
Christmas Carol Audition selections 

 

Belle and Prime of Life Scrooge 

Belle 

It matters little (softly) to you, very little. Another idol has displaced me; and if it 

can cheer and comfort you in time to come, as I would have tried to do, I have 

not just cause to grieve. 

Prime Scrooge 

What Idol has displaced you? 

Belle 

A golden one. 

Prime Scrooge 

This is the even-handed dealing of the world! There is nothing on which it is so 

hard as poverty; and there is nothing it professes to condemn with such severity 

as the pursuit of wealth! 

Belle 

You fear the world too much. (gently) All your other hopes have merged into 

the hope of being beyond the chance of sordid reproach. I have seen your 

nobler aspirations fall off one by one, until the master-passion, Gain, engrosses 

you. Have I not? 

Prime Scrooge 

What then? Even if I have grown so much wiser, what then? I am not changed 

towards you. 

Belle 

Shakes head NO 

Prime Scrooge 

Am I? 

Belle 

Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both poor and content to 

be so, until, in good season, we could improve our worldly fortune by our 

patient industry. You are changed. When it was made, you were another man. 

Prime Scrooge 

I was a boy (impatiently) 



Belle 

Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are. I am. That which 

promised happiness when we were one in heart, is fraught with misery now and 

we are two. How often and how keenly I have thought of this. I will not say. It is 

enough that I have thought of it, and can release you. 

 

 

 

Belle Monologue 

BELLE 

In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another atmosphere of life; another 

Hope as its great end. In everything that made my love of any worth or value in 

your sight. If this had never been between us, (looking steady at Prime Scrooge) 

tell me, would you seek me out and try to win me now? Ah no! 

PRIME SCROOGE  

(struggling) You think not. 

BELLE 

I would gladly think otherwise if I could, Heaven knows! When I have learned a 

Truth like this, I know how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were free 

to-day, to-morrow, yesterday, can even I believe that you would choose a 

dowerless girl – you who, in your very confidence with her, weigh everything by 

Gain: or, guiding principle to do so, do I not know that your repentance and 

regret would surely follow? I do; and I release you. With a full heart, for the love 

of him you once were. 

Prime Scrooge is about to speak – she turns her head away and continues. 

You may – the memory of what is past half makes me hope you will – have pain 

in this. A very, very brief time, and you will dismiss the recollection of it, gladly, 

as an unprofitable dream, from which it happened well that you awoke. May 

you be happy in the life you have chosen! 

 

  



YOUNG GIRLS/FAN 

FAN 

Dear, dear brother. I have come to bring you home dear brother! (Clapping her 

hands) To bring you home, home, home! 

YOUNG SCROOGE 

Home, little Fan? 

FAN 

Yes, (filled with glee) Home for good and all. Home for ever and ever. Father is 

so much kinder than he used to be, that home’s like Heaven! He spoke so gently 

to me one dear night when I was going to bed, that I was not afraid to ask him 

once more if you might come home; and he said Yes, you should; and sent me in 

a coach to bring you. And you’re to be a man! And are never to come back here; 

but first we’re to be together all Christmas long, and have the merriest time in 

all the world. 

  



CHARWOMAN, MRS. DILBER, UNDERTAKER AND JOE 

 

CHARWOMAN 

What odds then! What odds, Mrs. Dilber? Every person has a right to take care 

of themselves. He always did! 

MRS DILBER 

That’s true, indeed! No man more so. 

CHARWOMAN 

Why, then, don’t stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; who’s the wiser? 

We’re not going to pick holes in each other’s coats, I suppose? 

MRS DILBER 

No, indeed! 

MRS DILBER AND UNDERTAKER 

We should hope not. 

CHARWOMAN 

Very well, then! That’s enough. Who’s the worse for the loss of a few things like 

these? Not a dead man, I suppose. 

MRS DILBER 

No, indeed. (laughing) 

CHARWOMAN 

If he wanted to keep ‘em after he was dead, a wicked old screw, why wasn’t he 

natural in his lifetime? If he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after 

him when he was struck with Death, instead of lying gasping out is las there, 

alone by himself. 

MRS DILBER 

It’s the truest word that ever was spoke. It’s a judgement on him. 

CHARWOMAN 

I wish it was a little heavier one and it should have been, you may depend upon 

it, if I could have laid my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and 

let me know the value of it. Speak out plain. I’m not afraid to be the first, nor 

afraid for them to see it. We knew pretty well that we were helping ourselves, 

before we met here, I believe. It’s no sin. Open the bundle, Joe. 

  



FAMILIES AND YOUNG PEOPLE 

CAROLINE 

What news? 

Husband hesitates, conflicted 

Is it good, or bad? 

HENRY 

Bad.(?) 

CAROLINE 

We are quite ruined? 

HENRY 

No. There is hope yet, Caroline. 

CAROLINE 

If he relents, there is! Nothing is past hope, if such a miracle has happened. 

HENRY 

He is past relenting. He is dead. 

CAROLINE 

OH! Gasp of delight and relief then crosses herself with eyes toward heaven – 

begs forgiveness. 

HENRY 

What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last night, said to me, when I 

tried to see him and obtain a week’s delay; and what I though was a mere 

excuse to avoid me; turns out to have been quite true. He was not only very ill, 

but dying, then. 

CAROLINE 

To whom will our debt be transferred? 

HENRY 

I don’t know. But before that time, we shall be ready with the money; and even 

though we were not, it would be bad fortune indeed to find so merciless a 

creditor in his successor. We may sleep tonight with light hearts, Caroline! 

Children have gathered around to hear and are brighter. 

CAROLINE 

Yes…we may sleep with light hearts! 



Scrooge     SCROOGE 

Mercy! Dreadful apparition, why do you trouble me? 

MARLEY’S GHOST 

Man of the worldly mind! Do you believe in me or not? 

SCROOGE 

I do. I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, and why do they come to me? 

MARLEY’S GHOST 

It is required of every man that the spirit within him should walk abroad among 

his fellow-men, and travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it 

is condemned to do so after death. It is doomed to wander through the world – 

oh woe is me! – and witness what it cannot share, but might have shared on 

earth, and turned to happiness. AAAHHHHH (again the ghost cries out, shakes 

his chains and wrings his hands.) 

SCROOGE 

You are fettered. Tell me why? 

MARLEY’S GHOST 

I wear the chain I forged in life. I made it link by link and yard by yard; I girded it 

on of my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to 

you? 

Scrooge trembles at this insinuation  

MARLEY’S GHOST 

Or would you know the weight and length of the strong coil you bear yourself? 

It was full as heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have 

labored on it, since. It is a ponderous chain! 

Scrooge looks around himself to see if a chain is suddenly appearing but sees nothing 

SCROOGE 

Jacob (imploringly) Old Jacob Marley, tell me more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob. 

MARLEY’S GHOST 

I have none to give. It comes from other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is 

conveyed by other ministers, to other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I 

would. A very little more is all permitted to me. I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I 

cannot linger anywhere. My spirit never walked beyond our counting-house – 

mark me! In life my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our money-

change hole; and weary journeys life before me! 



Scrooge and Ghost of Christmas Past 

SCROOGE 

Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me? 

GHOST PAST 

I am 

SCROOGE 

Who and what are you? 

GHOST PAST 

I am the Ghost of Christmas Past 

SCROOGE 

Long past? 

GHOST PAST 

No. Your past. 

SCROOGE 

Please, will you cover yourself? (offering his cap) 

GHOST PAST 

What!? Would you so soon put out, with worldly hands, the light I give? Is it not 

enough that you are one of the those whose passions made this cap, and force 

me through whole trains of years to wear it low upon my brow! 

SCROOGE 

I meant no offense nor have knowledge that I played a part in the bonnet you 

bear. If you please, what business brings you here? 

GHOST PAST 

Your welfare! 

SCROOGE 

My welfare! I’m much obliged (aside) however a night of unbroken rest may 

have been more useful to my welfare. 

GHOST PAST 

(Having heard Scrooge) Your reclamation, then. Take heed!  

Ghost Past stretches out hand and clasps him gently on the arm. 

Rise! And walk with me! 



Scrooge realizes he can not disobey and rises. The Ghost moves toward the window and Scrooge clasps 
the ghost’s robe in supplication. 

SCROOGE 

I am a mortal and liable to fall. 

GHOST PAST 

Bear but a touch of my hand there. (laying a hand upon his heart) And you shall 

be upheld in more than this! 

  



FRED and Louisa 

FRED 

He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live! He believed it too! 

LOUISA 

More shame for him, Fred! (indignantly). 

FRED 

He’s a comical old fellow, that’s the truth; and not so pleasant as he might be. 

However, his offences carry their own punishment, and I have nothing to say 

against him. 

LOUISA 

I am sure he is very rich, Fred. At least you always tell me so. 

FRED 

What of that my dear! His wealth is of no use to him. He doesn’t do any good 

with it. He doesn’t make himself comfortable with it. He hasn’t the satisfaction 

of thinking “ha ha, ha!—that his is ever going to benefit Us with it. 

LOUISA 

I have no patience with him. 

Other ladies present agree. (Polly, Adeline, Verna) 

FRED 

Oh, I have! I am sorry for him, I couldn’t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers 

by his ill whims? Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to dislike us, 

and he won’t come and dine with us. What’s the consequence? He doesn’t lose 

much of a dinner. 

LOUISA 

Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner! 

Others agree with this; yes indeed, a fine dinner etc. 

FRED 

Well! I am very glad to hear it because I haven’t any great faith in these young 

housekeepers. What do you say, Topper? 

 

 

 



FRED-- 

FRED 

Ha ha ha – (laughing) I was only going to say that the consequence of his taking 

a dislike to us, and not making merry with us, is, as I think, that he loses some 

pleasant moments, which could do him no harm. I am sure he loses pleasanter 

companions than he can find in his own thoughts, either in his moldy old office, 

or his dusty chambers. I mean to give him some chance every year, whether he 

likes it or not, for I pity him. He may rail at Christmas till he dies, but he can’t 

help thinking better of it—I defy him—if he finds me going there, in good 

temper, year after year, and saying Uncle Scrooge, how are you? If it only puts 

him in the vein to leave his poor clerk fifty pounds, that’s something; and I think 

I shook him, yesterday. 

 

 

 

  



SCROOGE 

SCROOGE 

Spectre, something informs me that our parting moment is a hand. I know it, 

but I know not how. (pauses and remembers open question) Tell me what man 

that was whom we saw lying dead? 

Ghost Future opens cloak; scene behind dissolves and they move onward. 

This court, through which we hurry now, is where my place of occupation is, and 

has been for a length of time. I see the house. Let me behold what I shall be, in 

days to come. 

The stop but Spirit points elsewhere 

The house is yonder. Why do you point away? 

Spirit continues to point onward. 

Let me just peek here in my office window. Ah the furniture is different. Who is 

that in my chair?  

Spirit continues to insist by pointing onward. 

Spirit, where do you lead me now, the churchyard? Ah is it here I will learn the 

name of the poor soul lying cold in the bed? 

Spirit stops in front of one stone and points down to it. Scrooge advances trembling. 

Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point, answer me one question. 

Are these the shadows of the things the Will be, or are they shadows of the 

things that May be, only? 

Spirit continues to point down. 

Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they 

must lead. But if the courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is 

thus with what you show me! 

 

 

 

  



Marley’s Ghost 

Business! (Crying and wringing hands) Mankind was my business. The common 

welfare was my business. Charity, mercy, forbearance, and benevolence, were, 

all, my business. The dealings of my trade were but a drop of water in the 

comprehensive ocean of my business! 

Ghost holds up his chains again as if they were the cause of its grief, flinging them to the floor again. 

At this time of the rolling year, I suffer most. Why did I walk through the crowds 

of fellow-beings with my eyes turned down, and never raise them to that 

blessed Star which led the Wise Men to a poor abode? Were there no poor 

homes to which its light would have conducted me? 

Scrooge trembles 

Hear me! My time is nearly gone. 

 

  



Cratchits 

ALL 

Hurrah! 

The following lines are reasonably quick and cacophony-style while eating the feast. Can be interspersed 
with “yums” etc. 

BOB 

This is the finest goose ever cooked! 

MARTHA 

It is so tender 

BELINDA 

And full of flavor 

MRS CRATCHIT 

And it was such a reasonable price. 

ALFRED 

It is so large! 

ELSIE 

the largest ever. 

PETER 

Delicious!  

BOB 

I’m stuffed! (final pronouncement) 

MRS. CRATCHIT 

(picking up a bone with some meat) Look, we haven’t quite managed to finish 

the goose at last! 

ALFRED AND ELSIE 

Is it time for pudding? 

MRS CRATCHIT 

Oh, my yes. (nervously for the hope of success of her pudding) 

 

 

  



Scrooge and Fred 

FRED 

A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you! (cheerfully) 

SCROOGE 

Bah! Humbug! 

FRED 

Christmas a humbug, uncle! You don’t mean that, I’m sure. 

SCROOGE 

I do. Merry Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What reason have you 

to be merry? You’re poor enough. 

FRED 

Come, then, what right have you to be dismal? What reason have you to be 

morose? You’re rich enough. 

SCROOGE 

Bah! Humbug. 

FRED 

Don’t be cross, uncle. 

SCROOGE 

What else can I be when I live in such a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! 

Out upon merry Christmas! What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying 

bills without money; a time for finding yourself a year older, and not an hour 

richer; a time for finding yourself a year older, and not an hour richer; a time for 

balancing your books and having every item in ‘em through a round dozen of 

months presented dead against you? If I could work my will (indignantly) every 

idiot who goes about with ‘Merry Christmas’ on his lips, should be boiled with 

his own pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should! 

FRED 

Uncle! 

SCROOGE 

Nephew! Keep Christmas in your own way and let me keep it in mine. 

FRED 

Keep it! But you don’t keep it. 



SCROOGE 

Let me leave it alone, then, much good may it do you! Much good it has ever 

done you! 

FRED 

There are many things from which I might have derived good, by which I have 

not profited, I dare say, Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always 

thought of Christmas time, when it has come round – apart from the veneration 

due to its sacred name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be apart from 

that – as a good time: a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time: the only time I 

know of, in the long calendar of the year, when men and women seem by one 

consent to open their shut-up hearts freely, and to think of people below them 

as if they really were fellow-passengers to the grave, and not another race of 

creatures bound on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never 

put a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me good, 

and will do me good; and I say, God bless it! 

 

  



Scrooge / Ghost Christmas Present 

SCROOGE 

Is there a peculiar flavor in what you sprinkle from your torch? 

GHOST PRESENT 

There is. My own. 

SCROOGE 

Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day? 

GHOST PRESENT 

To any kindly given. To a poor one most. 

SCROOGE 

Why to a poor one most? 

GHOST PRESENT 

Because it needs it most. 

SCROOGE 

Spirit, I wonder you, of all the beings in the many worlds about us, should desire 

to cramp these people’s opportunities of innocent enjoyment. 

GHOST PRESENT 

I! 

SCROOGE 

You would deprive them of their means of dining every seventh day, often the 

only day on which they can be said to dine at all. Wouldn’t you? 

GHOST PRESENT 

I! 

SCROOGE 

You seek to close these places on the Seventh Day? And it comes to the same 

thing. 

GHOST PRESENT 

I seek! 

SCROOGE 

Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name, or at least in that of 

your family. 



GHOST PRESENT 

There are some upon this earth of yours who lay claim to know us, and who do 

their deeds of passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our 

name; who are as strange to us and all our kith and kin, as if they had never 

lived. Remember that, and charge their doings on themselves, not us. 

SCOOGE 

Indeed, I will. 

 

 

  



Young Men 

OLLIE 

No, I don’t know much about it, either way. I only know he’s dead. 

SIMON 

When did he die? 

OLLIE 

Last night, I believe. 

GUS 

Why, what was the matter with him? (snuff from snuff box)I thought he’d never 

die. 

OLLIE 

God knows. (yawning) 

NELSON 

What has he done with his money? 

OLLIE 

I haven’t heard, (yawning again) Left it to his Company, perhaps. He hasn’t left 

it to me. That’s all I know. 

BUSINESS MEN  

Laughing 

OLLIE 

It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral for upon my life I don’t know of anybody to 

go to it. Suppose we make up a party and volunteer? 

NELSON 

I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided. But I must be fed, if I make one. 

BUSINESS MEN 

Laughs again 

OLLIE 

Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all for I never wear black 

gloves, and I never eat lunch. But I’ll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I 

come to think of it, I’m not at all sure that I wasn’t his most particular friend; for 

we used to stop and speak whenever we met. Bye, bye!     


