ACT ONE, SCENE THREE 17

& white scarf from the hat-stand and wraps

und his neck. The fron door flies open and
1, all good humour.,

as, Uncle!

arts into his office and slams the door in

change a look. Then FRED throws open

> me indeed, from such as you, nephew. A
! Bah! Humbug!

ean that, I’'m sure.

What right have you to be merry? You’re poor
i

What right have you to be dismal? You're

am! And through my own graft! Out upon a
, you young fool. What’s Christmas but a
11s without money: a time for finding
ut not an hour richer?

y will, every idiot who goes
as’ on his lips should be boiled

b h{lj'?‘l““lfr",




18 A CHRISTMAS CAROL

SCROOGE (low, dangerous). Then let me leave it alone.

FRED. There are many things from which I have derived good
without profiting. But I’ve always thought of Christmas :
wood time. A kind, forgiving, charitable time. The only
lfil the long calendar of the year, when men and women
by one consent t0 Open their shut-up hearts freely, and to
think of people below them as if they really were fellow-

travellers to the grave.

In the outer office, BOB listens attentively.

And therefore, Uncle, though it has never put a scrap of
in my pocket, I believe that it has done me good, and will
me good and I say, God bless it! o
BOB starts applauding, then stops as SCROOGE glares
through the open door at him. LA

al
F
§

SCROOGE. Another sound from you, Cratchit, and you’
your Christmas by losing your situation!

BOB (o FRED). You’re quite a powerful speaker, sir. I
you don’t go into parliament.

FRED. I might at that!

- SCROOGE. Just what that place needs. Another popin '
“RED. Come, dine with us tomorrow. b

OOGE. Us?

Yo.ur.wy“e. Saddled with such baggage at yo’uf
,a Hgagg_le of hungry mouths on the way,. ‘

& qus..Those boys will grow up 'bad;-bf

n wild in the street without shoes or stock

S, I trust not!
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1’1l retire to Bedlam. Good afternoon!

SCR(_)(}(iI

FRED. [ want nothing from you, Uncle. I ask nothing of you.
\;Vh\' can't we be friends? Mother would’ve wanted —
SCROOG

SCROOGE (quiet). Good afternoon.

E winces. A moment between them.

FRED. I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolute.
But I've made the trial in homage to Christmas, and I'l]
keep my Christmas humour to the last. So a Merry

Christmas, Uncle!
SCROOGE. Good afternoon!
ERED (sings). And a Happy New Year!

SCROOGE. Good afternoon!

Back in the outer office, FRED pulls a face for the benefit of
BOB, who smiles back.

FRED. Well, Mr Cratchit. I know I can rely on a warmer
welcome this side of my uncle’s door, eh?

BOB. Indeed, sir!
FRED. And what of your plans for the great day?

BOB. The usual, sir. All the family round to Camden Town. My
Martha’s quite the young lady now and is ‘prenticed at a
milliner’s. And I’ve an eye on a situation for young Peter
that would be of great help to the whole family. Things...
being a wee bit tight.

FRED (thoughtfully). Yes, indeed.
And the little fellow? Tim?

BOB. Oh. He is well, sir, Quite well.
BOB glances down.
FRED. Mightily glad to hear it.

Two ladies appear at the front door, M1SS DIMPLE and
BOONE,




