
Caroler Side 1 

Darkness is cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut his heavy door, he 

walked through his rooms to see that all was right. Sitting-room, bedroom, lumber-

room. All as they should be. Nobody under the table, nobody under the sofa; a 

small fire in the grate; spoon and basin ready; and the little saucepan of gruel upon 

the hob. Nobody under the bed; nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing-gown, 

which was hanging up in a suspicious attitude against the wall. Quite satisfied, he 

closed his door, and locked himself in; double-locked himself in, which was not his 

custom. Thus, secured against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his dressing-

gown and slippers, and his nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his gruel.   

 

Caroler Side 2 

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 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 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! 

 

Caroler Side 3 

Marley: A very little more is all that is 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-



changing hole; and weary journeys lie before me! At this time of the rolling year, I 

suffer most. Why did I walk through 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: But you were always a good man of business, Jacob.  

Marley: 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 comprehensive ocean of my 

business!  

 

Caroler Side 4 

Belle: I have seen your nobler aspirations fall off one by one, until the master-

passion, Gain, engrosses you. Have I not? 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.  If you were free to-day, tomorrow, yesterday, can 

even I believe that you would choose a dowerless girl, or, choosing her, if for a 

moment you were false enough to your one 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. 

 

 

 

 



Caroler Side 5 

Bob: (raising his glass in a toast) Mr. Scrooge! I’ll give you Mr. Scrooge, the 

Founder of the Feast! 

Mrs. Cratchit:  The Founder of the Feast indeed! I wish I had him here. I’d give 

him a piece of my mind to feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it. 

Bob: My dear, the children! Christmas Day. 

Mrs. Cratchit: It should be Christmas Day, I am sure, on which one drinks the 

health of such an odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr. Scrooge. You know he 

is, Robert! Nobody knows it better than you do, poor fellow! 

Bob: My dear. Christmas Day. 

Mrs. Cratchit: I’ll drink his health for your sake and the Day’s, not for his. Long 

life to him! A merry Christmas and a happy new year! He’ll be very merry and 

very happy, I have no doubt!  

 

Caroler Side 6  

Poor person selling goods stolen from Scrooge: Who’s the worse for the loss of a 

few things like these? Not a dead man, I suppose. 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 his last there, alone by himself. 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.   


