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EBENEZER! 

by 
David LeMaster 

 
ACT 1 

 
 
(Lights up on an empty stage. We hear street sounds underneath. Enter TOM JENKINS, 30-ish, who pushes a 
pretzel cart and tries selling pretzels to the audience. After a moment, JENKINS pauses and looks at us.) 
 
 
TOM JENKINS:  Oh. I didn’t see you come in. (HE straightens his clothing a bit) You get caught up in the hustle and 

bustle of the big city, you know? Folks don’t have time to sit and talk anymore. But me? I got time to sit and talk. 
Pretzel business ain’t too good these days. A guy moved in up the street, and he’s underselling me by a buck a 
pretzel. Don’t know how he can do it, but he’s got all my regular customers running over to his stand. I’m thinking 
about taking up a new line of work. Hot dogs.  Used to sell ‘em back when I was young, you know? In Yankee 
Stadium, with Marris and Mantle and those guys. You remember Joltin’ Joe Dimagio! There was one afternoon during 
the fall, about thirty years ago, and the Yankees were up 2-1 in the seventh. I got my hotdog box strapped around my 
neck, and this kid comes up to me and says… (stops himself) Wait a second. You didn’t come here to talk about the 
Yankees, huh? The sign outside says Ebenezer Scrooge, right? What’s Christmas without Scrooge, after all? Well, 
alright. But I got something to tell you about Mr. Ebenezer Scrooge. He’s not who you think he is. I know, I know. 
You’ve heard it all before. Scrooge lives in Victorian England. Mistreats his nephew and employees. “Bah humbug. 
Bury your merry Christmas with a stake of holly through the heart!” Well I’m telling you. It’s pure fiction. There wasn’t 
never anybody named Scrooge living in England. It was all just a story by Mr. Charles Dickens. You know. The guy 
who wrote Oliver Twist and David Copperfield and all that. Yeah. Same guy. Made stuff like that up all the time. So 
why are you here, you ask? Well,  you’re here because Ebenezer Scrooge is here. In the theatre. Not in England. 
That’s right. Scrooge lives right here in the big city—Americaville, USA. He sublets an apartment on 5th and L. and 
tonight… in just a minute… you’re going to meet the real Ebenezer Scrooge. But you’ve got to understand something 
first. See, this play isn’t about good people trying to have Christmas in merry old England. We’re in the good ol’ USA, 
after all. It’s about regular folk coping with the Christmas holidays and trying to survive yet another shopping season. 
This is the city. And the people around here don’t play too nice. Just look around. You’ll see. (HE snaps his fingers 
and the stage comes alive with city life. There are various people darting back and forth across the stage 
depending on the number of people in the company. A Salvation Army SANTA CLAUSE rings a bell center 
stage. A man and a woman race to get to TOM JENKINS for pretzels. A HOMELESS MAN stands on the street 
corner and watches another man hail a taxi. A street MIME entertains passers-by. The following dialogue is 
quick and overlapping.) Pretzels! Get your red-hot pretzels here! 

CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Hey,  pretzels! Gimme one with extra cheese. 
TOM JENKINS:  Sure. You want mustard with that? 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Read my lips. Extra cheese. 
TOM JENKINS:  Extra cheese it is, sir. 
TOURIST:  (shoves worker away) Excuse me. I’d like a pretzel with extra cheese and mustard on the side. And one 

Diet Cola. 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (to TOURIST) I was here first, lady. 
TOURIST:  Indeed. Only because you shoved me out of the way, you gorilla. 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER: What’d you call me, you stupid cow? 
TOURIST:  I beg your par don! 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Lay off the cheese. You’ve had too many pretzels already, you porker. 
TOURIST:  Oh! 
TOM JENKINS:  (to WORKER) That’s two-fifty. 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (to JENKINS) Two-fifty? That’s highway robbery! 
TOURIST:  Guy down the street charges a dollar and fifty cents. 
TOM JENKINS:  (shrugs) Got to make a living. 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  (gives money) Cheapskate. 
TOURIST:  I’m not paying two dollars and fifty cents for a pretzel. 
CONSTRUCTION WORKER:  Yeah. I hope you starve, you crook! 
 
(BUSINESS MAN attempts to hail a cab. A HOMELESS MAN watches him.) 
 
BUSINESS MAN:  Cabbie! Cabbie! (watches it pass) Come on you big jerk, I’ve had my thumb out for an hour. 
HOMELESS MAN:  (to MAN 2) Hey, buddy. Can you spare a couple of bucks? 



 
BUSINESS MAN:  Kiss off. 
HOMELESS MAN:  What was that? 
SANTA CLAUS:  Salvation Army! (to SHOPPER) Donations for children! 
SHOPPER:  (to SANTA) I gave at the office. 
SANTA CLAUS:  Come on, lady. It’s the Salvation Army. 
SHOPPER:  Are you harassing me? 
 
(The HOMELESS MAN runs a dirty rag over the BUSINESS MAN’s shoes.) 
 
BUSINESS MAN:  What do you think you’re doing? 
HOMELESS MAN:  I’m shining your shoes, man. 
BUSINESS MAN:  With that dirty rag? 
HOMELESS MAN:  Give me five bucks. 
BUSINESS MAN:  I won’t! 
HOMELESS MAN:  Give me five bucks or I’ll shove this rag down your throat. 
SANTA CLAUS:  (to SHOPPER) Forget it. 
BUSINESS MAN:  (to HOMELESS MAN) Here’s five bucks. Get out of my face. 
HOMELESS MAN:  Did I say five? I meant eight. 
SHOPPER:  (to SANTA CLAUS) I’m reporting you for harassment, you bum. Who’s your supervisor? 
HOMELESS MAN:  (to BUSINESS MAN) Eight bucks too much for you? 
SANTA CLAUS:  (overlap, to SHOPPER) Who are you calling a bum? 
BUSINESS MAN:  (overlap, to HOMELESS MAN) I’m not afraid of you, you bum! 
SHOPPER:  (overlap, to SANTA) You’re a bum! You’re a big, fat, red-faced bum! 
TOM JENKINS:  (overlap, to EVERYONE) Hold it! Hold it! HOLD IT!  (EVERYONE freezes, then JENKINS turns to 

audience) So much for “It’s Christmas Time in the City,” huh? You get used to it. If you live in the city these days 
you’ve got to be tough and mean and insensitive. That’s where Mr. Ebenezer Scrooge comes in. He’s not any of 
those things. In fact, the real Mr. Scrooge—well, he’s a simple fella. He fit in to the city pretty good about thirty years 
ago. I sold him hotdogs at Yankee games. But every few years would change their lineup, until finally, Scrooge didn’t 
recognize any of the names at all. Same thing happened around here. Old Ebenezer, well, time just marched right 
around him and left him standing there like an old tree. And you know what they say about trees in the city.  There’s 
no room for them anymore. They just stand underneath the skyscrapers and wait to die.  

 Here I go blubbering again. You wanted to hear a story about Ebenezer Scrooge, right? Well, I guess you gotta meet 
him first. There he is. Coming up Fifth Avenue. Can’ t miss ‘em. He’s the old guy in the top hat and cane.  

 
(HE snaps his fingers and EVERYONE shouts. Enter EBENEZER SCROOGE, a jolly old man.) 
 
SCROOGE:  (to BUSINESS MAN) Good morning, my friend! 
BUSINESS MAN:  Who are you calling friend, you jerk? 
HOMELESS MAN:  (to SCROOGE) Say, man? Can you spare a couple of bucks? 
SCROOGE:  Certainly. Here’s a certificate for a hot meal. Get plenty of fiber. 
HOMELESS MAN:  (confused) Fiber? 
BUSINESS MAN:  (to SCROOGE) He doesn’t want food to eat. He wants food to snort. 
 
(HOMELESS MAN takes a swing at BUSINESS MAN; they fight. SCROOGE walks away, oblivious. HE watches 
the STREET MIME for a few moments and then tosses him some money.) 
 
SHOPPER:  (to SANTA) Give me your supervisor’s name or I’ll beat it out of you! 
SANTA CLAUS:  (to SHOPPER) You and who else? 
SHOPPER:  (throws down packages) Come on! You want a piece of me, lard butt? Come on! 
SCROOGE:  Pardon me, madam. (HE puts money in the pot for SANTA) Merry Christmas. 
SANTA CLAUS:  (to WOMAN) Yeah, merry CHRISTMAS you old windbag! 
 
(SHOPPER attacks SANTA. SCROOOGE tries to help pick up her packages.) 
 
HOMELESS MAN:  (to SCROOGE) Let me help you with those packages. 
SCROOGE:  (giving packages) Why, thank you, young man. 
HOMELESS MAN:  (running away) No problem! 
SHOPPER:  (chases after packages) Hey! Hey! Police! 
TOM JENKINS:  Morning, Mr. Scrooge. 
SCROOGE:  Good morning, Tom Jenkins. How’s the pretzel business? 
TOM JENKINS:  Not so hot, but thanks just the same. 



 
SCROOGE:  Maybe I can help. How about a pretzel with cheese? 
TOM JENKINS:  One pretzel it is, Mr. Scrooge. 
SCROOGE:  Have you heard a forecast, Tom? It’s supposed to snow. 
TOM JENKINS:  Is that right? 
SCROOGE:  Another white Christmas. 
TOM JENKINS:  Marvelous, Mr. Scrooge. Here’s your pretzel. That’s two-fifty.  
SCROOGE:  Here’s a five. Keep the change.  
TOM JENKINS:  Thank you, Mr. Scrooge.  
SCROOGE:  Merry Christmas, Tom.  
TOM JENKINS:  And a merry Christmas to you, too, sir. Pretzels! Get your hot pretzels here! (Exit SCROOGE. TOM 

bundles himself and shivers) And that, my friends, is Mr. Ebenezer Scrooge. Not what you expected, eh? Well 
Scrooge has been like that for years—nicest fella you’d ever hope to meet. Except for one Christmas—one 
mysterious Christmas back a few years ago. Now that’s the real story of Scrooge, sure as I’m standing here. What, 
you haven’t heard that one? Are you from the moon or something? Everybody knows the story of Ebenezer 
Scrooge… Alright, alright. I’ll tell it to you just the way I heard it. But when we come to the spooky stuff, don’t roll your 
eyes and say there’s no such things as ghosts… It all started one Christmas Eve in a toy shop. A toy company, 
actually. The Scrooge and Marley Toy Company. (JENKINS helps set the stage for the toy company) Imagine if 
you will, the very nicest offices in the entire city. All designed by Ebenezer Scrooge. Teddy Bears guard the 
entrances. Wooden blocks form the walls. Jalopies park row after row along office shelves. And the message system-
-the Old Santa Fe Line. One ancient engine, pulling a coal car full of liquorice. Row after row of box cars with 
messages to and from each floor. They make stop after stop, with the caboose chugging along in the back, holding 
special messages for the corporate decision makers. The managers of the store. And the most important one of all, 
Scrooge’s nephew, set to inherit everything. The acting President of the company that sends good will across the 
world, Mr. Bob Cratchet.  

 
(Lights up on the SCROOGE and Marley Toy Company. LIZ PEARCE, the secretary, sits at a large desk filing her 
nails. BOB CRATCHET, an overbearing monster, is firing a timid employee.) 
 
CRATCHET:  YOU BLITHERING IDIOT!!!!! 
EMPLOYEE:  I’m sorry Mr. Cratchet, sir! 
CRATCHET:  GET OUT BEFORE I THROW YOU OUT! 
EMPLOYEE:  Yes, Mr. Cratchet, sir… Er… Sir. If I may be so impertinent- 
CRATCHET:  WHAT? 
EMPLOYEE:  One… final… paycheck, sir? 
 

END OF FREE PREVIEW 


