
Side #8 – Old Joe, Nell, Molly, Scrooge 

(OLD JOE'S hovel rolls out on a truck stage left)  

SCROOGE   Spirit, what is this awful place? 

(NELL pulls back the sheet and stands in the entrance. She has a sack over one of her shoulders) 

NELL  Hello, Old Joe. Are you ready to do business?  

OLD JOE: Come in, Nell. (She looks behind her as if expecting to have been followed) Relax, luv! You 

needn’t fear being spied upon here. 

(NELL, SCROOGE’S cleaning lady and MOLLY, SCROOGE'S laundress enter) 

MOLLY: Ha, ha, Mrs. Dilber! What a surprise to find you here!  

NELL: (trying to hide her sack.) No need to be so formal, Molly. I'm just Nell. What brings you out on such a 

foul night? 

MOLLY  The same as you, Nell. Don’t try hiding your sack.  

NELL: What of it?  Every person has a right to take care of themselves. He always did! 

MOLLY: That’s true indeed. No man moreso! 

OLD JOE: Come in, Molly. I’m sure we can all do a bit of pleasant business now, can’t we? We’re all well 
suited to our calling. We’re all well matched! 

MOLLY: Right you are, Joe. I got a sack of my own. (She displays a sack that she has over her shoulder. 

MOLLY comes in and like NELL sits on a stool with her sack in front of her) 

OLD JOE: (offering a bottle to NELL)  Something to take the chill off? 

NELL (pulling her sack in front of her again.) No reason to hide what we got! Who's the worse for the loss of a 

few things like these? Not a dead man. Besides, I have some right to them seeing as I cleaned 

them for him often enough. 

MOLLY: (laughing) My thoughts exactly!  

Nell: If he wanted to keep them after he was dead, the wicked old screw, why wasn't he natural in his 

lifetime? If he had been, he'd have had somebody else to look after him when he was struck with 

Death. 

OLD JOE: It’s a harsh judgement on him! 

MOLLY: That’s the truest word that ever was spoke. 

OLD JOE: (To NELL) So you’ve spent your last day cleaning house for him?  

NELL:  That’s for certain.  



OLD JOE:  (To MOLLY) And you won’t be doing his laundry no more? 

MOLLY: Aye! 

OLD JOE: Judging from the fatness of your sacks, he was kind to you both in his will. (OLD JOE emits an 

evil laugh.)  

NELL:  And why not? After all, who was there next to his bed but us, watching him gasp out his last 

breath? 

MOLLY: Whose were the last smiling faces he saw as he went to meet his Judgement? 

OLD JOE: Why, you are both saints, if I ever laid eyes on one. 

 (All three break into laughter) 

OLD JOE: Now, who’s first? 

NELL: (drawing her sack to her) Take hers first, Joe!  

OLD JOE: (to MOLLY) Let’s see your... inheritance, my dear. 

MOLLY: (hesitating at first, glancing at NELL, then sliding the sack to JOE) Alright, Joe.  

 (He takes out some sheets, towels, clothing and silver sugar tongs.) 

OLD JOE: You’ve got a good eye, Molly. 

MOLLY: Give me fair price now, y’hear! 

(OLD JOE studies each item and then he counts some coins out of a pouch beside him and passes the money to 

MOLLY.) 

OLD JOE:  I always give too much to ladies. It's a weakness of mine, and that's the way I ruin myself.  

MOLLY: But, this is not enough for such fine… 

OLD JOE: That's your money! If you asked me for another penny, I'd repent of being so generous and 

knock off half-a-crown. 

Molly: Alright, Joe….(she crosses to the door, moves aside the blanket, then looks back.) But you’ve 
robbed me of my due, Joe. I’m sick to think there’s no honour here among us!  

(With  a growl, JOE threatens a move at her and she hastily leaves.) 

NELL: Open my bundle, Old Joe, and let me know the value of it. Speak out plain. Open the bundle, 

Joe. 

 (JOE unties the bundle and drags out some material.) 

OLD JOE: What’s this?  



NELL:  Bed-curtains! 

OLD JOE: You don't mean to say you took them down, rings and all, with him lying there? 

NELL:  Yes I do! Why not? 

OLD JOE: (again his cruel laugh) Ah, you may be a charwoman but you were born to make money! 

NELL:  I certainly won’t hold my hand, when I can get anything in it by reaching it out. Watch your pipe 
over those blankets now! 

OLD JOE: His blankets? 

NELL:  Whose else's? They wouldn’t be much use for keeping him warm now, I dare say. (They laugh.) 

OLD JOE: (dropping the blankets and wiping his hands on his dirty vest.) I hope he didn't die of any thing 

catching. 

NELL:  Don't you be afraid of that. I ain't so fond of his company that I'd loiter about him for such 

things, if he did.  

(JOE  takes some jewelry, plates and knives and forks and the like out of the sack then he withdraws a shirt and 

examines it.)  

NELL:  Ah! You may look through that shirt till your eyes ache; but you won't find a hole in it, nor a 

threadbare place. It's the best he had, and a fine one too. They'd have wasted it, if it hadn't been 

for me. 

OLD JOE: How would they have wasted it?  

Nell:  The fool we summoned from the undertakers put it on him then put him in a coffin! But, when he 

left to get his partner to help him load the it into the wagon, I opened the coffin and took the shirt 

off him. ( She laughs. SCROOGE looks at the GHOST in shock and is disgusted by the scene 

before him. The woman breaks into laughter again.) You see he planned it this way! He 

frightened every one away from him when he was alive, to profit us when he was dead!  

 


