? 

SCROOGE. I don't know. 

MARLEY. Why do you doubt your senses? 

SCROOGE. Because a little thing affects them. A slight disorder of the stomach upsets them. You may 

be an undigested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a fragment of an underdone potato. 

There's more of gravy than of grave about you, whatever you are! 

 

[Marley's ghost gives an agonizing wail, shaking his chains forcefully. Scrooge falls to his knees.] 



 

SCROOGE. Mercy! Dreadful apparition, why do you trouble me? 

MARLEY. Man of the worldly mind! Do you believe in me or not? 

SCROOGE. I do. I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, and why do they come to me? 

MARLEY. It is required of every man, that the spirit within him should walk abroad among his fellow-

men, and travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is condemned to do so after death. 

It is doomed to wander through the world - oh, woe is me! And witness what it cannot share, but might 

have shared on earth, and turned to happiness! 

 

[MARLEY shakes his chains and moans pitifully.] 

 

SCROOGE. Why do you wear these chains, Jacob? 

MARLEY. I wear the chain I forged in life. I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my 

own free will. Is its pattern strange to you, or would you know the weight and length of the strong chain 

you bear yourself? Yours was just as heavy and long as this seven Christmas Eves ago. You have 

labored on it, since. It is a ponderous chain! 

SCROOGE. Oh, speak comfort to me, Jacob. 

MARLEY. I have none to give. My spirit never walked beyond our counting-house – LISTEN! -  in life 

my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our money-changing hole.  

SCROOGE. But you were always a good man of business, Jacob. 

MARLEY. Business! Mankind was my business. The common welfare was my business! The dealings 

of my trade were but a drop of water in the comprehensive ocean of my business! Hear me! My time is 

nearly gone. I am here tonight to warn you, that you have yet a chance and hope of escaping my fate. A 

chance and hope I have procured for you, Ebenezer. 

SCROOGE. You were always a good friend to me. Thank you. 

MARLEY. You will be haunted by three Spirits. 

SCROOGE. Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob? 

MARLEY. It is. 

SCROOGE. I - I think I'd rather not. 

MARLEY. Without their visits you cannot hope to shun the path I tread. Expect the first when the bell 

tolls. Now look to see me no more; and for your own sake, remember what has passed between us! . . . 

Remember, Ebenezer! [Marley exists.] 

[GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT appears in a flash of light from a concealed space behind the 

group and passes through the group to arrive at SCROOGE.] 

 

SCROOGE. Are you the Spirit, the Spectre, whose coming was foretold to me? 

CHRISTMAS PAST. I am. 

SCROOGE. Who, and what are you? 

CHRISTMAS PAST. I am the Ghost of Christmas Past. 

SCROOGE. Long past? 

CHRISTMAS PAST. No, your past. 

SCROOGE. What is your concern? 

CHRISTMAS PAST. Your welfare. 



SCROOGE. Thank you, but I think a night of unbroken rest would be more beneficial. 

CHRISTMAS PAST. Your reclamation, then. Take heed! Rise, walk with me! 

 

[They exit the building and immediately come upon several boys playing tag or similar.] 

 

SCROOGE. Why, there’s Jack! And William! Hello, Gregory! And up there is the old schoolhouse 

where we were boys together!  

 

[The NARRATOR rings the bell. The boys all stop what they are doing and run OFF, shouting to one 

another about going home for Christmas, leaving CHILD SCROOGE behind sitting on a bench alone.]  

 

CHRISTMAS PAST. And yet the schoolyard is not completely deserted this holiday. A solitary child, 

yourself Ebenezer, sits there still, unclaimed by friends or family. 

SCROOGE. I know it. [He cries.] 

CHRISTMAS PAST. Come Ebenezer. Come and see yourself in a happier time. 

 

[They walk on to the next building, where the bustle of Fezziwig’s Christmas Party is begining.] 

 

CHRISTMAS PAST. Do you know this place, Ebenezer? 

SCROOGE. Know it? I was an apprentice here! Why, its old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it's Fezziwig - 

alive again and preparing for one of his famous Christmas parties! 

FEZZIWIG. Yo ho, there! Ebenezer Scrooge! Dick Wilkins! 

SCROOGE. Dick Wilkins, to be sure! 

FEZZIWIG. Yo ho, my boys! No more work tonight. It’s Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer! 

Let's have the shop closed up, before any man can say 'Jack Robinson!’ Clear away, my lads, now’s the 

time for dancing! Look sharp Ebenezer, I believe Miss Belle is wanting for a partner! Now, where is that 

gorgeous creature that God, in his bounty, has made mistress of my heart and home? (Spotting his wife.) 

Oh, there you are, my dear! Shall we dance? 

 

[They put their ledgers and quills away and the musicians begin the dance. Young Scrooge and Belle 

dance a bit then move prominently to put their heads together. He kisses her hand and possibly 

proposes. Figure out how the actors will be heard over the music.]  

 

SCROOGE. [Over the action] Good old Fezziwig! Such a joyous gathering… look how jolly they all 

are! We all are!  

CHRISTMAS PAST. A small gathering to make these silly folks so full of gratitude.  

SCROOGE. Small! 

CHRISTMAS PAST. Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your mortal money: three of four at 

the most. Is it so much that he deserves this praise? 

SCROOGE. It isn't that! It isn't that, Spirit. He had the power to render us happy or unhappy; to make 

our service light or burdensome; a pleasure or a toil. His power was in words and looks; in things so 

slight that it is impossible to add and count them up: what then? The happiness he gave was as great as if 

it cost a fortune. 



 

[He looks sheepishly and guiltily at the Ghost.] 

 

CHRISTMAS PAST. What is the matter? 

SCROOGE. Nothing particular. 

CHRISTMAS PAST. Something, I think? 

SCROOGE. No, no. I should like to be able to say a word or two to my clerk, Bob Cratchit, just now. 

That's all. 

CHRISTMAS PAST. My time grows short but there is one more memory. 

 

[Lights dim to Belle and Scrooge sitting alone. Possibly a curtain is drawn since there will be room for 

one.]  

 

YOUNG SCROOGE. Belle, you cannot mean what you are saying! 

BELLE. It matters little, now. Another Idol has displaced me – a golden one! 

YOUNG SCROOGE. Such is the way of the world! There is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty; 

and there is nothing it condemns so severely as the pursuit of wealth! 

BELLE. You fear the world too much. I have seen your nobler aspirations fall off one by one until the 

passion for gain engrosses you. Have I not? 

YOUNG SCROOGE. What of it? I am not changed toward you... am I? 

BELLE. Aren’t you? Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both poor and content to be 

so. When it was made, you were another man. 

YOUNG SCROOGE. I was a boy. 

BELLE. Your own feeling tells you that you are not what you were. If you were free to choose, would 

you seek me out now? A dowerless girl who can bring you nothing but herself and her love, you who 

now weigh everything by gain? I release you from your promise. May you be happy in the life you’ve 

chosen.  

 

[She turns her face from him and he exits. She begins to sob loudly.] 

 

SCROOGE. Spirit, show me no more! 

CHRISTMAS PAST. I told you these were shadows of the things that have been. That they are what 

they are, do not blame me! 

 

[Light fades on Belle, sitting alone. EDIT – Or she exits. Which would probably be simpler. Scrooge 

falls to his knees looking up to the Ghost.] 

 

SCROOGE. Remove me! I cannot bear it! 

 

[They and the tour exit the building. Allow Scrooge and Ghost to pass a ways in front, out of easy 

earshot. Following narration during exit.] 

 



NARRATOR. (Walking) As they traveled outside time, The Ghost of Christmas Past showed Ebenezer 

what had become of the woman who might have been his wife. A Christmas gathering filled the 

comfortable parlor of a house in the country. He saw a large brood of happy children around Belle, eyes 

shining as she opened her Christmas trinket, a gold pin. Scrooge saw a handsome man who helped settle 

the pin in the fine lace at her throat and who followed with a loving embrace. He wept for the thought 

that this life might have been his.  

 

[Arriving at the Northeast corner of the Courthouse.] 

 

SCROOGE. Spirit, leave me! Haunt me no longer! 

 

[CHRISTMAS PAST points towards the next stop, where CHRISTMAS PRESENT will be waiting and 

stands in quiet dignity as SCROOGE and the tour pass away from him. This will be another place for 

the beacon bell. Tour and SCROOGE approach CHRISTMAS PRESENT, who is bathed in light and 

surrounded by items of a bountiful harvest.] 

 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Ebenezer Scrooge! Come here and know me better, man! I am the Ghost of 

Christmas Present. Look upon me! You have never seen the like of me before! 

SCROOGE. Never. 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Have you never walked forth with any of my previous brothers, then? 

SCROOGE. I am afraid I have not. Have you had many brothers, Spirit? 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. More than eighteen hundred! 

SCROOGE. A tremendous family to provide for! ...Spirit, conduct me where you will and let me learn 

what you have to teach.  

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Touch my robe! 

 

[They step around the corner where people can be seen bustling through the Christmas Market.] 

 

MAN 1. The Grocers'! I must get to the Grocers'! They are soon to close. 

 

[As he crosses, another man bumps into him.] 

 

MAN 2. Watch where you’re going now! 

MAN 1. Who are you to tell me to watch? You're the bumbler! 

 

[The Spirit sprinkles Joy and Peace from his horn of plenty on the two.]  

 

MAN 2. I am truly sorry fellow. Here we are, having an argument on this most joyous day.  

MAN 1. Forgive me, friend. I am at fault, and have a Merry Christmas! 

MAN 2. And a Happy New Year to you, my friend! 

ALL MARKET GOERS. (Interacting with the tour is encouraged here.) Ad-libbed good wishes. 

Throw in a Mazel Tov!  

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Come, Ebenezer, there is much more to see.  



 

{Include the following lines as a form of narration from Christmas Present as the two walk to Bob 

Cratchit’s house.} 

 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. There are some upon this earth of yours, who claim to know my kind, and 

who do their deeds of passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our name. But they 

are as strange to us and all our kin, as if they had never lived. We do not know them. Remember that, 

and charge their doings to themselves, not us.       Ah, here we are! 

 

[They enter the Cratchit home. SCROOGE and CHRISTMAS PRESENT proceed up the stairs to observe 

from the balcony as the lights come up on the family. This permits the children to get into place for 

IGNORANCE and WANT and the door of the balcony allow for entrances and exits during the next.] 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Whatever is keeping your Father and Tiny Tim? And surely Martha wasn’t this 

late last Christmas, I wonder? 

 

[MARTHA enters.] 

 

MARTHA. I’m home, Mother!  

BELINDA. Here she is, mother! 

PETER. Hurrah! There's such a goose, Martha! 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are! 

 

[They kiss and embrace.] 

 

MARTHA. We had a great deal of work to finish up last night and had to clear away this morning, 

Mother! 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Well! Never mind so long as you’re home, sit down by the fire, my dear, and warm 

yourself, Lord bless you! 

PETER. No, wait! There's father coming! 

BELINDA. Hide, Martha, hide! 

 

[BOB CRATCHIT enters carrying TINY TIM upon his shoulders. TINY TIM bears a small crutch. BOB 

seats TIM at the table and then places his crutch carefully by the fire. The bustle of this scene (other 

than the bit with MARTHA hiding) can be children setting the table with linens and dishes, perhaps 

hanging some greenery.] 

 

BOB CRATCHIT. Why, where's our Martha? 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Not coming. 

BOB CRATCHIT. Not coming! Not coming upon Christmas Day?  

MARTHA. Here I am, father. I can't let them tease you so! [They embrace.] 

BOB CRATCHIT. Why it would not have been Christmas at all without you, dear Martha! 

MRS. CRATCHIT. And how did little Tim behave in church? 



BOB CRATCHIT. 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 

upon Christmas Day, who it was that made lame beggars walk, and blind men see. Tim is getting to be 

so much stronger every day... isn't he my dear? 

MRS. CRATCHIT. (Hesitating over the lie.) Yes, my dear. Of course he is. Martha! Belinda! Bring 

Master Peter and fetch the goose! 

 

[They exit to get the food. Upon return, all are seated.] 

 

BOB CRATCHIT. There never was such a goose! 

TINY TIM. Hurrah for the Christmas goose! 

BOB CRATCHIT. Oh! And such a wonderful pudding!  

PETER. Such a lovely dinner, mother!  

BELINDA. Yes, mother! Oh, yes! 

BOB CRATCHIT. Shall we say grace? 

[All bow their heads.] 

 

SCROOGE. Spirit, tell me if Tiny Tim will live. 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. I see a vacant seat in the poor chimney-corner, and a crutch without an 

owner, carefully preserved.  

SCROOGE. Oh, no, no. No, no, kind Spirit! Say he'll be spared. Say he'll live. 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, Ebenezer, the child will 

die. But what of it? If he be like to die, then he should do it and decrease the surplus population.  

BOB CRATCHIT. Amen! And now, my dears, with such a dinner, a toast. A Merry Christmas to us all. 

And God bless us! 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Amen. 

ALL CHILDREN. God bless us! 

BOB CRATCHIT. And, now, to Mr. Scrooge! 

CHILDREN.  (Unhappy ad libbing) Awwwww! 

BOB CRATCHIT. I give you a toast to Mr. Scrooge -- the Founder of the Feast! 

MRS. CRATCHIT. The Founder of the Feast indeed! I wish I had him here. I'd give him a piece of my 

mind to feast on, and I hope he'd have a good appetite for it! 

BOB CRATCHIT.  Oh, my dear -  the children! Christmas Day. 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Well, it should be Christmas Day, I'm sure, on which one drinks the health of such 

an odious, stingy, unfeeling man as Mr. Scrooge. You know he is, Bob! Nobody knows it better than 

you! 

BOB CRATCHIT. My dear, Christmas Day. 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Alright. I'll drink his health for your sake and the Day's, not for his. Long life to 

him! A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year! He'll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt! 

TINY TIM. And I say, God bless him, too, Mother. God bless us all, every one! 

ALL CRATCHITS. (Moved by TIM’S kindness, in unison.) God bless us all, every one!  

 



[Lights fade or curtain closes on the Cratchit home. SCROOGE and CHRISTMAS PRESENT are on the 

balcony. ] 

 

SCROOGE. Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask, but I see something strange, and not 

belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it a foot or a claw? 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. It might be a claw, for all the flesh there is upon it. Look here. 

 

[He opens his robe (or action to that effect) and shows an emaciated and hollow-looking boy and girl 

huddled beneath. SCROOGE reacts badly and turns away in disgust.] 

 

SCROOGE. (Refusing to look.) Spirit! Are they yours? 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. They are Mans. Look at them! They cling to me, appealing for help. This 

boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their decree, but most of all beware 

this boy, for on his brow I see that written which is Doom, unless the writing be erased. Deny it! Slander 

those who tell it to you! Use their situation for your own purposes, and make it worse. And then live 

with the consequences! 

SCROOGE. Have they no refuge or resource? 

CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Are there no prisons? Are there no workhouses? 

 

[His booming laugh fades as the light on the balcony fades to cover his exit. A ringing bell draws the 

attention of the tour to the entry door, where Scrooge encounters the GHOST OF CHRISTMAS YET TO 

COME. ] 

 

SCROOGE. Am I in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come? 

 

[CHRISTMAS FUTURE says nothing, but points towards the balcony.] 

 

SCROOGE. You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not yet happened, but will 

happen. Is that so, Spirit? 

 

[CHRISTMAS FUTURE gives one slow nod. (Or a gesture to that effect.)] 

 

SCROOGE. Ghost of the Future! I fear you more than any specter I have seen. Will you not speak to 

me? 

 

[CHRISTMAS FUTURE only points silently.] 

 

SCROOGE. Show me, then! This night is waning fast, and it is precious to me, I know. Show me what 

you will, Spirit! 

 

[Lights up on the balcony, where a group of business men are in conversation.] 

 

MR. HENRY. No. I don't know much about it, either way. I only know he's dead. 



MR. KINGSBURY. When did he die? 

MR. HENRY. Last night I believe. 

MR. WELLINGTON. Why, what was the matter with him? I thought he'd never die. 

MR. HENRY. Who knows. 

MR. WELLINGTON. What has he done with his money? 

MR. HENRY. Left it to his company perhaps. He certainly didn’t leave any to me, that’s all I know!  

MR. WELLINGTON. It's likely to be a very cheap funeral, for upon my life I don't know of anybody 

who will go to it. Suppose we make up a party and volunteer? 

MR. KINGSBURY. I don't mind going if a lunch is provided. But I must be fed, if I am to go. 

MR. HENRY. Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all, for I never wear black gloves, and 

I never eat lunch. But I'll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I come to think of it, I'm not at all sure 

that I wasn't his most particular friend, for we used to stop and speak whenever we met. Well, good 

evening, gentlemen! 

 

[Lights down on balcony scene. Switch BUSINESSMEN for DEBTORS. ] 

 

SCROOGE. I know those men! We do business together. I speak to them every day in that same hall. 

They are not callous or unfeeling men, yet here they stand amused by another’s death. It is an outrage! If 

there is any person in town who feels emotion caused by this man's death, show that person to me, 

Spirit, I beseech you! 

 

[Lights up on DEBTORS on the balcony.] 

 

CAROLINE. Oh, my dear John! I cannot tell by your face. Is it good or bad? 

JOHN. Bad! 

CAROLINE. We are quite ruined, then? 

JOHN. No! No, there is hope yet, Caroline. 

CAROLINE. If he relents, there is! Nothing is past hope, if such a miracle as that has happened. 

JOHN. He is past relenting. He is dead. 

CAROLINE. Dead! When I tried to see him and ask for an extra week to pay, I thought he was simply 

making an excuse to avoid me. But it must have been true. He was not only very ill, but dying, even 

then. To whom will our debt be transferred? 

JOHN. I don't know. But before that time we shall be ready with the money. And even if we are not, his 

successor cannot possibly be so merciless. We may sleep tonight with light hearts, Caroline! 

 

[Lights down on balcony.] 

 

SCROOGE. Spirit, you toy with me. I demand that you let me see some tenderness connected with 

death.  

 

[Lights up or curtain rise on the CRATCHIT home. All present except BOB CRATCHIT and TINY TIM. 

The mood is quiet and somber. MRS. CRATCHIT embroiders by the fire and the CHILDREN sit around 

her.] 



 

PETER. (Reading from the family Bible) ...And He took a child, and set him in the midst of them... 

MRS. CRATCHIT. (Obviously crying.)This color hurts my eyes. (She looks up to clear her eyes of 

tears.) They’re better now. The candle-light makes them weak, and I 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 has walked a little slower than he used to, these few last evenings, 

mother. 

MRS. CRATCHIT. I have 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. Often. 

MARTHA. 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. And there is your father at the door! 

BOB CRATCHIT. Good evening, my dear ones. [Sits, sadly] 

BELINDA. Oh, Father, don't be grieved! 

BOB CRATCHIT. Little Tim is at rest now and everything will be done before Sunday. 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Sunday! You went today, then, Robert? 

BOB CRATCHIT. Yes, my dear. I wish you could have gone. It would have done you good to see how 

green a place it is. But you'll see it often. I promised him that I would walk there every Sunday. Oh, my 

child, my little child! (He weeps.) 

MRS. CRATCHIT. Oh, Bob! 

BOB CRATCHIT. (Getting hold of himself.) Oh, children, children, you must promise me, however 

and whenever we part from one another, that we shall none of us forget Tiny Tim - or this first parting 

there was among us? 

EVERYONE. Never, father. 

BOB CRATCHIT. And I know, I know, my dears, that when we recollect how patient and how mild he 

was; although he was a little, little child, we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves, and forget poor 

Tiny Tim in doing it. 

EVERYONE. Oh, never, father! 

 

[They are all embracing and crying together as the light fades/ curtain falls. During the previous scene, 

GOCYTC has slipped away. At the end of the scene, Scrooge, weeping, looks around to find the Spirit 

gone. NARRATOR rings the bell and Scrooge and the tour exit the building as the next speech begins. 

All move towards the cemetery.] 

 

SCROOGE. Spirit, show yourself! I know our time grows short and yet there must be more for you to 

show me. Some comfort, perhaps, on this dark night. Tell me! Tell me what man that was whose death 

brought nothing but amusement and happiness to those who knew him? Spirit! Do not leave me alone, 

for though I fear you and the lessons you have come to teach, you alone can answer the questions which 

now assail me. Are these the shadows of the things that will be, or are they shadows of things that may 

be, only? The course of a man’s life, if it remains unchanged, will foreshadow a certain fate. But if the 

course changes, then surely the ends will change. I beg of you, Spirit, show me that this is true. Jacob 



Marley promised me that I yet had the chance to escape his wretched fate! Surely he would not have 

crossed that barrier between your world and this to give me false hope.  

 

[Arriving at the cemetery, one last bell rings.] 

 

SCROOGE. (Stopping in front of the steps, then climbing them slowly.] Spirit, forgive my hesitation. I 

know what you require of me, but I begin to understand all too well what you wish to show me. Am I 

that man who is dead in your vision?  

 

[At this moment, whatever big gaudy spectacle we’ve arranged for the grave reveal will happen.] 

 

SCROOGE. No, Spirit! Oh, no, no! Spirit! Hear me! I am not the man I was. I will not be the man I 

would have been. Why show me this, if I am past all hope?! 

 

[At this CHRISTMAS FUTURE'S hand shakes for the first time as it points.] 

 

SCROOGE. Good Spirit. Your nature intercedes for me, and pities me. Assure me that I yet may 

change these shadows you have shown me, by an altered life! 

 

[CHRISTMAS FUTURE'S hand again trembles.] 

 

SCROOGE. I will honor Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will live in the Past, the 

Present, and the Future. The Spirits of all Three shall 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! Oh Jacob Marley, thank you 

for this chance! I say it on my knees, old Jacob, on my knees! 

 

[As SCROOGE collapses in front of the mausoleum, near the edge of the stairs, the special effects 

“fade” or begin their reset and the focus is on SCROOGE. He hardly stirs for a few moments, then we 

hear the sound of a rooster crowing. This sound rouses SCROOGE from his prone position and he gets 

to his feet.] 

SCROOGE. That crow foretells the sun! And I am here! Here to feel its warmth grow on my face and 

in my heart. The shadows of the things that would have been, may be dispelled. They will be. I know 

they will! 

 

[SCROOGE leaps with joy to his feet and delivers the next rush of lines to the tour as they all begin to 

make their way across the street and towards the alley by WAME.] 

 

SCROOGE. I don't know what to do! I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am as 

Merry as a schoolboy! I am as giddy as a drunken man! A Merry Christmas to everybody! And a Happy 

New Year to all the world! I remember the ghost of Jacob Marley… and that’s where the terrible 

apparition of Christmas Yet to Come stood. But not so terrible after all, for I am a new man! It's all 

right, it's all true, it all happened. I don't even know what day of the month it is! I don't know how long 



I've been among the Spirits. I don't know anything. I'm quite a baby. Never mind. I don't care. I'd rather 

be a baby. [To the NARRATOR (and by extension the tour group).] You there! And you! What day is it? 

 

NARRATOR. AND HOPEFULLY SOME GUESTS. Why, it’s Christmas Day! 

 

SCROOGE. Then I haven’t missed it! The Spirits have done it all in one night. Well, of course they can 

do anything they like. Of course they can! I have the whole day! Oh! A gift! A gift for Bob Cratchit and 

his lovely family. And I must call on Fred and his new bride… um… whatever her name is. Oh, well. 

Swallow your pride, Ebenezer. And you! [To the NARRATOR.] You were there with Mr. Charlton… 

was it just last evening? Oh, dear. I was rather unpleasant… when you see him, will you tell him to put 

me down for [whispers in NARRATOR’S ear]? And not a penny less! Tell him there are a great many 

back payments included! And now I must go… Christmas Day awaits! 

 

[SCROOGE exits and hurries to WAME to get in work costume and to be in place when the tour 

arrives.] 

 

NARRATOR. Scrooge made good on his promise to honor Christmas Day. The Cratchit family was 

mystified and delighted with the prize turkey, as big as Tiny Tim, which arrived anonymously just in 

time to be turned into their best Christmas feast ever. Fred and his beautiful bride, whose name was, in 

fact, Emily, insisted that Scrooge not only stay for dinner, but for dancing and games afterwards. It was 

the merriest time Scrooge had seen since his youth and happy plans were laid for New Years and 

beyond.  The day after Christmas, Scrooge got up early to make sure he arrived at his office before Bob 

Cratchit. (Who wants to be Bob Cratchit? There are only two lines and they’re printed on the wall! 

Here’s the hat! Who will put it on? I’ll help you!)  

 

[Tour enters SCROOGE’S office. SCROOGE is sitting at his desk and looking at his watch.] 

 

SCROOGE. MISTER CRATCHIT!!! What do you mean by coming in at this hour?  

 

BOB CRATCHIT. I’m sorry, sir, I am late. I’m afraid I was making rather merry yesterday. 

SCROOGE.  Now, I'll tell you I am not going to stand for this sort of thing any longer. And therefore...  

therefore...  I am going to raise your salary! 

 

BOB CRATCHIT. Thank you, sir! 

 

SCROOGE. A Merry Christmas, Bob! A merrier Christmas, my good fellow, than I have given you for 

many a year! I'll raise your salary and help your family and Tiny Tim will get better!  We will discuss it 

all this afternoon over a nice bowl of Smoking Bishop! Now make up the fire, and go buy another coal-

scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit! 

 

[SCROOGE settles to his work, laughing and humming to himself. The tour exits to the street.] 

 



NARRATOR. Scrooge was better than his word. He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as 

good a man, as the good old city knew, or any other good old city, town, or borough, in the good old 

world. He had no further encounters with Spirits, and it was always said of him, that he knew how to 

keep Christmas well, if any man alive possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us all! And so, 

as Tiny Tim observed... 

 

ALL. God bless Us, Every One! 


