
Audition Sides: John and Jim 

 

JIM. Marley was dead, to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about that. The register of his 

burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker and the chief mourner. Scrooge 

signed it. And Scrooge’s name was good upon ‘Change, for anything he chose to put his hand 

to. Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail. Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own 

know knowledge, what there is particularly dead about a door-nail… 

 (As he reads, JOHN enters and stands in the edge-very un-dramatically-of the light, looking 

at JIM. He is dressed as Marley’s ghost-wrapped in rags, dragging chains, white make-up. JIM 

notices, but tried to ignore him, carrying on with the reading.) 

I might have been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the deadest piece of ironmongery in 

the trade. But the wisdom of our ancestors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not 

disturb it.  

JOHN. Hey, Jim…pssst. Hey… 

JIM. You will therefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that Marley was dead as a door-nail.  

JOHN. Jim…I can’t do this.  

JIM. Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know how many years (Whispering out of the side 

of his mouth, trying to carry on:) What?! 

JOHN. I can’t do this.  

JIM. (Still trying to carry on, forcing a smile and speaking sotto voce:) What are you talking about?  

JOHN. This. I can’t do this. I can’t do another Christmas Carol.  

JIM. John, we ARE doing Christmas Carol. Right now. Here. There are people here. Watching us. 

Doing Christmas Carol… 

JOHN. I know, man, but… 

JIM. We’ve rehearsed Christmas Carol for three weeks. These people are expecting Christmas 

Carol. It’s a Beloved Holiday Classic. Now go… (He tries to carry on as if nothing has happened.) 

Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator, his sole assign, his sole residuary legatee, 

his sole friend, and sole mourner… 

JOHN. But it’s been done to death! 

JIM. What!? 



JOHN. Everybody’s seen it. Everybody knows it…God bless us, everyone…Bah humbug…Nice 

Ghost, Fat Ghost, Scary ghost…yadda, yadda, yadda…. I’ve done a gazillion Christmas Carols. First 

time I did it I was Tiny Tim, now I’m the old dead guy…I just can’t do it again… 

JIM. This is not the time to bring this up… 

JOHN. And what makes it a “Beloved Holiday Classic”? I mean, it’s not like I automatically think 

“Christmas Carol” every December…I mean, yeah, I do, but that’s just because every theatre I’ve 

ever worked at does it, and I’m just doing this one because I need the insurance weeks… 

 (MICHAEL enters, dressed as the ghost of Christmas Present-big cloak, garlands, fruit-

dripping headpiece, vaguely Carmen Miranda-ish.) 

MICHAEL. Hey, guys, what’s up? (He pleasantly, casually acknowledges the audience.) Hey! 

JIM. John doesn’t want to do Christmas Carol. He hates Christmas! 

JOHN. Oh, dude, that is so not fair! I do not hate Christmas. I love Christmas. I was just saying 

that “Christmas Carol” is not my personal idea of Christmas… 

JIM. Humbug! 

MICHAEL. He’s got a point.  

JIM. What!? 

JOHN. Yeah! 

MICHAEL. Don’t get me wrong, Christmas Carol’s a great story. Fezziwig, redemption, God bless 

us everyone, Nice ghost, Fat ghost, Scary ghost…but honestly, I’m just doing this ‘cause I need 

the insurance.  

JIM. Oh, come on! Christmas Carol is a classic! Loved by millions worldwide… 

JOHN. And everybody does it! 

JIM. Yes!! Exactly! Exactly! Everybody does it! Which is why we’re doing it, which is why we’re 

here, why they’re here. They expect it. It’s a tradition! That’s why everybody does it. Because it’s 

a tradition. Traditions are traditional, and traditionally we…tradit…. this. Traditionally!  

 

 

 


