
Side #6 – Mrs. C, Martha, Peter, Sarah, Cratchit, Tiny Tim 

MRS. CRATCHIT: Your father and Tiny Tim are late coming from church. And your   

 sister, Martha, wasn't this late last Christmas Day. 

MARTHA: (coming into the house) I’m here, Mother    

PETER & SARAH: Martha!  

MRS. CRATCHIT: (embracing and kissing her eldest child happily) Why, bless your   

 heart alive, my dear, how late you are!    

MARTHA: (taking off her hat and coat) We'd a deal of work to finish up before we could  

 leave.  

MRS. CRATCHIT: Well! Never mind so long as you are come. Sit down before the   

 fire, my dear, and get warm. God bless your heart! 

PETER: (pointing off as through a window) Here comes Father now, Mother! 

SARAH: Hide, Martha, hide!  

PETER: Yes, we'll tease Father. 

MARTHA: Alright! 

MRS. CRATCHIT:  Oh, children, don't --- 

CRATCHIT: (entering, just as MARTHA conceals herself behind the table. CRATCHIT  enters 

in his best clothes with a long scarf hanging about his neck and his  threadbare clothes 

darned up. He carries TINY TIM upon his shoulder. Tim’s leg  is twisted and he carries a 

crutch.) We’re home! Hello, my dears! (As he puts  TIM down, SARAH runs to greet him.) 

SARAH: Father!  

CRATCHIT: (Embracing his youngest daughter) Sarah, dear! Hello, Peter! 

MOTHER: Give me your comforter, Bob. Sit down and get warm 

CRACTCHIT: (sitting in his rocking chair and looking about.) Isn't Martha home from   

 work yet? 

PETER: (feigning sadness.) She's not coming, Father, Her employer would not free her   

 from work! 

(Behind him SARAH whispers to TIM about what is going on.) 



CRATCHIT:  Not coming?! (His spirits sinks.) How can we celebrate Christmas with   

 one of us not here? 

SARAH: Father, may I have Martha’s portion of the pudding? 

CRATCHIT: Sarah! I don’t know what to think. To hear you say such a unfeeling thing! 

PETER: You're right, Father. I'm the one who should get Martha's pudding! 

CRATCHIT: Peter? You too? I never heard such selfishness....  

MOTHER: I  will have Martha's portion of pudding. After all I cooked it. 

CRATCHIT: My dear! You? See how our family suffers by the absence of even    

 one!  

MARTHA: (popping up from behind the table and rushing to her father.) Father, I’m   

 here! (Laughing, she rushes to her father who stands in amazement.) I’m   

 sorry that we played such a cruel trick on you. (He embraces her.) 

CRATCHIT: Martha! I … I don’t know what to believe. That my own family would so   
 trick me and you, Mother, a part of it all. 

SARAH: We fooled you didn’t we, Father? 

CRATCHIT: (laughing) Yes, you certainly did, though I’m not sure it’s something for   

 which you should claim any credit. But it is so good to see all of us   

 together. (He becomes teary-eyed.)  You all look so beautiful. 

MOTHER: Look how your old shirt looks on Peter, Father! 

CRATCHIT: Well! What a young man you’ve become Peter! 

TIM:  Peter! You look all grown up. 

MARTHA: Some day you will work in a fine office, Peter. 

MOTHER: And what a credit you will be to your employer, Peter.  

CRATCHIT: What a credit you are to us, my boy.  

SARAH:  Come, Tim, let’s listen to the pudding cooking! 

(TIM and SARAH run off to the kitchen. BOB stands at the fireplace filling his pipe while his 

wife sits in the rocking chair, PETER, relishing his new role as a young adult, stands near his 

father and lights his pipe for him. MARTHA & her MOTHER sit at the table.) 



MOTHER:  And how did little Tim behave in church? 

CRATCHIT: As good as gold and better. Somehow he gets thoughtful, sitting by himself so 

much, and thinks the strangest things you ever heard.  

PETER:  Like what, Father? 

CRATCHIT: ( His voice trembles with emotion as he relates this incident.) Well, he told me, 

coming home, that he hoped the people saw him in the church, because he was 

lame, and it might be pleasant for them to remember at Christmas, who made 

lame beggars walk and blind men see. 

(Both he and MOTHER become teary.) 

  He is growing stronger each day, Mother. 

MOTHER:  I pray so, my dear. (Wiping her eyes) But now, why don’t you serve some cider to 
warm us. 

CRATCHIT: Very well, my dear.  

MOTHER: Come, children! Take your places at the table. 

(TIM and SARAH rush in from the kitchen and they all take their places at the table. TIM sits in 

the chair nearest his father’s chair.) 

SARAH:         I helped Mother make the cider, Father. 

CRATCHIT:  And all the better it will be for that help, Sarah. 

 (CRATCHIT serves a portion to everyone then resumes his place.) 

CRATCHIT:  A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!  

 


