
Charles Dickens ‘A 
Christmas Carol’ 1843
SLICE: STRUCTURE, LANGUAGE, IDEAS, CHARACTER, EFFECTS

Question 4a close analysis (20 marks) 30 mins
Question 4b essay whole text (20 marks) 30 mins



Stave 1: Dickens’ distinctive narrative voice. 
How would you describe the character of the 
narrator? What tone is set for the story?
STAVE 1: MARLEY’S GHOST

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.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge, what there is particularly 
dead about a door-nail. 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, or the Country’s done for. You will 
therefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be otherwise? Scrooge and he 
were partners for I don’t know how many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole 
administrator, his sole assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourner. 
And even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but that he was an 
excellent man of business on the very day of the funeral, and solemnised it with an 
undoubted bargain.
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Stave 1: Dickens’ introduction of Scrooge 
– what impression does this give us?
Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grind-stone, Scrooge! a squeezing, 
wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous, old sinner! Hard and sharp as 
flint, from which no steel had ever struck out generous fire; secret, and self-
contained, and solitary as an oyster. The cold within him froze his old features, 
nipped his pointed nose, shrivelled his cheek, stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, 
his thin lips blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was on 
his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin…

Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with gladsome looks, ‘My dear 
Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see me?’ No beggars implored him 
to bestow a trifle, no children asked him what it was o’clock, no man or woman 
ever once in all his life inquired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge. Even 
the blind men’s dogs appeared to know him; and when they saw him coming on, 
would tug their owners into doorways and up courts; and then would wag their 
tails as though they said, ‘No eye at all is better than an evil eye, dark master!’

But what did Scrooge care! It was the very thing he liked. To edge his way along the 
crowded paths of life, warning all human sympathy to keep its distance, was what 
the knowing ones call ‘nuts’ to Scrooge.
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Stave 1: Narrative Exposition & Setting –
what is Dickens trying to achieve here?
Once upon a time — of all the good days in the year, on Christmas Eve — old 
Scrooge sat busy in his counting-house. It was cold, bleak, biting weather: foggy 
withal: and he could hear the people in the court outside, go wheezing up and 
down, beating their hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet upon the 
pavement stones to warm them. The city clocks had only just gone three, but it 
was quite dark already — it had not been light all day — and candles were flaring 
in the windows of the neighbouring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpable 
brown air. The fog came pouring in at every chink and keyhole, and was so dense 
without, that although the court was of the narrowest, the houses opposite 
were mere phantoms. To see the dingy cloud come drooping down, obscuring 
everything, one might have thought that Nature lived hard by, and was brewing 
on a large scale.

Stretch & Challenge: what could be the implied SYMBOLIC 
MEANING of the fog and/or the candles in the windows?
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Stave 1: Scrooge & Fred – what is the effect 
on the reader of the contrast of characters? 
‘A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!’ cried a cheerful voice. It was the voice of Scrooge’s 
nephew, who came upon him so quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his approach.

‘Bah!’ said Scrooge, ‘Humbug!’

He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s, that 
he was all in a glow; his face was ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his breath smoked 
again.

‘Christmas a humbug, uncle!’ said Scrooge’s nephew. ‘You don’t mean that, I am sure?’

Stretch & Challenge: link your comments to the term 
‘allegory’ (noun) or ‘allegorical’ (adjective)

Why do you think Dickens uses such 
one-dimensional characters?



Stave 1: what themes are introduced here?
This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let two other people in. They were portly 
gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s office. They had books 
and papers in their hands, and bowed to him…

‘At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,’ said the gentleman, taking up a pen, ‘it is more than 
usually desirable that we should make some slight provision for the Poor and Destitute, who suffer 
greatly at the present time. Many thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of 
thousands are in want of common comforts, sir.’

‘Are there no prisons?’ asked Scrooge.

‘Plenty of prisons,’ said the gentleman, laying down the pen again.

‘And the Union workhouses?’ demanded Scrooge. ‘Are they still in operation?’

‘They are. Still,’ returned the gentleman, ‘I wish I could say they were not.’…

‘I wish to be left alone,’ said Scrooge. ‘Since you ask me what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I 
don’t make merry myself at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support 
the establishments I have mentioned — they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go 
there.’

‘Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.’

‘If they would rather die,’ said Scrooge, ‘they had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.



Stave 1: how does Dickens create a sense of 
tension and drama in this extract?
Now, it is a fact, that there was nothing at all particular about the knocker on the door, except that it 
was very large. It is also a fact, that Scrooge had seen it, night and morning, during his whole 
residence in that place; also that Scrooge had as little of what is called fancy about him as any man in 
the city of London, even including — which is a bold word — the corporation, aldermen, and livery. 
Let it also be borne in mind that Scrooge had not bestowed one thought on Marley, since his last 
mention of his seven years’ dead partner that afternoon. And then let any man explain to me, if he 
can, how it happened that Scrooge, having his key in the lock of the door, saw in the knocker, without 
its undergoing any intermediate process of change — not a knocker, but Marley’s face.

Marley’s face. It was not in impenetrable shadow as the other objects in the yard were, but had a 
dismal light about it, like a bad lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious, but looked at 
Scrooge as Marley used to look: with ghostly spectacles turned up on its ghostly forehead. The hair 
was curiously stirred, as if by breath or hot air; and, though the eyes were wide open, they were 
perfectly motionless. That, and its livid colour, made it horrible; but its horror seemed to be in spite of 
the face and beyond its control, rather than a part of its own expression.

As Scrooge looked fixedly at this phenomenon, it was a knocker again.

To say that he was not startled, or that his blood was not conscious of a terrible sensation to which it 
had been a stranger from infancy, would be untrue. But he put his hand upon the key he had 
relinquished, turned it sturdily, walked in, and lighted his candle.

Stretch & Challenge: how is this tension undercut by Scrooge’s reaction to these supernatural events?



Stave 1: Biblical references – why does 
Dickens use religious references?
It was a very low fire indeed; nothing on such a bitter night. He was obliged to sit close to it, and 
brood over it, before he could extract the least sensation of warmth from such a handful of fuel. 
The fireplace was an old one, built by some Dutch merchant long ago, and paved all round with 
quaint Dutch tiles, designed to illustrate the Scriptures. There were Cains and Abels, Pharaohs’ 
daughters; Queens of Sheba, Angelic messengers descending through the air on clouds like 
feather-beds, Abrahams, Belshazzars, Apostles putting off to sea in butter-boats, hundreds of 
figures to attract his thoughts — and yet that face of Marley, seven years dead, came like the 
ancient Prophet’s rod, and swallowed up the whole. If each smooth tile had been a blank at first, 
with power to shape some picture on its surface from the disjointed fragments of his thoughts, 
there would have been a copy of old Marley’s head on every one.

Stretch & Challenge: find out about the biblical significance of the 
name ‘Ebenezer’



Stave 1: how does Dickens manipulate 
the reader’s responses in this extract?
After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his head back in the chair, his glance 
happened to rest upon a bell, a disused bell, that hung in the room, and communicated for some 
purpose now forgotten with a chamber in the highest story of the building. It was with great 
astonishment, and with a strange, inexplicable dread, that as he looked, he saw this bell begin to 
swing. It swung so softly in the outset that it scarcely made a sound; but soon it rang out loudly, 
and so did every bell in the house.

This might have lasted half a minute, or a minute, but it seemed an hour. The bells ceased as 
they had begun, together. They were succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below; as if 
some person were dragging a heavy chain over the casks in the wine merchant’s cellar. Scrooge 
then remembered to have heard that ghosts in haunted houses were described as dragging 
chains.

The cellar-door flew open with a booming sound, and then he heard the noise much louder, on 
the floors below; then coming up the stairs; then coming straight towards his door.

Stretch & Challenge: comment on Dickens’ use of literary pastiche of the Gothic genre



Stave 1: what ideas about money / 
wealth are under the surface of the text?
The same face: the very same. Marley in his pigtail, usual waistcoat, tights and boots; the tassels 
on the latter bristling, like his pigtail, and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon his head. The chain 
he drew was clasped about his middle. It was long, and wound about him like a tail; and it was 
made (for Scrooge observed it closely) of cash-boxes, keys, padlocks, ledgers, deeds, and heavy 
purses wrought in steel. His body was transparent; so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking 
through his waistcoat, could see the two buttons on his coat behind…

‘You are fettered,’ said Scrooge, trembling. ‘Tell me why?’

‘I wear the chain I forged in life,’ replied the Ghost. ‘I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I 
girded it on of my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?’

Scrooge trembled more and more.

‘Or would you know,’ pursued the Ghost, ‘the weight and length of the strong coil you bear 
yourself? It was full as heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have laboured 
on it, since. It is a ponderous chain!’

Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of finding himself surrounded by 
some fifty or sixty fathoms of iron cable: but he could see nothing.

‘Jacob,’ he said, imploringly. ‘Old Jacob Marley, tell me more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob!’



STAVE 2: THE FIRST OF THE THREE SPIRITS

HOW DOES DICKENS DEVELOP THE THEME OF THE

‘SUPERNATURAL’?
When Scrooge awoke, it was so dark, that looking out of bed, 
he could scarcely distinguish the transparent window from the 
opaque walls of his chamber. He was endeavouring to pierce 
the darkness with his ferret eyes, when the chimes of a 
neighbouring church struck the four quarters. So he listened for 
the hour.

To his great astonishment the heavy bell went on from six to 
seven, and from seven to eight, and regularly up to twelve; 
then stopped. Twelve. It was past two when he went to bed. 
The clock was wrong. An icicle must have got into the works. 
Twelve.
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Stave 2: The Ghost of Christmas Past – how does 
Dickens use language to emphasise the 
strangeness of the figure? 
The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand. Not the curtains at his feet, nor the 
curtains at his back, but those to which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed were drawn 
aside; and Scrooge, starting up into a half-recumbent attitude, found himself face to face with the 
unearthly visitor who drew them: as close to it as I am now to you, and I am standing in the spirit at 
your elbow.

It was a strange figure — like a child: yet not so like a child as like an old man, viewed through some 
supernatural medium, which gave him the appearance of having receded from the view, and being 
diminished to a child’s proportions. Its hair, which hung about its neck and down its back, was white 
as if with age; and yet the face had not a wrinkle in it, and the tenderest bloom was on the skin. The 
arms were very long and muscular; the hands the same, as if its hold were of uncommon strength. Its 
legs and feet, most delicately formed, were, like those upper members, bare. It wore a tunic of the 
purest white, and round its waist was bound a lustrous belt, the sheen of which was beautiful. It held 
a branch of fresh green holly in its hand; and, in singular contradiction of that wintry emblem, had its 
dress trimmed with summer flowers. But the strangest thing about it was, that from the crown of its 
head there sprung a bright clear jet of light, by which all this was visible; and which was doubtless the 
occasion of its using, in its duller moments, a great extinguisher for a cap, which it now held under its 
arm.



Stave 2: how does Dickens encourage 
empathy with Scrooge here?
As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and stood upon an 
open country road, with fields on either hand. The city had entirely vanished. 
Not a vestige of it was to be seen. The darkness and the mist had vanished with 
it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, with snow upon the ground.

‘Good Heaven!’ said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as he looked about 
him. ‘I was bred in this place. I was a boy here.’

The Spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch, though it had been light and 
instantaneous, appeared still present to the old man’s sense of feeling. He was 
conscious of a thousand odours floating in the air, each one connected with a 
thousand thoughts, and hopes, and joys, and cares long, long, forgotten.

‘Your lip is trembling,’ said the Ghost. ‘and what is that upon your cheek?’

Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that it was a pimple; 
and begged the Ghost to lead him where he would.
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Stave 2: How does Dickens use language 
to make us pity Scrooge?
‘The school is not quite deserted,’ said the Ghost. 
‘A solitary child, neglected by his friends, is left 
there still.’

Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.

They went, the Ghost and Scrooge, across the hall, 
to a door at the back of the house. It opened 
before them, and disclosed a long, bare, 
melancholy room, made barer still by lines of plain 
deal forms and desks. At one of these a lonely boy 
was reading near a feeble fire; and Scrooge sat 
down upon a form, and wept to see his poor 
forgotten self as he used to be.
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Stave 2: Fantasy VS Reality. Why do you think 
Dickens includes this moment when fictional 
characters appear from Scrooge’s book?
The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger self, intent upon his reading. 
Suddenly a man, in foreign garments: wonderfully real and distinct to look at: stood outside the 
window, with an axe stuck in his belt, and leading by the bridle an ass laden with wood.

‘Why, it’s Ali Baba.’ Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. ‘It’s dear old honest Ali Baba. Yes, yes, I know. 
One Christmas time, when yonder solitary child was left here all alone, he did come, for the first 
time, just like that. Poor boy. And Valentine,’ said Scrooge, ‘and his wild brother, Orson; there 
they go. And what’s his name, who was put down in his drawers, asleep, at the Gate of 
Damascus; don’t you see him. And the Sultan’s Groom turned upside down by the Genii; there 
he is upon his head. Serve him right! I’m glad of it. What business had he to be married to the 
Princess?’

To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his nature on such subjects, in a most 
extraordinary voice between laughing and crying; and to see his heightened and excited face 
would have been a surprise to his business friends in the city, indeed.



Stave 2: Theme of childhood – what 
ideas about childhood are evident so far?
‘I wish,’ Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his 
pocket, and looking about him, after drying his eyes 
with his cuff: ‘but it’s too late now.’

‘What is the matter?’ asked the Spirit.

‘Nothing,’ said Scrooge. ‘Nothing. There was a boy 
singing a Christmas Carol at my door last night. I 
should like to have given him something: that’s all.’

The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand: 
saying as it did so, ‘Let us see another Christmas.’

Stretch & Challenge: the motif 
of the ‘innocent child’ runs 

through many Victorian novels. 
What can you find out about the 

reverence of childhood in late 
18th century and nineteenth 

century writing? 
The Cult of Childhood

https://www.bl.uk/romantics-and-victorians/articles/perceptions-of-childhood


Stave 2: ‘Little Fan’. How does Dickens present 
children, particularly girls in the novel?
Scrooge looked at the Ghost, and with a mournful shaking of his head, glanced anxiously towards the door.

It opened; and a little girl, much younger than the boy, came darting in, and putting her arms about his 
neck, and often kissing him, addressed him as her ‘Dear, dear brother!’

‘I have come to bring you home, dear brother!’ said the child, clapping her tiny hands, and bending down to 
laugh. ‘To bring you home, home, home!’

‘Home, little Fan?’ returned the boy.

‘Yes,’ said the child, brimful of glee. ‘Home, for good and all! Home, for ever and ever. Father is so much 
kinder than he used to be, that home’s like Heaven. He spoke so gently to me one dear night when I was 
going to bed, that I was not afraid to ask him once more if you might come home; and he said Yes, you 
should; and sent me in a coach to bring you. And you’re to be a man!’ said the child, opening her eyes, ‘and 
are never to come back here; but first, we’re to be together all the Christmas long, and have the merriest 
time in all the world!’…

‘She died a woman,’ said the Ghost, ‘and had, as I think, children.’

‘One child,’ Scrooge returned.

‘True,’ said the Ghost. ‘Your nephew.’

Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind; and answered briefly, ‘Yes.’



Stave 2: Fezziwig, the Benevolent Employer –
what are Dickens views of ‘good capitalism’?

Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive again.’

Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock, which pointed to the hour of seven. He rubbed 
his hands; adjusted his capacious waistcoat; laughed all over himself, from his shoes to his organ of 
benevolence; and called out in a comfortable, oily, rich, fat, jovial voice:

‘Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!’

Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly in, accompanied by his fellow-prentice.

Yo ho, my boys,’ said Fezziwig. ‘No more work to-night! Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer.

Clear away. There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with old 
Fezziwig looking on. It was done in a minute. Every movable was packed off, as if it were dismissed from 
public life for evermore; the floor was swept and watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon 
the fire; and the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ball-room, as you would desire 
to see upon a winter’s night.

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned 
like fifty stomach-aches. In came Mrs Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss 
Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable.



Stave 2: Theme of materialism – how 
does Dickens develop this theme?
For again Scrooge saw himself. He was older now; a man in the prime of life. His face had not the 
harsh and rigid lines of later years; but it had begun to wear the signs of care and avarice. There 
was an eager, greedy, restless motion in the eye, which showed the passion that had taken root, 
and where the shadow of the growing tree would fall.

He was not alone, but sat by the side of a fair young girl in a mourning-dress: in whose eyes 
there were tears, which sparkled in the light that shone out of the Ghost of Christmas Past.

‘It matters little,’ she said, softly. ‘To you, very little. Another idol has displaced me; and if it can 
cheer and comfort you in time to come, as I would have tried to do, I have no just cause to 
grieve.’

‘What Idol has displaced you?’ he rejoined.

‘A golden one.’

Stretch & Challenge: apply a modern 
Feminist Reading to Dickens’ portrayal 

of women and girls in the novel



Stave 2: Belle’s new family – Victorian 
ideal of the ‘Angel in the House’
One shadow more,’ exclaimed the Ghost.

‘No more!’ cried Scrooge. ‘No more, I don’t wish to see it. Show me no more.’

But the relentless Ghost pinioned him in both his arms, and forced him to observe what 
happened next.

They were in another scene and place; a room, not very large or handsome, but full of comfort. 
Near to the winter fire sat a beautiful young girl, so like that last that Scrooge believed it was the 
same, until he saw her, now a comely matron, sitting opposite her daughter. The noise in this 
room was perfectly tumultuous, for there were more children there, than Scrooge in his agitated 
state of mind could count; and, unlike the celebrated herd in the poem, they were not forty 
children conducting themselves like one, but every child was conducting itself like forty. The 
consequences were uproarious beyond belief; but no one seemed to care; on the contrary, the 
mother and daughter laughed heartily, and enjoyed it very much; and the latter, soon beginning 
to mingle in the sports, got pillaged by the young brigands most ruthlessly.



Stave 2: How has Scrooge changed?
Belle,’ said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile, ‘I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.’

‘Who was it?’

‘Guess!’

‘How can I? Tut, don’t I know,’ she added in the same breath, laughing as he laughed. ‘Mr Scrooge.’

‘Mr Scrooge it was. I passed his office window; and as it was not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I 
could scarcely help seeing him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I hear; and there he sat 
alone. Quite alone in the world, I do believe.’

‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge in a broken voice, ‘remove me from this place.’

‘I told you these were shadows of the things that have been,’ said the Ghost. ‘That they are what they 
are, do not blame me.’

‘Remove me,’ Scrooge exclaimed, ‘I cannot bear it.’

He turned upon the Ghost, and seeing that it looked upon him with a face, in which in some strange 
way there were fragments of all the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it.

‘Leave me! Take me back! Haunt me no longer!’



Stave 3: The Ghost of Christmas Present: 
explore Dickens’ creation of setting

It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had undergone 
a surprising transformation. The walls and ceiling were so hung with living 
green, that it looked a perfect grove; from every part of which, bright 
gleaming berries glistened. The crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and ivy 
reflected back the light, as if so many little mirrors had been scattered 
there; and such a mighty blaze went roaring up the chimney, as that dull 
petrification of a hearth had never known in Scrooge’s time, or Marley’s, or 
for many and many a winter season gone. Heaped up on the floor, to form 
a kind of throne, were turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, great joints of 
meat, sucking-pigs, long wreaths of sausages, mince-pies, plum-puddings, 
barrels of oysters, red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheeked apples, juicy oranges, 
luscious pears, immense twelfth-cakes, and seething bowls of punch, that 
made the chamber dim with their delicious steam. In easy state upon this 
couch, there sat a jolly Giant, glorious to see, who bore a glowing torch, in 
shape not unlike Plenty’s horn, and held it up, high up, to shed its light on 
Scrooge, as he came peeping round the door.

* Simple, short 
sentence
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Stave 3: How does Dickens portray Tiny 
Tim and why? Why is this a key moment?
“Then up rose Mrs Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out but poorly in a twice-turned gown, but 
brave in ribbons”…

‘God bless us every one!’ said Tiny Tim, the last of all.

He sat very close to his father’s side upon his little stool. Bob held his withered little hand in 
his, as if he loved the child, and wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he might be 
taken from him.

‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt before, ‘tell me if Tiny Tim will live.’

‘I see a vacant seat,’ replied the Ghost, ‘in the poor chimney-corner, and a crutch without an 
owner, carefully preserved. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.’

‘No, no,’ said Scrooge. ‘Oh, no, kind Spirit. say he will be spared!’

‘If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, none other of my race,’ returned the Ghost, 
‘will find him here. What then? If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the 
surplus population.’

Stretch & Challenge: comment on Dickens use of satire 
(research Dickens and Robert Malthus)



Stave 3: what is your impression of this place? 
How does Dickens create this impression?

And now, without a word of warning from the Ghost, they stood 
upon a bleak and desert moor, where monstrous masses of rude 
stone were cast about, as though it were the burial-place of giants; 
and water spread itself wheresoever it listed, or would have done 
so, but for the frost that held it prisoner; and nothing grew but moss 
and furze, and coarse rank grass. Down in the west the setting sun 
had left a streak of fiery red, which glared upon the desolation for 
an instant, like a sullen eye, and frowning lower, lower, lower yet, 
was lost in the thick gloom of darkest night.

‘What place is this?’ asked Scrooge.

‘A place where Miners live, who labour in the bowels of the earth,’
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Stave 3: comment on Dickens’ 
characterisation of Fred (Scrooge’s nephew) 
It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the moaning of the wind, and thinking what 
a solemn thing it was to move on through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose 
depths were secrets as profound as Death: it was a great surprise to Scrooge, while thus 
engaged, to hear a hearty laugh. It was a much greater surprise to Scrooge to recognise it as his 
own nephew’s and to find himself in a bright, dry, gleaming room, with the Spirit standing 
smiling by his side, and looking at that same nephew with approving affability.

‘Ha, ha!’ laughed Scrooge’s nephew. ‘Ha, ha, ha!’…

Ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha, ha!’

‘He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live!’ cried Scrooge’s nephew. ‘He believed it too!’…

‘He’s a comical old fellow,’ said Scrooge’s nephew, ‘that’s the truth: and not so pleasant as he 
might be. However, his offences carry their own punishment, and I have nothing to say against 
him.’

Stretch & Challenge: what is the impact of Dickens’ use of anaphora in 
revealing Fred as surprising origin of the ‘hearty laugh’? 



Stave 3: what is the significance of 
Ignorance and Want? Explore some ideas 
From the foldings of its robe, it brought two children; wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, miserable…

They were a boy and a girl. Yellow, meagre, ragged, scowling, wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their 
humility. Where graceful youth should have filled their features out, and touched them with its 
freshest tints, a stale and shrivelled hand, like that of age, had pinched, and twisted them, and pulled 
them into shreds. Where angels might have sat enthroned, devils lurked, and glared out menacing. 
No change, no degradation, no perversion of humanity, in any grade, through all the mysteries of 
wonderful creation, has monsters half so horrible and dread.

‘Spirit, are they yours?’ Scrooge could say no more.

‘They are Man’s,’ said the Spirit, looking down upon them. ‘And they cling to me, appealing from their 
fathers. This boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their degree, but most of 
all beware this boy, for on his brow I see that written which is Doom, unless the writing be erased. 
Deny it!’ cried the Spirit, stretching out its hand towards the city. ‘Slander those who tell it ye! Admit 
it for your factious purposes, and make it worse. And abide the end.’

‘Have they no refuge or resource?’ cried Scrooge.

‘Are there no prisons?’ said the Spirit, turning on him for the last time with his own words. ‘Are 
there no workhouses?’ The bell struck twelve.



Stave 4: the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come –
how does Dickens create a sense of dread?
The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached. When it came, 
Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for in the very air through which this 
Spirit moved it seemed to scatter gloom and mystery.

It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its head, its 
face, its form, and left nothing of it visible save one outstretched hand. 
But for this it would have been difficult to detach its figure from the 
night, and separate it from the darkness by which it was surrounded.

He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside him, and that its 
mysterious presence filled him with a solemn dread. He knew no more, 
for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved.

‘I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come,’ said 
Scrooge.

The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand.
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Stave 4: how does Dickens characterise the 
businessmen / merchants?
The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. Observing that the hand was pointed to 
them, Scrooge advanced to listen to their talk.

‘No,’ said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, ‘I don’t know much about it, either way. I only know 
he’s dead.’

‘When did he die?’ inquired another.

‘Last night, I believe.’

‘Why, what was the matter with him?’ asked a third, taking a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large 
snuff-box. ‘I thought he’d never die.’

‘God knows,’ said the first, with a yawn.

‘What has he done with his money?’ asked a red-faced gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on 
the end of his nose, that shook like the gills of a turkey-cock.

‘I haven’t heard,’ said the man with the large chin, yawning again. ‘Left it to his company, perhaps. He 
hasn’t left it to me. That’s all I know.’

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.



Stave 4: Mrs Dilber and others plunder 
the dead body & sell the spoils to Old Joe
They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the town, where Scrooge had never 
penetrated before, although he recognised its situation, and its bad repute. The ways were foul and 
narrow; the shops and houses wretched; the people half-naked, drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and 
archways, like so many cesspools, disgorged their offences of smell, and dirt, and life, upon the 
straggling streets; and the whole quarter reeked with crime, with filth, and misery…

Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man, just as a woman with a heavy bundle 
slunk into the shop. But she had scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly laden, came in too; 
and she was closely followed by a man in faded black, who was no less startled by the sight of them, 
than they had been upon the recognition of each other. After a short period of blank astonishment, in 
which the old man with the pipe had joined them, they all three burst into a laugh…

‘What do you call this?’ said Joe. ‘Bed-curtains?’

‘Ah!’ returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on her crossed arms. ‘Bed-curtains!’

‘You don’t mean to say you took them down, rings and all, with him lying there?’ said Joe.

‘Yes I do,’ replied the woman. ‘Why not?’



Stave 4: robbing the corpse – how does 
Dickens use dramatic irony in this stave?
Ha, ha!’ laughed the same woman, when old Joe, producing a flannel bag with money in it, told 
out their several gains upon the ground. ‘This is the end of it, you see. He frightened every one 
away from him when he was alive, to profit us when he was dead! Ha, ha, ha!’

‘Spirit,’ said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. ‘I see, I see. The case of this unhappy man 
might be my own. My life tends that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this?’

He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now he almost touched a bed: a bare, 
uncurtained bed: on which, beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which, 
though it was dumb, announced itself in awful language.

The room was very dark, too dark to be observed with any accuracy, though Scrooge glanced 
round it in obedience to a secret impulse, anxious to know what kind of room it was. A pale 
light, rising in the outer air, fell straight upon the bed; and on it, plundered and bereft, 
unwatched, unwept, uncared for, was the body of this man.



Stave 4: how does Dickens use a ‘rising 
pattern of action’ to build to a climax?
‘Spectre,’ said Scrooge, ‘something informs me that our parting moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not how. 
Tell me what man that was whom we saw lying dead.’

The Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come conveyed him, as before — though at a different time, he thought: indeed, 
there seemed no order in these latter visions, save that they were in the Future — into the resorts of business 
men, but showed him not himself. Indeed, the Spirit did not stay for anything, but went straight on, as to the end 
just now desired, until besought by Scrooge to tarry for a moment.

‘This court,’ said Scrooge, ‘through which we hurry now, is where my place of occupation is, and has been for a 
length of time. I see the house. Let me behold what I shall be, in days to come.’

The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.

‘The house is yonder,’ Scrooge exclaimed. ‘Why do you point away?’

The inexorable finger underwent no change.

Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and looked in. It was an office still, but not his. The furniture was 
not the same, and the figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom pointed as before.



Stave 4: narrative climax
A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose name he had now to learn, lay underneath the 
ground. It was a worthy place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the growth of 
vegetation’s death, not life; choked up with too much burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy 
place.

The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to One. He advanced towards it trembling. The 
Phantom was exactly as it had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its solemn shape.

‘Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,’ said Scrooge, ‘answer me one question. Are 
these the shadows of the things that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be, only?’

Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it stood.

‘Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they must lead,’ said Scrooge. 
‘But if the courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you show me!’

The Spirit was immovable as ever. Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the 
finger, read upon the stone of the neglected grave his own name, Ebenezer Scrooge.

‘Am I that man who lay upon the bed?’ he cried, upon his knees.

The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again.

‘No, Spirit. Oh no, no!’

The finger still was there.



Stave 4: Scrooge’s epiphany
‘Spirit!’ he cried, tight clutching at its robe, ‘hear me. I am not the man I was! I will not be the 
man I must have been but for this intercourse! Why show me this, if I am past all hope?’

For the first time the hand appeared to shake.

‘Good Spirit!’ he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell before it: ‘Your nature intercedes for 
me, and pities me. Assure me that I yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an 
altered life!’

The kind hand trembled.

‘I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will live in the Past, the 
Present, and the Future. The Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the 
lessons that they teach. Oh, tell me I may sponge away the writing on this stone!’



Stave 5: Scrooge repents. 
Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and 
happiest of all, the Time before him was his own, to make amends in!

‘I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future.’ Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of 
bed. ‘The Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. Oh, Jacob Marley, Heaven, and the Christmas 
Time be praised for this. I say it on my knees, old Jacob, on my knees.’

He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions, that his broken voice would 
scarcely answer to his call. He had been sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his 
face was wet with tears.

‘They are not torn down!’ cried Scrooge, folding one of his bed-curtains in his arms, ‘they are 
not torn down, rings and all. They are here — I am here — the shadows of the things that would 
have been, may be dispelled. They will be! I know they will.’



Stave 5: how does Dickens present Scrooge as 
a changed man?
‘I don’t know what to do!’ cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in the same breath; 
and making a perfect Laocoon of himself with his stockings. ‘I am as light as a 
feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am as merry as a schoolboy! I am as giddy as a 
drunken man! A merry Christmas to everybody! A happy New Year to all the world! 
Hallo here! Whoop! Hallo!’

He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now standing there: perfectly winded.

‘There’s the saucepan that the gruel was in,’ cried Scrooge, starting off again, and 
going round the fireplace. ‘There’s the door, by which the Ghost of Jacob Marley 
entered. There’s the corner where the Ghost of Christmas Present, sat. There’s the 
window where I saw the wandering Spirits. It’s all right, it’s all true, it all happened! 
Ha ha ha!’

Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many years, it was a splendid 
laugh, a most illustrious laugh. The father of a long, long line of brilliant laughs.

‘I don’t know what day of the month it is,’ said Scrooge. ‘I don’t know how long I’ve 
been among the Spirits. I don’t know anything. I’m quite a baby! Never mind. I don’t 
care. I’d rather be a baby! Hallo! Whoop! Hallo here!’

He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out the lustiest peals he 
had ever heard. Clash, clang, hammer; ding, dong, bell! Bell, dong, ding; hammer, 
clang, clash. Oh, glorious, glorious.
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Stave 5: redemption. How is Scrooge’s changed 
character reflected in his speech patterns?
‘What’s to-day?’ cried Scrooge, calling downward to a boy in Sunday clothes, who perhaps had 
loitered in to look about him…

‘To-day?’ replied the boy. ‘Why, Christmas Day!’

‘It’s Christmas Day!’ said Scrooge to himself. ‘I haven’t missed it! The Spirits have done it all in 
one night. They can do anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine 
fellow!’

An intelligent boy!’ said Scrooge. ‘A remarkable boy. Do you know whether they’ve sold the prize 
Turkey that was hanging up there — Not the little prize Turkey: the big one?’

‘What, the one as big as me?’ returned the boy.

‘What a delightful boy!’ said Scrooge. ‘It’s a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck!’

‘It’s hanging there now,’ replied the boy.

‘Is it!’ said Scrooge. ‘Go and buy it!’



Stave 5: making amends
He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he beheld the portly gentleman, who had walked 
into his counting-house the day before, and said, ‘Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe.’ It sent a pang 
across his heart to think how this old gentleman would look upon him when they met; but he knew 
what path lay straight before him, and he took it.

‘My dear sir,’ said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and taking the old gentleman by both his hands. ‘How 
do you do? I hope you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A merry Christmas to you, sir.’

‘Mr Scrooge?’

‘Yes,’ said Scrooge. ‘That is my name, and I fear it may not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your 
pardon. And will you have the goodness’— here Scrooge whispered in his ear.

‘Lord bless me!’ cried the gentleman, as if his breath were taken away. ‘My dear Mr Scrooge, are you 
serious?’

‘If you please,’ said Scrooge. ‘Not a farthing less. A great many back-payments are included in it, I 
assure you. Will you do me that favour?’

‘My dear sir,’ said the other, shaking hands with him. ‘I don’t know what to say to such munificence.’



Stave 5: rebirth of Scrooge
He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched the people hurrying to and fro, and 
patted children on the head, and questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of houses, 
and up to the windows, and found that everything could yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed 
that any walk — that anything — could give him so much happiness. In the afternoon he turned his 
steps towards his nephew’s house…

‘Fred,’ said Scrooge.

Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started. Scrooge had forgotten, for the moment, about 
her sitting in the corner with the footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any account.

‘Why bless my soul!’ cried Fred, ‘Who’s that?’

‘It’s I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let me in, Fred?’

Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off! He was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be 
heartier. His niece looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister when 
she came. So did every one when they came. Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful 
unanimity, wonderful happiness.



Stave 5: making amends to the ‘clerk in the tank’
But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early there. If he could only be there first, and 
catch Bob Cratchit coming late. That was the thing he had set his heart upon…

Hallo!’ growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as near as he could feign it. ‘What do you mean by 
coming here at this time of day?’

‘I am very sorry, sir,’ said Bob. ‘I am behind my time.’

‘You are,’ repeated Scrooge. ‘Yes. I think you are. Step this way, sir, if you please.’

‘It’s only once a year, sir,’ pleaded Bob, appearing from the Tank. ‘It shall not be repeated. I was 
making rather merry yesterday, sir.’

‘Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend,’ said Scrooge, ‘I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. 
And therefore,’ he continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that 
he staggered back into the Tank again; ‘and therefore I am about to raise your salary.’…

‘A merry Christmas, Bob,’ said Scrooge, with an earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped 
him on the back. ‘A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you for many a year! I’ll 
raise your salary, and endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this 
very afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob. Make up the fires, and buy another 
coal-scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit.’



Stave 5: Resolution – what does Dickens 
show to be important in life?
Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not 
die, he was a second father. He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, 
as the good old city knew, or any other good old city, town, or borough, in the good old world. 
Some people laughed to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and little heeded 
them; for he was wise enough to know that nothing ever happened on this globe, for good, at 
which some people did not have their fill of laughter in the outset; and knowing that such as 
these would be blind anyway, he thought it quite as well that they should wrinkle up their eyes 
in grins, as have the malady in less attractive forms. His own heart laughed: and that was quite 
enough for him.

He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon the Total Abstinence Principle, ever 
afterwards; and it was always said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man 
alive possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim 
observed, God bless Us, Every One!


