Scene 1

Only the front stage is lit. Downstage there is a rocking chair on which the light shines. Enter the first storyteller, who sits down and looks at the audience.

1st Storyteller:   Not long now till Christmas. Only a few  days, and the festival of love will be with us again. The shops are filled with people trying desperately to find presents that will make their loved ones happy: computers, play stations, dolls, Lego, bicycles, jewellery, DVD players, MP3 players, CD players, pullovers, perfume, a new pair of skis.... The list is endless. (enter 2nd Storyteller from the other side of the stage)

2nd Storyteller:   There are a lot of people out there who aren’t too happy about Christmas, you know.

1st Storyteller:  Oh, why is that?

Storyteller 2:
They say that Christmas is becoming too commercial. Presents are more important than the real meaning of Christmas these days.

Storyteller 1:  I see.

Storyteller 2:  They say that in the good old days people knew what Christmas was all about.

Storyteller 1: Oh?

Storyteller 2:  Yes, everyone went to church.

Storyteller 1:  Well, there are a lot of people who go to church these days, too.

Storyteller 2:  But what about the Christmas message?

Storyteller 1:  What do you mean?

Storyteller 2:  I mean that a child was born, God’s present for humanity.

Storyteller 1:  Do you think people have forgotten that?

Storyteller 2:  Perhaps. Perhaps they can’t find the message among all the presents, the stress, too much good food, too much alcohol.

Storyteller 1:  So you think that it was better in the ‘good old days’, do you?

Storyteller 2:  I’m sure it was.

Storyteller 1:  And the poor people? The sick children?

Storyteller 2:  Well, yes, I don’t suppose they had a very good Christmas. They don’t these days, either.

Storyteller 1:  That is true, but Christmas gives us the great possibility to help. That’s what giving is, surely, opening your heart with love to others.

Storyteller 2:  You’re being rather sentimental, aren’t you?

(enter Bob Cratchit)

Storyteller 2: Who’s that?

Storyteller 1:  Bob Cratchit. It’s Christmas, 1844. London. How do you think he sees the festival of love?

Storyteller 2:  Well, let’s ask him. (she calls) Mr. Cratchit, sir.

Bob:  (nearly jumps out of his skin) Oh, my goodness, you gave me quite a shock there, you know.
Storyteller 2:  Sorry.

Bob:  Can I help you?

Storyteller 1:  Yes, you could tell us what Christmas means to you.

Bob: (smiles)  Christmas, eh? It’s the best time of the year. I have a half-day holiday on Christmas Day, it’s my only holiday in the year.

Storyteller 2:  You mean, you work all year?

Bob:  Yes, 364 and a half days. 365 and a half in a Leap Year.

Storyteller 2:  You must be a very rich man, Mr Cratchit!

Bob:  (laughs) Rich? Me? Don’t let my boss hear that, he’ll pay me even less than he does already. He’s very careful with his money, is old Mr Scrooge.

Storyteller 1:  And what else does Christmas mean to you, Mr Cratchit?

Bob: (thinks) Being with my family. With my dear wife and children. Especially our Tiny Tim. He’s sick, you know, has been since he got that terrible illness when he was four years old. He can’t walk without crutches, poor little fellow. I’d like to take him to a doctor and get medicine for him, but ... well, the money, you know. (exit)
(enter Fred and Caroline)

Storyteller 1:  Here comes Fred Austin with his wife, Caroline. (she calls) Mr Austin!

Fred:  Yes?

Storyteller 1:  What does Christmas mean to you, Mr Austin?

Fred:  (smiles) Ah, Christmas! Best time of the year, isn’t it my dear?

Caroline:  It is indeed, Fred.

Fred:  Church, parties, presents, good food, friends. We love Christmas.

Storyteller 2:  Any Christmas wishes?

Fred:  No, we are happy people. We have no wishes. Oh, but wait a moment...

Caroline: (warningly)  Fred!

Fred: No, Caroline, I know what you think of him, but... (he turns to the storyteller) My only wish is that my uncle, Ebeneezer Scrooge, would join us for Christmas. I invite him every year, but he never comes.

Caroline: (sighs)  Fred, I always say you are too good for this world. Your uncle Ebeneezer is only interested in money, he isn’t interested in us at all. (exeunt)
(enter John Miller and his wife, Jane Miller)

Storyteller 2:  Who are they?

Storyteller 1:  I don’t know, I can’t remember ever having seen them before. Excuse me?

John: (tired) What do you want?

Storyteller 1:  Could you tell me what Christmas means to you?

John: (bitter) Christmas? Christmas? I can tell you what it meant to me a few years ago. Our life was a happy one then.

Maria:  And this year? We’re in debt, you see. Fifty pounds. If we don’t pay the money back by Christmas Eve, we will be out on the street. We’ve got three children, where can we go? The only place for us will be the workhouse.

John:  Yes, I work and work but I can’t pay all the money back, it’s the interest. 10 percent, I just can’t pay it all back. Old Ebeneezer Scrooge has ruined my family, curse him! (exeunt)
(enter Mrs Mincing, Scrooge’s charwoman, and her friend, the laundress Mrs Maloney, laughing)
Mrs Mincing:  In my opinion, Christmas is the best day of the year, Mrs Maloney!

Mrs Maloney:  Yes, when everyone else goes to church we go into their houses and steal their silver...

Mrs Mincing:  ....their clothes...

Mrs Maloney: ....their money....

Mrs Mincing:  ...everything, Mrs Maloney, everything!  (they laugh) Well,  you know what they say -  Christmas is the festival of love!

Mrs Maloney:  Indeed, my dear Mrs Mincing, indeed! People love us so much, they leave their doors and windows wide open so we can go in and collect our Christmas presents! (they laugh)
Mrs Mincing:  The only one we can’t steal from is that miserable old miser, Scrooge, may the Devil take his eternal soul! 

Mrs Maloney:  Him? I’d like to see him burn in hell. Never goes to church, has no money in his house, doesn’t leave even the smallest window open! What a dreadful, unchristian man he is! And you work for him, Mrs Mincing!

Mrs Mincing:  Only waiting my chance to steal from him, my dear Mrs Maloney!

Mrs Maloney:  Steal from him? You would find more to steal from Satan himself than from Ebeneezer Scrooge! You would find more to steal from a stone!
Mrs Mincing:  Well, he won’t live for ever. And when he dies...

Mrs Maloney:  ...we’ll clear out his house! (exeunt, laughing)
Storyteller 2:  Who is this Ebeneezer Scrooge?

Storyteller 1: Oh, a most unpleasant man. Look, here he comes!

(enter Scrooge, followed by a group of children who are chanting)
Boy:       Christmas is coming, the goose is getting fat,



Please put a penny in the old man’s hat.



If you haven’t got a penny, a ha’penny will do, 



If you haven’t got a ha’penny, God bless you!

(Scrooge hits at him with his walking stick)

Scrooge:  Get out of my way, you little brat!

Boy:  Could you give us a penny, sir?

Scrooge: (stops, shocked) A penny? A penny? Whatever for?

Boy: Well, it’s Christmas, sir.

Scrooge: (screeches) Christmas!! (hits at them again until they run away) Get away from me! Get away! (to himself) How I hate children!

Storyteller 1:  (hesitantly) And what about Christmas, Mr Scrooge?

Scrooge:  (looks around, but doesn’t seem to see the two storytellers) Where are you? I can’t see you! Damn these streetlights, can’t see a thing!  (walks two steps and then stops)  Christmas? I’ll tell you what Christmas is! It’s rubbish! It’s humbug!

Storyteller 1:  But, Mr Scrooge.... 

Scrooge:  Humbug, I say, nothing but humbug. I hate Christmas. Hate it. (exit)
