
Side #10 – Marley, Scrooge 

MARLEY'S VOICE  (As the wailing sounds fade, one voice can be heard emerging from them 

whispering, echoing. The music fades to underscore the scene):     

 Scrooge!…Scrooge! …Scrooge! 

SCROOGE: No! No! No!  What are you? What do you want with me? 

MARLEY:   Much! 

SCROOGE: Who are you? 

MARLEY: Ask me who I was.                  

SCROOGE: Who were you then? 

MARLEY: In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley. 

SCROOGE: (Moving a few steps closer to Marley for a closer look.) Impossible! 

MARLEY: Why do you doubt your senses? 

SCROOGE:  Because, a little thing affects them. A slight disorder of the stomach makes them 

cheats. (Gesturing to the food on the table)You may be an undigested bit of beef, 

a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a fragment of an underdone potato. There's 

more of gravy than of the grave about you, whatever you are! 

(The ghost emits a horrible wail)  

SCROOGE (dropping to his knees and holding an arm up in supplication): Mercy!   

 Dreadful apparition! Mercy!  

MARLEY:   Do you believe in me or not? 

SCROOGE: I do! (Gesturing toward the apparition to indicate that it is obviously there  

 before his eyes.) I must. But why do you come to me? 

MARLEY: It is required of every man alive, that the spirit within him should move among his 

fellow men, and reach out to them; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is 

condemned to do so after death and witness what it cannot share, but might have 

shared on earth, and turned to happiness! 

(The ghost and spirits again wail accompanied by a rattling of the chains.) 

SCROOGE: Why do you wear that chain? 



MARLEY: (moving toward SCROOGE who retreats cowering on the floor) I wear the chain I 

forged in life. I made it link by link, and yard by yard; and of my own free will. Is 

its pattern strange to you? Do you recognize this ledger? These bankruptcy 

notices? This money box?  

Do you want to know the weight and length of the strong coil you yourself bear? It was as heavy 

and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago, but you have laboured on it since. 

It is now a ponderous chain! 

 (SCROOGE looks about himself as though expecting to see the chain there.) 

SCROOGE: Jacob, tell me more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob.  

MARLEY: I have none to give. My spirit never walked beyond the narrow limits of our 

counting house; and now weary journeys lie before me! Oh captive, bound, and 

double-ironed, you do not know how you are wasting life’s opportunities and no 
amount of regret can make amends for one life's opportunities misused! Yet such 

was I! Oh! Such was I!  

SCROOGE: But you were always a good man of business, Jacob. 

MARLEY: (Emitting a pained howl and accompanied by a swirl of tormented spirits) 

Ooooohhhhhhhhh! Business! 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 ocean of my 

business!  

(MARLEY again wails and rattles his chain.) 

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

beings with my eyes turned down, ignoring and not seeing my fellow man. Oh, 

each man is capable of so much goodness that it would be impossible for anyone 

to spend  all the goodness of which he is capable in the short span of a lifetime. 

But I failed to see the needs of my fellow-man. And you, Ebenezer, how many 

hours have we spent working together and yet I was invisible to you! I am here 

tonight to warn you that you still have a chance of escaping my fate, Ebenezer.  

SCROOGE: Thank you, Jacob. You were always a good friend to me. 

MARLEY: You will be haunted by three Spirits. 

SCROOGE: I - I think I'd rather not.  

MARLEY: Without their visits, you cannot hope to shun the path I tread! Expect the first 

tomorrow, when the bell tolls One. 



SCROOGE: Couldn't I take them all at once, and have it over, Jacob? 

MARLEY: Expect the second Spirit on the next night when again the bell tolls One. The third 

upon the next night at the last stroke of Twelve. Look that, for your own sake, you 

remember what has passed between us. (The green mist rolls again into the room 

to fill it accompanied by the weird sounds of wailing and suffering. MARLEY 

begins to leave the room) Look to see me no more. I return with these tortured 

souls to the doom and suffering we share. 

SCROOGE: Jacob, wait! 

 


