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A CHRISTMAS CAROL

Presented at the Playhouse Theatre, Buxton, on Tuesday,
21st December, 1948, with the following cast of characters :—

In the Prologue

A WomaN
Boy

1sT GIRL
2ND GIRL

In the Play

EBENEEZER SCROOGE

BoB CRATCHIT ..

FRED (SCROOGE’S NEPHEW)

1sT PORTLY GENTLEMAN

2ND PORTLY GENTLEMAN

THE GHOST OF MARLEY .
THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS PAST
DaNIEL .. .. .
FARMER GREEN'zow

MRs. GREENROW

SCROOGE as A Boy

MR. FEzziwic

Dick WILKINS

Mrs. Fezziwic .

EmMMA FEzZzZIWIG. .

FannNy FEzZIWIG

Dora .o

MARLEY AS A YOUNG MAN
AUGUSTA

ADOLPHUS

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT e

1sT COCKNEY

2ND COCKNEY

TNy TiM

AGNEs (FRreD’s WIFE)

THE SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS TO COMP ..

MRs. CRATCHIT
1sT BUSINESS MaN
2ND BUSINESS MAN
3rRD BusiNEss MaN
Lap 5
BELINDA CRATCHIT
SArAH CRATCHIT
PETER CRATCHIT
MarTHA CRATCBIT

Gwendoline Watford
Frederick Galyer
Barbara Leslie
Margaret Dale

Nigel Arkwright
Brown Derby
Richard Bebb

Roy Leywood
Wil Leighton
Shaun Sutton
Barbara Leslie
Will Leighton
Charles Marthews
Carmen Hill
Frederick Galyer
Roy Leywood
John Bennett
Facqueline Barnett
Margaret Dale
Hazel Woodhouse
Christine Staley
Shaun Sutton
Cynthia Leywood
Charles Marthews
Peter Owen

Will Leighton
Harry Astelle
Frederick Galyer
Gwendoline Watford
Richard Bebb
Carmen Hill
Shaun Sutton
Harry Astelle
Peter Owen
Parrick Freeman
Barbara Leslie
Margarer Dale
Fohn Bennett
Gwendoline Watford

Produced by Shaun Sutton
Note. This cast may be reduced by the doubling of certain

characters. See page 81.



SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
PROLOGUE : A Christmas Party. Time : The Present.

Act I: ScrooGE’s Office adjoining his chambers.
Christmas Eve.

Act II: The Past, the Present and the Future.

Act III : SceNE 1. The Street outside SCROOGE’s

office. Christmas Day.

SCENE 2. The parlour in BoB CRATCHIT’S
house. Immediately after SCENE I.



PROLOGUE

SCENE.—A false proscenium runs across the stage about five
feet above the setting line. There is a round arch at right
angles to this proscenium on either side of the stage. A
Traverse Curtain can be drawn behind the false proscenium
to close in the forestage.

(See the Ground Plan at the end of the Play.)

Before the CURTAIN rises the carol “Good King Wenceslas”

is sung off stage.

The CURTAIN rises on the last phrase of the carol and the
LiGHTS fade in. The TRAVERSE CURTAIN is closed. Down
R. is a wing armchair lit by warm firelight from a spot in
the footlights. There is a burst of laughter off L. and a
small BoY aged ten runs through the arch down L. and
across to R.C. He carries a wooden sword and brandishes
it. A WOMAN follows him to C., and two GIRLS run
behind her. All wear modern clothes. The children wear
paper hats and the FIRST GIRL carries a balloon.

Boy (waving his sword and chanting). Look at me !
Look ! I’'m the King ! (He struts about down R.)

FIrst GIRL. Kings don’t have swords. They have crowns.

Boy. They have swords and crowns. (He sings.) *“ I’'m
the King of the Castle.”

(The GIRLS cross the WOMAN to R. and join in the song.)

WOMAN. Quiet, children ! Granny’s trying to rest.
You’ll wake her up.

(The CHILDREN stop singing and turn to the WOMAN.)

SEcOND GIRL. Why is she resting ?

Boy. Did she have too much pudding ?

WoMAN (laughing). No !

Boy. Idid!

WoOMAN. She’s just tired.

FIrsT GIRL. She’s awfully old.

Boy. I’'m not old. (He sings.) * I’m the King of the
Castle.”



(The GIRLS join in the song. The BoY marches right across
the stage to down L. waving his sword. The GIRLS follow
him in a single file.)

WomaN. Ssn ! Quiet !

(The CHILDREN stop singing. The Boy wheels about in
silence and continues his heroic march across the stage
to down R. The GIRLS stay L.C.)

SecoND GIRL (o the FIrRsT GIRL). 1 ate more
pudding than you.

First GIRL. You didn’t. I had lots.

SEconD GiIsL. I had more.

FirsT GIRL. You’ve got a bigger tummy.

SEcOND GIRL (indignant). 1 haven’t ! (She turns to
the WoMaN.) She says I’ve got a bigger tummy.

BoY (stopping his antics with the sword and turning to
the others). 1 ate more than all of you. I had chicken and
potatoes and stuffing and mince pies and greens and
pudding and sweets and oranges and . . .

FIrsT GIRL (spitefully). And a banana. I saw you take
it off the sideboard when mummy wasn’t looking.

Boy (guiltily). 1 didn’t!

FirsT GIRL. Yes, you did ! (She chants.) 1 saw you,
I saw you !

(The SeEcoND GIRL joins in.)

WOMAN. Ssh ! Poor Granny will wake up in a minute?

SEcCOND GIRL. Doesn’t she want to see Father Christmas !

WOoOMAN. We’ll go and tell her when he comes.

FIRST GIRL. When is he coming ? (She goes close to
the WOMAN.)

Boy Yes, when? (They also go to

SEconD GIRL ("’ge‘he')'{the WOMAN.)

WoMAN. Soon.

Boy. How soon ?

WomAN. In about half-an-hour.

FirsT GIRL. You said that half-an-hour ago.

WomaN. It’s no time at all if you don’t think about it.

SECOND GIRL. Will he have a present for me ?

Bovy And one for me, too ?

FIrsT GIR Will he have one for me ?

WOMAN (shouting them down). Yes. He’ll have some-
thing for ail of you.

3 } (together) {
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SECOND GIRL. I wish he’d come now.
Boy. I'm going to show him my sword. (He sings.)
“I’'m the King of the Castle.” (He marches to down L.)

(The GIRLS join in, and follow him.)
WoMAN. Children !
(They stop singing, and turn to her.)

Now listen, if vouw’ll all be very good, and keep as quiet as
this—(She holds up her hand for complete silence)—then
I’ll read you a story.
CHILDREN (together). Hurrah ! A story ! Oh, good !
WoMAN. Ssh ! Now, you promise to be quiet.
CHILDREN. Promise.
WomaN. All right. (She moves to the armchair and
picks up a book that is lying on 7t.) Now, come and sit
round me. (She sits.)

(The CHILDREN move to the armchair and sit on the floor

around 1t.)
That’s it !

LIGHTING CUE. The lights begin to fade, until onlv
the chair is lit by a pool of firelight.

FirsT GIRL. What’s the story about ?
WOMAN. You'll see. {She opens the book.) It’s in this
book. And it's all about—guess what ?

(The CHILDREN shake their heads.)
It’s all about Christmas.
(They murmur excitedly.)

Boy. Did you make it up ?

WomaN. No. It was written years and years ago by
a man called Dickens.

SEcoND GIRL. My father knows him.

WomMAN. Oh, he can’t.

SECOND GIRL (persisting). He does. I heard him say
the other day * What the dickens are you talking about ?
He was awfully cross.

Boy (loudly). When my father’s cross, he sz ..

WoMAN (hastily). Yes, never mind. Shall 1 start the
story ?

CHILDREN. Yes !

SEcoNDp GIRL. What’s it called ?

WomaN. It’s called A Christmas Carol.

3



EFFECTS CUE : (Soft carol music is heard off stage).

(She reads.) ‘¢ Marley was dead, to begin with. There
is no doubt whatever about that. The register of burial
was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker
and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge’s
name was good for anything he chose to put it to.

Old Marley was dead as a doornail. Did Scrooge know
he was dead ? Of course he did. How could it be other-
wise ? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know how
many years. The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley.
Sometimes people new to the business called Scrooge
Scrooge and sometimes Marley, but he answered to both
names. It was all the same to him.

Oh, but he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone,
Scrooge ..."”



ACT 1

SCENE.—SCROOGE’s office. This is painted a dark green
colour, and has dusty mahogany furniture and a threadbare
carpet on the floor. Down L. is a large hooded fireplace,
with a mantelshelf on which stand an uniit candle in a
candlestick, a black marble clock, a pewter mug containing
quill pens and a mass of account books and papers. A small
fire burns in the grate between iron fire-dogs. The hearth
contains fire~irons, a brass scuttle of coal and a pewter
mug with tapers. A wing armchair stands at the top end
of the fireplace. Up L. a heavy cabinet contains ledgers,
account-books, six bags of coins, a large cash-box full of loose
coins, a bottle of sherry and two glasses. A portrait of
MARLEY hangs on the wall up C., and between this and the
window, which is furnished with a dark blue pelmet and
curtains, a brass bell juts out from the cornice. The door
to the outer office is down R., with an upper glass panel
inscribed ‘““SCROOGE AND MARLEY.”” Up stage of the door
there is a * blind break’ in the side wall to allow for the
entrance of MARLEY’S GHOST under cover of the opened
door. A flat desk stands C. On it are a pen tray, a quill
pen in an inkpot, an unlit candle in a candlestick, ledgers
and papers, an open account book and a small cash-box.
An upright mahogany chair stands ar either side of the
desk. There is another upright chair between the window
and MARLEY’s portrait.

(See the Ground Plan at the end of the Play.)
The TRAVERSE CURTAIN ofens.

LIGHTING CUE. A spotlight fades in on SCROOGE.

He stands behind his desk and counts money into the
cash-box. The WOMAN continues reading.

“ A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, covetous
old sinner.

(SCROOGE chuckles over the money.)

Hard and sharp as flint, secret and self-contained, solitary
as ap oyster.

5



6 A CHRISTMAS CAROL [Act I

(SCROOGE rises and crosses to the fire to warm his hands.)

The cold within him froze his old features, nipped his
pointed nose—(SCROOGE rubs his nose.)—shrivelled his
cheek—(SCROOGE walks stiffly back to his desk.)-—and
stiffened his gait, and spoke out shrewdly in his grating
voice,

(SCROOGE chuckles throatily and sits at the desk.)

But what did he care ? Well, once upon a time, on, of
all the good days in the year, Christmas Eve, old Scrooge
sat busy in his chambers adjoining his office. It was cold,
bleak, biting weather and foggy withal. There he sat,
counting his money—

LIGHTING CUE : The lights begin to fade on the WOMAN
and CHILDREN.

—counting his money—on Christmas Eve.”
LIGHTING CUE : The lights fade out completely down R.

(The WoMAN and CHILDREN lift the armchair and go off
through R. arch.)

LIGHTING CUE : The lights come up fully in SCROOGE’s
office. It is late afternoon and a yellow foggy light can be
seen outside the window. SCROOGE counts the last of the
coins into his cash-box, and bends to enter the total in his
account-book.)

SCROOGE (writing). That makes ten pounds, eight
shillings, one penny and three farthings.

(There is a knock at the door. BOB CRATCHIT enters and
stands hesitating inside the door. He is a poorly-dressed,
kindly man of middie-age. He carries a ledger under his
arm.)

SCROOGE (looking up). Yes ? Yes ? What is it ?
What d’you want ?

Bos. If you please, sir . .

ScrooGe. Well ?

BoB. I cameinto ...

SCcROOGE (finally). No, you can’t.

Bos. Can’t what, sir ?

ScrooGE. You can’t have any more coal for the fire.
D’you think I’m made of coal ?



Act I A CHRISTMAS CAROL 7

Bos. No, sir, but . . .

SCROOGE (warming up). Mr. Cratchit, have you con-
sidered the monstrous price these scoundrels are asking
for a miserable hundredweight of coal ? Ruinous! Ruinous,
Cratchit We shall all be in the poor house if we don’t
take care, all of us.

BoB. Yes, sir, but, it wasn’t . . .

SCROOGE (rising). NWNot another word, Cratchit, or I
shall be obliged to find myself another clerk. God bless
my soul, if it wasn’t Christmas Eve, I should order you
off my premises for good.

Bop. I’'m sorry, sir.

SCROOGE. Sorry, sir ! Does * Sorty, sir *” replace the
guineas you burn away in there every week;? I'm afraid
I’ve been too kind to you, (ratchit. Too kind. (He iudi-
cates the account book that CRATCHIT holds.) What’s that
you’ve got ?

BoB. The weekly account, sir.

SCrROOGE. Well, well, let me have it.

(CRATCHIT crosses to the desk and gives the book to SCROOGE.
SCROOGE sits behind the desk and ruus his finger down
the columns.)

ScrOOGE. Hmm ! Hmm | (He finds a huge profit
Jfigure and is delighted.) Hmmm | (Suddenly he frowns.)
Mr. Cratchit, what’s this?

BoB (nervously). What, sir ? (He cranes over the desk
to look at the ledger.)

SCROOGE (ominously calim.) When you first came here,
Cratchit, you assured me, with every appearance of honesty,
that you were familiar with the principles of arithmetic.

BoB. I am, sir.

ScrRooGE. Then, sir, pray add the following. (He reads
rapidly.) * One pound four shillings two pence and one
halfpenny plus seventeen shillings and eightpence.”

BoB (adding desperately). Two pounds, one shilling
and tenpence halfpenny, sir.

SCROOGE (most amiably). Correct, Mr. Cratchit. My
congratulations.

Bos (flustered). Thank you, sir.

SCROOGE (suddenly roaring). Then why, Cratchit, is the
very same sum entered in this book as ¢ Two pounds one
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shilling and ten pence.” (Menacingly.) Where is the
missing halfpenny ?

(CRATCHIT 15 silent.)

Well ?

BoB (miserably), I’m very sorry, sir. I must have made
a mistake.

SCROOGE. A very grave one, Cratchit. I had always
considered your bookkeeping to be most satisfactory. (He
corrects himself.) Well, fairly satisfactory. But I see that
I was mistaken.

BoB (indicating the portrait). Mr. Marley, sir, was good
enough to say that my books were the finest he had ever . . .

SCROOGE (snarling). Marley’s dead. Dead as a door-
nail. Has been for seven years,

BoB (warmly). Yes, sir, but when he was alive . .

ScrROOGE. Does Mr. Marley pay your wages every
week ?

BoB. No, sir.

SCROOGE. Who does ?

BoB. You do, sir.

ScrooGe. Exactly. Then never mind Mr. Marley and
his high opinion of you. (He taps the ledger.) What
explanation have you for this ?

Bos. It wouldn’t have happened any other time, sir.
It’s just that tonight I wanted to finish the accounts quickly
and go home.

LIGHTING CUE : The lights begin to fade down slowly.

ScrooGe. And why tonight of all nights, pray ?

Bos. It’s Christmas Eve, sir.

SCROOGE. I’m aware of that.

BoB. My wife and children were hoping thar . . .

ScrooGe. Your wife and children are no concern of
mine. Have I a wife ?

(CRATCHIT 1s silent.)

Answer me, sir, have I a wife ?
Bog. No, sir.
ScrooGE. Have I any children ?
BoB. No, sir.
SCROOGE. Do I want to go home ?
BoB. You are home, sir. You live here.
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ScrROOGE. That’s beside the point. Well, Cratchit, as
you have apparently no explanation to offer for this
unparalleled error in arithmetic, you will be good enough
to take this book and make a fresh account before you
leave tonight. And a correct one, sir. (He throws the book
across the room.)

BoB (catching the ledger). Tonight, sir !

ScrRoOOGE. Tonight. And let us have no more missing
halfpennies, or you’ll be spending more time with your
wife and children than you’ll find profitable. Now go.

Bor. But—but Mrs. Cratchit will have my meal
waiting, sir.

ScROOGE. Get back to vour work. :He peers ar some
papers on the desk.)

BoB. Yes, sir. (He goes ro the door, turns and says
qutetly.) You cantankerous old sinner !

ScrOOGE (lifting his head, not sure what he heard). What ?

BoB (hastily). 1 said ‘“ Thank goodness it’s a cold
dinner,” sir.

(BoB goes out hurriedly. SCROOGE rises, mutters to himself
and goes to the cupboard up L. to fetch a bottle of sherry
and a glass. He brings these to the desk, then goes to the
fireplace, picks up a spill and lights it. He lights the candle
on the mantelshelf, and crosses to the desk and lights the
candle there.

LIGHTING CUE : Bring up candlelight.

SCROOGE picks up the bottle and pours a small amount
into the glass., He holds it up to the light, shakes his head
and pours half of it back into the bottle. FRED, SCROOGE’S
nephew, enters down R. and stands watching his uncle. He
ts a gaily-dressed, handsome young man, full of good
humour and kindness. SCROOGE crosses to the fireplace
and lifts his glass slowly to drink. FRED moves quickly and
quietly towards him, and slaps him on the back. SCROOGE
splutters wildly and spills the sherry into the hearth.)

FrRED. A Merry Christmas, Uncle. God save you !

SCROOGE. Damn you, nephew. Couldn’t you see that
1 was drinking ?

FRED (grinming). So you were. (He crosses to the desk
and takes the bortle.) Well, well, celebrating the festive
occasion, eh ? DI’ll join you. (He lifts a tumbler from the
desk and pours out some sherry.)
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SCROOGE (still choking). No ! No !

FRED (misunderstanding deliberately). What, not enough ?
Thanks, 1 would like a little more. (He fills the glass.)
To Christmas, Uncle. (He drinks.)

ScrROOGE (groaning). That sherry cost me a great deal
of money.

FRED. It wids worth it. (He holds out the bortle.) Have
another glass ?

SCROOGE (snaiching the botile)) No. (He strokes the
bottle sadly and puts it on the mantelpiece.)

IFrED (moving to the chair R. of desk). Well, Uncle, it’s
good to see you looking se well and happy. (He sits and
puts kis feet on the desk.) The softening effects of Chiristmas
Eve, 1 suppose.

Scronce, Bah! Humbug !

Frep. Christmas a humbug ! You don’t mean that,
surely.

ScrROOGE. I do. ‘“ Merry Christmas >’ indeed. What
right have you gct to be merry ? You’re poor enough.

FRED (taking our a cigar from his pocket). Pooh |
What’s money ?

SCROOGE (astounded}. What’s money ?

Frep. Oh, come on, Uncle. What right have you got
to be dismal ? You’re rich enough. (He stretches for the
candle.)

SCROOGE. Bah !

FReD (lighting his cigar). Now don’t be cross, Uncle.

ScrooGe. I will be cross. What else can I be when I
live in such a world of fools as this ? What’s Christmas to
you but a time of paying bills ?

FRED. And getting presents.

ScrooGE. And finding yourself a year older and not
an hour richer ?

Frep. But much wiser—and happier.

SCROOGE (crossing to the desk). 1f 1 had my way every
idiot that goes about with  Merry Christmas > on his
lips should be boiled in his own pudding and buried with
a stake of holly through his heart.

Frep. But, Uncle . .. .

SCROOGE (swinging ¥RED’s legs off his desk). Nephew,
you keep Christmas in your way, and leave me to kcep it
in mine.

Frep. But you don’t keep it.
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SCrROOGE. So much the better. What good has it ever
done you ? What profit is there in it ?

Frep (rising and walking up stage to the window). If
you mean money, none. But most of the good things I’ve
had in life have given me no profit, Christmas included.

(BoB CRATCHIT enters quietly down R. and stands listening.)

But I’ve always thought of Christmas time as a good time ;
a kind, charitable, forgiving sort of time. The only time
I know of, in the whole of the year, when men and women
seem to open up their hearts, freely and without condition.
Yes, and to think of those below them not as if they were
a race apart bound on other journeys, but as fellow pas-
sengers through life. (He pauses.) Oh, you’re quite right,
Uncle, Christmas has never put gold or silver in my pocket.
But it’s done me good before, and it’ll do me good again.
And I say, God bless it !
CRATCHIT (quietly). God bless it !

(SCROOGE mnotices him.)

SCROOGE (snarling). Another word from you, sir, and
you lose your situation. What do you want ?

CraTcHIT. There are two gentlemen to see you, sir.

SCROOGE (keenly). Business gentlemen ?

CraTcHIT. I don’t think so, sir. They were very civil.

(FRED laughs.)

ScrOOGE. Eh ? Tell them I’ll see them in a minute.
(He busies himself with the books on his desk.)

(FRED moves down to CRATCHIT and shakes hands with him.)

Frep. How are you, Cratchit?

CrATCHIT. Oh, I'm very well, sir, thank you.

Frep. And your wife and children ?

CraTcHIT. Well, too, sir.

FRED (fumbling in his pocket). I—er—I] meant to get
that youngest boy of yours a present, but I didn’t find
the time. (He offers him some money.) Perhaps you'll . . .

CRATCHIT (quietly). Thank you, sir, and no offence,
but—we do well enough, sir. It’s not that I don’t appre-
ciate it.

(SCROOGE watches them out of the corner of his eye.)

FRED (after a pause, pocketing the money). I understand.
Well, 2 Merry Christmas to you all !
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ScrOOGE. ‘“ Merry Christmas !’ If I hear those words
mentioned again, I shall open my office tomorrow to make
up for this waste of time. Get on with your work, Cratchit.

CRATCHIT. Yes, sir. (He goes to the door, opens it, turns
back and whispers.) Merry Christmas !

(He goes out.)

SCROOGE (sourly). You're free enough with your money,
I see, for a man that hasn’t a penny piece.

FRED (crossing to R. of desk). Now, don’t be angry,
Uncle. I tell you what ! Come and have dinner with us
tomorrow.

ScrooGe. I’ll see you in . . . Go to the devil, sir !

FRED (soothingly). All in good time, Uncle. Then just
come round for a glass of wine and a biscuit, My wife
will be . .

SCROOGE (finding a new grievance). Ah, your wife !
And why did you ever get married at all ?

FrRep, Why ? Because I fell in love.

ScrooGE. Fell in love | What a reason | (He moves to
the fire.) Good afternoon.

FRED (determined to do his best). Now, Uncle, you never
came to see me before I was married. Why give it as a
reason for not coming now ?

SCROOGE (turning his back on him). Good afternoon !

Frep. I want nothing from you. I ask nothing.
Why can’t we be friends ?

SCcROOGE. Good afternoon !

FRED (giving it up). Well, I’'m sorry with all my heart
to find you so unreasonable. (He crosses to the door.)
However, I made up my mind to ask you, if only because
it was Christmas, and you’re not going to make me lose
my temper. So, a MERRY CHRISTMAS, Uncle. (He
exits down R.)

SCROOGE (swinging round). GOOD AFTERNOON !

FRED (popping his head back through the door). And
a Happy New Year !

(SCROOGE roars at him.)
(FRED goes out again, banging the door. SCROOGE, mutters,

goes to the cupboard and gets a tin box of loose money and
some bags of money. He brings them to the desk. There is
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a knock at the door. SCROOGE instinctively grasps up the
money in his arms.)

ScroOGE. Who's that ?
CRATCHIT (entering). Me, sir.
ScrooGE. Yes, what is it ?
CraTcHIT. Do you wish to see the two gentlemen now,
sir ?
ScrooGE. Oh, yes, send ’em in.
(CRATCHIT turns towards the door.)

No, wait a minute !

(CRATCHIT stops and waits. SCROOGE takes the sherry bottle
Jrom the mantelpiece and goes to the cupboard to hide it.
He returns to his desk.)

I’ll see them now.
CRATCHIT (gotng to the door and calling). Ir here, gentlemen!

(SCROOGE sits at the desk. Two PORTLY GENTLEMEN enter
douwn R. They look alike, and each has a bald head, gold
spectacles and a benevolent expression. They resemble
two Mr. Pickwicks. Each carries a hat in his hand.
They advance sedately to C.)

1ST PorRT. GENT. Thank you.

(CRATCHIT exits.)

Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe. Have I the pleasure of
addressing Mr. Scrooge or Mr. Marley ?

SCROOGE (ungraciously). Mr. Marley’s dead. Died
seven years ago, to this very night.

1sT PorT. GENT. I see. Very sad.

SCROOGE (indicating the portrait). That’s him. Dead
as a doornail, though.

2ND PORT. GENT. Well, we have no doubt that his
liberality is well represented by his surviving partner.
(He produces some papers from his overcoat pocket.) My
credentials.

1sT PORT. GENT. (producing his own papers). And mine,
sir. (He hands both papers to SCROOGE.) Er—may we be
seated, sir ?

SCROOGE (examining the papers). 1 suppose so.

(The FIrsT PORTLY GENTLEMAN sits in the chair R. of the
desk. The SECOND PORTLY GENTLEMAN brings the chair
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from up R., places it by the FIRST PORTLY GENTLEMAN’S
chair and sits. Their actions are for the most part done in
unison.)

SCROOGE (very surly). Well ?

2ND PORT. GENT. (coughing). Well . . .

1ST PORT. GENT. {coughing). Well . . .

2ND PORT. GENT. (taking the plunge). Each year we
consider it an honour to make the round of such gentleman
as yourself in the —er—

18T PORT. GENT. (taking over). In the certain knowledge
that our journey will not be in vain. (He produces a list.)
Today we have visited Pootleberry and Squib . . .

2ND PorT. GENT. (reading from his list). Anderson,
Henderson, Sanderson, Richardson . . .

1ST PorT. GENT. And Son. Also Tupkins and Love-
lace . ..

2ND PoRrT. GENT. Smith, Smith, Smith and Smith.

1ST PorT. GENT. Mr. Smith was most generous.

SCROOGE (after a slight pause). 1 see. You're collecting
for charity.

1ST PORT. GENT. (embarrassed). Well, one might put it
like that.

2ND PorT. GENT. Yes, one might.

SCROOGE (playing with them). And what did these
gentlemen consider an adequate answer to your impor-
tunities ?

1ST PORT. GENT. (rising and passing his list to SCROOGE).
1 have the list here. It will be published, of course, so
there is no harm in your seeing it.

2ND PorT. GENT. No, no, none at ail.

1ST PORT. GENT. (potnting out an item on the list, and
excustng it). Mr. Tupkins had no change.

2ND PORT. GENT. (seriously). And fourteen children.

SCROOGE (considering the list). Hmm ! On the whole,
a very profitable excursion, if I may say so.

1sT PORT. GENT. (sitting, rubbing his hands). You may,
Mr. Scrooge, you may.

SCROOGE (putting a bag of money in the tin box). Especi-
ally as money is not easily come by these days. Business
is not good, gentlemen. (He puts some more bags away.)
I will go further, gentlemen, business is bad ! (He
puts another bag away.) Very bad ! (He puts the last
bag away.)
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I1ST PORT. GENT. (watching the last bag disappear). Quite.
But we thought—well, several of the gentlemen we have
already visited mentioned that you have had a good year.

2ND PORT. GENT. A particularly good year.

SCROOGE (snapping). They were mistaken. I shall be
lucky if I see a penny profit. (He bangs the lid of the box
shut.) Bills have to be paid, sir, there’s no denying them.

1sT PORT. GENT. (warmly). Mr. Scrooge, I feel impelled
to point out that however bad a year you may, or may not,
have had, there are others who have fared worse. At this
season of the year, it is most desirable that we should make
some provision for the poor and destitute.

2ND PorT. GENT. Many thousands lack even the bare
necessities, Hundreds of thousands are without the smaliest
of common comforts.

SCROOGE (rising). Are there no prisons ?

(The GENTLEMEN exchange glances.)

1sT PORT. GENT. (after a pause). Plenty of prisons.

ScrooGE. And the workhouses ? Are they still in
operation ?

2ND PorT, GENT. Theyare. I could wish they were not.

ScrooGE. The treadmill and the Poor Laws are still
in good working order, I hope ?

1sT POorRT. GENT. Both very busy, sir.

SCROOGE (pleased). Ah ! I was afraid, from what you
said at first, that something had happened to stop them.
Hmm ! I’'m relieved to hear it.

2ND PORT. GENT. (making a great effort). Mr. Scrooge,
a few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the
poor meat and drink and means of warmth for this
Christmas.

1sT PorT. GENT. We choose this time because it is,
on the one hand, a time when want is keenly felt and on
the other, a time when good things are in abundance.
(He picks up the list which SCROOGE has left on the desk.)
Now sir what shall we put you down for ?

ScROOGE (after a slight pause). Nothing.

1ST PorRT. GENT. Oh you wish to remain anonymous ?

ScrOOGE. I wish to be left alone. I don’t make any
extra money at Christinas and I can’t afford to give it to
idle people. Those who are badly off must go to the
workhouse or the prisons.
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1sT PorT. GENT. Many can’t go there.

2ND PorTt. GENT. And many would rather die first.

ScrooGE. Then let them die and decrease the surplus
population. It’s none of my business.

I1ST Port. GENT. Charity is everyone’s business.

SCROOGE (moving away to the fire). Humbug | (He
takes some papers from the mantelpicce and studies them.)

1ST PORT. GENT. (rising). Really, sir, I must protest . . .

2ND PORT. GENT. (rising and returning his chair to up R.).
Come sir. I’'m afraid we can hope for nothing here. (He
goes to the door.)

I1ST PORT. GENT. (highly indignant). 1 hope, Mr.
Scrooge, that you never find yourself dependent on the
charity of others. You would not find it pleasant, sir.
(He movues to the door.)

SCROOGE (busy with papers). 1 have nothing further to
say to you, gentlemen.

1ST PORT. GENT. (turning from the door). You are the
first person to refuse me charity today. You are to be
congratulated.

(They both go out through the door in high indignation.)
SCROOGE (snorting). Christmas !

(Some carol singers begin singing *‘ God rest you merry,
Gentlemen > in the street outside. SCROOGE goes angrily
to the window and shouts.)

Here ! You!
(The carol stops.)

LITTLE Boy (off). Penny for the carols, sir. Give us
a penny, guv’nor |

SCROOGE (snarling). Be off with you ! Be off, d’you
hear ? Or I’ll call the constable,

LitTLE Boy (off). Ah, yer old skinflint 1

(The carol singers hoot with derision. They begin singing the
carol again, and are heard fading away in the distance.)

LIGHTING CUE : The lights outside the window fade
out completely, and the room is lit only by patches of light
from the candles. SCROOGE mutters, crosses to the desk and
puts dowss the papers he carrics. He picks up the tin cash-box
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