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Scene 2

Scrooges office. Bob Cratchit, a mild-mannered, suffering
blob of @ man, sits at his desk, shivering and writing in a
notebook. Nearby, set off somewhat, is Scrooge’s desk. Near his
desk two gentlemen in topcoats are standing, waiting for him.
Scrooge enters in a bad mood.

BOB CRATCHIT. Good morning, Mr. Scrooge.

EBENEZER SCROOGE. You still alive, Bob Cratchit? You
haven’t died of pneumonia yet?

BOB CRATCHIT. Well 'm very cold, it’s true, Mr. Scrooge.
Might we put another coal on the fire?

EBENEZER SCROOGE. No we may not. I am not made of
money, Bob Cratchit. A little cold never hurt anyone.

BOB CRATCHIT. I have this sort of pain right in the middle of
my chest every time I breathe in the cold air. A
EBENEZER SCROOGE. Really? Well when you're about to fall
over dead, tell me, so I can go out and hire your replacement.
BOB CRATCHIT. Yes, sit. Oh, Mr. Scrooge, there are two gentle-
men to see you, ST

EBENEZER SCROOGE. What did I tell you about letting people
wait for me in my office?

BOB CRATCHIT. You said not to do it.

EBENEZER SCROOGE. And so why did you do it?

BOB CRATCHIT. I have trouble saying no to people, Mr. Scrooge.
EBENEZER SCROOGE. Slap yourself in the face, Bob Cratchit.
BOB CRATCHIT. I'd rather not, Mr. Scrooge.

EBENEZER SCROOGE. Don't say no to me.

BOB CRATCHIT. Very well, sit. (Bob slaps himself in the face.)
EBENEZER SCROOGE. Ah, very good. I knew there was some
reason I paid you your tiny weekly salary.

BOB CRATCHIT. And why is that, sir?

EBENEZER SCROOGE. You amuse me. Hit yourself again. (Bob
hits himself again.) Oh very good. You're starting to put me in a good
mood. Now, let me go be abusive to the gentlemen in my office.
(Scrooge goes into his office area. The two gentlemen speak to him.)
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