BOB CRATCHIT, MRS CRATCHIT, PETER, MARTHA, FEDERICK, BELINDA,HARRIET,TINY TIM,SCROOGE, and GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT

In the center sits a table with mis-matched chairs for 8, all set for Christmas dinner. There is a humble fireplace with Tiny Tim’s small stool sittingnearby. A small counter holds a roasting pan--with a small cooked goose in it--bowls of cooked potatoes, stuffing and a full punch bowl and ladle.

AT RISE:
MRS. CRATCHIT, BELINDA, PETER, HARRIET, and FREDERICK busy themselves with
preparations at the table.
1. LIGHTS: FADE UP ON CRATCHIT HOME.
2. SOUND: PLATES RATTLING. WALLA--KID LAUGHTER.
CONTINUE UNDER.
3. MRS. CRATCHIT: What has ever got your precious father then? And your
brother, Tiny Tim.
MARTHA CRATCHIT ENTERS in the functional door.
4. PETER CRATCHIT: Oh, but here's Martha, Mother. Hurrah!
5. MARTHA CRATCHIT: Sorry, I’m late, Mother. We’d had a deal of work to finish up
last night--and to clear away--this morning.
6. MRS. CRATCHIT: Well, never mind--so long as you are come. Sit ye down by
the fire, my dear, and have a warm, Lord bless ye!
7. BELINDA CRATCHIT: No, no, no! Father’s coming! Hide, Martha, hide! Father! Father!
MARTHA hides  behind the table as BOB CRATCHIT and TINY TIM, hobbling with his single crutch, ENTER.
8. BOB CRATCHIT: Ah! Peter, Belinda, Frederick, Harriet! Why, where's our
Martha?
9. MRS. CRATCHIT: Not coming.

1. BOB CRATCHIT: (shocked) Not coming? Not coming upon Christmas Day?
2. MARTHA CRATCHIT: (coming out of hiding) Here I am, Father! (laughs) Merry
Christmas!
3. MRS. CRATCHIT: How did little Tim behave at church, Bob?
4. BOB CRATCHIT: As good as gold, Mother, and better, eh, Tim?
5. TINY TIM CRATCHIT: (coughs) They sang ever so nice, Mother. I hoped the people
saw me in the church, (coughs) because I’m a cripple And it
might be pleasant for them to remember--on Christmas--
who made lame beggars walk, and blind men see.
6. BOB CRATCHIT: Bless you, my son. See Mother, his heart is strong and he will
get better. I know it.
7. BELINDA CRATCHIT: Oh, Let’s play a game! Father! Play
“the memory game” with us! Please! Please!
8. PETER CRATCHIT: Yes! And then we’ll sing some songs and...
MRS. CRATCHIT carries a small cooked goose to the table.
9. PETER CRATCHIT: (gasps) Oh! Look!
10. TINY TIM CRATCHIT: Oh, smell that Gooooooooooose! Hurrah! Look! Look! There
was never such a goose! Never!
11. SOUND: WALLA-”OOOOH”. PLATES. FORKS. SPOON SERVINGS--
UNDER.
12. MRS. CRATCHIT: All right! Be seated. Here you go. Take your turn, now.
There’s plenty of stuffing, potatoes, and plum pudding for all
of you.
13. MRS. CRATCHIT: (whispers to Martha) Martha, dear. Sit next to Tiny Tim
and make sure he eats plenty. He must get strong and well. If anything should happen to him...
14. MARTHA: (whispers) Oh, Mother! Don’t even think that. I’ll see that he
eats well. Here, Tim...
Amid the bustle over the servings, BOB calls everybody’s attention by rapping a spoon on
the table (4x).
1. BOB CRATCHIT: Quiet, please. Quiet. Such a feast requires a Merry Christmas
to us all! God bless us! 
2. PETER CRATCHIT: God bless us.
3. MARTHA CRATCHIT: God bless us.
4. Belinda CRATCHIT: God bless us.
5. Frederick CRATCHIT: God bless us.
6. HARRIET CRATCHIT: God bless us.
7. TINY TIM CRATCHIT: (coughs) God... bless us... every one!
The CRATCHITS begin dinner, chatting in the background. At some point in the following
conversation, PETER CRATCHIT goes to the counter to bring the punch bowl. SCROOGE
and the SECOND SPIRIT converse.

8. SCROOGE: Tell me, Spirit. Tell me if Tiny Tim will live?

9. SECOND SPIRIT: I see a vacant seat, and a crutch without anowner--carefully preserved. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.
10. SCROOGE: No, no. Oh, no, kind Spirit. Say he will be spared.
11. SECOND SPIRIT: Why? (quoting Scrooge from earlier) “If he be like to die, he
had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.”
12. SCROOGE: (hurt) Oh, you use my own words against me.
13. SECOND SPIRIT: Yes! Perhaps, in the future, you will hold your tongue until
you have discovered what the “surplus population” is, and where it is! It may be, that in the sight of Heaven, you are more worthless and less fit to live than millions like this poor man's child.
PETER CRATCHIT brings the punch bowl to the table and begins ladling out punch to
everyone.

1. PETER CRATCHIT: Here’s the punch--steaming hot. Take your turn. There’s
enough for a toast! And one after that!
2. BELINDA CRATCHIT: A toast! A toast! A toast to Christmas!
3. BOB CRATCHIT: Here... (ahem) I would like to propose a toast... to... Mr.
Scrooge, the Founder of the Feast. To Mr. Scrooge!
4. CRATCHIT KIDS: (ad lib) “What?” “No!” “Father!” “Please!” “Not him!” “Ohh!”

5. MRS. CRATCHIT: The “founder of the feast,” indeed! I wish I had Mr. Scrooge
here. I'd give him a piece of my mind to feast upon, and I hope he'd have a good appetite for it.
6. BOB CRATCHIT: (mildly) My dear, it’s Christmas Day.
7. MRS. CRATCHIT: (sighs) It should be Christmas-day, I am sure," "on which one drinks the health of such an odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr. Scrooge. You know he is, Robert! Nobody knows it better than you do, poor fellow!"   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!
6. BOB CRATCHIT: (mildly) My dear, it’s Christmas Day.
The family drinks a subdued toast to Mr. Scrooge.

8. SECOND SPIRIT: Come, Ebenezer, to a gathering across town…..
9. SOUND: [SFX-16] CYMBAL ROLL. WIND-CHIMES.
10. LIGHTS: FADE TO BLACK ON THE CRATCHIT HOME.

