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Preface 
 

This book is designed for the students of the Study Program of English, Department of 

Language and Literature, Faculty of Culture Studies, University of Brawijaya, who are taking 

Prose. This course is aimed at developing students‟ skill in analyzing British and American 

literary work from its early beginning to the Victorian era. This course involves intrinsic and 

extrinsic elements, and how those elements collaborate in building a theme. Students‟ skill in 

applying the theories of fiction, therefore, will be applied comprehensively in this course. This 

is a three-credit course, in which close reading method is applied. At the end of the course, 

students are expected to comprehend literary work through all elements. Active participation 

from the students, therefore, is really needed  

 

It is expected that there will be further improvement on the quality of this book. Therefore, 

criticisms and suggestions for better editions are highly appreciated. 

 

 

 

Team 
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Unit 1 

Brief History of English Literature 
 

Pre-Reading Activities 

1. What do you know about the Victorian Period? 

2. Can you mention some literary works produced in the Victorian Period? 

While-Reading Activities 

Read any sources about the Victorian Period. You may find them either by the 

internet or by reading historical books. Below is a glimpse of the Victorian Period for 

you. 

 In Victorian period, England traveled path of progress and prosperity. It was a 

time of vigor, and variety, of stability and power. It was a period of advance in many 

areas: invention, science, commerce, industry, finance, education, religion, and art. 

Believing optimistically in progress, the typical Victorian writer set about improving 

his readers by increasing their knowledge and clarifying their moral standards. 

Novelists reached an enormous audience, and gave to the Victorians their favorite 

form of literature.  

 As the nineteenth century‟s Industrial Revolution” gathered steam, British 

society became afflicted with a variety of urban ills. Thus child labor, debtor‟s prison, 

sweatshop, hunger, disease, and illiteracy became key themes in a new type of 

literature, the novel of social reform. Charles Dickens wrote melodramatic plots 

about the poor and the oppressed so convincingly that he made the English 

conscious of the need for reform in their systems of law, education, and wealth. 

William Makepeace Thackeray encompassed whole societies in his colorful portrayal 

of English life. George Elliot presented deeply earnest stories dealing persuasively 

with the Victorian ideals of duty and self-sacrifice. Meanwhile she exposed the caste 

system in country life. 

 With the remarkable growth of the British Empire, the novel gained new 

dimensions. By midcentury, England was no longer defined by its island borders. 

Travelers and soldiers brought back fascinating tales of the newly discovered 

continent. Joseph Conrad, Rudyard Kipling, R L Stevenson were some of the them.  

  (taken and extracted from Inglis, Rewey B., Spear, Josephine. Adventures in English 

Literature. USA: Harcourt Brace and Company Inc, 1958 and  Gelshenen‟s Instant English 

Literature: The nineteenth century, New York: Byron Preiss Visual Publications, Inc, 1994) 
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After-Reading Activities 

Try to find the significances the following terms in the 19th century literary world 

1. Industrial Revolution 

2. Poverty 

3. Chimney Sweep 

4. Prostitution 

5. Railways 
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Unit 2 

Aspects of Fiction and Kinds of Novel 
 

Pre-reading Activities 

1. You have read many works both fiction and non-fiction in the previous course 

(Extensive Reading).  What elements of fiction did you grab when you were reading 

them? 

2. In your opinion, is it important to have the knowledge of elements of fiction before 

reading a work? If so, why? 

3. What kinds of novel have you ever read? 

While-reading Activities 

Referring to what you have learned in Introduction to Literature and Extensive 

Reading courses, please read more references telling about the elements of fiction 

and the kinds of novel. 

Post-reading Activities 

Answer the following questions 

1. Mention the elements of fiction 

2. What is plot? How is it different from story? What are the elements of plot? 

3. Conflict becomes the basis of plot. Can you mention the types of conflict? 

4. How many kinds of characters are there? Is the major character usually a round 

one? 

5. Mention and explain the methods of characterization. 

6. What is setting? What are its functions? 

7. What is the point of view? Mention and explain the kinds of point of views. 

8. What is theme? Is it different from subject matter? 

9. What do you know about symbolism and allegory? 

10. What do you know about style and tone? Please explain. 
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Unit 3 

Mark Twain’s Luck 
 

Before Reading 
The dual theme of honor and dishonor runs through this short story. As you read the story, 

you will most likely ask yourself. "What does it mean to be an honorable person?"  

 

Twain's story opens at a banquet where the character Arthur Scoresby. who has an 

esteemed reputation, is to be honored. However. Scoresby's honorable reputation is in 

sharp contrast to his true abilities.  

 

While Reading 
As you read "Luck," complete each of the following charts. For the story, define "honor" as it 

is demonstrated by the characters and events. Then, identify two examples of honor 

illustrated in each story. Explain why you think the example is a good illustration of honor.  

 

Definition of honor: __________________________________________________________  

 
Example of Honor Explanation 

1.   

2.   

 

After Reading 

Thinking about Secondary Theme 

Choose the one best answer. 

1. Which of the following sentences best reflects the moral of Mark Twain‟s “Luck”? 

a. Military heroes invariably turn out to be frauds. 

b. Cheating always leads to a disastrous situation. 

c. Education is the key to effective leadership. 

d. Success may depend more on chance than on merit. 

 

2. As a young teacher, the clergyman coached Scoresby for final examinations to 

a. get Scoresby a commission in the army. 

b. lessen Scoresby‟s anticipated failure. 

c. earn extra money. 

d. prove his abilities as a teacher. 
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3. What is the clergyman‟s motivation in telling the narrator his opinion of Scoresby? 

a. He is envious of Scoresby‟s success. 

b. He finds Scoresby‟s history amusing. 

c. He thinks Scoresby is a remarkable person. 

d. He wants the narrator to know how important he has been to Scoresby‟s career. 

 

4. Which of the following words best describes how the clergyman feels after Scoresby 

passes his final examinations? 

a. relieved 

b. elated 

c. remorseful 

d. proud 

 

5. In “Luck,” how did the narrator feel about Scoresby after hearing the clergyman‟s 

story? 

a. He was disappointed to discover that his long-held suspicions about Scoresby 

were true. 

b. He felt that Scoresby was a genius and that the clergyman was envious of his 

success. 

c. He felt angry that such a fool had received so many honors. 

d. He was astonished that a man he had once considered a demigod was nothing 

more than a lucky fool. 

 

Thinking about Main Theme 

1. What did the clergyman do to help Scoresby in school, and how did Scoresby benefit 

from this aid? 

2. Why did the clergyman accompany Scoresby to the war? What incident in the war 

made Scoresby a hero? 

3. According to the clergyman, what is the real reason for Scoresby‟s fame? 

4. How does the narrator‟s first impression of Scoresby contrast with the clergyman‟s 

opinion of the hero? 

5. In what ways did the clergyman help create Scoresby‟s „luck‟? What other factors 

helped Scoresby to succeed? 

6. Do you think that Scoresby is indeed „an absolute fool‟? Why or why not? Who else 

in the story might be considered a fool? Explain. 

7. What theme does Twain present in „luck‟? is this theme directly stated, or is it 

implied? Explain. 

8. Why do you think people often regard success and failure as matters of luck? 

9. Explain how Mark Twain develops his theme, or main idea, in Luck. First, write a 

sentence that expresses the theme of luck. Then show how twain illuminates this 

theme through the story‟s title, plot, characters, point of view, and tone. 

10. The clergyman in Twain‟s story “Luck” describes in detail how he feels about 

Scoresby‟s “accomplishments.” But what about Scoresby himself? Write an essay 

describing how Scoresby might feel about his military record, based on what you 

know about him. How would you feel in a similar situation? 
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Unit 4 

Willa Cather’s The Sentimentality of William Tavener 
 

 

Before Reading 
1. What do you think the story‟s title means? 

2. Have you gone to a circus? What might a childhood trip to the circus be memorable 

to you? 

 

While Reading 
Each of the following sentences contains a blank with four possible choices for completing 

the sentences. All of the choices come from “The Sentimentality of William Tavener.” 

Choose the word that completes each sentence correctly and that uses the word as the word 

is used in the story.  

1. His … was obvious from the way his hands shook and his voice rose. 

a. Gravity 

b. Shiftlessness 

c. Agitation 

d. Directness 

2. The mayor … the new highway plan, noting that it was too costly. 

a. Heeded 

b. Continued 

c. Assailed 

d. Announced 

3. Denise has a talent for languages: She can converse … in French, Spanish, and 

German. 

a. Incessantly 

b. Emphatically 

c. Fluently 

d. Occasionally 

4. Frank hopes that his new invention will finally make him …. 

a. Prosperous 

b. Wholesome 

c. Grasping 

d. Defensive 

5. Holly is loyal: Her … never wavers. 

a. Silence 

b. Recollection 

c. Allegiance 

d. Astonishment 
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After Reading 

Thinking about Characters 

1. What specific personality traits are Hester and William described as having at the 

beginning of the story? 

2. Briefly summarize the passage that describes Hester and William‟s relationship. 

According to the passage, why is their conversation about the circus unusual for 

them? 

3. What does Hester do before she goes to bed? What does she tell the boys? 

4. Why do you think William gives Hester the money for the circus? 

5. In what way does her conversation with William make Hester realize that she had lost 

something”? What had she lost? 

6. By the end of the story, how have the relationships among the family members 

changed? 

7. Are William and Hester flat or round characters? Prove your answer with examples of 

their behavior in the story 

8. In “the Sentimentality of William Tavener” who do you think changes more, William or 

Hester? Explain. 

9. Compare and contrast the characters of William and Hester. You may want to 

consider the following: (a) their backgrounds, (b) their personalities as revealed in 

direct comments by the author, (c) their relationships with their sons, (d) and their 

feelings toward each other. 

10. Imagine that you are William Tavener‟s youngest son, Billy. Write a brief speech that 

you believe will persuade your father to let you go to the circus. In writing your 

speech, explain why you want to see the circus, and try to answer some of the 

objections you think your father will raise. Be sure to write a speech that is 

appropriate to a young boy.  
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Unit 5 

Edgar Allan Poe’s The Cask of Amontillado 
 

Before Reading 
Poe is not easy reading. His language is old-fashioned and his sentences are long and often 

complex. Edgar Allan Poe's gothic tale, The Cask of Amontillado, is really a story about the 

loss of face. Face is a very important aspect of all Southeast Asian cultures. What other 

English words come to mind when you think of the word "face" in this sense? Think of as 

many words as you can. Which of the words below seem closest to your culture's notion of 

face? 

• pride   

• self-esteem  

• self-respect  

• amour-propre  

• self-love 

• self-confidence   

• dignity  

• honor  

• respectability  

• nobility 

 

Discuss these ideas with a friend. Think of some ways that people in your country try to gain, 

or maintain, face with friends, colleagues, and strangers. How can a person lose face among 

friends, colleagues, or strangers? Again, think of some examples. Think of a time when you 

did something to gain face. Was there any single time in your life when you gained the most 

face among your friends, family, teachers, or colleagues? Can you think of an embarrassing 

incident that happened to you, or to somebody you know, in which you or the other person 

lost face? Are there times when a foreign visitor to your country might cause somebody to 

lose face without knowing it? Think of some advice that you give a foreign visitor about your 

country's culture. 

 

While Reading 

Thinking about T h e   C h a r a c t e r s 

1. How many characters does Poe include in The Cask of Amontillado? What are their 

names? 

2. What drink are the French most famous for? 

3. Does Montresor have something of great value to him, which we might consider his 

treasure? Hint: It is not the Amontillado wine (which is Spanish anyway, not French, 

and does not really exist-it is merely a trick to get Fortunato to go down into the 

catacombs). 
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Vocabulary 

Choose the letter of the word that is nearest the meaning of each word in capitals, as the 

word is used in the story.  

1. Redress 

a. cancel 

b. forgive 

c. clothe 

d. set right 

2. distilled 

a. blinded 

b. removed 

c. concentrated 

d. protected 

3. recess 

a. break 

b. peak 

c. niche 

d. low point 

4. precluded 

a. added 

b. contained 

c. concealed 

d. prevented 

5. fettered 

a. captured 

b. chained 

c. attracted 

d. misled 

 

After Reading 
1. According to Montressor, why must Fortunato be puniched? 

2. Where does the story begin, and where does the action move to? 

3. Explain how Montressor persuades Fortunato to come with him. 

4. What does Montresor do to Fortunato in the vault? 

5. The narrator, Montresor, does not tell us much about the injuries Fortunato has done 

to him. What might this omission indicate about Montresor? 

6. Both Montresor and Fortunato wear costumes. How is each man‟s apparel 

appropriate to his character and his role in the story? 

7. What is Montresor‟s attitude toward his own actions in this story? At the end has he 

achieved the revenge he spoke about in the first paragrapgh? Why or why not? 

8. Poe‟s tales of terror have been very popular for over a century. Why do you think 

stories like “the Cask of Amontillado” appeal to readers? 

9. Do you think that the story arouses any pity for Fortunato? Why or Why not? How do 

the last two sentences of the story help to set the reader at a distance from its 

events? 
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Thinking about First - Person Point of View 

1. Is Montresor a reliable or an unreliable first - person narrator? Give evidence to 

support your opinion. 

2. Would this story be more effective if it were told from a different point of view - for 

eample, from that of Fortunato or a police investigator? Why or why not? 

 

 

Writing about Point of View 

Explain why the point of view used by poe in “ the cask of Amontillado” is effective. First 

describe the personality of Montresor. Then describe the things Montresor chooses to tell us 

and to leave out. Finally explain how Montresor‟s point of view affects the impact of the 

story.  

 

Thinking about Plot 

In Edgar Allan Poe‟s The Cask of Amontillado. Make a chart identifying the plot, filling in the 

Events that represent the (a) eposition, (b) rising action, (c) climax, (d) falling action, and (e) 

resolution .  

Write and evaluation of Edgar Allan Poe‟s The Cask of Amontillado. First decide whether or 

not you liked the story. Then eplain your responses, considering the following questions: 

Does the story arouse your interest at the beginning? What questions does it raise that you 

want to see answered? Does it sustain your interest and lead toward a logical solution? 

Support your opinions with specific examples from the story.  

 

Thinking about Setting 

Describe the setting and the general atmosphere of Edgar Allan Poe‟s The Cask of 

Amontillado. What details and comments about the setting and the characters‟ moods create 

this atmosphere? 

 

Explain the function of the setting as it is presented in the story and helps us to understand 

the very different behavior of the characters. 
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Unit 6 

Charles Dicken’s A Christmas Carol 
 

Before Reading 
1. Is it cold or hot at Christmas time in your country? Do families meet to eat and drink? 

What do children like about Christmas? 

2. Had you read A Christmas Carol before? Did anything surprise you in the book?  

 

 

While Reading 
1. Does Scrooge have any friends? Does he have a family? Why doesn‟t he go to his 

nephew‟s house for Christmas? 

2. Marley thinks that some people walk the streets of the world when they are dead. 

Why does he think they must do that? Do you think there are ghosts around us? 

3. Why is this ghost old and young at the same time? Why does it have a light? Why 

doesn‟t Scrooge want to see the light? 

4. Was Scrooge happy as a child? What was his father like? 

5. Do you feel sorry for him? 

6. When does Scrooge understand that the dead man is he himself ? 

7. How does this ghost make Scrooge afraid? Why does he do so? Which is the worst 

thing that he shows him? Can that make you afraid? 

8. Do you like Scrooge‟s change? Does it make the story better or worse? 

 

After Reading 
1. This is a very short book, and not the only Christmas story that Dickens wrote. Why 

do you think that it and its message endured and became such a part of English-

speaking culture? 

2. Did you have a favorite part? What image or line or scene sticks with you the most, if 

one does? 

 

Thinking about Characters 

1. How would you characterize Bob Cratchit‟s attitude toward Scrooge? Scrooge‟s 

attitude toward Cratchit? Besides literal heat, what might be the symbolism of the tiny 

coal fire that Cratchit has in the office?  

2. Why is the Ghost of Christmas Past young, small, cloaked in white and shining 

bright? What does he mean when he says that Scrooge made his cap and has forced 

him to wear it? 

3. How does Scrooge‟s relationship with his sister Fan play into the story? 

4. What is Scrooge‟s initial attitude toward the spirit? 

5. Is Scrooge‟s transformation believable? 
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Thinking about Theme 

1. Why does Scrooge say that Fred should not be happy? What does this reveal about 

Scrooge‟s priorities? 

2. What is the significance or symbolism of the fact that bells announce Marley‟s ghost? 

3. What does the name Fezziweg suggest? When the spirit challenges Scrooge by 

asking if Fezziweg truly deserves such high praise for such a little party, how does 

Scrooge respond? How might Scrooge‟s claim that Fezziweg “had the power to make 

us happy and to make us unhappy” reflect upon Scrooge himself? 

4. How does Scrooge feel about the spirit of Christmas yet to come? 

 

Thinking about Plot 

1. What has Marley‟s ghost been doing since his death? 

2. What is different about Scrooge when he says “Remember it? I could walk it with a 

blindfold?” 

3. How does Scrooge try to extinguish the light of the first spirit? Does he succeed? 

What is the light a symbol of? 

4. How is what Scrooge is thinking as he lies in bed waiting to see if the spirit appears 

different from the previous chapter? How has Scrooge‟s attitude toward his being 

escorted by a ghost changed? 

5. How is Scrooge affected by seeing the Cratchit family? 

6. What is the point of the visits with the Ghost of Christmas Present to the lighthouse 

and the ship? 

7. Why does Fred refuse to speak against Scrooge? How does his wife differ on this 

matter? Fred and his wife and Bob and his wife have different views on Scrooge. 

What does this say about each of them? 

8. What does the Ghost of Christmas Present mean when it says the boy and the girl 

under his robes, Ignorance and Want, are “Man‟s”? 

9. What is the lesson Scrooge learns when the ghost shows him the Cratchit family 

after Tim‟s death? Why is this lesson needed when Scrooge‟s attitude has already 

changed so much? 
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Unit 7 

Stephen Crane’s Maggie, A Girl on the Street 
 

 

Pre-reading Activities 
 
1. Have you ever seen children begging at the traffic lights? 
2. What do you think of them? 
 

While-reading Activities 
1. Note the difficult words that you find in the text and find their meanings. 
2. Note the words that you think closely related with the setting of the novella 
3. Write down the characters you find in the novella 
 

Post-Reading Activities 

A. In-detailed Reading. 

Choose the correct answer  

1. Who is the woman who searches for Jimmie, and is rebuffed by him, late in the 
novel? 

A) Miss Smith    B) The old woman from downstairs                                  
C) Nellie    D) Hattie 

2. Who saves young Jimmie during his fight with the street urchins? 

A) Maggie    B) Father Kennedy                                                                    
C) Pete     D) Samuel 

3. What does Maggie do in an attempt to freshen up the apartment to impress Pete? 

A) She buys a new carpet.  B) She makes a lambrequin. 
C) She buys fresh flowers.  D) She paints the walls. 

4. What does Pete do for a living? 

A) He is a teamster   B) He is a bartender.   
 C) He is a boxer.   D) He is a chimney-sweep 

5. What is the name of the friend who goes with Jimmie to fight Pete? 

A) Billie    B) Eamon  
C) Johnson    D) Leavon 

6. What does Pete buy for Maggie on the occasion of their first night on the town? 

A) Flowers    B) A lambrequin    
 C) Blue ribbon              D) A beer 
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7. What does the old woman ask Jimmie to do in exchange for the right to sleep in 
her apartment while his parents are fighting? 

A) Chop her firewood    B) Buy her beer                                                              
C) Tell her gossip about his sister  D) Shovel her coal 

8. What does Mary want to do to Maggie's dead body? 

A) She wants to drop her in the river.  
B) She wants to cremate her. 
C) She wants to dress her in baby shoes.  
D) She wants to bring her to church to ask for absolution for her soul. 

 

9. How much money does Maggie make a week at her sweatshop?                                                     
A) Three dollars  B) Five dollars  C) Ten dollars 
 D) Twelve dollars 

10. Which is not a place in this novel?                                                                                       
A) The Bowery  B) Greenwich Village    C) Fifth Avenue  

D) Devil's Row 

11. How does the novel refer--repeatedly and exclusively--to the person 
accompanying Nellie at the bar before Nellie lures Pete away from Maggie? 

A) "An affable gentleman"   B) "A silly fop" 
C) "A mere boy"    D) "A simpering fool" 

12. What surprises Pete on his first date with Maggie? 

A) She insists on paying her own way. B) She walks out of the bar in a huff.                  
C) They meet Nellie.               D) She refuses to kiss him 
goodnight. 

13. What was the name under which Stephen Crane originally published Maggie? 
  (A) Frank Norris     (B) Johnston Smith 
  (C) James Johnson    (D) Appleton 
 
B. Analyzing the setting of the novella 
 
1. What is the novella‟s setting in space and time? 
2. How does the author‟s go about establishing setting? Does the author want the 

reader to see or feel it? What details of the setting does the author isolate and 
describe? 

3. Is the setting in the novella important? If so, what is its function? Is it used to 
reveal, reinforce, or influence character, plot, or theme? 

 
C. Analyzing the Character 

 
1. Who is the protagonist of the novella and who (or what) is the antagonist? 

Describe the major traits and qualities of each. 
2. What is the function of the work‟s minor characters? 
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3. Identify the characters in terms of whether they are flat and round, dynamic or 
static. 

4. What methods does the author employ to establish and reveal the characters? Are 
the methods primarily of showing or of telling? 

5. Are the actions of the characters properly motivated and consistent? 
 
D.  Analyzing the plot 
 

1. What is the conflict (or conflicts) on which the plot turns? 
2. Complete the chart to reveal the plot of the novella 
 

Exposition  Complication Crisis/Climax Falling Action Resolution 

 
 
 

    

 
 
3. Compare your chart with the other group‟s. Do you find it the same or different? 
Please discuss it with your friends. 
 
E. Analyzing the Theme 
 
1. Does the novella have a theme? Is it stated or implied? 
2. What generalization(s) or statement (s) about life or human experience does the 

novella make? 
3. What elements of the novella contribute most heavily to the formulation of the 

theme? 
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RENCANA PROSES KEGIATAN PEMBELAJARAN SEMESTER (RPKPS) 

 

Mata kuliah  : Prose 

Semester  : 4 (empat)  

Kode  : SBI 4219 

Jurusan  : Bahasa dan Sastra  

Program Studi  : Sastra Inggris 

Deskripsi Singkat :   

Mata kuliah ini bertujuan untuk membangun kemampuan mahasiswa untuk menelaah prosa Inggris dan Amerika dalam awal sejarah kemunculannya 

hingga karya – karya yang muncul di era Victoria. Lingkup kajian meliputi elemen – elemen yang berada di dalam dan di luar teks, bagaimana elemen – 

elemen tersebut berkolaborasi dalam pembangunan tema. Dengan demikian, kemampuan mahasiswa untuk menerapkan pengetahuan mengenai teori fiksi 

yang diperoleh dalam mata kuliah Introduction to Literary Studies akan diaplikasikan secara lebih mendalam dalam karya sastra prosa yang harus dibaca 

pada semester tersebut. Jumlah beban kredit untuk mata kuliah ini adalah 3 sks. Metode close reading terhadap karya sastra pre-modern menjadi teknik 

pertama yang dipakai dalam proses pembelajaran. Setelah itu, mahasiswa akan diarahkan untuk memahami konteks karya sastra melalui semua elemen 

yang membangunnya melalui diskusi kelompok yang akan dijadikan bahan diskusi di kelas setiap minggunya. Oleh karena itu, partisipasi aktif mahasiswa 

dalam proses pembelajaran sangat dibutuhkan.  

 

Bahan kajian :(1) Sejarah singkat prosa Inggris dan Amerika Era Victoria; (2) Konteks sosial – budaya dalam karya sastra prosa era Victoria; (3) telaah 

tekstual karya sastra prosa Era victoria 
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(1) 
MINGGU 

KE 

(2) 
MATERI PEMBELAJARAN 

(3) 
BENTUK PEMBELAJARAN 

(4) 
KEMAMPUAN AKHIR YANG 

DIHARAPKAN 

(5) 
KRITERIA (INDIKATOR) PENILAIAN 

(6) 
BOBOT 
NILAI 

I 1. RPKPS 
2. Sejarah singkat Sastra 

Inggris dan Amerika di 
era Victoria 

 
 
 

Kegiatan belajar dilakukan sebagai 
berikut: 

1. Diskusi: dosen dan mahasiswa 
berdiskusi mengenai kontrak 
pembelajaran selama satu 
semester 

2. Brainstorming: dosen memimpin 
diskusi mengenai sejarah singkat 
sastra Inggris dan Amerika era 
Victoria 

Mahasiswa mampu: 
1. mengenali kerangka perkuliahan 

yang meliputi tujuan, 
pembatasan dan arah mata 
kuliah 

2. menyampaikan pengetahuan 
mereka mengenai sejarah sastra 
Inggris dan Amerika era Victoria 

 

Mahasiswa mampu: 
1. menerapkan kontrak 

perkuliahan 
2. menjelaskan sejarah sastra 

Inggris dan Amerika era 
Victoria 

5% 

II Aspects of Fiction and Kinds of 
Novel 

1. Free Group discussion: Mahasiswa 
berdiskusi (dipandu oleh dosen) 
dalam satu kelas besar mengenai 
aspek – aspek dalam fiksi dan 
macam - macam novel  

2. Tutorial: Penjelasan oleh Dosen 
mengenai aspek – aspek di dalam 
fiksi dan macam - macam novel 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan 
aspek – aspek dalam fiksi dan macam - 
macam novel 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan 
aspek  - aspek dalam fiksi dan 
macam - macam novel  

7% 

III Main Theme: Mark Twain’s 

Luck 

Kegiatan belajar dilakukan sebagai 
berikut: 
1. presentasi mahasiswa mengenai 

hasil analisis tema utama dalam 
prosa (analisis dilakukan dalam 
kelompok kecil sebagai tugas 
terstruktur sebelum perkuliahan) 
dilanjutkan dengan tanya jawab  

2. wrap-up discussion mengenai hasil 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis tema 
utama dalam prosa 

Mahasiswa mampu: 

1. Mengidentifikasi tema utama 

dalam prosa  

2. Menyajikan hasil identifikasi 

tema utama dalam prosa 

3. Menjawab pertanyaan rekan 

mengenai hasil analisis tema 

utama dalam prosa 

7% 
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pesentasi mahasiswa dipimpin oleh 
dosen 

IV Secondary Theme: Mark 

Twain’s Luck 

Kegiatan belajar dilakukan sebagai 
berikut: 
1. presentasi mahasiswa mengenai 

hasil analisis tema sekunder dalam 
prosa (dilakukan dalam kelompok 
kecil sebagai tugas terstruktur 
sebelum perkuliahan) dilanjutkan 
dengan tanya jawab  

2. wrap-up discussion mengenai hasil 
pesentasi mahasiswa dipimpin oleh 
dosen 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis tema 
sekunder dalam prosa 

Mahasiswa mampu: 

1. Mengidentifikasi tema 

sekundrer dalam prosa 

2. Menyajikan hasil identifikasi 

tema sekunder dalam prosa 

3. Menjawab pertanyaan rekan 

mengenai hasil analisis 

temasekuinder dalam prosa 

7% 

V Character and 

Characterization and their 

relationship to theme: Willa 

Cather’ The Sentimentality 

of William Tavener 

Kegiatan belajar dilakukan sebagai 
berikut: 
1. presentasi mahasiswa mengenai 

hasil analisis Character and 
Characterization and their 
relationship to theme: Willa Cather’ 
The Sentimentality of William 
Tavener  (dilakukan dalam 
kelompok kecil sebagai tugas 
terstruktur sebelum perkuliahan) 
dilanjutkan dengan tanya jawab  

2. wrap-up discussion mengenai hasil 
pesentasi mahasiswa dipimpin oleh 
dosen 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
Character and Characterization and 
their relationship to theme 

Mahasiswa mampu: 

1. Mengidentifikasi Character 

and Characterization and their 

relationship to theme 

2. Menyajikan hasil identifikasi 

Character and 

Characterization and their 

relationship to theme  

3. Menjawab pertanyaan rekan 

mengenai hasil analisis 

Character and 

Characterization and their 

relationship to theme 

7% 

VI Plot and Point of View: 

Edgar Allan Poe’s The Cask 

of Amontillado 

1. diskusi: mahasiswa dalam 

kelompok kecil (pada minggu 

sebelumnya) menganalisis plot 

dan point of view dalam Edgar 

Allan Poe’s The Cask of 

1. Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
plot dan point of view dalam short 
story 

2. Mahasiswa mampu menyajikan 
hasil analisis plot dan point of view 

1. Mahasiswa mampu menyajikan 
hasil analisis plot dan point of 
view dalam short story 

2. Mahasiswa mampu bertanya 
satu pertanyaan terhadap 

7% 



22 | Prose 

 

Amontillado  

2. presentasi mahasiswa mengenai 

hasil analisis 

dalam short story 
3. Mahasiswa mampu bertanya dan 

menjawab pertanyaan dalam 
diskusi mengenai analisis plot dan 
point of view dalam short story 

sesama rekan mahasiswa  

VII Setting: Edgar Allan Poe’s 

The Cask of Amontillado 

1. Individual task: pada minggu 
sebelumnya, mahasiswa 
menganalisis setting  

2. Mahasiswa mempresentasikan hasil 
analisis secara individu (randomly) 

3. Mahasiswa berdiskusi mengenai 
hasil analisis dari rekan - rekannya 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
setting dalam prosa 

 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan 
setting dalam prosa dan 
memberikan buktinya 

7% 

VIII Mid-Term Test     

IX Setting: Charles Dickens’ A 

Christmas Carol - Stave 1, 

Stave 2, and Stave 3 

Kegiatan belajar dilakukan sebagai 
berikut: 
1. presentasi mahasiswa dalam 

kelompok kecil mengenai hasil 
analisis setting dilanjutkan dengan 
tanya jawab  

2. wrap-up discussion mengenai hasil 
pesentasi mahasiswa dipimpin oleh 
dosen 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
setting 

Mahasiswa mampu: 

1. Mengidentifikasi setting 

2. Menyajikan hasil identifikasi 

setting 

3. Menjawab pertanyaan rekan 

mengenai hasil analisis setting 

7% 

X Character and 

Characterization and their 

relationship to theme:  

Charles Dickens’ A 

Christmas Carol - Stave 1 - 

Stave 5 

Kegiatan belajar dilakukan sebagai 
berikut: 
1. presentasi mahasiswa dalam 

kelompok kecil mengenai hasil 
analisis Character and 
Characterization and their 
relationship to theme dalam prosa 
dilanjutkan dengan tanya jawab  

2. wrap-up discussion mengenai hasil 
pesentasi mahasiswa dipimpin oleh 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
Character and Characterization and 
their relationship to theme dalam 
prosa 

Mahasiswa mampu: 

1. Mengidentifikasi Character 

and Characterization and 

their relationship to theme 

dalam prosa  

2. Menyajikan hasil identifikasi 

Character and 

Characterization and their 

relationship to theme dalam 

7% 
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dosen prosa 

3. Menjawab pertanyaan rekan 

mengenai hasil analisis 

Character and 

Characterization and their 

relationship to theme dalam 

prosa 

XI Plot and Theme : Charles 

Dickens’ A Christmas Carol 

- Stave 1 - Stave 5 

1. Problem Centered Group: mahasiswa 
dibagi ke dalam kelompok kecil 
untuk menganalisis plot dan theme 
dalam prosa tersebut pada minggu 
sebelumnya 

2. Mahasiswa mempresentasikan hasil 
analisis  

3. Mahasiswa berdiskusi mengenai 
hasil analisis dari rekan - rekannya 

1. Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
plot dan theme 

2. Mahasiswa mampu menyajikan 
hasil analisis plot dan theme 

3. Mahasiswa mampu bertanya dan 
menjawab pertanyaan dalam 
diskusi mengenai analisis plot dan 
theme 

1. Mahasiswa mampu menyajikan 
hasil analisis plot dan theme 

2. Mahasiswa mampu bertanya 
satu pertanyaan terhadap 
sesama rekan mahasiswa  

7% 

XII Setting: Stephen Crane’s 
Maggie, A Girl on the Street - 
Chapter 1 -10 

1. Problem Centered Group: mahasiswa 
dibagi ke dalam kelompok kecil untuk 
menganalisis setting dalam prosa 
tersebut pada minggu sebelumnya  

2. Mahasiwa mempresentasikan hasil 
analisis dalam grup 

3. Mahasiswa berdiskusi mengenai 
hasil analisis rekan sekelas 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
setting dalam prosa 

 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan 
setting dalam prosa dan 
memberikan buktinya 

8% 

XIII Characters: Stephen Crane’s 
Maggie, A Girl on the Street - 
Chapter 1 - 20 

1. Problem Centered Group: mahasiswa 
dibagi ke dalam kelompok kecil 
untuk menganalisis characters dalam 
prosa tersebut pada minggu 
sebelumnya  

2. Mahasiwa mempresentasikan hasil 
analisis dalam group 

3. Mahasiswa berdiskusi mengenai 

Mahasiswa mampu mengidentifikasi 
characters dalam prosa 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan 
characters yang muncul dalam prosa 

8% 
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hasil analisis rekan sekelas 

XIV Theme: Stephen Crane’s 
Maggie, A Girl on the Street - 
Chapter 1 - 20 

1. Problem Centered Group: mahasiswa 
dibagi ke dalam kelompok kecil 
untuk menganalisis theme dalam 
prosa tersebut pada minggu 
sebelumnya  

2. Mahasiwa mempresentasikan hasil 
analisis dalam group 

3. Mahasiswa berdiskusi mengenai 
hasil analisis rekan sekelas 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis 
theme dalam prosa 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan 
theme yang ada dalam prosa dan 
memberikan bukti 

8% 

XV Plot: Stephen Crane’s Maggie, 
A Girl on the Street - Chapter 1 
- 20 

1. Individual task: pada minggu 
sebelumnya, mahasiswa menganalisis 
plot  

2. Mahasiswa mempresentasikan hasil 
analisis secara individu (randomly) 

3. Mahasiswa berdiskusi mengenai 
hasil analisis dari rekan - rekannya 

Mahasiswa mampu menganalisis plot 
dalam prosa 

Mahasiswa mampu menjelaskan plot 
yang ada dalam prosa dan 
memberikan bukti 

8% 

XVI Final Test     
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THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO

Edgar Allan Poe

Poe, Edgar Allan (1809-49) - American poet, short-story writer, and critic who is best
known for his tales of ratiocination, his fantastical horror stories, and his genre-
founding detective stories. Poe, whose cloudy personal life is a virtual legend,
considered himself primarily a poet. Cask of Amontillado (1846) - A man is lured to a
wine cellar. This is one of Poe’s best-known, most highly regarded, and most realistic
stories.



THE CASK OF AMONTILLADO

THE thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured
upon insult I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not
suppose, however, that gave utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this
was a point definitely, settled —but the very definitiveness with which it was resolved
precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish with impunity. A wrong
is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when
the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to
doubt my good will. I continued, as was my in to smile in his face, and he did not
perceive that my to smile now was at the thought of his immolation.

He had a weak point —this Fortunato —although in other regards he was a man to be
respected and even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few
Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to
suit the time and opportunity, to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian
millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack,
but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him
materially; —I was skilful in the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I
could.

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season,
that I encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been
drinking much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight-fitting partistriped dress, and
his head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him that
I thought I should never have done wringing his hand.

I said to him —“My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are
looking to-day. But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have
my doubts.” “How?” said he. “Amontillado, A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of
the carnival!” “I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the full
Amontillado price without consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and
I was fearful of losing a bargain.” “Amontillado!” “I have my doubts.” “Amontillado!”
“And I must satisfy them.” “Amontillado!” “As you are engaged, I am on my way to
Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will tell me —”

“Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry.” “And yet some fools will have it that
his taste is a match for your own.

“Come, let us go.” “Whither?” “To your vaults.” “My friend, no; I will not impose upon
your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. Luchresi—” “I have no
engagement; —come.” “My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold
with which I perceive you are afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are
encrusted with nitre.” “Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing.



Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish
Sherry from Amontillado.” Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm; and
putting on a mask of black silk and drawing a roquelaire closely about my person, I
suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the
time. I had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them
explicit orders not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I well knew, to
insure their immediate disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned.

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him
through several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a
long and winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at
length to the foot of the descent, and stood together upon the damp ground of the
catacombs of the Montresors.

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.

“The pipe,” he said.

“It is farther on,” said I; “but observe the white web-work which gleams from these
cavern walls.” He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs
that distilled the rheum of intoxication.

“Nitre?” he asked, at length.

“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you had that cough?” “Ugh! ugh! ugh! —ugh! ugh!
ugh! —ugh! ugh! ugh! —ugh! ugh! ugh! —ugh! ugh! ugh!” My poor friend found it
impossible to reply for many minutes.

“It is nothing,” he said, at last.

“Come,” I said, with decision, “we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich,
respected, admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed.
For me it is no matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible.
Besides, there is Luchresi —” “Enough,” he said; “the cough’s a mere nothing; it will
not kill me. I shall not die of a cough.” “True —true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I had no
intention of alarming you unnecessarily —but you should use all proper caution. A
draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that
lay upon the mould.

“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine.

He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his
bells jingled.

“I drink,” he said, “to the buried that repose around us.” “And I to your long life.” He
again took my arm, and we proceeded.



“These vaults,” he said, “are extensive.” “The Montresors,” I replied, “were a great and
numerous family.” “I forget your arms.”

“A huge human foot d’or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose
fangs are imbedded in the heel.” “And the motto?” “Nemo me impune lacessit.”
“Good!” he said.

The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the
Medoc. We had passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and
puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses of the catacombs. I paused again,
and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the elbow.

“The nitre!” I said; “see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below
the river’s bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back
ere it is too late. Your cough —” “It is nothing,” he said; “let us go on. But first, another
draught of the Medoc.” I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at
a breath. His eyes flashed with a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upwards
with a gesticulation I did not understand.

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement —a grotesque one.
“You do not comprehend?” he said.
“Not I,” I replied.
“Then you are not of the brotherhood.”
“How?” “You are not of the masons.” “Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.” “You? Impossible!
A mason?” “A mason,” I replied.

“A sign,” he said, “a sign.” “It is this,” I answered, producing from beneath the folds of
my roquelaire a trowel.

“You jest,” he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. “But let us proceed to the
Amontillado.” “Be it so,” I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering
him my arm. He leaned upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the
Amontillado. We passed through a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and
descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our
flambeaux rather to glow than flame.

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had
been lined with human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great
catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this
manner. From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously
upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall thus
exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or recess, in
depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been
constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the interval between
two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of
their circumscribing walls of solid granite.



It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the
depth of the recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.

“Proceed,” I said; “herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi —” “He is an
ignoramus,” interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed
immediately at his heels. In niche, and finding an instant he had reached the extremity
of the niche, and finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered.
A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron
staples, distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these
depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links about his waist,
it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist.
Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess.

“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is
very damp. Once more let me implore you to return. No? Then I must positively leave
you. But I must first render you all the little attentions in my power.”

“The Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.

“True,” I replied; “the Amontillado.” As I said these words I busied myself among the
pile of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a
quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials and with the aid of my
trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication
of Fortunato had in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a
low moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man.
There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and
the fourth; and then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for
several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I
ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones.

When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without
interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a
level with my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the masonwork,
threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within.

A succession of loud and shrill screams, bursting suddenly from the throat of the
chained form, seemed to thrust me violently back. For a brief moment I hesitated, I
trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the
thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the
catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who
clamoured. I re-echoed, I aided, I surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this,
and the clamourer grew still.

It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth,
the ninth and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there
remained but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I



placed it partially in its destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low
laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I
had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said— “Ha! ha!
ha! —he! he! he! —a very good joke, indeed —an excellent jest. We will have many a
rich laugh about it at the palazzo —he! he! he! —over our wine —he! he! he!” “The
Amontillado!” I said.

“He! he! he! —he! he! he! —yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they
be awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone.” “Yes,”
I said, “let us be gone.” “For the love of God, Montresor!” “Yes,” I said, “for the love of
God!”

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud —
“Fortunato!” No answer. I called again — “Fortunato!” No answer still. I thrust a torch
through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth in return only a
jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs that
made it so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into its
position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re erected the old rampart of
bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them. In pace requiescat!

THE END
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PREFACE 

 
 
I HAVE endeavoured in this Ghostly littl e book, to raise the Ghost of 
an Idea, which shall not put my readers out of humour with 
themselves, with each other, with the season, or with me. May it 
haunt their houses pleasantly, and no one wish to lay it.  

Their faithful Friend and Servant,  

C. D. 

December, 1843.  
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STAVE  I  

MARLEY’S GHOST 

 
MARLEY was dead, to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about 
that. The register of his burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, 
the undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it. And 
Scrooge’s name was good upon ’Change, for anything he chose to put 
his hand to.  

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

what there is particularly dead about a door-nail. I might have been 
inclined, myself, to regard a coff in-nail as the deadest piece of 
ironmongery in the trade. But the wisdom of our ancestors is in the 
simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not disturb it, or the Country’s 
done for. You will t herefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that 
Marley was as dead as a door-nail .  

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be 
otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’ t know how many 
years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator, his sole 
assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourner. 
And even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but 
that he was an excellent man of business on the very day of the 
funeral, and solemnised it with an undoubted bargain.  

The mention of Marley’s funeral brings me back to the point I 
started from. There is no doubt that Marley was dead. This must be 
distinctly understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the story I 
am going to relate. If we were not perfectly convinced that Hamlet’s 
Father died before the play began, there would be nothing more 
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remarkable in his taking a stroll at night, in an easterly wind, upon his 
own ramparts, than there would be in any other middle-aged 
gentleman rashly turning out after dark in a breezy spot—say Saint 
Paul’s Churchyard for instance—literally to astonish his son’s weak 
mind.  

Scrooge never painted out Old Marley’s name. There it stood, 
years afterwards, above the warehouse door: Scrooge and Marley. 
The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes people new 
to the business called Scrooge Scrooge, and sometimes Marley, but he 
answered to both names. It was all the same to him.  

Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, Scrooge! a 
squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous, old 
sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, from which no steel had ever struck 
out generous fire; secret, and self-contained, and solitary as an oyster. 
The cold within him froze his old features, nipped his pointed nose, 
shrivelled his cheek, stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, his thin lips 
blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was 
on his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin. He carried his 
own low temperature always about with him; he iced his off ice in the 
dog-days; and didn’ t thaw it one degree at Christmas.  

External heat and cold had littl e influence on Scrooge. No 
warmth could warm, no wintry weather chill him. No wind that blew 
was bitterer than he, no falli ng snow was more intent upon its 
purpose, no pelting rain less open to entreaty. Foul weather didn’ t 
know where to have him. The heaviest rain, and snow, and hail , and 
sleet, could boast of the advantage over him in only one respect. They 
often “came down” handsomely, and Scrooge never did.  

Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with gladsome 
looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see 
me?” No beggars implored him to bestow a trifle, no children asked 
him what it was o’clock, no man or woman ever once in all his li fe 
inquired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge. Even the blind 
men’s dogs appeared to know him; and when they saw him coming 
on, would tug their owners into doorways and up courts; and then 
would wag their tails as though they said, “No eye at all i s better than 
an evil eye, dark master!”  
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But what did Scrooge care! It was the very thing he liked. To 
edge his way along the crowded paths of li fe, warning all human 
sympathy to keep its distance, was what the knowing ones call “nuts” 
to Scrooge.  

Once upon a time—of all the good days in the year, on 
Christmas Eve—old Scrooge sat busy in his counting-house. It was 
cold, bleak, biting weather: foggy withal: and he could hear the 
people in the court outside, go wheezing up and down, beating their 
hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet upon the pavement 
stones to warm them. The city clocks had only just gone three, but it 
was quite dark already—it had not been light all day—and candles 
were flaring in the windows of the neighbouring off ices, li ke ruddy 
smears upon the palpable brown air. The fog came pouring in at every 
chink and keyhole, and was so dense without, that although the court 
was of the narrowest, the houses opposite were mere phantoms. To 
see the dingy cloud come drooping down, obscuring everything, one 
might have thought that Nature lived hard by, and was brewing on a 
large scale.  

The door of Scrooge’s counting-house was open that he might 
keep his eye upon his clerk, who in a dismal litt le cell beyond, a sort 
of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had a very small fire, but the 
clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it looked like one coal. But 
he couldn’ t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal-box in his own 
room; and so surely as the clerk came in with the shovel, the master 
predicted that it would be necessary for them to part. Wherefore the 
clerk put on his white comforter, and tried to warm himself at the 
candle; in which effort, not being a man of a strong imagination, he 
failed.  

“A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a cheerful 
voice. It was the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon him so 
quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his approach.  

“Bah!” said Scrooge, “Humbug!”  
He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and frost, 

this nephew of Scrooge’s, that he was all i n a glow; his face was 
ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his breath smoked again.  
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“Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “You 
don’ t mean that, I am sure?”  

“ I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have you to 
be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You’re poor enough.”  

“Come, then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right have you 
to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose? You’re rich 
enough.”  

Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the 
moment, said, “Bah!” again; and followed it up with “Humbug.”  

“Don’ t be cross, uncle!” said the nephew.  
“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I li ve in such a 

world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out upon merry Christmas! 
What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying bill s without 
money; a time for finding yourself a year older, but not an hour 
richer; a time for balancing your books and having every item in ’em 
through a round dozen of months presented dead against you? If I 
could work my will ,” said Scrooge indignantly, “every idiot who goes 
about with ‘Merry Christmas’ on his lips, should be boiled with his 
own pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He 
should!”  

“Uncle!” pleaded the nephew.  
“Nephew!” returned the uncle, sternly, “keep Christmas in your 

own way, and let me keep it in mine.”  
“Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don’ t keep it.”  
“Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good may it 

do you! Much good it has ever done you!”  
“There are many things from which I might have derived good, 

by which I have not profited, I dare say,” returned the nephew. 
“Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always thought of 
Christmas time, when it has come round—apart from the veneration 
due to its sacred name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be 
apart from that—as a good time; a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant 
time; the only time I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when 
men and women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts 
freely, and to think of people below them as if they really were 
fellow-passengers to the grave, and not another race of creatures 
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bound on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never put 
a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me 
good, and will  do me good; and I say, God bless it!”  

The clerk in the tank involuntarily applauded. Becoming 
immediately sensible of the impropriety, he poked the fire, and 
extinguished the last frail spark for ever.  

“Let me hear another sound from you,” said Scrooge, “and you’ ll 
keep your Christmas by losing your situation! You’re quite a 
powerful speaker, sir,” he added, turning to his nephew. “ I wonder 
you don’ t go into Parliament.”  

“Don’ t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us to-morrow.”  
Scrooge said that he would see him—yes, indeed he did. He 

went the whole length of the expression, and said that he would see 
him in that extremity first.  

“But why?” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “Why?”  
“Why did you get married?” said Scrooge.  
“Because I fell i n love.”  
“Because you fell i n love!” growled Scrooge, as if that were the 

only one thing in the world more ridiculous than a merry Christmas. 
“Good afternoon!”  

“Nay, uncle, but you never came to see me before that happened. 
Why give it as a reason for not coming now?”  

“Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.  
“ I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you; why cannot we 

be friends?”  
“Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.  
“ I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolute. We have 

never had any quarrel, to which I have been a party. But I have made 
the trial in homage to Christmas, and I’ ll keep my Christmas humour 
to the last. So A Merry Christmas, uncle!”  

“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.  
“And A Happy New Year!”  
“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.  
His nephew left the room without an angry word, 

notwithstanding. He stopped at the outer door to bestow the greetings 
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of the season on the clerk, who, cold as he was, was warmer than 
Scrooge; for he returned them cordially.  

“There’s another fellow,” muttered Scrooge; who overheard him: 
“my clerk, with fifteen shilli ngs a week, and a wife and family, 
talking about a merry Christmas. I’ ll retire to Bedlam.”  

This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let two other 
people in. They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now 
stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s off ice. They had books and 
papers in their hands, and bowed to him.  

“Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen, 
referring to his li st. “Have I the pleasure of addressing Mr. Scrooge, 
or Mr. Marley?”  

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

“We have no doubt his liberali ty is well represented by his 
surviving partner,” said the gentleman, presenting his credentials.  

It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At the 
ominous word “ liberali ty,” Scrooge frowned, and shook his head, and 
handed the credentials back.  

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

“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.  
“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen 

again.  
“And the Union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are they 

still i n operation?”  
“They are. Still ,” returned the gentleman, “ I wish I could say 

they were not.”  
“The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigour, then?” said 

Scrooge.  
“Both very busy, sir.”  
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“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had 
occurred to stop them in their useful course,” said Scrooge. “ I’m very 
glad to hear it.”  

“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer 
of mind or body to the multitude,” returned the gentleman, “a few of 
us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat and 
drink, and means of warmth. We choose this time, because it is a 
time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt, and Abundance rejoices. 
What shall I put you down for?”  

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.  
“You wish to be anonymous?”  
“ I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I 

wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’ t make merry myself at 
Christmas and I can’ t afford to make idle people merry. I help to 
support the establishments I have mentioned—they cost enough; and 
those who are badly off must go there.”  

“Many can’ t go there; and many would rather die.”  
“ If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “ they had better do it, 

and decrease the surplus population. Besides—excuse me—I don’ t 
know that.”  

“But you might know it,” observed the gentleman.  
“ It’s not my business,” Scrooge returned. “ It’s enough for a man 

to understand his own business, and not to interfere with other 
people’s. Mine occupies me constantly. Good afternoon, gentlemen!”  

Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the 
gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge resumed his labours with an improved 
opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper than was usual 
with him.  

Meanwhile the fog and darkness thickened so, that people ran 
about with flaring links, proffering their services to go before horses 
in carriages, and conduct them on their way. The ancient tower of a 
church, whose gruff old bell was always peeping sli ly down at 
Scrooge out of a gothic window in the wall , became invisible, and 
struck the hours and quarters in the clouds, with tremulous vibrations 
afterwards as if its teeth were chattering in its frozen head up there. 
The cold became intense. In the main street, at the corner of the court, 
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some labourers were repairing the gas-pipes, and had lighted a great 
fire in a brazier, round which a party of ragged men and boys were 
gathered: warming their hands and winking their eyes before the blaze 
in rapture. The water-plug being left in solitude, its overflowings 
sullenly congealed, and turned to misanthropic ice. The brightness of 
the shops where holly sprigs and berries crackled in the lamp heat of 
the windows, made pale faces ruddy as they passed. Poulterers’ and 
grocers’ trades became a splendid joke: a glorious pageant, with 
which it was next to impossible to believe that such dull principles as 
bargain and sale had anything to do. The Lord Mayor, in the 
stronghold of the mighty Mansion House, gave orders to his fifty 
cooks and butlers to keep Christmas as a Lord Mayor’s household 
should; and even the littl e tailor, whom he had fined five shilli ngs on 
the previous Monday for being drunk and bloodthirsty in the streets, 
stirred up to-morrow’s pudding in his garret, while his lean wife and 
the baby salli ed out to buy the beef.  

Foggier yet, and colder. Piercing, searching, biting cold. If the 
good Saint Dunstan had but nipped the Evil Spirit’s nose with a touch 
of such weather as that, instead of using his familiar weapons, then 
indeed he would have roared to lusty purpose. The owner of one scant 
young nose, gnawed and mumbled by the hungry cold as bones are 
gnawed by dogs, stooped down at Scrooge’s keyhole to regale him 
with a Christmas carol: but at the first sound of  

 

“God bless you, merry gentleman! 
  May nothing you dismay!”  

 
Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action, that the singer 
fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the fog and even more congenial 
frost.  

At length the hour of shutting up the counting-house arrived. 
With an ill -will Scrooge dismounted from his stool, and tacitly 
admitted the fact to the expectant clerk in the Tank, who instantly 
snuffed his candle out, and put on his hat.  

“You’ ll want all day to-morrow, I suppose?” said Scrooge.  
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“ If quite convenient, sir.”  
“ It’s not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and it’s not fair. If I was to 

stop half-a-crown for it, you’d think yourself ill -used, I’ ll be bound?”  
The clerk smiled faintly.  
“And yet,” said Scrooge, “you don’ t think me ill-used, when I 

pay a day’s wages for no work.”  
The clerk observed that it was only once a year.  
“A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-fifth of 

December!” said Scrooge, buttoning his great-coat to the chin. “But I 
suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier next 
morning.”  

The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out with 
a growl. The off ice was closed in a twinkling, and the clerk, with the 
long ends of his white comforter dangling below his waist (for he 
boasted no great-coat), went down a slide on Cornhill , at the end of a 
lane of boys, twenty times, in honour of its being Christmas Eve, and 
then ran home to Camden Town as hard as he could pelt, to play at 
blindman’s-buff .  

Scrooge took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy 
tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and beguiled the rest of 
the evening with his banker’s-book, went home to bed. He lived in 
chambers which had once belonged to his deceased partner. They 
were a gloomy suite of rooms, in a lowering pile of building up a 
yard, where it had so litt le business to be, that one could scarcely help 
fancying it must have run there when it was a young house, playing at 
hide-and-seek with other houses, and forgotten the way out again. It 
was old enough now, and dreary enough, for nobody lived in it but 
Scrooge, the other rooms being all l et out as off ices. The yard was so 
dark that even Scrooge, who knew its every stone, was fain to grope 
with his hands. The fog and frost so hung about the black old gateway 
of the house, that it seemed as if the Genius of the Weather sat in 
mournful meditation on the threshold.  

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

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

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

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

He did pause, with a moment’s irresolution, before he shut the 
door; and he did look cautiously behind it first, as if he half expected 
to be terrified with the sight of Marley’s pigtail sticking out into the 
hall . But there was nothing on the back of the door, except the screws 
and nuts that held the knocker on, so he said “Pooh, pooh!” and 
closed it with a bang.  

The sound resounded through the house like thunder. Every 
room above, and every cask in the wine-merchant’s cellars below, 
appeared to have a separate peal of echoes of its own. Scrooge was 
not a man to be frightened by echoes. He fastened the door, and 
walked across the hall , and up the stairs; slowly too: trimming his 
candle as he went.  
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You may talk vaguely about driving a coach-and-six up a good 
old flight of stairs, or through a bad young Act of Parliament; but I 
mean to say you might have got a hearse up that staircase, and taken it 
broadwise, with the splinter-bar towards the wall and the door 
towards the balustrades: and done it easy. There was plenty of width 
for that, and room to spare; which is perhaps the reason why Scrooge 
thought he saw a locomotive hearse going on before him in the 
gloom. Half-a-dozen gas-lamps out of the street wouldn’ t have lighted 
the entry too well , so you may suppose that it was pretty dark with 
Scrooge’s dip.  

Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that. Darkness is cheap, 
and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut his heavy door, he walked 
through his rooms to see that all was right. He had just enough 
recollection of the face to desire to do that.  

Sitting-room, bed-room, lumber-room. All as they should be. 
Nobody under the table, nobody under the sofa; a small fire in the 
grate; spoon and basin ready; and the littl e saucepan of gruel (Scrooge 
had a cold in his head) upon the hob. Nobody under the bed; nobody 
in the closet; nobody in his dressing-gown, which was hanging up in a 
suspicious attitude against the wall . Lumber-room as usual. Old fire-
guard, old shoes, two fish-baskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a 
poker.  

Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in; 
double-locked himself in, which was not his custom. Thus secured 
against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his dressing-gown and 
slippers, and his nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his 
gruel.  

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

“Humbug!” said Scrooge; and walked across the room.  
After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his head back 

in the chair, his glance happened to rest upon a bell , a disused bell , 
that hung in the room, and communicated for some purpose now 
forgotten with a chamber in the highest story of the building. It was 
with great astonishment, and with a strange, inexplicable dread, that 
as he looked, he saw this bell begin to swing. It swung so softly in the 
outset that it scarcely made a sound; but soon it rang out loudly, and 
so did every bell i n the house.  

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

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

“ It’s humbug still !” said Scrooge. “ I won’ t believe it.”  
His colour changed though, when, without a pause, it came on 

through the heavy door, and passed into the room before his eyes. 
Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped up, as though it cried, “ I 
know him; Marley’s Ghost!” and fell again. 

The same face: the very same. Marley in his pigtail , usual 
waistcoat, tights and boots; the tassels on the latter bristling, li ke his 
pigtail , and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon his head. The chain he 
drew was clasped about his middle. It was long, and wound about him 
like a tail; and it was made (for Scrooge observed it closely) of cash-
boxes, keys, padlocks, ledgers, deeds, and heavy purses wrought in steel. 
His body was transparent; so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking 
through his waistcoat, could see the two buttons on his coat behind.  
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Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels, but 
he had never believed it until now.  

No, nor did he believe it even now. Though he looked the 
phantom through and through, and saw it standing before him; though 
he felt the chilli ng influence of its death-cold eyes; and marked the 
very texture of the folded kerchief bound about its head and chin, 
which wrapper he had not observed before; he was still i ncredulous, 
and fought against his senses.  

“How now!” said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever. “What do 
you want with me?”  

“Much!”—Marley’s voice, no doubt about it.  
“Who are you?”  
“Ask me who I was.”  
“Who were you then?” said Scrooge, raising his voice. “You’ re 

particular, for a shade.” He was going to say “ to a shade,” but 
substituted this, as more appropriate.  

“ In li fe I was your partner, Jacob Marley.”  
“Can you—can you sit down?” asked Scrooge, looking 

doubtfully at him.  
“ I can.”  
“Do it, then.”  
Scrooge asked the question, because he didn’ t know whether a 

ghost so transparent might find himself in a condition to take a chair; 
and felt that in the event of its being impossible, it might involve the 
necessity of an embarrassing explanation. But the ghost sat down on 
the opposite side of the fireplace, as if he were quite used to it.  

“You don’ t believe in me,” observed the Ghost.  
“ I don’ t,” said Scrooge.  
“What evidence would you have of my reali ty beyond that of 

your senses?”  
“ I don’ t know,” said Scrooge.  
“Why do you doubt your senses?”  
“Because,” said Scrooge, “a littl e thing affects them. A slight 

disorder of the stomach makes them cheats. You may be an 
undigested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a 
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fragment of an underdone potato. There’s more of gravy than of grave 
about you, whatever you are!”  

Scrooge was not much in the habit of cracking jokes, nor did he 
feel, in his heart, by any means waggish then. The truth is, that he 
tried to be smart, as a means of distracting his own attention, and 
keeping down his terror; for the spectre’s voice disturbed the very 
marrow in his bones.  

To sit, staring at those fixed glazed eyes, in silence for a 
moment, would play, Scrooge felt, the very deuce with him. There 
was something very awful, too, in the spectre’s being provided with 
an infernal atmosphere of its own. Scrooge could not feel it himself, 
but this was clearly the case; for though the Ghost sat perfectly 
motionless, its hair, and skirts, and tassels, were still agitated as by the 
hot vapour from an oven.  

“You see this toothpick?” said Scrooge, returning quickly to the 
charge, for the reason just assigned; and wishing, though it were only 
for a second, to divert the vision’s stony gaze from himself.  

“ I do,” replied the Ghost.  
“You are not looking at it,” said Scrooge.  
“But I see it,” said the Ghost, “notwithstanding.”  
“Well !” returned Scrooge, “ I have but to swallow this, and be for 

the rest of my days persecuted by a legion of goblins, all of my own 
creation. Humbug, I tell you! humbug!”  

At this the spirit raised a frightful cry, and shook its chain with 
such a dismal and appalling noise, that Scrooge held on tight to his 
chair, to save himself from falli ng in a swoon. But how much greater 
was his horror, when the phantom taking off the bandage round its 
head, as if it were too warm to wear in-doors, its lower jaw dropped 
down upon its breast!  

Scrooge fell upon his knees, and clasped his hands before his 
face.  

“Mercy!” he said. “Dreadful apparition, why do you trouble 
me?”  

“Man of the worldly mind!” replied the Ghost, “do you believe 
in me or not?”  
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“ I do,” said Scrooge. “ I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, 
and why do they come to me?”  

“ It is required of every man,” the Ghost returned, “ that the spirit 
within him should walk abroad among his fellowmen, and travel far 
and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in li fe, it is condemned to do 
so after death. It is doomed to wander through the world—oh, woe is 
me!—and witness what it cannot share, but might have shared on 
earth, and turned to happiness!”  

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

“You are fettered,” said Scrooge, trembling. “Tell me why?”  
“ I wear the chain I forged in li fe,” replied the Ghost. “ I made it 

link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free will , and 
of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?”  

Scrooge trembled more and more.  
“Or would you know,” pursued the Ghost, “ the weight and 

length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was full as heavy and as 
long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have laboured on it, 
since. It is a ponderous chain!”  

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

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

“ I have none to give,” the Ghost replied. “ It comes from other 
regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by other ministers, to 
other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I would. A very littl e 
more is all permitted to me. I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linger 
anywhere. My spirit never walked beyond our counting-house—mark 
me!—in li fe my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our 
money-changing hole; and weary journeys lie before me!”  

It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became thoughtful, to 
put his hands in his breeches pockets. Pondering on what the Ghost 
had said, he did so now, but without li fting up his eyes, or getting off 
his knees.  
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“You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,” Scrooge 
observed, in a business-like manner, though with humility and 
deference.  

“Slow!” the Ghost repeated.  
“Seven years dead,” mused Scrooge. “And travelli ng all the 

time!”  
“The whole time,” said the Ghost. “No rest, no peace. Incessant 

torture of remorse.”  
“You travel fast?” said Scrooge.  
“On the wings of the wind,” replied the Ghost.  
“You might have got over a great quantity of ground in seven 

years,” said Scrooge.  
The Ghost, on hearing this, set up another cry, and clanked its 

chain so hideously in the dead silence of the night, that the Ward 
would have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance.  

“Oh! captive, bound, and double-ironed,” cried the phantom, 
“not to know, that ages of incessant labour by immortal creatures, for 
this earth must pass into eternity before the good of which it is 
susceptible is all developed. Not to know that any Christian spirit 
working kindly in its littl e sphere, whatever it may be, will find its 
mortal li fe too short for its vast means of usefulness. Not to know that 
no space of regret can make amends for one li fe’s opportunity 
misused! Yet such was I! Oh! such was I!”  

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

“Business!” cried the Ghost, wringing its hands again. “Mankind 
was my business. The common welfare was my business; charity, 
mercy, forbearance, and benevolence, were, all , my business. The 
dealings of my trade were but a drop of water in the comprehensive 
ocean of my business!”  

It held up its chain at arm’s length, as if that were the cause of all 
its unavaili ng grief, and flung it heavily upon the ground again.  

“At this time of the rolling year,” the spectre said, “ I suffer most. 
Why did I walk through crowds of fellow-beings with my eyes turned 
down, and never raise them to that blessed Star which led the Wise 
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Men to a poor abode! Were there no poor homes to which its light 
would have conducted me!”  

Scrooge was very much dismayed to hear the spectre going on at 
this rate, and began to quake exceedingly.  

“Hear me!” cried the Ghost. “My time is nearly gone.”  
“ I will ,” said Scrooge. “But don’ t be hard upon me! Don’ t be 

flowery, Jacob! Pray!”  
“How it is that I appear before you in a shape that you can see, I 

may not tell . I have sat invisible beside you many and many a day.”  
It was not an agreeable idea. Scrooge shivered, and wiped the 

perspiration from his brow.  
“That is no light part of my penance,” pursued the Ghost. “ I am 

here to-night to warn you, that you have yet a chance and hope of 
escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring, Ebenezer.”  

“You were always a good friend to me,” said Scrooge. 
“Thank’ee!”  

“You will be haunted,” resumed the Ghost, “by Three Spirits.”  
Scrooge’s countenance fell almost as low as the Ghost’s had 

done.  
“ Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob?” he 

demanded, in a faltering voice.  
“ It is.”  
“ I—I think I’d rather not,” said Scrooge.  
“Without their visits,” said the Ghost, “ you cannot hope to shun 

the path I tread. Expect the first to-morrow, when the bell tolls One.”  
“Couldn’ t I take ’em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?” hinted 

Scrooge.  
“Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The third 

upon the next night when the last stroke of Twelve has ceased to 
vibrate. Look to see me no more; and look that, for your own sake, 
you remember what has passed between us!”  

When it had said these words, the spectre took its wrapper from 
the table, and bound it round its head, as before. Scrooge knew this, 
by the smart sound its teeth made, when the jaws were brought 
together by the bandage. He ventured to raise his eyes again, and 
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found his supernatural visitor confronting him in an erect attitude, 
with its chain wound over and about its arm.  

The apparition walked backward from him; and at every step it 
took, the window raised itself a littl e, so that when the spectre reached 
it, it was wide open.  

It beckoned Scrooge to approach, which he did. When they were 
within two paces of each other, Marley’s Ghost held up its hand, 
warning him to come no nearer. Scrooge stopped.  

Not so much in obedience, as in surprise and fear: for on the 

raising of the hand, he became sensible of confused noises in the air; 
incoherent sounds of lamentation and regret; waili ngs inexpressibly 
sorrowful and self-accusatory. The spectre, after li stening for a 
moment, joined in the mournful dirge; and floated out upon the bleak, 
dark night.  
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Scrooge followed to the window: desperate in his curiosity. He 
looked out.  

The air was fill ed with phantoms, wandering hither and thither in 
restless haste, and moaning as they went. Every one of them wore 
chains like Marley’s Ghost; some few (they might be guil ty 
governments) were linked together; none were free. Many had been 
personally known to Scrooge in their li ves. He had been quite familiar 
with one old ghost, in a white waistcoat, with a monstrous iron safe 
attached to its ankle, who cried piteously at being unable to assist a 
wretched woman with an infant, whom it saw below, upon a doorstep. 
The misery with them all was, clearly, that they sought to interfere, 
for good, in human matters, and had lost the power for ever. 

Whether these creatures faded into mist, or mist enshrouded 
them, he could not tell . But they and their spirit voices faded together; 
and the night became as it had been when he walked home.  

Scrooge closed the window, and examined the door by which the 
Ghost had entered. It was double-locked, as he had locked it with his 
own hands, and the bolts were undisturbed. He tried to say 
“Humbug!” but stopped at the first syllable. And being, from the 
emotion he had undergone, or the fatigues of the day, or his glimpse 
of the Invisible World, or the dull conversation of the Ghost, or the 
lateness of the hour, much in need of repose; went straight to bed, 
without undressing, and fell asleep upon the instant.  
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STAVE  II  

THE FIRST OF THE THREE SPIRITS 

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

To his great astonishment the heavy bell went on from six to 
seven, and from seven to eight, and regularly up to twelve; then 
stopped. Twelve! It was past two when he went to bed. The clock was 
wrong. An icicle must have got into the works. Twelve!  

He touched the spring of his repeater, to correct this most 
preposterous clock. Its rapid littl e pulse beat twelve: and stopped.  

“Why, it isn’ t possible,” said Scrooge, “ that I can have slept 
through a whole day and far into another night. It isn’ t possible that 
anything has happened to the sun, and this is twelve at noon!”  

The idea being an alarming one, he scrambled out of bed, and 
groped his way to the window. He was obliged to rub the frost off 
with the sleeve of his dressing-gown before he could see anything; 
and could see very littl e then. All he could make out was, that it was 
still very foggy and extremely cold, and that there was no noise of 
people running to and fro, and making a great stir, as there 
unquestionably would have been if night had beaten off bright day, 
and taken possession of the world. This was a great relief, because 
“ three days after sight of this First of Exchange pay to Mr. Ebenezer 
Scrooge or his order,” and so forth, would have become a mere 
United States’ security if there were no days to count by.  
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Scrooge went to bed again, and thought, and thought, and 
thought it over and over and over, and could make nothing of it. The 
more he thought, the more perplexed he was; and the more he 
endeavoured not to think, the more he thought.  

Marley’s Ghost bothered him exceedingly. Every time he 
resolved within himself, after mature inquiry, that it was all a dream, 
his mind flew back again, li ke a strong spring released, to its first 
position, and presented the same problem to be worked all through, 
“Was it a dream or not?”  

Scrooge lay in this state until the chime had gone three quarters 
more, when he remembered, on a sudden, that the Ghost had warned 
him of a visitation when the bell tolled one. He resolved to lie awake 
until the hour was passed; and, considering that he could no more go 
to sleep than go to Heaven, this was perhaps the wisest resolution in 
his power.  

The quarter was so long, that he was more than once convinced 
he must have sunk into a doze unconsciously, and missed the clock. 
At length it broke upon his li stening ear.  

“Ding, dong!”  
“A quarter past,” said Scrooge, counting.  
“Ding, dong!”  
“Half-past!” said Scrooge.  
“Ding, dong!”  
“A quarter to it,” said Scrooge.  
“Ding, dong!”   
“The hour itself,” said Scrooge, triumphantly, “and nothing 

else!”  
He spoke before the hour bell sounded, which it now did with a 

deep, dull , hollow, melancholy ONE. Light flashed up in the room 
upon the instant, and the curtains of his bed were drawn.  

The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand. 
Not the curtains at his feet, nor the curtains at his back, but those to 
which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed were drawn 
aside; and Scrooge, starting up into a half-recumbent attitude, found 
himself face to face with the unearthly visitor who drew them: as 
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close to it as I am now to you, and I am standing in the spirit at your 
elbow.  

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

Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with increasing 
steadiness, was not its strangest quali ty. For as its belt sparkled and 
glittered now in one part and now in another, and what was light one 
instant, at another time was dark, so the figure itself f luctuated in its 
distinctness: being now a thing with one arm, now with one leg, now 
with twenty legs, now a pair of legs without a head, now a head 
without a body: of which dissolving parts, no outline would be visible 
in the dense gloom wherein they melted away. And in the very 
wonder of this, it would be itself again; distinct and clear as ever.  

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

“ I am!”  
The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if instead of 

being so close beside him, it were at a distance.  
“Who, and what are you?” Scrooge demanded.  
“ I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.”  
“Long Past?” inquired Scrooge: observant of its dwarfish stature.  
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“No. Your past.”  
Perhaps, Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if anybody 

could have asked him; but he had a special desire to see the Spirit in 
his cap; and begged him to be covered.  

“What!” exclaimed the Ghost, “would you so soon put out, with 
worldly hands, the light I give? Is it not enough that you are one of 
those whose passions made this cap, and force me through whole 
trains of years to wear it low upon my brow!”  

Scrooge reverently disclaimed all i ntention to offend or any 
knowledge of having wilfully “bonneted” the Spirit at any period of 
his li fe. He then made bold to inquire what business brought him 
there.  

“Your welfare!” said the Ghost.  
Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could not help 

thinking that a night of unbroken rest would have been more 
conducive to that end. The Spirit must have heard him thinking, for it 
said immediately:  

“Your reclamation, then. Take heed!”  
It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him gently by 

the arm.  
“Rise! and walk with me!”  
It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the weather 

and the hour were not adapted to pedestrian purposes; that bed was 
warm, and the thermometer a long way below freezing; that he was 
clad but lightly in his slippers, dressing-gown, and nightcap; and that 
he had a cold upon him at that time. The grasp, though gentle as a 
woman’s hand, was not to be resisted. He rose: but finding that the 
Spirit made towards the window, clasped his robe in supplication.  

“ I am a mortal,” Scrooge remonstrated, “and liable to fall .”  
“Bear but a touch of my hand there,” said the Spirit, laying it 

upon his heart, “and you shall be upheld in more than this!”  
As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall , and 

stood upon an open country road, with fields on either hand. The city 
had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it was to be seen. The darkness 
and the mist had vanished with it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, 
with snow upon the ground.  
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“Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as he 
looked about him. “ I was bred in this place. I was a boy here!”  

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

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

Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that it 
was a pimple; and begged the Ghost to lead him where he would.  

“You recollect the way?” inquired the Spirit.  
“Remember it!” cried Scrooge with fervour; “ I could walk it 

blindfold.”  
“Strange to have forgotten it for so many years!” observed the 

Ghost. “Let us go on.”  
They walked along the road, Scrooge recognising every gate, and 

post, and tree; until a little market-town appeared in the distance, with 
its bridge, its church, and winding river. Some shaggy ponies now 
were seen trotting towards them with boys upon their backs, who 
called to other boys in country gigs and carts, driven by farmers. All 
these boys were in great spirits, and shouted to each other, until the 
broad fields were so full of merry music, that the crisp air laughed to 
hear it!  

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

The jocund travellers came on; and as they came, Scrooge knew 
and named them every one. Why was he rejoiced beyond all bounds 
to see them! Why did his cold eye glisten, and his heart leap up as 
they went past! Why was he fill ed with gladness when he heard them 
give each other Merry Christmas, as they parted at cross-roads and 
bye-ways, for their several homes! What was merry Christmas to 
Scrooge? Out upon merry Christmas! What good had it ever done to 
him?  

“The school is not quite deserted,” said the Ghost. “A solitary 
child, neglected by his friends, is left there still .”  
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Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.  
They left the high-road, by a well -remembered lane, and soon 

approached a mansion of dull red brick, with a littl e weathercock-
surmounted cupola, on the roof, and a bell hanging in it. It was a large 
house, but one of broken fortunes; for the spacious off ices were littl e 
used, their walls were damp and mossy, their windows broken, and 
their gates decayed. Fowls clucked and strutted in the stables; and the 
coach-houses and sheds were over-run with grass. Nor was it more 
retentive of its ancient state, within; for entering the dreary hall , and 
glancing through the open doors of many rooms, they found them 
poorly furnished, cold, and vast. There was an earthy savour in the 
air, a chil ly bareness in the place, which associated itself somehow 
with too much getting up by candle-light, and not too much to eat.  

They went, the Ghost and Scrooge, across the hall , to a door at 
the back of the house. It opened before them, and disclosed a long, 
bare, melancholy room, made barer still by lines of plain deal forms 
and desks. At one of these a lonely boy was reading near a feeble fire; 
and Scrooge sat down upon a form, and wept to see his poor forgotten 
self as he used to be.  

Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuff le from the 
mice behind the panelli ng, not a drip from the half-thawed water-
spout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among the leafless boughs of 
one despondent poplar, not the idle swinging of an empty store-house 
door, no, not a clicking in the fire, but fell upon the heart of Scrooge 
with a softening influence, and gave a freer passage to his tears.  

The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger 
self, intent upon his reading. Suddenly a man, in foreign garments: 
wonderfully real and distinct to look at: stood outside the window, 
with an axe stuck in his belt, and leading by the bridle an ass laden 
with wood.  

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

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

“There’s the Parrot!” cried Scrooge. “Green body and yellow 
tail , with a thing like a lettuce growing out of the top of his head; 
there he is! Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him, when he came home 
again after saili ng round the island. ‘Poor Robin Crusoe, where have 
you been, Robin Crusoe?’ The man thought he was dreaming, but he 
wasn’ t. It was the Parrot, you know. There goes Friday, running for 
his li fe to the littl e creek! Halloa! Hoop! Halloo!”  

Then, with a rapidity of transition very foreign to his usual 
character, he said, in pity for his former self, “Poor boy!” and cried 
again.  

“ I wish,” Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his pocket, and 
looking about him, after drying his eyes with his cuff : “but it’s too 
late now.”  

“What is the matter?” asked the Spirit.  
“Nothing,” said Scrooge. “Nothing. There was a boy singing a 

Christmas Carol at my door last night. I should like to have given him 
something: that’s all .”  

The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand: saying as it 
did so, “Let us see another Christmas!”  

Scrooge’s former self grew larger at the words, and the room 
became a littl e darker and more dirty. The panels shrunk, the windows 
cracked; fragments of plaster fell out of the ceiling, and the naked 
laths were shown instead; but how all this was brought about, Scrooge 
knew no more than you do. He only knew that it was quite correct; 
that everything had happened so; that there he was, alone again, when 
all the other boys had gone home for the jolly holidays.  

He was not reading now, but walking up and down despairingly. 
Scrooge looked at the Ghost, and with a mournful shaking of his 
head, glanced anxiously towards the door.  
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It opened; and a littl e girl, much younger than the boy, came 
darting in, and putting her arms about his neck, and often kissing him, 
addressed him as her “Dear, dear brother.”  

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

“Home, littl e Fan?” returned the boy.  
“Yes!” said the child, brimful of glee. “Home, for good and all . 

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

“You are quite a woman, littl e Fan!” exclaimed the boy.  
She clapped her hands and laughed, and tried to touch his head; 

but being too littl e, laughed again, and stood on tiptoe to embrace 
him. Then she began to drag him, in her childish eagerness, towards 
the door; and he, nothing loth to go, accompanied her.  

A terrible voice in the hall cried, “Bring down Master Scrooge’s 
box, there!” and in the hall appeared the schoolmaster himself, who 
glared on Master Scrooge with a ferocious condescension, and threw 
him into a dreadful state of mind by shaking hands with him. He then 
conveyed him and his sister into the veriest old well of a shivering 
best-parlour that ever was seen, where the maps upon the wall , and 
the celestial and terrestrial globes in the windows, were waxy with 
cold. Here he produced a decanter of curiously light wine, and a block 
of curiously heavy cake, and administered instalments of those 
dainties to the young people: at the same time, sending out a meagre 
servant to offer a glass of “something” to the postboy, who answered 
that he thanked the gentleman, but if it was the same tap as he had 
tasted before, he had rather not. Master Scrooge’s trunk being by this 
time tied on to the top of the chaise, the children bade the 
schoolmaster good-bye right willi ngly; and getting into it, drove gaily 
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down the garden-sweep: the quick wheels dashing the hoar-frost and 
snow from off the dark leaves of the evergreens like spray.  

“Always a delicate creature, whom a breath might have 
withered,” said the Ghost. “But she had a large heart!”  

“So she had,” cried Scrooge. “You’ re right. I will not gainsay it, 
Spirit. God forbid!”  

“She died a woman,” said the Ghost, “and had, as I think, 
children.”  

“One child,” Scrooge returned.  
“True,” said the Ghost. “Your nephew!”  
Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind; and answered briefly, 

“Yes.”  
Although they had but that moment left the school behind them, 

they were now in the busy thoroughfares of a city, where shadowy 
passengers passed and repassed; where shadowy carts and coaches 
battled for the way, and all the strife and tumult of a real city were. It 
was made plain enough, by the dressing of the shops, that here too it 
was Christmas time again; but it was evening, and the streets were 
lighted up.  

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

“Know it!” said Scrooge. “Was I apprenticed here!”  
They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig, 

sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had been two inches taller 
he must have knocked his head against the ceili ng, Scrooge cried in 
great excitement:  

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

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

“Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!”  
Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly in, 

accompanied by his fellow-’prentice.  
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“Dick Wilkins, to be sure!” said Scrooge to the Ghost. “Bless 
me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached to me, was Dick. 
Poor Dick! Dear, dear!”  

“Yo ho, my boys!” said Fezziwig. “No more work to-night. 
Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer! Let’s have the shutters 
up,” cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his hands, “before a man 
can say Jack Robinson!”  

You wouldn’ t believe how those two fellows went at it! They 
charged into the street with the shutters—one, two, three—had ’em up 
in their places—four, five, six—barred ’em and pinned ’em—seven, 
eight, nine—and came back before you could have got to twelve, 
panting like race-horses.  

“Hilli -ho!” cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high 
desk, with wonderful agili ty. “Clear away, my lads, and let’s have lots 
of room here! Hilli -ho, Dick! Chirrup, Ebenezer!”  

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

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty 
desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. 
In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three 
Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young 
followers whose hearts they broke. In came all the young men and 
women employed in the business. In came the housemaid, with her 
cousin, the baker. In came the cook, with her brother’s particular 
friend, the milkman. In came the boy from over the way, who was 
suspected of not having board enough from his master; trying to hide 
himself behind the girl from next door but one, who was proved to 
have had her ears pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after 
another; some shyly, some boldly, some gracefully, some awkwardly, 
some pushing, some pulli ng; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow. 
Away they all went, twenty couple at once; hands half round and back 
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again the other way; down the middle and up again; round and round 
in various stages of affectionate grouping; old top couple always 
turning up in the wrong place; new top couple starting off again, as 
soon as they got there; all top couples at last, and not a bottom one to 
help them! When this result was brought about, old Fezziwig, 
clapping his hands to stop the dance, cried out, “Well done!” and the 
fiddler plunged his hot face into a pot of porter, especially provided 
for that purpose. But scorning rest, upon his reappearance, he 
instantly began again, though there were no dancers yet, as if the 
other fiddler had been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he 
were a bran-new man resolved to beat him out of sight, or perish.  

There were more dances, and there were forfeits, and more 
dances, and there was cake, and there was negus, and there was a 
great piece of Cold Roast, and there was a great piece of Cold Boiled, 
and there were mince-pies, and plenty of beer. But the great effect of 
the evening came after the Roast and Boiled, when the fiddler (an 
artful dog, mind! The sort of man who knew his business better than 
you or I could have told it him!) struck up “Sir Roger de Coverley.” 
Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs. Fezziwig. Top 
couple, too; with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or 
four and twenty pair of partners; people who were not to be trifled 
with; people who would dance, and had no notion of walking. 

But if they had been twice as many—ah, four times—old 
Fezziwig would have been a match for them, and so would Mrs. 
Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense 
of the term. If that’s not high praise, tell me higher, and I’ ll use it. A 
positive light appeared to issue from Fezziwig’s calves. They shone in 
every part of the dance like moons. You couldn’ t have predicted, at 
any given time, what would have become of them next. And when old 
Fezziwig and Mrs. Fezziwig had gone all through the dance; advance 
and retire, both hands to your partner, bow and curtsey, corkscrew, 
thread-the-needle, and back again to your place; Fezziwig “cut”—cut 
so deftly, that he appeared to wink with his legs, and came upon his 
feet again without a stagger.  
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When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up. Mr. 
and Mrs. Fezziwig took their stations, one on either side of the door, 
and shaking hands with every person individually as he or she went 
out, wished him or her a Merry Christmas. When everybody had 
retired but the two ’prentices, they did the same to them; and thus the 
cheerful voices died away, and the lads were left to their beds; which 
were under a counter in the back-shop.  

During the whole of this time, Scrooge had acted like a man out 
of his wits. His heart and soul were in the scene, and with his former 
self. He corroborated everything, remembered everything, enjoyed 
everything, and underwent the strangest agitation. It was not until 
now, when the bright faces of his former self and Dick were turned 
from them, that he remembered the Ghost, and became conscious that 
it was looking full upon him, while the light upon its head burnt very 
clear.  

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

“Small !” echoed Scrooge.  
The Spirit signed to him to listen to the two apprentices, who 

were pouring out their hearts in praise of Fezziwig: and when he had 
done so, said,  

“Why! Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your mortal 
money: three or four perhaps. Is that so much that he deserves this 
praise?”  

“ It isn’ t that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, and speaking 
unconsciously li ke his former, not his latter, self. “ It isn’ t that, Spirit. 
He has the power to render us happy or unhappy; to make our service 
light or burdensome; a pleasure or a toil . Say that his power lies in 
words and looks; in things so slight and insignificant that it is 
impossible to add and count ’em up: what then? The happiness he 
gives, is quite as great as if it cost a fortune.”  

He felt the Spirit’s glance, and stopped.  
“What is the matter?” asked the Ghost.  
“Nothing particular,” said Scrooge.  
“Something, I think?” the Ghost insisted.  
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“No,” said Scrooge, “No. I should like to be able to say a word 
or two to my clerk just now. That’s all .”  

His former self turned down the lamps as he gave utterance to 
the wish; and Scrooge and the Ghost again stood side by side in the 
open air.  

“My time grows short,” observed the Spirit. “Quick!”  
This was not addressed to Scrooge, or to any one whom he could 

see, but it produced an immediate effect. For again Scrooge saw 
himself. He was older now; a man in the prime of li fe. His face had 
not the harsh and rigid lines of later years; but it had begun to wear 
the signs of care and avarice. There was an eager, greedy, restless 
motion in the eye, which showed the passion that had taken root, and 
where the shadow of the growing tree would fall .  

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

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

“What Idol has displaced you?” he rejoined.  
“A golden one.”  
“This is the even-handed dealing of the world!” he said. “There 

is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty; and there is nothing it 
professes to condemn with such severity as the pursuit of wealth!”  

“You fear the world too much,” she answered, gently. “All your 
other hopes have merged into the hope of being beyond the chance of 
its sordid reproach. I have seen your nobler aspirations fall off one by 
one, until the master-passion, Gain, engrosses you. Have I not?”  

“What then?” he retorted. “Even if I have grown so much wiser, 
what then? I am not changed towards you.”  

She shook her head.  
“Am I?”  
“Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both 

poor and content to be so, until , in good season, we could improve our 
worldly fortune by our patient industry. You are changed. When it 
was made, you were another man.”  
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“ I was a boy,” he said impatiently.  
“Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are,” she 

returned. “ I am. That which promised happiness when we were one in 
heart, is fraught with misery now that we are two. How often and how 
keenly I have thought of this, I will not say. It is enough that I have 
thought of it, and can release you.”  

“Have I ever sought release?”  
“ In words. No. Never.”  
“ In what, then?”  
“ In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another atmosphere 

of li fe; another Hope as its great end. In everything that made my love 
of any worth or value in your sight. If this had never been between 
us,” said the girl, looking mildly, but with steadiness, upon him; “ tell 
me, would you seek me out and try to win me now? Ah, no!”  

He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition, in spite of 
himself. But he said with a struggle, “You think not.”  

“ I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she answered, 
“Heaven knows! When I have learned a Truth li ke this, I know how 
strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were free to-day, to-
morrow, yesterday, can even I believe that you would choose a 
dowerless girl—you who, in your very confidence with her, weigh 
everything by Gain: or, choosing her, if for a moment you were false 
enough to your one guiding principle to do so, do I not know that your 
repentance and regret would surely follow? I do; and I release you. 
With a full heart, for the love of him you once were.”  

He was about to speak; but with her head turned from him, she 
resumed.  

“You may—the memory of what is past half makes me hope you 
will —have pain in this. A very, very brief time, and you will dismiss 
the recollection of it, gladly, as an unprofitable dream, from which it 
happened well that you awoke. May you be happy in the li fe you have 
chosen!”  

She left him, and they parted.  
“Spirit!” said Scrooge, “show me no more! Conduct me home. 

Why do you delight to torture me?”  
“One shadow more!” exclaimed the Ghost.  
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“No more!” cried Scrooge. “No more. I don’ t wish to see it. 
Show me no more!”  

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

They were in another scene and place; a room, not very large or 
handsome, but full of comfort. Near to the winter fire sat a beautiful 
young girl, so like that last that Scrooge believed it was the same, 
until he saw her, now a comely matron, sitting opposite her daughter. 
The noise in this room was perfectly tumultuous, for there were more 
children there, than Scrooge in his agitated state of mind could count; 
and, unlike the celebrated herd in the poem, they were not forty 
children conducting themselves like one, but every child was 
conducting itself li ke forty. The consequences were uproarious 
beyond belief; but no one seemed to care; on the contrary, the mother 
and daughter laughed heartily, and enjoyed it very much; and the 
latter, soon beginning to mingle in the sports, got pill aged by the 
young brigands most ruthlessly. What would I not have given to be 
one of them! Though I never could have been so rude, no, no! I 
wouldn’ t for the wealth of all the world have crushed that braided 
hair, and torn it down; and for the precious littl e shoe, I wouldn’ t have 
plucked it off , God bless my soul! to save my life. As to measuring 
her waist in sport, as they did, bold young brood, I couldn’ t have done 
it; I should have expected my arm to have grown round it for a 
punishment, and never come straight again. And yet I should have 
dearly li ked, I own, to have touched her lips; to have questioned her, 
that she might have opened them; to have looked upon the lashes of 
her downcast eyes, and never raised a blush; to have let loose waves 
of hair, an inch of which would be a keepsake beyond price: in short, 
I should have liked, I do confess, to have had the lightest licence of a 
child, and yet to have been man enough to know its value.  

But now a knocking at the door was heard, and such a rush 
immediately ensued that she with laughing face and plundered dress 
was borne towards it the centre of a flushed and boisterous group, just 
in time to greet the father, who came home attended by a man laden 
with Christmas toys and presents. Then the shouting and the 
struggling, and the onslaught that was made on the defenceless porter! 
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The scaling him with chairs for ladders to dive into his pockets, 
despoil him of brown-paper parcels, hold on tight by his cravat, hug 
him round his neck, pommel his back, and kick his legs in 
irrepressible affection! The shouts of wonder and delight with which 
the development of every package was received! The terrible 
announcement that the baby had been taken in the act of putting a 
doll ’s frying-pan into his mouth, and was more than suspected of 
having swallowed a fictitious turkey, glued on a wooden platter! The 
immense relief of f inding this a false alarm! The joy, and gratitude, 
and ecstasy! They are all i ndescribable alike. It is enough that by 
degrees the children and their emotions got out of the parlour, and by 
one stair at a time, up to the top of the house; where they went to bed, 
and so subsided.  

And now Scrooge looked on more attentively than ever, when 
the master of the house, having his daughter leaning fondly on him, 
sat down with her and her mother at his own fireside; and when he 
thought that such another creature, quite as graceful and as full of 
promise, might have called him father, and been a spring-time in the 
haggard winter of his li fe, his sight grew very dim indeed.  

“Belle,” said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile, “ I 
saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.”  

“Who was it?”  
“Guess!”  
“How can I? Tut, don’ t I know?” she added in the same breath, 

laughing as he laughed. “Mr. Scrooge.”  
“Mr. Scrooge it was. I passed his off ice window; and as it was 

not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could scarcely help seeing 
him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I hear; and there he sat 
alone. Quite alone in the world, I do believe.”  

“Spirit!” said Scrooge in a broken voice, “ remove me from this 
place.”  

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

“Remove me!” Scrooge exclaimed, “ I cannot bear it!”  
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He turned upon the Ghost, and seeing that it looked upon him 
with a face, in which in some strange way there were fragments of all 
the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it.  

“Leave me! Take me back. Haunt me no longer!”  
In the struggle, if that can be called a struggle in which the Ghost 

with no visible resistance on its own part was undisturbed by any 
effort of its adversary, Scrooge observed that its light was burning 
high and bright; and dimly connecting that with its influence over 
him, he seized the extinguisher-cap, and by a sudden action pressed it 
down upon its head.  

The Spirit dropped beneath it, so that the extinguisher covered its 
whole form; but though Scrooge pressed it down with all his force, he 
could not hide the light, which streamed from under it, in an unbroken 
flood upon the ground.  

He was conscious of being exhausted, and overcome by an 
irresistible drowsiness; and, further, of being in his own bed-room. He 
gave the cap a parting squeeze, in which his hand relaxed; and had 
barely time to reel to bed, before he sank into a heavy sleep. 
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STAVE  III  

THE SECOND OF THE THREE SPIRITS 

 
AWAKING in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore, and sitting up 
in bed to get his thoughts together, Scrooge had no occasion to be told 
that the bell was again upon the stroke of One. He felt that he was 
restored to consciousness in the right nick of time, for the especial 
purpose of holding a conference with the second messenger 
despatched to him through Jacob Marley’s intervention. But, finding 
that he turned uncomfortably cold when he began to wonder which of 
his curtains this new spectre would draw back, he put them every one 
aside with his own hands, and lying down again, established a sharp 
look-out all round the bed. For, he wished to challenge the Spirit on 
the moment of its appearance, and did not wish to be taken by 
surprise, and made nervous.  

Gentlemen of the free-and-easy sort, who plume themselves on 
being acquainted with a move or two, and being usually equal to the 
time-of-day, express the wide range of their capacity for adventure by 
observing that they are good for anything from pitch-and-toss to 
manslaughter; between which opposite extremes, no doubt, there lies 
a tolerably wide and comprehensive range of subjects. Without 
venturing for Scrooge quite as hardily as this, I don’ t mind calli ng on 
you to believe that he was ready for a good broad field of strange 
appearances, and that nothing between a baby and rhinoceros would 
have astonished him very much.  

Now, being prepared for almost anything, he was not by any 
means prepared for nothing; and, consequently, when the Bell struck 
One, and no shape appeared, he was taken with a violent fit of 
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trembling. Five minutes, ten minutes, a quarter of an hour went by, 
yet nothing came. All this time, he lay upon his bed, the very core and 
centre of a blaze of ruddy light, which streamed upon it when the 
clock proclaimed the hour; and which, being only light, was more 
alarming than a dozen ghosts, as he was powerless to make out what 
it meant, or would be at; and was sometimes apprehensive that he 
might be at that very moment an interesting case of spontaneous 
combustion, without having the consolation of knowing it. At last, 
however, he began to think—as you or I would have thought at first; 
for it is always the person not in the predicament who knows what 
ought to have been done in it, and would unquestionably have done it 
too—at last, I say, he began to think that the source and secret of this 
ghostly light might be in the adjoining room, from whence, on further 
tracing it, it seemed to shine. This idea taking full possession of his 
mind, he got up softly and shuff led in his slippers to the door.  

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

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

“Come in!” exclaimed the Ghost. “Come in! and know me 
better, man!”  
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Scrooge’s Third Visitor 
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Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit. He 
was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; and though the Spirit’s eyes 
were clear and kind, he did not like to meet them.  

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

Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple green 
robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. This garment hung so 
loosely on the figure, that its capacious breast was bare, as if 
disdaining to be warded or concealed by any artifice. Its feet, 
observable beneath the ample folds of the garment, were also bare; 
and on its head it wore no other covering than a holly wreath, set here 
and there with shining icicles. Its dark brown curls were long and 
free; free as its genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery 
voice, its unconstrained demeanour, and its joyful air. Girded round 
its middle was an antique scabbard; but no sword was in it, and the 
ancient sheath was eaten up with rust. 

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

“Never,” Scrooge made answer to it.  
“Have never walked forth with the younger members of my 

family; meaning (for I am very young) my elder brothers born in 
these later years?” pursued the Phantom.  

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

“More than eighteen hundred,” said the Ghost.  
“A tremendous family to provide for!” muttered Scrooge.  
The Ghost of Christmas Present rose.  
“Spirit,” said Scrooge submissively, “conduct me where you 

will . I went forth last night on compulsion, and I learnt a lesson which 
is working now. To-night, if you have aught to teach me, let me profit 
by it.”  

“Touch my robe!”  
Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast.  
Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, 

brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, puddings, fruit, and punch, 
all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire, the ruddy glow, the 
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hour of night, and they stood in the city streets on Christmas morning, 
where (for the weather was severe) the people made a rough, but brisk 
and not unpleasant kind of music, in scraping the snow from the 
pavement in front of their dwelli ngs, and from the tops of their 
houses, whence it was mad delight to the boys to see it come 
plumping down into the road below, and splitti ng into artificial littl e 
snow-storms.  

The house fronts looked black enough, and the windows blacker, 
contrasting with the smooth white sheet of snow upon the roofs, and 
with the dirtier snow upon the ground; which last deposit had been 
ploughed up in deep furrows by the heavy wheels of carts and 
waggons; furrows that crossed and re-crossed each other hundreds of 
times where the great streets branched off; and made intricate 
channels, hard to trace in the thick yellow mud and icy water. The sky 
was gloomy, and the shortest streets were choked up with a dingy 
mist, half thawed, half frozen, whose heavier particles descended in a 
shower of sooty atoms, as if all the chimneys in Great Britain had, by 
one consent, caught fire, and were blazing away to their dear hearts’ 
content. There was nothing very cheerful in the climate or the town, 
and yet was there an air of cheerfulness abroad that the clearest 
summer air and brightest summer sun might have endeavoured to 
diffuse in vain.  

For, the people who were shovelli ng away on the housetops were 
jovial and full of glee; calli ng out to one another from the parapets, 
and now and then exchanging a facetious snowball—better-natured 
missile far than many a wordy jest—laughing heartily if it went right 
and not less heartily if it went wrong. The poulterers’ shops were still 
half open, and the fruiterers’ were radiant in their glory. There were 
great, round, pot-belli ed baskets of chestnuts, shaped like the 
waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen, lolli ng at the doors, and tumbling 
out into the street in their apoplectic opulence. There were ruddy, 
brown-faced, broad-girthed Spanish Onions, shining in the fatness of 
their growth like Spanish Friars, and winking from their shelves in 
wanton slyness at the girls as they went by, and glanced demurely at 
the hung-up mistletoe. There were pears and apples, clustered high in 
blooming pyramids; there were bunches of grapes, made, in the 
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shopkeepers’ benevolence to dangle from conspicuous hooks, that 
people’s mouths might water gratis as they passed; there were piles of 
filberts, mossy and brown, recalli ng, in their fragrance, ancient walks 
among the woods, and pleasant shuff lings ankle deep through 
withered leaves; there were Norfolk Biffins, squat and swarthy, 
setting off the yellow of the oranges and lemons, and, in the great 
compactness of their juicy persons, urgently entreating and 
beseeching to be carried home in paper bags and eaten after dinner. 
The very gold and silver fish, set forth among these choice fruits in a 
bowl, though members of a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared 
to know that there was something going on; and, to a fish, went 
gasping round and round their littl e world in slow and passionless 
excitement.  

The Grocers’! oh, the Grocers’ ! nearly closed, with perhaps two 
shutters down, or one; but through those gaps such glimpses! It was 
not alone that the scales descending on the counter made a merry 
sound, or that the twine and roller parted company so briskly, or that 
the canisters were rattled up and down like juggling tricks, or even 
that the blended scents of tea and coffee were so grateful to the nose, 
or even that the raisins were so plentiful and rare, the almonds so 
extremely white, the sticks of cinnamon so long and straight, the other 
spices so delicious, the candied fruits so caked and spotted with 
molten sugar as to make the coldest lookers-on feel faint and 
subsequently bili ous. Nor was it that the figs were moist and pulpy, or 
that the French plums blushed in modest tartness from their highly-
decorated boxes, or that everything was good to eat and in its 
Christmas dress; but the customers were all so hurried and so eager in 
the hopeful promise of the day, that they tumbled up against each 
other at the door, crashing their wicker baskets wildly, and left their 
purchases upon the counter, and came running back to fetch them, and 
committed hundreds of the like mistakes, in the best humour possible; 
while the Grocer and his people were so frank and fresh that the 
polished hearts with which they fastened their aprons behind might 
have been their own, worn outside for general inspection, and for 
Christmas daws to peck at if they chose.  
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But soon the steeples called good people all , to church and 
chapel, and away they came, flocking through the streets in their best 
clothes, and with their gayest faces. And at the same time there 
emerged from scores of bye-streets, lanes, and nameless turnings, 
innumerable people, carrying their dinners to the bakers’ shops. The 
sight of these poor revellers appeared to interest the Spirit very much, 
for he stood with Scrooge beside him in a baker’s doorway, and 
taking off the covers as their bearers passed, sprinkled incense on 
their dinners from his torch. And it was a very uncommon kind of 
torch, for once or twice when there were angry words between some 
dinner-carriers who had jostled each other, he shed a few drops of 
water on them from it, and their good humour was restored directly. 
For they said, it was a shame to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And so 
it was! God love it, so it was!  

In time the bells ceased, and the bakers were shut up; and yet 
there was a genial shadowing forth of all these dinners and the 
progress of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet above each 
baker’s oven; where the pavement smoked as if its stones were 
cooking too.  

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

“There is. My own.”  
“Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day?” asked 

Scrooge.  
“To any kindly given. To a poor one most.”  
“Why to a poor one most?” asked Scrooge.  
“Because it needs it most.”  
“Spirit,” said Scrooge, after a moment’s thought, “ I wonder you, 

of all the beings in the many worlds about us, should desire to cramp 
these people’s opportunities of innocent enjoyment.”  

“ I!” cried the Spirit.  
“You would deprive them of their means of dining every seventh 

day, often the only day on which they can be said to dine at all ,” said 
Scrooge. “Wouldn’ t you?”  

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

“ I seek!” exclaimed the Spirit.  
“Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name, or at 

least in that of your family,” said Scrooge.  
“There are some upon this earth of yours,” returned the Spirit, 

“who lay claim to know us, and who do their deeds of passion, pride, 
ill -will , hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our name, who are as 
strange to us and all our kith and kin, as if they had never li ved. 
Remember that, and charge their doings on themselves, not us.”  

Scrooge promised that he would; and they went on, invisible, as 
they had been before, into the suburbs of the town. It was a 
remarkable quali ty of the Ghost (which Scrooge had observed at the 
baker’s), that notwithstanding his gigantic size, he could 
accommodate himself to any place with ease; and that he stood 
beneath a low roof quite as gracefully and like a supernatural creature, 
as it was possible he could have done in any lofty hall .  

And perhaps it was the pleasure the good Spirit had in showing 
off this power of his, or else it was his own kind, generous, hearty 
nature, and his sympathy with all poor men, that led him straight to 
Scrooge’s clerk’s; for there he went, and took Scrooge with him, 
holding to his robe; and on the threshold of the door the Spirit smiled, 
and stopped to bless Bob Cratchit’s dwelli ng with the sprinkling of 
his torch. Think of that! Bob had but fifteen “Bob” a-week himself; he 
pocketed on Saturdays but fifteen copies of his Christian name; and 
yet the Ghost of Christmas Present blessed his four-roomed house!  

Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out but 
poorly in a twice-turned gown, but brave in ribbons, which are cheap 
and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the cloth, assisted 
by Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters, also brave in ribbons; 
while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into the saucepan of 
potatoes, and getting the corners of his monstrous shirt collar (Bob’s 
private property, conferred upon his son and heir in honour of the 
day) into his mouth, rejoiced to find himself so gallantly attired, and 
yearned to show his linen in the fashionable Parks. And now two 
smaller Cratchits, boy and girl, came tearing in, screaming that 
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outside the baker’s they had smelt the goose, and known it for their 
own; and basking in luxurious thoughts of sage and onion, these 
young Cratchits danced about the table, and exalted Master Peter 
Cratchit to the skies, while he (not proud, although his collars nearly 
choked him) blew the fire, until the slow potatoes bubbling up, 
knocked loudly at the saucepan-lid to be let out and peeled.  

“What has ever got your precious father then?” said Mrs. 
Cratchit. “And your brother, Tiny Tim! And Martha warn’ t as late last 
Christmas Day by half-an-hour?”  

“Here’s Martha, mother!” said a girl, appearing as she spoke.  
“Here’s Martha, mother!” cried the two young Cratchits. 

“Hurrah! There’s such a goose, Martha!”  
“Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are!” said 

Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and taking off her shawl and 
bonnet for her with off icious zeal.  

“We’d a deal of work to finish up last night,” replied the girl, 
“and had to clear away this morning, mother!”  

“Well ! Never mind so long as you are come,” said Mrs. Cratchit. 
“Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and have a warm, Lord bless 
ye!”  

“No, no! There’s father coming,” cried the two young Cratchits, 
who were everywhere at once. “Hide, Martha, hide!”  

So Martha hid herself, and in came littl e Bob, the father, with at 
least three feet of comforter exclusive of the fringe, hanging down 
before him; and his threadbare clothes darned up and brushed, to look 
seasonable; and Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he 
bore a littl e crutch, and had his limbs supported by an iron frame!  

“Why, where’s our Martha?” cried Bob Cratchit, looking round.  
“Not coming,” said Mrs. Cratchit.  
“Not coming!” said Bob, with a sudden declension in his high 

spirits; for he had been Tim’s blood horse all the way from church, 
and had come home rampant. “Not coming upon Christmas Day!”  

Martha didn’ t like to see him disappointed, if it were only in 
joke; so she came out prematurely from behind the closet door, and 
ran into his arms, while the two young Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, 
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and bore him off into the wash-house, that he might hear the pudding 
singing in the copper.  

“And how did littl e Tim behave?” asked Mrs. Cratchit, when she 
had ralli ed Bob on his creduli ty, and Bob had hugged his daughter to 
his heart’s content.  

“As good as gold,” said Bob, “and better. Somehow he gets 
thoughtful, sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest things 
you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped the people 
saw him in the church, because he was a cripple, and it might be 
pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day, who made lame 
beggars walk, and blind men see.”  

Bob’s voice was tremulous when he told them this, and trembled 
more when he said that Tiny Tim was growing strong and hearty.  

His active littl e crutch was heard upon the floor, and back came 
Tiny Tim before another word was spoken, escorted by his brother 
and sister to his stool before the fire; and while Bob, turning up his 
cuffs—as if, poor fellow, they were capable of being made more 
shabby—compounded some hot mixture in a jug with gin and lemons, 
and stirred it round and round and put it on the hob to simmer; Master 
Peter, and the two ubiquitous young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, 
with which they soon returned in high procession.  

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the 
rarest of all birds; a feathered phenomenon, to which a black swan 
was a matter of course—and in truth it was something very like it in 
that house. Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy (ready beforehand in a littl e 
saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes with 
incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; 
Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny 
corner at the table; the two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, 
not forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts, 
crammed spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek for goose 
before their turn came to be helped. At last the dishes were set on, and 
grace was said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs. 
Cratchit, looking slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared to 
plunge it in the breast; but when she did, and when the long expected 
gush of stuff ing issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all round 
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the board, and even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, 
beat on the table with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried Hurrah!  

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn’ t believe there 
ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness and flavour, size and 
cheapness, were the themes of universal admiration. Eked out by 
apple-sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the 
whole family; indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said with great delight 
(surveying one small atom of a bone upon the dish), they hadn’ t ate it 
all at last! Yet every one had had enough, and the youngest Cratchits 
in particular, were steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows! But 
now, the plates being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the 
room alone—too nervous to bear witnesses—to take the pudding up 
and bring it in.  

Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it should break 
in turning out! Suppose somebody should have got over the wall of 
the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose—a 
supposition at which the two young Cratchits became livid! All sorts 
of horrors were supposed.  

Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of the copper. 
A smell li ke a washing-day! That was the cloth. A smell li ke an 
eating-house and a pastrycook’s next door to each other, with a 
laundress’s next door to that! That was the pudding! In half a minute 
Mrs. Cratchit entered—flushed, but smiling proudly—with the 
pudding, li ke a speckled cannon-ball , so hard and firm, blazing in half 
of half-a-quartern of ignited brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly 
stuck into the top.  

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that 
he regarded it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs. Cratchit since 
their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that now the weight was off her 
mind, she would confess she had had her doubts about the quantity of 
flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but nobody said or 
thought it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have 
been flat heresy to do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at 
such a thing.  

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth 
swept, and the fire made up. The compound in the jug being tasted, 
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and considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, 
and a shovel-full of chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family 
drew round the hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a circle, meaning 
half a one; and at Bob Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of 
glass. Two tumblers, and a custard-cup without a handle.  

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden 
goblets would have done; and Bob served it out with beaming looks, 
while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and cracked noisily. Then 
Bob proposed:  

“A Merry Christmas to us all , my dears. God bless us!”  
Which all the family re-echoed.  
“God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all .  
He sat very close to his father’s side upon his little stool. Bob 

held his withered lit tle hand in his, as if he loved the child, and 
wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he might be taken 
from him.  

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

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

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

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

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

“Man,” said the Ghost, “ if man you be in heart, not adamant, 
forbear that wicked cant until you have discovered What the surplus 
is, and Where it is. Will you decide what men shall li ve, what men 
shall die? It may be, that in the sight of Heaven, you are more 
worthless and less fit to li ve than millions like this poor man’s child. 
Oh God! to hear the Insect on the leaf pronouncing on the too much 
li fe among his hungry brothers in the dust!”  
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Scrooge bent before the Ghost’s rebuke, and trembling cast his 
eyes upon the ground. But he raised them speedily, on hearing his 
own name.  

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

“The Founder of the Feast indeed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit, 
reddening. “ I wish I had him here. I’d give him a piece of my mind to 
feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it.”  

“My dear,” said Bob, “ the children! Christmas Day.”  
“ It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,” said she, “on which one 

drinks the health of such an odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling man as 
Mr. Scrooge. You know he is, Robert! Nobody knows it better than 
you do, poor fellow!”  

“My dear,” was Bob’s mild answer, “Christmas Day.”  
“ I’ ll drink his health for your sake and the Day’s,” said Mrs. 

Cratchit, “not for his. Long li fe to him! A merry Christmas and a 
happy new year! He’ ll be very merry and very happy, I have no 
doubt!”  

The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of their 
proceedings which had no heartiness. Tiny Tim drank it last of all , but 
he didn’ t care twopence for it. Scrooge was the Ogre of the family. 
The mention of his name cast a dark shadow on the party, which was 
not dispelled for full five minutes.  

After it had passed away, they were ten times merrier than 
before, from the mere relief of Scrooge the Baleful being done with. 
Bob Cratchit told them how he had a situation in his eye for Master 
Peter, which would bring in, if obtained, full five-and-sixpence 
weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed tremendously at the idea of 
Peter’s being a man of business; and Peter himself looked 
thoughtfully at the fire from between his collars, as if he were 
deliberating what particular investments he should favour when he 
came into the receipt of that bewildering income. Martha, who was a 
poor apprentice at a milli ner’s, then told them what kind of work she 
had to do, and how many hours she worked at a stretch, and how she 
meant to lie abed to-morrow morning for a good long rest; to-morrow 
being a holiday she passed at home. Also how she had seen a countess 
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and a lord some days before, and how the lord “was much about as 
tall as Peter;” at which Peter pulled up his collars so high that you 
couldn’ t have seen his head if you had been there. All this time the 
chestnuts and the jug went round and round; and by-and-bye they had 
a song, about a lost child travelli ng in the snow, from Tiny Tim, who 
had a plaintive littl e voice, and sang it very well i ndeed.  

There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not a 
handsome family; they were not well dressed; their shoes were far 
from being water-proof; their clothes were scanty; and Peter might 
have known, and very likely did, the inside of a pawnbroker’s. But, 
they were happy, grateful, pleased with one another, and contented 
with the time; and when they faded, and looked happier yet in the 
bright sprinklings of the Spirit’s torch at parting, Scrooge had his eye 
upon them, and especially on Tiny Tim, until the last.  

By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty heavily; and 
as Scrooge and the Spirit went along the streets, the brightness of the 
roaring fires in kitchens, parlours, and all sorts of rooms, was 
wonderful. Here, the fli ckering of the blaze showed preparations for a 
cosy dinner, with hot plates baking through and through before the 
fire, and deep red curtains, ready to be drawn to shut out cold and 
darkness. There all the children of the house were running out into the 
snow to meet their married sisters, brothers, cousins, uncles, aunts, 
and be the first to greet them. Here, again, were shadows on the 
window-blind of guests assembling; and there a group of handsome 
girls, all hooded and fur-booted, and all chattering at once, tripped 
lightly off to some near neighbour’s house; where, woe upon the 
single man who saw them enter—artful witches, well they knew it—
in a glow!  

But, if you had judged from the numbers of people on their way 
to friendly gatherings, you might have thought that no one was at 
home to give them welcome when they got there, instead of every 
house expecting company, and pili ng up its fires half-chimney high. 
Blessings on it, how the Ghost exulted! How it bared its breadth of 
breast, and opened its capacious palm, and floated on, outpouring, 
with a generous hand, its bright and harmless mirth on everything 
within its reach! The very lamplighter, who ran on before, dotting the 
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dusky street with specks of light, and who was dressed to spend the 
evening somewhere, laughed out loudly as the Spirit passed, though 
littl e kenned the lamplighter that he had any company but Christmas!  

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

“What place is this?” asked Scrooge.  
“A place where Miners live, who labour in the bowels of the 

earth,” returned the Spirit. “But they know me. See!”  
A light shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly they 

advanced towards it. Passing through the wall of mud and stone, they 
found a cheerful company assembled round a glowing fire. An old, 
old man and woman, with their children and their children’s children, 
and another generation beyond that, all decked out gaily in their 
holiday attire. The old man, in a voice that seldom rose above the 
howling of the wind upon the barren waste, was singing them a 
Christmas song—it had been a very old song when he was a boy—
and from time to time they all j oined in the chorus. So surely as they 
raised their voices, the old man got quite blithe and loud; and so 
surely as they stopped, his vigour sank again.  

The Spirit did not tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his robe, and 
passing on above the moor, sped—whither? Not to sea? To sea. To 
Scrooge’s horror, looking back, he saw the last of the land, a frightful 
range of rocks, behind them; and his ears were deafened by the 
thundering of water, as it rolled and roared, and raged among the 
dreadful caverns it had worn, and fiercely tried to undermine the 
earth.  

Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rocks, some league or so from 
shore, on which the waters chafed and dashed, the wild year through, 
there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great heaps of sea-weed clung to its 
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base, and storm-birds—born of the wind one might suppose, as sea-
weed of the water—rose and fell about it, li ke the waves they 
skimmed.  

But even here, two men who watched the light had made a fire, 
that through the loophole in the thick stone wall shed out a ray of 
brightness on the awful sea. Joining their horny hands over the rough 
table at which they sat, they wished each other Merry Christmas in 
their can of grog; and one of them: the elder, too, with his face all 
damaged and scarred with hard weather, as the figure-head of an old 
ship might be: struck up a sturdy song that was like a Gale in itself.  

Again the Ghost sped on, above the black and heaving sea—on, 
on—until , being far away, as he told Scrooge, from any shore, they 
lighted on a ship. They stood beside the helmsman at the wheel, the 
look-out in the bow, the off icers who had the watch; dark, ghostly 
figures in their several stations; but every man among them hummed a 
Christmas tune, or had a Christmas thought, or spoke below his breath 
to his companion of some bygone Christmas Day, with homeward 
hopes belonging to it. And every man on board, waking or sleeping, 
good or bad, had had a kinder word for another on that day than on 
any day in the year; and had shared to some extent in its festivities; 
and had remembered those he cared for at a distance, and had known 
that they delighted to remember him.  

It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while li stening to the moaning 
of the wind, and thinking what a solemn thing it was to move on 
through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose depths 
were secrets as profound as Death: it was a great surprise to Scrooge, 
while thus engaged, to hear a hearty laugh. It was a much greater 
surprise to Scrooge to recognise it as his own nephew’s and to find 
himself in a bright, dry, gleaming room, with the Spirit standing 
smiling by his side, and looking at that same nephew with approving 
affabili ty!  

“Ha, ha!” laughed Scrooge’s nephew. “Ha, ha, ha!”  
If you should happen, by any unlikely chance, to know a man 

more blest in a laugh than Scrooge’s nephew, all I can say is, I should 
like to know him too. Introduce him to me, and I’ ll cultivate his 
acquaintance.  
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It is a fair, even-handed, noble adjustment of things, that while 
there is infection in disease and sorrow, there is nothing in the world 
so irresistibly contagious as laughter and good-humour. When 
Scrooge’s nephew laughed in this way: holding his sides, rolling his 
head, and twisting his face into the most extravagant contortions: 
Scrooge’s niece, by marriage, laughed as heartil y as he. And their 
assembled friends being not a bit behindhand, roared out lustily.  

“Ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha, ha!”  
“He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I li ve!” cried 

Scrooge’s nephew. “He believed it too!”  
“More shame for him, Fred!” said Scrooge’s niece, indignantly. 

Bless those women; they never do anything by halves. They are 
always in earnest.  

She was very pretty: exceedingly pretty. With a dimpled, 
surprised-looking, capital face; a ripe littl e mouth, that seemed made 
to be kissed—as no doubt it was; all kinds of good littl e dots about 
her chin, that melted into one another when she laughed; and the 
sunniest pair of eyes you ever saw in any li ttle creature’s head. 
Altogether she was what you would have called provoking, you 
know; but satisfactory, too. Oh, perfectly satisfactory.  

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

“ I’m sure he is very rich, Fred,” hinted Scrooge’s niece. “At least 
you always tell me so.”  

“What of that, my dear!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “His wealth is 
of no use to him. He don’ t do any good with it. He don’ t make 
himself comfortable with it. He hasn’ t the satisfaction of thinking—
ha, ha, ha!—that he is ever going to benefit US with it.”  

“ I have no patience with him,” observed Scrooge’s niece. 
Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, and all the other ladies, expressed the same 
opinion.  

“Oh, I have!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “ I am sorry for him; I 
couldn’ t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers by his ill whims! 
Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to dislike us, and he 
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won’ t come and dine with us. What’s the consequence? He don’ t lose 
much of a dinner.”  

“ Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,” interrupted 
Scrooge’s niece. Everybody else said the same, and they must be 
allowed to have been competent judges, because they had just had 
dinner; and, with the dessert upon the table, were clustered round the 
fire, by lamplight.  

“Well ! I’m very glad to hear it,” said Scrooge’s nephew, 
“because I haven’ t great faith in these young housekeepers. What do 
you say, Topper?”  

Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge’s niece’s 
sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a wretched outcast, who 
had no right to express an opinion on the subject. Whereat Scrooge’s 
niece’s sister—the plump one with the lace tucker: not the one with 
the roses—blushed.  

“Do go on, Fred,” said Scrooge’s niece, clapping her hands. “He 
never finishes what he begins to say! He is such a ridiculous fellow!”  

Scrooge’s nephew revelled in another laugh, and as it was 
impossible to keep the infection off ; though the plump sister tried 
hard to do it with aromatic vinegar; his example was unanimously 
followed.  

“ I was only going to say,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “ that the 
consequence of his taking a dislike to us, and not making merry with 
us, is, as I think, that he loses some pleasant moments, which could do 
him no harm. I am sure he loses pleasanter companions than he can 
find in his own thoughts, either in his mouldy old off ice, or his dusty 
chambers. I mean to give him the same chance every year, whether he 
likes it or not, for I pity him. He may rail at Christmas till he dies, but 
he can’ t help thinking better of it—I defy him—if he finds me going 
there, in good temper, year after year, and saying Uncle Scrooge, how 
are you? If it only puts him in the vein to leave his poor clerk fifty 
pounds, that’s something; and I think I shook him yesterday.”  

It was their turn to laugh now at the notion of his shaking 
Scrooge. But being thoroughly good-natured, and not much caring 
what they laughed at, so that they laughed at any rate, he encouraged 
them in their merriment, and passed the bottle joyously.  
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After tea, they had some music. For they were a musical family, 
and knew what they were about, when they sung a Glee or Catch, I 
can assure you: especially Topper, who could growl away in the bass 
like a good one, and never swell the large veins in his forehead, or get 
red in the face over it. Scrooge’s niece played well upon the harp; and 
played among other tunes a simple littl e air (a mere nothing: you 
might learn to whistle it in two minutes), which had been familiar to 
the child who fetched Scrooge from the boarding-school, as he had 
been reminded by the Ghost of Christmas Past. When this strain of 
music sounded, all the things that Ghost had shown him, came upon 
his mind; he softened more and more; and thought that if he could 
have listened to it often, years ago, he might have cultivated the 
kindnesses of li fe for his own happiness with his own hands, without 
resorting to the sexton’s spade that buried Jacob Marley.  

But they didn’ t devote the whole evening to music. After a while 
they played at forfeits; for it is good to be children sometimes, and 
never better than at Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a child 
himself. Stop! There was first a game at blind-man’s buff . Of course 
there was. And I no more believe Topper was really blind than I 
believe he had eyes in his boots. My opinion is, that it was a done 
thing between him and Scrooge’s nephew; and that the Ghost of 
Christmas Present knew it. The way he went after that plump sister in 
the lace tucker, was an outrage on the credulity of human nature. 
Knocking down the fire-irons, tumbling over the chairs, bumping 
against the piano, smothering himself among the curtains, wherever 
she went, there went he! He always knew where the plump sister was. 
He wouldn’ t catch anybody else. If you had fallen up against him (as 
some of them did), on purpose, he would have made a feint of 
endeavouring to seize you, which would have been an affront to your 
understanding, and would instantly have sidled off in the direction of 
the plump sister. She often cried out that it wasn’ t fair; and it really 
was not. But when at last, he caught her; when, in spite of all her 
silken rustlings, and her rapid flutterings past him, he got her into a 
corner whence there was no escape; then his conduct was the most 
execrable. For his pretending not to know her; his pretending that it 
was necessary to touch her head-dress, and further to assure himself 
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of her identity by pressing a certain ring upon her finger, and a certain 
chain about her neck; was vile, monstrous! No doubt she told him her 
opinion of it, when, another blind-man being in off ice, they were so 
very confidential together, behind the curtains.  

Scrooge’s niece was not one of the blind-man’s buff party, but 
was made comfortable with a large chair and a footstool, in a snug 
corner, where the Ghost and Scrooge were close behind her. But she 
joined in the forfeits, and loved her love to admiration with all the 
letters of the alphabet. Likewise at the game of How, When, and 
Where, she was very great, and to the secret joy of Scrooge’s nephew, 
beat her sisters hollow: though they were sharp girls too, as Topper 
could have told you. There might have been twenty people there, 
young and old, but they all played, and so did Scrooge; for wholly 
forgetting in the interest he had in what was going on, that his voice 
made no sound in their ears, he sometimes came out with his guess 
quite loud, and very often guessed quite right, too; for the sharpest 
needle, best Whitechapel, warranted not to cut in the eye, was not 
sharper than Scrooge; blunt as he took it in his head to be.  

The Ghost was greatly pleased to find him in this mood, and 
looked upon him with such favour, that he begged like a boy to be 
allowed to stay until the guests departed. But this the Spirit said could 
not be done.  

“Here is a new game,” said Scrooge. “One half hour, Spirit, only 
one!”  

It was a Game called Yes and No, where Scrooge’s nephew had 
to think of something, and the rest must find out what; he only 
answering to their questions yes or no, as the case was. The brisk fire 
of questioning to which he was exposed, elicited from him that he was 
thinking of an animal, a li ve animal, rather a disagreeable animal, a 
savage animal, an animal that growled and grunted sometimes, and 
talked sometimes, and lived in London, and walked about the streets, 
and wasn’ t made a show of, and wasn’ t led by anybody, and didn’ t 
li ve in a menagerie, and was never kill ed in a market, and was not a 
horse, or an ass, or a cow, or a bull , or a tiger, or a dog, or a pig, or a 
cat, or a bear. At every fresh question that was put to him, this 
nephew burst into a fresh roar of laughter; and was so inexpressibly 
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tickled, that he was obliged to get up off the sofa and stamp. At last 
the plump sister, falli ng into a similar state, cried out:  

“ I have found it out! I know what it is, Fred! I know what it is!”  
“What is it?” cried Fred.  
“ It’s your Uncle Scro-o-o-o-oge!”  
Which it certainly was. Admiration was the universal sentiment, 

though some objected that the reply to “ Is it a bear?” ought to have 
been “Yes;” inasmuch as an answer in the negative was sufficient to 
have diverted their thoughts from Mr. Scrooge, supposing they had 
ever had any tendency that way.  

“He has given us plenty of merriment, I am sure,” said Fred, 
“and it would be ungrateful not to drink his health. Here is a glass of 
mulled wine ready to our hand at the moment; and I say, ‘Uncle 
Scrooge!’  ”  

“Well ! Uncle Scrooge!” they cried.  
“A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to the old man, 

whatever he is!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “He wouldn’ t take it from 
me, but may he have it, nevertheless. Uncle Scrooge!”  

Uncle Scrooge had imperceptibly become so gay and light of 
heart, that he would have pledged the unconscious company in return, 
and thanked them in an inaudible speech, if the Ghost had given him 
time. But the whole scene passed off in the breath of the last word 
spoken by his nephew; and he and the Spirit were again upon their 
travels.  

Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes they visited, 
but always with a happy end. The Spirit stood beside sick beds, and 
they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and they were close at home; by 
struggling men, and they were patient in their greater hope; by 
poverty, and it was rich. In almshouse, hospital, and jail , in misery’s 
every refuge, where vain man in his littl e brief authority had not made 
fast the door, and barred the Spirit out, he left his blessing, and taught 
Scrooge his precepts.  

It was a long night, if it were only a night; but Scrooge had his 
doubts of this, because the Christmas Holidays appeared to be 
condensed into the space of time they passed together. It was strange, 
too, that while Scrooge remained unaltered in his outward form, the 
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Ghost grew older, clearly older. Scrooge had observed this change, 
but never spoke of it, until they left a children’s Twelfth Night party, 
when, looking at the Spirit as they stood together in an open place, he 
noticed that its hair was grey.  

“Are spirits’ li ves so short?” asked Scrooge.  
“My li fe upon this globe, is very brief,” replied the Ghost. “ It 

ends to-night.”  
“To-night!” cried Scrooge.  
“To-night at midnight. Hark! The time is drawing near.”  
The chimes were ringing the three quarters past eleven at that 

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

looking intently at the Spirit’s robe, “but I see something strange, and 
not belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it a foot or a 
claw?”  

“ It might be a claw, for the flesh there is upon it,” was the 
Spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look here.”  

From the foldings of its robe, it brought two children; wretched, 
abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They knelt down at its feet, and 
clung upon the outside of its garment.  

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

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

Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to him in 
this way, he tried to say they were fine children, but the words choked 
themselves, rather than be parties to a lie of such enormous 
magnitude.  
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“Spirit! are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more.  
“They are Man’s,” said the Spirit, looking down upon them. 

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

“Have they no refuge or resource?” cried Scrooge.  
“Are there no prisons?” said the Spirit, turning on him for the 

last time with his own words. “Are there no workhouses?”  
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The bell struck twelve.  
Scrooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As the 

last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered the prediction of old 
Jacob Marley, and li fting up his eyes, beheld a solemn Phantom, 
draped and hooded, coming, li ke a mist along the ground, towards 
him.  
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STAVE  IV 

THE LAST OF THE SPIRITS 

 
THE Phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached. When it came 
near him, Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for in the very air 
through which this Spirit moved it seemed to scatter gloom and 
mystery.  

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

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

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

The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand.  
“You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not 

happened, but will happen in the time before us,” Scrooge pursued. 
“ Is that so, Spirit?”  

The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant in 
its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its head. That was the only 
answer he received.  

Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge 
feared the silent shape so much that his legs trembled beneath him, 
and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. 
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The Spirit paused a moment, as observing his condition, and giving 
him time to recover.  

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrill ed him with a 
vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the dusky shroud, there 
were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he 
stretched his own to the utmost, could see nothing but a spectral hand 
and one great heap of black.  

“Ghost of the Future!” he exclaimed, “ I fear you more than any 
spectre I have seen. But as I know your purpose is to do me good, and 
as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to 
bear you company, and do it with a thankful heart. Will you not speak 
to me?”  

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before them.  
“Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on! The night is waning fast, 

and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, Spirit!”  
The Phantom moved away as it had come towards him. Scrooge 

followed in the shadow of its dress, which bore him up, he thought, 
and carried him along.  

They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather seemed 
to spring up about them, and encompass them of its own act. But there 
they were, in the heart of it; on ’Change, amongst the merchants; who 
hurried up and down, and chinked the money in their pockets, and 
conversed in groups, and looked at their watches, and trifled 
thoughtfully with their great gold seals; and so forth, as Scrooge had 
seen them often.  

The Spirit stopped beside one littl e knot of business men. 
Observing that the hand was pointed to them, Scrooge advanced to 
listen to their talk.  

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

“When did he die?” inquired another.  
“Last night, I believe.”  
“Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third, taking a 

vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuff-box. “ I thought he’d 
never die.”  

“God knows,” said the first, with a yawn.  
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“What has he done with his money?” asked a red-faced 
gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on the end of his nose, that 
shook like the gill s of a turkey-cock.  

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

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.  
“ It’s li kely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same speaker; 

“ for upon my li fe I don’ t know of anybody to go to it. Suppose we 
make up a party and volunteer?”  

“ I don’ t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed the 
gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. “But I must be fed, if I 
make one.”  

Another laugh.  
“Well , I am the most disinterested among you, after all ,” said the 

first speaker, “ for I never wear black gloves, and I never eat lunch. 
But I’ ll offer to go, if anybody else will . When I come to think of it, 
I’m not at all sure that I wasn’ t his most particular friend; for we used 
to stop and speak whenever we met. Bye, bye!”  

Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with other 
groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked towards the Spirit for an 
explanation.  

The Phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed to two 
persons meeting. Scrooge listened again, thinking that the explanation 
might lie here.  

He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of business: 
very wealthy, and of great importance. He had made a point always of 
standing well i n their esteem: in a business point of view, that is; 
strictly in a business point of view.  

“How are you?” said one.  
“How are you?” returned the other.  
“Well !” said the first. “Old Scratch has got his own at last, hey?”  
“So I am told,” returned the second. “Cold, isn’ t it?”  
“Seasonable for Christmas time. You’re not a skater, I suppose?”  
“No. No. Something else to think of. Good morning!”  
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Not another word. That was their meeting, their conversation, 
and their parting.  

Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the Spirit should 
attach importance to conversations apparently so trivial; but feeling 
assured that they must have some hidden purpose, he set himself to 
consider what it was likely to be. They could scarcely be supposed to 
have any bearing on the death of Jacob, his old partner, for that was 
Past, and this Ghost’s province was the Future. Nor could he think of 
any one immediately connected with himself, to whom he could apply 
them. But nothing doubting that to whomsoever they applied they had 
some latent moral for his own improvement, he resolved to treasure 
up every word he heard, and everything he saw; and especially to 
observe the shadow of himself when it appeared. For he had an 
expectation that the conduct of his future self would give him the clue 
he missed, and would render the solution of these riddles easy.  

He looked about in that very place for his own image; but 
another man stood in his accustomed corner, and though the clock 
pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no likeness of 
himself among the multitudes that poured in through the Porch. It 
gave him lit tle surprise, however; for he had been revolving in his 
mind a change of li fe, and thought and hoped he saw his new-born 
resolutions carried out in this.  

Quiet and dark, beside him stood the Phantom, with its 
outstretched hand. When he roused himself from his thoughtful quest, 
he fancied from the turn of the hand, and its situation in reference to 
himself, that the Unseen Eyes were looking at him keenly. It made 
him shudder, and feel very cold.  

They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the 
town, where Scrooge had never penetrated before, although he 
recognised its situation, and its bad repute. The ways were foul and 
narrow; the shops and houses wretched; the people half-naked, 
drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and archways, li ke so many cesspools, 
disgorged their offences of smell , and dirt, and li fe, upon the 
straggling streets; and the whole quarter reeked with crime, with filth, 
and misery.  
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Far in this den of infamous resort, there was a low-browed, 
beetling shop, below a pent-house roof, where iron, old rags, bottles, 
bones, and greasy offal, were bought. Upon the floor within, were 
piled up heaps of rusty keys, nails, chains, hinges, files, scales, 
weights, and refuse iron of all kinds. Secrets that few would like to 
scrutinise were bred and hidden in mountains of unseemly rags, 
masses of corrupted fat, and sepulchres of bones. Sitting in among the 
wares he dealt in, by a charcoal stove, made of old bricks, was a grey-
haired rascal, nearly seventy years of age; who had screened himself 
from the cold air without, by a frousy curtaining of miscellaneous 
tatters, hung upon a line; and smoked his pipe in all the luxury of 
calm retirement.  

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

“Let the charwoman alone to be the first!” cried she who had 
entered first. “Let the laundress alone to be the second; and let the 
undertaker’s man alone to be the third. Look here, old Joe, here’s a 
chance! If we haven’ t all three met here without meaning it!”  

“You couldn’ t have met in a better place,” said old Joe, 
removing his pipe from his mouth. “Come into the parlour. You were 
made free of it long ago, you know; and the other two an’ t strangers. 
Stop till I shut the door of the shop. Ah! How it skreeks! There an’ t 
such a rusty bit of metal in the place as its own hinges, I believe; and 
I’m sure there’s no such old bones here, as mine. Ha, ha! We’ re all 
suitable to our calli ng, we’ re well matched. Come into the parlour. 
Come into the parlour.”  

The parlour was the space behind the screen of rags. The old 
man raked the fire together with an old stair-rod, and having trimmed 
his smoky lamp (for it was night), with the stem of his pipe, put it in 
his mouth again.  
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While he did this, the woman who had already spoken threw her 
bundle on the floor, and sat down in a flaunting manner on a stool; 
crossing her elbows on her knees, and looking with a bold defiance at 
the other two.  

“What odds then! What odds, Mrs. Dilber?” said the woman. 
“Every person has a right to take care of themselves. He always did.”  

“That’s true, indeed!” said the laundress. “No man more so.”  
“Why then, don’ t stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; 

who’s the wiser? We’re not going to pick holes in each other’s coats, 
I suppose?”  

“No, indeed!” said Mrs. Dilber and the man together. “We 
should hope not.”  

“Very well , then!” cried the woman. “That’s enough. Who’s the 
worse for the loss of a few things like these? Not a dead man, I 
suppose.”  

“No, indeed,” said Mrs. Dilber, laughing.  
“ If he wanted to keep ’em after he was dead, a wicked old 

screw,” pursued the woman, “why wasn’ t he natural in his li fetime? If 
he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after him when he was 
struck with Death, instead of lying gasping out his last there, alone by 
himself.”  

“ It’s the truest word that ever was spoke,” said Mrs. Dilber. “ It’s 
a judgment on him.”  

“ I wish it was a littl e heavier judgment,” replied the woman; 
“and it should have been, you may depend upon it, if I could have laid 
my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and let me 
know the value of it. Speak out plain. I’m not afraid to be the first, nor 
afraid for them to see it. We knew pretty well that we were helping 
ourselves, before we met here, I believe. It’s no sin. Open the bundle, 
Joe.”  

But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this; and the 
man in faded black, mounting the breach first, produced his plunder. 
It was not extensive. A seal or two, a pencil -case, a pair of sleeve-
buttons, and a brooch of no great value, were all . They were severally 
examined and appraised by old Joe, who chalked the sums he was 
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disposed to give for each, upon the wall , and added them up into a 
total when he found there was nothing more to come.  

“That’s your account,” said Joe, “and I wouldn’ t give another 
sixpence, if I was to be boiled for not doing it. Who’s next?”  

Mrs. Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a lit tle wearing apparel, 
two old-fashioned silver teaspoons, a pair of sugar-tongs, and a few 
boots. Her account was stated on the wall i n the same manner.  

“ I always give too much to ladies. It’s a weakness of mine, and 
that’s the way I ruin myself,” said old Joe. “That’s your account. If 
you asked me for another penny, and made it an open question, I’d 
repent of being so liberal and knock off half-a-crown.”  

“And now undo my bundle, Joe,” said the first woman.  
Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience of 

opening it, and having unfastened a great many knots, dragged out a 
large and heavy roll of some dark stuff .  

“What do you call this?” said Joe. “Bed-curtains!”  
“Ah!” returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on her 

crossed arms. “Bed-curtains!”  
“You don’ t mean to say you took ’em down, rings and all , with 

him lying there?” said Joe.  
“Yes I do,” replied the woman. “Why not?”  
“You were born to make your fortune,” said Joe, “and you’ ll 

certainly do it.”  
“ I certainly shan’ t hold my hand, when I can get anything in it by 

reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as He was, I promise you, 
Joe,” returned the woman coolly. “Don’ t drop that oil upon the 
blankets, now.”  

“His blankets?” asked Joe.  
“Whose else’s do you think?” replied the woman. “He isn’ t 

li kely to take cold without ’em, I dare say.”  
“ I hope he didn’ t die of anything catching? Eh?” said old Joe, 

stopping in his work, and looking up.  
“Don’ t you be afraid of that,” returned the woman. “ I an’ t so 

fond of his company that I’d loiter about him for such things, if he 
did. Ah! you may look through that shirt till  your eyes ache; but you 
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won’ t find a hole in it, nor a threadbare place. It’s the best he had, and 
a fine one too. They’d have wasted it, if it hadn’ t been for me.”  

“What do you call wasting of it?” asked old Joe.  
“Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,” replied the woman 

with a laugh. “Somebody was fool enough to do it, but I took it off 
again. If calico an’ t good enough for such a purpose, it isn’ t good 
enough for anything. It’s quite as becoming to the body. He can’ t look 
uglier than he did in that one.”  

Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they sat grouped 
about their spoil , in the scanty light afforded by the old man’s lamp, 
he viewed them with a detestation and disgust, which could hardly 
have been greater, though they had been obscene demons, marketing 
the corpse itself.  

“Ha, ha!” laughed the same woman, when old Joe, producing a 
flannel bag with money in it, told out their several gains upon the 
ground. “This is the end of it, you see! He frightened every one away 
from him when he was alive, to profit us when he was dead! Ha, ha, 
ha!”  

“Spirit!” said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. “ I see, I 
see. The case of this unhappy man might be my own. My li fe tends 
that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this!”  

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

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

Scrooge glanced towards the Phantom. Its steady hand was 
pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly adjusted that the 
slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon Scrooge’s part, 
would have disclosed the face. He thought of it, felt how easy it 
would be to do, and longed to do it; but had no more power to 
withdraw the veil than to dismiss the spectre at his side.  
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Oh cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar here, and 
dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy command: for this is thy 
dominion! But of the loved, revered, and honoured head, thou canst 
not turn one hair to thy dread purposes, or make one feature odious. It 
is not that the hand is heavy and will fall down when released; it is not 
that the heart and pulse are still; but that the hand WAS open, 
generous, and true; the heart brave, warm, and tender; and the pulse a 
man’s. Strike, Shadow, strike! And see his good deeds springing from 
the wound, to sow the world with li fe immortal!  

No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge’s ears, and yet he 
heard them when he looked upon the bed. He thought, if this man 
could be raised up now, what would be his foremost thoughts? 
Avarice, hard-dealing, griping cares? They have brought him to a rich 
end, truly!  

He lay, in the dark empty house, with not a man, a woman, or a 
child, to say that he was kind to me in this or that, and for the memory 
of one kind word I will be kind to him. A cat was tearing at the door, 
and there was a sound of gnawing rats beneath the hearth-stone. What 
they wanted in the room of death, and why they were so restless and 
disturbed, Scrooge did not dare to think.  

“Spirit!” he said, “ this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I shall not 
leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go!”  

Still t he Ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the head.  
“ I understand you,” Scrooge returned, “and I would do it, if I 

could. But I have not the power, Spirit. I have not the power.”  
Again it seemed to look upon him.  
“ If there is any person in the town, who feels emotion caused by 

this man’s death,” said Scrooge quite agonised, “show that person to 
me, Spirit, I beseech you!”  

The Phantom spread its dark robe before him for a moment, li ke 
a wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room by daylight, where a 
mother and her children were.  

She was expecting some one, and with anxious eagerness; for 
she walked up and down the room; started at every sound; looked out 
from the window; glanced at the clock; tried, but in vain, to work with 
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her needle; and could hardly bear the voices of the children in their 
play.  

At length the long-expected knock was heard. She hurried to the 
door, and met her husband; a man whose face was careworn and 
depressed, though he was young. There was a remarkable expression 
in it now; a kind of serious delight of which he felt ashamed, and 
which he struggled to repress.  

He sat down to the dinner that had been hoarding for him by the 
fire; and when she asked him faintly what news (which was not until 
after a long silence), he appeared embarrassed how to answer.  

“ Is it good?” she said, “or bad?”—to help him.  
“Bad,” he answered.  
“We are quite ruined?”  
“No. There is hope yet, Caroline.”  
“ If he relents,” she said, amazed, “ there is! Nothing is past hope, 

if such a miracle has happened.”  
“He is past relenting,” said her husband. “He is dead.”  
She was a mild and patient creature if her face spoke truth; but 

she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she said so, with clasped 
hands. She prayed forgiveness the next moment, and was sorry; but 
the first was the emotion of her heart.  

“What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last night, 
said to me, when I tried to see him and obtain a week’s delay; and 
what I thought was a mere excuse to avoid me; turns out to have been 
quite true. He was not only very ill , but dying, then.”  

“To whom will our debt be transferred?”  
“ I don’ t know. But before that time we shall be ready with the 

money; and even though we were not, it would be a bad fortune 
indeed to find so merciless a creditor in his successor. We may sleep 
to-night with light hearts, Caroline!”  

Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter. The 
children’s faces, hushed and clustered round to hear what they so littl e 
understood, were brighter; and it was a happier house for this man’s 
death! The only emotion that the Ghost could show him, caused by 
the event, was one of pleasure.  



CHARLES  DICKENS 

 79 

“Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,” said 
Scrooge; “or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we left just now, will be 
for ever present to me.”  

The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar to his 
feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked here and there to find 
himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered poor Bob 
Cratchit’s house; the dwelli ng he had visited before; and found the 
mother and the children seated round the fire.  

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy littl e Cratchits were as still as 
statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, who had a book 
before him. The mother and her daughters were engaged in sewing. 
But surely they were very quiet!  

“  ‘And He took a child, and set him in the midst of them.’  ”  
Where had Scrooge heard those words? He had not dreamed 

them. The boy must have read them out, as he and the Spirit crossed 
the threshold. Why did he not go on?  

The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her hand up to 
her face.  

“The colour hurts my eyes,” she said.  
The colour? Ah, poor Tiny Tim!  
“They’ re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “ It makes them 

weak by candle-light; and I wouldn’ t show weak eyes to your father 
when he comes home, for the world. It must be near his time.”  

“Past it rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book. “But I 
think he has walked a littl e slower than he used, these few last 
evenings, mother.”  

They were very quiet again. At last she said, and in a steady, 
cheerful voice, that only faltered once:  

“ I have known him walk with—I have known him walk with 
Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.”  

“And so have I,” cried Peter. “Often.”  
“And so have I,” exclaimed another. So had all .  
“But he was very light to carry,” she resumed, intent upon her 

work, “and his father loved him so, that it was no trouble: no trouble. 
And there is your father at the door!”  
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She hurried out to meet him; and littl e Bob in his comforter—he 
had need of it, poor fellow—came in. His tea was ready for him on 
the hob, and they all tried who should help him to it most. Then the 
two young Cratchits got upon his knees and laid, each child a littl e 
cheek, against his face, as if they said, “Don’ t mind it, father. Don’ t 
be grieved!”  

Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly to all the 
family. He looked at the work upon the table, and praised the industry 
and speed of Mrs. Cratchit and the girls. They would be done long 
before Sunday, he said.  

“Sunday! You went to-day, then, Robert?” said his wife.  
“Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “ I wish you could have gone. It 

would have done you good to see how green a place it is. But you’ ll 
see it often. I promised him that I would walk there on a Sunday. My 
littl e, li ttle child!” cried Bob. “My littl e child!”  

He broke down all at once. He couldn’ t help it. If he could have 
helped it, he and his child would have been farther apart perhaps than 
they were.  

He left the room, and went up-stairs into the room above, which 
was lighted cheerfully, and hung with Christmas. There was a chair 
set close beside the child, and there were signs of some one having 
been there, lately. Poor Bob sat down in it, and when he had thought a 
littl e and composed himself, he kissed the littl e face. He was 
reconciled to what had happened, and went down again quite happy.  

They drew about the fire, and talked; the girls and mother 
working still . Bob told them of the extraordinary kindness of Mr. 
Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen but once, and who, 
meeting him in the street that day, and seeing that he looked a littl e—
“just a littl e down you know,” said Bob, inquired what had happened 
to distress him. “On which,” said Bob, “ for he is the pleasantest-
spoken gentleman you ever heard, I told him. ‘ I am heartily sorry for 
it, Mr. Cratchit,’ he said, ‘and heartily sorry for your good wife.’ By 
the bye, how he ever knew that, I don’ t know.”  

“Knew what, my dear?”  
“Why, that you were a good wife,” replied Bob.  
“Everybody knows that!” said Peter.  
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“Very well observed, my boy!” cried Bob. “ I hope they do. 
‘Heartily sorry,’ he said, ‘f or your good wife. If I can be of service to 
you in any way,’ he said, giving me his card, ‘ that’s where I li ve. Pray 
come to me.’ Now, it wasn’ t,” cried Bob, “ for the sake of anything he 
might be able to do for us, so much as for his kind way, that this was 
quite delightful. It really seemed as if he had known our Tiny Tim, 
and felt with us.”  

“ I’m sure he’s a good soul!” said Mrs. Cratchit.  
“You would be surer of it, my dear,” returned Bob, “ if you saw 

and spoke to him. I shouldn’ t be at all surprised—mark what I say!—
if he got Peter a better situation.”  

“Only hear that, Peter,” said Mrs. Cratchit.  
“And then,” cried one of the girls, “Peter will be keeping 

company with some one, and setting up for himself.”  
“Get along with you!” retorted Peter, grinning.  
“ It’s just as likely as not,” said Bob, “one of these days; though 

there’s plenty of time for that, my dear. But however and whenever 
we part from one another, I am sure we shall none of us forget poor 
Tiny Tim—shall we—or this first parting that there was among us?”  

“Never, father!” cried they all .  
“And I know,” said Bob, “ I know, my dears, that when we 

recollect how patient and how mild he was; although he was a littl e, 
littl e child; we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves, and forget 
poor Tiny Tim in doing it.”  

“No, never, father!” they all cried again.  
“ I am very happy,” said littl e Bob, “ I am very happy!”  
Mrs. Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two 

young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself shook hands. Spirit 
of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God!  

“Spectre,” said Scrooge, “something informs me that our parting 
moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not how. Tell me what man 
that was whom we saw lying dead?”  

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

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

The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.  
“The house is yonder,” Scrooge exclaimed. “Why do you point 

away?”  
The inexorable finger underwent no change.  
Scrooge hastened to the window of his off ice, and looked in. It 

was an office still , but not his. The furniture was not the same, and the 
figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom pointed as before.  

He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he had 
gone, accompanied it until they reached an iron gate. He paused to 
look round before entering.  

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

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

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

Still t he Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it stood.  
“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if 

persevered in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. “But if the courses be 
departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you 
show me!”  

The Spirit was immovable as ever.  
Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the 

finger, read upon the stone of the neglected grave his own name, 
EBENEZER SCROOGE. 
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The Last of the Spirits 
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“Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon his knees.  
The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again.  
“No, Spirit! Oh no, no!”  
The finger still was there.  
“Spirit!” he cried, tight clutching at its robe, “hear me! I am not 

the man I was. I will not be the man I must have been but for this 
intercourse. Why show me this, if I am past all hope!”  

For the first time the hand appeared to shake.  
“Good Spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell 

before it: “Your nature intercedes for me, and pities me. Assure me 
that I yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an 
altered li fe!”  

The kind hand trembled.  
“ I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the 

year. I will li ve in the Past, the Present, and the Future. The Spirits of 
all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that 
they teach. Oh, tell me I may sponge away the writing on this stone!”  

In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, 
but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained it. The Spirit, stronger 
yet, repulsed him.  

Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate reversed, he 
saw an alteration in the Phantom’s hood and dress. It shrunk, 
collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost.  
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STAVE  V 

THE END OF IT 

 
YES! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room 
was his own. Best and happiest of all , the Time before him was his 
own, to make amends in!  

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

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

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

His hands were busy with his garments all this time; turning 
them inside out, putting them on upside down, tearing them, 
mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of extravagance.  

“ I don’ t know what to do!” cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in 
the same breath; and making a perfect Laocoön of himself with his 
stockings. “ I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am 
as merry as a schoolboy. I am as giddy as a drunken man. A merry 
Christmas to everybody! A happy New Year to all the world. Hallo 
here! Whoop! Hallo!”  
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He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now standing 
there: perfectly winded.  

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

Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many 
years, it was a splendid laugh, a most ill ustrious laugh. The father of a 
long, long line of brilli ant laughs!  

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

He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out the 
lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, clang, hammer; ding, dong, 
bell . Bell , dong, ding; hammer, clang, clash! Oh, glorious, glorious!  

Running to the window, he opened it, and put out his head. No 
fog, no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold; cold, piping for the 
blood to dance to; Golden sunlight; Heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; 
merry bells. Oh, glorious! Glorious!  

“What’s to-day!” cried Scrooge, calli ng downward to a boy in 
Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in to look about him.  

“EH?” returned the boy, with all his might of wonder.  
“What’s to-day, my fine fellow?” said Scrooge.  
“To-day!” replied the boy. “Why, CHRISTMAS DAY.”  
“ It’s Christmas Day!” said Scrooge to himself. “ I haven’ t missed 

it. The Spirits have done it all i n one night. They can do anything they 
like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine fellow!”  

“Hallo!” returned the boy.  
“Do you know the Poulterer’s, in the next street but one, at the 

corner?” Scrooge inquired.  
“ I should hope I did,” replied the lad.  
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“An intelli gent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do you 
know whether they’ve sold the prize Turkey that was hanging up 
there?—Not the lit tle prize Turkey: the big one?”  

“What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy.  
“What a delightful boy!” said Scrooge. “ It’s a pleasure to talk to 

him. Yes, my buck!”  
“ It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.  
“ Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”  
“Walk-ER!” exclaimed the boy.  
“No, no,” said Scrooge, “ I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell 

’em to bring it here, that I may give them the direction where to take 
it. Come back with the man, and I’ ll give you a shilli ng. Come back 
with him in less than five minutes and I’ ll give you half-a-crown!”  

The boy was off li ke a shot. He must have had a steady hand at a 
trigger who could have got a shot off half so fast.  

“ I’ ll send it to Bob Cratchit’s!” whispered Scrooge, rubbing his 
hands, and splitti ng with a laugh. “He sha’n’ t know who sends it. It’s 
twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Mill er never made such a joke as 
sending it to Bob’s will be!”  

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one, 
but write it he did, somehow, and went down-stairs to open the street 
door, ready for the coming of the poulterer’s man. As he stood there, 
waiting his arrival, the knocker caught his eye.  

“ I shall l ove it, as long as I li ve!” cried Scrooge, patting it with 
his hand. “ I scarcely ever looked at it before. What an honest 
expression it has in its face! It’s a wonderful knocker!—Here’s the 
Turkey! Hallo! Whoop! How are you! Merry Christmas!”  

It was a Turkey! He never could have stood upon his legs, that 
bird. He would have snapped ’em short off in a minute, li ke sticks of 
sealing-wax.  

“Why, it’s impossible to carry that to Camden Town,” said 
Scrooge. “You must have a cab.”  

The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with which 
he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle with which he paid for the 
cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed the boy, were only 
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to be exceeded by the chuckle with which he sat down breathless in 
his chair again, and chuckled till he cried.  

Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to shake 
very much; and shaving requires attention, even when you don’ t 
dance while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of his nose off , he 
would have put a piece of sticking-plaister over it, and been quite 
satisfied.  

He dressed himself “all i n his best,” and at last got out into the 
streets. The people were by this time pouring forth, as he had seen 
them with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and walking with his hands 
behind him, Scrooge regarded every one with a delighted smile. He 
looked so irresistibly pleasant, in a word, that three or four good-
humoured fellows said, “Good morning, sir! A merry Christmas to 
you!” And Scrooge said often afterwards, that of all the blithe sounds 
he had ever heard, those were the blithest in his ears.  

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

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

“Mr. Scrooge?”  
“Yes,” said Scrooge. “That is my name, and I fear it may not be 

pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon. And will you have the 
goodness”—here Scrooge whispered in his ear.  

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

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

“My dear sir,” said the other, shaking hands with him. “ I don’ t 
know what to say to such munifi—”  
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“Don’ t say anything, please,” retorted Scrooge. “Come and see 
me. Will you come and see me?”  

“ I will !” cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he meant to 
do it.  

“Thank’ee,” said Scrooge. “ I am much obliged to you. I thank 
you fifty times. Bless you!”  

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

He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the courage to 
go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did it:  

“ Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the girl. Nice 
girl! Very.  

“Yes, sir.”  
“Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge.  
“He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I’ ll show you 

up-stairs, if you please.”  
“Thank’ee. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand already 

on the dining-room lock. “ I’ ll go in here, my dear.”  
He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the door. They 

were looking at the table (which was spread out in great array); for 
these young housekeepers are always nervous on such points, and like 
to see that everything is right.  

“Fred!” said Scrooge.  
Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started! Scrooge had 

forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting in the corner with the 
footstool, or he wouldn’ t have done it, on any account.  

“Why bless my soul!” cried Fred, “who’s that?”  
“ It’s I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let 

me in, Fred?”  
Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’ t shake his arm off . He was at 

home in five minutes. Nothing could be heartier. His niece looked just 
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the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister when 
she came. So did every one when they came. Wonderful party, 
wonderful games, wonderful unanimity, won-der-ful happiness!  

But he was early at the off ice next morning. Oh, he was early 
there. If he could only be there first, and catch Bob Cratchit coming 
late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon.  

And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A 
quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a half behind 
his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him 
come into the Tank.  

His hat was off , before he opened the door; his comforter too. He 
was on his stool in a ji ffy; driving away with his pen, as if he were 
trying to overtake nine o’clock.  

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

“ I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “ I am behind my time.”  
“You are?” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step this 

way, sir, if you please.”  
“ It’s only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from the 

Tank. “ It shall  not be repeated. I was making rather merry yesterday, 
sir.”  

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

Bob trembled, and got a littl e nearer to the ruler. He had a 
momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it, holding him, and 
calli ng to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat.  

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

 
 

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

He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but li ved upon the 
Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterwards; and it was always said of 
him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive 
possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us, and all of us! 
And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God bless Us, Every One!  
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Chapter 1
A very little boy stood upon a heap of gravel for the honor of Rum Alley.
He was throwing stones at howling urchins from Devil's Row who were
circling madly about the heap and pelting at him.

His infantile countenance was livid with fury. His small body was
writhing in the delivery of great, crimson oaths.

"Run, Jimmie, run! Dey'll get yehs," screamed a retreating Rum Alley
child.

"Naw," responded Jimmie with a valiant roar, "dese micks can't make
me run."

Howls of renewed wrath went up from Devil's Row throats. Tattered
gamins on the right made a furious assault on the gravel heap. On their
small, convulsed faces there shone the grins of true assassins. As they
charged, they threw stones and cursed in shrill chorus.

The little champion of Rum Alley stumbled precipitately down the
other side. His coat had been torn to shreds in a scuffle, and his hat was
gone. He had bruises on twenty parts of his body, and blood was drip-
ping from a cut in his head. His wan features wore a look of a tiny, in-
sane demon.

On the ground, children from Devil's Row closed in on their antagon-
ist. He crooked his left arm defensively about his head and fought with
cursing fury. The little boys ran to and fro, dodging, hurling stones and
swearing in barbaric trebles.

From a window of an apartment house that upreared its form from
amid squat, ignorant stables, there leaned a curious woman. Some
laborers, unloading a scow at a dock at the river, paused for a moment
and regarded the fight. The engineer of a passive tugboat hung lazily to
a railing and watched. Over on the Island, a worm of yellow convicts
came from the shadow of a building and crawled slowly along the river's
bank.

A stone had smashed into Jimmie's mouth. Blood was bubbling over
his chin and down upon his ragged shirt. Tears made furrows on his
dirt-stained cheeks. His thin legs had begun to tremble and turn weak,
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causing his small body to reel. His roaring curses of the first part of the
fight had changed to a blasphemous chatter.

In the yells of the whirling mob of Devil's Row children there were
notes of joy like songs of triumphant savagery. The little boys seemed to
leer gloatingly at the blood upon the other child's face.

Down the avenue came boastfully sauntering a lad of sixteen years, al-
though the chronic sneer of an ideal manhood already sat upon his lips.
His hat was tipped with an air of challenge over his eye. Between his
teeth, a cigar stump was tilted at the angle of defiance. He walked with a
certain swing of the shoulders which appalled the timid. He glanced
over into the vacant lot in which the little raving boys from Devil's Row
seethed about the shrieking and tearful child from Rum Alley.

"Gee!" he murmured with interest. "A scrap. Gee!"
He strode over to the cursing circle, swinging his shoulders in a man-

ner which denoted that he held victory in his fists. He approached at the
back of one of the most deeply engaged of the Devil's Row children.

"Ah, what deh hell," he said, and smote the deeply-engaged one on the
back of the head. The little boy fell to the ground and gave a hoarse, tre-
mendous howl. He scrambled to his feet, and perceiving, evidently, the
size of his assailant, ran quickly off, shouting alarms. The entire Devil's
Row party followed him. They came to a stand a short distance away
and yelled taunting oaths at the boy with the chronic sneer. The latter,
momentarily, paid no attention to them.

"What deh hell, Jimmie?" he asked of the small champion.
Jimmie wiped his blood-wet features with his sleeve.
"Well, it was dis way, Pete, see! I was goin' teh lick dat Riley kid and

dey all pitched on me."
Some Rum Alley children now came forward. The party stood for a

moment exchanging vainglorious remarks with Devil's Row. A few
stones were thrown at long distances, and words of challenge passed
between small warriors. Then the Rum Alley contingent turned slowly in
the direction of their home street. They began to give, each to each, dis-
torted versions of the fight. Causes of retreat in particular cases were
magnified. Blows dealt in the fight were enlarged to catapultian power,
and stones thrown were alleged to have hurtled with infinite accuracy.
Valor grew strong again, and the little boys began to swear with great
spirit.

"Ah, we blokies kin lick deh hull damn Row," said a child, swaggering.
Little Jimmie was striving to stanch the flow of blood from his cut lips.

Scowling, he turned upon the speaker.

5



"Ah, where deh hell was yeh when I was doin' all deh fightin?" he de-
manded. "Youse kids makes me tired."

"Ah, go ahn," replied the other argumentatively.
Jimmie replied with heavy contempt. "Ah, youse can't fight, Blue Bil-

lie! I kin lick yeh wid one han'."
"Ah, go ahn," replied Billie again.
"Ah," said Jimmie threateningly.
"Ah," said the other in the same tone.
They struck at each other, clinched, and rolled over on the cobble

stones.
"Smash 'im, Jimmie, kick deh damn guts out of 'im," yelled Pete, the

lad with the chronic sneer, in tones of delight.
The small combatants pounded and kicked, scratched and tore. They

began to weep and their curses struggled in their throats with sobs. The
other little boys clasped their hands and wriggled their legs in excite-
ment. They formed a bobbing circle about the pair.

A tiny spectator was suddenly agitated.
"Cheese it, Jimmie, cheese it! Here comes yer fader," he yelled.
The circle of little boys instantly parted. They drew away and waited

in ecstatic awe for that which was about to happen. The two little boys
fighting in the modes of four thousand years ago, did not hear the
warning.

Up the avenue there plodded slowly a man with sullen eyes. He was
carrying a dinner pail and smoking an apple-wood pipe.

As he neared the spot where the little boys strove, he regarded them
listlessly. But suddenly he roared an oath and advanced upon the rolling
fighters.

"Here, you Jim, git up, now, while I belt yer life out, you damned dis-
orderly brat."

He began to kick into the chaotic mass on the ground. The boy Billie
felt a heavy boot strike his head. He made a furious effort and disen-
tangled himself from Jimmie. He tottered away, damning.

Jimmie arose painfully from the ground and confronting his father,
began to curse him. His parent kicked him. "Come home, now," he cried,
"an' stop yer jawin', er I'll lam the everlasting head off yehs."

They departed. The man paced placidly along with the apple-wood
emblem of serenity between his teeth. The boy followed a dozen feet in
the rear. He swore luridly, for he felt that it was degradation for one who
aimed to be some vague soldier, or a man of blood with a sort of sublime
license, to be taken home by a father.
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Chapter 2
Eventually they entered into a dark region where, from a careening
building, a dozen gruesome doorways gave up loads of babies to the
street and the gutter. A wind of early autumn raised yellow dust from
cobbles and swirled it against an hundred windows. Long streamers of
garments fluttered from fire-escapes. In all unhandy places there were
buckets, brooms, rags and bottles. In the street infants played or fought
with other infants or sat stupidly in the way of vehicles. Formidable wo-
men, with uncombed hair and disordered dress, gossiped while leaning
on railings, or screamed in frantic quarrels. Withered persons, in curious
postures of submission to something, sat smoking pipes in obscure
corners. A thousand odors of cooking food came forth to the street. The
building quivered and creaked from the weight of humanity stamping
about in its bowels.

A small ragged girl dragged a red, bawling infant along the crowded
ways. He was hanging back, baby-like, bracing his wrinkled, bare legs.

The little girl cried out: "Ah, Tommie, come ahn. Dere's Jimmie and
fader. Don't be a-pullin' me back."

She jerked the baby's arm impatiently. He fell on his face, roaring.
With a second jerk she pulled him to his feet, and they went on. With the
obstinacy of his order, he protested against being dragged in a chosen
direction. He made heroic endeavors to keep on his legs, denounce his
sister and consume a bit of orange peeling which he chewed between the
times of his infantile orations.

As the sullen-eyed man, followed by the blood-covered boy, drew
near, the little girl burst into reproachful cries. "Ah, Jimmie, youse bin
fightin' agin."

The urchin swelled disdainfully.
"Ah, what deh hell, Mag. See?"
The little girl upbraided him, "Youse allus fightin', Jimmie, an' yeh

knows it puts mudder out when yehs come home half dead, an' it's like
we'll all get a poundin'."
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She began to weep. The babe threw back his head and roared at his
prospects.

"Ah, what deh hell!" cried Jimmie. "Shut up er I'll smack yer mout'.
See?"

As his sister continued her lamentations, he suddenly swore and
struck her. The little girl reeled and, recovering herself, burst into tears
and quaveringly cursed him. As she slowly retreated her brother ad-
vanced dealing her cuffs. The father heard and turned about.

"Stop that, Jim, d'yeh hear? Leave yer sister alone on the street. It's like
I can never beat any sense into yer damned wooden head."

The urchin raised his voice in defiance to his parent and continued his
attacks. The babe bawled tremendously, protesting with great violence.
During his sister's hasty manoeuvres, he was dragged by the arm.

Finally the procession plunged into one of the gruesome doorways.
They crawled up dark stairways and along cold, gloomy halls. At last the
father pushed open a door and they entered a lighted room in which a
large woman was rampant.

She stopped in a career from a seething stove to a pan-covered table.
As the father and children filed in she peered at them.

"Eh, what? Been fightin' agin, by Gawd!" She threw herself upon Jim-
mie. The urchin tried to dart behind the others and in the scuffle the
babe, Tommie, was knocked down. He protested with his usual vehe-
mence, because they had bruised his tender shins against a table leg.

The mother's massive shoulders heaved with anger. Grasping the
urchin by the neck and shoulder she shook him until he rattled. She
dragged him to an unholy sink, and, soaking a rag in water, began to
scrub his lacerated face with it. Jimmie screamed in pain and tried to
twist his shoulders out of the clasp of the huge arms.

The babe sat on the floor watching the scene, his face in contortions
like that of a woman at a tragedy. The father, with a newly-ladened pipe
in his mouth, crouched on a backless chair near the stove. Jimmie's cries
annoyed him. He turned about and bellowed at his wife:

"Let the damned kid alone for a minute, will yeh, Mary? Yer allus
poundin' 'im. When I come nights I can't git no rest 'cause yer allus
poundin' a kid. Let up, d'yeh hear? Don't be allus poundin' a kid."

The woman's operations on the urchin instantly increased in violence.
At last she tossed him to a corner where he limply lay cursing and
weeping.

The wife put her immense hands on her hips and with a chieftain-like
stride approached her husband.
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"Ho," she said, with a great grunt of contempt. "An' what in the devil
are you stickin' your nose for?"

The babe crawled under the table and, turning, peered out cautiously.
The ragged girl retreated and the urchin in the corner drew his legs care-
fully beneath him.

The man puffed his pipe calmly and put his great mudded boots on
the back part of the stove.

"Go teh hell," he murmured, tranquilly.
The woman screamed and shook her fists before her husband's eyes.

The rough yellow of her face and neck flared suddenly crimson. She
began to howl.

He puffed imperturbably at his pipe for a time, but finally arose and
began to look out at the window into the darkening chaos of back yards.

"You've been drinkin', Mary," he said. "You'd better let up on the bot',
ol' woman, or you'll git done."

"You're a liar. I ain't had a drop," she roared in reply.
They had a lurid altercation, in which they damned each other's souls

with frequence.
The babe was staring out from under the table, his small face working

in his excitement.
The ragged girl went stealthily over to the corner where the urchin lay.
"Are yehs hurted much, Jimmie?" she whispered timidly.
"Not a damn bit! See?" growled the little boy.
"Will I wash deh blood?"
"Naw!"
"Will I—"
"When I catch dat Riley kid I'll break 'is face! Dat's right! See?"
He turned his face to the wall as if resolved to grimly bide his time.
In the quarrel between husband and wife, the woman was victor. The

man grabbed his hat and rushed from the room, apparently determined
upon a vengeful drunk. She followed to the door and thundered at him
as he made his way down stairs.

She returned and stirred up the room until her children were bobbing
about like bubbles.

"Git outa deh way," she persistently bawled, waving feet with their
dishevelled shoes near the heads of her children. She shrouded herself,
puffing and snorting, in a cloud of steam at the stove, and eventually ex-
tracted a frying-pan full of potatoes that hissed.

She flourished it. "Come teh yer suppers, now," she cried with sudden
exasperation. "Hurry up, now, er I'll help yeh!"
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The children scrambled hastily. With prodigious clatter they arranged
themselves at table. The babe sat with his feet dangling high from a pre-
carious infant chair and gorged his small stomach. Jimmie forced, with
feverish rapidity, the grease-enveloped pieces between his wounded
lips. Maggie, with side glances of fear of interruption, ate like a small
pursued tigress.

The mother sat blinking at them. She delivered reproaches, swallowed
potatoes and drank from a yellow-brown bottle. After a time her mood
changed and she wept as she carried little Tommie into another room
and laid him to sleep with his fists doubled in an old quilt of faded red
and green grandeur. Then she came and moaned by the stove. She
rocked to and fro upon a chair, shedding tears and crooning miserably to
the two children about their "poor mother" and "yer fader, damn 'is
soul."

The little girl plodded between the table and the chair with a dish-pan
on it. She tottered on her small legs beneath burdens of dishes.

Jimmie sat nursing his various wounds. He cast furtive glances at his
mother. His practised eye perceived her gradually emerge from a
muddled mist of sentiment until her brain burned in drunken heat. He
sat breathless.

Maggie broke a plate.
The mother started to her feet as if propelled.
"Good Gawd," she howled. Her eyes glittered on her child with sud-

den hatred. The fervent red of her face turned almost to purple. The little
boy ran to the halls, shrieking like a monk in an earthquake.

He floundered about in darkness until he found the stairs. He
stumbled, panic-stricken, to the next floor. An old woman opened a
door. A light behind her threw a flare on the urchin's quivering face.

"Eh, Gawd, child, what is it dis time? Is yer fader beatin' yer mudder,
or yer mudder beatin' yer fader?"

10



Chapter 3
Jimmie and the old woman listened long in the hall. Above the muffled
roar of conversation, the dismal wailings of babies at night, the thump-
ing of feet in unseen corridors and rooms, mingled with the sound of
varied hoarse shoutings in the street and the rattling of wheels over
cobbles, they heard the screams of the child and the roars of the mother
die away to a feeble moaning and a subdued bass muttering.

The old woman was a gnarled and leathery personage who could don,
at will, an expression of great virtue. She possessed a small music-box
capable of one tune, and a collection of "God bless yehs" pitched in assor-
ted keys of fervency. Each day she took a position upon the stones of
Fifth Avenue, where she crooked her legs under her and crouched im-
movable and hideous, like an idol. She received daily a small sum in
pennies. It was contributed, for the most part, by persons who did not
make their homes in that vicinity.

Once, when a lady had dropped her purse on the sidewalk, the
gnarled woman had grabbed it and smuggled it with great dexterity be-
neath her cloak. When she was arrested she had cursed the lady into a
partial swoon, and with her aged limbs, twisted from rheumatism, had
almost kicked the stomach out of a huge policeman whose conduct upon
that occasion she referred to when she said: "The police, damn 'em."

"Eh, Jimmie, it's cursed shame," she said. "Go, now, like a dear an' buy
me a can, an' if yer mudder raises 'ell all night yehs can sleep here."

Jimmie took a tendered tin-pail and seven pennies and departed. He
passed into the side door of a saloon and went to the bar. Straining up on
his toes he raised the pail and pennies as high as his arms would let him.
He saw two hands thrust down and take them. Directly the same hands
let down the filled pail and he left.

In front of the gruesome doorway he met a lurching figure. It was his
father, swaying about on uncertain legs.

"Give me deh can. See?" said the man, threateningly.
"Ah, come off! I got dis can fer dat ol' woman an' it 'ud be dirt teh

swipe it. See?" cried Jimmie.
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The father wrenched the pail from the urchin. He grasped it in both
hands and lifted it to his mouth. He glued his lips to the under edge and
tilted his head. His hairy throat swelled until it seemed to grow near his
chin. There was a tremendous gulping movement and the beer was
gone.

The man caught his breath and laughed. He hit his son on the head
with the empty pail. As it rolled clanging into the street, Jimmie began to
scream and kicked repeatedly at his father's shins.

"Look at deh dirt what yeh done me," he yelled. "Deh ol' woman 'ill be
raisin' hell."

He retreated to the middle of the street, but the man did not pursue.
He staggered toward the door.

"I'll club hell outa yeh when I ketch yeh," he shouted, and disappeared.
During the evening he had been standing against a bar drinking

whiskies and declaring to all comers, confidentially: "My home reg'lar
livin' hell! Damndes' place! Reg'lar hell! Why do I come an' drin' whisk'
here thish way? 'Cause home reg'lar livin' hell!"

Jimmie waited a long time in the street and then crept warily up
through the building. He passed with great caution the door of the
gnarled woman, and finally stopped outside his home and listened.

He could hear his mother moving heavily about among the furniture
of the room. She was chanting in a mournful voice, occasionally interject-
ing bursts of volcanic wrath at the father, who, Jimmie judged, had sunk
down on the floor or in a corner.

"Why deh blazes don' chere try teh keep Jim from fightin'? I'll break
her jaw," she suddenly bellowed.

The man mumbled with drunken indifference. "Ah, wha' deh hell.
W'a's odds? Wha' makes kick?"

"Because he tears 'is clothes, yeh damn fool," cried the woman in su-
preme wrath.

The husband seemed to become aroused. "Go teh hell," he thundered
fiercely in reply. There was a crash against the door and something
broke into clattering fragments. Jimmie partially suppressed a howl and
darted down the stairway. Below he paused and listened. He heard
howls and curses, groans and shrieks, confusingly in chorus as if a battle
were raging. With all was the crash of splintering furniture. The eyes of
the urchin glared in fear that one of them would discover him.

Curious faces appeared in doorways, and whispered comments
passed to and fro. "Ol' Johnson's raisin' hell agin."
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Jimmie stood until the noises ceased and the other inhabitants of the
tenement had all yawned and shut their doors. Then he crawled upstairs
with the caution of an invader of a panther den. Sounds of labored
breathing came through the broken door-panels. He pushed the door
open and entered, quaking.

A glow from the fire threw red hues over the bare floor, the cracked
and soiled plastering, and the overturned and broken furniture.

In the middle of the floor lay his mother asleep. In one corner of the
room his father's limp body hung across the seat of a chair.

The urchin stole forward. He began to shiver in dread of awakening
his parents. His mother's great chest was heaving painfully. Jimmie
paused and looked down at her. Her face was inflamed and swollen
from drinking. Her yellow brows shaded eyelids that had brown blue.
Her tangled hair tossed in waves over her forehead. Her mouth was set
in the same lines of vindictive hatred that it had, perhaps, borne during
the fight. Her bare, red arms were thrown out above her head in posi-
tions of exhaustion, something, mayhap, like those of a sated villain.

The urchin bended over his mother. He was fearful lest she should
open her eyes, and the dread within him was so strong, that he could not
forbear to stare, but hung as if fascinated over the woman's grim face.

Suddenly her eyes opened. The urchin found himself looking straight
into that expression, which, it would seem, had the power to change his
blood to salt. He howled piercingly and fell backward.

The woman floundered for a moment, tossed her arms about her head
as if in combat, and again began to snore.

Jimmie crawled back in the shadows and waited. A noise in the next
room had followed his cry at the discovery that his mother was awake.
He grovelled in the gloom, the eyes from out his drawn face riveted
upon the intervening door.

He heard it creak, and then the sound of a small voice came to him.
"Jimmie! Jimmie! Are yehs dere?" it whispered. The urchin started. The
thin, white face of his sister looked at him from the door-way of the other
room. She crept to him across the floor.

The father had not moved, but lay in the same death-like sleep. The
mother writhed in uneasy slumber, her chest wheezing as if she were in
the agonies of strangulation. Out at the window a florid moon was peer-
ing over dark roofs, and in the distance the waters of a river glimmered
pallidly.

The small frame of the ragged girl was quivering. Her features were
haggard from weeping, and her eyes gleamed from fear. She grasped the
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urchin's arm in her little trembling hands and they huddled in a corner.
The eyes of both were drawn, by some force, to stare at the woman's
face, for they thought she need only to awake and all fiends would come
from below.

They crouched until the ghost-mists of dawn appeared at the window,
drawing close to the panes, and looking in at the prostrate, heaving body
of the mother.
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Chapter 4
The babe, Tommie, died. He went away in a white, insignificant coffin,
his small waxen hand clutching a flower that the girl, Maggie, had stolen
from an Italian.

She and Jimmie lived.
The inexperienced fibres of the boy's eyes were hardened at an early

age. He became a young man of leather. He lived some red years
without laboring. During that time his sneer became chronic. He studied
human nature in the gutter, and found it no worse than he thought he
had reason to believe it. He never conceived a respect for the world, be-
cause he had begun with no idols that it had smashed.

He clad his soul in armor by means of happening hilariously in at a
mission church where a man composed his sermons of "yous." While
they got warm at the stove, he told his hearers just where he calculated
they stood with the Lord. Many of the sinners were impatient over the
pictured depths of their degradation. They were waiting for soup-tickets.

A reader of words of wind-demons might have been able to see the
portions of a dialogue pass to and fro between the exhorter and his
hearers.

"You are damned," said the preacher. And the reader of sounds might
have seen the reply go forth from the ragged people: "Where's our
soup?"

Jimmie and a companion sat in a rear seat and commented upon the
things that didn't concern them, with all the freedom of English gentle-
men. When they grew thirsty and went out their minds confused the
speaker with Christ.

Momentarily, Jimmie was sullen with thoughts of a hopeless altitude
where grew fruit. His companion said that if he should ever meet God he
would ask for a million dollars and a bottle of beer.

Jimmie's occupation for a long time was to stand on streetcorners and
watch the world go by, dreaming blood-red dreams at the passing of
pretty women. He menaced mankind at the intersections of streets.
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On the corners he was in life and of life. The world was going on and
he was there to perceive it.

He maintained a belligerent attitude toward all well-dressed men. To
him fine raiment was allied to weakness, and all good coats covered faint
hearts. He and his order were kings, to a certain extent, over the men of
untarnished clothes, because these latter dreaded, perhaps, to be either
killed or laughed at.

Above all things he despised obvious Christians and ciphers with the
chrysanthemums of aristocracy in their button-holes. He considered
himself above both of these classes. He was afraid of neither the devil
nor the leader of society.

When he had a dollar in his pocket his satisfaction with existence was
the greatest thing in the world. So, eventually, he felt obliged to work.
His father died and his mother's years were divided up into periods of
thirty days.

He became a truck driver. He was given the charge of a painstaking
pair of horses and a large rattling truck. He invaded the turmoil and
tumble of the down-town streets and learned to breathe maledictory de-
fiance at the police who occasionally used to climb up, drag him from his
perch and beat him.

In the lower part of the city he daily involved himself in hideous
tangles. If he and his team chanced to be in the rear he preserved a de-
meanor of serenity, crossing his legs and bursting forth into yells when
foot passengers took dangerous dives beneath the noses of his champing
horses. He smoked his pipe calmly for he knew that his pay was march-
ing on.

If in the front and the key-truck of chaos, he entered terrifically into
the quarrel that was raging to and fro among the drivers on their high
seats, and sometimes roared oaths and violently got himself arrested.

After a time his sneer grew so that it turned its glare upon all things.
He became so sharp that he believed in nothing. To him the police were
always actuated by malignant impulses and the rest of the world was
composed, for the most part, of despicable creatures who were all trying
to take advantage of him and with whom, in defense, he was obliged to
quarrel on all possible occasions. He himself occupied a down-trodden
position that had a private but distinct element of grandeur in its
isolation.

The most complete cases of aggravated idiocy were, to his mind,
rampant upon the front platforms of all the street cars. At first his tongue
strove with these beings, but he eventually was superior. He became
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immured like an African cow. In him grew a majestic contempt for those
strings of street cars that followed him like intent bugs.

He fell into the habit, when starting on a long journey, of fixing his eye
on a high and distant object, commanding his horses to begin, and then
going into a sort of a trance of observation. Multitudes of drivers might
howl in his rear, and passengers might load him with opprobrium, he
would not awaken until some blue policeman turned red and began to
frenziedly tear bridles and beat the soft noses of the responsible horses.

When he paused to contemplate the attitude of the police toward him-
self and his fellows, he believed that they were the only men in the city
who had no rights. When driving about, he felt that he was held liable by
the police for anything that might occur in the streets, and was the com-
mon prey of all energetic officials. In revenge, he resolved never to move
out of the way of anything, until formidable circumstances, or a much
larger man than himself forced him to it.

Foot-passengers were mere pestering flies with an insane disregard for
their legs and his convenience. He could not conceive their maniacal de-
sires to cross the streets. Their madness smote him with eternal
amazement. He was continually storming at them from his throne. He
sat aloft and denounced their frantic leaps, plunges, dives and straddles.

When they would thrust at, or parry, the noses of his champing
horses, making them swing their heads and move their feet, disturbing a
solid dreamy repose, he swore at the men as fools, for he himself could
perceive that Providence had caused it clearly to be written, that he and
his team had the unalienable right to stand in the proper path of the sun
chariot, and if they so minded, obstruct its mission or take a wheel off.

And, perhaps, if the god-driver had an ungovernable desire to step
down, put up his flame-colored fists and manfully dispute the right of
way, he would have probably been immediately opposed by a scowling
mortal with two sets of very hard knuckles.

It is possible, perhaps, that this young man would have derided, in an
axle-wide alley, the approach of a flying ferry boat. Yet he achieved a re-
spect for a fire engine. As one charged toward his truck, he would drive
fearfully upon a sidewalk, threatening untold people with annihilation.
When an engine would strike a mass of blocked trucks, splitting it into
fragments, as a blow annihilates a cake of ice, Jimmie's team could usu-
ally be observed high and safe, with whole wheels, on the sidewalk. The
fearful coming of the engine could break up the most intricate muddle of
heavy vehicles at which the police had been swearing for the half of an
hour.
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A fire engine was enshrined in his heart as an appalling thing that he
loved with a distant dog-like devotion. They had been known to
overturn street-cars. Those leaping horses, striking sparks from the
cobbles in their forward lunge, were creatures to be ineffably admired.
The clang of the gong pierced his breast like a noise of remembered war.

When Jimmie was a little boy, he began to be arrested. Before he
reached a great age, he had a fair record.

He developed too great a tendency to climb down from his truck and
fight with other drivers. He had been in quite a number of miscellaneous
fights, and in some general barroom rows that had become known to the
police. Once he had been arrested for assaulting a Chinaman. Two wo-
men in different parts of the city, and entirely unknown to each other,
caused him considerable annoyance by breaking forth, simultaneously,
at fateful intervals, into wailings about marriage and support and
infants.

Nevertheless, he had, on a certain star-lit evening, said wonderingly
and quite reverently: "Deh moon looks like hell, don't it?"
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Chapter 5
The girl, Maggie, blossomed in a mud puddle. She grew to be a most
rare and wonderful production of a tenement district, a pretty girl.

None of the dirt of Rum Alley seemed to be in her veins. The
philosophers up-stairs, down-stairs and on the same floor, puzzled over
it.

When a child, playing and fighting with gamins in the street, dirt dis-
guised her. Attired in tatters and grime, she went unseen.

There came a time, however, when the young men of the vicinity said:
"Dat Johnson goil is a puty good looker." About this period her brother
remarked to her: "Mag, I'll tell yeh dis! See? Yeh've edder got teh go teh
hell or go teh work!" Whereupon she went to work, having the feminine
aversion of going to hell.

By a chance, she got a position in an establishment where they made
collars and cuffs. She received a stool and a machine in a room where sat
twenty girls of various shades of yellow discontent. She perched on the
stool and treadled at her machine all day, turning out collars, the name
of whose brand could be noted for its irrelevancy to anything in connec-
tion with collars. At night she returned home to her mother.

Jimmie grew large enough to take the vague position of head of the
family. As incumbent of that office, he stumbled up-stairs late at night,
as his father had done before him. He reeled about the room, swearing at
his relations, or went to sleep on the floor.

The mother had gradually arisen to that degree of fame that she could
bandy words with her acquaintances among the police-justices. Court-of-
ficials called her by her first name. When she appeared they pursued a
course which had been theirs for months. They invariably grinned and
cried out: "Hello, Mary, you here again?" Her grey head wagged in many
a court. She always besieged the bench with voluble excuses, explana-
tions, apologies and prayers. Her flaming face and rolling eyes were a
sort of familiar sight on the island. She measured time by means of
sprees, and was eternally swollen and dishevelled.
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One day the young man, Pete, who as a lad had smitten the Devil's
Row urchin in the back of the head and put to flight the antagonists of
his friend, Jimmie, strutted upon the scene. He met Jimmie one day on
the street, promised to take him to a boxing match in Williamsburg, and
called for him in the evening.

Maggie observed Pete.
He sat on a table in the Johnson home and dangled his checked legs

with an enticing nonchalance. His hair was curled down over his fore-
head in an oiled bang. His rather pugged nose seemed to revolt from
contact with a bristling moustache of short, wire-like hairs. His blue
double-breasted coat, edged with black braid, buttoned close to a red
puff tie, and his patent-leather shoes looked like murder-fitted weapons.

His mannerisms stamped him as a man who had a correct sense of his
personal superiority. There was valor and contempt for circumstances in
the glance of his eye. He waved his hands like a man of the world, who
dismisses religion and philosophy, and says "Fudge." He had certainly
seen everything and with each curl of his lip, he declared that it amoun-
ted to nothing. Maggie thought he must be a very elegant and graceful
bartender.

He was telling tales to Jimmie.
Maggie watched him furtively, with half-closed eyes, lit with a vague

interest.
"Hully gee! Dey makes me tired," he said. "Mos' e'ry day some farmer

comes in an' tries teh run deh shop. See? But dey gits t'rowed right out! I
jolt dem right out in deh street before dey knows where dey is! See?"

"Sure," said Jimmie.
"Dere was a mug come in deh place deh odder day wid an idear he

wus goin' teh own deh place! Hully gee, he wus goin' teh own deh place!
I see he had a still on an' I didn' wanna giv 'im no stuff, so I says: 'Git deh
hell outa here an' don' make no trouble,' I says like dat! See? 'Git deh hell
outa here an' don' make no trouble'; like dat. 'Git deh hell outa here,' I
says. See?"

Jimmie nodded understandingly. Over his features played an eager
desire to state the amount of his valor in a similar crisis, but the narrator
proceeded.

"Well, deh blokie he says: 'T'hell wid it! I ain' lookin' for no scrap,' he
says (See?), 'but' he says, 'I'm 'spectable cit'zen an' I wanna drink an'
purtydamnsoon, too.' See? 'Deh hell,' I says. Like dat! 'Deh hell,' I says.
See? 'Don' make no trouble,' I says. Like dat. 'Don' make no trouble.' See?
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Den deh mug he squared off an' said he was fine as silk wid his dukes
(See?) an' he wanned a drink damnquick. Dat's what he said. See?"

"Sure," repeated Jimmie.
Pete continued. "Say, I jes' jumped deh bar an' deh way I plunked dat

blokie was great. See? Dat's right! In deh jaw! See? Hully gee, he t'rowed
a spittoon true deh front windee. Say, I taut I'd drop dead. But deh boss,
he comes in after an' he says, 'Pete, yehs done jes' right! Yeh've gota keep
order an' it's all right.' See? 'It's all right,' he says. Dat's what he said."

The two held a technical discussion.
"Dat bloke was a dandy," said Pete, in conclusion, "but he hadn'

oughta made no trouble. Dat's what I says teh dem: 'Don' come in here
an' make no trouble,' I says, like dat. 'Don' make no trouble.' See?"

As Jimmie and his friend exchanged tales descriptive of their prowess,
Maggie leaned back in the shadow. Her eyes dwelt wonderingly and
rather wistfully upon Pete's face. The broken furniture, grimey walls,
and general disorder and dirt of her home of a sudden appeared before
her and began to take a potential aspect. Pete's aristocratic person looked
as if it might soil. She looked keenly at him, occasionally, wondering if
he was feeling contempt. But Pete seemed to be enveloped in
reminiscence.

"Hully gee," said he, "dose mugs can't phase me. Dey knows I kin wipe
up deh street wid any t'ree of dem."

When he said, "Ah, what deh hell," his voice was burdened with dis-
dain for the inevitable and contempt for anything that fate might compel
him to endure.

Maggie perceived that here was the beau ideal of a man. Her dim
thoughts were often searching for far away lands where, as God says, the
little hills sing together in the morning. Under the trees of her dream-
gardens there had always walked a lover.
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Chapter 6
Pete took note of Maggie.

"Say, Mag, I'm stuck on yer shape. It's outa sight," he said, parenthetic-
ally, with an affable grin.

As he became aware that she was listening closely, he grew still more
eloquent in his descriptions of various happenings in his career. It ap-
peared that he was invincible in fights.

"Why," he said, referring to a man with whom he had had a misunder-
standing, "dat mug scrapped like a damn dago. Dat's right. He was dead
easy. See? He tau't he was a scrapper. But he foun' out diff'ent! Hully
gee."

He walked to and fro in the small room, which seemed then to grow
even smaller and unfit to hold his dignity, the attribute of a supreme
warrior. That swing of the shoulders that had frozen the timid when he
was but a lad had increased with his growth and education at the ratio of
ten to one. It, combined with the sneer upon his mouth, told mankind
that there was nothing in space which could appall him. Maggie mar-
velled at him and surrounded him with greatness. She vaguely tried to
calculate the altitude of the pinnacle from which he must have looked
down upon her.

"I met a chump deh odder day way up in deh city," he said. "I was
goin' teh see a frien' of mine. When I was a-crossin' deh street deh chump
runned plump inteh me, an' den he turns aroun' an' says, 'Yer insolen'
ruffin,' he says, like dat. 'Oh, gee,' I says, 'oh, gee, go teh hell and git off
deh eart',' I says, like dat. See? 'Go teh hell an' git off deh eart',' like dat.
Den deh blokie he got wild. He says I was a contempt'ble scoun'el, er
somet'ing like dat, an' he says I was doom' teh everlastin' pe'dition an' all
like dat. 'Gee,' I says, 'gee! Deh hell I am,' I says. 'Deh hell I am,' like dat.
An' den I slugged 'im. See?"

With Jimmie in his company, Pete departed in a sort of a blaze of glory
from the Johnson home. Maggie, leaning from the window, watched him
as he walked down the street.
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Here was a formidable man who disdained the strength of a world full
of fists. Here was one who had contempt for brass-clothed power; one
whose knuckles could defiantly ring against the granite of law. He was a
knight.

The two men went from under the glimmering street-lamp and passed
into shadows.

Turning, Maggie contemplated the dark, dust-stained walls, and the
scant and crude furniture of her home. A clock, in a splintered and
battered oblong box of varnished wood, she suddenly regarded as an ab-
omination. She noted that it ticked raspingly. The almost vanished
flowers in the carpet-pattern, she conceived to be newly hideous. Some
faint attempts she had made with blue ribbon, to freshen the appearance
of a dingy curtain, she now saw to be piteous.

She wondered what Pete dined on.
She reflected upon the collar and cuff factory. It began to appear to her

mind as a dreary place of endless grinding. Pete's elegant occupation
brought him, no doubt, into contact with people who had money and
manners. It was probable that he had a large acquaintance of pretty girls.
He must have great sums of money to spend.

To her the earth was composed of hardships and insults. She felt in-
stant admiration for a man who openly defied it. She thought that if the
grim angel of death should clutch his heart, Pete would shrug his
shoulders and say: "Oh, ev'ryt'ing goes."

She anticipated that he would come again shortly. She spent some of
her week's pay in the purchase of flowered cretonne for a lambrequin.
She made it with infinite care and hung it to the slightly-careening man-
tel, over the stove, in the kitchen. She studied it with painful anxiety
from different points in the room. She wanted it to look well on Sunday
night when, perhaps, Jimmie's friend would come. On Sunday night,
however, Pete did not appear.

Afterward the girl looked at it with a sense of humiliation. She was
now convinced that Pete was superior to admiration for lambrequins.

A few evenings later Pete entered with fascinating innovations in his
apparel. As she had seen him twice and he had different suits on each
time, Maggie had a dim impression that his wardrobe was prodigiously
extensive.

"Say, Mag," he said, "put on yer bes' duds Friday night an' I'll take
yehs teh deh show. See?"

He spent a few moments in flourishing his clothes and then vanished,
without having glanced at the lambrequin.
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Over the eternal collars and cuffs in the factory Maggie spent the most
of three days in making imaginary sketches of Pete and his daily envir-
onment. She imagined some half dozen women in love with him and
thought he must lean dangerously toward an indefinite one, whom she
pictured with great charms of person, but with an altogether contempt-
ible disposition.

She thought he must live in a blare of pleasure. He had friends, and
people who were afraid of him.

She saw the golden glitter of the place where Pete was to take her. An
entertainment of many hues and many melodies where she was afraid
she might appear small and mouse-colored.

Her mother drank whiskey all Friday morning. With lurid face and
tossing hair she cursed and destroyed furniture all Friday afternoon.
When Maggie came home at half-past six her mother lay asleep amidst
the wreck of chairs and a table. Fragments of various household utensils
were scattered about the floor. She had vented some phase of drunken
fury upon the lambrequin. It lay in a bedraggled heap in the corner.

"Hah," she snorted, sitting up suddenly, "where deh hell yeh been?
Why deh hell don' yeh come home earlier? Been loafin' 'round deh
streets. Yer gettin' teh be a reg'lar devil."

When Pete arrived Maggie, in a worn black dress, was waiting for him
in the midst of a floor strewn with wreckage. The curtain at the window
had been pulled by a heavy hand and hung by one tack, dangling to and
fro in the draft through the cracks at the sash. The knots of blue ribbons
appeared like violated flowers. The fire in the stove had gone out. The
displaced lids and open doors showed heaps of sullen grey ashes. The
remnants of a meal, ghastly, like dead flesh, lay in a corner. Maggie's red
mother, stretched on the floor, blasphemed and gave her daughter a bad
name.
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Chapter 7
An orchestra of yellow silk women and bald-headed men on an elevated
stage near the centre of a great green-hued hall, played a popular waltz.
The place was crowded with people grouped about little tables. A bat-
talion of waiters slid among the throng, carrying trays of beer glasses
and making change from the inexhaustible vaults of their trousers pock-
ets. Little boys, in the costumes of French chefs, paraded up and down
the irregular aisles vending fancy cakes. There was a low rumble of con-
versation and a subdued clinking of glasses. Clouds of tobacco smoke
rolled and wavered high in air about the dull gilt of the chandeliers.

The vast crowd had an air throughout of having just quitted labor.
Men with calloused hands and attired in garments that showed the wear
of an endless trudge for a living, smoked their pipes contentedly and
spent five, ten, or perhaps fifteen cents for beer. There was a mere
sprinkling of kid-gloved men who smoked cigars purchased elsewhere.
The great body of the crowd was composed of people who showed that
all day they strove with their hands. Quiet Germans, with maybe their
wives and two or three children, sat listening to the music, with the ex-
pressions of happy cows. An occasional party of sailors from a war-ship,
their faces pictures of sturdy health, spent the earlier hours of the even-
ing at the small round tables. Very infrequent tipsy men, swollen with
the value of their opinions, engaged their companions in earnest and
confidential conversation. In the balcony, and here and there below,
shone the impassive faces of women. The nationalities of the Bowery
beamed upon the stage from all directions.

Pete aggressively walked up a side aisle and took seats with Maggie at
a table beneath the balcony.

"Two beehs!"
Leaning back he regarded with eyes of superiority the scene before

them. This attitude affected Maggie strongly. A man who could regard
such a sight with indifference must be accustomed to very great things.

25



It was obvious that Pete had been to this place many times before, and
was very familiar with it. A knowledge of this fact made Maggie feel
little and new.

He was extremely gracious and attentive. He displayed the considera-
tion of a cultured gentleman who knew what was due.

"Say, what deh hell? Bring deh lady a big glass! What deh hell use is
dat pony?"

"Don't be fresh, now," said the waiter, with some warmth, as he
departed.

"Ah, git off deh eart'," said Pete, after the other's retreating form.
Maggie perceived that Pete brought forth all his elegance and all his

knowledge of high-class customs for her benefit. Her heart warmed as
she reflected upon his condescension.

The orchestra of yellow silk women and bald-headed men gave vent to
a few bars of anticipatory music and a girl, in a pink dress with short
skirts, galloped upon the stage. She smiled upon the throng as if in ac-
knowledgment of a warm welcome, and began to walk to and fro, mak-
ing profuse gesticulations and singing, in brazen soprano tones, a song,
the words of which were inaudible. When she broke into the swift rat-
tling measures of a chorus some half-tipsy men near the stage joined in
the rollicking refrain and glasses were pounded rhythmically upon the
tables. People leaned forward to watch her and to try to catch the words
of the song. When she vanished there were long rollings of applause.

Obedient to more anticipatory bars, she reappeared amidst the half-
suppressed cheering of the tipsy men. The orchestra plunged into dance
music and the laces of the dancer fluttered and flew in the glare of gas
jets. She divulged the fact that she was attired in some half dozen skirts.
It was patent that any one of them would have proved adequate for the
purpose for which skirts are intended. An occasional man bent forward,
intent upon the pink stockings. Maggie wondered at the splendor of the
costume and lost herself in calculations of the cost of the silks and laces.

The dancer's smile of stereotyped enthusiasm was turned for ten
minutes upon the faces of her audience. In the finale she fell into some of
those grotesque attitudes which were at the time popular among the
dancers in the theatres up-town, giving to the Bowery public the phant-
asies of the aristocratic theatre-going public, at reduced rates.

"Say, Pete," said Maggie, leaning forward, "dis is great."
"Sure," said Pete, with proper complacence.
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A ventriloquist followed the dancer. He held two fantastic dolls on his
knees. He made them sing mournful ditties and say funny things about
geography and Ireland.

"Do dose little men talk?" asked Maggie.
"Naw," said Pete, "it's some damn fake. See?"
Two girls, on the bills as sisters, came forth and sang a duet that is

heard occasionally at concerts given under church auspices. They sup-
plemented it with a dance which of course can never be seen at concerts
given under church auspices.

After the duettists had retired, a woman of debatable age sang a negro
melody. The chorus necessitated some grotesque waddlings supposed to
be an imitation of a plantation darkey, under the influence, probably, of
music and the moon. The audience was just enthusiastic enough over it
to have her return and sing a sorrowful lay, whose lines told of a
mother's love and a sweetheart who waited and a young man who was
lost at sea under the most harrowing circumstances. From the faces of a
score or so in the crowd, the self-contained look faded. Many heads were
bent forward with eagerness and sympathy. As the last distressing senti-
ment of the piece was brought forth, it was greeted by that kind of ap-
plause which rings as sincere.

As a final effort, the singer rendered some verses which described a
vision of Britain being annihilated by America, and Ireland bursting her
bonds. A carefully prepared crisis was reached in the last line of the last
verse, where the singer threw out her arms and cried, "The star-spangled
banner." Instantly a great cheer swelled from the throats of the as-
semblage of the masses. There was a heavy rumble of booted feet thump-
ing the floor. Eyes gleamed with sudden fire, and calloused hands
waved frantically in the air.

After a few moments' rest, the orchestra played crashingly, and a small
fat man burst out upon the stage. He began to roar a song and stamp
back and forth before the foot-lights, wildly waving a glossy silk hat and
throwing leers, or smiles, broadcast. He made his face into fantastic
grimaces until he looked like a pictured devil on a Japanese kite. The
crowd laughed gleefully. His short, fat legs were never still a moment.
He shouted and roared and bobbed his shock of red wig until the audi-
ence broke out in excited applause.

Pete did not pay much attention to the progress of events upon the
stage. He was drinking beer and watching Maggie.
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Her cheeks were blushing with excitement and her eyes were glisten-
ing. She drew deep breaths of pleasure. No thoughts of the atmosphere
of the collar and cuff factory came to her.

When the orchestra crashed finally, they jostled their way to the side-
walk with the crowd. Pete took Maggie's arm and pushed a way for her,
offering to fight with a man or two.

They reached Maggie's home at a late hour and stood for a moment in
front of the gruesome doorway.

"Say, Mag," said Pete, "give us a kiss for takin' yeh teh deh show, will
yer?"

Maggie laughed, as if startled, and drew away from him.
"Naw, Pete," she said, "dat wasn't in it."
"Ah, what deh hell?" urged Pete.
The girl retreated nervously.
"Ah, what deh hell?" repeated he.
Maggie darted into the hall, and up the stairs. She turned and smiled

at him, then disappeared.
Pete walked slowly down the street. He had something of an aston-

ished expression upon his features. He paused under a lamp-post and
breathed a low breath of surprise.

"Gawd," he said, "I wonner if I've been played fer a duffer."
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Chapter 8
As thoughts of Pete came to Maggie's mind, she began to have an intense
dislike for all of her dresses.

"What deh hell ails yeh? What makes yeh be allus fixin' and fussin'?
Good Gawd," her mother would frequently roar at her.

She began to note, with more interest, the well-dressed women she
met on the avenues. She envied elegance and soft palms. She craved
those adornments of person which she saw every day on the street, con-
ceiving them to be allies of vast importance to women.

Studying faces, she thought many of the women and girls she chanced
to meet, smiled with serenity as though forever cherished and watched
over by those they loved.

The air in the collar and cuff establishment strangled her. She knew
she was gradually and surely shrivelling in the hot, stuffy room. The be-
grimed windows rattled incessantly from the passing of elevated trains.
The place was filled with a whirl of noises and odors.

She wondered as she regarded some of the grizzled women in the
room, mere mechanical contrivances sewing seams and grinding out,
with heads bended over their work, tales of imagined or real girlhood
happiness, past drunks, the baby at home, and unpaid wages. She specu-
lated how long her youth would endure. She began to see the bloom
upon her cheeks as valuable.

She imagined herself, in an exasperating future, as a scrawny woman
with an eternal grievance. Too, she thought Pete to be a very fastidious
person concerning the appearance of women.

She felt she would love to see somebody entangle their fingers in the
oily beard of the fat foreigner who owned the establishment. He was a
detestable creature. He wore white socks with low shoes. When he tired
of this amusement he would go to the mummies and moralize over
them.

Usually he submitted with silent dignity to all which he had to go
through, but, at times, he was goaded into comment.
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"What deh hell," he demanded once. "Look at all dese little jugs! Hun-
dred jugs in a row! Ten rows in a case an' 'bout a t'ousand cases! What
deh blazes use is dem?"

Evenings during the week he took her to see plays in which the brain-
clutching heroine was rescued from the palatial home of her guardian,
who is cruelly after her bonds, by the hero with the beautiful sentiments.
The latter spent most of his time out at soak in pale-green snow storms,
busy with a nickel-plated revolver, rescuing aged strangers from villains.

Maggie lost herself in sympathy with the wanderers swooning in
snow storms beneath happy-hued church windows. And a choir within
singing "Joy to the World." To Maggie and the rest of the audience this
was transcendental realism. Joy always within, and they, like the actor,
inevitably without. Viewing it, they hugged themselves in ecstatic pity of
their imagined or real condition.

The girl thought the arrogance and granite-heartedness of the magnate
of the play was very accurately drawn. She echoed the maledictions that
the occupants of the gallery showered on this individual when his lines
compelled him to expose his extreme selfishness.

Shady persons in the audience revolted from the pictured villainy of
the drama. With untiring zeal they hissed vice and applauded virtue.
Unmistakably bad men evinced an apparently sincere admiration for
virtue.

The loud gallery was overwhelmingly with the unfortunate and the
oppressed. They encouraged the struggling hero with cries, and jeered
the villain, hooting and calling attention to his whiskers. When anybody
died in the pale-green snow storms, the gallery mourned. They sought
out the painted misery and hugged it as akin.

In the hero's erratic march from poverty in the first act, to wealth and
triumph in the final one, in which he forgives all the enemies that he has
left, he was assisted by the gallery, which applauded his generous and
noble sentiments and confounded the speeches of his opponents by mak-
ing irrelevant but very sharp remarks. Those actors who were cursed
with villainy parts were confronted at every turn by the gallery. If one of
them rendered lines containing the most subtile distinctions between
right and wrong, the gallery was immediately aware if the actor meant
wickedness, and denounced him accordingly.

The last act was a triumph for the hero, poor and of the masses, the
representative of the audience, over the villain and the rich man, his
pockets stuffed with bonds, his heart packed with tyrannical purposes,
imperturbable amid suffering.
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Maggie always departed with raised spirits from the showing places
of the melodrama. She rejoiced at the way in which the poor and virtu-
ous eventually surmounted the wealthy and wicked. The theatre made
her think. She wondered if the culture and refinement she had seen imit-
ated, perhaps grotesquely, by the heroine on the stage, could be acquired
by a girl who lived in a tenement house and worked in a shirt factory.
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Chapter 9
A group of urchins were intent upon the side door of a saloon. Expect-
ancy gleamed from their eyes. They were twisting their fingers in
excitement.

"Here she comes," yelled one of them suddenly.
The group of urchins burst instantly asunder and its individual frag-

ments were spread in a wide, respectable half circle about the point of in-
terest. The saloon door opened with a crash, and the figure of a woman
appeared upon the threshold. Her grey hair fell in knotted masses about
her shoulders. Her face was crimsoned and wet with perspiration. Her
eyes had a rolling glare.

"Not a damn cent more of me money will yehs ever get, not a damn
cent. I spent me money here fer t'ree years an' now yehs tells me yeh'll
sell me no more stuff! T'hell wid yeh, Johnnie Murckre! 'Disturbance'?
Disturbance be damned! T'hell wid yeh, Johnnie—"

The door received a kick of exasperation from within and the woman
lurched heavily out on the sidewalk.

The gamins in the half-circle became violently agitated. They began to
dance about and hoot and yell and jeer. Wide dirty grins spread over
each face.

The woman made a furious dash at a particularly outrageous cluster of
little boys. They laughed delightedly and scampered off a short distance,
calling out over their shoulders to her. She stood tottering on the curb-
stone and thundered at them.

"Yeh devil's kids," she howled, shaking red fists. The little boys
whooped in glee. As she started up the street they fell in behind and
marched uproariously. Occasionally she wheeled about and made
charges on them. They ran nimbly out of reach and taunted her.

In the frame of a gruesome doorway she stood for a moment cursing
them. Her hair straggled, giving her crimson features a look of insanity.
Her great fists quivered as she shook them madly in the air.

The urchins made terrific noises until she turned and disappeared.
Then they filed quietly in the way they had come.
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The woman floundered about in the lower hall of the tenement house
and finally stumbled up the stairs. On an upper hall a door was opened
and a collection of heads peered curiously out, watching her. With a
wrathful snort the woman confronted the door, but it was slammed hast-
ily in her face and the key was turned.

She stood for a few minutes, delivering a frenzied challenge at the
panels.

"Come out in deh hall, Mary Murphy, damn yeh, if yehs want a row.
Come ahn, yeh overgrown terrier, come ahn."

She began to kick the door with her great feet. She shrilly defied the
universe to appear and do battle. Her cursing trebles brought heads from
all doors save the one she threatened. Her eyes glared in every direction.
The air was full of her tossing fists.

"Come ahn, deh hull damn gang of yehs, come ahn," she roared at the
spectators. An oath or two, cat-calls, jeers and bits of facetious advice
were given in reply. Missiles clattered about her feet.

"What deh hell's deh matter wid yeh?" said a voice in the gathered
gloom, and Jimmie came forward. He carried a tin dinner-pail in his
hand and under his arm a brown truckman's apron done in a bundle.
"What deh hell's wrong?" he demanded.

"Come out, all of yehs, come out," his mother was howling. "Come ahn
an' I'll stamp her damn brains under me feet."

"Shet yer face, an' come home, yeh damned old fool," roared Jimmie at
her. She strided up to him and twirled her fingers in his face. Her eyes
were darting flames of unreasoning rage and her frame trembled with
eagerness for a fight.

"T'hell wid yehs! An' who deh hell are yehs? I ain't givin' a snap of me
fingers fer yehs," she bawled at him. She turned her huge back in tre-
mendous disdain and climbed the stairs to the next floor.

Jimmie followed, cursing blackly. At the top of the flight he seized his
mother's arm and started to drag her toward the door of their room.

"Come home, damn yeh," he gritted between his teeth.
"Take yer hands off me! Take yer hands off me," shrieked his mother.
She raised her arm and whirled her great fist at her son's face. Jimmie

dodged his head and the blow struck him in the back of the neck. "Damn
yeh," gritted he again. He threw out his left hand and writhed his fingers
about her middle arm. The mother and the son began to sway and
struggle like gladiators.

"Whoop!" said the Rum Alley tenement house. The hall filled with in-
terested spectators.
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"Hi, ol' lady, dat was a dandy!"
"T'ree to one on deh red!"
"Ah, stop yer damn scrappin'!"
The door of the Johnson home opened and Maggie looked out. Jimmie

made a supreme cursing effort and hurled his mother into the room. He
quickly followed and closed the door. The Rum Alley tenement swore
disappointedly and retired.

The mother slowly gathered herself up from the floor. Her eyes
glittered menacingly upon her children.

"Here, now," said Jimmie, "we've had enough of dis. Sit down, an' don'
make no trouble."

He grasped her arm, and twisting it, forced her into a creaking chair.
"Keep yer hands off me," roared his mother again.
"Damn yer ol' hide," yelled Jimmie, madly. Maggie shrieked and ran

into the other room. To her there came the sound of a storm of crashes
and curses. There was a great final thump and Jimmie's voice cried:
"Dere, damn yeh, stay still." Maggie opened the door now, and went
warily out. "Oh, Jimmie."

He was leaning against the wall and swearing. Blood stood upon
bruises on his knotty fore-arms where they had scraped against the floor
or the walls in the scuffle. The mother lay screeching on the floor, the
tears running down her furrowed face.

Maggie, standing in the middle of the room, gazed about her. The usu-
al upheaval of the tables and chairs had taken place. Crockery was
strewn broadcast in fragments. The stove had been disturbed on its legs,
and now leaned idiotically to one side. A pail had been upset and water
spread in all directions.

The door opened and Pete appeared. He shrugged his shoulders. "Oh,
Gawd," he observed.

He walked over to Maggie and whispered in her ear. "Ah, what deh
hell, Mag? Come ahn and we'll have a hell of a time."

The mother in the corner upreared her head and shook her tangled
locks.

"Teh hell wid him and you," she said, glowering at her daughter in the
gloom. Her eyes seemed to burn balefully. "Yeh've gone teh deh devil,
Mag Johnson, yehs knows yehs have gone teh deh devil. Yer a disgrace
teh yer people, damn yeh. An' now, git out an' go ahn wid dat doe-faced
jude of yours. Go teh hell wid him, damn yeh, an' a good riddance. Go
teh hell an' see how yeh likes it."

Maggie gazed long at her mother.
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"Go teh hell now, an' see how yeh likes it. Git out. I won't have sech as
yehs in me house! Get out, d'yeh hear! Damn yeh, git out!"

The girl began to tremble.
At this instant Pete came forward. "Oh, what deh hell, Mag, see,"

whispered he softly in her ear. "Dis all blows over. See? Deh ol' woman
'ill be all right in deh mornin'. Come ahn out wid me! We'll have a hell of
a time."

The woman on the floor cursed. Jimmie was intent upon his bruised
fore-arms. The girl cast a glance about the room filled with a chaotic
mass of debris, and at the red, writhing body of her mother.

"Go teh hell an' good riddance."
She went.
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Chapter 10
Jimmie had an idea it wasn't common courtesy for a friend to come to
one's home and ruin one's sister. But he was not sure how much Pete
knew about the rules of politeness.

The following night he returned home from work at rather a late hour
in the evening. In passing through the halls he came upon the gnarled
and leathery old woman who possessed the music box. She was grinning
in the dim light that drifted through dust-stained panes. She beckoned to
him with a smudged forefinger.

"Ah, Jimmie, what do yehs t'ink I got onto las' night. It was deh fun-
nies' t'ing I ever saw," she cried, coming close to him and leering. She
was trembling with eagerness to tell her tale. "I was by me door las' night
when yer sister and her jude feller came in late, oh, very late. An' she, the
dear, she was a-cryin' as if her heart would break, she was. It was deh
funnies' t'ing I ever saw. An' right out here by me door she asked him
did he love her, did he. An' she was a-cryin' as if her heart would break,
poor t'ing. An' him, I could see by deh way what he said it dat she had
been askin' orften, he says: 'Oh, hell, yes,' he says, says he, 'Oh, hell, yes.'"

Storm-clouds swept over Jimmie's face, but he turned from the leath-
ery old woman and plodded on up-stairs.

"Oh, hell, yes," called she after him. She laughed a laugh that was like
a prophetic croak. "'Oh, hell, yes,' he says, says he, 'Oh, hell, yes.'"

There was no one in at home. The rooms showed that attempts had
been made at tidying them. Parts of the wreckage of the day before had
been repaired by an unskilful hand. A chair or two and the table, stood
uncertainly upon legs. The floor had been newly swept. Too, the blue
ribbons had been restored to the curtains, and the lambrequin, with its
immense sheaves of yellow wheat and red roses of equal size, had been
returned, in a worn and sorry state, to its position at the mantel.
Maggie's jacket and hat were gone from the nail behind the door.

Jimmie walked to the window and began to look through the blurred
glass. It occurred to him to vaguely wonder, for an instant, if some of the
women of his acquaintance had brothers.
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Suddenly, however, he began to swear.
"But he was me frien'! I brought 'im here! Dat's deh hell of it!"
He fumed about the room, his anger gradually rising to the furious

pitch.
"I'll kill deh jay! Dat's what I'll do! I'll kill deh jay!"
He clutched his hat and sprang toward the door. But it opened and his

mother's great form blocked the passage.
"What deh hell's deh matter wid yeh?" exclaimed she, coming into the

rooms.
Jimmie gave vent to a sardonic curse and then laughed heavily.
"Well, Maggie's gone teh deh devil! Dat's what! See?"
"Eh?" said his mother.
"Maggie's gone teh deh devil! Are yehs deaf?" roared Jimmie,

impatiently.
"Deh hell she has," murmured the mother, astounded.
Jimmie grunted, and then began to stare out at the window. His moth-

er sat down in a chair, but a moment later sprang erect and delivered a
maddened whirl of oaths. Her son turned to look at her as she reeled and
swayed in the middle of the room, her fierce face convulsed with pas-
sion, her blotched arms raised high in imprecation.

"May Gawd curse her forever," she shrieked. "May she eat nothin' but
stones and deh dirt in deh street. May she sleep in deh gutter an' never
see deh sun shine agin. Deh damn—"

"Here, now," said her son. "Take a drop on yourself."
The mother raised lamenting eyes to the ceiling.
"She's deh devil's own chil', Jimmie," she whispered. "Ah, who would

t'ink such a bad girl could grow up in our fambly, Jimmie, me son. Many
deh hour I've spent in talk wid dat girl an' tol' her if she ever went on
deh streets I'd see her damned. An' after all her bringin' up an' what I tol'
her and talked wid her, she goes teh deh bad, like a duck teh water."

The tears rolled down her furrowed face. Her hands trembled.
"An' den when dat Sadie MacMallister next door to us was sent teh

deh devil by dat feller what worked in deh soap-factory, didn't I tell our
Mag dat if she—"

"Ah, dat's annuder story," interrupted the brother. "Of course, dat
Sadie was nice an' all dat—but—see—it ain't dessame as if—well, Mag-
gie was diff'ent—see—she was diff'ent."

He was trying to formulate a theory that he had always unconsciously
held, that all sisters, excepting his own, could advisedly be ruined.
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He suddenly broke out again. "I'll go t'ump hell outa deh mug what
did her deh harm. I'll kill 'im! He t'inks he kin scrap, but when he gits me
a-chasin' 'im he'll fin' out where he's wrong, deh damned duffer. I'll wipe
up deh street wid 'im."

In a fury he plunged out of the doorway. As he vanished the mother
raised her head and lifted both hands, entreating.

"May Gawd curse her forever," she cried.
In the darkness of the hallway Jimmie discerned a knot of women talk-

ing volubly. When he strode by they paid no attention to him.
"She allus was a bold thing," he heard one of them cry in an eager

voice. "Dere wasn't a feller come teh deh house but she'd try teh mash
'im. My Annie says deh shameless t'ing tried teh ketch her feller, her own
feller, what we useter know his fader."

"I could a' tol' yehs dis two years ago," said a woman, in a key of tri-
umph. "Yessir, it was over two years ago dat I says teh my ol' man, I
says, 'Dat Johnson girl ain't straight,' I says. 'Oh, hell,' he says. 'Oh, hell.'
'Dat's all right,' I says, 'but I know what I knows,' I says, 'an' it 'ill come
out later. You wait an' see,' I says, 'you see.'"

"Anybody what had eyes could see dat dere was somethin' wrong wid
dat girl. I didn't like her actions."

On the street Jimmie met a friend. "What deh hell?" asked the latter.
Jimmie explained. "An' I'll t'ump 'im till he can't stand."
"Oh, what deh hell," said the friend. "What's deh use! Yeh'll git pulled

in! Everybody 'ill be onto it! An' ten plunks! Gee!"
Jimmie was determined. "He t'inks he kin scrap, but he'll fin' out

diff'ent."
"Gee," remonstrated the friend. "What deh hell?"
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Chapter 11
On a corner a glass-fronted building shed a yellow glare upon the pave-
ments. The open mouth of a saloon called seductively to passengers to
enter and annihilate sorrow or create rage.

The interior of the place was papered in olive and bronze tints of imit-
ation leather. A shining bar of counterfeit massiveness extended down
the side of the room. Behind it a great mahogany-appearing sideboard
reached the ceiling. Upon its shelves rested pyramids of shimmering
glasses that were never disturbed. Mirrors set in the face of the sideboard
multiplied them. Lemons, oranges and paper napkins, arranged with
mathematical precision, sat among the glasses. Many-hued decanters of
liquor perched at regular intervals on the lower shelves. A nickel-plated
cash register occupied a position in the exact centre of the general effect.
The elementary senses of it all seemed to be opulence and geometrical
accuracy.

Across from the bar a smaller counter held a collection of plates upon
which swarmed frayed fragments of crackers, slices of boiled ham,
dishevelled bits of cheese, and pickles swimming in vinegar. An odor of
grasping, begrimed hands and munching mouths pervaded.

Pete, in a white jacket, was behind the bar bending expectantly toward
a quiet stranger. "A beeh," said the man. Pete drew a foam-topped glass-
ful and set it dripping upon the bar.

At this moment the light bamboo doors at the entrance swung open
and crashed against the siding. Jimmie and a companion entered. They
swaggered unsteadily but belligerently toward the bar and looked at
Pete with bleared and blinking eyes.

"Gin," said Jimmie.
"Gin," said the companion.
Pete slid a bottle and two glasses along the bar. He bended his head

sideways as he assiduously polished away with a napkin at the gleaming
wood. He had a look of watchfulness upon his features.

Jimmie and his companion kept their eyes upon the bartender and
conversed loudly in tones of contempt.
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"He's a dindy masher, ain't he, by Gawd?" laughed Jimmie.
"Oh, hell, yes," said the companion, sneering widely. "He's great, he is.

Git onto deh mug on deh blokie. Dat's enough to make a feller turn
hand-springs in 'is sleep."

The quiet stranger moved himself and his glass a trifle further away
and maintained an attitude of oblivion.

"Gee! ain't he hot stuff!"
"Git onto his shape! Great Gawd!"
"Hey," cried Jimmie, in tones of command. Pete came along slowly,

with a sullen dropping of the under lip.
"Well," he growled, "what's eatin' yehs?"
"Gin," said Jimmie.
"Gin," said the companion.
As Pete confronted them with the bottle and the glasses, they laughed

in his face. Jimmie's companion, evidently overcome with merriment,
pointed a grimy forefinger in Pete's direction.

"Say, Jimmie," demanded he, "what deh hell is dat behind deh bar?"
"Damned if I knows," replied Jimmie. They laughed loudly. Pete put

down a bottle with a bang and turned a formidable face toward them.
He disclosed his teeth and his shoulders heaved restlessly.

"You fellers can't guy me," he said. "Drink yer stuff an' git out an' don'
make no trouble."

Instantly the laughter faded from the faces of the two men and expres-
sions of offended dignity immediately came.

"Who deh hell has said anyt'ing teh you," cried they in the same
breath.

The quiet stranger looked at the door calculatingly.
"Ah, come off," said Pete to the two men. "Don't pick me up for no jay.

Drink yer rum an' git out an' don' make no trouble."
"Oh, deh hell," airily cried Jimmie.
"Oh, deh hell," airily repeated his companion.
"We goes when we git ready! See!" continued Jimmie.
"Well," said Pete in a threatening voice, "don' make no trouble."
Jimmie suddenly leaned forward with his head on one side. He

snarled like a wild animal.
"Well, what if we does? See?" said he.
Dark blood flushed into Pete's face, and he shot a lurid glance at

Jimmie.
"Well, den we'll see whose deh bes' man, you or me," he said.
The quiet stranger moved modestly toward the door.
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Jimmie began to swell with valor.
"Don' pick me up fer no tenderfoot. When yeh tackles me yeh tackles

one of deh bes' men in deh city. See? I'm a scrapper, I am. Ain't dat right,
Billie?"

"Sure, Mike," responded his companion in tones of conviction.
"Oh, hell," said Pete, easily. "Go fall on yerself."
The two men again began to laugh.
"What deh hell is dat talkin'?" cried the companion.
"Damned if I knows," replied Jimmie with exaggerated contempt.
Pete made a furious gesture. "Git outa here now, an' don' make no

trouble. See? Youse fellers er lookin' fer a scrap an' it's damn likely yeh'll
fin' one if yeh keeps on shootin' off yer mout's. I know yehs! See? I kin
lick better men dan yehs ever saw in yer lifes. Dat's right! See? Don' pick
me up fer no stuff er yeh might be jolted out in deh street before yeh
knows where yeh is. When I comes from behind dis bar, I t'rows yehs
bote inteh deh street. See?"

"Oh, hell," cried the two men in chorus.
The glare of a panther came into Pete's eyes. "Dat's what I said!

Unnerstan'?"
He came through a passage at the end of the bar and swelled down

upon the two men. They stepped promptly forward and crowded close
to him.

They bristled like three roosters. They moved their heads pugna-
ciously and kept their shoulders braced. The nervous muscles about each
mouth twitched with a forced smile of mockery.

"Well, what deh hell yer goin' teh do?" gritted Jimmie.
Pete stepped warily back, waving his hands before him to keep the

men from coming too near.
"Well, what deh hell yer goin' teh do?" repeated Jimmie's ally. They

kept close to him, taunting and leering. They strove to make him attempt
the initial blow.

"Keep back, now! Don' crowd me," ominously said Pete.
Again they chorused in contempt. "Oh, hell!"
In a small, tossing group, the three men edged for positions like frig-

ates contemplating battle.
"Well, why deh hell don' yeh try teh t'row us out?" cried Jimmie and

his ally with copious sneers.
The bravery of bull-dogs sat upon the faces of the men. Their clenched

fists moved like eager weapons.
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The allied two jostled the bartender's elbows, glaring at him with fe-
verish eyes and forcing him toward the wall.

Suddenly Pete swore redly. The flash of action gleamed from his eyes.
He threw back his arm and aimed a tremendous, lightning-like blow at
Jimmie's face. His foot swung a step forward and the weight of his body
was behind his fist. Jimmie ducked his head, Bowery-like, with the
quickness of a cat. The fierce, answering blows of him and his ally
crushed on Pete's bowed head.

The quiet stranger vanished.
The arms of the combatants whirled in the air like flails. The faces of

the men, at first flushed to flame-colored anger, now began to fade to the
pallor of warriors in the blood and heat of a battle. Their lips curled back
and stretched tightly over the gums in ghoul-like grins. Through their
white, gripped teeth struggled hoarse whisperings of oaths. Their eyes
glittered with murderous fire.

Each head was huddled between its owner's shoulders, and arms were
swinging with marvelous rapidity. Feet scraped to and fro with a loud
scratching sound upon the sanded floor. Blows left crimson blotches
upon pale skin. The curses of the first quarter minute of the fight died
away. The breaths of the fighters came wheezingly from their lips and
the three chests were straining and heaving. Pete at intervals gave vent
to low, labored hisses, that sounded like a desire to kill. Jimmie's ally
gibbered at times like a wounded maniac. Jimmie was silent, fighting
with the face of a sacrificial priest. The rage of fear shone in all their eyes
and their blood-colored fists swirled.

At a tottering moment a blow from Pete's hand struck the ally and he
crashed to the floor. He wriggled instantly to his feet and grasping the
quiet stranger's beer glass from the bar, hurled it at Pete's head.

High on the wall it burst like a bomb, shivering fragments flying in all
directions. Then missiles came to every man's hand. The place had here-
tofore appeared free of things to throw, but suddenly glass and bottles
went singing through the air. They were thrown point blank at bobbing
heads. The pyramid of shimmering glasses, that had never been dis-
turbed, changed to cascades as heavy bottles were flung into them. Mir-
rors splintered to nothing.

The three frothing creatures on the floor buried themselves in a frenzy
for blood. There followed in the wake of missiles and fists some un-
known prayers, perhaps for death.

The quiet stranger had sprawled very pyrotechnically out on the side-
walk. A laugh ran up and down the avenue for the half of a block.
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"Dey've trowed a bloke inteh deh street."
People heard the sound of breaking glass and shuffling feet within the

saloon and came running. A small group, bending down to look under
the bamboo doors, watching the fall of glass, and three pairs of violent
legs, changed in a moment to a crowd.

A policeman came charging down the sidewalk and bounced through
the doors into the saloon. The crowd bended and surged in absorbing
anxiety to see.

Jimmie caught first sight of the on-coming interruption. On his feet he
had the same regard for a policeman that, when on his truck, he had for
a fire engine. He howled and ran for the side door.

The officer made a terrific advance, club in hand. One comprehensive
sweep of the long night stick threw the ally to the floor and forced Pete
to a corner. With his disengaged hand he made a furious effort at
Jimmie's coat-tails. Then he regained his balance and paused.

"Well, well, you are a pair of pictures. What in hell yeh been up to?"
Jimmie, with his face drenched in blood, escaped up a side street, pur-

sued a short distance by some of the more law-loving, or excited indi-
viduals of the crowd.

Later, from a corner safely dark, he saw the policeman, the ally and the
bartender emerge from the saloon. Pete locked the doors and then fol-
lowed up the avenue in the rear of the crowd-encompassed policeman
and his charge.

On first thoughts Jimmie, with his heart throbbing at battle heat, star-
ted to go desperately to the rescue of his friend, but he halted.

"Ah, what deh hell?" he demanded of himself.
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Chapter 12
In a hall of irregular shape sat Pete and Maggie drinking beer. A sub-
missive orchestra dictated to by a spectacled man with frowsy hair and a
dress suit, industriously followed the bobs of his head and the waves of
his baton. A ballad singer, in a dress of flaming scarlet, sang in the inevit-
able voice of brass. When she vanished, men seated at the tables near the
front applauded loudly, pounding the polished wood with their beer
glasses. She returned attired in less gown, and sang again. She received
another enthusiastic encore. She reappeared in still less gown and
danced. The deafening rumble of glasses and clapping of hands that fol-
lowed her exit indicated an overwhelming desire to have her come on
for the fourth time, but the curiosity of the audience was not gratified.

Maggie was pale. From her eyes had been plucked all look of self-reli-
ance. She leaned with a dependent air toward her companion. She was
timid, as if fearing his anger or displeasure. She seemed to beseech ten-
derness of him.

Pete's air of distinguished valor had grown upon him until it
threatened stupendous dimensions. He was infinitely gracious to the
girl. It was apparent to her that his condescension was a marvel.

He could appear to strut even while sitting still and he showed that he
was a lion of lordly characteristics by the air with which he spat.

With Maggie gazing at him wonderingly, he took pride in command-
ing the waiters who were, however, indifferent or deaf.

"Hi, you, git a russle on yehs! What deh hell yehs lookin' at? Two more
beehs, d'yeh hear?"

He leaned back and critically regarded the person of a girl with a
straw-colored wig who upon the stage was flinging her heels in some-
what awkward imitation of a well-known danseuse.

At times Maggie told Pete long confidential tales of her former home
life, dwelling upon the escapades of the other members of the family and
the difficulties she had to combat in order to obtain a degree of comfort.
He responded in tones of philanthropy. He pressed her arm with an air
of reassuring proprietorship.
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"Dey was damn jays," he said, denouncing the mother and brother.
The sound of the music which, by the efforts of the frowsy-headed

leader, drifted to her ears through the smoke-filled atmosphere, made
the girl dream. She thought of her former Rum Alley environment and
turned to regard Pete's strong protecting fists. She thought of the collar
and cuff manufactory and the eternal moan of the proprietor: "What een
hell do you sink I pie fife dolla a week for? Play? No, py damn." She con-
templated Pete's man-subduing eyes and noted that wealth and prosper-
ity was indicated by his clothes. She imagined a future, rose-tinted, be-
cause of its distance from all that she previously had experienced.

As to the present she perceived only vague reasons to be miserable.
Her life was Pete's and she considered him worthy of the charge. She
would be disturbed by no particular apprehensions, so long as Pete ad-
ored her as he now said he did. She did not feel like a bad woman. To
her knowledge she had never seen any better.

At times men at other tables regarded the girl furtively. Pete, aware of
it, nodded at her and grinned. He felt proud.

"Mag, yer a bloomin' good-looker," he remarked, studying her face
through the haze. The men made Maggie fear, but she blushed at Pete's
words as it became apparent to her that she was the apple of his eye.

Grey-headed men, wonderfully pathetic in their dissipation, stared at
her through clouds. Smooth-cheeked boys, some of them with faces of
stone and mouths of sin, not nearly so pathetic as the grey heads, tried to
find the girl's eyes in the smoke wreaths. Maggie considered she was not
what they thought her. She confined her glances to Pete and the stage.

The orchestra played negro melodies and a versatile drummer poun-
ded, whacked, clattered and scratched on a dozen machines to make
noise.

Those glances of the men, shot at Maggie from under half-closed lids,
made her tremble. She thought them all to be worse men than Pete.

"Come, let's go," she said.
As they went out Maggie perceived two women seated at a table with

some men. They were painted and their cheeks had lost their roundness.
As she passed them the girl, with a shrinking movement, drew back her
skirts.
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Chapter 13
Jimmie did not return home for a number of days after the fight with
Pete in the saloon. When he did, he approached with extreme caution.

He found his mother raving. Maggie had not returned home. The par-
ent continually wondered how her daughter could come to such a pass.
She had never considered Maggie as a pearl dropped unstained into
Rum Alley from Heaven, but she could not conceive how it was possible
for her daughter to fall so low as to bring disgrace upon her family. She
was terrific in denunciation of the girl's wickedness.

The fact that the neighbors talked of it, maddened her. When women
came in, and in the course of their conversation casually asked, "Where's
Maggie dese days?" the mother shook her fuzzy head at them and ap-
palled them with curses. Cunning hints inviting confidence she rebuffed
with violence.

"An' wid all deh bringin' up she had, how could she?" moaningly she
asked of her son. "Wid all deh talkin' wid her I did an' deh t'ings I tol' her
to remember? When a girl is bringed up deh way I bringed up Maggie,
how kin she go teh deh devil?"

Jimmie was transfixed by these questions. He could not conceive how
under the circumstances his mother's daughter and his sister could have
been so wicked.

His mother took a drink from a squdgy bottle that sat on the table. She
continued her lament.

"She had a bad heart, dat girl did, Jimmie. She was wicked teh deh
heart an' we never knowed it."

Jimmie nodded, admitting the fact.
"We lived in deh same house wid her an' I brought her up an' we nev-

er knowed how bad she was."
Jimmie nodded again.
"Wid a home like dis an' a mudder like me, she went teh deh bad,"

cried the mother, raising her eyes.
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One day, Jimmie came home, sat down in a chair and began to wriggle
about with a new and strange nervousness. At last he spoke
shamefacedly.

"Well, look-a-here, dis t'ing queers us! See? We're queered! An' maybe
it 'ud be better if I—well, I t'ink I kin look 'er up an'—maybe it 'ud be bet-
ter if I fetched her home an'—"

The mother started from her chair and broke forth into a storm of pas-
sionate anger.

"What! Let 'er come an' sleep under deh same roof wid her mudder
agin! Oh, yes, I will, won't I? Sure? Shame on yehs, Jimmie Johnson, for
sayin' such a t'ing teh yer own mudder—teh yer own mudder! Little did
I t'ink when yehs was a babby playin' about me feet dat ye'd grow up teh
say sech a t'ing teh yer mudder—yer own mudder. I never taut—"

Sobs choked her and interrupted her reproaches.
"Dere ain't nottin' teh raise sech hell about," said Jimmie. "I on'y says it

'ud be better if we keep dis t'ing dark, see? It queers us! See?"
His mother laughed a laugh that seemed to ring through the city and

be echoed and re-echoed by countless other laughs. "Oh, yes, I will,
won't I! Sure!"

"Well, yeh must take me fer a damn fool," said Jimmie, indignant at his
mother for mocking him. "I didn't say we'd make 'er inteh a little tin an-
gel, ner nottin', but deh way it is now she can queer us! Don' che see?"

"Aye, she'll git tired of deh life atter a while an' den she'll wanna be a-
comin' home, won' she, deh beast! I'll let 'er in den, won' I?"

"Well, I didn' mean none of dis prod'gal bus'ness anyway," explained
Jimmie.

"It wasn't no prod'gal dauter, yeh damn fool," said the mother. "It was
prod'gal son, anyhow."

"I know dat," said Jimmie.
For a time they sat in silence. The mother's eyes gloated on a scene her

imagination could call before her. Her lips were set in a vindictive smile.
"Aye, she'll cry, won' she, an' carry on, an' tell how Pete, or some

odder feller, beats 'er an' she'll say she's sorry an' all dat an' she ain't
happy, she ain't, an' she wants to come home agin, she does."

With grim humor, the mother imitated the possible wailing notes of
the daughter's voice.

"Den I'll take 'er in, won't I, deh beast. She kin cry 'er two eyes out on
deh stones of deh street before I'll dirty deh place wid her. She abused
an' ill-treated her own mudder—her own mudder what loved her an'
she'll never git anodder chance dis side of hell."
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Jimmie thought he had a great idea of women's frailty, but he could
not understand why any of his kin should be victims.

"Damn her," he fervidly said.
Again he wondered vaguely if some of the women of his acquaintance

had brothers. Nevertheless, his mind did not for an instant confuse him-
self with those brothers nor his sister with theirs. After the mother had,
with great difficulty, suppressed the neighbors, she went among them
and proclaimed her grief. "May Gawd forgive dat girl," was her continu-
al cry. To attentive ears she recited the whole length and breadth of her
woes.

"I bringed 'er up deh way a dauter oughta be bringed up an' dis is how
she served me! She went teh deh devil deh first chance she got! May
Gawd forgive her."

When arrested for drunkenness she used the story of her daughter's
downfall with telling effect upon the police justices. Finally one of them
said to her, peering down over his spectacles: "Mary, the records of this
and other courts show that you are the mother of forty-two daughters
who have been ruined. The case is unparalleled in the annals of this
court, and this court thinks—"

The mother went through life shedding large tears of sorrow. Her red
face was a picture of agony.

Of course Jimmie publicly damned his sister that he might appear on a
higher social plane. But, arguing with himself, stumbling about in ways
that he knew not, he, once, almost came to a conclusion that his sister
would have been more firmly good had she better known why.
However, he felt that he could not hold such a view. He threw it hastily
aside.
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Chapter 14
In a hilarious hall there were twenty-eight tables and twenty-eight wo-
men and a crowd of smoking men. Valiant noise was made on a stage at
the end of the hall by an orchestra composed of men who looked as if
they had just happened in. Soiled waiters ran to and fro, swooping down
like hawks on the unwary in the throng; clattering along the aisles with
trays covered with glasses; stumbling over women's skirts and charging
two prices for everything but beer, all with a swiftness that blurred the
view of the cocoanut palms and dusty monstrosities painted upon the
walls of the room. A bouncer, with an immense load of business upon
his hands, plunged about in the crowd, dragging bashful strangers to
prominent chairs, ordering waiters here and there and quarreling furi-
ously with men who wanted to sing with the orchestra.

The usual smoke cloud was present, but so dense that heads and arms
seemed entangled in it. The rumble of conversation was replaced by a
roar. Plenteous oaths heaved through the air. The room rang with the
shrill voices of women bubbling o'er with drink-laughter. The chief ele-
ment in the music of the orchestra was speed. The musicians played in
intent fury. A woman was singing and smiling upon the stage, but no
one took notice of her. The rate at which the piano, cornet and violins
were going, seemed to impart wildness to the half-drunken crowd. Beer
glasses were emptied at a gulp and conversation became a rapid chatter.
The smoke eddied and swirled like a shadowy river hurrying toward
some unseen falls. Pete and Maggie entered the hall and took chairs at a
table near the door. The woman who was seated there made an attempt
to occupy Pete's attention and, failing, went away.

Three weeks had passed since the girl had left home. The air of
spaniel-like dependence had been magnified and showed its direct effect
in the peculiar off-handedness and ease of Pete's ways toward her.

She followed Pete's eyes with hers, anticipating with smiles gracious
looks from him.

A woman of brilliance and audacity, accompanied by a mere boy,
came into the place and took seats near them.
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At once Pete sprang to his feet, his face beaming with glad surprise.
"By Gawd, there's Nellie," he cried.
He went over to the table and held out an eager hand to the woman.
"Why, hello, Pete, me boy, how are you," said she, giving him her

fingers.
Maggie took instant note of the woman. She perceived that her black

dress fitted her to perfection. Her linen collar and cuffs were spotless.
Tan gloves were stretched over her well-shaped hands. A hat of a pre-
vailing fashion perched jauntily upon her dark hair. She wore no jewelry
and was painted with no apparent paint. She looked clear-eyed through
the stares of the men.

"Sit down, and call your lady-friend over," she said cordially to Pete.
At his beckoning Maggie came and sat between Pete and the mere boy.

"I thought yeh were gone away fer good," began Pete, at once. "When
did yeh git back? How did dat Buff'lo bus'ness turn out?"

The woman shrugged her shoulders. "Well, he didn't have as many
stamps as he tried to make out, so I shook him, that's all."

"Well, I'm glad teh see yehs back in deh city," said Pete, with awkward
gallantry.

He and the woman entered into a long conversation, exchanging re-
miniscences of days together. Maggie sat still, unable to formulate an in-
telligent sentence upon the conversation and painfully aware of it.

She saw Pete's eyes sparkle as he gazed upon the handsome stranger.
He listened smilingly to all she said. The woman was familiar with all
his affairs, asked him about mutual friends, and knew the amount of his
salary.

She paid no attention to Maggie, looking toward her once or twice and
apparently seeing the wall beyond.

The mere boy was sulky. In the beginning he had welcomed with ac-
clamations the additions.

"Let's all have a drink! What'll you take, Nell? And you, Miss what's-
your-name. Have a drink, Mr. ——-, you, I mean."

He had shown a sprightly desire to do the talking for the company
and tell all about his family. In a loud voice he declaimed on various top-
ics. He assumed a patronizing air toward Pete. As Maggie was silent, he
paid no attention to her. He made a great show of lavishing wealth upon
the woman of brilliance and audacity.

"Do keep still, Freddie! You gibber like an ape, dear," said the woman
to him. She turned away and devoted her attention to Pete.

"We'll have many a good time together again, eh?"
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"Sure, Mike," said Pete, enthusiastic at once.
"Say," whispered she, leaning forward, "let's go over to Billie's and

have a heluva time."
"Well, it's dis way! See?" said Pete. "I got dis lady frien' here."
"Oh, t'hell with her," argued the woman.
Pete appeared disturbed.
"All right," said she, nodding her head at him. "All right for you! We'll

see the next time you ask me to go anywheres with you."
Pete squirmed.
"Say," he said, beseechingly, "come wid me a minit an' I'll tell yer

why."
The woman waved her hand.
"Oh, that's all right, you needn't explain, you know. You wouldn't

come merely because you wouldn't come, that's all there is of it."
To Pete's visible distress she turned to the mere boy, bringing him

speedily from a terrific rage. He had been debating whether it would be
the part of a man to pick a quarrel with Pete, or would he be justified in
striking him savagely with his beer glass without warning. But he re-
covered himself when the woman turned to renew her smilings. He
beamed upon her with an expression that was somewhat tipsy and inex-
pressibly tender.

"Say, shake that Bowery jay," requested he, in a loud whisper.
"Freddie, you are so droll," she replied.
Pete reached forward and touched the woman on the arm.
"Come out a minit while I tells yeh why I can't go wid yer. Yer doin'

me dirt, Nell! I never taut ye'd do me dirt, Nell. Come on, will yer?" He
spoke in tones of injury.

"Why, I don't see why I should be interested in your explanations,"
said the woman, with a coldness that seemed to reduce Pete to a pulp.

His eyes pleaded with her. "Come out a minit while I tells yeh."
The woman nodded slightly at Maggie and the mere boy, "'Scuse me."
The mere boy interrupted his loving smile and turned a shrivelling

glare upon Pete. His boyish countenance flushed and he spoke, in a
whine, to the woman:

"Oh, I say, Nellie, this ain't a square deal, you know. You aren't goin'
to leave me and go off with that duffer, are you? I should think—"

"Why, you dear boy, of course I'm not," cried the woman, affection-
ately. She bended over and whispered in his ear. He smiled again and
settled in his chair as if resolved to wait patiently.
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As the woman walked down between the rows of tables, Pete was at
her shoulder talking earnestly, apparently in explanation. The woman
waved her hands with studied airs of indifference. The doors swung be-
hind them, leaving Maggie and the mere boy seated at the table.

Maggie was dazed. She could dimly perceive that something stu-
pendous had happened. She wondered why Pete saw fit to remonstrate
with the woman, pleading for forgiveness with his eyes. She thought she
noted an air of submission about her leonine Pete. She was astounded.

The mere boy occupied himself with cock-tails and a cigar. He was
tranquilly silent for half an hour. Then he bestirred himself and spoke.

"Well," he said, sighing, "I knew this was the way it would be." There
was another stillness. The mere boy seemed to be musing.

"She was pulling m'leg. That's the whole amount of it," he said, sud-
denly. "It's a bloomin' shame the way that girl does. Why, I've spent over
two dollars in drinks to-night. And she goes off with that plug-ugly who
looks as if he had been hit in the face with a coin-die. I call it rocky treat-
ment for a fellah like me. Here, waiter, bring me a cock-tail and make it
damned strong."

Maggie made no reply. She was watching the doors. "It's a mean piece
of business," complained the mere boy. He explained to her how amaz-
ing it was that anybody should treat him in such a manner. "But I'll get
square with her, you bet. She won't get far ahead of yours truly, you
know," he added, winking. "I'll tell her plainly that it was bloomin' mean
business. And she won't come it over me with any of her 'now-Freddie-
dears.' She thinks my name is Freddie, you know, but of course it ain't. I
always tell these people some name like that, because if they got onto
your right name they might use it sometime. Understand? Oh, they don't
fool me much."

Maggie was paying no attention, being intent upon the doors. The
mere boy relapsed into a period of gloom, during which he exterminated
a number of cock-tails with a determined air, as if replying defiantly to
fate. He occasionally broke forth into sentences composed of invectives
joined together in a long string.

The girl was still staring at the doors. After a time the mere boy began
to see cobwebs just in front of his nose. He spurred himself into being
agreeable and insisted upon her having a charlotte-russe and a glass of
beer.

"They's gone," he remarked, "they's gone." He looked at her through
the smoke wreaths. "Shay, lil' girl, we mightish well make bes' of it. You
ain't such bad-lookin' girl, y'know. Not half bad. Can't come up to Nell,
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though. No, can't do it! Well, I should shay not! Nell fine-lookin' girl!
F—i—n—ine. You look damn bad longsider her, but by y'self ain't so
bad. Have to do anyhow. Nell gone. On'y you left. Not half bad, though."

Maggie stood up.
"I'm going home," she said.
The mere boy started.
"Eh? What? Home," he cried, struck with amazement. "I beg pardon,

did hear say home?"
"I'm going home," she repeated.
"Great Gawd, what hava struck," demanded the mere boy of himself,

stupefied.
In a semi-comatose state he conducted her on board an up-town car,

ostentatiously paid her fare, leered kindly at her through the rear win-
dow and fell off the steps.
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Chapter 15
A forlorn woman went along a lighted avenue. The street was filled with
people desperately bound on missions. An endless crowd darted at the
elevated station stairs and the horse cars were thronged with owners of
bundles.

The pace of the forlorn woman was slow. She was apparently search-
ing for some one. She loitered near the doors of saloons and watched
men emerge from them. She scanned furtively the faces in the rushing
stream of pedestrians. Hurrying men, bent on catching some boat or
train, jostled her elbows, failing to notice her, their thoughts fixed on dis-
tant dinners.

The forlorn woman had a peculiar face. Her smile was no smile. But
when in repose her features had a shadowy look that was like a sardonic
grin, as if some one had sketched with cruel forefinger indelible lines
about her mouth.

Jimmie came strolling up the avenue. The woman encountered him
with an aggrieved air.

"Oh, Jimmie, I've been lookin' all over fer yehs—," she began.
Jimmie made an impatient gesture and quickened his pace.
"Ah, don't bodder me! Good Gawd!" he said, with the savageness of a

man whose life is pestered.
The woman followed him along the sidewalk in somewhat the manner

of a suppliant.
"But, Jimmie," she said, "yehs told me ye'd—"
Jimmie turned upon her fiercely as if resolved to make a last stand for

comfort and peace.
"Say, fer Gawd's sake, Hattie, don' foller me from one end of deh city

teh deh odder. Let up, will yehs! Give me a minute's res', can't yehs?
Yehs makes me tired, allus taggin' me. See? Ain' yehs got no sense. Do
yehs want people teh get onto me? Go chase yerself, fer Gawd's sake."

The woman stepped closer and laid her fingers on his arm. "But, look-
a-here—"

Jimmie snarled. "Oh, go teh hell."
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He darted into the front door of a convenient saloon and a moment
later came out into the shadows that surrounded the side door. On the
brilliantly lighted avenue he perceived the forlorn woman dodging
about like a scout. Jimmie laughed with an air of relief and went away.

When he arrived home he found his mother clamoring. Maggie had re-
turned. She stood shivering beneath the torrent of her mother's wrath.

"Well, I'm damned," said Jimmie in greeting.
His mother, tottering about the room, pointed a quivering forefinger.
"Lookut her, Jimmie, lookut her. Dere's yer sister, boy. Dere's yer sis-

ter. Lookut her! Lookut her!"
She screamed in scoffing laughter.
The girl stood in the middle of the room. She edged about as if unable

to find a place on the floor to put her feet.
"Ha, ha, ha," bellowed the mother. "Dere she stands! Ain' she purty?

Lookut her! Ain' she sweet, deh beast? Lookut her! Ha, ha, lookut her!"
She lurched forward and put her red and seamed hands upon her

daughter's face. She bent down and peered keenly up into the eyes of the
girl.

"Oh, she's jes' dessame as she ever was, ain' she? She's her mudder's
purty darlin' yit, ain' she? Lookut her, Jimmie! Come here, fer Gawd's
sake, and lookut her."

The loud, tremendous sneering of the mother brought the denizens of
the Rum Alley tenement to their doors. Women came in the hallways.
Children scurried to and fro.

"What's up? Dat Johnson party on anudder tear?"
"Naw! Young Mag's come home!"
"Deh hell yeh say?"
Through the open door curious eyes stared in at Maggie. Children

ventured into the room and ogled her, as if they formed the front row at
a theatre. Women, without, bended toward each other and whispered,
nodding their heads with airs of profound philosophy. A baby, over-
come with curiosity concerning this object at which all were looking,
sidled forward and touched her dress, cautiously, as if investigating a
red-hot stove. Its mother's voice rang out like a warning trumpet. She
rushed forward and grabbed her child, casting a terrible look of indigna-
tion at the girl.

Maggie's mother paced to and fro, addressing the doorful of eyes, ex-
pounding like a glib showman at a museum. Her voice rang through the
building.
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"Dere she stands," she cried, wheeling suddenly and pointing with
dramatic finger. "Dere she stands! Lookut her! Ain' she a dindy? An' she
was so good as to come home teh her mudder, she was! Ain' she a
beaut'? Ain' she a dindy? Fer Gawd's sake!"

The jeering cries ended in another burst of shrill laughter.
The girl seemed to awaken. "Jimmie—"
He drew hastily back from her.
"Well, now, yer a hell of a t'ing, ain' yeh?" he said, his lips curling in

scorn. Radiant virtue sat upon his brow and his repelling hands ex-
pressed horror of contamination.

Maggie turned and went.
The crowd at the door fell back precipitately. A baby falling down in

front of the door, wrenched a scream like a wounded animal from its
mother. Another woman sprang forward and picked it up, with a chival-
rous air, as if rescuing a human being from an oncoming express train.

As the girl passed down through the hall, she went before open doors
framing more eyes strangely microscopic, and sending broad beams of
inquisitive light into the darkness of her path. On the second floor she
met the gnarled old woman who possessed the music box.

"So," she cried, "'ere yehs are back again, are yehs? An' dey've kicked
yehs out? Well, come in an' stay wid me teh-night. I ain' got no moral
standin'."

From above came an unceasing babble of tongues, over all of which
rang the mother's derisive laughter.
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Chapter 16
Pete did not consider that he had ruined Maggie. If he had thought that
her soul could never smile again, he would have believed the mother
and brother, who were pyrotechnic over the affair, to be responsible for
it.

Besides, in his world, souls did not insist upon being able to smile.
"What deh hell?"

He felt a trifle entangled. It distressed him. Revelations and scenes
might bring upon him the wrath of the owner of the saloon, who insisted
upon respectability of an advanced type.

"What deh hell do dey wanna raise such a smoke about it fer?" deman-
ded he of himself, disgusted with the attitude of the family. He saw no
necessity for anyone's losing their equilibrium merely because their sister
or their daughter had stayed away from home.

Searching about in his mind for possible reasons for their conduct, he
came upon the conclusion that Maggie's motives were correct, but that
the two others wished to snare him. He felt pursued.

The woman of brilliance and audacity whom he had met in the hilari-
ous hall showed a disposition to ridicule him.

"A little pale thing with no spirit," she said. "Did you note the expres-
sion of her eyes? There was something in them about pumpkin pie and
virtue. That is a peculiar way the left corner of her mouth has of twitch-
ing, isn't it? Dear, dear, my cloud-compelling Pete, what are you coming
to?"

Pete asserted at once that he never was very much interested in the
girl. The woman interrupted him, laughing.

"Oh, it's not of the slightest consequence to me, my dear young man.
You needn't draw maps for my benefit. Why should I be concerned
about it?"

But Pete continued with his explanations. If he was laughed at for his
tastes in women, he felt obliged to say that they were only temporary or
indifferent ones.
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The morning after Maggie had departed from home, Pete stood be-
hind the bar. He was immaculate in white jacket and apron and his hair
was plastered over his brow with infinite correctness. No customers
were in the place. Pete was twisting his napkined fist slowly in a beer
glass, softly whistling to himself and occasionally holding the object of
his attention between his eyes and a few weak beams of sunlight that
had found their way over the thick screens and into the shaded room.

With lingering thoughts of the woman of brilliance and audacity, the
bartender raised his head and stared through the varying cracks between
the swaying bamboo doors. Suddenly the whistling pucker faded from
his lips. He saw Maggie walking slowly past. He gave a great start, fear-
ing for the previously-mentioned eminent respectability of the place.

He threw a swift, nervous glance about him, all at once feeling guilty.
No one was in the room.

He went hastily over to the side door. Opening it and looking out, he
perceived Maggie standing, as if undecided, on the corner. She was
searching the place with her eyes.

As she turned her face toward him Pete beckoned to her hurriedly, in-
tent upon returning with speed to a position behind the bar and to the
atmosphere of respectability upon which the proprietor insisted.

Maggie came to him, the anxious look disappearing from her face and
a smile wreathing her lips.

"Oh, Pete—," she began brightly.
The bartender made a violent gesture of impatience.
"Oh, my Gawd," cried he, vehemently. "What deh hell do yeh wanna

hang aroun' here fer? Do yeh wanna git me inteh trouble?" he demanded
with an air of injury.

Astonishment swept over the girl's features. "Why, Pete! yehs tol'
me—"

Pete glanced profound irritation. His countenance reddened with the
anger of a man whose respectability is being threatened.

"Say, yehs makes me tired. See? What deh hell deh yeh wanna tag
aroun' atter me fer? Yeh'll git me inteh trouble wid deh ol' man an' dey'll
be hell teh pay! If he sees a woman roun' here he'll go crazy an' I'll lose
me job! See? Yer brudder come in here an' raised hell an' deh ol' man
hada put up fer it! An' now I'm done! See? I'm done."

The girl's eyes stared into his face. "Pete, don't yeh remem—"
"Oh, hell," interrupted Pete, anticipating.
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The girl seemed to have a struggle with herself. She was apparently
bewildered and could not find speech. Finally she asked in a low voice:
"But where kin I go?"

The question exasperated Pete beyond the powers of endurance. It
was a direct attempt to give him some responsibility in a matter that did
not concern him. In his indignation he volunteered information.

"Oh, go teh hell," cried he. He slammed the door furiously and re-
turned, with an air of relief, to his respectability.

Maggie went away.
She wandered aimlessly for several blocks. She stopped once and

asked aloud a question of herself: "Who?"
A man who was passing near her shoulder, humorously took the ques-

tioning word as intended for him.
"Eh? What? Who? Nobody! I didn't say anything," he laughingly said,

and continued his way.
Soon the girl discovered that if she walked with such apparent aim-

lessness, some men looked at her with calculating eyes. She quickened
her step, frightened. As a protection, she adopted a demeanor of intent-
ness as if going somewhere.

After a time she left rattling avenues and passed between rows of
houses with sternness and stolidity stamped upon their features. She
hung her head for she felt their eyes grimly upon her.

Suddenly she came upon a stout gentleman in a silk hat and a chaste
black coat, whose decorous row of buttons reached from his chin to his
knees. The girl had heard of the Grace of God and she decided to ap-
proach this man.

His beaming, chubby face was a picture of benevolence and kind-
heartedness. His eyes shone good-will.

But as the girl timidly accosted him, he gave a convulsive movement
and saved his respectability by a vigorous side-step. He did not risk it to
save a soul. For how was he to know that there was a soul before him
that needed saving?
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Chapter 17
Upon a wet evening, several months after the last chapter, two intermin-
able rows of cars, pulled by slipping horses, jangled along a prominent
side-street. A dozen cabs, with coat-enshrouded drivers, clattered to and
fro. Electric lights, whirring softly, shed a blurred radiance. A flower
dealer, his feet tapping impatiently, his nose and his wares glistening
with rain-drops, stood behind an array of roses and chrysanthemums.
Two or three theatres emptied a crowd upon the storm-swept pave-
ments. Men pulled their hats over their eyebrows and raised their collars
to their ears. Women shrugged impatient shoulders in their warm cloaks
and stopped to arrange their skirts for a walk through the storm. People
having been comparatively silent for two hours burst into a roar of con-
versation, their hearts still kindling from the glowings of the stage.

The pavements became tossing seas of umbrellas. Men stepped forth
to hail cabs or cars, raising their fingers in varied forms of polite request
or imperative demand. An endless procession wended toward elevated
stations. An atmosphere of pleasure and prosperity seemed to hang over
the throng, born, perhaps, of good clothes and of having just emerged
from a place of forgetfulness.

In the mingled light and gloom of an adjacent park, a handful of wet
wanderers, in attitudes of chronic dejection, was scattered among the
benches.

A girl of the painted cohorts of the city went along the street. She
threw changing glances at men who passed her, giving smiling invita-
tions to men of rural or untaught pattern and usually seeming sedately
unconscious of the men with a metropolitan seal upon their faces.

Crossing glittering avenues, she went into the throng emerging from
the places of forgetfulness. She hurried forward through the crowd as if
intent upon reaching a distant home, bending forward in her handsome
cloak, daintily lifting her skirts and picking for her well-shod feet the
dryer spots upon the pavements.

The restless doors of saloons, clashing to and fro, disclosed animated
rows of men before bars and hurrying barkeepers.
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A concert hall gave to the street faint sounds of swift, machine-like
music, as if a group of phantom musicians were hastening.

A tall young man, smoking a cigarette with a sublime air, strolled near
the girl. He had on evening dress, a moustache, a chrysanthemum, and a
look of ennui, all of which he kept carefully under his eye. Seeing the girl
walk on as if such a young man as he was not in existence, he looked
back transfixed with interest. He stared glassily for a moment, but gave a
slight convulsive start when he discerned that she was neither new,
Parisian, nor theatrical. He wheeled about hastily and turned his stare in-
to the air, like a sailor with a search-light.

A stout gentleman, with pompous and philanthropic whiskers, went
stolidly by, the broad of his back sneering at the girl.

A belated man in business clothes, and in haste to catch a car, bounced
against her shoulder. "Hi, there, Mary, I beg your pardon! Brace up, old
girl." He grasped her arm to steady her, and then was away running
down the middle of the street.

The girl walked on out of the realm of restaurants and saloons. She
passed more glittering avenues and went into darker blocks than those
where the crowd travelled.

A young man in light overcoat and derby hat received a glance shot
keenly from the eyes of the girl. He stopped and looked at her, thrusting
his hands in his pockets and making a mocking smile curl his lips.
"Come, now, old lady," he said, "you don't mean to tel me that you sized
me up for a farmer?"

A labouring man marched along; with bundles under his arms. To her
remarks, he replied, "It's a fine evenin', ain't it?"

She smiled squarely into the face of a boy who was hurrying by with
his hands buried in his overcoat pockets, his blonde locks bobbing on his
youthful temples, and a cheery smile of unconcern upon his lips. He
turned his head and smiled back at her, waving his hands.

"Not this eve—some other eve!"
A drunken man, reeling in her pathway, began to roar at her. "I ain' ga

no money!" he shouted, in a dismal voice. He lurched on up the street,
wailing to himself: "I ain' ga no money. Ba' luck. Ain' ga no more
money."

The girl went into gloomy districts near the river, where the tall black
factories shut in the street and only occasional broad beams of light fell
across the pavements from saloons. In front of one of these places,
whence came the sound of a violin vigorously scraped, the patter of feet

61



on boards and the ring of loud laughter, there stood a man with blotched
features.

Further on in the darkness she met a ragged being with shifting,
bloodshot eyes and grimy hands.

She went into the blackness of the final block. The shutters of the tall
buildings were closed like grim lips. The structures seemed to have eyes
that looked over them, beyond them, at other things. Afar off the lights
of the avenues glittered as if from an impossible distance. Street-car bells
jingled with a sound of merriment.

At the feet of the tall buildings appeared the deathly black hue of the
river. Some hidden factory sent up a yellow glare, that lit for a moment
the waters lapping oilily against timbers. The varied sounds of life, made
joyous by distance and seeming unapproachableness, came faintly and
died away to a silence.
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Chapter 18
In a partitioned-off section of a saloon sat a man with a half dozen wo-
men, gleefully laughing, hovering about him. The man had arrived at
that stage of drunkenness where affection is felt for the universe.

"I'm good f'ler, girls," he said convincingly. "I'm good f'ler. An'body
treats me right, I allus trea's zena right! See?"

The women nodded their heads approvingly. "To be sure," they cried
in hearty chorus. "You're the kind of a man we like, Pete. You're outa
sight! What yeh goin' to buy this time, dear?"

"An't'ing yehs wants!" said the man in an abandonment of good will.
His countenance shone with the true spirit of benevolence. He was in the
proper mood of missionaries. He would have fraternized with obscure
Hottentots. And above all, he was overwhelmed in tenderness for his
friends, who were all illustrious.

"An't'ing yehs wants!" repeated he, waving his hands with beneficent
recklessness. "I'm good f'ler, girls, an' if an'body treats me right I—here,"
called he through an open door to a waiter, "bring girls drinks. What 'ill
yehs have, girls? An't'ing yehs want."

The waiter glanced in with the disgusted look of the man who serves
intoxicants for the man who takes too much of them. He nodded his
head shortly at the order from each individual, and went.

"W'e havin' great time," said the man. "I like you girls! Yer right sort!
See?"

He spoke at length and with feeling concerning the excellencies of his
assembled friends.

"Don' try pull man's leg, but have a good time! Das right! Das way teh
do! Now, if I sawght yehs tryin' work me fer drinks, wouldn' buy
not'ing! But yer right sort! Yehs know how ter treat a f'ler, an' I stays by
yehs 'til spen' las' cent! Das right! I'm good f'ler an' I knows when
an'body treats me right!"

Between the times of the arrival and departure of the waiter, the man
discoursed to the women on the tender regard he felt for all living
things. He laid stress upon the purity of his motives in all dealings with
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men in the world and spoke of the fervour of his friendship for those
who were amiable. Tears welled slowly from his eyes. His voice
quavered when he spoke to his companions.

Once when the waiter was about to depart with an empty tray, the
man drew a coin from his pocket and held it forth.

"Here," said he, quite magnificently, "here's quar'."
The waiter kept his hands on his tray.
"I don't want yer money," he said.
The other put forth the coin with tearful insistence.
"Here's quar'!" cried he, "tak't! Yer goo' f'ler an' I wan' yehs tak't!"
"Come, come, now," said the waiter, with the sullen air of a man who

is forced into giving advice. "Put yer mon in yer pocket! Yer loaded an'
yehs on'y makes a fool of yerself."

As the latter passed out of the door the man turned pathetically to the
women.

"He don' know I'm goo' f'ler," cried he, dismally.
"Never you mind, Pete, dear," said the woman of brilliance and auda-

city, laying her hand with great affection upon his arm. "Never you
mind, old boy! We'll stay by you, dear!"

"Das ri'!" cried the man, his face lighting up at the soothing tones of the
woman's voice. "Das ri'; I'm goo' f'ler an' w'en any one trea's me ri', I
trea's zem ri'! Shee?"

"Sure!" cried the women. "And we're not goin' back on you, old man."
The man turned appealing eyes to the woman. He felt that if he could

be convicted of a contemptible action he would die.
"Shay, Nell, I allus trea's yehs shquare, didn' I? I allus been goo' f'ler

wi' yehs, ain't I, Nell?"
"Sure you have, Pete," assented the woman. She delivered an oration

to her companions. "Yessir, that's a fact. Pete's a square fellah, he is. He
never goes back on a friend. He's the right kind an' we stay by him, don't
we, girls?"

"Sure!" they exclaimed. Looking lovingly at him they raised their
glasses and drank his health.

"Girlsh," said the man, bcsccchingly, "I allus trea's yehs ri', didn' I? I'm
goo' f'ler, ain' I, girlsh?"

"Sure!" again they chorused.
"Well," said he finally, "le's have nozzer drink, zen."
"That's right," hailed a woman, "that's right. Yer no bloomin' jay! Yer

spends yer money like a man. Dat's right."
The man pounded the table with his quivering fists.
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"Yessir," he cried, with deep earnestness, as if someone disputed him.
"I'm goo' feler, an' w'en any one trea's me ri', I allus trea's—le's have
nozzer drink."

He began to beat the wood with his glass.
"Shay!" howled he, growing suddenly impatient. As the waiter did not

then come, the man swelled with wrath.
"Shay!" howled he again.
The waiter appeared at the door.
"Bringsh drinksh," said the man.
The waiter disappeared with the orders.
"Zat f'ler fool!" cried the man. "He insul' me! I'm ge'man! Can' stan' be

insul'! I'm goin' lickim when comes!"
"No, no!" cried the women, crowding about and trying to subdue him.

"He's all right! He didn't mean anything! Let it go! He's a good fellah!"
"Din' he insul' me?" asked the man earnestly.
"No," said they. "Of course he didn't! He's all right!"
"Sure he didn' insul' me?" demanded the man, with deep anxiety in his

voice.
"No, no! We know him! He's a good fellah. He didn't mean anything."
"Well, zen," said the man, resolutely, "I'm go' 'pol'gize!"
When the waiter came, the man struggled to the middle of the floor.
"Girlsh shed you insul' me! I shay —— lie! I 'pol'gize!"
"All right," said the waiter.
The man sat down. He felt a sleepy but strong desire to straighten

things out and have a perfect understanding with everybody.
"Nell, I allus trea's yeh shquare, din' I? Yeh likes me, don' yehs, Nell?

I'm goo' f'ler?"
"Sure," said the woman.
"Yeh knows I'm stuck on yehs, don' yehs, Nell?"
"Sure," she repeated, carelessly.
Overwhelmed by a spasm of drunken adoration, he drew two or three

bills from his pocket, and, with the trembling fingers of an offering
priest, laid them on the table before the woman.

"Yehs knows, damn it, yehs kin have all got, 'cause I'm stuck on yehs,
Nell, damn't, I—I'm stuck on yehs, Nell—buy drinksh—damn't—we're
havin' heluva time—w'en anyone trea's me ri'—I—damn't, Nell—we're
havin' heluva—time."

Shortly he went to sleep with his swollen face fallen forward on his
chest.
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The women drank and laughed, not heeding the slumbering man in
the corner. Finally he lurched forward and fell groaning to the floor.

The women screamed in disgust and drew back their skirts.
"Come ahn," cried one, starting up angrily, "let's get out of here."
The woman of brilliance and audacity stayed behind, taking up the

bills and stuffing them into a deep, irregularly-shaped pocket. A guttural
snore from the recumbent man caused her to turn and look down at him.

She laughed. "What a damn fool," she said, and went.
The smoke from the lamps settled heavily down in the little compart-

ment, obscuring the way out. The smell of oil, stifling in its intensity, per-
vaded the air. The wine from an overturned glass dripped softly down
upon the blotches on the man's neck.

She smiled squarely into the face of a boy who was hurrying by with
his hands buried in his overcoat, his blonde locks bobbing on his youth-
ful temples, and a cheery smile of unconcern upon his lips. He turned his
head and smiled back at her, waving his hands.

"Not this eve—some other eve!"
A drunken man, reeling in her pathway, began to roar at her. "I ain' ga

no money, dammit," he shouted, in a dismal voice. He lurched on up the
street, wailing to himself, "Dammit, I ain' ga no money. Damn ba' luck.
Ain' ga no more money."

The girl went into gloomy districts near the river, where the tall black
factories shut in the street and only occasional broad beams of light fell
across the pavements from saloons. In front of one of these places, from
whence came the sound of a violin vigorously scraped, the patter of feet
on boards and the ring of loud laughter, there stood a man with blotched
features.

"Ah, there," said the girl.
"I've got a date," said the man.
Further on in the darkness she met a ragged being with shifting,

blood-shot eyes and grimey hands. "Ah, what deh hell? Tink I'm a
millionaire?"

She went into the blackness of the final block. The shutters of the tall
buildings were closed like grim lips. The structures seemed to have eyes
that looked over her, beyond her, at other things. Afar off the lights of
the avenues glittered as if from an impossible distance. Street car bells
jingled with a sound of merriment.

When almost to the river the girl saw a great figure. On going forward
she perceived it to be a huge fat man in torn and greasy garments. His
gray hair straggled down over his forehead. His small, bleared eyes,
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sparkling from amidst great rolls of red fat, swept eagerly over the girl's
upturned face. He laughed, his brown, disordered teeth gleaming under
a gray, grizzled moustache from which beer-drops dripped. His whole
body gently quivered and shook like that of a dead jelly fish. Chuckling
and leering, he followed the girl of the crimson legions.

At their feet the river appeared a deathly black hue. Some hidden fact-
ory sent up a yellow glare, that lit for a moment the waters lapping oilily
against timbers. The varied sounds of life, made joyous by distance and
seeming unapproachableness, came faintly and died away to silence.

In a partitioned-off section of a saloon sat a man with a half dozen wo-
men, gleefully laughing, hovering about him. The man had arrived at
that stage of drunkenness where affection is felt for the universe.

"I'm good f'ler, girls," he said, convincingly. "I'm damn good f'ler.
An'body treats me right, I allus trea's zem right! See?"

The women nodded their heads approvingly. "To be sure," they cried
out in hearty chorus. "You're the kind of a man we like, Pete. You're outa
sight! What yeh goin' to buy this time, dear?"

"An't'ing yehs wants, damn it," said the man in an abandonment of
good will. His countenance shone with the true spirit of benevolence. He
was in the proper mode of missionaries. He would have fraternized with
obscure Hottentots. And above all, he was overwhelmed in tenderness
for his friends, who were all illustrious.

"An't'ing yehs wants, damn it," repeated he, waving his hands with be-
neficent recklessness. "I'm good f'ler, girls, an' if an'body treats me right
I—here," called he through an open door to a waiter, "bring girls drinks,
damn it. What 'ill yehs have, girls? An't'ing yehs wants, damn it!"

The waiter glanced in with the disgusted look of the man who serves
intoxicants for the man who takes too much of them. He nodded his
head shortly at the order from each individual, and went.

"Damn it," said the man, "we're havin' heluva time. I like you girls!
Damn'd if I don't! Yer right sort! See?"

He spoke at length and with feeling, concerning the excellencies of his
assembled friends.

"Don' try pull man's leg, but have a heluva time! Das right! Das way
teh do! Now, if I sawght yehs tryin' work me fer drinks, wouldn' buy
damn t'ing! But yer right sort, damn it! Yehs know how ter treat a f'ler,
an' I stays by yehs 'til spen' las' cent! Das right! I'm good f'ler an' I knows
when an'body treats me right!"

Between the times of the arrival and departure of the waiter, the man
discoursed to the women on the tender regard he felt for all living
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things. He laid stress upon the purity of his motives in all dealings with
men in the world and spoke of the fervor of his friendship for those who
were amiable. Tears welled slowly from his eyes. His voice quavered
when he spoke to them.

Once when the waiter was about to depart with an empty tray, the
man drew a coin from his pocket and held it forth.

"Here," said he, quite magnificently, "here's quar'."
The waiter kept his hands on his tray.
"I don' want yer money," he said.
The other put forth the coin with tearful insistence.
"Here, damn it," cried he, "tak't! Yer damn goo' f'ler an' I wan' yehs

tak't!"
"Come, come, now," said the waiter, with the sullen air of a man who

is forced into giving advice. "Put yer mon in yer pocket! Yer loaded an'
yehs on'y makes a damn fool of yerself."

As the latter passed out of the door the man turned pathetically to the
women.

"He don' know I'm damn goo' f'ler," cried he, dismally.
"Never you mind, Pete, dear," said a woman of brilliance and audacity,

laying her hand with great affection upon his arm. "Never you mind, old
boy! We'll stay by you, dear!"

"Das ri'," cried the man, his face lighting up at the soothing tones of the
woman's voice. "Das ri', I'm damn goo' f'ler an' w'en anyone trea's me ri',
I treats zem ri'! Shee!"

"Sure!" cried the women. "And we're not goin' back on you, old man."
The man turned appealing eyes to the woman of brilliance and auda-

city. He felt that if he could be convicted of a contemptible action he
would die.

"Shay, Nell, damn it, I allus trea's yehs shquare, didn' I? I allus been
goo' f'ler wi' yehs, ain't I, Nell?"

"Sure you have, Pete," assented the woman. She delivered an oration
to her companions. "Yessir, that's a fact. Pete's a square fellah, he is. He
never goes back on a friend. He's the right kind an' we stay by him, don't
we, girls?"

"Sure," they exclaimed. Looking lovingly at him they raised their
glasses and drank his health.

"Girlsh," said the man, beseechingly, "I allus trea's yehs ri', didn' I? I'm
goo' f'ler, ain' I, girlsh?"

"Sure," again they chorused.
"Well," said he finally, "le's have nozzer drink, zen."
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"That's right," hailed a woman, "that's right. Yer no bloomin' jay! Yer
spends yer money like a man. Dat's right."

The man pounded the table with his quivering fists.
"Yessir," he cried, with deep earnestness, as if someone disputed him.

"I'm damn goo' f'ler, an' w'en anyone trea's me ri', I allus trea's—le's have
nozzer drink."

He began to beat the wood with his glass.
"Shay," howled he, growing suddenly impatient. As the waiter did not

then come, the man swelled with wrath.
"Shay," howled he again.
The waiter appeared at the door.
"Bringsh drinksh," said the man.
The waiter disappeared with the orders.
"Zat f'ler damn fool," cried the man. "He insul' me! I'm ge'man! Can'

stan' be insul'! I'm goin' lickim when comes!"
"No, no," cried the women, crowding about and trying to subdue him.

"He's all right! He didn't mean anything! Let it go! He's a good fellah!"
"Din' he insul' me?" asked the man earnestly.
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Chapter 19
In a partitioned-off section of a saloon sat a man with a half dozen wo-
men, gleefully laughing, hovering about him. The man had arrived at
that stage of drunkenness where affection is felt for the universe.

"I'm good f'ler, girls," he said, convincingly. "I'm damn good f'ler.
An'body treats me right, I allus trea's zem right! See?"

The women nodded their heads approvingly. "To be sure," they cried
out in hearty chorus. "You're the kind of a man we like, Pete. You're outa
sight! What yeh goin' to buy this time, dear?"

"An't'ing yehs wants, damn it," said the man in an abandonment of
good will. His countenance shone with the true spirit of benevolence. He
was in the proper mode of missionaries. He would have fraternized with
obscure Hottentots. And above all, he was overwhelmed in tenderness
for his friends, who were all illustrious.

"An't'ing yehs wants, damn it," repeated he, waving his hands with be-
neficent recklessness. "I'm good f'ler, girls, an' if an'body treats me right
I—here," called he through an open door to a waiter, "bring girls drinks,
damn it. What 'ill yehs have, girls? An't'ing yehs wants, damn it!"

The waiter glanced in with the disgusted look of the man who serves
intoxicants for the man who takes too much of them. He nodded his
head shortly at the order from each individual, and went.

"Damn it," said the man, "we're havin' heluva time. I like you girls!
Damn'd if I don't! Yer right sort! See?"

He spoke at length and with feeling, concerning the excellencies of his
assembled friends.

"Don' try pull man's leg, but have a heluva time! Das right! Das way
teh do! Now, if I sawght yehs tryin' work me fer drinks, wouldn' buy
damn t'ing! But yer right sort, damn it! Yehs know how ter treat a f'ler,
an' I stays by yehs 'til spen' las' cent! Das right! I'm good f'ler an' I knows
when an'body treats me right!"

Between the times of the arrival and departure of the waiter, the man
discoursed to the women on the tender regard he felt for all living
things. He laid stress upon the purity of his motives in all dealings with
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men in the world and spoke of the fervor of his friendship for those who
were amiable. Tears welled slowly from his eyes. His voice quavered
when he spoke to them.

Once when the waiter was about to depart with an empty tray, the
man drew a coin from his pocket and held it forth.

"Here," said he, quite magnificently, "here's quar'."
The waiter kept his hands on his tray.
"I don' want yer money," he said.
The other put forth the coin with tearful insistence.
"Here, damn it," cried he, "tak't! Yer damn goo' f'ler an' I wan' yehs

tak't!"
"Come, come, now," said the waiter, with the sullen air of a man who

is forced into giving advice. "Put yer mon in yer pocket! Yer loaded an'
yehs on'y makes a damn fool of yerself."

As the latter passed out of the door the man turned pathetically to the
women.

"He don' know I'm damn goo' f'ler," cried he, dismally.
"Never you mind, Pete, dear," said a woman of brilliance and audacity,

laying her hand with great affection upon his arm. "Never you mind, old
boy! We'll stay by you, dear!"

"Das ri'," cried the man, his face lighting up at the soothing tones of the
woman's voice. "Das ri', I'm damn goo' f'ler an' w'en anyone trea's me ri',
I treats zem ri'! Shee!"

"Sure!" cried the women. "And we're not goin' back on you, old man."
The man turned appealing eyes to the woman of brilliance and auda-

city. He felt that if he could be convicted of a contemptible action he
would die.

"Shay, Nell, damn it, I allus trea's yehs shquare, didn' I? I allus been
goo' f'ler wi' yehs, ain't I, Nell?"

"Sure you have, Pete," assented the woman. She delivered an oration
to her companions. "Yessir, that's a fact. Pete's a square fellah, he is. He
never goes back on a friend. He's the right kind an' we stay by him, don't
we, girls?"

"Sure," they exclaimed. Looking lovingly at him they raised their
glasses and drank his health.

"Girlsh," said the man, beseechingly, "I allus trea's yehs ri', didn' I? I'm
goo' f'ler, ain' I, girlsh?"

"Sure," again they chorused.
"Well," said he finally, "le's have nozzer drink, zen."
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"That's right," hailed a woman, "that's right. Yer no bloomin' jay! Yer
spends yer money like a man. Dat's right."

The man pounded the table with his quivering fists.
"Yessir," he cried, with deep earnestness, as if someone disputed him.

"I'm damn goo' f'ler, an' w'en anyone trea's me ri', I allus trea's—le's have
nozzer drink."

He began to beat the wood with his glass.
"Shay," howled he, growing suddenly impatient. As the waiter did not

then come, the man swelled with wrath.
"Shay," howled he again.
The waiter appeared at the door.
"Bringsh drinksh," said the man.
The waiter disappeared with the orders.
"Zat f'ler damn fool," cried the man. "He insul' me! I'm ge'man! Can'

stan' be insul'! I'm goin' lickim when comes!"
"No, no," cried the women, crowding about and trying to subdue him.

"He's all right! He didn't mean anything! Let it go! He's a good fellah!"
"Din' he insul' me?" asked the man earnestly.
"No," said they. "Of course he didn't! He's all right!"
"Sure he didn' insul' me?" demanded the man, with deep anxiety in his

voice.
"No, no! We know him! He's a good fellah. He didn't mean anything."
"Well, zen," said the man, resolutely, "I'm go' 'pol'gize!"
When the waiter came, the man struggled to the middle of the floor.
"Girlsh shed you insul' me! I shay damn lie! I 'pol'gize!"
"All right," said the waiter.
The man sat down. He felt a sleepy but strong desire to straighten

things out and have a perfect understanding with everybody.
"Nell, I allus trea's yeh shquare, din' I? Yeh likes me, don' yehs, Nell?

I'm goo' f'ler?"
"Sure," said the woman of brilliance and audacity.
"Yeh knows I'm stuck on yehs, don' yehs, Nell?"
"Sure," she repeated, carelessly.
Overwhelmed by a spasm of drunken adoration, he drew two or three

bills from his pocket, and, with the trembling fingers of an offering
priest, laid them on the table before the woman.

"Yehs knows, damn it, yehs kin have all got, 'cause I'm stuck on yehs,
Nell, damn't, I—I'm stuck on yehs, Nell—buy drinksh—damn't—we're
havin' heluva time—w'en anyone trea's me ri'—I—damn't, Nell—we're
havin' heluva—time."
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Shortly he went to sleep with his swollen face fallen forward on his
chest.

The women drank and laughed, not heeding the slumbering man in
the corner. Finally he lurched forward and fell groaning to the floor.

The women screamed in disgust and drew back their skirts.
"Come ahn," cried one, starting up angrily, "let's get out of here."
The woman of brilliance and audacity stayed behind, taking up the

bills and stuffing them into a deep, irregularly-shaped pocket. A guttural
snore from the recumbent man caused her to turn and look down at him.

She laughed. "What a damn fool," she said, and went.
The smoke from the lamps settled heavily down in the little compart-

ment, obscuring the way out. The smell of oil, stifling in its intensity, per-
vaded the air. The wine from an overturned glass dripped softly down
upon the blotches on the man's neck.
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Chapter 20
In a room a woman sat at a table eating like a fat monk in a picture.

A soiled, unshaven man pushed open the door and entered.
"Well," said he, "Mag's dead."
"What?" said the woman, her mouth filled with bread.
"Mag's dead," repeated the man.
"Deh hell she is," said the woman. She continued her meal. When she

finished her coffee she began to weep.
"I kin remember when her two feet was no bigger dan yer t'umb, and

she weared worsted boots," moaned she.
"Well, whata dat?" said the man.
"I kin remember when she weared worsted boots," she cried.
The neighbors began to gather in the hall, staring in at the weeping

woman as if watching the contortions of a dying dog. A dozen women
entered and lamented with her. Under their busy hands the rooms took
on that appalling appearance of neatness and order with which death is
greeted.

Suddenly the door opened and a woman in a black gown rushed in
with outstretched arms. "Ah, poor Mary," she cried, and tenderly em-
braced the moaning one.

"Ah, what ter'ble affliction is dis," continued she. Her vocabulary was
derived from mission churches. "Me poor Mary, how I feel fer yehs! Ah,
what a ter'ble affliction is a disobed'ent chil'."

Her good, motherly face was wet with tears. She trembled in eagerness
to express her sympathy. The mourner sat with bowed head, rocking her
body heavily to and fro, and crying out in a high, strained voice that
sounded like a dirge on some forlorn pipe.

"I kin remember when she weared worsted boots an' her two feets was
no bigger dan yer t'umb an' she weared worsted boots, Miss Smith," she
cried, raising her streaming eyes.

"Ah, me poor Mary," sobbed the woman in black. With low, coddling
cries, she sank on her knees by the mourner's chair, and put her arms
about her. The other women began to groan in different keys.
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"Yer poor misguided chil' is gone now, Mary, an' let us hope it's fer
deh bes'. Yeh'll fergive her now, Mary, won't yehs, dear, all her
disobed'ence? All her t'ankless behavior to her mudder an' all her bad-
ness? She's gone where her ter'ble sins will be judged."

The woman in black raised her face and paused. The inevitable sun-
light came streaming in at the windows and shed a ghastly cheerfulness
upon the faded hues of the room. Two or three of the spectators were
sniffling, and one was loudly weeping. The mourner arose and staggered
into the other room. In a moment she emerged with a pair of faded baby
shoes held in the hollow of her hand.

"I kin remember when she used to wear dem," cried she. The women
burst anew into cries as if they had all been stabbed. The mourner turned
to the soiled and unshaven man.

"Jimmie, boy, go git yer sister! Go git yer sister an' we'll put deh boots
on her feets!"

"Dey won't fit her now, yeh damn fool," said the man.
"Go git yer sister, Jimmie," shrieked the woman, confronting him

fiercely.
The man swore sullenly. He went over to a corner and slowly began to

put on his coat. He took his hat and went out, with a dragging, reluctant
step.

The woman in black came forward and again besought the mourner.
"Yeh'll fergive her, Mary! Yeh'll fergive yer bad, bad, chil'! Her life was

a curse an' her days were black an' yeh'll fergive yer bad girl? She's gone
where her sins will be judged."

"She's gone where her sins will be judged," cried the other women, like
a choir at a funeral.

"Deh Lord gives and deh Lord takes away," said the woman in black,
raising her eyes to the sunbeams.

"Deh Lord gives and deh Lord takes away," responded the others.
"Yeh'll fergive her, Mary!" pleaded the woman in black. The mourner

essayed to speak but her voice gave way. She shook her great shoulders
frantically, in an agony of grief. Hot tears seemed to scald her quivering
face. Finally her voice came and arose like a scream of pain.

"Oh, yes, I'll fergive her! I'll fergive her!"
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it was first written, a work that remains unsurpassed in its unveil-
ing of character and society. It tells the tragic story of the romantic
but empty-headed Emma Rouault. When Emma marries Charles
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