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Introduction

This A Christmas Carol was created for a particular place, and for a particular audience; all its inventions were mothered by necessity.

The Christmas audience at the Lyric Hammersmith expects to see a traditional Christmas title, but expects it to be delivered not only with all the trimmings but also with the same (often boldly un-traditional) theatrical flair and nerve that characterise the rest of our work.

Starting at first principles, the first decision that I took when making this piece was that I wanted to do this great story without bowdlerisation, and without the sentimental upholstery that drags our ideas of the ‘Dickensian’ down into theatrical cliché. I wanted to do it using Dickens’ words, and nothing but.

Dickens himself prompted this choice; after all, he wrote the story not just to be read, but to be read out loud, for an audience. His words don’t describe, they enact; when London freezes, the prose stamps and chatters; when Scrooge is in his counting house, the words are as cramped as his miserable clerks; when he enters his redemptive second childhood, it gibbers and capers and gurgles like an infant. When the story rises to its great emotional and moral climaxes, the prose tolls like a bell, rich in biblical echoes; it dances and blusters with the Fezziwigs; glows and shines and bubbles when the Ghost of Christmas Present spreads out his festive flavours and aromas. This staging uses text as soundtrack, as setting, as rhythm, as atmosphere, as a conspiratorial game – not just as dialogue and narrative. It was an easy step to take to then expand this use of language by threading the spoken words through with quotations – some spoken, some sung – from Victorian carols. Delivered a capella, and in harmonies ranging from the angelic to the rumbustious, these familiar and lovely songs enhance the conspiracy of storytelling between the actors and the audience; they never stop the narrative, and always further it.

This adaptation was written to be played by a tight, highly physical ensemble of eight. It could, of course, be done with more if economy allows. Whatever the scale of the company, Scrooge should only play Scrooge; he is, after all, a man with no imagination and an iron-bound, ice-bound economy of both word and gesture. Around him, the rest of the company, with complete disregard for size, accent, gender or colour, is then free to quick-change its way through a myriad of other characters – even, on occasion, impersonating props. The effect is that not only the narrative but also the very playing out of the story goads, provokes, surprises, and (sometimes playfully, sometimes cruelly) shocks Scrooge into (eventually) rejoining the human race – into playing.

It is crucial that the actors have an energy and invention to match that of the language. They must be able to turn on a sixpence from cartoon grotesquerie to the simplest kind of unsentimental sincerity. In its use of playfulness – with words, with a story, with an audience – this version of A Christmas Carol is of all my pieces made at the Lyric the most obviously (if unconsciously) inbdebted to my early work (as both actor and director) with Theatre de Complicite.

As befits a show which is intended to play to audiences containing large numbers of children, the first act of this script plays at just under an hour, the second at thirty minutes. Whether the show is a spectacle or not will depend entirely upon taste and resources. The 2002 production at the Lyric, designed by Robin Whitmore, paid ravishing if slightly twisted homage to the penny plain, tuppence coloured sets of a Victorian toy theatre, creating cut-out crinolines, street-scenes and a proper, gasp-inducing, glitteringly snowy transformation scene out of the simple and crudest of contemporary materials – newspaper, cardboard and industrial quantities of paint and sparkle. Shopping trollies, bin-liners and a lightbulb to replace Scrooge’s candlestick provided the necessary edge to keep picturesqueness at bay. Meanwhile, up in Glasgow, in a simultaneous production at the Citizens, Kenny Miller ran riot with an aggressive post-modern collage of neon, giant blown up photographs and a full-on gothic funeral cortege. Either way, the kids loved it, accompanying adults were secretly moved, and in both theatres a murmur of spontaneous applause greeted Scrooge’s first halting attempt to get his unpractised, hitherto miserly mouth round the unaccustomed phrase ‘Happy Christmas’.

All this telling of the story actually needs is eight good actors. Oh, and a lightbulb.

 

Neil Bartlett
Artistic Director
Lyric Hammersmith
London 2003


 

This version of A Christmas Carol opened at the Lyric Hammersmith on 29th November 2002, in a production created by the following company:

Neal Barry: Bob Cratchit (a clerk), A Ghost in limbo, Mr Fezziwig, The Bells of the City of London (The Old Bailey), A Third Fat Businessman, A Shopper, Old Joe.

Patti Clare: The First Portly Gentleman, A Ghost in limbo, Tom, Scrooge’s sister, Mrs Fezziwig, Scrooge’s ex-fiancée’s daughter, The Bells of the City of London (St Dunstan’s), A Shopper, Be-linda Cratchit, Ignorance, A Second Fat Businessman, Mrs Dilber, Second Clerk.

O-T Fagbenle: A Portly Gentleman, A Ghost in Limbo, The Bells of the City of London (St Martin’s), Dick Wilkins (Miss Fezziwig’s eventual husband), The Ghost of Christmas Present, The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come, Third Clerk.

Liza Hayden: First Clerk, The Bells of the City of London (St Bartholomew’s), A Ghost in limbo, Harry, Miss Belle Fezziwig (Scrooge’s fiancée), Timothy Cratchit, Scrooge’s nephew, Fred’s wife, A First Fat Businessman, A Shopper, Mrs A N Other.

Javier Marzan: Scrooge’s nephew Fred, The Bells of the City of London (St Giles), The Ghost of Christmas Past, Peter Cratchit, A Shopper, Second Man of Business, Sixth Clerk.

Tim Pigott-Smith: Ebenezer Scrooge.

Karen Tomlin: The Bells of the City of London (St Barnabas), Jacob Marley (Dead), Scrooge when he was an apprentice, Scrooge when he was engaged, A Shopper, Mrs Bob Cratchit, First Man of Business, Fifth Clerk.

Louise Yates: A Hungry Singing Boy, A Ghost in limbo, Scrooge when he was at school, the other Miss Fezziwig, The Bells of the City of London (St Clements), Martha Cratchit, Want, A Shopper, Fourth Clerk.

Adapted and Directed by Neil Bartlett

Designed by Robin Whitmore

Lighting Design by Paule Constable

Musical Direction by Simon Deacon

Assistant to the Director Dominic Leclerc

Stage Manager Laura Deards

Deputy Stage Manager Maddy Grant

Assistant Stage Manager Ulrika Alyhr


 

 

Prologue

Seven performers arrive; they speak the first line in unison, then severally:

ALL: Christmas is coming!
The goose is getting fat
please put a penny in the old man’s hat –
If you haven’t got a penny,
a ha’penny will do;
if you haven’t got a ha’penny…
then God bless –

The curtain rises to reveal SCROOGE, in his office, lit by a single dim lightbulb…


 

 

ACT ONE

Scene 1

Scrooge’s Office

December 24.

Freezing.

SCROOGE: (To audience.) Bah. Humbug.

He looks at his watch. Three of the performers turn themselves into CLERKS.

CLERKS ONE / FIVE / BOB: Tick tick tick tick.

They begin their work with quill pens and ledgers.

CLERKS: Scratch, scratch, scratch, scratch;
Scrooge, Scrooge, Scrooge,
Scrooge; Scrooge was in his counting house,
Counting out his –

SCROOGE: Chink chink chink chink –
Bah!
Humbug!

CLERKS: Oh.

CLERK ONE: But he was a tight-fisted, grinding,
squeezing
wrenching
grasping
scraping kind of Scrooge;

CLERK FIVE / BOB: – a clutching
covetous old sinner!

CLERK ONE: Hard and sharp as flint;

BOB: Secret and solitary as an oyster;

CLERK FIVE: nipped

CLERK ONE: shrivelled

CLERK FIVE: stiffened

BOB: grating

CLERK FIVE: freezing, frosty

BOB: bitter –

CLERK ONE: No wind bitterer –

BOB: No falling snow more intent upon its purpose –

CLERK FIVE: No pelting sleet less open to entreaty –

CLERKS: Iced.
Tick tick tick tick…

THE CITY CLOCKS: Ding dong ding dong;
Ding dong ding dong;
Ding dong ding dong;
Ding dong ding dong…
Bong! Bong! Bong!

SCROOGE: Three o’clock

CLERKS: (Singing to the tune of ‘I saw three ships’.)
THREE O’CLOCK ON CHRISTMAS EVE,
ON CHRISTMAS EVE,
ON CHRISTMAS EVE…

SCROOGE: Bah!

CLERKS: Oh!!! Oh!!

CLERK ONE: But it was cold bleak biting weather;

CLERK FIVE: A sneezing, wheezing, stamping;

BOB: Dark-already kind of weather:

CLERKS: Freezing…

The CLERKS secretly elect BOB CRATCHIT to tiptoe to the coal scuttle and stoke up the fire.

SCROOGE: Take another coal from that scuttle Bob
Cratchit and I’ll be obliged to insist you seek employment elsewhere.

CLERKS: Scratch scratch scratch scratch
Tick tick tick tick tick

THE CITY CLOCKS: Ding dong ding dong
Ding dong ding dong

CLERKS: HALF PAST THREE ON CHRISTMAS EVE ON CHRISTMAS EVE, ON CHRISTMAS EVE…

SCROOGE: Bah –

CLERKS: Oh, but he was a –

Enter FRED. Snow blows in through the door.

 

Scene 2

Scrooge’s Nephew, Fred

FRED: God Save You! A Merry Christmas, Uncle!

SCROOGE: Bah! Humbug!

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

SCROOGE: I do. Merry Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You’re poor enough.

FRED: What right have you to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose? You’re rich enough.

SCROOGE: Bah.
Humbug.

FRED: Don’t be cross, Uncle.

SCROOGE: What else can I be when I live in a world of fools? Merry Christmas! Out upon Merry Christmas! What’s Christmas time to you Fred but a time for paying bills without money, a time for finding yourself a year older and not an hour richer, a time for balancing your books and having every item in ’em through a round dozen of months presented dead against you. 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. Much good may it do you. Much good has it ever done you.

During this speech the CLERKS rise in a silent impassioned crescendo of agreement.

FRED: There are many things from which I might 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, apart from the veneration due to its sacred name and origin – if anything can be apart from that – as a good time; a kind, forgiving, charitable time; the only time I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when men and women seem by one consent to open their shut up hearts and to think of other people as if they really were fellow passengers to the grave and not another race of creatures bound on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never put a scrap of gold or silver in my pockets, I believe that it has done me good, and will do me good, and I say, God bless it!

BOB: God Bless it!!!

SCROOGE: Let me hear another sound from you Bob Cratchit and you’ll keep your Christmas by losing your situation. You’re quite a powerful speaker, sir. I wonder you don’t go into Parliament.

FRED: Don’t be angry, Uncle. Come and have your Christmas dinner with us tomorrow.

SCROOGE: I’ll see you in hell and frozen over first. I’ll see you da –

FRED: (Stopping the action.) – and he went the whole extremity of the expression, he did –

CLERKS: Oh!!

FRED: But why? Why?

SCROOGE: Why did you get married?

FRED: Because I fell in love.

SCROOGE: Because you fell in love. Good afternoon.

FRED: But uncle –

SCROOGE: Good afternoon.

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

SCROOGE: Good afternoon.

FRED: I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolved. But I have made the trial in homage to Christmas, and I’ll keep my Christmas humour to the last. So, A Merry Christmas, Uncle.

SCROOGE: Good afternoon.

FRED: And a Happy New Year.

SCROOGE: Good afternoon.

FRED: And a very merry Christmas to you Bob Cratchit.

BOB: Merry Christmas Fred.

FRED exits. Snow. In letting himself out, he lets TWO PORTLY GENTLEMEN in.

SCROOGE: A clerk, with fifteen shillings a weeks, and a wife, and family, talking about a merry Christmas. I’ll retire to bedlam.

 

Scene 3

Two Portly Gentlemen

With a collecting tin and clipboard.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe?

SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Have we the pleasure of addressing Mr Scrooge, or Mr Marley?

SCROOGE: Marley is dead.

FIRST / SECONG PORTLY GENTLEMEN: Dead?

SCROOGE: The register of his burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker and the chief mourner.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: and Second Jacob Marley, Dead?

SCROOGE: As a door-nail. Not that I mean to say that I know of my own knowledge what there is particularly dead about a door-nail: I might have been inclined, myself, to regard the coffin-nail as the deadest piece of ironmongery in the trade. FIRST / SECONG PORTLY GENTLEMEN: Dead. SCROOGE: Seven years ago, this very night.

CLERKS: …this…very…night…

BOB: Christmas Eve.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his surviving partner.

SCROOGE: Indeed it is.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: At this festive season of the year, Mr…

SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Scrooge –

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: …Scrooge, it is more than usually desirable that we should make some slight provision for the poor and destitute –

SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN: – who suffer greatly at the present time –

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: – Many thousands are in want of common necessities.

SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Hundreds of thousands are in want of common comforts, sir.

SCROOGE: Are there no prisons?

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Plenty of prisons.

SCROOGE: And the workhouses, are they still in operation?

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: They are. Still. I wish I could say they were not.

SCROOGE: The Social Services are in full vigour, then.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: All very busy, sir.

SCROOGE: Oh! 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.

SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Under the impression…

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christmas cheer of mind or body to the multitude, a few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund –

SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN: – choosing this Christmas time because it of all others is a time when Want is keenly felt and Abundance rejoices – What shall I put you down for?

CLERKS: (Mime.) Nothing!!!

SCROOGE: Nothing.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: You wish to be anonymous.

SCROOGE: I wish to be left alone, since you ask. I don’t make myself merry at Christmas, and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. My taxes support the establishments I have mentioned; they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: Many would rather die.

SCROOGE: If they would rather die they had better do it and decrease the surplus population. Besides – excuse me – I don’t know that –

FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN: But you might know it.

SCROOGE: It’s not my business. It’s enough for a man to understand his own business, and not to interfere with other people’s. Mine occupies me entirely. Good afternoon, gentlemen.

The gentlemen withdraw.

Bah!

SCROOGE locks his door.

Lock lock lock lock lock!!!

He resumes his labours.

CLERKS: Oh! –
Tick tick tick tick
Scratch scratch scratch scratch
Tick tick tick tick…

 

Scene 4

The End of the Day

BELLS: Ding dong ding dong
Ding dong ding dong
Ding dong ding dong

CLERKS: ALMOST FIVE ON CHRISTMAS EVE –
ON CHRISTMAS EVE, ON CHRISTMAS EVE
ALMOST FIVE ON CHRISTMAS EVE
AND CHRISTMAS DAY IN THE MORNING!!

SCROOGE: Bah!

CLERKS: THE HOLLY AND THE IVY,
WHEN WE HAVE ALL GONE HOME –

SCROOGE: Bah!

The sound of a boy singing a carol outside. He sings through SCROOGE’s letterbox, begging for money.

BOY: GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN
LET NOTHING YOU DISMAY…

SCROOGE seizes his steel ruler and attacks the hand coming through the letterbox.

Aargh!!!

CLERKS: Ooh! – tick tick tick tick tick tick tick tick. (Ad lib.)

SCROOGE checks that it is indeed five o’clock.

SCROOGE’S WATCH: Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping.

SCROOGE: You’ll want all day tomorrow I suppose, it being Christmas.

CLERKS elect BOB as their spokesperson.

BOB: If quite convenient sir.

SCROOGE: It’s not convenient, and it’s not fair. If I was to stop half a crown for it, you’d think yourself ill-used I’ll be bound, and yet you don’t think me ill-used when I pay a day’s wages for no work.

BOB: It is only once a year sir.

SCROOGE: A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-fifth of December. Be here all the earlier the next morning.

SCROOGE: (Unlocking.) Lock lock lock lock… Lock.

The door is open.

THE THREE CLERKS: YESSSS!!!!!
IN DULCE JUBILO
NOW SING WITH HEARTS AGLOW
OUR DELIGHT AND PLEASURE
LIES IN PRAESEPIO
LIKE SUNSHINE IS OUR TREASURE
MATRIS IN GREMIO
ALPHA ES ET O
ALPHA ES ET –

SCROOGE: Bah!!

He slams the door shut.

He is alone in his office with his lightbulb.

He locks away his money.

 

Scene 5

Scrooge Locks Up

SCROOGE unscrews the light bulb and carefully places it in his pocket.

He locks his door, turns up his collar and begins to trudge home in the snow.

 

Scene 6

Scrooge Goes Home in the Fog and Frost

CLERKS THREE / FOUR / FIVE and SIX:
Scrunch Scrunch Scrunch Scrunch
Scrunch Scrunch Scrunch Scrunch
Snow, ice
Snow, ice
Snow, ice –
Snow, Ice, Frost, Cold –
Gloomy,
Dreary,
Dark,
Old…

Where does he live?
– All on his own.
How does he live?
– All alone.

We are now outside SCROOGE’s front door.

SCROOGE: Yes, yes, yes. Night and morning, morning and night. Key in the pocket, out of the pocket, key in the lock, unlock the door –

SCROOGE / CLERKS: Aaaaah!!!!!

MARLEY’s face is suddenly there instead of the door knocker.

CLERKS: – knock knock!!
– Who’s there?

SCROOGE: Jacob!!

CLERKS: – Jacob? Jacob who?
– Jacob Marley’s dead.
– Seven years dead.

SCROOGE: But I never think about him –

CLERKS: – And never thought of
– ’til now…

SCROOGE: Never wasted one thought on him. Not one. Not – until this afternoon…

The face has gone. SCROOGE unlocks his door and enters his house, searching for MARLEY.

 

Scene 7

Scrooge’s Room

SCROOGE locks the door behind him and checks for intruders.

SCROOGE: Lock, lock, lock. Locked!
Nobody in the sitting room, nobody in the lumber room…
nobody in the bedroom.

Nobody under the bed.

Nobody in the wardrobe.
Nobody in the dressing gown.

Nothing in the fireplace

Fire: small.
Grate, fireguard, poker: old fashioned.
Saucepan: small.
Gruel: thin.
Spoon.

SCROOGE finishes his nasty supper. He prepares for bed. He is too mean even to take his coat off. He screws in and switches on his lightbulb.

It begins to pulsate and swing…ghostly noises begin…

CLERKS: – Ebenezer…look behind you…
– Knock Knock!!

SCROOGE: Who’s there?

CLERKS: – Jacob!!

SCROOGE: Humbug. I won’t believe it –

CLERKS: Jacob who?
Jacob Marley,
– but Jacob Marley’s dead.

Bzzzzzzzzzzz!!!

They exit as the bulb flashes and dies.

LAST CLERK: (Off.) Jacob Marley’s Ghost…

 

Scene 8

Marley’s Ghost

The locked bedroom door mysteriously opens. MARLEY’s ghost enters.

SCROOGE: The same face; the very same. Marley. How now, what do you want with me?

MARLEY: Much.

SCROOGE: Who are you?

MARLEY: Ask me who I was.

SCROOGE: Who were you then. You’re particular – for a shade.

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

SCROOGE: Can you – can you sit down?

MARLEY: I can.

SCROOGE: Do it then.

MARLEY: You don’t believe in me.

SCROOGE: I don’t.

MARLEY: What evidence would you have of my reality?

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 makes them cheats. 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 the gravy than of the grave about you, whatever you are.

SCROOGE attempts to keep down his terror.

Humbug, I tell you –

Humbug.

MARLEY: (Rattling his chains.) Aaaaaaah!

SCROOGE: Mercy!

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. Aaah!

SCROOGE: You are fettered. Tell me why.

MARLEY: I wear the chain I forged in life.

SCROOGE: Jacob, Old Jacob; speak comfort to me, Jacob.

MARLEY: I have none to give. It comes from other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by other ministers to other kinds of men. I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linger anywhere – in life, my spirit never walked, never roved beyond the narrow limits of our moneymaking hole – now, weary journeys lie before me!

SCROOGE: You have been very slow about getting here, Jacob.

MARLEY: Slow!

SCROOGE: Seven years dead, and travelling all the time?

MARLEY: The whole time – no rest, no peace – incessant torture –

SCROOGE: You travel fast? –

MARLEY: On the wings of the wind –

SCROOGE: You must have covered a great deal of ground in seven years –

MARLEY: Oh! not to know, not to know that no space of regret can make amends for one life’s opportunity misused! Yet such was I, oh! such was I!

SCROOGE: But you were always a good businessman, Jacob –

MARLEY: Business! Mankind was my business. Charity and mercy were my business. The common welfare was my business.

SCROOGE: Jacob!

MARLEY: Oh hear me! hear me, for my time is nearly gone.

SCROOGE: I will. But don’t be hard upon me. Don’t be flowery, Jacob.

MARLEY: I am here tonight to warn you, that you may have yet a chance and hope of escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring, Ebenezer.

SCROOGE: You always were a good friend to me –

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 paths I tread. Expect the first tomorrow when the bell tolls one. Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The third upon the next night when the last stroke of twelve has ceased to vibrate.

SCROOGE: Couldn’t I take ’em all at once and have it over, Jacob?

MARLEY: Look to see me no more; and look that, for your own sake, you remember what has passed between us.

Remember what is past!
Remember!
Remember!

MARLEY summons SCROOGE to his bedroom window.

Look!
We fill the air. Every one of us in chains.
None of us free.

 

Scene 9

The Phantoms

There are strange noises in the air. Through the window, MARLEY shows SCROOGE that the air is filled with other phantoms, also in chains.

THE PHANTOMS: And our misery is this;
we wish to interfere, for good, in human matters,
but have lost the power forever,
lost, oh!, lost forever, forever
Unable to assist –
Mist…
Lost…
Past…
Forever!

MARLEY: Oh Ebenezer. Avoid our fate.
Avoid it.

SCROOGE: Bah!

THE PHANTOMS are silenced and fade into thin air.

SCROOGE checks his door.

Locked!
Double locked!!

Bed. My bed. Humbug, I tell you.

And puts out his light and goes straight to bed. He falls into a chilly, frightened sleep.

VOICES: SNOW WAS FALLING, SNOW ON SNOW
SNOW ON SNOW ON SNOW ON SNOW ON.

Tick tick tick tick…

 

Scene 10

The Ghost of Christmas Past

THE BELLS: … You will be haunted.
Ding dong ding dong
Ding dong ding dong
Ding dong ding dong
Ding dong ding dong –

SCROOGE: (Waking up.) Twelve already! Not possible. An icicle must have got into the works.

He checks his watch.

SCOORGE’S WATCH: Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping Ping!

SCROOGE: It isn’t possible that I have slept through a whole day. It isn’t possible that anything has happened to the sun…

He looks out of his window.

Dark and foggy, very. People: none, fortunately. Cold: extremely.

He turns on his light bulb.

Bulb aaah!

SCROOGE: Bah. It was all a dream. Wasn’t it. It was. Or not. All a dream.

He gets into bed and waits…

THE BELLS: Expect the first spirit when the bell tolls one. Ding dong ding dong.

SCROOGE: A quarter past.

THE BELLS: Ding dong ding dong.

SCROOGE: Half past.

THE BELLS: Ding dong ding dong…

SCROOGE: A quarter to.

THE BELLS: Ding Dong Ding Dong.

SCROOGE: One! The hour!! And nothing else.

SCROOGE puts out his light. And goes to sleep.

The bedroom is empty but for SCROOGE.

Something under the bed blazes and the GHOST of Christmas Past rises through the bed, shining, a bright lightbulb in his hand.

Aaaaah! Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me?

GHOST: I am.

SCROOGE: Who, and what, are you?

GHOST: I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.

SCROOGE: Long past?

GHOST: No. Your past.

SCROOGE: May I be so bold as to enquire what business brings you here?

GHOST: Your welfare.

SCROOGE: Much obliged I am sure but I cannot help thinking that a night of unbroken rest would have been more conducive to that end.

GHOST: Your salvation, then.

SCROOGE: My salvation.

GHOST: Take heed. Rise! and walk with me.

SCROOGE is lifted up.

SCROOGE: The weather and the hour hardly seem adapted to pedestrian purposes, and the bed being so warm…and the thermometer so far below freezing and I… I… I…

I’ve only got slippers on.
I think I might be starting a cold.

I am a mortal and liable to fall!

GHOST: You shall be upheld in more than this…

Transformation.

VOICES: IN THE BLEAK MIDWINTER
FROSTY WINDS MADE MOAN;
EARTH STOOD HARD AS IRON,
WATER LIKE A STONE.
SNOW HAD FALLEN, SNOW ON SNOW;
SNOW ON SNOW.
IN THE BLEAK MIDWINTER
LONG AGO…

The snowy landscape of SCROOGE’s childhood appears in his bedroom.

The past is played out in, on and around his bed.

 

Scene 11

A Country Road

SCROOGE: Good heaven! I was born here. I was a boy here!

GHOST: What is that upon your cheek?

SCROOGE: A pimple.
Lead me where you will.

GHOST: You recollect the way?

SCROOGE: Recollect it – I could walk it blindfold.

GHOST: Strange to have forgotten it for so many years. Let us go on.

SCROOGE: Forgotten? That’s the gate, that’s the post, that’s the tree. The bridge. The church that’s the church…
And that’s – that’s –

The GHOST brings on –

TWO BOYS: Merry Christmas Tom!
Merry Christmas Dick!

SCROOGE: That’s Tom, and Dick, and…

As DICK exits, HARRY enters.

DICK: Merry Christmas Harry!

SCROOGE: – and Harry. Harry, Merry Christmas Harry –

TOM / HARRY: (Together.) Merry Christmas!!!!

SCROOGE: Merry Christmas!

GHOST: These are but shadows of things that have been. They have no consciousness of us.

The GHOST dismisses the boys.

Merry Christmas!!!
Merry Christmas? What is Merry Christmas to you? (Mimicking SCROOGE.) ‘Out upon Merry Christmas! What good has it ever done you?’

VERY YOUNG SCROOGE enters, carrying a book.

GHOST: They have left someone behind – at school.
A solitary child.

SCROOGE: Yes. I know. I was…solitary.

SCROOGE sees himself reading a picture book.

 

Scene 12

A School Room

SCROOGE: Poor boy! – Look – it’s Ali Baba – dear old Ali Baba – and there’s what’s his name, with the lamp – they all came to me you see, one Christmas time when I was left there all alone – and there’s Dandini and the Princess – and there’s poor Robinson Crusoe, all alone on his island, and there’s the parrot!, yellow tail, and a thing like a lettuce growing out of the top of his head, and the parrot says, ‘Poor Robin, poor Robin Crusoe, where have you been?’ and Robinson Crusoe thinks he must be dreaming. But he isn’t. It was the parrot you see. So he wasn’t alone, really. Poor boy. I –

VERY YOUNG SCROOGE:
GOD REST YE MERRY GENTLEMEN
LET NOTHING YOU DISMAY, REMEMBER –

SCROOGE: – I wish…but it’s too late now.

GHOST: What is the matter?

SCROOGE: Nothing. 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.

GHOST: Let us see another Christmas!

The GHOST makes VERY YOUNG SCROOGE grow a little.

 

Scene 13

Scrooge’s Sister

SCROOGE: That’s right – there I always was – all the other boys went home for the holidays, but I…

SCROOGE’S SISTER enters.

SISTER: Ebeneezer!! I have come to take you home, brother!
Dear brother – Home, home home!

YOUNG SCROOGE: Home?

SISTER: Yes. Home, for ever and ever. Father is so much kinder than he used to be, and we’re all to be together all Christmas long. At home. Home. Home.
Ebenezer…home…

SCROOGE: Home…

They dash towards the door; the SPIRIT holds them in time.

GHOST: She had, I think, children, your sister, before she died?

SISTER: Yes –

SCROOGE: One child.

GHOST: True. Your nephew, Fred.

SCROOGE: Yes.

GHOST: Let’s see another Christmas

YOUNG SCROOGE is replaced by a slightly older,
APPRENTICE SCROOGE.

 

Scene 14

Chez Fezziwig

Enter DICK Wilkins, carolling to himself as he gets smartened up for the party.

DICK: WHO SAVED POOR SOULS DEE DA DEE DA 
come on Ebeneezer! 
– WHEN THEY HAD GONE ASTRAY O-OH…

APPRENTICE SCROOGE: (Joins in.)
TIDINGS OF CO-OMFORT AND JOY, COMFORT AND JOY,
O-OH TI-IH-DINGS OF CO-OMFORT AND JOY!!!!!!

Knock knock!!

MR FEZZIWIG: (Off.) Who’s there?

GHOST: Do you know that voice?

SCROOGE: Know it! – it’s old Fezziwig –

MR FEZZIWIG: (Entering.) Dick! –

SCROOGE: It’s Fezziwig, alive again.

MR FEZZIWIG: Dick!

SCROOGE: Dick Wilkins – we were apprenticed together –

MR FEZZIWIG: And Ebenezer my boy!

No more work tonight my boys. Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer. Let’s have those shutters up before a man can say –

SCROOGE: Jack Robinson!

MRS FEZZIWIG and the two MISSES FEZZIWIG burst on in their finery.

ALL: Jack Robinson!!!

MR FEZZIWIG: Clear away clear away, clear away my lads and let’s have lots of room!

MISS FEZZIWIG: ON THE FIRST DAY OF CHRISTMAS
MY TRUE LOVE GAVE TO ME
A PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE.

THE OTHER MISS FEZZIWIG: That’s nice.

MRS FEZZIWIG: ON THE SECOND DAY OF CHRISTMAS
MY TRUE LOVE GAVE TO ME
TWO TURTLE DOVES.

MR FEZZIWIG: AND A PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE.

MISSES / MRS FEZZIWIG: And then;
ON THE THIRD DAY OF CHRISTMAS
MY TRUE LOVE GAVE TO ME
THREE FRENCH HENS.

MR / MRS FEZZIWIG: TWO TURTLE DOVES
AND A PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE.

DICK / APPRENTICE SCROOGE: And and and –
ON THE FOURTH DAY OF CHRISTMAS
MY TRUE LOVE GAVE TO ME

BOYS / MRS FEZZIWIG: FOUR CALLING BIRDS.

MRS / MISSES FEZZIWIG: THREE FRENCH HENS.

MR / MRS FEZZIWIG: TWO TURTLE DOVES
AND A PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE.

ALL: AND ON THE FIFTH DAY OF CHRISTMAS
MY TRUE LOVE GAVE TO ME
EBENEZER SCROOGE.

SCROOGE: That’s me!

GHOST: Tick – tick – tick – tick –

SCROOGE: I remember everything. I enjoyed everything.

FEZZIWIGS / APPRENTICE SCROOGE: (Sing.)
THERE WERE TWELVE AGEING AUNTIES
’LEVEN DRUNK UNCLES
TEN BEAMING BOYFRIENDS
NINE HUNGRY NEIGHBOURS
OTHER PEOPLE’S CHILDREN
SEVEN SECOND COUSINS
SIX TOTAL STRANGERS
EBENEZER SCROOGE.

FEZZIWIG: Goodnight Ebenezer.

Shakes APPRENTICE SCROOGE’s hand.

SCROOGE: Goodnight Mr Fezziwig. Thank you. Thank you!

CHRISTMAS PAST freezes the action.

GHOST: A small matter, to make folks so full of happiness.

SCROOGE: Small!

GHOST: Is it not? He has spent but three, or perhaps four, pounds on his Christmas.

SCROOGE: It isn’t that. It isn’t that, Spirit. Happiness need not cost us a fortune. He was a good man to work for, Fezziwig.

GHOST: What is the matter?

SCROOGE: Nothing particular.

GHSOT: Something particular?

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.

GHOST: Really?

GHOST unfreezes the FEZZIWIG party.

FEZZIWIGS: FOUR CALLING BIRDS.

SCROOGE: Goodnight Mrs Fezziwig.

FEZZIWIGS: THREE FRENCH HENS.

SCROOGE: Goodnight Miss Fezziwig.

FEZZIWIGS: TWO TURTLE DOVES.

DICK: Goodnight Ebenezer.

FEZZIWIGS: (Leaving the two young lovers alone.)
AND A PARTRIDGE IN A PEAR TREE.

APPRENTICE SCROOGE and MISS FEZZIWG kiss – the kiss is held, as if the GHOST had put the tape on ‘pause’.

SCROOGE: Goodnight Miss Fezziwig. It was a wonderful party.

 

Scene 15

Scrooge and his Fiancée

GHOST: Tick, tick, tick, tick.
My time grows short. Quick! Look!

APPRENTICE SCROOGE and MISS FEZZIWIG break apart from their kiss suddenly. Time has passed.

MISS FEZZIWIG: It matters very little to you, Ebenezer, very little. Another idol has displaced me.

APPRENTICE SCROOGE: What idol has displaced you?

MISS FEZZIWIG: Gold.

APPRENTICE SCROOGE: Have I ever sought release from our contract?

MISS FEZZIWIG: It was made when we were both poor, and content to be so.

APPRENTICE SCROOGE: Have I ever sought release?

MISS FEZZIWIG: In words, no. Never.

APPRENTICE SCROOGE: In what, then?

MISS FEZZIWIG: In an altered spirit.

She removes her engagement ring. APPRENTICE SCROOGE takes it back.

GHOST: MY TRUE LOVE GAVE TO ME.

MISS FEZZIWIG: May you be happy in the life you have chosen.

APPRENTICE SCROOGE: Bah humbug!

SCROOGE: Spirit! Show me no more. Take me home.

GHOST: One Christmas more –

SCROOGE: No more!

GHOST: A special Christmas –

APPRENTICE SCROOGE exits. MISS FEZZIWIG remains, weeping.

SCROOGE: No more. I don’t wish to see it. Show me no more!

The GHOST forces SCROOGE to watch.

 

Scene 16

Belle Wilkins (nèe Fezziwig) and her Daughter

Jump cut: A little GIRL runs on, followed by her FATHER, Dick Wilkins.

GIRL: Mama! Mama! Mama! Mama!

MOTHER: (Happy.) Merry Christmas.

GIRL: Papa!

FATHER: A Merry Christmas my dear. And to you my dear.

GIRL: Oh! May I?

MOTHER: You may.

She unwraps her present.

FATHER: Belle, I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.

MOTHER: Who was it?

FATHER: Guess!

MOTHER: I don’t know. How can I!

FATHER: I passed his office, and the window being open I could scarcely help seeing him. His partner lies upon the point of death; I hear, and there he sat alone. Quite alone in the world, I do believe.

MOTHER: Mr Scrooge?

(They sing to tune: ‘Twelve Days’.) EBENEZER SCROOGE!!

FATHER: Scrooge it was –

(They sing to him.) FO-ORLORN, FORLORN
HE IS MUCH
TOO ME-E-EAN TO LOVE
AND NO HEART – RICH, BUT OH
SO LONELY!’
TICK TICK TICK TICK…

SCROOGE: Spirit, remove me from this place.

GHOST: These were but shadows of the things that have been.

SCROOGE: Remove me.

GHOST: That they are what they are, do not blame me.

SCROOGE: I cannot bear it! Take me back! Take me back!

GHOST: No! ha ha ha ha.

SCROOGE attempts to smother him with a pillow.

CLOCK: Tick tick tick tick tick tick tick…

The GHOST is forced to the floor. SCROOGE continues to pile pillows on him. He dies. The ticking stops. The SPIRIT is gone.

SCROOGE: Bah!

He glares at the lightbulb; it is behaving normally

He looks under the bed; there is nothing there…

No-one under the bed: no-one in the bedroom.
No-one.
No-one.

He reels to his bed and falls asleep

CLOCK: Tick tick tick tick…

MARLEY’S VOICE: The second spirit on the next night at the same hour……when the clock strikes one.
Ding dong ding dong.
Ding dong ding dong.
Ding dong ding dong.
Ding dong ding dong –

 

Scene 17

The Ghost of Christmas Present

SCROOGE: (Waking up.) One, one o’clock. Again!! Nothing. Five minutes, nothing. Ten minutes… Nothing. Fifteen minutes… Nothing. Nothing; no spectre no spirit, no rhinoceros, no baby, and nothing in between. No-one under the bed, no-one in the bedroom, no-one in the dressing gown, nobody in the wardrobe. Locked. No-one in the dressing gown.

He removes a key from the pocket of the dressing gown that hangs on his wardrobe door, locks the wardrobe door and replaces the key and goes back to bed.

A hand appears in the dressing gown sleeve. It removes the key and unlocks the wardrobe. The room begins to fill with a blaze of ruddy light.

SCROOGE: Aaaaah! Hello…?

GHOST: Knock knock!

SCROOGE: Who’s there…?

The wardrobe doors burst open and the second GHOST emerges.

GHOST: Look upon me, and know me better. I am the Ghost of Christmas Present!! Christmas Present, Christmas cake and Christmas pudding; Christmas poultry, pigs, pies, pears, paunch, punch and Plenty! Plummed, sucked, luscious, wreathed, seething, cheery, cherry-cheeked and immense. You have never seen the likes of me before!

SCROOGE: Never.

GHOST: Have never walked forth with other members of my family, those elder brothers born these later years.

SCROOGE: No I don’t think I have. Have you many brothers, Spirit?

GHOST: Two thousand and three.*

SCROOGE: A tremendous family to provide for.

GHOST: Tremendous.

* This number will change according to the year of the production.

The GHOST rises…

SCROOGE: Spirit, conduct me where you will. Last night I learnt a lesson; tonight, if you have anything to teach me…

GHOST: Touch my robe.
Do as you’re told.
Hold fast!!!
Christmas is coming…

 

Scene 18

Shopping

A crowd of laden Christmas SHOPPERS instantly surrounds them, so hurried, so eager…

GHOST / SHOPPERS: Christmas is coming:
The shops are open – just!
But oh so nearly
Closed, the customer must rush – rush, rush, rush, rush –
To buy their –
– red-hot chestnuts
– pulpy figs
– French plums blushing in their modest tartness…
– raisins so rare, almonds so white, sticks of cinnamon so straight…
– geese, game, sausages, oysters –
– sausages, game, oysters and geese –
– oysters, sausages, game, geese – and…and…

(They suddenly remember the last item on their list.) Turkey!!

The SHOPPERS collide in their haste, and the GHOST sprinkles them with a few magic drops, and their good humour is restored directly. As he sprinkles:

GHOST: (Sings.) DECK THE HALLS WITH BOUGHS OF HOLLY.

SHOPPERS: FAH LA LA LA LA – LA LA LA LA.

TWO SHOPPERS: Such a shame to quarrel upon Christmas day.
– And so it is.
God bless it!!

The SHOPPERS exit carolling.

SCROOGE: May I ask – is there a peculiar flavour in what you sprinkle?

GHOST: There is.

SCROOGE: Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day?

GHOST: To a poor one most.

SCROOGE: Why to a poor one most?

GHOST: Because it needs it most.

MRS CRATCHIT: (Enters singing.) GOD REST YE MERRY
GENTLEMEN…

Do you know this house?

The GHOST leads SCROOGE straight to:

 

Scene 19

The Cratchits

MRS CRATCHIT enters (singing) and throws the GHOST and SCROOGE off the bed. The bed becomes the CRATCHITS’ table.

MRS CRATCHIT: Mr Bob Cratchit’s house. Mr Bob Cratchit’s wife, Mrs Bob Cratchit. Twice-turned, but brave in ribbons and making a goodly show for sixpence. Belinda! –

BELINDA enters with plates.

BELINDA: Belinda Cratchit.

MRS CRATCHIT: Her daughter –

BELIDA: Also brave in ribbons.

MRS CRATCHIT. Peter! –

PETER enters with cups. They proceed to lay the table.

PETER: Master Peter Cratchit –

MRS CRATCHIT: Son and heir –

PETER: Gallantly attired and elder brother.

MRS CRATCHIT: Anticipating goose.

PETER: And desirous of stuffing. Sage. And Onion.

MRS CRATCHIT: What has ever got your precious father then. And your brother Tiny Tim. And Martha warn’t as late last Christmas Day by half an hour –

MARTHA: Martha Cratchit, her other daughter.

MRS CRATCHIT: Why bless you alive how late you are. MARTHA: We’d a deal of work to finish last night. And had to clear away this morning.

MRS CRATCHIT: Well never mind so long as you are come.

BELINDA: Here’s Father. Hide Martha Hide.

Enter BOB carrying TINY TIM.

BOB: Where’s our Martha?

MRS CRATCHIT: Not coming.

TIM: Not coming. Not coming on Christmas Day?

MARTHA: Merry Christmas!

The GHOST fills the room with the smell of the goose.

TIM / BOB: Christmas is coming;
The Goose is nearly cooked –
We can smell it in the oven,
Let’s all go take a look.

The children go to see the goose. PETER remains.

MRS CRATCHIT: Potatoes, Peter.

PETER: Bubbling!

MRS CRATCHIT: Well mash ’em then.

He exits.

And how did little Tim behave?

BOB: As good as gold, and better. Somehow he get thoughtful sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped people saw him, because they might remember the stories of who made the beggars walk and the blind man see. I am quite sure he is growing strong and hearty.

The children return.

TIM / BELINDA: Christmas is coming

The goose is nearly burnt!!

MRS CRATCHIT runs, screaming, to attend to the goose.
MR CRATCHIT takes charge.

BOB: Gravy.

BELIDA: Hot!

BOB: Potatoes?

PETER: Mashed!

BOB: Apple sauce?

MARTH: Sweetened!

BOB: Plates…

BELINDA: Dusted…

Enter MRS CRATCHIT carrying the goose in a covered dish.

MRS CRATCHIT: Goose. Cooked.

They are about to lift the cover, but MRS CRATCHIT stops them to say grace.

ALL: – including Scrooge Amen.

Their hunger and anticipation are almost unbearable. MRS CRATCHIT lifts the dish cover. There is a jump cut; they have eaten the goose. Only the wishbone is left.

BOB: There never was such a goose. I don’t believe there ever was such a goose cooked.

MARTHA: Such a tender goose –

BOB: Such flavour –

MARTHA: Such size –

BELINDA: And so cheap –

MRS CRATCHIT: And so filling. What with the potatoes and the gravy and the apple sauce.

PETER: And the sage and the onion.

MRS CRATCHIT: We’ve not ate it all and yet every one has had sufficient. Pudding?

CRATCHITS: Pudding!!!!!

MRS CRATCHIT runs to get the pudding. Panic sequence. MRS CRATCHIT: Oh don’t look! Suppose it isn’t done! Suppose it should break in turning out!

The tiny pudding is turned on to the plate.

CRATCHITS: Oh!!!

BOB: I regard that, my dear, as the greatest success in the pudding line you have achieved since our marriage.

MRS CRATCHIT: Well now the weight is off my mind I must confess I had had my doubts about the quantity of flour.

SCROOGE: Is it not rather a small pudding for so large a family?

CRATCHITS: Oh, no no no, not at all – think it not.

BOB: A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us.

CRATCHITS: God bless us.

TINY TIM: God bless us every one.

The CRATCHITS freeze on the raising of their drinks in a toast. BOB has his arm around his youngest son.

SCROOGE: He seems to dread his child will be taken from him. Spirit, tell me if Tiny Tim will live.

MARTHA CRATCHIT sings under the scene ‘Once in Royal David’s City’.

GHOST: I see a vacant seat at this table. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.

SCROOGE: Oh no. No. No. Say he will be spared.

GHOST: If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, none other of my race will find him here. The child will die. If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.

Man, forbear that wicked cant until you have discovered what the surplus is, and where it is. It may be that in the sight of heaven you are worth less than this poor man’s child.

End of song. Unfreeze.

BOB: Mr Scrooge! I give you 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 upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it.

BOB: My dear, the children. Christmas Day.

MRS CRATCHIT: It should be Christmas day, I am sure, for me to drink the health of such an odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr Scrooge. You know he is, Robert. Nobody knows it better than you.

BOB: My dear. Christmas day.

MRS CRATCHIT: I’ll drink his health for your sake and the day’s, not for his. Long life to him. Merry Christmas to him. A happy new year to him. He’ll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt.

A toast. Freeze.

GHOST: You see; you see; they are not a handsome family; they are not well paid – they are not well dressed; – very likely their clothes are second-hand, but they are happy. Happy together.

CRATCHITS: (Singing to SCROOGE.)
WE WISH YOU A MERRY CHRISTMAS
WE WISH YOU A MERRY CHRISTMAS
WE WHOOSH…WHOOSH…

The GHOST makes a great wind begin to blow. The CRATCHITS and their room and all their possessions are blown offstage – across a thunderous night sky…

SCROOGE: Where are you taking me?
Where are we going?

GHOST: Hold on! Hold on to my robe!!

They climb on to the bed. It rises and sails through the night.

 

Scene 20

Different Christmases

GHOST: See, see! In the thick gloom of darkest Night, still in every window lights flicker, roar, bake, blaze, are cosy behind deep red curtains drawn to keep out the cold and darkness. In hospital and in jail, in misery’s every refuge, in every dark place on this long night shines out a ray of brightness.

SCROOGE: Where are we going –

GHOST: – even out at sea –

SCROOGE: – not to sea –

GHOST: – on dismal reefs of sunken rocks the lighthouse-keepers keep their Christmas, high above the black and heaving waves –

SCROOGE: – oh –

GHOST: Even on the ships, far out from any shore, the officers who have the watch hum a Christmas tune; the dark figures at their several stations think Christmas thoughts, the sailors remember those companions they have cared for, and even here, on the face of the lonely and unknown abyss, whose depths are secret, black and profound as Death, the words ring out

VOICES: Merry Christmas!
Merry Christmas!!

SCROOGE: What place is this?

The sound of laughter.

GHOST: A place where they know me…

 

Scene 21

Fred’s Party

FRED and his WIFE appear laughing on the flying bed

FRED: And then he said, that Christmas was a humbug. He believed it, too.

FRED’S WIFE: More shame on him, Fred!

FRED: He’s a comical old fellow, his offences carry their own punishment, and I won’t have a word said against him.

FRED’S WIFE: Is he very rich, Fred?

FRED: If he is, he doesn’t do any good with it.

FRED’S WIFE: I have no patience with him.

FRED: Oh, I have. I am sorry for him. If he won’t come and have his Christmas dinner with us –

FRED’S WIFE: He loses a very good dinner –

FRED: Taken with a very pleasant companion.

FRED’S WIFE: With pleasanter companions than he can find in his mouldy old office.

FRED: I pity him. He may rail at Christmas ’til he dies, but he can’t help thinking better of it – I defy him – if he finds me going there, in good temper, year after year, and saying, ‘Uncle Scrooge, how are you?’

SCROOGE: Well Fred, I’m…

FRED’S WIFE: It might even put him in the vein to leave that poor clerk of his fifty pounds.

SCROOGE: Ha! Ha! Ha!

GHOST: I am greatly pleased to find you in this mood.

SCROOGE: Can we stay?

GHOST: We may not –

SCROOGE: Just until –

GHOST: It cannot be done –

SCROOGE: Half an hour –

FRED: Let’s play a game: ‘Yes and No’.

SCROOGE / FRED’S WIFE: What’s that?

FRED: I have to think of something – something that’s not in the room – and you must find it out – by asking questions – but I can only answer Yes or No.

FRED’S WIFE: Does it live in London?

FRED: Yes.

FRED’S WIFE: Is it an animal?

FRED: Yes.

FRED’S WIFE: A live animal.

FRED: Yes.

FRED’S WIFE: A disagreeable and savage animal.

FRED: Yes.

FRED’S WIFE: Does it grunt and growl.

FRED: Yes.

FRED’S WIFE: And it lives in London.

FRED: Yes.

FRED’S WIFE: Is it in a circus?

FRED: No.

FRED’S WIFE: In a zoo.

FRED: No.

SCROOGE: Tiger!!!

FRED’S WIFE: So it’s not a tiger.

FRED: No.

FRED’S WIFE: In a butcher’s shop.

FRED: No.

SCROOGE: Pig!!!

FRED’S WIFE: So it’s not a pig.

FRED: No.

FRED’S WIFE: Is it a horse?

FRED: No.

FRED’S WIFE: Is it an ass?

FRED: No.

SCROOGE: Dog!!

FRED’S WIFE: Is it a dog?

FRED: No.

SCROOGE: Cat?

FRED’S WIFE: Is it a cat?

FRED: No.

SCROOGE: Bear?

FRED’S WIFE: Is it a bear?

FRED: No.

FRED’S WIFE: I’ve found it! I know what it is, Fred! I know what it is!

FRED: What is it?

FRED’S WIFE: It’s your Uncle SCROOOOOOOOGE!!

FRED: And a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to the old man whatever he is. He wouldn’t take it from me, but he shall have it nevertheless. I mean to give him the same chance every year, whether he takes it or not or likes it or not, I shall be there, year after year, Uncle Scrooge, how are you, Uncle Scrooge, HAPPY CHRISTMAS!!!!

SCROOGE reaches out to touch FRED’s hand, but –

 

Scene 22

Two Terrible Children

CLOCKS: Tick Tick Tick Tick…

GHOST: This has been a long night…yet, only one night.

SCROOGE: Your hair has gone grey.

GHOST: My life upon the Globe is very brief. It ends tonight.

SCROOGE: Tonight!

GHOST: Tonight at midnight. Hark! the time is drawing near… Look, look… Look here.

Two children, stale, shrivelled, pinched and twisted; appear from beneath the GHOST’s robes.

SCROOGE: They’re…they’re…

CLOCKS: They’re wretched

                                             ragged

                                                         …twisted.

GHOST: They are children!!

SCROOGE: Are they yours –
Are they no-one’s?

GHOST: They are yours. This Boy is Ignorance. IGNORANCE: Don’t know, don’t care. (Etc.)

GHOST: This Girl is Want.

WANT: I want, I want, I want. (Etc.)

GHOST: Beware of them both, 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!

The CHILDREN fight as the night sky grows darker and the clocks tick…

SCROOGE: Have they no refuge or resource?

GHOST: Are there no prisons? Are there no workhouses?

SCROOGE: Ah!!!

The GHOST of Christmas Present dies; the CHILDREN scream and squabble.

THE VOICE OF JACOB MARLEY: You will be haunted by three spirits…

BELLS: Ding dong ding dong.

MARLEY: Without their visits you have no hope.

BELLS: Ding dong ding dong.

MARLEY: Expect the third upon the next night.

BELLS: Ding dong ding dong.

MARLEY: When the last stroke of Midnight.

BELLS: Ding dong ding dong.

MARLEY: Has ceased to vibrate…

Lifting up his eyes, SCROOGE beholds a solemn phantom, draped and hooded, coming, like a mist along the ground, towards him.

Curtain.
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