A Christmas Carol
AFTER INTRODUCTION THE LIGHTS GO DOWN A SINGLE LIGHT DOWN STAGE CENTRE REVEALS DICKENS STANDING
I have endeavoured, in the ghostly little book, to raise the ghost of an idea, which shall not put my readers out of humour with themselves, with each other, with the season, or with me!  May it haunt their houses pleasantly and no one wish to lay it.
A Christmas Carol, by Charles Dickens. Stave 1. Marleys Ghost:
Marley was dead: to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about that. The 

register of his burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker, 

and the chief mourner. 

Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge’s name was good upon ‘Change, for anything he chose to put his hand to. Old Marley was as dead as a door–nail.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know what there is particularly dead about a door–nail. I might have been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin–nail as the deadest piece of ironmongery in the trade. But the wisdom of our ancestors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not disturb it, or the Country’s done for. 
You will therefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door–nail.

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 assign, his sole residuary legatee, 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 solemnised it with an undoubted bargain. 

The mention of Marley’s funeral brings me back to the point I started from. There is no doubt that Marley was dead. This must be distinctly understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the story I am going to relate. 

Scrooge never painted out Old Marley’s name. There it stood, years afterwards, above the warehouse door: Scrooge and Marley. 
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 grind–stone, Scrooge! a squeezing, 

wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous, old sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, secret, and self–contained, and solitary as an oyster. 
THE LIGHTS COME UP TO FULL STAGE
Once upon a time—of all the good days in the year, on Christmas Eve—old Scrooge sat busy in his counting–house. It was cold, bleak, biting weather: foggy withal: 

The city clocks had only just gone three, but it was quite dark already— it had not been light all day—and candles were flaring in the windows of the neighbouring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpable brown air. and even though the court was of the narrowest, the houses opposite were mere phantoms. 

The door of Scrooge’s counting–house was open that he might keep his eye upon his clerk, who in a dismal little cell beyond, a sort of tank, was copying  letters. Scrooge had a very small fire, but the clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it looked like one coal. But he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal–box in his own room; and so surely as the clerk came in with the shovel, the master predicted that it would be necessary for them to part company .

Wherefore the clerk put on his white comforter, and tried to warm himself at the candle; in which effort, not being a man of a strong imagination, he failed.

‘A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!’ cried a cheerful voice. It was the 

voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon him so quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his approach.

‘Bah!’ said Scrooge, ‘Humbug!’

‘Christmas a humbug, uncle!’ said Scrooge’s nephew. ‘You don’t mean that, I am sure?’

‘I do, 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!’

‘Uncle!’ 

‘Nephew!’ ‘Keep Christmas in your own way, and let  me keep it in mine.’

‘Keep it! but you don’t keep it.’

‘Let me leave it alone, then,’ said Scrooge. ‘Much good may it do you! Much good it has ever done you!’

‘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:  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!’

The clerk in the Tank involuntarily applauded. Becoming immediately sensible of the impropriety, he poked the fire, and extinguished the last frail spark for ever.

‘Let me hear another sound from you,’ said Scrooge, ‘and you’ll keep your Christmas by losing your situation! You’re quite a powerful speaker, sir,’ he 

added, turning to his nephew. ‘I wonder you don’t go into Parliament.’

‘Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us tomorrow.’

Scrooge said that he would see him—yes, indeed he did. He went the whole length of the expression, and said that he would see him in that extremity first!

‘The nephew left the room without an angry word, notwithstanding. 
As the nephew went out so another gentleman came in. He was a portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now stood in Scrooge’s office with books and papers in his hand.

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

‘Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years,’ Scrooge replied. ‘He died seven years ago, this very night. What do you want?’

I have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his surviving partner,’ 

‘At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,’ said the gentleman, taking up 

a pen, ‘it is more than usually desirable that we should make some slight provision for the Poor and Destitute, who suffer greatly at the present time.  Many thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are in want of common comforts, sir.’

‘Are there no prisons’ asked Scrooge ‘And the Union Workhouses are they still in operation?
‘They are. Mr Scrooge, but under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body ‘a few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat and drink, and means of warmth. We choose this time, because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt, and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?’

‘Nothing!’ Scrooge replied.

‘You wish to be anonymous?’

‘I wish to be left alone,’ said Scrooge. ‘Since you ask me what I wish, sir, that is my answer. I don’t make merry myself at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support the establishments I have mentioned—they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.’

‘Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.’

‘If they would rather die,’ said Scrooge, ‘they had better do it, and decrease 

the surplus population. Good afternoon, gentlemen!’

Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the gentleman 

withdrew.

.

Foggier yet, and colder! Piercing, searching, biting cold. The owner of one scant young nose, gnawed and mumbled by the hungry cold as bones are gnawed by dogs, stooped down at Scrooge’s keyhole to regale him with a Christmas carol: but at the first sound of ‘God bless you, merry gentlemen! May nothing you dismay!’

Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action, that the singer fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the fog and even more congenial frost.

At length the hour of shutting up the counting–house arrived. 

‘You’ll want all day to–morrow, I suppose?’ said Scrooge.

‘If quite convenient, sir.’

‘It’s not convenient,’ said Scrooge, ‘and it’s not fair. If I was to stop you half–a–crown for it, you’d think yourself ill–used, I’ll be bound?’

The clerk smiled faintly.

‘And yet,’ said Scrooge, ‘you don’t think me ill–used, when I pay a day’s wages 

for no work.’

‘It is only once a year, sir!’

‘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.’

The clerk promised that he would; and pelted home to Camden Town to play at blindman’s–buff.

Scrooge shut up the office and made his way into the city streets, 
HE WALKS OFF THE STAGE INTO THE AUDITORIUM, HOUSE LIGHTS OR SPECIAL UP
he took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and beguiled the rest of the evening with his banker’s–book, went home to bed. 
BACK TO STAGE LIGHTING
Now, it is a fact, that there was nothing at all particular about the knocker on Scrooge’s door, except that it was very large. It is also a fact, that Scrooge had seen it, night and morning, during his whole residence in that place; also that Scrooge had as little of what is called fancy about him as any man in the city of London. 

But, as he had his hand upon the lock , he saw in the knocker, not a knocker but Marley’s face!

Marley’s face with a dismal light about it, like a bad lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious, but looked at Scrooge as Marley used to look: with ghostly spectacles turned up on its ghostly forehead. 

As Scrooge looked fixedly at this phenomenon, it was a knocker again. 
Scrooge said Pooh!’ And went upstairs: trimming his candle as he went for it was very dark.

Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that. Darkness is cheap, and Scrooge liked it. 
But before he shut his heavy door, he walked through his rooms to see 

that all was right. He had just enough recollection of the face to desire to do that.

Sitting–room, bedroom, lumber–room. All as they should be. Nobody under the  Chair, nobody under the table;; nobody in his dressing–gown, which 

was hanging up in a suspicious attitude against the wall. 

Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and sat down .
As he threw his head back in the chair, his glance happened to rest upon a bell, a disused bell, and as he watched it slowly began to swing. soon it rang out loudly, and so did every bell in the house.

They were succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below; as if some person were dragging a heavy chain over the casks in the wine merchant’s cellar  below.
The cellar–door flew open with a booming sound, and then he heard the noise much louder, on the floors below; then coming up the stairs; then coming straight towards his door. it came on through the heavy door, and passed into the room before his eyes. Marley’s Ghost!’ 
FOG SEEPING ONTO THE STAGE.  LIGHTING COOLER
The same face: the very same. Marley in his pigtail, usual waistcoat, tights and Boots. 

His body was transparent; so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking through his waistcoat, could see the two buttons on his coat behind.

Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels, but he had never 

believed it until now.

‘How now!’ said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever. ‘What do you want with me?’

‘Much!’—Marley’s voice, no doubt about it.

‘Who are you?’

‘In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.’

‘You are fettered,’ said Scrooge, trembling. ‘Tell me why?’

‘I wear the chain I forged in life,’ replied the Ghost. ‘I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you? Or would you know ‘the weight and length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was full as heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have laboured on it, since. It is a ponderous chain!’

What do you want with me? 
‘I am here to–night to warn you, that you have yet a chance and hope of escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring, Ebenezer.’

‘ ‘You will be haunted, ‘by Three Spirits.’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. Look to see me no more; 

When it had said these words, the spirit walked towards the window and floated into the bleak, dark, night.
FOG CEASES. LIGHTS BACK TO PREVIOUS
Scrooge tried to say ‘Humbug!’ but stopped at the first syllable. And being, from the emotion he had undergone, or the fatigues of the day, or the dull conversation of the Ghost, or the lateness of the hour, much in need of repose; went straight to bed, without undressing, and fell asleep upon the instant.

HE SLEEPS. LIGHTS DIM
Scrooge awoke as the Church clock Tolled a deep, dull, hollow, melancholy ONE. 
LIGHTS UP. COOL
The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, and Scrooge, found himself face to face with the unearthly visitor who drew them: 

It was a strange figure—like a child: yet not so like a child as like an old man, viewed through some supernatural medium, which gave him the appearance of having receded from the view, and being diminished to a child’s proportions. 

 ‘Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me?’ asked Scrooge.

‘I am.’

 ‘Who, and what are you?’ Scrooge demanded.

‘I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.’

‘Long Past?’ inquired Scrooge: 

‘No. Your past. The things that we shall see are but shadows of the things that have been,’ said the Ghost. ‘They have no consciousness of us. Rise, and walk with me.’

As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and stood upon an open country road, with snow upon the ground.

‘Good Heaven! I was bred in this place. I was a boy here.’

‘You recollect the way?’ inquired the Spirit.

‘Remember it!’ cried Scrooge with fervour; ‘I could walk it blindfold.’

‘Strange to have forgotten it for so many years,’ observed the Ghost. ‘Let us go on.’

They walked along the road, Scrooge recognising every gate, and post, and tree; until a little market–town appeared in the distance, with its bridge, its church, and winding river and its school 
‘The school is not quite deserted,’ said the Ghost. ‘A solitary child, neglected by his friends, is left there still.’

Poor boy! Poor boy,  ‘I wish but it’s too late now.’

‘What is the matter?’ asked the Spirit.

‘Nothing,’ said Scrooge. ‘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.’

The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, 

Although they had but that moment left the school behind them, they were now in the busy thoroughfares of a city. 

The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked Scrooge if he knew it.

‘I was apprenticed here!’

They went in.
LIGHTS WARM
 At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig, sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had been two inches taller he must have knocked his head against the ceiling, Scrooge cried in great excitement:

‘Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive again.’

 ‘Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!’

Scrooge’s former self, came briskly in, accompanied by his fellow–prentice.

‘Dick Wilkins, to be sure!’ said Scrooge to the Ghost. ‘Bless me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached to me, was Dick. Poor Dick. Dear, dear.’

‘Yo ho, my boys,’ said Fezziwig. ‘No more work to–night! Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer. Let’s have this place cleared away,’ ‘before a man can say Jack Robinson.’

Clear away? There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with old Fezziwig looking on and the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ball–room, as you would desire to see upon a winter’s night.

In came a fiddler and went up to the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty stomach–aches. In came Mrs Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young followers whose hearts they broke.’.

There were dances, and there were forfeits, and more dances, and there was cake, there was a great piece of Cold Roast, and there was a great piece of Cold Boiled, and there were mince–pies, and plenty of beer. 

But the great effect of the evening came after the Roast and Boiled, when the fiddler (an artful dog, mind. The sort of man who knew his business better than you or I could have told it him.) struck up ‘Sir Roger de Coverley.’ Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs Fezziwig. Top couple, too; with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or four and twenty pair of partners; people who were not to be trifled with; people who would dance, and had no notion of walking.

But if they had been twice as many—ah, four times— old Fezziwig would have been a match for them, and so would Mrs Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense of the term. 

When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up.
BACK TO COOL 

Scrooge felt the Spirit’s glance, and stopped.

‘What is the matter?’ asked the Ghost.

‘Nothing in particular,’ said Scrooge.

‘Something, I think,’ the Ghost insisted.

‘No,’ said Scrooge, ‘No. I should like to be able to say a word or two to my clerk just now. That’s all.’

 ‘My time grows short,’ 

Again Scrooge saw himself. He was older now; a man in the prime of life and he sat by the side of a fair young girl in whose eyes there were tears, 

. Another idol has displaced me Ebenezer; 

‘What Idol has displaced you?’ 

‘A golden one.’

‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge, ‘show me no more. 
‘One shadow more,’ exclaimed the Ghost.

They were in another scene and place; a room, not very large or handsome, but full of comfort. Near to the winter fire sat a beautiful young girl, so like that last that Scrooge believed it was the same, until he saw her, now a comely matron, sitting opposite her daughter. and when he thought that such another creature, quite as graceful and as full of promise, might have called him father, and been a spring–time in the winter of his life, his sight grew very dim indeed.
‘Belle,’ said the husband, ‘I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.’

‘Who was it?’

‘Guess!’

I don’t I know!,’ 
‘Guess!’

‘Oh, you know I dont like games!  I dont know! Oh, I’m all of a flutter!!!  Not Mr Scrooge?’

‘Mr Scrooge it was. I passed his office window; and as it was not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could scarcely help seeing him. His partner, Jacob Marley, lies upon the point of death, I hear; and there he sat alone. Quite alone in the world, I do believe.’

Spirit! Show me no more,Haunt me no longer!’

And as Scrooge struggled with the spirit he was conscious of being exhausted, and, further, of being in his own bedroom. and had barely time to reel to bed, before he sank into a heavy sleep.

 HE SLEEPS. LIGHTS DIM AS BEFORE
Scrooge awoke in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore, the core and centre of a blaze of ruddy light.
STRONG WARM LIGHT UP
He got up softly and shuffled in his slippers to the door.

The moment Scrooge’s hand was on the lock, a strange voice called him by his name, and bade him enter. 

‘Come in! Come in and know me better man!’
It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had undergone a surprising transformation. The walls and ceiling were so hung with living green, that it looked a perfect grove; 

Heaped up on the floor, to form a kind of throne, were turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, great joints of meat, sucking–pigs, long wreaths of sausages, mince–pies, plum–puddings, barrels of oysters, red–hot chestnuts, cherry–cheeked apples, juicy oranges, luscious pears, immense twelfth–cakes, and seething bowls of punch, that made the chamber dim with their delicious steam.

In easy state upon this throne, there sat a jolly Giant, glorious to see, who bore a glowing torch, and held it up, high up, to shed its light on Scrooge, as he came peeping round the door.

‘Come in!’ exclaimed the Ghost. ‘Come in, and know me better, man.’

 ‘I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,’ said the Spirit. ‘Look upon me.’

Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple green robe, This garment hung so loosely on the figure, that its capacious breast was bare. Its hair was long and free; free as its genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice, its unconstrained demeanour, and its joyful air. 

‘You have never seen the like of me before?’ exclaimed the Spirit.

‘No! Never,‘Spirit,  I went forth last night on compulsion, and I learnt a lesson which is working now. To–night, if you have aught to teach me, let me profit by it.’

‘Touch my robe.’

Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast.

Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, puddings, fruit, and punch, all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire, the ruddy glow, the hour of night, and they stood in the city streets on Christmas morning, 

The people were all so eager and hurried that sometimes they tumbled up against one another but when there were angry words between them, the ghost shed a few drops of water on them from his torch and their good humour was restored directly. For they said, it was a shame to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And so it was. God love it, so it was.

The Spirit led Scrooge through the streets to…..here? To Bob Cratchit’s dwelling and there Ghost of Christmas Present blessed his four–roomed house.

Then up rose Mrs Cratchit, 

‘What has ever got your precious father then?’ said Mrs Cratchit. ‘And your brother, Tiny Tim they warn’t as late last Christmas Day by half–an–hour.’

And as the words were spoken, in came little Bob, with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had his limbs supported by an iron frame.

Mrs Cratchit made the gravy hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes with incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple–sauce. 

At last the cloth was laid and grace was said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs Cratchit, looking slowly all along the carving–knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; but when she did, and when the long expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all round the board. 

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn’t believe there ever was such a goose cooked. Eked out by apple–sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; 

But now, Mrs Cratchit left the room alone—too nervous to bear witnesses—to take the pudding up and bring it in.

Suppose it should not be done enough? Suppose it should break in turning out? Suppose somebody should have got over the wall of the back–yard, and stolen it? 

Hallo! A great deal of steam. The pudding was out of the copper. A smell like a washing–day! That was the cloth. A smell like an eating–house and a pastrycook’s next door to each other, with a laundress’s next door to that! That was the pudding. In half a minute Mrs Cratchit entered—flushed, but smiling proudly—with the pudding, like a speckled cannon–ball, blazing with ignited brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly stuck into the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding. Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs Cratchit since their marriage.. Everybody had something to say about it, 

Then Bob stood and proposed:

‘A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears! God bless us!’

 ‘God bless us every one!’ said Tiny Tim

‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt before, ‘tell me if Tiny Tim will live.’

‘I see a vacant seat,’ replied the Ghost, ‘in the poor chimney–corner, and a crutch without an owner, carefully preserved. 

‘No, no,’ said Scrooge. ‘Oh, no, kind Spirit. say he will be spared!’

If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.’What then? If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.’

Scrooge hung his head to hear his own words used against him,.’

It was a great surprise to Scrooge to hear a hearty laugh. It was a much greater surprise to Scrooge to recognise it as his own nephew’s 

 ‘He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live!’ cried Scrooge’s nephew. ‘He believed it too!’

‘More shame for him, Fred,’ said Scrooge’s niece, indignantly. Bless those women; they never do anything by halves. They are always in earnest.

 ‘I am sorry for him; I couldn’t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers by his ill whims? Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to dislike us, and he won’t come and dine with us. What’s the consequence? He don’t lose much of a dinner!’

‘Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,’

‘Well, I’m very glad to hear it,’ said Scrooge’s nephew, ‘because I haven’t great faith in these young housekeepers. What do you say, Topper?’

Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a wretched outcast, who had no right to express an opinion on the subject. Whereat Scrooge’s niece’s sister—the plump one with the lace tucker:—blushed.

After a while they played at forfeits; for it is good to be children sometimes, and never better than at Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a child himself. 

Stop! There was first a game at blind–man’s buff. Of course there was. And I no more believe Topper was really blind than I believe he had eyes in his boots. The way he went after that plump sister in the lace tucker, was an outrage on the credulity of human nature.

 He always knew where the plump sister was. Wherever she went, so went he. If you had fallen up against him (as some of them did), on purpose, he would have made a feint of endeavouring to seize you, which would have been an affront to your understanding, and would instantly have sidled off in the direction of the plump sister. 

She often cried out that it wasn’t fair; and it really was not, and No doubt she told him her opinion of it, when, another blind–man being in office, they were so very confidential together, behind the curtains.
The whole scene passed off in the instant and again Scrooge and the sprit where upon their travels.
DURING FOLLOWING, LIGHT DIMS TOWARDS COOL
Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes they visited, but always with a happy end. The Spirit stood beside sick beds, and they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and they were close at home; by poverty, and it was rich. 

And when they stood together in an open space, Scrooge noticed that the Sprit’s hair was grey.

‘Are spirits’ lives so short?’ asked Scrooge.

‘My life upon this globe is very brief,’ replied the Ghost. ‘It ends to–night.’

‘To–night!’ cried Scrooge.

‘To–night at midnight. Hark! The time is drawing near.’

From the foldings of its robe, it brought forth two children; wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. ‘Spirit, are they yours?’ Scrooge could say no more.

‘They are Man’s,’ said the Spirit, looking down upon them. ‘And they cling to me, appealing from their fathers. This boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their degree, but most of all beware this boy, for on his brow I see that written which is Doom, 

‘Have they no refuge or resource?’ cried Scrooge.

‘Are there no prisons?’ said the Spirit, turning on him for the last time with his own words. ‘Are there no workhouses?’ The clock struck twelve.
LIGHTS V COLD NOW...FOG ROLLING IN
Scrooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As the last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered the prediction of old Jacob Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld a solemn Phantom, draped and hooded, coming, like a mist along the ground, towards him.

It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it visible save one outstretched hand

‘I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come,’ said Scrooge.

The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand.

 ‘Ghost of the Future!’ he exclaimed, ‘I fear you more than any spectre I have seen. But as I know your purpose is to do me good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to bear you company, 

‘Lead on,’ said Scrooge. ‘Lead on. 

They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather seemed to spring up about them, but there they were, in the heart of it; The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. Observing that the hand was pointed to them, Scrooge advanced to listen to their talk.

‘No,’ said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, ‘I don’t know much about it, either way. I only know he’s dead.’

‘When did he die?’ inquired another.

‘Last night, I believe.’

‘What has he done with his money?’ 

‘I haven’t heard,’. He hasn’t left it to me. That’s all I know.’ Well, farewell, toodle pip!

Scrooge was surprised that the Sprit should attach importance to a conversation apparently so trivial

He looked about in that very place for his own image; but another man stood in his accustomed corner, and though the clock pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no likeness of himself among the multitudes. 

They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the town, to a low–browed, beetling shop, where iron, old rags, bottles, bones, and greasy offal, were bought by a grey–haired rascal, of great age.

An old woman with a heavy bundle slunk into the shop. ‘

‘What odds then? What odds, who’s the worse for the loss of a few things like these? Not a dead man, I suppose!’ open that bundle, old Joe, and let me know the value of it. 

Old Joe went down on his knees and opened the bundle:

 ‘What do you call this?’ said Joe. ‘Bed–curtains?’

 ‘Bed–curtains!’

‘You don’t mean to say you took them down, rings and all, with him lying there?’ said Joe.

‘Yes I do,’ Don’t drop that oil upon the blankets, now.’

‘His blankets?’ asked Joe.

‘Whose else’s do you think?’ replied the woman. ‘He isn’t likely to take cold without them, I dare say.’ Ah! you may look through that shirt till your eyes ache; but you won’t find a hole in it, nor a threadbare place. It’s the best he had, and a fine one too. They’d have wasted it, if it hadn’t been for me.’

‘What do you call wasting of it?’ asked old Joe.

‘Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,’ ‘Somebody was fool enough to do it, but I took it off again’

‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. ‘I see, I see. The case of this unhappy man might be my own. My life tends that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this?’

He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now he almost touched a bed: a bare, uncurtained bed: on which, beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which, though it was dumb, announced itself in awful language
‘Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,’ said Scrooge, ‘or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we left just now, will be for ever present to me.’

The Ghost led Scrooge through the City’s streets to: Bob Cratchit’s dwelling.
Quiet. Very quiet. 

Little Bob came in. Alone

Mrs Cratchit hurried out to meet him ‘You went to–day, then, Robert?’ 

‘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 on a Sunday. My little, little child.’ cried Bob. ‘My little child.’

He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he could have helped it, he and his child would have been farther apart perhaps than they were.

The spirit led Scrooge to A churchyard. And pointed down to the grave by which they stood.

‘Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,’ said Scrooge, ‘answer me one question. Are these the shadows of the things that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be, only?’

The Spirit was immovable as ever.

Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the finger, read upon the stone his own name, Ebenezer Scrooge.

‘‘No, Spirit. Oh no, no!’ I am not the man I was! I will not be the man I must have been but for this intercourse! Why show me this, if I am past all hope?’

The kind hand trembled.

‘I will honour 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 I may sponge away the writing on this stone!’

In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained it. The Spirit, stronger yet, repulsed him.

Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate aye reversed, he saw an alteration in the Phantom’s hood and dress. It shrunk, collapsed, and dwindled down
It dwindled down.... into a bedpost.!
LIGHTS TO WARM
Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the Time before him was his own, to make amends in!

‘I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future.’ Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. ‘The Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. Oh, Jacob Marley, Heaven, and the Christmas Time be praised for this. I say it on my knees, old Jacob, on my knees.’

His hands were busy with his garments all this time; turning them inside out, putting them on upside down, tearing them, mislaying them

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! A happy New Year to all the world! Hallo here! Whoop! Hallo!’

‘He ran to the window, he opened it, and put out his head. No fog, no mist; clear, bright, shining Golden sunlight.
 ‘What’s to–day?’ cried Scrooge, calling downward to a boy who was passing

‘Eh?

‘What’s to–day, my fine fellow?’ said Scrooge.

‘To–day?’ replied the boy. ‘Why, Christmas Day!’

‘It’s Christmas Day!’ said Scrooge to himself. ‘I haven’t missed it! The Spirits have done it all in one night. They can do anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine fellow!’

‘Hallo!’ returned the boy.

‘Do you know the Poulterer’s, in the next street but one, at the corner?’ Scrooge inquired.

‘I should hope I did,’ replied the lad.

‘An intelligent boy!’ said Scrooge. ‘A remarkable boy. Do you know whether they’ve sold the prize Turkey that was hanging up there—Not the little prize Turkey: the big one?’

‘What, the one as big as me?’ returned the boy.

‘What a delightful boy!’ said Scrooge. ‘It’s a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck!’

‘It’s hanging there now,’ replied the boy.

‘Is it!’ said Scrooge. ‘Go and buy it!’

‘Walk–er!’ exclaimed the boy.

‘No, no,’ said Scrooge, ‘I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell them to bring it here, that I may give them the direction where to take it. Come back with him in less than five minutes and I’ll give you sixpence!

‘I’ll send it to Bob Cratchit’s,’ He shan’t know who sent it. It’s twice the size of Tiny Tim.’

He dressed himself all in his best, and at last got out into the streets. 

He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he beheld the portly gentleman, who had walked into his counting–house the day before, and said, ‘Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe.’ 

‘My dear sir,’. ‘How do you do? I hope you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A merry Christmas to you, sir.’

‘Mr Scrooge?’

‘Yes,’ ‘That is my name, and I fear it may not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon. And will you have the goodness’—here Scrooge whispered in his ear.

‘Lord bless me!’ ‘My dear Mr Scrooge, are you serious?’

Deadly!. ‘Not a farthing less. A great many back–payments are included in it, I assure you. Will you do me that favour?’

‘My dear sir, ‘I don’t know what to say to such munif…..’

‘Don’t say anything, please, ‘Come and see me. Will you come and see me?’

‘I will!’ Mr Scrooge, I will. A Merry Christmas to you. God Bless You!

Scrooge went to church. And In the afternoon he turned his steps towards his nephew’s house.

He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the courage to go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did it:

 ‘Why bless my soul!’, ‘Who’s that?’

‘It’s I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let me in, Fred?’

Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off! He was at home in five minutes. Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful unanimity, wonderful happiness.

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early there. If he could only be there first, and catch Bob Cratchit coming late. That was the thing he had set his heart upon.

And he did it; yes, he did. The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a half behind his time. 

His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away with his pen, as if he were trying to overtake nine o’clock.

‘Hallo!’ ‘What do you mean by coming here at this time of day?’

‘I am very sorry, sir,‘I am behind my time.’

‘You are,?. ‘Yes. I think you are. Step this way, sir, if you please.’

 ‘Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend, ‘I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And therefore,’ he continued, giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he staggered back into the Tank again; ‘and therefore I am about to raise your salary.’

Eh?!

‘A merry Christmas, Bob,’. ‘A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you for many a year! I’ll raise your salary, and endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this very afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob. Make up the fires, and buy another coal–scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit.’
BACK TO SINGLE SPOT DOWN STAGE CENTRE
Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not die, he was a second father. 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. Some people laughed to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and little heeded them; His own heart laughed: and that was quite enough for him.

It was always said of Scrooge, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God bless Us, Every One!
BLACKOUT
THE END
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