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Tiny Tim -- Nigel

Bob Cratchett -- Ben

Little Nell  -- HEA
Molly Cratchett -- Chris
Uncle George Scrooge --Daniel

Ghost of Christmas Past -- Misty
Ghost of Christmas Future -- Misty
Ghost of Christmas Presents  -- Misty
Doctor  -- Kurt

(The Cratchett family is at the table, ready for their meager Christmas meal)
Tiny Tim:  God Bless us Every One!  
All:  Amen.

Molly:  I open the door I enter in
Whether I lose or whether I win
If ever I rise I'll stand or fall
I'll do my duty to please you all


Places tureen on the table and lifts the lid

Tiny Tim:  mmmmmmmmm  MUD PUDDING!  My very favoritest.

Little Nell:  Gimme eat!  Gimme Eat!  Gimme Eat!  Gimme Eat! (etc.)

Molly:  What do you say, dear?

Little Nell:  Gimme eat!  Please?

Bob:  Ah, Molly my love, you do us proud this Christmas feast.
Molly starts to serve the mud pudding when there is a knock at the door.

Uncle George Scrooge:  In step I, Uncle George Scrooge
I'm here to collect my money.

Your accounts were wrong, ye near-sighted git.
The books were off by a penny!

And if you do not pay me now
I’ll douse the fire, put out the light
And in this house there'll be a fight, heh, heh, heh.

Ghost of Christmas Past: Here am I, Ghost of Christmas Past, born of high renown
Soon I'll fetch George Ebenezer Scrooge’s malice down
If George will not be schooled by me
He shall suffer to all eternity
Stand off, thou stingy usurous dog,
Or I’ll bean you with my gay Yule log.

George:  Pull out thy purse to pay,
Or I’ll draw out my sword and slay,
For I mean to have some recompense
Before I go away.

Ghost of Christmas Past:  Lay down thy sword, take up thy spear,
And I'll fight thee without dread or fear.

They fight and George is hit with a Yule log.
Ghost of Christmas Past:  Now black Scrooge is stunned
And all his glories are on the run.
I’ll take him and give him to the flies
And he’ll never more come near my eyes.
Exeunt George and Ghost

Tiny Tim:  God Bless us Every One!  
All:  Amen.

Molly:  I open the door I enter in
Whether I lose or whether I win
If ever I rise I'll stand or fall
I'll do my duty to please you all


Places tureen on the table and lifts the lid

Tiny Tim:  mmmmmmmmm  MUD PUDDING!  My very favoritest.

Little Nell:  Gimme eat!  Gimme Eat!  Gimme Eat!  Gimme Eat! (etc.)

Molly:  What do you say, dear?

Little Nell:  Gimme eat!  Please?

Bob:  Ah, Molly my love, you do us proud this Christmas feast.

Molly starts to serve the mud pudding when there is a knock at the door.



George:  In step I, Uncle George Scrooge,
I’m here to collect my loan.
If you do not pay this very day
There’ll be one in the workhouse, one at home,
One in the corner, sucking a bone.
Ghost of Christmas Future:  George Scrooge, you will me now obey,
And with my sword I mean to win the day.
Your spite will never more come to pass
When I have smitten you in the arm!

George:  Oh Ghost of the Future! Do not be so hot,
For thou little think'st whom thou has got,
For I shall slay thee and cut thee as small as flies
And send thee overseas to make mince pies
Ghost of Christmas Future:  How can'st thou slay me?
Since my head is made of iron,
My body's made of steel, 
My hands and feet are knuckle and bone
I'll challenge you to feel

They fight and George is wounded in the arm
Exeunt Ghost and George

Tiny Tim:  God Bless us Every One!  
All:  Amen.

Molly:  I open the door I enter in
Whether I lose or whether I win
If ever I rise I'll stand or fall
I'll do my duty to please you all


Places tureen on the table and lifts the lid

Tiny Tim:  mmmmmmmmm  MUD PUDDING!  My very favoritest.

Little Nell:  Gimme eat!  Gimme Eat!  Gimme Eat!  Gimme Eat! (etc.)

Molly:  What do you say, dear?

Little Nell:  Gimme eat!  Please?

Bob:  Ah, Molly my love, you do us proud this Christmas feast.

Molly starts to serve the mud pudding when there is a knock at the door.

George:  Here comes I, Uncle George Scrooge, welcome or not,
I hope my past sins will be forgot;
Your wife so big and your children so small,
Takes more than crumbs to feed them all,
And so I’ve brought you, without fail,

A generous portion of old Wassail.

Little Nell  and Tiny Tim:  Gimme drink!  Gimme Drink!  Gimme Drink!  Gimme Drink!

Molly:  What do you say, dears?

Little Nell:  Gimme drink!

Tiny Tim:  Please?

All the Cratchetts enthusiastically drink the Wassail, toasting George and each other.
Ghost of Christmas Presents:  Stir up the fire and make a light
And see Uncle Georgie make things right.
Christmases Past and Future gave him a fright

Giving him ow-ies in his nighty in the middle of the night.

So here am I, Ghost of Christmas Presents

Bringing toys for Nell, and for Tim, convalescence.
Nell:  Gimme toys!  Gimme toys!  Gimme toys!!!!

Ghost presents toy sword to George who makes a great show of giving it to Nell.  She starts slashing at everyone around her.

Ghost blesses Tim, and George presents him with a health care plan.

Tim:  Conva WHAT?  Where’s MY toys?
Nell starts slashing at Tim and he tries to beat her off with his document.  He falls.

Tiny Tim:  My back is wounded,
My heart is confounded,
To be knocked out of life of seven senses into fourscore,
The like was never seen in old England before.
Then hark, Uncle George! I hear the silver trumpets sounding,
Down yonder is the way
So farewell Uncle Scrooge, I can no longer stay.
Molly:  Uncle George, Uncle Scrooge, what hast thou done?
Thy tomfoolery has killed and slain my tiny son!
Five pounds for a doctor!  
Enter doctor
Doctor:  That won’t even cover the co-pay!

Bob: Ten pounds!

Doctor:  Here I be!

Little Nell:  What can you cure Doctor?

Doctor:  I can cure the itch, the stitch, 
The palsy and the gout.
If there's ninety nine diseases in
I'm bound to fetch a hundred out.

I have in my pocket crutches for lame ducks
Spectacles for blind bumble bees
And plasters for broken-backed mice
I cured Saint Harry of an agony
A hundred yards long
So surely I can cure this poor wee one.
No, wait.  Is this a pre-existing con…. Oooh, is that Wassail??

He helps himself to a tankard of wassail and drinks deeply.
Doctor:  Here Timmy, take a sup from my nip-nap.
Rise and walk.
I've cured this manling all safe and sound
I've healed his wound and quenched his blood
And he is the best boy that ever stood.
Tiny Tim:  With a rink tink tink and a sup more drink
We'll make the old bell sound
A merry Christmas to you all
May happiness abound.
God Bless us every one!  Hic.
Contact:  redhousearts@gmail.com
