
BOY/GIRL 

WE ARE NOT DAILY BEGGARS 

THAT BEG FROM DOOR TO DOOR. 

BUT WE ARE NEIGHBORS’ CHILDREN 

WHOM YOU HAVE SEEN BEFORE. 

LOVE AND JOY COME TO YOU. 

AND A MERRY CHRISTMAS TOO— 

 

SCROOGE cannot take this anymore. HE grabs a long ruler and whacks it hard 

against the doorframe, scaring the children away, and slamming the door shut. 

 

SCROOGE 

Leave me alone! That is all I ask! 

 

The clock strikes six o’clock. 

 

BOB 

Well, Mr. Scrooge . . . there it is. Six o’clock . . . 

 

SCROOGE 

You'll want all day tomorrow, I suppose? 

 

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! But I 

suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier next morning. 

 

BOB 

Yes, sir! I will, sir! I promise . . . God bless you, sir, and . . . and . . . 

 

SCROOGE gives BOB a withering look. Then BOB speaks suddenly- 
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BOB 

Merry Christmas! 

 

BOB runs out quickly. 

 

SCROOGE 

Humbug!! 

 

Blackout on office. 

 

The NARRATORS appear as the scene changes. 

 

NARRATOR 1 

Old Scrooge walked out with a growl. The office was closed in a twinkling, and 

Bob Cratchit, high with Christmas spirit, joyfully proceeded home. On the way, 

he went down a slide on Cornhill, joined by the neighborhood children, twenty 

times, in honor of it being Christmas Eve, and then ran home to Camden Town 

as hard as he could, to meet his family and play at Blindman’s-Bluff; filled with 

that unique happiness that only comes on Christmas Eve. 

 

NARRATOR 2 

As for Scrooge, 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 

accounting book, he went home to bed. He lived in chambers which had once 

belonged to his deceased partner, Jacob Marley. And yet, Scrooge had scarcely 

given him a single thought since his burial. The building was old enough now, 

and dreary enough, for nobody lived in it but Scrooge, the other rooms being all 

let out as offices. The yard was so dark that even Scrooge, who knew its’ every                                 

stone, would grope with his hands to make his way. Darkness is cheap, and 

Scrooge liked it. 

SCROOGE appears in his bedroom, preparing for bed as described by the 

NARRATORS. HE is carrying a candleholder and candle into the dimly lit 

bedroom. The room contains his bed, bedside table with an alarm clock, and his 

bowl of gruel, with spoon, as well. An old wing-backed armchair stands near the 

fireplace, in which glows a small fire. 

 

NARRATOR 1 

Once he reached his room, Scrooge took off his cravat; put on his dressing gown 

and slippers, and his nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his gruel. 

It was a very low fire indeed; providing very little warmth for such a bitter night. 
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BOB 

Oh, a merry Christmas to you, daughter! It would not be Christmas Day if my 

Martha were not here! 

 

MATTHEW 

It was Peter’s idea to surprise you, Father. Did it work? 

 

BOB 

It was brilliant! I was very surprised, and very happy to see that we are all here! 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

And how did our Tiny Tim behave in church? Good as gold, I suppose? 

 

BOB 

As good as gold and even better! He is so thoughtful, and he listened so carefully 

to the Christmas story. Tim, tell everyone what you told me on the way home – 

about the church service. 

 

Music begins. The family gathers around BOB and TIM to listen. 

#16 As We Remember (BOB, PETER, MRS. CRATCHIT, 

CRATCHIT FAMILY) 

TINY TIM 

I said that I hoped the people saw me in the church, because I am a cripple, and it might be 

pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day, who made lame 

beggars walk, and blind men see. 

 

BOB 

AS WE REMEMBER CHRISTMAS DAY, 

EV’RY DECEMBER LET US PRAY 

AND LOOK TO THE SAVIOR BORN TODAY 

IN BETHLEHEM. 

 

PETER 

HE TOUCHED THE BLIND AND MADE THEM SEE; 

 

TINY TIM 

HE TOUCHED THE LAME, WHO WALK LIKE ME. 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

AND HE SETS THE POOR AND CAPTIVE FREE 

BY LOVING THEM. 
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#16     As We Remember (BOB, PETER, MRS. CRATCHIT, CRATCHIT   

           FAMILY) 



CRATCHIT FAMILY 

ON CHRISTMAS DAY, REMEMBER 

THAT THIS IS A TIME FOR LOVE. 

THIS IS A TIME TO OPEN YOUR HEART 

AND LOOK ABOVE. 

LOOK UNTO GENTLE JESUS, 

WHO CAME TO US MEEK AND MILD 

ON CHRISTMAS DAY, REMEMBER 

THE GIFT OF THE HOLY CHILD. 

 

BOB 

(almost overcome with emotion) 

Oh, my precious Tiny Tim! I do believe that God is granting you more strength 

every day! 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

(quietly) 

I pray so, Bob. 

 

(to MARTHA) 

Martha, I believe the goose should be done! Go and bring it. Belinda, you may go 

help her – it may take two to bring such a bird! Peter, you and Matthew may 

bring the pudding – but be careful, it is piping hot! Elizabeth, help me finish the 

table. Father, you and Tim find your seats. I know you must be tired after the 

long walk home from church. 

The children exit offstage to kitchen. 

 

BOB 

I say, that goose smells absolutely scrumptious! I can almost taste it! 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

It has been cooking all day, along with the pudding. I say, the whole house 

smells like Christmas, as it should. 

 

BOB 

Indeed. I know it will be a wonderful meal, dear. 

 

The children return, and all make their way to their seats. 

 

MARTHA 

What a glorious goose! 
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BOB 

I have never seen such a goose! I daresay, Mrs. Cratchit, that this meal looks to be 

your greatest success of our entire marriage! 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

Careful, now, Bob Cratchit . . . flattery is a sin! 

 

BOB 

Not when it is sincere! Let us give thanks to the Lord for His gracious provision. 

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

 

The family echoes “God Bless Us” . . ., then TIM speaks- 

 

TINY TIM 

God bless us everyone! 

 

The family kneels their heads in prayer, as the lights dim on the Cratchit’s, and up 

again on SCROOGE and PRESENT. 

 

SCROOGE 

Spirit . . . tell me if Tiny Tim will live. 

 

PRESENT 

I see a vacant seat in the corner, and a crutch without an owner, carefully 

preserved. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die. 

 

SCROOGE 

No, no! Oh, no, kind Spirit! Say he will be spared! 

 

PRESENT 

Why? If he is likely to die, he had better do it, and decrease the surplus 

population. 

SCROOGE 

(head bowed in shame) 

Oh, Spirit . . . you condemn me with my own words! I grieve at the sound of 

them! 

 

PRESENT 

Will you decide what men shall live, what men shall die? 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! 
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MARTHA 

Yes – or past it, Mother. But I think he has walked a little slower than he used to, 

these few last evenings, mother. 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

I have known him walk with-- 

(composing herself) 

I have known him walk with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed. 

 

BELINDA 

So have I, so many times, mother. 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

But he was very light to carry, . . . and his father loved him so, that it was no 

trouble: no trouble. 

 

BOB enters at the door. 

  

ELIZABETH 

Father! 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

Oh, there he is! Come, and sit, darling. Here – I have your tea ready. 

 

The children go to BOB and embrace him. HE embraces them all fully, kissing 

them on the cheek, obviously moved. 

 

PETER 

(trying to be brave) 

Oh, Father . . .don’t mind it . . . Don’t be grieved! Tim is in heaven – walking and 

running! 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

You went today, then, Robert? 

 

BOB 

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 we would 

walk there on a Sunday. 

(weeping) 

My little, little child! My little child! 
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The family gathers in close to BOB, until he has recovered and continues. 

 

BOB 

I must tell you who I saw today . . . Mr. Scrooge’s nephew, Fred. I met him on the 

street and he said that I looked – um – just a little down you know, and when I 

told him about Tim – why – he is the most pleasantly-spoken gentleman, he said 

that he was heartily sorry for me – and heartily sorry for my good wife, 

Mrs. Cratchit. How he knew that, I will never know. 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

Knew what, my dear? 

 

BOB 

That you were a good wife, of course! 

 

MATTHEW 

Everybody knows that! 

 

BOB 

Very well observed, my boy! I hope they do. “Heartily sorry,” he said, “for your good wife. If I 

can be of service to you in any way,” he said, giving me 

his card, “that's where I live. Pray come to me.” Now, it wasn’t for the sake of 

anything he might be able to do for us, so much as for his kind way, that this was 

quite delightful. It really seemed as if he had known our Tiny Tim, and felt with 

us. 

 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

I’m sure he’s a good soul! 

 

BOB 

Oh, he is! If you could see him and speak to him, as I did, you would be sure of 

it. I shouldn’t be at all surprised . . . if he got Peter a better situation. 

 

MARTHA 

And then, Peter will be keeping company with someone, and setting up for 

himself! 

 

PETER 

Get along with you! 

 

BOB 

It’s just as likely as not, one of these days; though there’s plenty of time for that,  

my dear. 
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Music Begins. 

 

BOB 

But however and whenever we do part from one another, I am sure that 

none of us shall forget poor Tiny Tim--shall we--or this first parting that there 

was among us? 

 

(HE sings) 

AS WE REMEMBER TINY TIM, 

EV’RY DECEMBER, THINK OF HIM; 

AND LET NOT HIS MEM’RY EVER DIM 

OR FADE AWAY. 

 

HE WAS SO PATIENT, GOOD AND KIND. 

HE LED THE WAY, BUT WALKED BEHIND; 

THE LIGHT IN OUR LIFE THAT ALWAYS SHINED 

SO BRIGHT EACH DAY. 

 

SO LET US NEVER QUARREL, 

REMEMBER THE HAPPY BOY. 

HE TAUGHT US HOW TO LOVE AND FORGIVE 

AND LIVE WITH JOY. 

HE WAS A GIFT FROM HEAVEN, 

WHO CAME TO US MEEK AND MILD. 

SO EV’RY DAY, REMEMBER 

OUR TIM, PRECIOUS, TINY CHILD. 

 

As the family gathers in for one more embrace, BOB speaks: 

 

I am very happy . . . I am very happy! 

 

Music ends. Lights fade out on Cratchit home. 

 

SCROOGE 

No . . . no! Not Tiny Tim! Why? Why that sweet little boy?! What is the meaning 

of all this? 

SCROOGE weeps. He is clearly humbled now, and broken. 

 

Spirit . . . I can sense that our parting moment is at hand. Let me behold what I 

shall be, in days to come . . . 
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#22     As We Remember – Reprise (BOB) 

 


