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CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs
are hereby warned that performance of Charles Dickens' A
Christmas Carol is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully
protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America,
and of all countries covered by the International Copyright Union.
All rights, including professional, amateur, motion picture, public
reading, broadcast, and any other reproduction by means known or
yet to be discovered are strictly reserved.

All rights are controlled exclusively by
WordCrafts Theatrical Press, 912 East Lincoln Street, Tullahoma,
Tennessee 37388. No performance of this play may be given without
obtaining in advance the written permission of WordCrafts
Theatrical Press, and paying the requisite fee.

SPECIAL NOTE: Anyone receiving
permission to produce Charles Dickens' A Christmas Carol is
required to give credit to the Author as the sole and exclusive
Author of the Play on the title page of all programs distributed in
connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in
which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising,
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play. The name of the
Author must appear on a separate line, in which no other name
appears, immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal to
50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the
title of the Play. No person, firm or entity may receive credit
larger or more prominent than that accorded the Author.
















SCENES

​ Cast of
Characters

Act I

Scene 1 - Scrooge's office

Scene 2 -
Scrooge's bedroom

Scene 3 -
Scrooge's bedroom

Scene 4 -
A countryside leading to the interior of a school
house

Scene 5 -
Fezziwig's Warehouse

Act II

Scene 1 - Scrooge's bedroom

Scene 2 -
Fred's home

Scene 3 - An
empty stage

Scene 4
- A shabby, disreputable pawn
shop

Act III

Scene 1 - Scrooge's bedroom

Scene 2 -
Outside of Scrooge's home

Scene 3 -
Fred's Home

Scene 4 -
Scrooge's Office
















​ CHARACTERS
In Order
of Appearance

Narrator

Ebenezer Scrooge

Bob Cratchit

Fred

Man 1

Man 2

Boy 1

Marley

Ghost of Christmas Past

Boy Scrooge

Young Scrooge

Fan

Dick Wilkins

Fezziwig

Mrs. Fezziwig

Fiddler

Belle

Child 1

Child 2

Child 3

Father

Ghost of Christmas Present

Mrs. Cratchit

Martha Cratchit

Peter Cratchit

Belinda Cratchit

Nellie Cratchit

John Cratchit

Tiny Tim Cratchit

Fred's Wife

Guest 1

Lady 1

Lady 2

Jenny

Guest 2

Topper

Want

Ignorance

Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come

Businessman 1

Businessman 2

Businessman 3

Businessman 4

Businessman 5

Charwoman

Joe

Mrs. Dilber

Boy 2

Grocer

Housekeeper





EXTRAS

Towns people, young men and women, boys and
girls. These characters may be doubled from existing
characters.
















​ ACT
I
Scene 1

​SETTING: SCROOGE'S
office.

AT RISE: SCROOGE is seated at his desk. BOB CRATCHIT is at
his desk, eyeing the dying fire.

NARRATOR
Marley was dead. This
must be distinctly understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the
story I am going to relate. Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he
did. How could it be otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I
don't know how many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole
administrator, his sole friend, and sole mourner. And even Scrooge
was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but that he was an
excellent man of business on the very day of the funeral, and
solemnized it with an undoubted bargain.

Scrooge! a squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching,
covetous old sinner! Secret, and self-contained, and solitary as an
oyster. The cold within him froze his old features, he carried his
own low temperature always about with him; he iced his office in
the dog-days; and didn't thaw it one degree at Christmas. Nobody
ever stopped him in the street to say, “My dear Scrooge, how are
you. When will you come to see me.”

But what did Scrooge care! It was the very thing he liked, to edge
his way along the crowded paths of life, warning all human sympathy
to keep its distance. Once upon a time -- of all the good days in
the year, on Christmas Eve -- old Scrooge sat busy in his
counting-house.

(Enter FRED who stops first to greet BOB
then proceeds to his uncle’s desk.)

FRED
Merry Christmas, Bob
Cratchit!

BOB
Merry Christmas, sir.

FRED
How is that fine family of
yours, Mr. Cratchit?

BOB
Well. They are all doing
well. Thank you for remembering them, sir.

FRED
I’m glad to hear it. Be sure
and remember me to them won’t you.

BOB
I certainly will, sir.

FRED
Merry Christmas, Uncle!

(SCROOGE does not respond.)

I said, “Merry Christmas, Uncle.”

SCROOGE
Uh? So you did.

FRED
Ah, merry Christmas, uncle!
God save you!

SCROOGE
Bah! Humbug!

FRED
Christmas a humbug, Uncle!
I’m sure you don't mean that.

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

FRED
Come then, 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 such a world of fools as this 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
Uncle! Surely you don’t mean
that!

SCROOGE
With all my heart. You
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 it has ever done you!

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 belonging
to it can be apart from that -- as a good time: a kind, forgiving,
charitable, pleasant 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 freely, and to think of people below them
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
pocket, I believe that it has done me good, and will do me good;
and I say, “God bless it!”
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