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A CHRISTMAS CAROL

Introduction

Charles Dickens was born in 1812 , the second of eight children. When
he was twelve years old, his father went to prison because he owed
money. Charles went out to work to help his family. He never forgot
this terrible time when he was poor, and later used his expeﬁeﬁces in
some of his stories.

In his twenties, Charles found work writing about London life for
newspapers and magazines. Some of these articles were published as a
book called Pickwick Papers. This is how Charles Dickens became
famous at the age of twenty-four.

A Christmas Carol, published in 1843, was the first of his
Christmas stories. It tells the story of a ghost called Marley who comes
to haunt his old friend Scrooge on Christmas Eve. He does this to teach
him a lesson — not to be so mean. The word “scrooge” is still used by
some people today to describe a mean person. '

Charles Dickens wrote many famous novels, including Nicholas
Nickleby, David Copperfield, Oliver Twist and Great Expectations. He
died in 1870 at the age of fifty-eight and is buried in Westminster
Abbey, London.
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CHAPTER ONE

Humbug |

Marley was dead — to begin with. And when Marley died, Ebenezer
Scrooge was the only friend at his funeral.

Scrooge was a mean man — a greedy, tight-fisted man. He was as
hard and as sharp as flint and secretive and solitary. The cold inside him
froze his old face, nipped his pointed nose and shrivelled his cheeks. It
made his eyes red and his thin lips blue. Frost seemed to shine on his
head and his eyebrows. He was as bitter as the coldest wind.

Nobody ever stopped Scrooge in the street to say a friendly word.
No beggar ever begged from him. No child ever asked him what time it
was. Did Scrooge care? No! He liked more than anything else to keep
people at a distance. And at Christmas he did not thaw out, not even by
one degree.

Once upon a time, on Christmas Eve, old Scrooge was busy
counting money. It was cold, bleak, foggy weather. It was only just
after three o’clock in the afternoon but it was dark already. The door of
Scrooge’s office was open so that he could keep an eye on his clerk, Bob
Cratchit. He was in a cold dark room copying letters by hand. His fire
was so small that it looked like a single coal, but he could not make it
larger because Scrooge kept the coal in his room. The clerk tried to
warm himself in front of his candle.

“A Merry Christmas, uncle!” a cheerful voice cried. It was the

voice of Scrooge’s nephew, Fred.
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“Bah!” Scrooge replied. “Humbug!”

His nephew was so hot from walking in the fog and frost that his
face glowed red and his eyes sparkled.

“I'm sure you don’t mean that, uncle!”

he replied.

“I do,” Scrooge replied. “Merry Christmas, indeed! What right
do you have to be merry? You’re poor. Bah! Humbug!”

“Don’t be cross, uncle!”

“What else do you expect me to be,” Scrooge said, “when I live
in a world full of fools? Merry Christmas! Christmas is just a time for

paying bills when you haven’t got enough money. If I had my way,
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every idiot who says ‘Merry Christmas’ would be boiled in his own
pudding.. You celebrate Christmas in your own way and let me celebrate
it in mine. ”

. “But you don’t celebrate Christmas!” his nephew replied. “It is a
good time. It is the only time in a long year when men and women think
of other people. ”

Bob Cratchit clapped loudly. Then he poked his fire again, putting
out the last little spark. _»

“If I hear another sound from you,” Scrooge shouted, “you will
lose your job. ”

“Come and eat Christmas dinner with us tomorrow, ” his nephew
begged.

“No,” Scrooge replied. “Good afternoon to you. ”

“A Merry Christmas, uncle,” his nephew said kindly. “And also
to you, Bob Cratchit. ”

As he went out, two plump gentlemen came in. “Have I the
pleasure of speaking to Mr Scrooge or Mr Marley?” one of them asked.

“Both names are written on the door. ”
“Mr Marley has been dead for seven years,” Scrooge told him.
“He died seven years ago tonight. ”

“ At this festive time of the year, Mr Scrooge, ” the gentleman con-
tinued, “we must all think of the poor who suffer greatly. ”

“ Are there no prisons or workhouses for them?” Scrooge asked.

“There are,” the gentleman replied. “But they hardly give cheer
to the mind or body. That is why a few of us are starting a fund to buy
meat and drink and something to keep the poor warm this Christmas.
How much can you give, Mr Scrooge?” '

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied. “I wish to be left alone. I do not

. 9.
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make merry at Christmas. I help to support the prisons and the
workhouses and those who are badly off must go there. ”

“Many would rather die than do that,” the man replied.

“Then they must die, ” Scrooge said. “There are already too many
people on this earth. Good afternoon, gentlemen!”

As soon as they had left, Scrooge went back to his work.
Meanwhile, the fog and the darkness thickened and the cold grew
worse. At last it was time to close the office.

“You’ll want tomorrow off, I suppose?” Scrooge asked Bob
Cratchit.

.10 -
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“If that is convenient, sir,” his clerk replied.

“It’s not convenient,” Scrooge replied, “and it’s not fair. Why
should I pay you a day’s wages for no work?”

“Christmas is only once a year, sir. ”

“A poor excuse!” Scrooge said. “But I suppose you must have the
whole day. But you must start earlier the day after. ”

Scrooge left and ate alone at his usual inn. Then he went home to
bed. He lived in rooms which had once belonged to Marley. They were
very gloomy, hidden away in a house where nobody lived except
Scrooge. All the other rooms were let as offices.

It was so dark that even Scrooge had to grope his way to his front
door. And as he put his key in the lock, he stared in amazement. The
shape of the doorknocker had changed — into Marley’s face.
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CHAPTER TWO

Marley’s Ghost

The face was not angry. It looked at Scrooge as it used to look seven
years ago, its ghostly spectacles sitting on its ghostly forehead. Its eyes
were wide open, but they did not move. Its hair stood on end.

Scrooge stared at it. Then it became a doorknocker again. Scrooge
was surprised, but he turned his key, walked inside and lit his candle.
He looked carefully behind him as if he expected to see Marley’s hair
sticking out in the hall. There was nothing there.

Scrooge walked slowly up the stairs with his candle. But before he
shut his heavy door, he walked through his rooms to make sure that
everything was all right. There was nobody under the table, nobody
under the sofa and nobody under the bed. Satisfied, he closed his door
and locked himself in. Then he put on his dressing gown and slippers
and sat down before the fire. It was a very small fire for such a cold
night and he was forced to sit very close to it. And in the tiles around it,
he saw Marley’s face again.

“Humbug! ” Scrooge said, getting up to walk around his room.
Then he sat down again. As he put his head back in his chair, he
glanced at a bell that hung in the room, one that had been used to call
the servants. To his great astonishment, it began to swing. At first, it
swung so softly that it hardly made a sound. But soon it rang out loudly.
And so did every bell in the house.
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The sound lasted for about a minute, but it felt like an hour.
Suddenly, the bells stopped ringing. Another sound filled the air — a
clanking noise deep down below as if somebody was dragging a heavy
chain.

“They say that is the noise ghosts make in haunted houses!”
Scrooge whispered to himself.

The noise grew louder. He heard it on the floor below his. Then it
came up the stairs and straight towards his door.

“It’s humbug!” Scrooge said. “I don’t believe it. ”

Scrooge’s face turned pale as the sound came through the heavy
door and into his room. It was Marley. And he pulled a long chain made
of cash-boxes, keys, padlocks and heavy purses.

Scrooge looked at his old partner. He looked straight through his
waistcoat at the two buttons on the back of his coat. He did not believe
his eyes, although the ghost was standing in front of him. And its
paleness chilled him to the bone.

LS%=% nmupnm

KRB LR. TEEFRES, RR7TFN—HF. —BEHMRK
RONRBEREURBELINKI L. REESARN, —mtF 50,
KEEEE,

HREsiEEE. BEEXXE TR, FR&FEERT, O
EERAEARL, ETHE, ARLER, MWNMREESE, HEXED
MR ER=ARNTEG k. THILAAHLERSB,

N ETREEER, ZFEMELE, TRAEXLHBEENEIIH,

.16 -

&



