


******":"***~***************

MS.
SCROOGE

A FuU-Length

Christmas Play

by

P.M. CLEPPER

THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY

**t~t**************************

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



*** NOTICE ***
'The arrmteur and stock

THE DR~JtATIC

pemLt.ssl0rk. in \\'TIting no perfonYlanCe ~f it
are gxven rn our c~arren~ catalogtre ana
notice. Royalty -allust be tiJlue a
not h is presented for
play is pe:rlonl1~e:d

DRAMA'11C Pl.JBIJSHIl\JG
P. o. Box 129~ \Voodstoc~ Illinois 6(';(,'98,

OR AU'TliOR'S AGEiVT
MA1'(E' COPl&~, Tills hr\v authors

V\lith fair ret.urn for creative effortls, Authors eal11 from
L~e f'-0Ceive frorn book and from L~e penorm.?illce of

CCrnSClf.~nt~OttSobservance of 13:~v .is not it
to continue their "W'ork This }is

copy:n,gnt l'~o a1terntions~ deletions or substitutions may be
(b.e \vD.tten consent of U1.e No

be; reproduced or transmitted in fuly form or by
any or mechanical, includLqg photocopy, recording,

hlfonnation storage and retrieval system, without
the It nlay not be performed eith.cr

by professionals or arnateurs payment of royalty. All rights, L"'1-
cluditig but not limited to t.~e professional, motion picture, radio, televi
sion., videotape, foreign la..'rlguage, tabloid, recitation, lecturing, publica
tion, and reading are reserved. On all prografPS this notice should appear:

"Produced by special arrangement with
THE DRA:MATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, lllinois"

<OMCMLXXXV by
P.1vf. CLEPPER

Printed in the United States of America
All Rights Reserved

(MS. SCROOGE)

ISBN 0-87129-444-3

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



GE

Sixteerl Extr,;~

BUSlr~~SSV\lOlWll~.N"" """""" .. "" ." ",.. """ .. .,,,just
SECON'U BUSI:f\rESSvVOMl.~l\IQ~~ """"""" "" ",.£".,.""""" .. sarne
FIRS'T 'YOUN'G VV01\fA,N"""",. ",,~ ~'''' "" ",><>""""bh.le cottar
SECOND YOUNG W~JN1.Al'i" Q"""'~ <> ."."" c" 0 <>"" ~ ~"" ~ ~ ,,,,,.., "ditto
LOIS.,.,,,,, " """"""""""cr,"~""",. .. ,."o"",,., .. ".,~Frederica's guest
YOUNG PA..JITY GUESJTS"" .. w""." ~,.""" w ~"~"" ...... ,, "., ~"" ~ "extras

PLACE: .A large D.. S. city ..

TIME: The present..

3© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



I TABLE I

DOOR TO
HALL OF

OFFICE BUILDING

CHAIR

BOBBIE'S
DESK

o
COAT
RACK

DOOR

O CHAIR
(FOR

SCROOGE)

DOOR

SET DESIGN
IlMs. Scrooge"

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



ACT ONE
SCENE ONE

The offices of Ms. Scrooge's company in a
large United States city.. BOBBIE is at her
desk working--typing or filing, which she
does intennittently throughout the scene.
She has the radio turned on and Christmas
music is playing. SCROOGE enters DC with a
purse and a little brown paper bag. Hearing
the music, she pauses, her eyes narrowing,
her back straightening.

SCROOGE. Turn off that radio ..
BOBBIE (drily, as she does so).. And a good

afternoon to you, too, Ms .. Scrooge ..
SCROOGE. Bobbie, if I hear "Rudolph the Red

Nosed Reindeer" or "Deck the Halls" one more
time, I'll go insane.. They start to play
that stuff on the radio right after the
fourth of July!

BOBBIE. Yes, Ms. Scrooge.
SCROOGE (who won't be turned off). And you

hear it in all the stores and in the
elevators and--

BOBBIE. Yes, ma'am. Speaking of Christmas,
Ms. Scrooge--

SCROOGE. I don't want to hear another word
about Christmas. I couldn't have stood
eating lunch even if I wanted to, because I
knew that they'd be piping in "Jingle Bells"
and "Little Drummer Boy."

BOBBIE. You didn't eat again?
SCROOGE (waving sack). I got a sandwich for

later..
BOBBIE. A person can't live on a sandwich once

in a while ..

(CARLA enters through door DC .. )

CARLA. Scrooge and Marley's, I believe--it
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Page 6 MS .. SCROOGE Act I

says so on the dOOTe Do I have the pleasure
of addressing Ms. Scrooge or Ms. Marley?

SCROOGE. I am Edna Scrooge. My partner, ] ane
Marley, died years ago. (Indicating portrait
on the wall.) In fact, this being Christmas
Eve, she passed on precisely seven years ago
this very night. What is it you want?

CARLA. My name is Carla.
SCROOGE. I am very busy, Carla. What--?
CARLA. At this festive season of the year,

Ms. Scrooge, it is more than usually
desirable that we should make some slight
provision for the poor and the destitute who
suffer greatly at the present time.

SCROOGE. Oh, I understand now. You're here to
beg for some charity or other.

CARLA. Madam, many thousands in this city are
in want of common necessities. Hundreds of
thousands are in want of common comforts.

SCROOGE. Oh? This is frightening.
CARLA (misunderstanding). I knew that you'd be

understanding!
SCROOGE. Isn't the government giving away

cheese anymore?
CARLA. I guess so.
SCROOGE. Welfare? Public assistance? Aid to

Dependent Children? Food stamps? These
haven't been eliminated?

CARLA. No, they are all still functioning, Ms.
Scrooge, but--

SCROOGE (stopping her). Oh, I was afraid, from
what you started to say at first, that
something had occurred to halt them. I'm
very glad to hear it.

CARLA. But...but...
SCROOGE. Yes, what is it?
CARLA. Some of us are of the opInIon that

these scarcely furnish Christian cheer of
mind or body to the multitude.. So we are
endeavoring to raise a fund to buy the under
privileged some meat and drink and means of
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Act I MS. SCROOGE Page 7

warmth. We choose this time of year because
it is a time, of all others, when want IS

keenly felt and abundance rejoices. Now, Ms.
Scrooge, what shall I put you down for?

SCROOGE. Don't put me down.
CARLA. Oh, you wish to be anonymous.
SCROOGE. I wish to be left alone. I don't

spend lavishly to celebrate Christmas, and I
don't wish to make Christmas gifts of
luxuries to idle people. My taxes support
the programs I just mentioned--they cost
enough--and those who are bad off should go
to them.

CARLA. Many can't go, and many would rather
die.

SCROOGE. Really? If they'd rather die, they
had better do it and decrease the surplus
population. Besides--excuse me--but I don't
know that that is true.

CARLA. But you might know it.
SCROOGE. It's not my business. It's enough

for a person to understand her or his own
business and not to interfere with other
people's business. My business occupies me
constantly, day and night.

CARLA. I don't understand how you can be so
indifferent, so intolerant of--well, like
AFDC--those mothers and families who have
had such a hard time and few extras whatevero
(BOBBIE becomes especially interested in
listening at this point, since she is a
parent and, we surmise, has been on AFDC In

the past or is at least sympathetic.)
SCROOGE. What about it?
CARLA. It's extrer.oely difficult being a poor

parent, especially a poor single parent.
SCROOGEo I wouldn't know. I've never been a

parent. I don't have children, and I'm not
happy about being taxed to help support those
of oU~ers. If people can't afford children,
they shouldn't have them.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Page 8 MS. SCROOGE Act I

CARLA (completely at a loss of what to say).
Well, I--(CARLA heads toward door. BOBBIE
appears to want to say something, but thinks
better of doing so. SCROOGE buries herself
in her papers.) Have a good day.

(CARLA exits through door UC as FREDERICA
enters UC. FREDERICA goes to greet BOBBIE.)

FREDERICA. Hello, Bobbie.
BOBBIE. Hi, Frederica.
FREDERICA. All ready for the holidays?
BOBBIE. Mostly.
FREDERICA. All well with you and yours?
BOBBIE. You mean with my daughter?
FREDERICA. Yes, how is Little Lisa?
BOBBIE. She's fine.
FREDERICA. Is that the truth?
BOBBIE. No. She's about the same, maybe a

little worse. She still gets around some on
her crutches, but--I don't know. I can't
afford to do much for her.

FREDERICA (lowering her voice). Ask for a raise.
BOBBIE (doing the same). Are you kidding? You

know your aunt.
FREDERICA. Christmas bonus?
BOBBIE (smiling). I said, you know Aunt Scrooge.
FREDERICA. Indeed. (Turning to SCROOGE.)

Aunt Scrooge, greetings. (SCROOGE just looks
at her.) Aunt, a merry Christmas to you.

SCROOGE. Niece, go away. I'm busy ..
FREDERICA. On Christmas Eve?
SCROOGE. I hadn't heard that Christmas Eve

stopped the expenses and the bills from
coming in.

FREDERICA. Surely, with your money. bills
should be no problem. What a lovely time of
year! The stores are so beautifully decorated,
and people are much nicer than usual, and...
well, it's just a beautiful Christmas-time.

SCROOGE. Christmas--baht All commercial and
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Act I MS. SCROOGE Page 9

hypocritical and... and humbug!
FREDERICA. Christmas a humbug, Aunt Edna? You

don't mean that, I'm sure.
SCROOGE. I do mean it. Merry Christmas! What

reason have you to be merry? You're poor
enough.

FREDERICA. What reason have you to be sour?
You're rich enough.

SCROOGE. Bah, humbug.
FREDERICA. Don't be cross, Aunt Edna.
SCROOGE. What else can I be when I live in a

world of fools? Merry Christmas! What's
Christmas to most people but a time for
piling up bills--a time for finding
themselves a year old.er, but not an hour
richer? If I had my way, every idiot who
goes around with "Merry Christmas" on her
lips would be roasted with her own turkey
dressing and buried with a stake of holly
through her heart.

FREDERICA. Aunt.
SCROOGE. Niece. Keep Christmas in your own

way and let me keep it in mine.
FREDERICA. But you don't keep it.
SCROOGE. Let me leave it alone then. Much

good it's ever done you!
FREDERICA. Aunt Edna, there are a lot of

things from which I have gotten something
good, but which didn't profit me. Among
those is Christmas. I have always thought of
Christmas-time as a good, wonderful time ... a
kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time.
It seems to be the only time in the whole
long year when people open up their tight,
shut-up hearts and think of others as if they
really were fellow passengers to the grave
and not another race of creatures bound on
other journeys. And so, Aunt, though it has
never put a penny in my purse, I believe that
it has done me good and will do me good, and
I say, God bless it!
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Page 10 MS.- SCROOGE Act I

SCROOGE. You should have been a preacher or a
politician.

FREDERICA. Don't be angry, Aunt. Come have
Christmas dinner with us tomorrow.

SCROOGE. Frederica, good-bye.
FREDERICA. Aunt Edna, I never have asked nor

ever will I ask anything material of you-
and my mother, God rest her soul, was your
sister. Why can't we be friends?

SCROOGE. Good afternoon, Frederica.
FREDERICA (sighing). Well, I'll keep my

holiday humor to the last. So merry
Christmas, Aunt.

SCROOGE. Good afternoon ..
FREDERICA. And a happy New Year.
SCROOGE. Good afternoon! (FREDERICA, waving

good-bye to BOBBIE, exits DC .. )

(At the same time, KID enters DC, carrying a
box of big candy bars .. )

SCROOGE. What do you want?
KID (showing candy). I'm selling this candy.
SCROOGE. I don't want any candy. Get along

out of here ..
KID.. It's for charity.
SCROOGE. What?
KID. For a girls' club.
SCROOGE. No, I don't want any .. (KID starts

toward the door.)
BOBBIE. Wait. (Gets her purse from desk

drawer.) How much?
KID. Whatever you wanna donate. (BOBBIE opens

purse and takes out couple of bills, hands
them to KID.)

BOBBIE. Here ..
KID (handing bar to BOBBIE).. Thank you. rY1erry

Christmas ..
BOBBIE. Same to you, honey. (KID exits.

BOBBIE puts the bar in her purse 7 which she
replaces in the desk dra\.ver.. She knows
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Act I MS. SCROOGE Page 11

SCROOGE is iooking at her!, so she quickly
goes back to her work.)

SCROOGE. You couldn't afford that., And you
know as well as I do that, in all probability,
there is no charity involved. The money goes
right into that little beggar's's pocket.

BOBBIE. Everybody's got to live. Speaking of
Christmas cheer...

SCROOGE. Were we?
BOBBIE. Mama picked up Little Lisa at the

daycare center, because they closed early.
SCROOGE. Why are you telling me your family

matters?
BOBBIE. Because now Mama can't do some

shopping for us as we'd planned. I was
wondering if I could leave a little early, so
I could. The stores will be closing soon.

SCROOGE. A little early? It's hardly past
lunch.

BOBBIE. It's a lot later than that, Ms. Scrooge.
SCROOGE. So, like the people at the daycare

center, you want to goof off.
BOBBIE. Goof off?
SCROOGE. What else do you call it? You pay

them to take care of your daughter, Little
Lisa--you pay them for a full day, yet they
are closing early. And you're leaving early ~

though I pay you a full day's salary. And I
don't suppose you're coming to the office
tomorrow.

BOBBIE. No. It's Christmas! Are you coming
back tomorrow?

SCROOGE. I'm not leaving tonight.
BOBBIE. What?
SCROOGE. I'll be working here most of the

night. That report must be ready and sent,
if it's to arrive before the end of the year.

BOBBIE. Ms. Scrooge, don't do that--don't
stay on. You work too hard. I'll come in
especially early the day after Christmas, and
we can work on it together.
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Page 12 MS•.SCRooGE Act I

SCROOGE. I'll do it tonight and tomorrow-
alone. I rely on only one person--myself..

BOBBIE. I better go get you something more to
eat.

SCROOGE. No~ I told you I have a sandwich..
BOBBIE. You passed up a party at your niece's

for a sandwich?
SCROOGE. If you're going, go. (BOBBIE takes

out her purse and gets her coat, hat and
scarf.)

BOBBIE. Well~ good night then, Ms. Scrooge,
and... and merry Christmas. (She exits
hurriedly DC before SCROOGE can retort. Alone
and tired, SCROOGE lets down a bit. She
yawns, goes about turning lights off so it
becomes dim. From her purse she takes a
bottle of pills, spills a few in her hand,
tosses them in her mouth and swallows. Half
heartedly, she gets the papers she is working
on and the bag with the sandwich. She sits
in a chair, looking at the papers, while
absently taking out sandwich. She looks at
it and tosses it back into the bag. She
yawns again, drowsily begins to read. On the
wall, the portrait of Marley begins to glow ..
With a start, SCROOGE notices the picture.)

SCROOGE. Marleyt Janet What is this?
(The portrait slowly stops glowing. SCROOGE
shakes her head to clear it.) Must be the
pills. (She looks at the portrait suspiciouslY,
but decides it's an illusion--her imagination.
She reads again, yawning and then dozing off.
Noises start low and build to a wild level-
telephones, typewriter bells" clocks. SCROOGE
awakens dully--not knowing what is happening,
frightened. )
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