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What’s the Story?  
 
My family is poor. It feels like we’ve always been poor. My dad works 
hard though, trying to make sure that we stay out of the dreaded 
workhouse: no one wants to end up there. It’s like a prison. I’ve known 
families who ended up in the workhouse; they were split up and made to 
work for disgusting food, in horrible conditions. However, my dad Bob 
works for this horrible old boss called Scrooge. He’s the kind of guy you’d 
try and avoid if you saw him walking down the street. He’s a rea; joy 
killer. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him smile the whole time I’ve known him. 
He’s an accountant, I think and my dad is his clerk. I’ve tried asking my 
dad what he does at work but he doesn’t say very much about it. For what 
I can tell a clerk helps out by writing letters – his hands when he comes 
home are always stained with ink and, when I look in at his cold, dark and 
dingy office, he is always hunched over his desk, in his high chair, and on 
the desk was his ledger and quills.   
I’m not going to lie, it seems like a really boring job. The work my dad 
does looks repetitive and mind-bendingly dull and it always leaves dad exhausted by the end of the day. 
My dad would say that 50 years ago the money you got being a clerk was quite good. However, the money 
nowadays is terrible. And lots of it has to go on the black suit my dad and all clerks have to wear.  
My dad came home the other day complaining: 
"Listen Tim we aren't real men. We don't do men's work. Pen-drivers - miserable little pen-drivers - fellows in 
black coats, with inky fingers and shiny seats on their trousers - that's what we are. Think of crossing T's and 
dotting I's all day long. No wonder bricklayers and omnibus drivers have contempt for us. We haven't even 
health – I hate Scrooge Tim and I hate my job." 
Just after this I prayed. I prayed to God that he would help my dad. That he would make his boss see how 
much he suffers every day.  
Something has to change. 

 
Why does this matter? 

Many of the concerns Charles Dickens had in the 19th century are still concerns in society 

today. It is important that we continue to reflect on the world we see around us. 

 
 

Sounds familiar?  
 

You might well have read or watched A Christmas Carol before. It is one of the most well-known 
Christmas stories ever written and has been transformed into many other books, films and plays. 
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Glossary: 
 

Archetype - The traditional/ typical idea of a concept, Scrooge at the beginning is an archetypal villain. 

Blue Laws - Laws prohibiting leisure on Sundays. 

Bob - During the Victorian era the word ‘bob’ was often used as a slang word for ‘shilling’. 

Catharsis - Relief derived from releasing repressed emotions. 

Capitalism - An economic system based on private ownership. 

Counting house - Similar to an accountant’s office. 

Covetous - Synonymous with jealousy. 

Debtors Prison - A prison someone goes to when they owe money, Dickens father spent some time there. 

Deviant - Someone who breaks social norms and values. 

Humbug - An expression of distaste. 

Industrial Revolution - This was when the means of production of Britain switched from 

agriculture to industry. 

Malthusian Economics - Thomas Malthus was an economist in Victorian times and believed that London was 
overpopulated and so poverty would be inevitable as food supplies and housing would not be enough to 
sustain the growing city population. 

Misanthropic - A person who dislikes other people. 

Moral - Awareness of the principles of right and wrong conduct. 

Ostracised - Cut off from society. 

Parliamentary Journalist - Someone who reports on governmental issues, Dickens was a parliamentary judge 
which may be why he was so socially aware. 

Philanthropy - An act of helping those less well off than yourself, especially involving donations of money. 

Phrenology - A Victorian science which studied bumps on the skull to predict mental traits, which has now been 
disproved and is regarded as pseudoscience (fake science) 

Purgatory - This is a Medieval Christian belief which is a prison, a sort of limbo between hell and life, in which 
you are given another chance and supposed to be made ready for Heaven. Marley’s Ghost lives in the 
“incessant torture”. 

Ragged Schools - Schools which provided basic education and provided for children who lived in poverty, 
Dickens was a contributor of these. 

Sabbatarianism - A religious belief that it is a sin to work on Sunday as it is the Lord’s day. 

Socialism - An economic system based on shared ownership. 

Transmorphism - A transformation from one thing to another. 
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Treadmill - This was a means of production in which was used to produce flour as the workers would walk the 
wheel. 

Union workhouses - These were apart of the Gilbert Act which allowed parishes to join together to become 
responsible for the workhouses. 

1834 Poor Law - A system of welfare which introduced workhouses. 

1833 Factory Act on Child Labour - Children have to be 9 years old to work and had to have basic 
education.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

How does Dickens present Scrooge as a character that transforms in 

A Christmas Carol? 

 

    

  

7. How does 

Dickens use setting 

to help convey the 

value of human 

connection? 

8. What is the 

importance of 

the ending of A 

Christmas Carol?  

1. How does 

Dickens present 

Scrooge as an 

employer?   

2. Can you compare 

how the writers convey 

similar perspectives on 

the effects of working 

conditions on the 

workers? 

  

3. How does Dickens 

explore the impact 

of class divides? 

 

 

  

4. What is the 

purpose of the 

ghosts in A 

Christmas Carol? 

 

 

  

5. What is Dickens 

suggesting about 

the importance of 

Christmas? 

 

  

6. How do poets 

explore the 

themes of greed 

and power in 

poetry? 

 

 



Curricular Concepts 

Have you ever noticed how some of the things you 

study in one subject appear in another subject too? 

 

Students are able to understand their work more and remember more if there are clear 

links between subjects. Throughout your learning at Colton Hills, we will be asking you to 

think about some of the most important ideas in the world to enable you learning to be 

deeper than ever before. Look for these ‘curricular concepts’ in your learning.  

 



Essential Knowledge 
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Social and cultural contexts: 

Dickens was not just a celebrated author; he was a social reformer, deeply concerned with the harsh 1 

plight of the working and lower classes – a situation he sought to remedy using his writing and the 2 

recognition that it brought him. He used his fame as a platform to reach a wide audience, publicising the 3 

deplorable conditions in which the poor and destitute lived and worked. He was particularly concerned 4 

by the health, well-being and treatment of children, always the most vulnerable members of any society 5 

and was profoundly affected by two things concerning children shortly before composing ‘A Christmas 6 

Carol’.   7 

The first was a Royal Commission report by Lord Shaftesbury on the terrible and shocking working 8 

conditions of children aged 10 years old and younger in underground coal mines. This led to a change in 9 

the law a year later, with the Mines Act of 1842 banning children under 10 years old from working 10 

“down the pit” (although a 16 hours-long working day for children was still legal until 1844, when it was 11 

reduced to a 9 hours-long working day, six days a week for 9 to 13 years old children!) 12 

The second, about one month before he began writing the novella, occurred when Dickens visited the 13 

Field Lane ‘ragged school’ - funded solely by charity, for destitute children - and was so horrified by 14 

what he described as “the sickening atmosphere … of taint and dirt and pestilence” in the overcrowded, 15 

disease-ridden, poorly lit and ventilated building in a terrible state of disrepair that he resolved to do 16 

something about. His contribution to the political debate about poverty and social responsibility is his 17 

novella, ‘A Christmas Carol’. 18 

Dickens himself never quite experienced the same levels of poverty suffered by so many of his fellow 19 

Londoners but his own family was touched by hardship and separation. Dickens’ parents and some 20 

siblings were imprisoned in Marshalsea debtor’s prison because of his father’s debts and while Dickens 21 

and his sister Fanny were spared this indignity, they suffered the trauma of separation from their family. 22 

Dickens himself had to leave school during this time and went to work for several months in a factory. 23 

Speaking of this experience later, Dickens said he never forgot the “sense … of being utterly neglected 24 

and hopeless.” 25 

POLITICS, POVERTY AND SOCIAL RESPONSIBILITY 26 

Dickens used his talents as an author to call attention to the plight of the poor in Victorian England, often 27 

raising the thorny question of who was ultimately responsible for the care of those less fortunate in 28 

society: the Government? The Church? Individuals? Some combination of all three?  29 

 30 

Dickens’ characterisation of the “squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous old sinner” 31 

that is Ebenezer Scrooge who, when asked for a charitable donation to the poor at Christmas, demands 32 

to know: “Are there no prisons?” is nothing short of a satirical attack on sentiments widely held by 33 

members of the upper class in London society at the time his novella was published. 34 

‘The Poor Law’ 35 

The Poor Law was the way that the poor were helped in 1815. The law said that each parish had to 36 

look after its own poor. If you were unable to work then you were given some money to help you 37 

survive. However, the cost of the Poor Law was increasing every year. By 1830 it cost about £7 million 38 

and criticism of the law was mounting. 39 

The money was raised by taxes on middle and upper class people, causing resentment of poor people 40 

by the wealthy. The rich complained that their money was being spent on idle people who chose not to 41 
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work. Critics also suggested that financial support was making the situation worse because it encouraged 42 

poor people to have children that they could not then afford to look after. 43 

‘The 1834 Poor Law Amendment Act’ 44 

In 1834 the Poor Law Amendment Act was passed by Parliament. This was designed to reduce the cost 45 

of looking after the poor as it stopped money going to poor people except in exceptional circumstances. 46 

Now if people wanted help they had to go into a workhouse to get it. The poor were given clothes and 47 

food in the workhouse in exchange for several hours of manual labour each day. Families were split up 48 

inside the workhouse. People had to wear a type of uniform, follow strict rules and were on a bad diet 49 

of bread and watery soup. Conditions were made so terrible that only those people who desperately 50 

needed help would go there. 51 

Thomas Malthus was an economist who claimed that the population of England, notably London, was 52 

growing much faster than the country’s ability to feed it. He felt that population growth could be kept in 53 

check by war, famine or disease. His somewhat ghastly attitude to the “surplus population” was arguably 54 

the inspiration for Dickens’ hard-hearted, hard-headed man of business, Ebenezer Scrooge who - when 55 

told that the poor would rather die than go to the workhouses - unashamedly asserts: 56 

“If they would rather die … they had better do it and decrease the surplus population!”57 

 

 

Motifs and Symbols in ‘A Christmas Carol’ 

Music: 

The novella is written as a metaphor for a traditional Christmas hymn: giving thanks and praise in a 1 

seasonal activity which brought together rich and poor, echoing the political theme of the narrative. Note 2 

that it is the novella’s virtuous characters – Fezziwig and his family, Fred and his company, the carolling 3 

child singing through the keyhole – who bring music, dancing and laughter into Scrooge’s life. 4 

 

Stave One 

The caroller singing through 
the keyhole: “God bless ye 
merry gentlemen!” 

Music is here a symbol of joy, associated with the spirit of 
Christmas. It penetrates even the thickest, most miserable of 
fogs even though Scrooge rails against it, throwing a ruler at 
the door and chasing the boy away. 

The “cacophony” of “disused” 
bells which ring, announcing 
the arrival of the ghost of 
Jacob Marley. 

Here, the connotation of “cacophony” is negative, conjuring 
ideas of discordant music which heightens the tension for 
readers and which fills Scrooge with a sense of dread. This 
dreadful noise is associated with the dreadful fate that 
awaits Scrooge if he does not make amends for his cold and 
selfish ways. 

The “chorus” of wailing ghosts 
outside Scrooge’s window. 

Here the ‘chorus’ is one of mournful regret. London is 
populated by spirits of the remorseful damned and so 
perhaps Dickens is suggesting that though this tale centres on 
the course of Scrooge’s fate, its reach goes far beyond the 
confines of his tale and forces the reader to evaluate their 
own behaviour. 

Stave Two 
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Scrooge, reflecting on the 
loneliness he experienced as 
a boy at boarding school for 
the Christmas holiday, recalls 
the boy who sang through his 
keyhole the night before. 

This is the first of several epiphanies Scrooge experiences on 
his journeys with the ghosts throughout the novella. The adult 
Scrooge is filled with joy at the recollection of characters such 
as Ali Baba but then recalls that he immersed himself in a 
fantasy world filled with fictional friends only to escape the 
punishing loneliness of his real life as a boy, alone at school 
over the Christmas holiday.  

The music and dancing at 
Fezziwig’s on Christmas Eve: 
“in came a fiddler with a music 
book … and made an 
orchestra of it.” 

Music is here associated with pure joy. As Scrooge watches 
the scene unfold, he too is filled with excitement. This is where 
he experiences another epiphany: the warmth, the joy, the 
colour and the music contrast sharply with the “dismal” little 
“cell” Scrooge affords his employee, Bob Cratchit. Scrooge 
thinks of Bob at this moment, realising that he has treated Bob 
wretchedly despite having had an excellent role model in 
Fezziwig when he himself was a young apprentice. 

Stave Three 

Scrooge’s niece plays a tune 
“well upon the harp” that 
Scrooge remembers fondly. 

Yet another epiphany: listening to the music, Scrooge wonders 
if the course of his life may have been different if he had 
heard it more often. The tune has a powerful effect on 
Scrooge for it reminds him how it feels to be nostalgic and 
sentimental. 

Stave Five 

The church bells “ring out the 
lustiest peals he had ever 
heard.” 

In stark contrast to the monstrous “cacophony” which heralded 
the arrival of Marley’s ghost, now the fog has lifted and the 
bells chime harmoniously, announcing Scrooge’s new-found joy 
and celebratory mood.  

 

Fire vs. Cold:  

The motifs of fire and cold contribute to the theme of spiritual warmth, generosity, compassion and its 1 

varying degrees, manifested via Dickens’ characters in the novella. The warmth of Christmas spirit is 2 

embodied by characters like Fred and the Cratchits, whereas Scrooge is the epitome of cold-hearted 3 

cheerlessness.4 



 

 

Stave One 

There are so very many references, including: 

• The “frosty rime” on Scrooge’s forehead 

• “External heat and cold had little influence on 
Scrooge” 

• “No steel had ever struck out generous fire” (of 
Scrooge) 

• “Who, as cold as he was, was warmer than 
Scrooge” (Bob C) 

• “He poked the fire and extinguished the last 
frail spark” (Bob C) 

• “Candles were flaring in the windows of 
neighbouring offices” 

• “He was all a glow … ruddy [cheeks] … breath 
smoked … eyes sparkled.” (Fred) 

 

 

Stave Two 

• “a lonely boy was reading near a feeble fire.” 

• “Fuel was heaped upon the fire” (Fezziwig’s 
party) 

 

Stave Three 

• “As Scrooge and the Sprit went along the 
street, the brightness of the fires roaring in the 
kitchens … Here, the flickering of the blaze 
showed preparations for a cosy dinner … to 
shut out the cold and the darkness.” 

• “A cheerful company assembled round a 
glowing fire.” 

• “Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and 
have a warm.” (Mrs C to Martha) 

 

 

Stave Four 

•  “They drew about the fire and talked … Bob 
told them of the extraordinary kindness of Mr. 
Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen 
but once.” 

 

Stave Five  

• Scrooge was “so fluttered and so glowing with 
good intentions” 
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How does Dickens present Scrooge as an employer?

1 

2 

In this extract, Scrooge is annoyed that his clerk, Bob Cratchit, will want to be paid for not working on 

Christmas Day. 

At length the hour of shutting up the counting-house arrived. With an ill-will Scrooge dismounted from his 1 

stool, and tacitly admitted the fact to the expectant clerk in the Tank, who instantly snuffed his candle 2 

out, and put on his hat. 3 

“You’ll want all day to-morrow, I suppose?” said Scrooge. 4 

“If quite convenient, sir.” 5 

“It’s not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and it’s not fair. If I was to stop half-a-crown for it, you’d think 6 

yourself ill-used, I’ll be bound?” The clerk smiled faintly. 7 

“And yet,” said Scrooge, “you don’t think me ill-used, when I pay a day’s wages for no work.” The clerk 8 

observed that it was only once a year. 9 

“A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-fifth of December!” said Scrooge, buttoning his 10 

great-coat to the chin. “But I suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier next 11 

morning.” 12 

The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out with a growl. The office was closed in a 13 

twinkling, and the clerk, with the long ends of his white comforter dangling below his waist (for he 14 

boasted no great-coat), went down a slide on Cornhill, at the end of a lane of boys, twenty times, in 15 

honour of its being Christmas Eve, and then ran home to Camden Town as hard as he could pelt, to play 16 

at blindman’s-buff.17 

 

In this extract, Scrooge watches as Mrs Cratchit refuses to toast for his health on Christmas Day.

God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all. 1 

He sat very close to his father’s side upon his little stool. Bob held his withered little hand in his, as if he 2 

loved the child, and wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he might be taken from him. 3 

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt before, “tell me if Tiny Tim will live.” 4 

“I see a vacant seat,” replied the Ghost, “in the poor chimney-corner, and a crutch without an owner, 5 

carefully preserved. If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.” 6 

“No, no,” said Scrooge. “Oh, no, kind Spirit! say he will be spared.” 7 

“If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, none other of my race,” returned the Ghost, “will find 8 

him here. What then? If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.” 9 

Scrooge hung his head to hear his own words quoted by the Spirit, and was overcome with penitence 10 

and grief. 11 
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“Man,” said the Ghost, “if man you be in heart, not adamant, forbear that wicked cant until you have 12 

discovered What the surplus is, and Where it is. Will you decide what men shall live, what men shall 13 

die? It may be, that in the sight of Heaven, you are more worthless and less fit to live than millions like 14 

this poor man’s child. Oh God! to hear the Insect on the leaf pronouncing on the too much life among his 15 

hungry brothers in the dust!” 16 

Scrooge bent before the Ghost’s rebuke, and trembling cast his eyes upon the ground. But he raised 17 

them speedily, on hearing his own name. 18 

“Mr. Scrooge!” said Bob; “I’ll give you Mr. Scrooge, the Founder of the Feast!” 19 

“The Founder of the Feast indeed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit, reddening. “I wish I had him here. I’d give him a 20 

piece of my mind to feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it.” 21 

“My dear,” said Bob, “the children! Christmas Day.” 22 

“It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,” said she, “on which one drinks the health of such an odious, 23 

stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr. Scrooge. You know he is, Robert! Nobody knows it better than you 24 

do, poor fellow!” 25 

“My dear,” was Bob’s mild answer, “Christmas Day.” 26 

“I’ll drink his health for your sake and the Day’s,” said Mrs. Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to him! A 27 

merry Christmas and a happy new year! He’ll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt!” 28 

The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of their proceedings which had no heartiness. Tiny 29 

Tim drank it last of all, but he didn’t care twopence for it. Scrooge was the Ogre of the family. The 30 

mention of his name cast a dark shadow on the party, which was not dispelled for full five minutes.31 

 

 

In this extract, Scrooge sees his former employer, Mr Fezziwig, and watches one of the parties he used to throw 

for all of his employees at Christmas.

The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked Scrooge if he knew it. 1 

“Know it!” said Scrooge. “Was I apprenticed here!” 2 

They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig, sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had 3 

been two inches taller he must have knocked his head against the ceiling, Scrooge cried in great 4 

excitement: 5 

“Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive again!” 6 

Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock, which pointed to the hour of seven. He 7 

rubbed his hands; adjusted his capacious waistcoat; laughed all over himself, from his shoes to his organ 8 

of benevolence; and called out in a comfortable, oily, rich, fat, jovial voice: 9 

“Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!” 10 

Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly in, accompanied by his fellow-’prentice. 11 

“Dick Wilkins, to be sure!” said Scrooge to the Ghost. “Bless me, yes. There he is. He was very much 12 

attached to me, was Dick. Poor Dick! Dear, dear!” 13 

“Yo ho, my boys!” said Fezziwig. “No more work to-night. Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer! Let’s 14 

have the shutters up,” cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his hands, “before a man can say Jack 15 

Robinson!” 16 
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You wouldn’t believe how those two fellows went at it! They charged into the street with the shutters—17 

one, two, three—had ’em up in their places—four, five, six—barred ’em and pinned ’em—seven, eight, 18 

nine—and came back before you could have got to twelve, panting like race-horses. 19 

“Hilli-ho!” cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high desk, with wonderful agility. “Clear away, my 20 

lads, and let’s have lots of room here! Hilli-ho, Dick! Chirrup, Ebenezer!” 21 

Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with 22 

old Fezziwig looking on. It was done in a minute. Every movable was packed off, as if it were dismissed 23 

from public life for evermore; the floor was swept and watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was 24 

heaped upon the fire; and the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ball-room, as 25 

you would desire to see upon a winter’s night. 26 

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and 27 

tuned like fifty stomach-aches. In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss 28 

Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young followers whose hearts they broke. In came all 29 

the young men and women employed in the business. In came the housemaid, with her cousin, the baker. 30 

In came the cook, with her brother’s particular friend, the milkman. In came the boy from over the way, 31 

who was suspected of not having board enough from his master; trying to hide himself behind the girl 32 

from next door but one, who was proved to have had her ears pulled by her mistress. In they all came, 33 

one after another; some shyly, some boldly, some gracefully, some awkwardly, some pushing, some 34 

pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away they all went, twenty couple at once; hands half 35 

round and back again the other way; down the middle and up again; round and round in various stages 36 

of affectionate grouping; old top couple always turning up in the wrong place; new top couple starting 37 

off again, as soon as they got there; all top couples at last, and not a bottom one to help them! When 38 

this result was brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands to stop the dance, cried out, “Well done!” 39 

and the fiddler plunged his hot face into a pot of porter, especially provided for that purpose. But 40 

scorning rest, upon his reappearance, he instantly began again, though there were no dancers yet, as if 41 

the other fiddler had been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he were a bran-new man 42 

resolved to beat him out of sight, or perish. 43 

There were more dances, and there were forfeits, and more dances, and there was cake, and there was 44 

negus, and there was a great piece of Cold Roast, and there was a great piece of Cold Boiled, and 45 

there were mince-pies, and plenty of beer. But the great effect of the evening came after the Roast and 46 

Boiled, when the fiddler (an artful dog, mind! The sort of man who knew his business better than you or I 47 

could have told it him!) struck up “Sir Roger de Coverley.” Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance with 48 

Mrs. Fezziwig. Top couple, too; with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or four and 49 

twenty pair of partners; people who were not to be trifled with; people who would dance, and had no 50 

notion of walking. 51 

But if they had been twice as many—ah, four times—old Fezziwig would have been a match for them, 52 

and so would Mrs. Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense of the term. If 53 

that’s not high praise, tell me higher, and I’ll use it. A positive light appeared to issue from Fezziwig’s 54 

calves. They shone in every part of the dance like moons. You couldn’t have predicted, at any given 55 

time, what would have become of them next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs. Fezziwig had gone all 56 

through the dance; advance and retire, both hands to your partner, bow and curtsey, corkscrew, thread-57 

the-needle, and back again to your place; Fezziwig “cut”—cut so deftly, that he appeared to wink with 58 

his legs, and came upon his feet again without a stagger. 59 

When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up. Mr. and Mrs. Fezziwig took their stations, one 60 

on either side of the door, and shaking hands with every person individually as he or she went out, 61 

wished him or her a Merry Christmas. When everybody had retired but the two ’prentices, they did the 62 

same to them; and thus the cheerful voices died away, and the lads were left to their beds; which were 63 

under a counter in the back-shop. 64 
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During the whole of this time, Scrooge had acted like a man out of his wits. His heart and soul were in 65 

the scene, and with his former self. He corroborated everything, remembered everything, enjoyed 66 

everything, and underwent the strangest agitation. It was not until now, when the bright faces of his 67 

former self and Dick were turned from them, that he remembered the Ghost, and became conscious that 68 

it was looking full upon him, while the light upon its head burnt very clear. 69 

“A small matter,” said the Ghost, “to make these silly folks so full of gratitude.” 70 

“Small!” echoed Scrooge. 71 

The Spirit signed to him to listen to the two apprentices, who were pouring out their hearts in praise of 72 

Fezziwig: and when he had done so, said, 73 

“Why! Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your mortal money: three or four perhaps. Is that so 74 

much that he deserves this praise?” 75 

“It isn’t that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, 76 

and speaking unconsciously like his former, not his 77 

latter, self. “It isn’t that, Spirit. He has the power to 78 

render us happy or unhappy; to make our service 79 

light or burdensome; a pleasure or a toil. Say that 80 

his power lies in words and looks; in things so slight 81 

and insignificant that it is impossible to add and 82 

count ’em up: what then? The happiness he gives, is 83 

quite as great as if it cost a fortune.” 84 

He felt the Spirit’s glance, and stopped. 85 

“What is the matter?” asked the Ghost. 86 

“Nothing particular,” said Scrooge. 87 

“Something, I think?” the Ghost insisted. 88 

“No,” said Scrooge, “No. I should like to be able to 89 

say a word or two to my clerk just now. That’s all.”90 
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Can you compare how the writers convey similar perspectives on the effects 

of working conditions on the workers? 

 

 

A day at 'the gulag': what it's like to work at Sports Direct's 

warehouse 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It may be 5.30am and pitch-black on the outskirts of Shirebrook, 1 

Derbyshire - but the roads are busy. A stream of cars wind their way 2 

along country lanes and deliver about 1,500 people to a massive facility surrounded by farmland. 3 

After stopping in an overflow car park, most shuffle silently across the road and into an illuminated 4 

800,000sq ft structure that seems to emerge out of the darkness like a visitation in some bad science 5 

fiction film. 6 

The crowd clutches packed lunches that have been stuffed inside transparent plastic shopping bags, 7 

which allow hovering security guards to quickly inspect what is being brought inside. A fingerprint 8 

scanner grants access to the building through security barriers, while everybody remains under constant 9 

surveillance from cameras. If you are spotted wearing unauthorised clothing, you are immediately pulled 10 

aside by the guards. 11 

These security procedures are not designed to monitor people attempting to gain access to some secret 12 

organisation engaged in highly classified work – or even individuals visiting dangerous criminals. This is 13 

the routine grind for low-paid staff reporting for work on the nine-hour “day shift” at the warehouse of 14 

Sports Direct, the thriving sports retail empire founded and controlled by the billionaire owner of 15 

Newcastle United, Mike Ashley. 16 

Step by step, minimum-wage workers are informed of what is expected of them for the headline rate of 17 

£6.70 an hour (in reality, many receive less) – including being told they will walk almost 20 miles each 18 

day inside the warehouse as they pick products off the shelves. 19 

They can occasionally be harangued by name via tannoy if they don’t move quickly enough – “please 20 

speed up with your order as soon as possible”, the speaker system barks – while “crimes” against the 21 

company – called “strikes” and including “errors”, “excessive/long toilet breaks”, “time wasting”, 22 

This is an extract from a newspaper article published in 2015 where Simon Goodley goes undercover in 

a Sports Direct warehouse to find out what the working conditions are like for the employees. 

 

The Gulag was a system of forced 

labour camps established during 

Joseph Stalin's long reign as 

dictator of the Soviet Union. What 

does the writer’s use of this word 

show about the warehouse? 
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“excessive chatting”, “horseplay”, “wearing branded goods” and “using a mobile phone in the 23 

warehouse” – are punished. Six strikes in six months and you’re out. 24 

Back in the main warehouse, the pickers are handed sheets listing rows of products they need to fetch 25 

and place into their stillage – a metal cage on wheels for transporting goods around the warehouse. 26 

Pickers are given an “estimated finishing time” for this task, which is virtually impossible to hit without 27 

running down the aisles. 28 

The picking list is scanned at the start of a session, and then again at the end, so managers can see how 29 

long employees are taking. Every employee’s performance is published on league tables outside the 30 

staff canteen – showing what percentage of their target they have achieved next to their name. The 31 

best performing employees are listed in the “premier league”. 32 

The result seems to be a workforce afraid of the sack – but also afraid to quit and seek a job 33 

elsewhere. “People won’t leave because they don’t think they will find anything else. Most of the Polish 34 

people who work there don’t speak a word of English,” says one eastern European worker. “Everyone’s 35 

afraid of the [employment agency] office. As soon as you go into the office you think they are probably 36 

going to sack you.” 37 

That office, perched in an elevated room overlooking the warehouse at the centre of the facility, houses 38 

the employment agency bosses. They can’t see everything from there, but it feels as though they can, 39 

and workers have to file past them as they make their way to one of the staff canteens for each of their 40 

two 30-minute breaks. 41 

In this case, the term “canteen” is possibly too grand. The room, about the size of a local authority 42 

swimming pool, contains rows of picnic tables lined with workers, most of whom bring their own food 43 

rather than use the vending machines at both ends of the room, or another canteen that serves hot food. 44 

Stacked in wire shelving are the packed lunches in transparent shopping bags. At the start of each 45 

break workers snap open large plastic containers and wolf down spoonfuls of cold pasta and meat. 46 

Some then file out to one of the smoking terraces. 47 

Amid the low hum of gloomy conversation in foreign languages, thoughts always seem to be drifting 48 

back to work. 49 

Workers are warned that if they clock in one minute late – or clock off one minute early – they will be 50 

docked 15 minutes’ pay. Some even wait by the screens for the precise moment their break is due to 51 

start before clocking off, despite being warned that this is considered a cardinal sin. “If they see you 52 

waiting to clock out, you can get into a lot of trouble,” says one coordinator. 53 

And yet, the system does not quite work the same the other way around. Clock out late – even if you 54 

have been finishing a job – and there is no extra pay. Meanwhile, workers are also not allowed to 55 

leave the warehouse at the end of their shifts until they have been searched. “It’s annoying,” says one 56 

worker waiting in the queue to leave, “especially after a nine-hour shift.” 57 

At that point it is back out through the security barriers and into the overflow car park to share a lift 58 

home. You are drained, yet 14 hours later, you return to do the same thing. And you dread it. 59 
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Death and Disease Behind the Counter 

 

The most exhausting incident, however, of shop work is the long, long, standing. I do not contend that it 1 

would be either possible or convenient for assistants to sit and discharge their duties, nor should I wish to 2 

see them do so, because to stand and walk about a shop cannot of itself be considered as a very 3 

arduous occupation, provided there were regular times set apart and kept sacred for rest and 4 

refreshment, and that the hours of standing were not so many. The view in which standing is regarded by 5 

shopkeepers themselves is plainly apparent from the solicitude they show for the comfort of their 6 

customers by providing seats for purchasers. It is undoubtedly more agreeable to sit and select what is  7 

required than to stand, but so far as there is an actual and pressing need of rest as between the 8 

assistants and the purchasers, it appears to me that the seats are at the wrong side of the counter. A 9 

little more solicitude in this direction for the young men and women behind the counter would, I am sure, 10 

not only be profitable to the employers, but would be appreciated substantially by considerate 11 

purchasers. The wasting fatigue resulting from standing scarcely needs any illustration, for almost 12 

everyone knows from experience that there are few more painful sensations than the feeling of 13 

complete exhaustion which prostrates the whole system after even a comparatively short period of 14 

standing. What then must be the state of those whose lot it is to stand for the lengthened periods 15 

already mentioned? We know that incessant walking for twenty-four hours was considered one of the 16 

most unbearable tortures to which witches in former times were subjected, for the purpose of compelling 17 

them to own their guilt, and that few of them could hold out for twelve hours. If this was regarded as a 18 

cruel torture at a period in the history of our country when we were less civilised, the advancement we 19 

have made has availed little to the shop-assistant, who in these days is obliged to submit to the 20 

intolerable fatigue of standing for periods, varying according to the locality, from thirteen to seventeen 21 

hours a day.  22 

[…]  23 

It is the wasting unbearable standing, the inadequate time for meals, and the vitiated atmosphere that 24 

do the mischief, causing a sense of dullness and monotony, without the gleam of a hope of relief before 25 

a very late hour. It is surprising they are unfit to do anything except go to bed exhausted in body and 26 

depressed in mind, when their only prospect is to be subjected on the morrow to the same wearying, 27 

pitiless round. 28 

 […]  29 

The rosy cheeks and round full face speedily become pale and emaciated. The features sharpen, and 30 

the complexion assumes a yellow, unhealthy tinge. The eyes part with their lustre and shew the ominous 31 

sinking and darkness. The expression loses its sparkling vivacity and becomes stolid and sad. The legs 32 

swell, the back aches, and innumerable internal complaints supervene. […] Ernest A. G., age 22, 33 

Clerkenwell, E.C. Grocer’s assistant. […] I was in very good health when first I started in business, but did 34 

not continue so long, being very unwell for about three months, and am now not nearly so strong as I 35 

used to be. I have often felt dead beat up with the long standing, and my poor legs have swollen much 36 

through it. My mind and body get thoroughly worn out, and I soon find my way to my bed when I leave 37 

the shop.38 

 

This is an extract from a book published in 1884 called Death and Disease Behind the Counter, meaning 

the shop counter. The writer, Thomas Sutherst, is appalled by the conditions shop assistants must cope with 

in their jobs, particularly as they tend to be young people, and he included statements from shop 

assistants in the book. This section is about the effects of having to stand up for long hours. 
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How does Dickens explore the impact of class divides? 

 

 

In this extract, two charity workers arrive at Scrooge’s business to ask him to donate some money to the poor at 

Christmas. 

 

They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s office. 1 

They had books and papers in their hands, and bowed to him. 2 

“Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen, referring to his list. “Have I the pleasure 3 

of addressing Mr. Scrooge, or Mr. Marley?” 4 

“Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge replied. “He died seven years ago, this very 5 

night.” 6 

“We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his surviving partner,” said the gentleman, 7 

presenting his credentials. 8 

It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At the ominous word “liberality,” Scrooge 9 

frowned, and shook his head, and handed the credentials back. 10 

“At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,” said the gentleman, taking up a pen, “it is more than 11 

usually desirable that we should make some slight provision for the Poor and destitute, who suffer 12 

greatly at the present time. Many thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of thousands 13 

are in want of common comforts, sir.” 14 

“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge. 15 

“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen again. 16 

“And the Union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are they still in operation?” 17 

“They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could say they were not.” 18 

“The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigour, then?” said Scrooge. 19 

“Both very busy, sir.” 20 

“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had occurred to stop them in their useful 21 

course,” said Scrooge. “I’m very glad to hear it.” 22 

“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” 23 

returned the gentleman, “a few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat and 24 

drink, and means of warmth. We choose this time, because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly 25 

felt, and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?” 26 

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied. 27 

“You wish to be anonymous?” 28 

“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I 29 

don’t make merry myself at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support 30 

the establishments I have mentioned—they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.” 31 
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“Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.” 32 

“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had better do it, and decrease the surplus population. 33 

Besides—excuse me—I don’t know that.” 34 

“But you might know it,” observed the gentleman. 35 

“It’s not my business,” Scrooge returned. “It’s enough for a man to understand his own business, and not 36 

to interfere with other people’s. Mine occupies me constantly. Good afternoon, gentlemen!” 37 

Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge resumed 38 

his labours with an improved opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper than was usual with him.39 

 

In this extract, the Ghost of Christmas Present shows Scrooge society’s biggest problems. 

“Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,” said Scrooge, 1 

looking intently at the Spirit’s robe, “but I see something strange, 2 

and not belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it a 3 

foot or a claw?” 4 

“It might be a claw, for the flesh there is upon it,” was the 5 

Spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look here.” 6 

From the foldings of its robe, it brought two children; wretched, 7 

abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They knelt down at its feet, 8 

and clung upon the outside of its garment. 9 

“Oh, Man! look here. Look, look, down here!” exclaimed the 10 

Ghost. 11 

They were a boy and girl. Yellow, meagre, ragged, scowling, 12 

wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their humility. Where graceful 13 

youth should have filled their features out, and touched them 14 

with its freshest tints, a stale and shrivelled hand, like that of age, had pinched, and twisted them, and 15 

pulled them into shreds. Where angels might have sat enthroned, devils lurked, and glared out 16 

menacing. No change, no degradation, no perversion of humanity, in any grade, through all the 17 

mysteries of wonderful creation, has monsters half so horrible and dread. 18 

Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to him in this way, he tried to say they were fine 19 

children, but the words choked themselves, rather than be parties to a lie of such enormous magnitude. 20 

“Spirit! are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more. 21 

“They are Man’s,” said the Spirit, looking down upon them. “And they cling to me, appealing from their 22 

fathers. This boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their degree, but most of 23 

all beware this boy, for on his brow I see that written which is Doom, unless the writing be erased. Deny 24 

it!” cried the Spirit, stretching out its hand towards the city. “Slander those who tell it ye! Admit it for 25 

your factious purposes, and make it worse. And bide the end!” 26 

“Have they no refuge or resource?” cried Scrooge. 27 

“Are there no prisons?” said the Spirit, turning on him for the last time with his own words. “Are there no 28 

workhouses?” 29 

The bell struck twelve. 30 
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Scrooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As the last stroke ceased to vibrate, he 31 

remembered the prediction of old Jacob Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld a solemn Phantom, 32 

draped and hooded, coming, like a mist along the ground, towards him.33 

 

 

GERMINAL  

BY ÉMILE ZOLA 

In this extract from the novel Germinal, the protagonist is looking for employment. 

Over the open plain, beneath a starless sky as dark and thick as ink, a man walked alone along the 1 

highway from Marchiennes to Montsou, a straight paved road ten kilometres in length, intersecting the 2 

beetroot fields. He could not even see the black soil before him, and only felt the immense flat horizon 3 

by the gusts of March wind, squalls as strong as on the sea, and frozen from sweeping leagues of marsh 4 

and naked earth. No tree could be seen against the sky, and the road unrolled as straight as a pier in 5 

the midst of the blinding spray of darkness. 6 

The man had set out from Marchiennes about two o'clock. He walked with long strides, shivering beneath 7 

his worn cotton jacket and corduroy breeches. A small parcel tied in a check handkerchief troubled him 8 

much, and he pressed it against his side, sometimes with one elbow, sometimes with the other, so that he 9 

could slip to the bottom of his pockets both the benumbed hands that bled beneath the lashes of the 10 

wind. A single idea occupied his head—the empty head of a workman without work and without 11 

lodging—the hope that the cold would be less keen after sunrise. For an hour he went on thus, when on 12 

the left, two kilometres from Montsou, he saw red flames, three fires burning in the open air and 13 

apparently suspended. At first he hesitated, half afraid. Then he could not resist the painful need to 14 

warm his hands for a moment. 15 

The steep road led downwards, and everything disappeared. The man saw on his right a paling, a wall 16 

of coarse planks shutting in a line of rails, while a grassy slope rose on the left surmounted by confused 17 

gables, a vision of a village with low uniform roofs. He went on some two hundred paces. Suddenly, at a 18 

bend in the road, the fires reappeared close to him, though he could not understand how they burnt so 19 

high in the dead sky, like smoky moons. But on the level soil another sight had struck him. It was a heavy 20 

mass, a low pile of buildings from which rose the silhouette of a factory chimney; occasional gleams 21 

appeared from dirty windows, five or six melancholy lanterns were hung outside to frames of blackened 22 

wood, which vaguely outlined the profiles of gigantic stages; and from this fantastic apparition, 23 

drowned in night and smoke, a single voice arose, the thick, long breathing of a steam escapement that 24 

could not be seen. 25 

Then the man recognised a pit. His despair returned. What was the good? There would be no work. 26 

Instead of turning towards the buildings he decided at last to ascend the pit bank, on which burnt in iron 27 

baskets the three coal fires which gave light and warmth for work. The labourers in the cutting must have 28 

been working late; they were still throwing out the useless rubbish. Now he heard the landers push the 29 

wagons on the stages. He could distinguish living shadows tipping over the trams or tubs near each fire. 30 

"Good day," he said, approaching one of the baskets. 31 

Turning his back to the fire, the carman stood upright. He was an old man, dressed in knitted violet wool 32 

with a rabbit-skin cap on his head; while his horse, a great yellow horse, waited with the immobility of 33 

stone while they emptied the six trains he drew. The workman employed at the tipping-cradle, a red-34 

haired lean fellow, did not hurry himself; he pressed on the lever with a sleepy hand. And above, the 35 

wind grew stronger—an icy north wind—and its great, regular breaths passed by like the strokes of a 36 

scythe. 37 
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"Good day," replied the old man. There was silence. The man, who felt that he was being looked at 38 

suspiciously, at once told his name. 39 

"I am called Étienne Lantier. I am an engine-man. Any work here?" 40 

The flames lit him up. He might be about twenty-one years of age, a very dark, handsome man, who 41 

looked strong in spite of his thin limbs. 42 

The carman, thus reassured, shook his head. 43 

"Work for an engine-man? No, no! There were two came yesterday. There's nothing.44 

 

Patience Kershaw was a child miner, doing dirty, dangerous and back-breaking work in pursuit of a paltry wage. 

She was 17 by the time she gave evidence to a Children's Employment Commission (in 1842). 

“My father has been dead about a year; my mother is living and has ten children, five lads and five 1 

lasses; the oldest is about thirty, the youngest is four; three lasses go to mill; all the lads are colliers, two 2 

getters and three hurriers; one lives at home and does nothing; mother does nought but look after home. 3 

All my sisters have been hurriers, but three went to the mill. Alice went because her legs swelled from 4 

hurrying in cold water when she was hot. I never went to day-school; I go to Sunday-school, but I cannot 5 

read or write; I go to pit at five o'clock in the morning and come out at five in the evening; I get my 6 

breakfast of porridge and milk first; I take my dinner with me, a cake, and eat it as I go; I do not stop 7 

or rest any time for the purpose; I get nothing else until I get home, and then have potatoes and meat, 8 

not every day meat. I hurry in the clothes I have now got on, trousers and ragged jacket; the bald place 9 

upon my head is made by thrusting the corves; my legs have never swelled, but sisters' did when they 10 

went to mill; I hurry the corves a mile and more under ground and back; they weigh 300 cwt.; I hurry 11 11 

a-day; I wear a belt and chain at the workings, to get the corves out; the getters that I work for are 12 

naked except their caps; they pull off all their clothes; I see them at work when I go up; sometimes they 13 

beat me, if I am not quick enough, with their hands; they strike me upon my back; the boys take liberties 14 

with me sometimes they pull me about; I am the only girl in the pit; there are about 20 boys and 15 15 

men; all the men are naked; I would rather work in mill than in coal-pit. 16 

This girl is an ignorant, filthy, ragged, and deplorable-looking object, and such an one as the uncivilized 17 

natives of the prairies would be shocked to look upon.”18 

 

 

Dark factories: labour exploitation in Britain’s garment industry by Sarah O’Connor MAY 

When Hassan Doshi moved from India to Leicester in 1982, he had good reason to feel optimistic. He 1 

had landed in a place that was hungry for sewing skills, a city of factories whose motto was “Leicester 2 

clothes the world”. He arrived on a Friday and started work on Monday. “1982 was good timing! I miss 3 

that time,” says Doshi, who is now 60 and still makes his own trousers. He remembers 29 days of paid 4 

holiday, 12.30 finishes on Fridays, and factory owners poaching him with the promise of higher pay. 5 

These good times ended in 2001. The factory where he had worked for a decade — a supplier to the 6 

retailer BHS — closed down because, he says, production moved to Sri Lanka. It had done well to hold 7 

out so long. Retailers had already started “chasing the cheap needle round the planet”, as one retail 8 

executive puts it, and they have continued to do so.  9 

The garment trade in Leicester, a city in the heart of England that boomed in the industrial age, 10 

managed to cling on, fragmented and weakened, in small units in the shells of old factory buildings. 11 

Market traders and wholesalers kept sourcing clothes there, as did some high-street brands like New 12 
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Look when they needed to top up stocks. Doshi spent years bouncing from struggling small factory to 13 

factory, “always moving, moving, moving”. 14 

Now, new economic forces have started to blow on the embers of Leicester’s clothing industry. Since the 15 

financial crisis, dozens of upstart British online retailers have prospered by catering to what Boohoo, one 16 

of the biggest of these brands, calls the “aspirational thrift” of young millennials. This is the Instagram 17 

generation that wants to buy today what their favourite celebrity wore yesterday. Fulfilling these 18 

desires quickly means sourcing close to home. 19 

“Speed is our main USP and the UK is as quick as you can get,” said Nitin Passi, founder of online 20 

retailer Missguided, in 2014. Both Boohoo and Missguided source at least half their clothes in the UK, 21 

with hubs in Leicester, Manchester and London supplying a host of brands. I bought two Boohoo dresses 22 

for £6 and £7 respectively; both turned out to have been made in Leicester. Trendy, fast and cheap has 23 

proved a winning strategy. Boohoo’s market value has more than doubled to about £2.3bn since listing 24 

on London’s Aim exchange in 2014. 25 

How is it possible to make cheap clothes in a country where the minimum wage for over-25s is £7.83 an 26 

hour? Online retailers’ nimbleness and lower overheads allow them to pay more for products while still 27 

giving consumers a good price. In addition, there are manufacturers that use technology to make clothes 28 

more efficiently. But factory owners in Leicester say some take a different route, one more reminiscent of 29 

the 19th century than the 21st. They call these places “dark factories.” 30 

Part of Leicester’s garment industry has become detached from UK employment law, “a country within a 31 

country”, as one factory owner puts it, where “£5 an hour is considered the top wage”, even though that 32 

is illegal. Doshi (not his real name) says he has worked in places with blocked fire escapes, old machines 33 

and no holiday or sick pay. There are garment factories that follow the law, but a “perceived culture of 34 

impunity”, as a 2018 government report puts it, has created a bizarre microeconomy where larger 35 

factories using machines are outcompeted by smaller rivals using underpaid humans. 36 

And while some retailers blame unethical factory owners, the factories say retail’s relentless push for 37 

cheap prices makes it impossible to improve. As a result, what should be a good news story for people 38 

like Doshi has become a cautionary tale about how the reshoring of manufacturing jobs can go wrong 39 

when the government fails to enforce its own laws. 40 

Perhaps the strangest thing about this labour exploitation is that it is an open secret. Central government 41 

knows; local government knows; retailers know. “When I came to the UK and I discovered what was 42 

going on in Leicester, it was mind-blowing,” says Anders Kristiansen, who was chief executive of high-43 

street retailer New Look from 2013 until September last year. “This is happening in front of your eyes 44 

and nobody’s doing anything?!” he remembers thinking. “How can society accept it — not even society, 45 

how can government accept it? It’s so sad, I’ve not spoken about it for a long time because it frustrated 46 

me so much.”47 
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What is the purpose of the ghosts in A Christmas Carol? 

 

 

While contemporary audiences most often associate ghosts with Halloween, the cold and dark of winter 1 

was an ominous time full of mystery for the Victorians. The chilling winds and freezing temperatures 2 

were incredibly dangerous for the many impoverished people who lacked proper clothes and shelter. 3 

With cures for many common illnesses inaccessible or simply not yet discovered, winter was frequently 4 

accompanied by death. While efforts at holiday cheer brought some degree of warmth and festivity, 5 

the grey landscape and quiet nights dominated the Victorian imagination. When he wrote A Christmas 6 

Carol, Dickens capitalised on this by using ghosts as impactful symbols to communicate his message and 7 

provoke changes in his characters and audiences alike. The resulting tale is a powerful “ghost story of 8 

Christmas,” the original text of which Dickens prefaced in December 1843: “I have endeavoured in this 9 

Ghostly little book, to raise the Ghost of an Idea, which shall not put my readers out of humour with 10 

themselves, with each other, with the season, or with me. May it haunt their houses pleasantly, and no one 11 

wish to lay it.”12 

 

 

The ghosts in A Christmas Carol are by turns comic, grotesque and allegorical. Professor John Mullan reflects on 

their essential role in developing the novel’s meaning and structure. 

There had been ghosts in literature before the Victorians, but the ghost 1 

story as a distinct and popular genre was the invention of the Victorians. 2 

Charles Dickens was hugely influential in establishing the genre’s 3 

popularity – not only as a writer but also as an editor: his journals 4 

Household Words and All the Year Round specialised in ghost stories, 5 

and other contemporary journals followed. Dickens’s close friend and 6 

biographer John Forster said that the novelist had ‘a hankering after 7 

ghosts’. Not that Dickens exactly believed in ghosts – but he was 8 

intrigued by our belief in them. In A Christmas Carol (1843), the first of 9 

his ghost stories, he harnesses that belief by making the supernatural a 10 

natural extension of the real world of Scrooge and his victims. This is a 11 

long way from the spectres of earlier Gothic fiction. 12 

 

The terrible and the comic 13 

The first strictly supernatural sight in the story is the door knocker on the outside door of Scrooge's 14 

chambers that metamorphoses, as the miser looks at it, into the face of his former partner, Jacob Marley, 15 

dead for seven years. ‘The hair curiously stirred, as if by breath or hot-air; and though the eyes were 16 

wide open, they were perfectly motionless’. Yet Dickens’s sense of fantasy brings the horrible and comic 17 

together: in the surrounding gloom, the face has ‘a dismal light about it, like a bad lobster in a dark 18 

cellar’. The weird mix of the terrible and the comic is kept up when Marley's ghost finally appears 19 

carrying its chain of cash-boxes, keys, padlocks and the like. Like a parody ghost, its body is 20 

transparent, as Scrooge observes. ‘Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels, but he 21 

had never believed it until now’ (Stave 1). 22 
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City of spectres and animated objects 

On Christmas Eve the city is itself a place of spectres where ‘it had not been light all day’. Outside 23 

Scrooge's counting house, the fog is so dense ‘that although the court was of the narrowest, the houses 24 

opposite were mere phantoms’. The bell in a nearby church tower strikes the hours and quarters ‘as if its 25 

teeth were chattering in its frozen head up there’. After Marley's Ghost has left him, Scrooge looks out 26 

of his window and sees ‘the air filled with phantoms’, many of them chained souls who had once been 27 

known to Scrooge (Stave 1). It is like a fantastic vision of the city that Scrooge already knows well. Like 28 

Macbeth, Scrooge, because of his sins, sees visions that are for him alone. 29 

 

Allegory and morality 

The apparitions are inescapable. ‘Show me no more!’ Scrooge cries to the Ghost of Christmas Past. What 30 

he sees is a punishment to him. ‘But the relentless Ghost pinioned him in both his arms, and forced him to 31 

observe what happened next’ (Stave 2). The phantom as literary device enables Dickens to explore the 32 

social and moral issues central to his fiction: – poverty, miserliness, guilt, redemption. 33 

 

The ghosts borrow in their appearance from a tradition of allegory. There is the strange child/old man 34 

that is Christmas Past, clutching a branch of holly yet trimmed with summer flowers. There is the large 35 

and avuncular Ghost of Christmas Present, tinged more and more with age as his visions draw to their 36 

close. And there is ‘The Phantom’ that is the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come, shrouded and ‘stately’ and 37 

mysterious. Their shapes tell you about author's moral design. 38 

Structure and time-consciousness 

The ghosts give the story its irresistibly logical structure, and make Scrooge think that he is prepared for 39 

each succeeding visitation. Preparing to meet the second of the three spirits, ‘nothing between a baby 40 

and a rhinoceros would have astonished him very much’ (Stave 3). But of course he is surprised. The 41 

Ghost of Christmas Present surprises him by showing him flashes of humour and happiness in the most 42 

unlikely of circumstances. And when Scrooge sees the visions revealed by the third of the spirits, he 43 

naturally fails to recognise what the reader knows from the first: that the dead man, abandoned after 44 

the scavengers have done with him, is himself. 45 

Marley's Ghost announces them. ‘You will be haunted … by Three Spirits’ (Stave 1). Scrooge is even told 46 

at what times they will appear. The ghosts bring fatality to the narrative: Scrooge cannot resist the 47 

visions they set before him. He must awake at the destined times to encounter the world that he has 48 

made for himself. Time-consciousness is built into the narrative (those bells). The ghosts have only their 49 

allotted spans. ‘My time is nearly gone,’ says Marley's Ghost. ‘My time grows short,’ observes the first of 50 

the three spirits, ‘quick!’ (Stave 1; Stave 2). Chronology is of the essence: Christmas is a special day 51 

made all the more significant by the unfolding of these visions at their hours. On Christmas Eve Marley's 52 

Ghost tells Scrooge of three visits in three consecutive nights, but he wakes to find that it is Christmas 53 

Day. ‘The Spirits have done it all in one night’ – which means that he still has the day to redeem himself 54 

(Stave 5). 55 

A Christmas Carol is a brilliant narrative success, and was a huge commercial coup. It forged the 56 

association between Christmas and ghost stories, and led Dickens to write a series of such tales for 57 

Christmas. It also showed how the genre worked best within limitations of time and length, so that the 58 

short story and the novella were best suited to ghostly tales. Dickens had set a new literary fashion in 59 

motion . 60 
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The Ghost of Christmas Past represents memory. She shows Scrooge events from his 

past in hopes of shedding light on how Scrooge became bitter and miserly and to remind 

him that he was not always that way. If the Ghost can help Scrooge remember who he 

once was, there may still be hope for him. 

 

 

 

 

The Ghost of Christmas Present represents generosity and good will. He shows 

Scrooge scenes of people sharing what they have with each other, even if they have 

very little. This Ghost seeks to show Scrooge that the true meaning of the holiday is 

found in the joy that comes from giving to others and celebrating together. If Scrooge is 

to change his life, there is no better time to start than Christmas. 

 

 

 

The Ghost of Christmas Future represents fear of death. This Ghost intends to show 

Scrooge that if he continues in his current fashion, there is a reckoning that awaits him. In 

death, Jacob Marley paid for his actions on Earth. If he does not change, Scrooge will 

suffer the same fate. The affection the Cratchits hold for one another in the wake of 

Tiny Tim’s death stands in stark contrast to the predictions for Scrooge’s future, and 

pushes Scrooge to make a choice.  

 

 

In this extract, Scrooge is visited by Marley’s Ghost. 

 

“Man of the worldly mind!” replied the Ghost, “do you believe in me or not?” 1 

“I do,” said Scrooge. “I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, and why do they come to me?” 2 

“It is required of every man,” the Ghost returned, “that the spirit within him should walk abroad among 3 

his fellowmen, and travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is condemned to do so 4 

after death. It is doomed to wander through the world—oh, woe is me!—and witness what it cannot 5 

share, but might have shared on earth, and turned to happiness!” 6 

Again the spectre raised a cry, and shook its chain and wrung its shadowy hands. 7 

“You are fettered,” said Scrooge, trembling. “Tell me why?” 8 

“I wear the chain I forged in life,” replied the Ghost. “I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded 9 

it on of my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?” 10 

Scrooge trembled more and more. 11 

“Or would you know,” pursued the Ghost, “the weight and length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It 12 

was full as heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have laboured on it, since. It is a 13 

ponderous chain!” 14 
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Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of finding himself surrounded by some fifty 15 

or sixty fathoms of iron cable: but he could see nothing. 16 

“Jacob,” he said, imploringly. “Old Jacob Marley, tell me more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob!” 17 

“I have none to give,” the Ghost replied. “It comes from other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is 18 

conveyed by other ministers, to other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I would. A very little more is 19 

all permitted to me. I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linger anywhere. My spirit never walked 20 

beyond our counting-house—mark me!—in life my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our 21 

money-changing hole; and weary journeys lie before me!” 22 

It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became thoughtful, to put his hands in his breeches pockets. 23 

Pondering on what the Ghost had said, he did so now, but without lifting up his eyes, or getting off his 24 

knees. 25 

“You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,” Scrooge observed, in a business-like manner, though 26 

with humility and deference. 27 

“Slow!” the Ghost repeated. 28 

“Seven years dead,” mused Scrooge. “And travelling all the time!” 29 

“The whole time,” said the Ghost. “No rest, no peace. Incessant torture of remorse.” 30 

“You travel fast?” said Scrooge. 31 

“On the wings of the wind,” replied the Ghost. 32 

“You might have got over a great quantity of ground in seven years,” said Scrooge. 33 

The Ghost, on hearing this, set up another cry, and clanked its chain so hideously in the dead silence of 34 

the night, that the Ward would have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance. 35 

“Oh! captive, bound, and double-ironed,” cried the phantom, “not to know, that ages of incessant labour 36 

by immortal creatures, for this earth must pass into eternity before the good of which it is susceptible is 37 

all developed. Not to know that any Christian spirit working kindly in its little sphere, whatever it may 38 

be, will find its mortal life too short for its vast means of usefulness. Not to know that no space of regret 39 

can make amends for one life’s opportunity misused! Yet such was I! Oh! such was I!” 40 

“But you were always a good man of business, Jacob,” faltered Scrooge, who now began to apply this 41 

to himself. 42 

“Business!” cried the Ghost, wringing its hands again. “Mankind was my business. The common welfare 43 

was my business; charity, mercy, forbearance, and benevolence, were, all, my business. The dealings of 44 

my trade were but a drop of water in the comprehensive ocean of my business!” 45 

It held up its chain at arm’s length, as if that were the cause of all its unavailing grief, and flung it 46 

heavily upon the ground again.47 

 

In this extract, Scrooge is visited by the first ghost; The Ghost of Christmas Past 

 

Light flashed up in the room upon the instant, and the curtains of his bed were drawn. 1 

The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand. Not the curtains at his feet, nor the 2 

curtains at his back, but those to which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed were drawn 3 

aside; and Scrooge, starting up into a half-recumbent attitude, found himself face to face with the 4 
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unearthly visitor who drew them: as close to it as I am now to you, and I am standing in the spirit at your 5 

elbow. 6 

It was a strange figure—like a child: yet not so like a child as like an old man, viewed through some 7 

supernatural medium, which gave him the appearance of having receded from the view, and being 8 

diminished to a child’s proportions. Its hair, which hung about its neck and down its back, was white as if 9 

with age; and yet the face had not a wrinkle in it, and the tenderest bloom was on the skin. The arms 10 

were very long and muscular; the hands the same, as if its hold were of uncommon strength. Its legs and 11 

feet, most delicately formed, were, like those upper members, bare. It wore a tunic of the purest white; 12 

and round its waist was bound a lustrous belt, the sheen of which was beautiful. It held a branch of fresh 13 

green holly in its hand; and, in singular contradiction of that wintry emblem, had its dress trimmed with 14 

summer flowers. But the strangest thing about it was, that from the crown of its head there sprung a 15 

bright clear jet of light, by which all this was visible; and which was doubtless the occasion of its using, in 16 

its duller moments, a great extinguisher for a cap, which it now held under its arm. 17 

Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with increasing steadiness, was not its strangest quality. For 18 

as its belt sparkled and glittered now in one part and now in another, and what was light one instant, at 19 

another time was dark, so the figure itself fluctuated in its distinctness: being now a thing with one arm, 20 

now with one leg, now with twenty legs, now a pair of legs without a head, now a head without a body: 21 

of which dissolving parts, no outline would be visible in the dense gloom wherein they melted away. And 22 

in the very wonder of this, it would be itself again; distinct and clear as ever. 23 

“Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me?” asked Scrooge. 24 

“I am!” 25 

The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if instead of being so close beside him, it were at a 26 

distance. 27 

“Who, and what are you?” Scrooge demanded. 28 

“I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.” 29 

“Long Past?” inquired Scrooge: observant of its dwarfish stature. 30 

“No. Your past.” 31 

Perhaps, Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if anybody could have asked him; but he had a 32 

special desire to see the Spirit in his cap; and begged him to be covered. 33 

“What!” exclaimed the Ghost, “would you so soon put out, with worldly hands, the light I give? Is it not 34 

enough that you are one of those whose passions made this cap, and force me through whole trains of 35 

years to wear it low upon my brow!” 36 

Scrooge reverently disclaimed all intention to offend or any knowledge of having wilfully “bonneted” 37 

the Spirit at any period of his life. He then made bold to inquire what business brought him there. 38 

“Your welfare!” said the Ghost. 39 

Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could not help thinking that a night of unbroken rest would 40 

have been more conducive to that end. The Spirit must have heard him thinking, for it said immediately: 41 

“Your reclamation, then. Take heed!” 42 

It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him gently by the arm. 43 

“Rise! and walk with me!” 44 

It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the weather and the hour were not adapted to 45 

pedestrian purposes; that bed was warm, and the thermometer a long way below freezing; that he was 46 
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clad but lightly in his slippers, dressing-gown, and nightcap; and that he had a cold upon him at that 47 

time. The grasp, though gentle as a woman’s hand, was not to be resisted. He rose: but finding that the 48 

Spirit made  49 

towards the window, clasped his robe in supplication. 50 

“I am a mortal,” Scrooge remonstrated, “and liable to fall.” 51 

“Bear but a touch of my hand there,” said the Spirit, laying it upon his heart, “and you shall be upheld in 52 

more than this!” 53 

As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and stood upon an open country road, with 54 

fields on either hand. The city had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it was to be seen. The darkness 55 

and the mist had vanished with it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, with snow upon the ground. 56 

“Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as he looked about him. “I was bred in this 57 

place. I was a boy here!” 58 

The Spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch, though it had been light and instantaneous, appeared 59 

still present to the old man’s sense of feeling. He was conscious of a thousand odours floating in the air, 60 

each one connected with a thousand thoughts, and hopes, and joys, and cares long, long, forgotten! 61 

“Your lip is trembling,” said the Ghost. “And what is that upon your cheek?” 62 

Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that it was a pimple; and begged the Ghost to 63 

lead him where he would.64 

 

 

In this extract, Scrooge is visited by the second ghost; The Ghost of Christmas Present 

 

The moment Scrooge’s hand was on the lock, a strange voice called him by his name, and bade him 1 

enter. He obeyed. 2 

It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had undergone a surprising transformation. 3 

The walls and ceiling were so hung with living green, that it looked a perfect grove; from every part of 4 

which, bright gleaming berries glistened. The crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and ivy reflected back the 5 

light, as if so many little mirrors had been scattered there; and such a mighty blaze went roaring up the 6 

chimney, as that dull petrification of a hearth had never known in Scrooge’s time, or Marley’s, or for 7 

many and many a winter season gone. Heaped up on the floor, to form a kind of throne, were turkeys, 8 

geese, game, poultry, brawn, great joints of meat, sucking-pigs, long wreaths of sausages, mince-pies, 9 

plum-puddings, barrels of oysters, red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheeked apples, juicy oranges, luscious 10 

pears, immense twelfth-cakes, and seething bowls of punch, that made the chamber dim with their 11 

delicious steam. In easy state upon this couch, there sat a jolly Giant, glorious to see; who bore a 12 

glowing torch, in shape not unlike Plenty’s horn, and held it up, high up, to shed its light on Scrooge, as 13 

he came peeping round the door. 14 

“Come in!” exclaimed the Ghost. “Come in! and know me better, man!” 15 

Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit. He was not the dogged Scrooge he had 16 

been; and though the Spirit’s eyes were clear and kind, he did not like to meet them. 17 

“I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the Spirit. “Look upon me!” 18 

Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple green robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. 19 

This garment hung so loosely on the figure, that its capacious breast was bare, as if disdaining to be 20 
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warded or concealed by any artifice. Its feet, observable beneath the ample folds of the garment, were 21 

also bare; and on its head it wore no other covering than a holly wreath, set here and there with shining 22 

icicles. Its dark brown curls were long and free; free as its genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, 23 

its cheery voice, its unconstrained demeanour, and its joyful air. Girded round its middle was an antique 24 

scabbard; but no sword was in it, and the ancient sheath was eaten up with rust. 25 

“You have never seen the like of me before!” exclaimed the Spirit. 26 

“Never,” Scrooge made answer to it. 27 

“Have never walked forth with the younger members of my family; meaning (for I am very young) my 28 

elder brothers born in these later years?” pursued the Phantom. 29 

“I don’t think I have,” said Scrooge. “I am afraid I have not. Have you had many brothers, Spirit?” 30 

“More than eighteen hundred,” said the Ghost. 31 

“A tremendous family to provide for!” muttered Scrooge. 32 

The Ghost of Christmas Present rose. 33 

“Spirit,” said Scrooge submissively, “conduct me where you will. I went forth last night on compulsion, and 34 

I learnt a lesson which is working now. To-night, if you have aught to teach me, let me profit by it.” 35 

“Touch my robe!” 36 

Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast. 37 

Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, 38 

pies, puddings, fruit, and punch, all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire, the ruddy glow, the hour 39 

of night, and they stood in the city streets on Christmas morning, where (for the weather was severe) the 40 

people made a rough, but brisk and not unpleasant kind of music, in scraping the snow from the 41 

pavement in front of their dwellings, and from the tops of their houses, whence it was mad delight to the 42 

boys to see it come plumping down into the road below, and splitting into artificial little snow-storms. 43 

The house fronts looked black enough, and the windows blacker, contrasting with the smooth white sheet 44 

of snow upon the roofs, and with the dirtier snow upon the ground; which last deposit had been 45 

ploughed up in deep furrows by the heavy wheels of carts and waggons; furrows that crossed and re-46 

crossed each other hundreds of times where the great streets branched off; and made intricate channels, 47 

hard to trace in the thick yellow mud and icy water. The sky was gloomy, and the shortest streets were 48 

choked up with a dingy mist, half thawed, half frozen, whose heavier particles descended in a shower of 49 

sooty atoms, as if all the chimneys in Great Britain had, by one consent, caught fire, and were blazing 50 

away to their dear hearts’ content. There was nothing very cheerful in the climate or the town, and yet 51 

was there an air of cheerfulness abroad that the clearest summer air and brightest summer sun might 52 

have endeavoured to diffuse in vain.53 

 

In this extract, Scrooge is visited by the final ghost; The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come. 

 

The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently, approached. When it came near him, Scrooge bent down upon his 1 

knee; for in the very air through which this Spirit moved it seemed to scatter gloom and mystery. 2 

It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of 3 

it visible save one outstretched hand. But for this it would have been difficult to detach its figure from the 4 

night, and separate it from the darkness by which it was surrounded. 5 
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He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside him, and that its mysterious presence filled him 6 

with a solemn dread. He knew no more, for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved. 7 

“I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come?” said Scrooge. 8 

The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand. 9 

“You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not happened, but will happen in the time 10 

before us,” Scrooge pursued. “Is that so, Spirit?” 11 

The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its 12 

head. That was the only answer he received. 13 

Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge feared the silent shape so much that his 14 

legs trembled beneath him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. The 15 

Spirit paused a moment, as observing his condition, and giving him time to recover. 16 

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with a vague uncertain horror, to know that behind 17 

the dusky shroud, there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he stretched his own 18 

to the utmost, could see nothing but a spectral hand and one great heap of black. 19 

“Ghost of the Future!” he exclaimed, “I fear you more than any spectre I have seen. But as I know your 20 

purpose is to do me good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to 21 

bear you company, and do it with a thankful heart. Will you not speak to me?” 22 

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before them. 23 

“Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on! The night is waning fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead 24 

on, Spirit!”25 
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What is Dickens suggesting about the importance of Christmas? 

 

 

 

In this extract, Scrooge visits his childhood school and reflects on his time there. 

 

They walked along the road, Scrooge recognising every gate, and post, and tree; until a little market-1 

town appeared in the distance, with its bridge, its church, and winding river. Some shaggy ponies now 2 

were seen trotting towards them with boys upon their backs, who called to other boys in country gigs 3 

and carts, driven by farmers. All these boys were in great spirits, and shouted to each other, until the 4 

broad fields were so full of merry music, that the crisp air laughed to hear it! 5 

“These are but shadows of the things that have been,” said the Ghost. “They have no consciousness of 6 

us.” 7 

The jocund travellers came on; and as they came, Scrooge knew and named them every one. Why was 8 

he rejoiced beyond all bounds to see them! Why did his cold eye glisten, and his heart leap up as they 9 

went past! Why was he filled with gladness when he heard them give each other Merry Christmas, as 10 

they parted at cross-roads and bye-ways, for their several homes! What was merry Christmas to 11 

Scrooge? Out upon merry Christmas! What good had it ever done to him? 12 

“The school is not quite deserted,” said the Ghost. “A solitary child, neglected by his friends, is left there 13 

still.” 14 

Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.15 

 

 

 

In this extract, Scrooge asks the Ghost of Christmas Present about people’s actions in the name of religion. 

The poulterers’ shops were still half open, and the fruiterers’ were radiant in their glory. There were 1 

great, round, pot-bellied baskets of chestnuts, shaped like the waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen, lolling 2 

at the doors, and tumbling out into the street in their apoplectic opulence. There were ruddy, brown-3 

faced, broad-girthed Spanish Onions, shining in the fatness of their growth like Spanish Friars, and 4 

winking from their shelves in wanton slyness at the girls as they went by, and glanced demurely at the 5 

hung-up mistletoe. There were pears and apples, clustered high in blooming pyramids; there were 6 

bunches of grapes, made, in the shopkeepers’ benevolence to dangle from conspicuous hooks, that 7 

people’s mouths might water gratis as they passed; there were piles of filberts, mossy and brown, 8 

recalling, in their fragrance, ancient walks among the woods, and pleasant shufflings ankle deep through 9 

withered leaves; there were Norfolk Biffins, squat and swarthy, setting off the yellow of the oranges 10 

and lemons, and, in the great compactness of their juicy persons, urgently entreating and beseeching to 11 

be carried home in paper bags and eaten after dinner. The very gold and silver fish, set forth among 12 

these choice fruits in a bowl, though members of a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared to know 13 

that there was something going on; and, to a fish, went gasping round and round their little world in slow 14 

and passionless excitement. 15 
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The Grocers’! oh, the Grocers’! nearly closed, with perhaps two shutters down, or one; but through those 16 

gaps such glimpses! It was not alone that the scales descending on the counter made a merry sound, or 17 

that the twine and roller parted company so briskly, or that the canisters were rattled up and down like 18 

juggling tricks, or even that the blended scents of tea and coffee were so grateful to the nose, or even 19 

that the raisins were so plentiful and rare, the almonds so extremely white, the sticks of cinnamon so long 20 

and straight, the other spices so delicious, the candied fruits so caked and spotted with molten sugar as 21 

to make the coldest lookers-on feel faint and subsequently bilious. Nor was it that the figs were moist 22 

and pulpy, or that the French plums blushed in modest tartness from their highly-decorated boxes, or 23 

that everything was good to eat and in its Christmas dress; but the customers were all so hurried and so 24 

eager in the hopeful promise of the day, that they tumbled up against each other at the door, crashing 25 

their wicker baskets wildly, and left their purchases upon the counter, and came running back to fetch 26 

them, and committed hundreds of the like mistakes, in the best humour possible; while the Grocer and his 27 

people were so frank and fresh that the polished hearts with which they fastened their aprons behind 28 

might have been their own, worn outside for general inspection, and for Christmas daws to peck at if 29 

they chose. 30 

But soon the steeples called good people all, to church and chapel, and away they came, flocking 31 

through the streets in their best clothes, and with their gayest faces. And at the same time there emerged 32 

from scores of bye-streets, lanes, and nameless turnings, innumerable people, carrying their dinners to 33 

the bakers’ shops. The sight of these poor revellers appeared to interest the Spirit very much, for he 34 

stood with Scrooge beside him in a baker’s doorway, and taking off the covers as their bearers passed, 35 

sprinkled incense on their dinners from his torch. And it was a very uncommon kind of torch, for once or 36 

twice when there were angry words between some dinner-carriers who had jostled each other, he shed 37 

a few drops of water on them from it, and their good humour was restored directly. For they said, it was 38 

a shame to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And so it was! God love it, so it was! 39 

In time the bells ceased, and the bakers were shut up; and yet there was a genial shadowing forth of all 40 

these dinners and the progress of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet above each baker’s oven; 41 

where the pavement smoked as if its stones were cooking too. 42 

“Is there a peculiar flavour in what you sprinkle from your torch?” asked Scrooge. 43 

“There is. My own.” 44 

“Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day?” asked Scrooge. 45 

“To any kindly given. To a poor one most.” 46 

“Why to a poor one most?” asked Scrooge. 47 

“Because it needs it most.” 48 

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, after a moment’s thought, “I wonder you, of all the beings in the many worlds 49 

about us, should desire to cramp these people’s opportunities of innocent enjoyment.” 50 

“I!” cried the Spirit. 51 

“You would deprive them of their means of dining every seventh day, often the only day on which they 52 

can be said to dine at all,” said Scrooge. “Wouldn’t you?” 53 

“I!” cried the Spirit. 54 

“You seek to close these places on the Seventh Day?” said Scrooge. “And it comes to the same thing.” 55 

“I seek!” exclaimed the Spirit. 56 

“Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name, or at least in that of your family,” said 57 

Scrooge. 58 
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“There are some upon this earth of yours,” returned the Spirit, “who lay claim to know us, and who do 59 

their deeds of passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our name, who are as 60 

strange to us and all our kith and kin, as if they had never lived. Remember that, and charge their 61 

doings on themselves, not us.”62 

 

 

Source A - Cider with Rosie 

This is an extract from memoir Cider with Rosie by Laurie Lee. The writer remembers the magic and busy 

atmosphere of preparing for Christmas as a young boy. 

 

Next day was Christmas Eve, with preparations at a climax. The kitchen walls shone with reflected snow. 1 

Icicles curtained the steaming windows. As soon as we’d finished breakfast the table was cleared for the 2 

ceremonial mixing of the pudding — a formal ritual only, for Mother had thoroughly mixed it already, 3 

but now each of us had to stir it for luck. 4 

It stood rich and raw in its china basin, packed with currants, raisins, nutmeg, ginger and other musky 5 

indefinable spices. We each gave the mixture a solemn stir, made a secret wish, then took a long hard 6 

lick at the spoon. I remember well that voluptuous taste of suet and oriental bazaars, together with a 7 

faint flavour of pudding cloth. 8 

Christmas in the country meant feasts and fires, a few brief days of excess, when even the poorest 9 

among us would confront the stern gods of winter with the bravest possible show of good living. 10 

Everybody was busy this morning, chopping wood, carrying in logs or sitting on the doorstep plucking 11 

ducks or geese. Now the time had come for us to go up to the woods and collect leaves for decorating 12 

the house. Among the black and bare trees we shook the snow from the undergrowth with frost-13 

reddened fingers, seeking the sharp-spiked holly, bunches of laurel and ivy, cold clusters of moon-pale 14 

mistletoe. 15 

With these, our sisters transformed the familiar kitchen into a grotto of shining leaves, an enchanted 16 

bower woven from twigs and branches sprinkled with scarlet berries. 17 

After tea, as darkness fell, we put on our coasts and scarves, and trouped off with Mother to the town 18 

several miles down the wind-whipped valley. We always left the buying of our presents to this eleventh 19 

hour as part of the season’s dramatic crescendo, joining the rest of our neighbours who were all now 20 

heading from the shops to catch the last glitter of Christmas Eve. 21 

The tiny gaslit stores were gold caverns in the dusk, bursting with festive gods. 22 

We children gazed awhile at the grander toyshops, those with stuffed tigers and life sized dolls, but 23 

ended up as always at Piper’s Bazaar, the most magical place in town. In this glittering emporium were 24 

presents for all the family: rings, necklaces and brooches for 1d each, tiny tea-sets and dollhouse 25 

furniture, tin soldiers, cannons, paints and puzzles, Chinese lanterns and devil masks. 26 

For my mother I bought the best in the shop — a brass-framed photograph of Lillie Langtry for 6d. 27 

Home again, with the oil lamps and candles lit, we stowed our presents away in the backs of cupboards 28 

or behind loose boards in the washhouse. 29 

Later that night, a cousin, who worked in the woods, would leave a splendid Christmas tree at our door. 30 

We would haul it inside, plant it in a bucket, and smother it with Chinese lanterns. Mysterious and 31 

sparkling, still dripping with melted snow, its feathery branches filling half the kitchen, the tree was our 32 
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Christmas crown. Everything was now ready for tomorrow. There was nothing to do except go to bed, 33 

curl up in our blankets and wait, each with his long stocking hanging on the bedpost, empty. 34 

Would there be a flash of red in the window, a snow-glint of beard and ermine, a whisper of sleigh 35 

bells on our rooftops as Father Christmas made his benevolent entrance? We suspended judgment and 36 

kept an open mind. 37 

And when it happened, it was like the opening of a flower in the dark, the sudden ripening of fruit on 38 

the bough. A minute ago there was just the limp dead stocking. Now it hung heavy, bulging with gifts. 39 

Of all moments in childhood this must remain the most haunting, most unforgettable: the drowsy hand in 40 

the cold of the winter’s dawn reaching out as a test of hope, then suddenly finding itself filled with this 41 

weight of love, bestowed silently while it slept.42 

 

Source B - Christmas on the Mountain 

Kate Morton is an Australian author. Here she reflects on what Christmas was like in her family home when she 

was younger. 

I have always loved Christmas. In our family, when I was growing up, it was the pinnacle of the year: the 1 
fragile wooden decorations were taken with care from their storage box each December, along with the 2 
dried-macaroni masterpieces my sisters and I had made in the past, and strung upon the tree – 3 
sometimes a live potted pine that would later be planted in our garden, at other times a particularly 4 
beautiful branch that had fallen from a nearby gum and been sprayed with gold or silver paint. I 5 
adored it all: the seasonal reverence for beloved and beautiful objects, the unusual and particular 6 
cooking smells coming from the kitchen, the fairy lights and candles and music. 7 

At school, we sat in stifling hot-box classrooms, ceiling fans stirring the thick air as we sang songs about 8 
robin redbreasts and snow-covered fields, and a little baby in a manger in a faraway place with a 9 
magical name. At home, we crowded around the big oak table that had once belonged to my father’s 10 
grandmother, Nana Martinson, and pushed cloves into oranges, making pomanders to give to our 11 
teachers on break-up day. 12 

Home was an old wooden house called ‘Yooroona’, which sat in the middle of a large garden, in a 13 
mountaintop village in the rainforest of south-east Queensland. The garden was overgrown when we 14 
moved in, with corpses of abandoned cars hidden in a jungle of towering grasses and giant-leafed 15 
creepers, and a big tin shed hunkering in the bottom corner. The previous owner had built a boat inside 16 
that shed and set sail across the Pacific after selling the house to us. Dad slashed the grass and Mum had 17 
the shed clad in chamfer boards and reborn as an antique shop. 18 

Every year, when the Christmas holidays began, we would make the steep drive down the mountain, 19 
across ‘smelly-brake-bridge’ and along the Pacific Highway towards Brisbane. There, we would visit our 20 
grandparents – Nan and Pop Morton at Everton Hills, and Nana Connelly on the slopes of nearby 21 
Stafford – before venturing into The City to stare in wonder at the window displays of David Jones: 22 
elaborate mechanical scenes depicting Santa’s workshop, elves and reindeer amidst giant red balls and 23 
baubles. ‘But how did they know it was my birthday?’ my little December-born sister asked one year, as 24 
she gazed, wide-eyed, at the decorations. 25 

For as long as I can remember, we had our special dinner at night time on Christmas Eve, because it was 26 
cooler then, and because the festive candles made more sense in the darkness than they did when the 27 
sun was blazing. Mum cooked, and we all helped to decorate, laying Nana Martinson’s table and lining 28 
it with flowers and foliage from the garden. Our extended family always made the snaking drive up the 29 
narrow mountain road, a tradition that continued as the years passed, until eventually my husband and I 30 
were amongst those travelling up the mountain from Brisbane, too. 31 
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The year that I am thinking of now, 2002, was particularly hot, and we had Christmas Eve dinner with 32 
the doors and windows wide open in the hopes that we might catch a breeze. A storm was expected 33 
and the air was dense and sultry. Ivy tendrils were tangled together down the spine of the table, 34 
oranges and candles interspersed amongst the glistening leaves, and gardenias floated creamily in 35 
shallow cut-glass bowls. The room was heady with the scent of night-blooming jasmine, a fragrance 36 
marked so indelibly in my Christmas memories that I experience a strange, disjointed nostalgia if I ever 37 
smell it mid-year in the northern hemisphere.38 

 

Look at the whole of Source A and the whole of Source B. Compare how the 
writers convey their childhood memories of Christmas. 

 

 

‘Christmas has become expensive, boring and meaningless. It’s about time we stopped celebrating it to 

excess.’ 

Write an article for a website in which you give your views on this statement. 

 

HOW TO SURVIVE CHRISTMAS IF YOU HATE THIS TIME OF YEAR 

Olivia Petter, 2019 

 

Oh December. How do I loathe thee? Let me count the ways. 1 

For 91 per cent of Brits, ‘tis the season to be as jolly as a giant bauble, but what about the nine per cent 2 

who don’t celebrate Christmas? 3 

Maybe they don’t practise Christianity (not that it stops most people) or perhaps they just don’t have 4 

anyone to celebrate with. 5 

For those who aren’t decking halls with boughs of holly, Christmas – and the insufferable preluding 6 

months it governs – can be a total nightmare. 7 

The problem is that so much of what characterises the holiday season is rooted in suppositions of family 8 

and financial stability. 9 

Indulgent meals, shopping for gifts, playing board games…a lot of the things Brits associate with the 10 

Christmas period are based on presumptions of unilateral harmony that many people obviously lack. 11 

This way of thinking perpetuates a harmful myth that a happy family life and a stable financial situation 12 

is a social norm, not a privilege, thus, making Christmas a particularly difficult time for those who might 13 

not be so lucky. 14 

A study into festive despondency by psychiatric healthcare facility Florida House found that 29 per cent 15 

of people feel depressed at Christmas because it reminds them that they don’t have anyone to share it 16 

with. 17 

Meanwhile, for 69 per cent it simply makes them realise how broke they are. 18 

“If someone is feeling alone, grieving, separating, or struggling in other ways personally, then this time 19 

of year can intensify those difficulties,” explains psychotherapist Rachel Buchan. 20 
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This, she adds, is because Christmas places an intense emphasis on family unity and meaningful 21 

relationships. 22 

"For individuals struggling in relation to these things, this time of year can increase self-reflection about 23 

what they feel is missing in their lives, which can lead to rumination and a build-up of difficult feelings,” 24 

she tells The Independent. 25 

There are other pressures too. A 2017 study by mental health charity Mind found that more than a third 26 

of people (36 per cent) feel pressure to spend more on Christmas presents last year while 26 per cent 27 

admitted to feeling run down in December. 28 

So, if you are feeling like the only person in the world who is not filled with festive joy, how can you 29 

make it through Christmas? 30 

 

Give something back 

With Christmas adverts rolling out in late October and department stores opening festive sections as 31 

early as September, it can be all too easy to get caught up in the excess that surrounds the holiday 32 

season, where it’s all about an extensive wish list and an even more extensive appetite. 33 

But that’s also what makes it one of the most rewarding times to give back. Whether it’s signing up to a 34 

local telethon, volunteering at a care home or working at a soup kitchen for a few hours, there are 35 

endless ways to help others at this time of year. 36 

“Without the traditional set-up, to be content in one’s own company can be a piece of work,” explains 37 

psychiatrist Dr Stella Compton-Dickinson. 38 

“To connect by helping with voluntary work can give a good feeling by making a difference to the lives 39 

of those who are more deprived,” she tells The Independent. 40 

Treat yourself 

It’s also important for non-festive fiends to indulge in some self-love at this time of year, advises 41 

psychologist Dr Anu Sayal-Bennett. 42 

If you’re not celebrating Christmas, “celebrate yourself” instead, she suggests to The Independent. 43 

“Find gifts for yourself, pamper yourself, go for a long walk, read a book and wear your pyjamas all 44 

day if you want to.” 45 

Remember it’s only one day 

At the end of the day, Sayal-Bennett explains that it’s important not to let the festive fluff get to you – 46 

after all, the actual event itself is only one day. 47 

That's a mere 24 hours of having to endure festive frivolity at its peak. 48 

You've got this.49 
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How do poets explore the themes of greed and power in poetry? 

 

 

There are lots of personal pronouns in this poem, as one might expect in this situation 

but in this case they are significant as one of the themes is the narrator's high opinion of 

himself and his selfishness. Many of the words also relate to his love of possessions - 

including his former wife ("My last Duchess"). The narrator, in a rare moment of humility, 

says he is not very good with words "Even had you skill/In speech - (which I have not)" 

and, in a sense, he's right. This is not a poem full of wonderful imagery and it would 

reflect a capable, intelligent and sensitive soul if it was; this certainly does not describe 

the Duke. 

He is clearly materialistic as he is more attached to his painting of his wife than to her 

memory and he uses the painting as an excuse to brag about his power, “since none 

puts by/The curtain I have drawn for you, but I” – with the emphasis on his favourite 

word – “I”. He also brags about the name of a famous painter who was employed by him. He does the same 

later in the poem, bragging about his rare bronze statue cast by “Claus of Innsbruck”. His name-dropping is 

a feature of his aristocratic snobbery.  

 

Robert Browning 

My Last Duchess 

Ferrara 

 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall, 1 

Looking as if she were alive. I call 2 

That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf’s hands 3 

Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 4 

Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said     5 

‘Frà Pandolf’ by design, for never read 6 

Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 7 

The depth and passion of its earnest glance, 8 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 9 

The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)     10 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 11 

How such a glance came there; so, not the first 12 

Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not 13 

Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 14 
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Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps     15 

Frà Pandolf chanced to say ‘Her mantle laps 16 

Over my lady’s wrist too much,’ or ‘Paint 17 

Half-flush that dies along her throat’: such stuff 18 

Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 19 

For calling up that spot of joy. She had     20 

A heart – how shall I say? – too soon made glad, 21 

Too easily impressed; she liked whate’er 22 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 23 

Sir, ’twas all one! My favour at her breast, 24 

The dropping of the daylight in the West,     25 

The bough of cherries some officious fool 26 

Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 27 

She rode with round the terrace – all and each 28 

Would draw from her alike the approving speech, 29 

Or blush, at least. She thanked men, – good! but thanked 30 

Somehow – I know not how – as if she ranked 31 

My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 32 

With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 33 

This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 34 

In speech – (which I have not) – to make your will    35 

Quite clear to such an one, and say, ‘Just this 36 

Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss, 37 

Or there exceed the mark’ – and if she let 38 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 39 

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,    40 

– E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 41 

Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt, 42 

Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 43 

Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 44 

Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands   45 

As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet 46 

The company below, then. I repeat, 47 

The Count your master’s known munificence 48 
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Is ample warrant that no just pretence 49 

Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;    50 

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 51 

At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go 52 

Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 53 

Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 54 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!55 

   

 

"Checking Out Me History" was written by the British Guyanese poet John 

Agard and first published in 2005, in the collection Half-Caste. The poem 

focuses on the holes in the British colonial education system—particularly 

that system's omission of important figures from African, Caribbean, and 

indigenous history. In other words, the poem discusses how colonised 

people were forced to learned about British history—which had little to do 

with their actual lives—at the expense of their own history. Not only does 

the poem call attention to the oppressive nature of colonial education, but 

it also praises important figures who were left out—figures such as 

Touissaint L'Ouverture, the leader of the Haitian revolution. The poem 

suggests the colonial syllabus deliberately blinded colonized people to 

their own histories, and argues that only by re-learning their history can 

these people can fully understand and embrace their identities. 

 

John Agard 

Checkin Out Me History 

 

Dem tell me 1 

Dem tell me 2 

Wha dem want to tell me 3 

Bandage up me eye with me own history 4 

Blind me to my own identity 5 

Dem tell me bout 1066 and all dat 6 

dem tell me bout Dick Whittington and he cat 7 

But Touissant L’Ouverture 8 

no dem never tell me bout dat 9 

Toussaint 10 

a slave 11 

with vision 12 

lick back 13 

Napoleon 14 

battalion 15 

and first Black 16 
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Republic born 17 

Toussaint de thorn 18 

to de French 19 

Toussaint de beacon 20 

of de Haitian Revolution 21 

Dem tell me bout de man who discover de balloon 22 

and de cow who jump over de moon 23 

Dem tell me bout de dish run away with de spoon 24 

but dem never tell me bout Nanny de maroon 25 

Nanny 26 

see-far woman 27 

of mountain dream 28 

fire-woman struggle 29 

hopeful stream 30 

to freedom river 31 

Dem tell me bout Lord Nelson and Waterloo 32 

but dem never tell me bout Shaka de great Zulu 33 

Dem tell me bout Columbus and 1492 34 

but what happen to de Caribs and de Arawaks too 35 

Dem tell me bout Florence Nightingale and she lamp 36 

and how Robin Hood used to camp 37 

Dem tell me bout ole King Cole was a merry ole soul 38 

but dem never tell me bout Mary Seacole 39 

From Jamaica 40 

she travel far 41 

to the Crimean War 42 

she volunteer to go 43 

and even when de British said no 44 

she still brave the Russian snow 45 

a healing star 46 

among the wounded 47 

a yellow sunrise 48 

to the dying 49 

Dem tell me 50 

Dem tell me wha dem want to tell me 51 

But now I checking out me own history 52 

I carving out me identity53 

 

Toussaint L’Ouverture- a ruler who led the slaves to victory in the Haitian revolution. 

Nanny de Maroon- leader of the Maroons (runaway slaves), who led Jamaican resistance against the British 

Lord Nelson- officer in the Royal Navy who died during the Battle of Trafalgar Shaka- influential Zulu leader 

and warrior. 

Caribs and Arawaks- Caribbean people whose islands were invaded by Europeans. 

Mary Seacole - Jamaican nurse who helped the sick in the Crimean War. 
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Ozymandias was the name given to a hugely powerful thirteenth‑century BC Egyptian king. It appears that 

the once magnificent tomb of the pharaoh now lies broken in the desert sands. Only two trunkless legs remain, 

and a ‘shattered visage’ half hidden in the sand. How does Shelley reflect upon the work of the sculptor who 

created the statue in lines four to eight? What aspects of Ozymandias’s character has the sculptor captured 

so perceptively? 

The final five lines draw attention to the inscription on the pedestal, which proclaims Ozymandias’s power 

and the futility of trying to emulate his achievements. However, the scene of ruin and decay suggests that 

even the mighty Ozymandias cannot contend with human mortality and the impermanence of anything other 

than the natural world. He is reduced to a ‘wreck’, albeit a ‘colossal’ one. The final line encourages the 

reader’s eye to turn away from the tomb to contemplate the vast expanse of empty sand stretching away 

into the distance. 

 

Ozymandias 

Percy Shelley 

 

I met a traveller from an antique land, 1 

Who said—“Two vast and trunkless legs of stone 2 

Stand in the desert. . . . Near them, on the sand, 3 

Half sunk a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 4 

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 5 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 6 

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 7 

The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed; 8 

And on the pedestal, these words appear: 9 

My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings; 10 

Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair! 11 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 12 

Of that colossal Wreck, boundless and bare 13 

The lone and level sands stretch far away.”14 
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How does Dickens use setting to help convey the value of human 

connection? 

 

In this extract, Scrooge has just seen Marley’s ghost in his doorknocker after returning home. 

Every room above, and every cask in the wine-merchant’s cellars below, appeared to have a separate 1 

peal of echoes of its own. Scrooge was not a man to be frightened by echoes. He fastened the door, 2 

and walked across the hall, and up the stairs; slowly too: trimming his candle as he went. 3 

 

You may talk vaguely about driving a coach-and-six up a good old flight of stairs, or through a bad 4 

young Act of Parliament; but I mean to say you might have got a hearse up that staircase, and taken it 5 

broadwise, with the splinter-bar towards the wall and the door towards the balustrades: and done it 6 

easy. There was plenty of width for that, and room to spare; which is perhaps the reason why Scrooge 7 

thought he saw a locomotive hearse going on before him in the gloom. Half-a-dozen gas-lamps out of 8 

the street wouldn’t have lighted the entry too well, so you may suppose that it was pretty dark with 9 

Scrooge’s dip. 10 

 

Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that. Darkness is cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he 11 

shut his heavy door, he walked through his rooms to see that all was right. He had just enough 12 

recollection of the face to desire to do that. 13 

 

Sitting-room, bedroom, lumber-room. All as they should be. Nobody under the table, nobody under the 14 

sofa; a small fire in the grate; spoon and basin ready; and the little saucepan of gruel (Scrooge had a 15 

cold in his head) upon the hob. Nobody under the bed; nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing-16 

gown, which was hanging up in a suspicious attitude against the wall. Lumber-room as usual. Old fire-17 

guard, old shoes, two fish-baskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a poker. 18 

 

Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in; double-locked himself in, which was not his 19 

custom. Thus secured against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his dressing-gown and slippers, and 20 

his nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his gruel.21 



In this extract, the Ghost of Christmas Yet 

to Come takes Scrooge to visit a part of 

town he has not been to before. 

They left the busy scene, and went into 1 

an obscure part of the town, where 2 

Scrooge had never penetrated before, 3 

although he recognised its situation, and 4 

its bad repute. The ways were foul and 5 

narrow; the shops and houses wretched; 6 

the people half-naked, drunken, slipshod, 7 

ugly. Alleys and archways, like so many 8 

cesspools, disgorged their offences of 9 

smell, and dirt, and life, upon the 10 

straggling streets; and the whole quarter 11 

reeked with crime, with filth, and misery. 12 

Far in this den of infamous resort, there 13 

was a low-browed, beetling shop, below 14 

a pent-house roof, where iron, old rags, 15 

bottles, bones, and greasy offal, were 16 

bought. Upon the floor within, were piled 17 

up heaps of rusty keys, nails, chains, 18 

hinges, files, scales, weights, and refuse 19 

iron of all kinds. Secrets that few would 20 

like to scrutinise were bred and hidden in mountains of unseemly rags, masses of corrupted fat, and 21 

sepulchres of bones. Sitting in among the wares he dealt in, by a charcoal stove, made of old bricks, was 22 

a grey-haired rascal, nearly seventy years of age; who had screened himself from the cold air without, 23 

by a frousy curtaining of miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a line; and smoked his pipe in all the luxury of 24 

calm retirement. 25 

Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man, just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk 26 

into the shop.27 
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"London" is among the best known writings by visionary English poet William Blake. The poem describes a 

walk through London, which is presented as a pained, oppressive, and impoverished city in which all the 

speaker can find is misery. It places particular emphasis on the sounds of London, with cries coming from men, 

women, and children throughout the poem. The poem is in part a response to the Industrial Revolution, but 

more than anything is a fierce critique of humankind's failure to build a society based on love, joy, freedom, 

and communion with God. 

London 

BY WILLIAM BLAKE 

 

I wander thro' each charter'd street, 1 

Near where the charter'd Thames does flow.  2 

And mark in every face I meet 3 

Marks of weakness, marks of woe. 4 

 5 

In every cry of every Man, 6 

In every Infants cry of fear, 7 

In every voice: in every ban, 8 

The mind-forg'd manacles I hear  9 

 

How the Chimney-sweepers cry 10 

Every blackning Church appalls,  11 

And the hapless Soldiers sigh 12 

Runs in blood down Palace walls  13 

 

But most thro' midnight streets I hear 14 

How the youthful Harlots curse 15 

Blasts the new-born Infants tear  16 

And blights with plagues the Marriage hearse17 

 

 

 

 

 

How do the views of Blake in 

this poem about London reflect 

the description of London in A 

Christmas Carol? 
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In this extract, the Ghost of Christmas Present forces Scrooge to see how many people celebrate Christmas 

outside of the small part of town he is familiar with. 

By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty heavily; and as Scrooge and the Spirit went along 1 

the streets, the brightness of the roaring fires in kitchens, parlours, and all sorts of rooms, was wonderful. 2 

Here, the flickering of the blaze showed preparations for a cosy dinner, with hot plates baking through 3 

and through before the fire, and deep red curtains, ready to be drawn to shut out cold and darkness. 4 

There all the children of the house were running out into the snow to meet their married sisters, brothers, 5 

cousins, uncles, aunts, and be the first to greet them. Here, again, were shadows on the window-blind of 6 

guests assembling; and there a group of handsome girls, all hooded and fur-booted, and all chattering 7 

at once, tripped lightly off to some near neighbour’s house; where, woe upon the single man who saw 8 

them enter—artful witches, well they knew it—in a glow! 9 

But, if you had judged from the numbers of people on their way to friendly gatherings, you might have 10 

thought that no one was at home to give them welcome when they got there, instead of every house 11 

expecting company, and piling up its fires half-chimney high. Blessings on it, how the Ghost exulted! How 12 

it bared its breadth of breast, and opened its capacious palm, and floated on, outpouring, with a 13 

generous hand, its bright and harmless mirth on everything within its reach! The very lamplighter, who 14 

ran on before, dotting the dusky street with specks of light, and who was dressed to spend the evening 15 

somewhere, laughed out loudly as the Spirit passed, though little kenned the lamplighter that he had any 16 

company but Christmas! 17 

And now, without a word of warning from the Ghost, they stood upon a bleak and desert moor, where 18 

monstrous masses of rude stone were cast about, as though it were the burial-place of giants; and water 19 

spread itself wheresoever it listed, or would have done so, but for the frost that held it prisoner; and 20 

nothing grew but moss and furze, and coarse rank grass. Down in the west the setting sun had left a 21 

streak of fiery red, which glared upon the desolation for an instant, like a sullen eye, and frowning 22 

lower, lower, lower yet, was lost in the thick gloom of darkest night. 23 

“What place is this?” asked Scrooge. 24 

“A place where Miners live, who labour in the bowels of the earth,” returned the Spirit. “But they know 25 

me. See!” 26 

A light shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly they advanced towards it. Passing through the wall 27 

of mud and stone, they found a cheerful company assembled round a glowing fire. An old, old man and 28 

woman, with their children and their children’s children, and another generation beyond that, all decked 29 

out gaily in their holiday attire. The old man, in a voice that 30 

seldom rose above the howling of the wind upon the barren 31 

waste, was singing them a Christmas song—it had been a 32 

very old song when he was a boy—and from time to time 33 

they all joined in the chorus. So surely as they raised their 34 

voices, the old man got quite blithe and loud; and so surely 35 

as they stopped, his vigour sank again.The Spirit did not 36 

tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his robe, and passing on 37 

above the moor, sped—whither? Not to sea? To sea. To 38 

Scrooge’s horror, looking back, he saw the last of the land, a 39 

frightful range of rocks, behind them; and his ears were 40 

deafened by the thundering of water, as it rolled and 41 

roared, and raged among the dreadful caverns it had worn, 42 

and fiercely tried to undermine the earth. 43 

Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rocks, some league or so 44 

from shore, on which the waters chafed and dashed, the wild 45 

year through, there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great heaps 46 
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of sea-weed clung to its base, and storm-birds—born of the wind one might suppose, as sea-weed of 47 

the water—rose and fell about it, like the waves they skimmed. 48 

But even here, two men who watched the light had made a fire, that through the loophole in the thick 49 

stone wall shed out a ray of brightness on the awful sea. Joining their horny hands over the rough table 50 

at which they sat, they wished each other Merry Christmas in their can of grog; and one of them: the 51 

elder, too, with his face all damaged and scarred with hard weather, as the figure-head of an old ship 52 

might be: struck up a sturdy song that was like a Gale in itself. 53 

Again the Ghost sped on, above the black and heaving sea—on, on—until, being far away, as he told 54 

Scrooge, from any shore, they lighted on a ship. They stood beside the helmsman at the wheel, the look-55 

out in the bow, the officers who had the watch; dark, ghostly figures in their several stations; but every 56 

man among them hummed a Christmas tune, or had a Christmas thought, or spoke below his breath to his 57 

companion of some bygone Christmas Day, with homeward hopes belonging to it. And every man on 58 

board, waking or sleeping, good or bad, had had a kinder word for another on that day than on any 59 

day in the year; and had shared to some extent in its festivities; and had remembered those he cared 60 

for at a distance, and had known that they delighted to remember him. 61 

It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the moaning of the wind, and thinking what a 62 

solemn thing it was to move on through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose depths were 63 

secrets as profound as Death: it was a great surprise to Scrooge, while thus engaged, to hear a hearty 64 

laugh.65 

 

 

In this extract, the Ghost of Christmas Present takes Scrooge to see how the Cratchit family celebrate Christmas. 

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the rarest of all birds; a feathered 1 

phenomenon, to which a black swan was a matter of course—and in truth it was something very like it in 2 

that house. Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy (ready beforehand in a little saucepan) hissing hot; Master 3 

Peter mashed the potatoes with incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha 4 

dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the table; the two young Cratchits 5 

set chairs for everybody, not forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts, crammed 6 

spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek for goose before their turn came to be helped. At last the 7 

dishes were set on, and grace was said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, 8 

looking slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; but when she did, and 9 

when the long expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all round the board, 10 

and even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on the table with the handle of his knife, 11 

and feebly cried Hurrah! 12 

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn’t believe there ever was such a goose cooked. Its 13 

tenderness and flavour, size and cheapness, were the themes of universal admiration. Eked out by 14 

apple-sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; indeed, as Mrs. 15 

Cratchit said with great delight (surveying one small atom of a bone upon the dish), they hadn’t ate it all 16 

at last! Yet every one had had enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular, were steeped in sage 17 

and onion to the eyebrows! But now, the plates being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the 18 

room alone—too nervous to bear witnesses—to take the pudding up and bring it in. 19 

Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it should break in turning out! Suppose somebody should 20 

have got over the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose—a 21 

supposition at which the two young Cratchits became livid! All sorts of horrors were supposed. 22 
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Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out 23 

of the copper. A smell like a washing-day! That was 24 

the cloth. A smell like an eating-house and a 25 

pastrycook’s next door to each other, with a 26 

laundress’s next door to that! That was the pudding! 27 

In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered—flushed, but 28 

smiling proudly—with the pudding, like a speckled 29 

cannon-ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of 30 

half-a-quartern of ignited brandy, and bedight with 31 

Christmas holly stuck into the top.  32 

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and 33 

calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest 34 

success achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since their 35 

marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that now the weight was off her mind, she would confess she had had her 36 

doubts about the quantity of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but nobody said or thought 37 

it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have been flat heresy to do so. Any Cratchit 38 

would have blushed to hint at such a thing. 39 

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth swept, and the fire made up. The 40 

compound in the jug being tasted, and considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, 41 

and a shovel-full of chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew round the hearth, in what Bob 42 

Cratchit called a circle, meaning half a one; and at Bob Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of 43 

glass. Two tumblers, and a custard-cup without a handle. 44 

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden goblets would have done; and Bob 45 

served it out with beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and cracked noisily. Then Bob 46 

proposed: 47 

“A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!” 48 

Which all the family re-echoed. 49 

“God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all.50 

 

 

In these two extracts, Bob Cratchit describes the grave of Tiny Tim and The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come 

shows Scrooge his future grave. 

 

Sunday! You went to-day, then, Robert?” said his wife. 1 

“Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “I wish you could have gone. It would have done you good to see how 2 

green a place it is. But you’ll see it often. I promised him that I would walk there on a Sunday. My little, 3 

little child!” cried Bob. “My little child!” 4 

He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he could have helped it, he and his child would have 5 

been farther apart perhaps than they were.6 

 

 

He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he had gone, accompanied it until they 1 

reached an iron gate. He paused to look round before entering. 2 
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A churchyard. Here, then; the wretched man whose name he had now to learn, lay underneath the 3 

ground. It was a worthy place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the growth of 4 

vegetation’s death, not life; choked up with too much burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy 5 

place! 6 

The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to One. He advanced towards it trembling. The 7 

Phantom was exactly as it had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its solemn shape. 8 

“Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,” said Scrooge, “answer me one question. Are 9 

these the shadows of the things that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be, only?” 10 

Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it stood. 11 

“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. 12 

“But if the courses be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you show me!” 13 

The Spirit was immovable as ever. 14 

Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the finger, read upon the stone of the 15 

neglected grave his own name, Ebenezer Scrooge.16 

 

 

The Forgotten Letters of Esther Durrant (2019) 

Kayte Nunn 

 

They huddled on a bench in the dinghy’s small cabin as the captain got them underway. Under a pewter 1 

sky and afloat an even darker sea, she was reminded of Charon, the ferryman of Hades, transporting 2 

newly dead souls across the Acheron and the Styx. The air was undoubtedly fresher here though. 3 

Sharply scented. Briny. Far more pleasant than the filmy London fog, which coated your hair, your skin, 4 

even your teeth with a fine layer of dirt. It roused her a little from her somnambulant state and she 5 

glanced about the cabin, seeing a dirty yellow sou’-wester, a length of oily rope acting as a 6 

paperweight on a creased and frayed shipping chart.  7 

‘Look!’ John called out as they puttered out of Penzance’s sheltering quay. ‘St Michael’s Mount. Centuries 8 

ago the English saw off the Spanish Armada from its battlements. At low tide you can walk across the 9 

causeway. Shame we didn’t have time for it.’  10 

‘Perhaps on our return?’ she offered, her voice almost drowned out by the roar of the engine and the 11 

sound of the water slapping against the hull of the boat. John didn’t reply, looking out to sea instead. 12 

Had he even heard her?  13 

‘Oh look! Kittiwakes.’ Esther raised her eyes towards the horizon; there were several grey and white 14 

gulls wheeling above them, their shrieks renting the air. To the left, a trio of torpedo-shaped birds 15 

whipped past. ‘And puffins!’ he cried. The new sights and sounds had invigorated him, while she was 16 

already feeling queasy as the dinghy pitched and rolled. She registered their fat cheeks and bright 17 

orange bills and was reminded briefly of a portly professor friend of her father’s. She tried but failed 18 

to match John’s enthusiasm, pasting what felt like a smile on her face and swallowing hard to prevent 19 

herself from retching.  20 

The captain cheerfully pointed out the site of several shipwrecks but Esther did her best not to pay too 21 

much heed to his story of a naval disaster in the early eighteenth century, where more than fifteen 22 

hundred sailors lost their lives. ‘One of the worst wrecks in the whole British Isles,’ he said with a kind of 23 

proud awe. As he spoke, a lighthouse, tall and glowing white against the grey sky came into view. It 24 
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hadn’t done its job then. But then perhaps it had been built afterwards, to prevent such a tragedy 25 

happening again.  26 

They motored on as the rain thickened and soon a curtain of fog erased the horizon completely. Esther’s 27 

stomach churned and bile rose in her throat. Even John’s high spirits seemed dampened and they sat, 28 

saying nothing, as Esther fumbled in her pocket for a handkerchief and pressed it to her mouth, hoping 29 

that she was not going to empty the contents of her stomach onto the decking. She tried not to think 30 

about them mingling with the fish guts and salt water that sloshed just beyond the cabin. She gritted her 31 

teeth against the spasms of nausea while her insides roiled and twisted as if she had swallowed a 32 

serpent.  33 

The boat pitched and heaved in the rising swell as the waves frothed whitecaps beside them. ‘It’s getting 34 

a bit lumpy,’ said the captain with a grin. ‘Thick as a bog out there too.’ John hadn’t mentioned the name 35 

of the particular godforsaken speck of land that they were headed for and Esther didn’t have the 36 

energy to ask. She tried to think of something else, anything but this purgatory of a voyage, but there 37 

were darker shapes in the yawning wasteland of her mind, so she forced herself instead to stare at the 38 

varnished walls of the cabin, counting to five hundred and then back again to take her mind off her 39 

predicament. She was only vaguely aware now of John next to her and the captain, mere inches away 40 

at the helm. Outside, the sea appeared to be at boiling point, white and angry, as if all hell had been 41 

let loose, and she gripped a nearby handhold until her fingers lost all feeling. She no longer had any 42 

confidence that they would reach their destination. She had ceased caring about anything very much 43 

months ago, so it hardly mattered either way.  44 

Eventually, however, an island hove into view, and then another, grey smudges on the choppy seascape. 45 

Almost as soon as they had appeared they disappeared into the mist, leaving nothing but the grey chop 46 

of the water again. The captain’s expression changed from sunny to serious as he concentrated on 47 

steering them clear of hidden shoals and shelves. ‘They’d snag a small boat if you don’t pay attention. 48 

Splinter it like balsa,’ he said, not lifting his eyes from the horizon.  49 

All at once the wind and rain eased a fraction, the fog lifted, and they puttered alongside a small 50 

wooden jetty that stuck out from a sickle curve of bleached-sand beach. Like an arrow lodged in the 51 

side of a corpse, Esther imagined.52 

 

 

This is an extract taken from the beginning of the novel The Little Stranger by Sarah Waters, published in 2009. 

It is set after WWII when the middle-class way of life began to decline. The narrator, a doctor, visits a manor 

house he remembers visiting as a child. 

 
My heart began to sink almost the moment I let myself into the park. I remembered a long approach to 1 
the house through neat rhododendron and laurel, but the park was now so overly grown and untended, 2 
my small car had to fight its way down the drive. When I broke free of the bushes at last and found 3 
myself on a sweep of lumpy gravel with the Hall directly ahead of me, I put on the brake, and gaped in 4 
dismay. The house was smaller than in memory, 5 
of course – not quite the mansion I’d been 6 
recalling – but I’d been expecting that. 7 
What horrified me were the signs of decay. 8 
Sections of the lovely weathered edgings 9 
seemed to have fallen completely away, so 10 
that the house’s uncertain Georgian outline was 11 
even more tentative than before. Ivy had 12 
spread, then patchily died, and hung like 13 
tangled rat’s-tail hair. The steps leading up to 14 
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Thinking point 

Remember that when you write your own stories, the narrator is important in setting the 
tone and helping to create an atmosphere. 

the broad front door were cracked, with weeds growing lushly up through the seams. 15 
 
I parked my car, climbed out, and almost feared to slam the door. The place, for so large and solid a 16 
structure, felt precarious. No one appeared to have heard me arrive, so after a little hesitation I went 17 
crunching over the gravel and gingerly climbed the cracked stone steps. It was a hot, still summer’s day – 18 
so windless that when I tugged on the tarnished old brass and ivory bell-pull I caught the ring of it, pure 19 
and clear, but distant, as if in the belly of the house. The ring was immediately followed by the faint, 20 
gruff barking of a dog. 21 
The barks were very soon cut off, and for another long minute there was silence. Then, from somewhere 22 
to my right, I heard the scrape of an irregular footstep, and a moment later the son of the family, 23 
Roderick, appeared around the corner of the house. He squinted over at me with some suspicion, until 24 
noticing the bag in my hand. He called, ‘You’re the doctor, are you?’ 25 
His tone was friendly enough, but had a touch of languor to it; as if he were bored by the sight of me 26 
already. He said as we went, ‘You know why we called you, I suppose?’ 27 
I said, ‘I was told, for one of your maids.’ 28 
‘One of our maids! I like that. There’s only one: our girl, Betty. Some stomach problem, it seems to be.’ He 29 
looked dubious. ‘I don’t know. My mother, my sister and I tend to manage without doctors as a rule. We 30 
muddle through with colds and headaches. But I gather that neglecting the servants is a capital offence 31 
these days; they’re to get better treatment than us, apparently. So we thought we ought to send for 32 
someone. Watch your step just here, look.’33 

 
 

What language choices does the writer make to create a realistic setting? 

 

The narrator’s choice of the word ‘horrified’ shows that he is in disbelief of the state of the house. 

The setting becomes realistic because we sense that its appearance has affected and saddened 

the narrator. We can see that he cares about the nature of the house as he has memories of what 

it was like before.  

He remembers the ‘lovely weathered edgings’ and this gives the house a history which again 

makes it more realistic. This ‘lovely’ memory of the house is now contrasted with the present and 

the writer’s choice of the simile ‘tangled rat’s-tail hair’ to describe the ivy covering the house 

shows it is now not only decaying but also ugly and chaotic.  

 

Do you agree with this analysis? Can you find any more ways the writer makes the 

setting realistic? 
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Write a description of a town based on this picture. 
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What is the importance of the ending of A Christmas Carol? 

 

This extract is taken from the end of the novella after Scrooge has been visited by all the Ghosts. 

He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched the people hurrying to and fro, and 1 

patted children on the head, and questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of houses, and 2 

up to the windows, and found that everything could yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed that any 3 

walk—that anything—could give him so much happiness. In the afternoon he turned his steps towards his 4 

nephew’s house. 5 

He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the courage to go up and knock. But he made a dash, 6 

and did it: 7 

“Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the girl. Nice girl! Very. 8 

“Yes, sir.” 9 

“Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge. 10 

“He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I’ll show you up-stairs, if you please.” 11 

“Thank’ee. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand already on the dining-room lock. “I’ll go in here, 12 

my dear.” 13 

He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the door. They were looking at the table (which was 14 

spread out in great array); for these young housekeepers are always nervous on such points, and like to 15 

see that everything is right. 16 

“Fred!” said Scrooge. 17 

Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started! Scrooge had forgotten, for the moment, about her 18 

sitting in the corner with the footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any account. 19 

“Why bless my soul!” cried Fred, “who’s that?” 20 

“It’s I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let me in, Fred?” 21 

Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off. He was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be 22 

heartier. His niece looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister 23 

when she came. So did every one when they came. Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful 24 

unanimity, won-der-ful happiness! 25 

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early there. If he could only be there first, and 26 

catch Bob Cratchit coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon. 27 

And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen 28 

minutes and a half behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him come into 29 

the Tank. 30 

His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving 31 

away with his pen, as if he were trying to overtake nine o’clock. 32 

“Hallo!” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as near as he could feign it. “What do you mean by 33 

coming here at this time of day?” 34 

“I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.” 35 
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“You are?” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step this way, sir, if you please.” 36 

“It’s only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from the Tank. “It shall not be repeated. I was 37 

making rather merry yesterday, sir.” 38 

“Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge, “I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. 39 

And therefore,” he continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he 40 

staggered back into the Tank again; “and therefore I am about to raise your salary!” 41 

Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down 42 

with it, holding him, and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat. 43 

“A merry Christmas, Bob!” said Scrooge, with an earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped 44 

him on the back. “A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you, for many a year! I’ll 45 

raise your salary, and endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this 46 

very afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob! Make up the fires, and buy another coal-47 

scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit!” 48 

Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not die, he 49 

was a second father. He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, as the good 50 

old city knew, or any other good old city, town, or borough, in the good old world. Some people 51 

laughed to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and little heeded them; for he was wise 52 

enough to know that nothing ever happened on this globe, for good, at which some people did not have 53 

their fill of laughter in the outset; and knowing that such as these would be blind anyway, he thought it 54 

quite as well that they should wrinkle up their eyes in grins, as have the malady in less attractive forms. 55 

His own heart laughed: and that was quite enough for him. 56 

He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon the Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterwards; 57 

and it was always said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive possessed the 58 

knowledge. May that be truly said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God bless Us, 59 

Every One!”60 

 

Example Student Response 

 

Dickens utilises Scrooge in order to illustrate how self-centred, insensitive people can be converted into 1 

liberal, compassionate and socially conscious individuals. Benevolence and generosity overcome 2 

Scrooge’s hostile apathy as he realises his responsibility to look after the less fortunate. 3 

At first, Scrooge is portrayed as the worst man in London to show that even those with the most negative 4 

personas are capable of flourishing into better individuals. Dickens does this to show the bourgeoisie of 5 

his Victorian audience that they too need to seek redemption by supporting the proletariat and 6 

completing more charitable deeds as this simple change could have a rippling effect in society.  7 

At the beginning of the novella, Scrooge is presented as a cold-hearted miser. This is evident when it 8 

says, “Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, Scrooge! A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, 9 

scraping, clutching, covetous, old sinner!” The narrative ,“oh”, suggests that even the narrator is 10 

overwhelmed by how unpleasant he is. The adjectives are all linked semantically by a link with the hand 11 

- this shows how tightly he held onto things. In his single-minded focus on acquiring wealth, Scrooge 12 

represents the opposite of generosity in every way imaginable. The negative verbs all have an 13 

onomatopoeic feel associated with lacking liberty. The list emphasises Scrooge’s negative qualities to the 14 

point where he becomes a caricature of greed.  15 
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Towards the middle of the novella, Scrooge is starting to transform as he realises his wrongdoings. This is 16 

seen when it says, “Are there no prisons? Are there no workhouses?” The spirit reminds Scrooge of his 17 

own words at the start of the novella. Dickens is showing us that Scrooge has already begun to change 18 

as he is ashamed of having said it. This could also make the readers regret their stubborn views too. At 19 

first, Scrooge was seen as a supporter of Thomas Malthus - he was an economist who argued that 20 

poverty was the inevitable result of overpopulation. He believed that the increase in population would 21 

overtake the development of sufficient land for crops and diminish the ability of the world to feed itself. 22 

However, Dickens believed that these ideologies were wrong and that there was plenty of food to go 23 

around but only if the rich were more generous. He thought it was wrong that the poor should suffer 24 

because the rich were too selfish to share. Now, that Scrooge is able to see his mistakes, he will change 25 

his views and become more magnanimous. Dickens highlights the importance of generosity and charity as 26 

the Industrial Revolution created a society in which the gap between the rich and poor had significantly 27 

increased.  28 

In the 1840s around 75% of people lived “hand to mouth” which means they earned just enough to 29 

survive. Those struggling to survive in extreme poverty relied on the liberty of those better off than 30 

themselves. Dickens aimed to reach out to the wealthy and teach them to accept their social 31 

responsibility to look after the less fortunate. Excellent incorporation of context, very relevant. At the end 32 

of the novella, Scrooge has completely transformed into a philanthropic and altruistic individual rather 33 

than a misanthropist. This notion is made clear when it says, “I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as 34 

an angel, I’m quite a baby”. Scrooge has changed his outlook and his behaviour. The anaphora of “I 35 

am” shows deep pleasure and excitement at feeling different. The word “light” suggests that Scrooge 36 

feels free as a result of his encounters with the ghosts.  37 

In Chapter One, Marley’s ghost told him he had a “heavy coil” weighing him down. Now he feels light, 38 

which suggests he's relieved to have avoided Marley’s fate. “Quite a baby” could be metaphorical and 39 

represent the rebirth Scrooge has had. The noun “baby” symbolises the innocence and purity that should 40 

always remain in the world. “Baby” could also be symbolic of Christ, a baby who came to save the 41 

world in the same way the transformed Scrooge can begin to change the world with his renewed 42 

presence and commitment. He has done this in order to show his audience that they need to fulfil this 43 

need by being supportive to one another as well as the impoverished.  44 

In conclusion, Scrooge's change in persona could perhaps be representative of what Dickens felt was the 45 

real Christianity, rather than using it to conceal and hide ignorant views and behaviour. Perhaps, Dickens 46 

wanted his readers to realise that Christian faith is not enough, and instead realise that we need actions 47 

now, in the present, to look after the welfare of the poor, rather than relying on a merciful God to 48 

welcome the poor dead into heaven.49 



Retrieval Questions 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Articles for wider reading and flipped learning 

 

Victorian Christmas 

Should one want to find the ultimate Christmas celebration, the oldest traditions, the most cherished customs, 

surely Charles Dickens is the author to turn to. The problem is that, during Dickens’s lifetime, many of these 

traditions were barely traditions at all. The ‘traditional’ British Christmas we know today is not found in the 

mists of history, but developed as a product of industrialisation. 

That is not to say that Christmas celebrations did not exist before the 19th century, nor even that the holiday 

was not one of consumption. It is simply that, until industrialization and the mass market, what was consumed 

was, for the most part, food and drink. Holiday eating and drinking had been the major component of 

Christmas celebrations almost from the start . It was in the 4th century that 25 December was proclaimed, by 

the Bishop of Rome, to be the day of Christ’s nativity. But less than three decades later, the Archbishop of 

Constantinople found it necessary to warn his flock against the ‘feasting to excess’ the day engendered. 

And so it continued down the centuries. In a story written in 1837, Dickens ticked off the essentials: the day 

was about family, about mistletoe and holly, church-going and charity, and about food – turkey, plum 

pudding and mince-pies. Yet so many things we take for granted were not yet part of the holiday. He did 

not mention trees, carols, cards, stockings or crackers. There was no Father Christmas, nor were there presents 

(apart from those given to the servants, and tokens to the children). Dickens was on the cusp of the great 

changes that were coming, and when he began to write, many of the ‘traditions’ for this ‘traditional’ festival 

were evolving, and new ‘traditions’ were being created 

Decorations 

In the 16th century, listeners were encouraged to ‘Deck the Halls with Boughs of Holly’, or at least they were 

in Wales, where that carol originated. By the 18th century more generally, holiday greenery was so common 

that it was frequently simply called ‘Christmas’: ‘Windows were stuck with Christmas’ reported one newspaper 

in 1706 in an article on the season. 

In the south and west of England, kissing boughs were frequently seen: measuring up to a meter and a half, 

they were crossed hoops of greenery decorated with apples and oranges, coloured ribbons and paper 

flowers – precisely the kind of decorations that later would be hung on that novelty of the 19th century, the 

Christmas tree. 

By the late 18th and early 19th century, those who lived around communities of German immigrants 

(including at Windsor, with German-born Queen Charlotte), knew of the custom of decorated trees indoors, 

‘according to the German fashion’.[2] Queen Victoria and her German husband, Albert, had one for the first 

time in 1840, and in 1848 an illustration of their family around a tree popularized this German tradition, 

making it seem British. 

Carols 

We know that seasonal songs were sung as early as the 13th century, but in Britain carols had faded away 

with the Puritan rejection of Christmas. When they revived, they were generally about feasting, not religion.  

Yet just six years after his first Christmas story, which made no mention of them, Dickens’s most famous story 

was entitled A Christmas Carol (1843). Carols were now being reintroduced to the middle classes by 

anthologies written by antiquarians who collected them – that is, they transcribed the songs of the working 

classes, repackaging them commercially for the middle classes. 

It was another decade before carol-singing became widespread, however, because two other things were 

necessary: families needed to be together, and there had to be a way to play the music. For the former, the 

new railways made it possible for workers, and children away at school, to travel home for the holiday. But it 

was not until the 1870s, when paid holidays were established for the first time, that working people could 
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take full advantage. And by then, advertising and instalment plans were making pianos accessible to the 

middle classes for the first time. 

Christmas cards 

For those who could not travel home, another new tradition was the Christmas card. Until 1840, letters were 

paid for by the recipients, not the senders, and they were charged by the mile. The Penny Post moved the 

cost to the sender, and brought in a flat charge of one penny, a tenth or less than earlier prices. Just three 

years later, Henry Cole, eminent civil servant, inventor and a prime mover in the new postal-system, had a 

thousand cards printed showing a family Christmas dinner. But at one shilling each, there was no great 

demand. Only in the 1880s, when printing technology improved and prices dropped, did Christmas cards 

become a standard part of the season. 

Father Christmas 

Father Christmas had arrived too by then. The Reformation had seen saints’ days gradually disappear, St 

Nicholas included. Instead, Old Christmas, usually drawn as a thin old man, was invented as a spirit of the 

season. The Dutch Sint Nicolaas, or Sinterklaas, travelled to the USA and became Santa Claus. His business 

day was moved, too, to Christmas Eve instead of 5 December (St Nicholas’s day); by the 1820s he had his 

sleigh and reindeer, by 1870 he customarily wore a bishop’s red robes; and by the late 1880s he melded 

with Old Christmas in Britain, to become Father Christmas, part of the home-based, domestic holiday, and a 

symbol of giving. 

Christmas dinners 

For charity too was a major component of the middle-class Christmas. Newspapers printed Christmas appeals 

for donations for the poor, the sick and the elderly, and charitable organisations provided Christmas dinners 

for the poor, a copy of the new traditional Christmas dinner, with their new traditional foods. 

Plum porridge, a beef broth thickened with bread and flavoured with dried fruit, wine and spices, had long 

been a seasonal food, while Twelfth Night cakes, served on the evening before Epiphany, to mark the end of 

the holiday cycle, were also traditional, with a hidden dried bean and pea baked into them: whoever found 

these became King and Queen of Twelfth Night. Both these foods were gradually transformed into Christmas 

fare: plum pudding and Christmas cake. Meanwhile the railways had altered the main course of the meal, 

which had traditionally been beef for those who could afford it. Turkeys had first been brought to Europe by 

the Spanish in the 16th century, but before steam they were not a holiday staple. Before the railways with 

their speedy transport, animals had been herded to market alive. Turkeys, however, were poor walkers: their 

feet were tender, and they needed to be fitted with little leather boots to protect them on the march. Even so, 

a second fattening-up period once they arrived was still necessary, which made them a luxury commodity. 

With the arrival of trains, the price of turkeys dropped, and their large size made them perfect for equally 

large Victorian families. 

Christmas crackers 

In 1847 a confectioner, to set his product apart from others’, covered his sweets in paper wrappings that had 

been treated with chemicals so that they made a small explosion when they were unwrapped. He called them 

‘fire-cracker sweets’, and they were a success. Soon the sweets were replaced with paper hats and trinkets, 

and the Christmas cracker was born. Other businesses saw similar opportunities. To draw shoppers, 

Liverpool’s biggest department store created a snow-filled ‘Christmas Fairyland’ in the 1870s; 10 years 

later, a Stratford shop hosted the first appearance of a department-store Santa. 

Commercial Christmas 

And so the traditional, domestic British Christmas was really novel, commercial and international: Germany 

supplied the trees, the USA Santa Claus and mass advertising, the Dutch Santa Claus’s name, and shoes for 

the presents (even though, in the US translation, the shoes had turned into stockings). Christmas was produced 

by manufacturers, delivered by railways, advertised by newspapers and magazines. Christmas presents, 
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Christmas travel, Christmas pantomimes, Christmas concerts, Christmas dinners: all had been reshaped, 

reordered, repackaged and delivered, to create an image not of the modern age, but the age of 

domesticity. 

For whatever writers like Dickens said about the traditional Christmas at home, in reality, Christmas was 

always a commercial proposition. Christmas games and pastimes were promoted and marketed by 

magazines; Christmas music was the product of commercial enterprises selling sheet-music; food was 

processed and transported by new industrial processes; presents at Christmas were a novelty promoted by 

retailers. 

 

The Real Reason Charles Dickens Wrote A Christmas Carol  

After a particularly bleak year, millions in the English-speaking world and beyond will seek some comfort by 

watching a converted miser in a nightshirt, skipping about as light as a feather. “Whoop! Hallo! …What’s 

today my fine fellow?” Charles Dickens’ A Christmas Carol was an instant bestseller, followed by countless 

print, stage and screen productions. Victorians called it “a new gospel,” and reading or watching it became a 

sacred ritual for many, without which the Christmas season cannot materialize. But A Christmas Carol’s 

seemingly timeless transcendence hides the fact that it was very much the product of a particular moment in 

history, its author meaning to weigh in on specific issues of the day. Dickens first conceived of his project as a 

pamphlet, which he planned on calling, “An Appeal to the People of England on behalf of the Poor Man’s 

Child.” But in less than a week of thinking about it, he decided instead to embody his arguments in a story, 

with a main character of pitiable depth. So what might have been a polemic to harangue, instead became a 

story for which audiences hungered. Dickens set out to write his pamphlet-turned-book in spring 1843, having 

just read government report on child labor in the United Kingdom. The report took the form of a compilation 

of interviews with children— compiled by a journalist friend of Dickens—that detailed their crushing labors. 

Dickens read the testimony of girls who sewed dresses for the expanding market of middle class consumers; 

they regularly worked 16 hours a day, six days a week, rooming—like Martha Cratchit—above the factory 

floor. He read of 8-year-old children who dragged coal carts through tiny subterranean passages over a 

standard 11-hour workday. These were not exceptional stories, but ordinary. Dickens wrote to one of the 

government investigators that the descriptions left him “stricken.” This new, brutal reality of child labor was 

the result of revolutionary changes in British society. The population of England had grown 64% between 

Dickens’ birth in 1812 and the year of the child labor report. Workers were leaving the countryside to crowd 

into new manufacturing centers and cities. Meanwhile, there was a revolution in the way goods were 

manufactured: cottage industry was upended by a trend towards workers serving as unskilled cogs laboring 

in the pre-cursor of the assembly line, hammering the same nail or gluing the same piece—as an 11-year-old 

Dickens had to do—hour after hour, day after day. More and more, employers thought of their workers as 

tools as interchangeable as any nail or gluepot. Workers were becoming like commodities: not individual 

humans, but mere resources, their value measured to the ha-penny by how many nails they could hammer in 

an hour. But in a time of dearth—the 1840s earned the nickname “The Hungry ‘40s”—the poor took what 

work they could arrange. And who worked for the lowest wages? Children. Popular theories about how—or 

whether—to help the poor often made things worse. The first was the widespread sense that poor people 

tended to be so because they were lazy and immoral, and that helping them would only encourage their 

malingering. If they were to be helped, it should be under conditions so awful as to discouraged people from 

seeking that help. The new workhouses were seen as the perfect solution—where families were split up, food 

was minimal and work painful. “Those who are badly off,” says the unreformed Scrooge, “must go there.” 

Associated with this concept were the ideas of Rev. Thomas Malthus, who cautioned against intervening when 

people were hungry because it would only lead to an untenable population size. Better that the poor should 

starve and thus “decrease the surplus population.” If Dickens found these solutions cruel, what did he offer? 

Friedrich Engels read the same report on child labor that Dickens did and, with his collaborator Karl Marx, 

envisioned an eventual revolution. Dickens was very much an anti-revolutionary. In fact, he implied that 

revolutionary was the fearsome consequence of not solving the problem some other way. “This boy is 
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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.” Thomas Paine, in the foregoing 

generation, had argued in Rights of Man for a kind of system of welfare, including tax credits for help 

raising children, old age pensions and national disability insurance. But Dickens wasn’t a “systems” thinker, nor 

was he proto-socialist. Yet what Dickens did propose in A Christmas Carol, which he scribbled out in less than 

two months in the fall of 1843—intending it, in his words, as a “sledge hammer” blow—was still radical, in 

that it rejected the “modern” ideas about work and the economy. What he wrote was that employers are 

responsible for the well-being of their employees. Their workers are not of value only to the extent to which 

they contribute to a product for the cheapest possible labor cost. They are of value as “fellow-passengers to 

the grave,” in the words of Scrooge’s nephew, “and not another race of creatures bound on other journeys.” 

Employers owe their employees as human beings—no better, but no worse, than themselves. And, yes, that 

might mean “a prize Turkey” at Christmas. (Dickens could not resist a description of food in sensuous detail.) 

But the real salvation that Scrooge gives to the Cratchit family is a raise. As Scrooge and the Ghost of 

Christmas Past watch Tim, his father holding his lame hand, the miser pleads, “say he will be spared.” The 

ghost reminds readers of Scrooge’s Malthusian quote. “If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease 

the surplus population.” “Oh God!” the ghost growls, “to hear the Insect on the leaf pronouncing on the too 

much life among his hungry brothers in the dust!” In other words, Dickens reminded his 19th-century readers—

and today’s—not to mistake their good fortune of landing in a high place for their worth. 

 

Kafka – Metamorphosis  

When Gregor Samsa woke up one morning from unsettling dreams, he found himself changed 

in his bed into a monstrous vermin. He was lying on his back as hard as armor plate, and 

when he lifted his head a little, he saw his vaulted brown belly, sectioned by arch-shaped 

ribs, to whose dome the cover, about to slide off completely, could barely cling. His many 

legs, pitifully thin compared with the size of the rest of him, were waving helplessly before his 

eyes. 

 

"What's happened to me?" he thought. It was no dream. His room, a regular human room, 

only a little on the small side, lay quiet between the four familiar walls. Over the table, on 

which an unpacked line of fabric samples was all spread out--Samsa was a traveling 

salesman--hung the picture which he had recently cut out of a glossy magazine and lodged in 

a pretty gilt frame. It showed a lady done up in a fur hat and a fur boa, sitting upright and 

raising up against the viewer a heavy fur muff in which her whole forearm had disappeared. 

 

Gregor's eyes then turned to the window, and the overcast weather--he could hear raindrops 

hitting against the metal window ledge--completely depressed him. "How about going back 

to sleep for a few minutes and forgetting all this nonsense," he thought, but that was 

completely impracticable, since he was used to sleeping on his right side and in his present 

state could not get into that position. No matter how hard he threw himself onto his right side, 

he always rocked onto his back again. He must have tried it a hundred times, closing his eyes 

so as not to have to see his squirming legs, and stopped only when he began to feel a slight, 

dull pain in his side, which he had never felt before. 

 

"Oh God," he thought, "what a grueling job I've picked! Day in, day out--on the road. The 

upset of doing business is much worse than the actual business in the home office, and, 
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besides, I've got the torture of traveling, worrying about changing trains, eating miserable 

food at all hours, constantly seeing new faces, no relationships that last or get more intimate. 

To the devil with it all!" He felt a slight itching up on top of his belly; shoved himself slowly on 

his back closer to the bedpost, so as to be able to lift his head better; found the itchy spot, 

studded with small white dots which he had no idea what to make of; and wanted to touch 

the spot with one of his legs but immediately pulled it back, for the contact sent a cold shiver 

through him. 

 

He slid back again into his original position. "This getting up so early," he thought, "makes 

anyone a complete idiot. Human beings have to have their sleep. Other traveling salesmen 

live like harem women. For instance, when I go back to the hotel before lunch to write up the 

business I've done, these gentlemen are just having breakfast. That's all I'd have to try with my 

boss; I'd be fired on the spot. Anyway, who knows if that wouldn't be a very good thing for 

me. If I didn't hold back for my parents' sake, I would have quit long ago, I would have 

marched up to the boss and spoken my piece from the bottom of my heart. He would have 

fallen off the desk! It is funny, too, the way he sits on the desk and talks down from the 

heights to the employees, especially when they have to come right up close on account of the 

boss's being hard of hearing. Well, I haven't given up hope completely; once I've gotten the 

money together to pay off my parents' debt to him--that will probably take another five or 

six years--I'm going to do it without fail. Then I'm going to make the big break. But for the 

time being I'd better get up, since my train leaves at five." 

 

And he looked over at the alarm clock, which was ticking on the chest of drawers. "God 

Almighty!" he thought. It was six-thirty, the hands were quietly moving forward, it was actually 

past the half-hour, it was already nearly a quarter to. Could it be that the alarm hadn't gone 

off? You could see from the bed that it was set correctly for four o'clock; it certainly had gone 

off, too. Yes, but was it possible to sleep quietly through a ringing that made the furniture 

shake? Well, he certainly hadn't slept quietly, but probably all the more soundly for that. But 

what should he do now? The next train left at seven o'clock; to make it, he would have to 

hurry like a madman, and the line of samples wasn't packed yet, and he himself didn't feel 

especially fresh and ready to march around. And even if he did make the train, he could not 

avoid getting it from the boss, because the messenger boy had been waiting at the five-

o'clock train and would have long ago reported his not showing up. He was a tool of the boss, 

without brains or backbone. What if he were to say he was sick? But that would be extremely 

embarrassing and suspicious because during his five years with the firm Gregor had not been 

sick even once. The boss would be sure to come with the health-insurance doctor, blame his 

parents for their lazy son, and cut off all excuses by quoting the health-insurance doctor, for 

whom the world consisted of people who were completely healthy but afraid to work. And, 

besides, in this case would he be so very wrong? In fact, Gregor felt fine, with the exception 

of his drowsiness, which was really unnecessary after sleeping so late, and he even had a 

ravenous appetite. 

 

Just as he was thinking all this over at top speed, without being able to decide to get out of 

bed--the alarm clock had just struck a quarter to seven--he heard a cautious knocking at the 

door next to the head of his bed. "Gregor," someone called--it was his mother--"it's a quarter 
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to seven. Didn't you want to catch the train?" What a soft voice! Gregor was shocked to hear 

his own voice answering, unmistakably his own voice, true, but in which, as if from below, an 

insistent distressed chirping intruded, which left the clarity of his words intact only for a 

moment really, before so badly garbling them as they carried that no one could be sure if he 

had heard right. Gregor had wanted to answer in detail and to explain everything, but, 

given the circumstances, confined himself to saying, "Yes, yes, thanks, Mother, I'm just getting 

up." The wooden door must have prevented the change in Gregor's voice from being noticed 

outside, because his mother was satisfied with this explanation and shuffled off. But their little 

exchange had made the rest of the family aware that, contrary to expectations, Gregor was 

still in the house, and already his father was knocking on one of the side doors, feebly but 

with his fist. "Gregor, Gregor," he called, "what's going on?" And after a little while he called 

again in a deeper, warning voice, "Gregor! Gregor!" At the other side door, however, his 

sister moaned gently, "Gregor? Is something the matter with you? Do you want anything?" 

Toward both sides Gregor answered: "I'm all ready," and made an effort, by meticulous 

pronunciation and by inserting long pauses between individual words, to eliminate everything 

from his voice that might betray him. His father went back to his breakfast, but his sister 

whispered, "Gregor, open up, I'm pleading with you." But Gregor had absolutely no intention 

of opening the door and complimented himself instead on the precaution he had adopted 

from his business trips, of locking all the doors during the night even at home. 

 


