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RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

A 21ST CENTURY CHRISTMAS CAROL

By LORI M. MYERS

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Speaking)

# of lines

NARRATOR ONE ..................teller of the tale 11
NARRATOR TWO ..................another 11
NARRATOR THREE ...............another 10
BOBBI/BOBBY HATCHETT ....worker in the gift shop 37
CARLA/CARL .......................another 16
MICHAEL/MICHELLE ............another 17
ELEANOR SCROOGE ............manager of the gift shop; takes 127 

her work too seriously
MARLEY .............................frightful ghost; former owner of 25 

the gift shop
PAST ..................................germaphobic spirit with attitude 30
SKYLER ..............................happy child 10
DAKOTA ..............................another 10
YOUNG ELEANOR ................of the past 9
FANNY ................................Eleanor’s older sister 6
FEZZIWIG ............................Eleanor’s friend 1
STELLA ...............................another 15
RICHIE ................................another 18
FUZZIWIG............................another 3
PRESENT ............................ditzy, but lovable, spirit 29
MA HATCHETT .....................Bobbi’s mother 15
PA HATCHETT ......................Bobbi’s father 26
CINDY ................................Bobbi’s younger sister; Mindy’s 13 

twin
MINDY ................................Bobbi’s younger sister; Cindy’s 13 

twin
TINY TIM .............................Bobbi’s little brother; fakes a 10 

limp
FUTURE ..............................soon-to-be-retired spirit; needs 18 

one more chance to get it right
EXTRAS ..............................shoppers; party attendees n/a
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SETTING
Time:  Christmas Eve in the present
Place:  A mall gift shop and glimpses of places of the past, present, 
and future.

SET DESCRIPTION
The gift shop appears on a slightly raised platform UPSTAGE. A doorway 
UP CENTER leads to the supply room and office. A cashier’s counter 
sits UP RIGHT with a stool behind it. Memorabilia such as snow globes, 
small Christmas toys/decorations, and other miscellaneous gift shop 
items sit on shelves or display tables throughout the shop. A clock 
that looks like it could chime is also on one of the shelves, situated so 
that the audience can’t actually read the time. Three angel figurines sit 
prominently on one of the shelves.

The DOWNSTAGE area is where the glimpses of past, present, and 
future take place. It remains mostly empty, but can be very ethereal 
and/or artistic and colorful. The remaining sets are brought on as 
Eleanor travels to each location.

The Christmas festival market consists of carts of handicrafts and 
food items for sale.

The Hatchett’s living room consists of a few benches.

The same benches are rearranged to create the pews of the church.

The cemetery can include tombstones or can be suggested by lighting.
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A 21ST CENTURY CHRISTMAS CAROL

AT RISE:  The NARRATORS stand in a cluster DOWN CENTER.
NARRATOR ONE:  We’re here, right here, inside our favorite place!
NARRATOR TWO:  Our favorite place to see and be seen.
NARRATOR ONE:  Yes, the mall. And at Christmastime!
NARRATOR THREE:  It is here that a story must be told during a 

season filled with love and fellowship and giving.
NARRATOR TWO:  The magic of the holidays is here, transforming all 

of us.
NARRATOR THREE:  Except one.
NARRATOR ONE:  Except one.
NARRATOR TWO:  Except one whose name is Eleanor Scrooge.
NARRATOR THREE:  (Gestures toward gift shop.) Manager of this gift 

shop.
NARRATOR ONE:  This gift shop that was once owned by the equally 

nasty Mr. Marley, who recently met an untimely death.
NARRATOR TWO:  Eleanor’s workers slave away as Christmas nears. 

They yearn for the warmth of family and friends.
NARRATOR ONE:  But Eleanor, known for her harsh judgments and 

bad moods…
NARRATOR TWO:  …would hear none of it.
NARRATOR THREE:  And so all who knew her were denied the spirit 

of the holidays. (NARRATORS EXIT as BOBBI, CARLA, and MICHAEL 
ENTER UP CENTER, carrying merchandise to stock the gift shop.)

BOBBI:  It’s too bad about Mr. Marley.
CARLA:  Yeah. Too bad.
BOBBI:  Now, he’s gone.
MICHAEL:  Dead as a doornail.
BOBBI:  Dead as a what?
MICHAEL:  A doornail. Dead as a doornail. Our English teacher taught 

us that.
CARLA:  Yeah. It’s like that book she made us read!
BOBBI:  Oh, I think I missed that class.
CARLA:  Poor Mr. Marley. He was so mean that even the food court 

would clear out whenever he’d go there for lunch.
MICHAEL:  I never even knew what the guy looked like. He’d always 

look away whenever I’d talk to him. Even the customers thought 
he was weird.
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RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS  SCRIPT

BOBBI:  But now Mr. Marley isn’t our boss, and we have to come here 
during Christmas break and work for Eleanor Scrooge. And she 
still only pays us minimum wage!

CARLA:  Yeah. Bad-mood Scrooge. Doesn’t that woman ever smile?
MICHAEL:  She’s probably afraid her face will crack. (WORKERS giggle 

and laugh.)
BOBBI:  (Looks at the office door.) Wait! Quiet! Here she comes! 

(WORKERS rush to the shelves and look busy.)
ELEANOR:  (ENTERS UP CENTER.) I heard laughter. I hate hearing 

laughter. There’s no room for laughter in a gift shop. You hear me?
BOBBI:  But it’s Christmastime, Eleanor.
ELEANOR:  Christmas? Bah! Humbug!
BOBBI:  (To OTHER WORKERS.) Bah? Humbug?
MICHAEL:  Our English teacher taught us that, too.
BOBBI:  Oh.
ELEANOR:  Now, work like you mean it! (Crosses to the counter. CARLA 

and MICHAEL signal for BOBBI to approach ELEANOR.)
BOBBI:  (Approaches ELEANOR, hesitant.) Uh, excuse me, Eleanor?
ELEANOR:  Don’t you have shelves to restock?
BOBBI:  Yes, but…
ELEANOR:  Cleaning to do?
BOBBI:  Yes, but…
ELEANOR:  “Yes, but” nothing. Go. Shoo. Work! (BOBBI rushes back 

to CARLA and MICHAEL, who shake their heads and push her back 
toward ELEANOR.) What now?

BOBBI:  Uh, it’s Christmas Eve, and you’re forcing us to work late 
tonight even though the mall management decided employees 
should be home with their families so the rest of the mall closed 
early.

ELEANOR:  Yeah. So?
BOBBI:  (Looks back at CARLA and MICHAEL, who urge her to continue.) 

And, you want us to work tomorrow, too. On Christmas Day! And 
Christmas is a major holiday filled with peace and love and family, 
and everyone else has it off, and we’ll be off of school, and ’cause 
we work really hard at school and here in the gift shop… (Takes a 
deep breath.) …where we love to work, by the way, and love all the 
stuff here, and we love the customers who we really feel love us, 
too, and after all this love, we really need a rest, and what better 
time to rest than Christmas Eve when my mother, father, aunts, 
uncles, cousins, and my sisters and little brother will be sitting 
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down to a big, awesome dinner… (Takes another deep breath.) …
and I’d love it if you could be there at the dinner table with us, but 
if we have to work, all of us will miss that dinner, not to mention all 
the gifts… (Takes another deep breath.)

ELEANOR:  (Gives BOBBI the stare of death and slowly walks toward 
her.) I don’t care about your dinner, I don’t care about your family, 
and I certainly don’t care about Christmas!

BOBBI:  But I’m inviting you to join us for dinner.
ELEANOR:  One more word, just one, and your job is history! (BOBBI 

runs back to CARLA and MICHAEL, who push her back again.) Didn’t 
you hear anything I said?

BOBBI:  (Looks back a few times. CARLA and MICHAEL urge her on.) 
Ummm, well…

ELEANOR:  What?!
BOBBI:  Nothing! (Runs back to CARLA and MICHAEL.)
ELEANOR:  (Mumbles to herself.) Christmas. Bah! Humbug! (CARLA 

approaches ELEANOR.) What do you want?
CARLA:  I’m speaking just for myself when I say that Christmas comes 

just once a year. And it’s been a really good Christmas season for 
the store. Even you said it was our best ever! We don’t ask for 
much, and with Mr. Marley now gone, we’re looking to you to make 
the right decision and consider our feelings. Deep down inside of 
you, there must be a glimmer of good. I’m sure of it.

ELEANOR:  I’m sick and tired of all of you and your unreasonable 
requests. Most of the time, you three stooges are either singing 
to yourselves or gabbing with each other. (Beat.) All right. You can 
all leave now, but you must make it up by arriving two hours early 
tomorrow! I mean it! These shelves won’t restock themselves for 
the day after Christmas sales! Now get out of my sight!

CARLA:  Thank you! Thank you, Eleanor!
BOBBI/MICHAEL:  We so appreciate it! We’ll work hard to make up 

for it. We promise!
ELEANOR:  What part of “get out of my sight” did you not understand? 

Now go! (WORKERS EXIT RIGHT. ELEANOR crosses to the shelves 
and busies herself there. The LIGHTS slowly DIM. She examines 
some of the merchandise, dusts, etc., and then looks around the 
shop. To herself.) It’s a little spooky here by myself. (Beat.) Did I 
hear something? No, it’s nothing. I’m being silly. Eleanor, get a 
hold of yourself. Stop being a scaredy-cat. (Beat.) What was that? 
Hey, is anybody here? (Takes a deep breath.) I really need to eat 
more fruits and vegetables.
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MARLEY:  (ENTERS UP CENTER and ducks behind a shelf. Moans each 
line.) Eleanor Scrooge.

ELEANOR:  What? Did I hear that?
MARLEY:  Eleanor Scrooge.
ELEANOR:  Yes, yes, I did hear that. Who is it?
MARLEY:  Eleanor Scrooge.
ELEANOR:  I’m Eleanor Scrooge. Now stop! Enough of that! If you’re 

one of the workers who has come back here to punk me, then I’ll 
force you to get back to work, and you won’t have the night off 
after all. This is not funny!

MARLEY:  I am not a worker, Eleanor.
ELEANOR:  Then who are you? Show yourself.
MARLEY:  I’m a little shy.
ELEANOR:  Oh. Are you a child who is lost? You can’t find your mother? 

Need directions to The Gap?
MARLEY:  I’m right where I should be, Eleanor. I just don’t know what 

I look like anymore. I don’t wish to scare you. Time has passed 
since I’ve looked in a mirror.

ELEANOR:  That’s okay. I haven’t looked in a mirror in years. Stop 
playing games. Come out, come out, whoever you are.

MARLEY:  (Emerges from behind the shelf and drops the ghostly moan. 
He looks frightful.) Well, can you see me? How do I look?

ELEANOR:  (Still faces front.) Mr. Marley? Is that your voice?
MARLEY:  (At her shoulder.) It’s me. Turn towards me and tell me what 

I look like. Just do me a favor. Be gentle. (ELEANOR slowly turns 
toward MARLEY and looks at him for the first time. She jumps and 
elicits a breathy soft scream.) Well?

ELEANOR:  (Lies.) You are very handsome.
MARLEY:  Ha! I knew it. I’ve always been a handsome fella, and I want 

to remember me that way. How’s business?
ELEANOR:  Business is more profitable than ever, but I thought you 

were dead. I saw your coffin being covered with dirt.
MARLEY:  There weren’t a lot of people at the funeral, were there?
ELEANOR:  Well, honestly, I was the only one besides the undertaker 

and two men from mall management trying to collect your rent.
MARLEY:  Persistent buggers, aren’t they?
ELEANOR:  Forget about that. Are you really Mr. Marley?
MARLEY:  Don’t you believe in me?
ELEANOR:  No, I don’t. I can’t. You’re not real. You don’t exist.
MARLEY:  So you doubt your senses?
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ELEANOR:  I’m not sure. I’m so confused right now.
MARLEY:  I can see that.
ELEANOR:  I’m sure there’s a reason for you being here, and not 

because you are really you. You’re not.
MARLEY:  But I am really me. I am me as you see me. Right before 

your very eyes.
ELEANOR:  (In denial.) I’m not seeing you. I’m not hearing your voice. 

There must be a reason for this. I know! It was that sushi that’s 
upsetting my stomach and making me hear things that aren’t there. 
I knew I shouldn’t trust sushi from a mall food court. Yeah, that’s 
what did it. That or the moldy cheese I found in the refrigerator this 
morning. Or maybe I’m dreaming. That’s it! I’ll wake up, and you’ll 
be gone. (Shuts her eyes tightly, trying to will the apparition away.)

MARLEY:  (Makes a buzzer sound.) Sorry, folks. Wrong answer. I won’t 
“be gone.” I’m a ghost. I haunt. That’s my job.

ELEANOR:  (Keeps her eyes shut.) And my job is to deny you. Now 
leave!

MARLEY:  I’m sorry I have to do this, but… (Wails.)
ELEANOR:  (Puts her hands over her ears and keeps her eyes shut.) I 

don’t see you. I don’t hear you.
MARLEY:  Yes, you do. And you know it.
ELEANOR:  (Opens her eyes and removes her hands from her ears.) I 

give up. You win. You’re real. But why are you here, Mr. Marley? 
What do you want from me?

MARLEY:  I wasn’t a good human being in the world of the living, 
Eleanor. Now, I’m forced to wander this earth to witness what I 
could have shared with others had I chosen to. If I don’t wander, 
then I’m going to have to face my greatest fear and live in a room 
filled with mirrors. It’s bad enough to see yourself through others’ 
eyes, but to see yourself through your own eyes is the greater 
curse.

ELEANOR:  How about we walk down to the food court and talk? I 
really don’t want to be alone right now. Besides, I want to see if 
someone else can hear you. That will be proof of your existence.

MARLEY:  Oops, time’s up, Eleanor. Gotta run. I’m not allowed to linger 
in one place for too long. Even the other side has rules.

ELEANOR:  Wait! You just got here.
MARLEY:  I know, and you’ve been loads of fun, but I’ve got to make 

my exit.
ELEANOR:  I’m curious. How do you get around?
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MARLEY:  (Stretches out his arms.) On the wings of regret, Eleanor. It’s 
no way to travel, believe you me—although it’s a lot better than 
any airline these days. I carry too much baggage from my past, the 
fees would be outrageous!

ELEANOR:  Will I see you again?
MARLEY:  It all depends on you, my dear. I might come to you in 

another form or in another place. I don’t mean to sound so cryptic, 
but you have to admit, it does add to my mystery, does it not?

ELEANOR:  It all makes my head spin.
MARLEY:  Listen up, Eleanor. You have the time to reverse your 

outcome and avoid my fate. Accept what is to appear before 
you and go along with it. Believe and don’t doubt. Trust me on 
this, dear girl. The cracks will reveal the spirits. Acknowledge the 
cracks and wait.

ELEANOR:  The cracks?
MARLEY:  Please don’t ask me to elaborate. It’s this whole mystery 

thing. But I must be scooting off. Take care, my dear Eleanor. And 
enjoy the ride. (EXITS UP CENTER.)

ELEANOR:  I wish I could, but I just don’t know how. (Beat.) Wow, 
that was some dream. (Notices something different about one of 
the three figurines on the shelf. She crosses to it and picks it up, 
examining it closely.) Hmmm. A crack. How did this get here? If 
one of my workers did this, they’re going to have to pay. (Sets the 
figurine back on the shelf.) Suddenly I’m so tired. Mr. Marley always 
did wear me out. (Crosses behind the counter, sits, lays her head 
down, and falls asleep. She snores loudly. SOUND EFFECT:  CLOCK 
CHIMES.)

PAST:  (APPEARS from behind the counter.) Geez, what a racket! Hey, 
wake up, girl! You’re shaking the rafters with that noise.

ELEANOR:  Huh? Oh, my gosh! Who are you? What are you? I’m 
dreaming again. Such weird dreams. I need to fall asleep and 
wake up again. Here I go.

PAST:  No! Don’t you dare! That snoring of yours… (Crosses to CENTER.) 
The decibel level is too much for my delicate ears.

ELEANOR:  Maybe I’m still asleep. A very bad sleep.
PAST:  Are you saying I only come by during bad sleeps? Get over 

here. Now! (ELEANOR crosses to PAST. PAST circles around her, 
examining her from head to toe.) You don’t look so tough. But I 
hear you like to throw your weight around.

ELEANOR:  Why are you here? What do you want from me?
PAST:  I’m supposed to tell you that I’m here because I care, but I’d 

be lying. (Indicates the gift shop.) You need to escape from this 
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Hallmark nightmare and get real. I’m here to show you the ropes 
as your spirit tour guide.

ELEANOR:  Tour guide? I don’t need anybody showing me around. I can 
find my own way.

PAST:  Oh, honey, you’d never find your way around the places I’m 
going to take you.

ELEANOR:  Where are you taking me?
PAST:  Be patient. First, take my hand. Oh, wait. (Takes hand sanitizer 

from her pocket, dispenses some on ELEANOR’S hands, and makes 
her rub her hands together.) You can’t be too careful nowadays. 
Okay, we’re ready. Let’s get moving. (ELEANOR and PAST clasp 
hands, and PAST leads ELEANOR DOWNSTAGE out of the shop. 
SKYLER and DAKOTA run ON LEFT, followed by YOUNG ELEANOR. 
While ELEANOR and PAST can see the CHILDREN, the CHILDREN 
are not aware of them. YOUNG ELEANOR sits to the side and 
watches, while SKYLER and DAKOTA chase each other and laugh.)

SKYLER:  Tag. You’re it!
DAKOTA:  Now you’re it!
SKYLER:  Now you!
DAKOTA:  Now it’s you!
ELEANOR:  Hey, kids! Slow down! (CHILDREN do not respond.)
PAST:  You can talk as loud as you want. Even your snoring wouldn’t 

get their attention.
ELEANOR:  Oh. (Notices YOUNG ELEANOR.) Who is that poor little girl 

sitting there all by herself? Can’t she play, too?
PAST:  You’ve got to be kidding. Don’t you recognize her?
ELEANOR:  Not really.
PAST:  That’s you, Eleanor. When you were much younger.
SKYLER:  (To DAKOTA.) What are you getting for Christmas?
DAKOTA:  Probably stupid socks and a sweater, but what I really want 

is that new video game.
SKYLER:  Cool! I’m getting a bike. My mom tried hiding it, but I found 

it super easy and biked around the block a few times.
DAKOTA:  Geez, you put it back where you found it, didn’t you?
SKYLER:  Of course. Now, all I have to do is act surprised when I 

unwrap it on Christmas Day.
ELEANOR:  I remember those two kids. They pretty much ignored me.
PAST:  Or did you make up your mind not to take part in the fun?
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ELEANOR:  I’m not sure. All I remember is sitting there all alone. 
(Crosses to YOUNG ELEANOR and lightly touches her hair. She does 
not respond.)

SKYLER:  Gotta go home for dinner. Merry Christmas! The next time 
you see me, I’ll be racing around on my new bike!

DAKOTA:  Then, you can come over and play my video game! Merry 
Christmas! (SKYLER EXITS RIGHT. DAKOTA EXITS LEFT. YOUNG 
ELEANOR begins to cry softly, then quickly EXITS LEFT.)

ELEANOR:  I feel sorry for her… for me. It makes me think about those 
times when kids would come into the gift shop by themselves, and 
I’d yell at them to buy something or leave. Maybe I should have 
treated those kids differently.

PAST:  Maybe you do have a brain. Let’s move on and see another 
Christmas.

ELEANOR:  Do we have to? I think I’ve had enough.
PAST:  This is only the beginning. Oh, wait. (Again takes out the hand 

sanitizer, this time applying it to both her and ELEANOR’S hands. 
They grasp hands and close their eyes. YOUNG ELEANOR and 
FANNY ENTER LEFT, holding hands. PAST opens her eyes.) Anybody 
look familiar?

ELEANOR:  (Lets go of PAST’S hand and opens her eyes.) That’s me and 
my sister, Fanny!

PAST:  Now you’re getting the hang of this time travel thing!
FANNY:  (To YOUNG ELEANOR.) I love you so much!
YOUNG ELEANOR:  I love you more!
FANNY:  I love you with chocolate sauce and a cherry on top!
YOUNG ELEANOR:  I love you with chocolate sauce, a cherry on top, 

and real whipped cream swirled to a point!
FANNY:  I love you with chocolate sauce, a cherry on top, real whipped 

cream swirled to a point, and covered all over with peanuts, 
chocolate chips, and sprinkles in all colors of the rainbow!

PAST:  I think I’m going to gag!
ELEANOR:  Fanny always had to be the best at everything. I was always 

being compared to her, and as hard as I tried, I couldn’t keep up. 
I did love her, though. She was my sister.

PAST:  Yeah, I think we got that message.
FANNY:  It’s Christmastime, Eleanor! Time for gifts and for making all 

of our wishes come true. I got all sorts of things from my friends. 
A new scarf, a great book, and a necklace. How about you, dear 
sister?
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WORKERS:  Karaoke?
ELEANOR:  (Picks up the Future angel figurine. To figurine.) Merry 

Christmas, Future. Enjoy your cruise! (To WORKERS.) All right. It’s 
Christmas. Let’s go and celebrate this wonderful day! (ALL EXIT 
RIGHT. NARRATORS ENTER.)

NARRATOR ONE:  And so another Christmas miracle has taken place.
NARRATOR TWO:  Eleanor Scrooge’s heart has opened wide and 

embraced the love that only Christmas can bring.
NARRATOR THREE:  The spirits are back home, all nestled in their 

heavenly homes.
NARRATOR ONE:  Except for Christmas Future, who is sailing out of 

sight.
NARRATOR TWO:  But one more thing we wish to share…
NARRATOR THREE:  With each and every one out there…
NARRATORS:  Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good night! 

(BLACKOUT.)
END OF PLAY

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Cashier’s counter, stool, shelves and display tables with various gift 
shop and Christmas merchandise, small clock, three angel figurines.

PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Boxes of merchandise (BOBBI, CARLA, MICHAEL)
Hand sanitizer, yellow rubber gloves (PAST)
Sock (YOUNG ELEANOR)
Stalls with goods for sale, benches (EXTRAS)
Platter with rubber chicken (PA)

SOUND EFFECTS
Clock chime, 50s music, person singing Christmas karaoke.

COSTUME NOTES
PARTY ATTENDEES are dressed in 50s sock hop attire. FEZZIWIG 
wears a Santa hat.

FLEXIBLE CASTING NOTE
The NARRATORS, WORKERS, CHILDREN, and SPIRITS may be played 
as either male or female.
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We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!


