
Wopsle as Hamlet
from

Great Expectations, chapter 31

ON our arrival in Denmark, we found the king and queen of that country
elevated in two arm-chairs on a kitchen-table, holding a Court. The whole
of the Danish nobility were in attendance; consisting of a noble boy in the
wash-leather boots of a gigantic ancestor, a venerable Peer with a dirty face
who seemed to have risen from the people late in life, and the Danish
chivalry with a comb in its hair and a pair of white silk legs, and presenting
on the whole a feminine appearance. My gifted townsman stood gloomily
apart, with folded arms, and I could have wished that his curls and forehead
had been more probable.

Several curious little circumstances transpired as the action proceeded. The
late king of the country not only appeared to have been troubled with a
cough at the time of his decease, but to have taken it with him to the tomb,
and to have brought it back. The royal phantom also carried a ghostly
manuscript round its truncheon, to which it had the appearance of
occasionally referring and that, too, with an air of anxiety and a tendency to
lose the place of reference which were suggestive of a state of mortality. It
was this, I conceive, which led to the Shade's being advised by the gallery
to 'turn over!' -- a recommendation which it took extremely ill. It was
likewise to be noted of this majestic spirit that whereas it always appeared
with an air of having been out a long time and walked an immense distance,
it perceptibly came from a closely contiguous wall. This occasioned its
tenors to be received derisively. The Queen of Denmark, a very buxom
lady, though no doubt historically brazen, was considered by the public to
have too much brass about her; her chin being attached to her diadem by a
broad band of that metal (as if she had a gorgeous toothache), her waist
being encircled by another, and each of her arms by another, so that she
was openly mentioned as 'the kettledrum.'  The noble boy in the ancestral
boots, was inconsistent; representing himself, as it were in one breath, as an
able seaman, a strolling actor, a grave-digger, a clergyman, and a person of
the utmost importance at a Court fencing-match, on the authority of whose
practised eye and nice discrimination the finest strokes were judged. This
gradually led to a want of toleration for him, and even -- on his being
detected in holy orders, and declining to perform the funeral service -- to
the general indignation taking the form of nuts. Lastly, Ophelia was a prey
to such slow musical madness, that when, in course of time, she had taken



off her white muslin scarf, folded it up, and buried it, a sulky man who had
been long cooling his impatient nose against an iron bar in the front row of
the gallery, growled, 'Now the baby's put to bed let's have supper!' Which,
to say the least of it, was out of keeping.

Upon my unfortunate townsman all these incidents accumulated with
playful effect. Whenever that undecided Prince had to ask a question or
state a doubt, the public helped him out with it. As for example; on the
question whether 'twas nobler in the mind to suffer some roared yes, and
some no, and some inclining to both opinions said 'toss up for it;' and quite
a Debating Society arose. When he asked what should such fellows as he
do crawling between earth and heaven, he was encouraged with loud cries
of 'Hear, hear! ' When he appeared with his stocking disordered (its
disorder expressed, according to usage, by one very neat fold in the top,
which I suppose to be always got up with a flat iron), a conversation took
place in the gallery respecting the paleness of his leg, and whether it was
occasioned by the turn the ghost had given him. On his taking the recorders
-- very like a little black flute that had just been played in the orchestra and
handed out at the door -- he was called upon unanimously for Rule
Britannia. When he recommended the player not to saw the air thus, the
sulky man said, 'And don't you do it, neither; you're a deal worse than him!'
And I grieve to add that peals of laughter greeted Mr Wopsle on every one
of these occasions.

But his greatest trials were in the churchyard: which had the appearance of
a primeval forest, with a kind of small ecclesiastical wash-house on one
side, and a turnpike gate on the other. Mr Wopsle in a comprehensive black
cloak, being descried entering at the turnpike, the gravedigger was
admonished in a friendly way, 'Look out! Here's the undertaker a coming,
to see how you're a getting on with your work!' I believe it is well known in
a constitutional country that Mr Wopsle could not possibly have returned
the skull, after moralizing over it, without dusting his fingers on a white
napkin taken from his breast; but even that innocent and indispensable
action did not pass without the comment 'Wai-ter!' The arrival of the body
for interment (in an empty black box with the lid tumbling open), was the
signal for a general joy which was much enhanced by the discovery, among
the bearers, of an individual obnoxious to identification. The joy attended
Mr Wopsle through his struggle with Laertes on the brink of the orchestra
and the grave, and slackened no more until he had tumbled the king off the
kitchen-table, and had died by inches from the ankles upward.





Trabb’s boy
from

Great Expectations, chapter 30

It was interesting to be in the quiet old town once more, and it was not
disagreeable to be here and there suddenly recognized and stared after. One
or two of the tradespeople even darted out of their shops and went a little
way down the street before me, that they might turn, as if they had
forgotten something, and pass me face to face -- on which occasions I don't
know whether they or I made the worse pretence; they of not doing it, or I
of not seeing it. Still my position was a distinguished one, and I was not at
all dissatisfied with it, until Fate threw me in the way of that unlimited
miscreant, Trabb’s boy.

Casting my eyes along the street at a certain point of my progress, I beheld
Trabb's boy approaching, lashing himself with an empty blue bag. Deeming
that a serene and unconscious contemplation of him would best beseem me,
and would be most likely to quell his evil mind, I advanced with that
expression of countenance, and was rather congratulating myself on my
success, when suddenly the knees of Trabb's boy smote together, his hair
uprose, his cap fell off, he trembled violently in every limb, staggered out
into the road, and crying to the populace, 'Hold me! I'm so frightened!'
feigned to be in a paroxysm of terror and contrition, occasioned by the
dignity of my appearance. As I passed him, his teeth loudly chattered in his
head, and with every mark of extreme humiliation, he prostrated himself in
the dust.

This was a hard thing to bear, but this was nothing. I had not advanced
another two hundred yards, when, to my inexpressible terror, amazement,
and indignation, I again beheld Trabb's boy approaching. He was coming
round a narrow corner. His blue bag was slung over his shoulder, honest
industry beamed in his eyes, a determination to proceed to Trabb's with
cheerful briskness was indicated in his gait. With a shock he became aware
of me, and was severely visited as before; but this time his motion was
rotatory, and he staggered round and round me with knees more afflicted,
and with uplifted hands as if beseeching for mercy. His sufferings were
hailed with the greatest joy by a knot of spectators, and I felt utterly
confounded.



I had not got as much further down the street as the post-office, when I
again beheld Trabb's boy shooting round by a back way. This time, he was
entirely changed. He wore the blue bag in the manner of my great-coat, and
was strutting along the pavement towards me on the opposite side of the
street, attended by a company of delighted young friends to whom he from
time to time exclaimed, with a wave of his hand, 'Don't know yah!' Words
cannot state the amount of aggravation and injury wreaked upon me by
Trabb's boy, when, passing abreast of me, he pulled up his shirt-collar,
twined his side-hair, stuck an arm akimbo, and smirked extravagantly by,
wriggling his elbows and body, and drawling to his attendants, 'Don't know
yah, don't know yah, pon my soul don't know yah!' The disgrace attendant
on his immediately afterwards taking to crowing and pursuing me across
the bridge with crows, as from an exceedingly dejected fowl who had
known me when I was a blacksmith, culminated the disgrace with which I
left the town, and was, so to speak, ejected by it into the open country.

But unless I had taken the life of Trabb's boy on that occasion, I really do
not even now see what I could have done save endure. To have struggled
with him in the street, or to have exacted any lower recompense from him
than his heart's best blood, would have been futile and degrading. Moreover,
he was a boy whom no man could hurt; an invulnerable and dodging
serpent who, when chased into a corner, flew out again between his captor's
legs, scornfully yelping. I wrote, however, to Mr Trabb by next day's post,
to say that Mr Pip must decline to deal further with one who could so far
forget what he owed to the best interests of society, as to employ a boy who
excited Loathing in every respectable mind.



Podsnappery
from

Our Mutual Friend, Book 1, chapter 11

Mr Podsnap was well to do, and stood very high in Mr Podsnap's opinion.
Beginning with a good inheritance, he had married a good inheritance, and
had thriven exceedingly in the Marine Insurance way, and was quite
satisfied.  He never could make out why everybody was not quite satisfied,
and he felt conscious that he set a brilliant social example in being
particularly well satisfied with most things, and, above all other things,
with himself.

Thus happily acquainted with his own merit and importance, Mr Podsnap
settled that whatever he put behind him he put out of existence.  There
was a dignified conclusiveness--not to add a grand convenience--in this
way of getting rid of disagreeables which had done much towards
establishing Mr Podsnap in his lofty place in Mr Podsnap's satisfaction.  'I
don't want to know about it; I don't choose to discuss it; I don't admit it!'
Mr Podsnap had even acquired a peculiar flourish of his right arm in often
clearing the world of its most difficult problems, by sweeping them behind
him (and consequently sheer away) with those words and a flushed face.
For they affronted him.

Mr Podsnap's world was not a very large world, morally; no, nor even
geographically: seeing that although his business was sustained upon
commerce with other countries, he considered other countries, with that
important reservation, a mistake, and of their manners and customs would
conclusively observe, 'Not English!' when, PRESTO! with a flourish of the
arm, and a flush of the face, they were swept away.  Elsewhere, the world
got up at eight, shaved close at a quarter-past, breakfasted at nine, went to
the City at ten, came home at half-past five, and dined at seven.  Mr
Podsnap's notions of the Arts in their integrity might have been stated thus.
Literature; large print, respectfully descriptive of getting up at eight,
shaving close at a quarter past, breakfasting at nine, going to the City at ten,
coming home at half-past five, and dining at seven.  Painting and
Sculpture; models and portraits representing Professors of getting up at
eight, shaving close at a quarter past, breakfasting at nine, going to the City
at ten, coming home at half-past five, and dining at seven.  Music; a
respectable performance (without variations) on stringed and wind



instruments, sedately expressive of getting up at eight, shaving close at a
quarter past, breakfasting at nine, going to the City at ten, coming home at
half-past five, and dining at seven.  Nothing else to be permitted to those
same vagrants the Arts, on pain of excommunication.  Nothing else To
Be--anywhere!

As a so eminently respectable man, Mr Podsnap was sensible of its being
required of him to take Providence under his protection. Consequently he
always knew exactly what Providence meant. Inferior and less respectable
men might fall short of that mark, but Mr Podsnap was always up to it.
And it was very remarkable (and must have been very comfortable) that
what Providence meant, was invariably what Mr Podsnap meant.

These may be said to have been the articles of a faith and school which the
present chapter takes the liberty of calling, after its representative man,
Podsnappery.  They were confined within close bounds, as Mr Podsnap's
own head was confined by his shirt- collar; and they were enunciated with
a sounding pomp that smacked of the creaking of Mr Podsnap's own boots.

There was a Miss Podsnap.  And this young rocking-horse was being
trained in her mother's art of prancing in a stately manner without ever
getting on.  But the high parental action was not yet imparted to her, and
in truth she was but an undersized damsel, with high shoulders, low spirits,
chilled elbows, and a rasped surface of nose, who seemed to take
occasional frosty peeps out of childhood into womanhood, and to shrink
back again, overcome by her mother's head-dress and her father from head
to foot--crushed by the mere dead-weight of Podsnappery.

A certain institution in Mr Podsnap's mind which he called 'the young
person' may be considered to have been embodied in Miss Podsnap, his
daughter.  It was an inconvenient and exacting institution, as requiring
everything in the universe to be filed down and fitted to it.  The question
about everything was, would it bring a blush into the cheek of the young
person?  And the inconvenience of the young person was, that, according
to Mr Podsnap, she seemed always liable to burst into blushes when there
was no need at all.  There appeared to be no line of demarcation between
the young person's excessive innocence, and another person's guiltiest
knowledge.  Take Mr Podsnap's word for it, and the soberest tints of drab,
white, lilac, and grey, were all flaming red to this troublesome Bull of a
young person.



The Podsnaps lived in a shady angle adjoining Portman Square. They were
a kind of people certain to dwell in the shade, wherever they dwelt.  Miss
Podsnap's life had been, from her first appearance on this planet, altogether
of a shady order; for, Mr Podsnap's young person was likely to get little
good out of association with other young persons, and had therefore been
restricted to companionship with not very congenial older persons, and
with massive furniture.  Miss Podsnap's early views of life being
principally derived from the reflections of it in her father's boots, and in the
walnut and rosewood tables of the dim drawing- rooms, and in their
swarthy giants of looking-glasses, were of a sombre cast; and it was not
wonderful that now, when she was on most days solemnly tooled through
the Park by the side of her mother in a great tall custard-coloured phaeton,
she showed above the apron of that vehicle like a dejected young person
sitting up in bed to take a startled look at things in general, and very
strongly desiring to get her head under the counterpane again.

Said Mr Podsnap to Mrs Podsnap, 'Georgiana is almost eighteen.'

Said Mrs Podsnap to Mr Podsnap, assenting, 'Almost eighteen.'

Said Mr Podsnap then to Mrs Podsnap, 'Really I think we should have
some people on Georgiana's birthday.'

Said Mrs Podsnap then to Mr Podsnap, 'Which will enable us to clear off
all those people who are due.'

So it came to pass that Mr and Mrs Podsnap requested the honour of the
company of seventeen friends of their souls at dinner; and that they
substituted other friends of their souls for such of the seventeen original
friends of their souls as deeply regretted that a prior engagement prevented
their having the honour of dining with Mr and Mrs Podsnap, in pursuance
of their kind invitation; and that Mrs Podsnap said of all these inconsolable
personages, as she checked them off with a pencil in her list, 'Asked, at any
rate, and got rid of;' and that they successfully disposed of a good many
friends of their souls in this way, and felt their consciences much lightened.

There were still other friends of their souls who were not entitled to be
asked to dinner, but had a claim to be invited to come and take a haunch of
mutton vapour-bath at half-past nine.  For the clearing off of these



worthies, Mrs Podsnap added a small and early evening to the dinner, and
looked in at the music-shop to bespeak a well-conducted automaton to
come and play quadrilles for a carpet dance.

Mr and Mrs Veneering, and Mr and Mrs Veneering's bran-new bride and
bridegroom, were of the dinner company; but the Podsnap establishment
had nothing else in common with the Veneerings.  Mr Podsnap could
tolerate taste in a mushroom man who stood in need of that sort of thing,
but was far above it himself.  Hideous solidity was the characteristic of
the Podsnap plate.  Everything was made to look as heavy as it could, and
to take up as much room as possible.  Everything said boastfully, 'Here
you have as much of me in my ugliness as if I were only lead; but I am so
many ounces of precious metal worth so much an ounce;--wouldn't you like
to melt me down?'  A corpulent straddling epergne, blotched all over as if
it had broken out in an eruption rather than been ornamented, delivered this
address from an unsightly silver platform in the centre of the table.  Four
silver wine-coolers, each furnished with four staring heads, each head
obtrusively carrying a big silver ring in each of its ears, conveyed the
sentiment up and down the table, and handed it on to the pot- bellied silver
salt-cellars.  All the big silver spoons and forks widened the mouths of the
company expressly for the purpose of thrusting the sentiment down their
throats with every morsel they ate.
The majority of the guests were like the plate, and included several
heavy articles weighing ever so much.  But there was a foreign
gentleman among them: whom Mr Podsnap had invited after much
debate with himself--believing the whole European continent to be
in mortal alliance against the young person--and there was a droll
disposition, not only on the part of Mr Podsnap but of everybody
else, to treat him as if he were a child who was hard of hearing.

As a delicate concession to this unfortunately-born foreigner, Mr Podsnap,
in receiving him, had presented his wife as 'Madame Podsnap;' also his
daughter as 'Mademoiselle Podsnap,' with some inclination to add 'ma fille,'
in which bold venture, however, he checked himself.  The Veneerings
being at that time the only other arrivals, he had added (in a
condescendingly explanatory manner), 'Monsieur Vey-nair-reeng,' and had
then subsided into English.



'How Do You Like London?' Mr Podsnap now inquired from his station of
host, as if he were administering something in the nature of a powder or
potion to the deaf child; 'London, Londres, London?'

The foreign gentleman admired it.

'You find it Very Large?' said Mr Podsnap, spaciously.

The foreign gentleman found it very large.

'And Very Rich?'

The foreign gentleman found it, without doubt, enormement riche.

'Enormously Rich, We say,' returned Mr Podsnap, in a condescending
manner.  'Our English adverbs do Not terminate in Mong, and We
Pronounce the "ch" as if there were a "t" before it. We say Ritch.'

'Reetch,' remarked the foreign gentleman.

'And Do You Find, Sir,' pursued Mr Podsnap, with dignity, 'Many
Evidences that Strike You, of our British Constitution in the Streets Of The
World's Metropolis, London, Londres, London?'

The foreign gentleman begged to be pardoned, but did not altogether
understand.

'The Constitution Britannique,' Mr Podsnap explained, as if he were
teaching in an infant school.'  We Say British, But You Say Britannique,
You Know' (forgivingly, as if that were not his fault). 'The Constitution,
Sir.'

The foreign gentleman said, 'Mais, yees; I know eem.'

A youngish sallowish gentleman in spectacles, with a lumpy forehead,
seated in a supplementary chair at a corner of the table, here caused a
profound sensation by saying, in a raised voice, 'ESKER,' and then
stopping dead.



'Mais oui,' said the foreign gentleman, turning towards him. 'Est-ce que?
Quoi donc?'

But the gentleman with the lumpy forehead having for the time delivered
himself of all that he found behind his lumps, spake for the time no more.

'I Was Inquiring,' said Mr Podsnap, resuming the thread of his discourse,
'Whether You Have Observed in our Streets as We should say, Upon our
Pavvy as You would say, any Tokens--'

The foreign gentleman, with patient courtesy entreated pardon; 'But what
was tokenz?'

'Marks,' said Mr Podsnap; 'Signs, you know, Appearances--Traces.'

'Ah!  Of a Orse?' inquired the foreign gentleman.

'We call it Horse,' said Mr Podsnap, with forbearance.  'In England,
Angleterre, England, We Aspirate the "H," and We Say "Horse."  Only
our Lower Classes Say "Orse!"'

'Pardon,' said the foreign gentleman; 'I am alwiz wrong!'

'Our Language,' said Mr Podsnap, with a gracious consciousness of being
always right, 'is Difficult.  Ours is a Copious Language, and Trying to
Strangers.  I will not Pursue my Question.'

But the lumpy gentleman, unwilling to give it up, again madly said,
'ESKER,' and again spake no more.

'It merely referred,' Mr Podsnap explained, with a sense of meritorious
proprietorship, 'to Our Constitution, Sir.  We Englishmen are Very Proud
of our Constitution, Sir.  It Was Bestowed Upon Us By Providence.  No
Other Country is so Favoured as This Country.'

'And ozer countries?--' the foreign gentleman was beginning, when Mr
Podsnap put him right again.

'We do not say Ozer; we say Other: the letters are "T" and "H;" You say
Tay and Aish, You Know; (still with clemency).  The sound is "th"--"th!"'



'And OTHER countries,' said the foreign gentleman.  'They do how?'

'They do, Sir,' returned Mr Podsnap, gravely shaking his head; 'they do--I
am sorry to be obliged to say it--AS they do.'

'It was a little particular of Providence,' said the foreign gentleman,
laughing; 'for the frontier is not large.'

'Undoubtedly,' assented Mr Podsnap; 'But So it is.  It was the Charter of
the Land.  This Island was Blest, Sir, to the Direct Exclusion of such
Other Countries as--as there may happen to be. And if we were all
Englishmen present, I would say,' added Mr Podsnap, looking round upon
his compatriots, and sounding solemnly with his theme, 'that there is in the
Englishman a combination of qualities, a modesty, an independence, a
responsibility, a repose, combined with an absence of everything calculated
to call a blush into the cheek of a young person, which one would seek in
vain among the Nations of the Earth.'

Having delivered this little summary, Mr Podsnap's face flushed, as he
thought of the remote possibility of its being at all qualified by any
prejudiced citizen of any other country; and, with his favourite right-arm
flourish, he put the rest of Europe and the whole of Asia, Africa, and
America nowhere.

The audience were much edified by this passage of words; and Mr Podsnap,
feeling that he was in rather remarkable force to-day, became smiling and
conversational.



Stop, thief!
from

Oliver Twist, chapter 10

They were just emerging from a narrow court not far from the open square
in Clerkenwell, which is yet called, by some strange perversion of terms,
'The Green':  when the Dodger made a sudden stop; and, laying his finger
on his lip, drew his companions back again, with the greatest caution and
circumspection.

'What's the matter?' demanded Oliver.

'Hush!' replied the Dodger.  'Do you see that old cove at the
book-stall?'

'The old gentleman over the way?' said Oliver.  'Yes, I see him.'

'He'll do,' said the Doger.

'A prime plant,' observed Master Charley Bates.

Oliver looked from one to the other, with the greatest surprise; but he was
not permitted to make any inquiries; for the two boys walked stealthily
across the road, and slunk close behind the old gentleman towards whom
his attention had been directed.  Oliver walked a few paces after them;
and, not knowing whether to advance or retire, stood looking on in silent
amazement.

The old gentleman was a very respectable-looking personage, with a
powdered head and gold spectacles.  He was dressed in a bottle-green coat
with a black velvet collar; wore white trousers; and carried a smart bamboo
cane under his arm.  He had taken up a book from the stall, and there he
stood, reading away, as hard as if he were in his elbow-chair, in his own
study.  It is very possible that he fancied himself there, indeed; for it was
plain, from his abstraction, that he saw not the book-stall, nor the street, nor
the boys, nor, in short, anything but the book itself: which he was reading
straight through: turning over the leaf when he got to the bottom of a page,
beginning at the top line of the next one, and going regularly on, with the
greatest interest and eagerness.



What was Oliver's horror and alarm as he stood a few paces off, looking on
with his eyelids as wide open as they would possibly go, to see the Dodger
plunge his hand into the old gentleman's pocket, and draw from thence a
handkerchief!  To see him hand the same to Charley Bates; and finally to
behold them, both running away round the corner at full speed!

In an instant the whole mystery of the hankerchiefs, and the watches, and
the jewels, and the Jew, rushed upon the boy's mind.

He stood, for a moment, with the blood so tingling through all his veins
from terror, that he felt as if he were in a burning fire; then, confused and
frightened, he took to his heels; and, not knowing what he did, made off as
fast as he could lay his feet to the ground.

This was all done in a minute's space.  In the very instant when Oliver
began to run, the old gentleman, putting his hand to his pocket, and missing
his handkerchief, turned sharp round.  Seeing the boy scudding away at
such a rapid pace, he very naturally concluded him to be the depredator;
and shouting 'Stop thief!' with all his might, made off after him, book in
hand.

But the old gentleman was not the only person who raised the hue-and-cry.
The Dodger and Master Bates, unwilling to attract public attention by
running down the open street, had merely retured into the very first
doorway round the corner. They no sooner heard the cry, and saw Oliver
running, than, guessing exactly how the matter stood, they issued forth with
great promptitude; and, shouting 'Stop thief!' too, joined in the
pursuit like good citizens.

Although Oliver had been brought up by philosophers, he was not
theoretically acquainted with the beautiful axiom that self-preservation is
the first law of nature.  If he had been, perhaps he would have been
prepared for this.  Not being prepared, however, it alarmed him the more;
so away he went like the wind, with the old gentleman and the two boys
roaring and shouting behind him.

'Stop thief!  Stop thief!'  There is a magic in the sound. The tradesman
leaves his counter, and the car-man his waggon; the butcher throws down
his tray; the baker his basket; the milkman his pail; the errand-boy his



parcels; the school-boy his marbles; the paviour his pickaxe; the child his
battledore.  Away they run, pell-mell, helter-skelter, slap-dash:  tearing,
yelling, screaming, knocking down the passengers as they turn the corners,
rousing up the dogs, and astonishing the fowls:  and streets, squares, and
courts, re-echo with the sound.

'Stop thief!  Stop thief!'  The cry is taken up by a hundred voices, and the
crowd accumulate at every turning.  Away they fly, splashing through the
mud, and rattling along the pavements: up go the windows, out run the
people, onward bear the mob, a whole audience desert Punch in the very
thickest of the plot, and, joining the rushing throng, swell the shout, and
lend fresh vigour to the cry, 'Stop thief! Stop thief!'

'Stop thief!  Stop thief!'  There is a passion FOR HUNTING
SOMETHING deeply implanted in the human breast.  One wretched
breathless child, panting with exhaustion; terror in his looks; agaony in his
eyes; large drops of perspiration streaming down his face; strains every
nerve to make head upon his pursuers; and as they follow on his track, and
gain upon him every instant, they hail his decreasing strength with joy.
'Stop thief!'  Ay, stop him for God's sake, were it only in mercy!

Stopped at last!  A clever blow.  He is down upon the pavement; and the
crowd eagerly gather round him:  each new comer, jostling and struggling
with the others to catch a glimpse.  'Stand aside!'  'Give him a little air!'
'Nonsense! he don't deserve it.'  'Where's the gentleman?'  'Here his is,
coming down the street.'  'Make room there for the gentleman!' 'Is this the
boy, sir!'  'Yes.'

Oliver lay, covered with mud and dust, and bleeding from the mouth,
looking wildly round upon the heap of faces that surrounded him, when the
old gentleman was officiously dragged and pushed into the circle by the
foremost of the pursuers.

'Yes,' said the gentleman, 'I am afraid it is the boy.'

'Afraid!' murmured the crowd.  'That's a good 'un!'

'Poor fellow!' said the gentleman, 'he has hurt himself.'



'_I_ did that, sir,' said a great lubberly fellow, stepping forward; 'and
preciously I cut my knuckle agin' his mouth.  I stopped him, sir.'

The follow touched his hat with a grin, expecting something for his pains;
but, the old gentleman, eyeing him with an expression of dislike, look
anxiously round, as if he contemplated running away himself:  which it is
very possible he might have attempted to do, and thus have afforded
another chase, had not a police officer (who is generally the last person to
arrive in such cases) at that moment made his way through the crowd, and
seized Oliver by the collar.

'Come, get up,' said the man, roughly.

'It wasn't me indeed, sir.  Indeed, indeed, it was two other boys,' said
Oliver, clasping his hands passionately, and looking round.  'They are here
somewhere.'

'Oh no, they ain't,' said the officer.  He meant this to be ironical, but it was
true besides; for the Dodger and Charley Bates had filed off down the first
convenient court they came to.

'Come, get up!'

'Don't hurt him,' said the old gentleman, compassionately.

'Oh no, I won't hurt him,' replied the officer, tearing his jacket half off his
back, in proof thereof.  'Come, I know you; it won't do.  Will you stand
upon your legs, you young devil?'

Oliver, who could hardly stand, made a shift to raise himself on his feet,
and was at once lugged along the streets by the jacket-collar, at a rapid pace.
The gentleman walked on with them by the officer's side; and as many of
the crowd as could achieve the feat, got a little ahead, and stared back at
Oliver from time to time.  The boys shouted in triumph; and on they went.



Dombey and Son
from

chapter 1

  
DOMBEY sat in the corner of the darkened room in the great arm-chair by
the bedside, and Son lay tucked up warm in a little basket bedstead,
carefully disposed on a low settee immediately in front of the fire and close
to it, as if his constitution were analogous to that of a muffin, and it was
essential to toast him brown while he was very new.

Dombey was about eight-and-forty years of age. Son about eight-and-forty
minutes. Dombey was rather bald, rather red, and though a handsome well-
made man, too stern and pompous in appearance, to be prepossessing. Son
was very bald, and very red, and though (of course) an undeniably fine
infant, somewhat crushed and spotty in his general effect, as yet. On the
brow of Dombey, Time and his brother Care had set some marks, as on a
tree that was to come down in good time--remorseless twins they are for
striding through their human forests, notching as they go--while the
countenance of Son was crossed and recrossed with a thousand little
creases, which the same deceitful Time would take delight in smoothing
out and wearing away with the flat part of his scythe, as a preparation of
the surface for his deeper operations.

Dombey, exulting in the long-looked-for event, jingled and jingled the
heavy gold watch-chain that depended from below his trim blue coat,
whereof the buttons sparkled phosphorescently in the feeble rays of the
distant fire. Son, with his little fists curled up and clenched, seemed, in his
feeble way, to be squaring at existence for having come upon him so
unexpectedly.

'The house will once again, Mrs. Dombey,' said Mr. Dombey, 'be not only
in name but in fact Dombey and Son; Dom-bey and Son!'

The words had such a softening influence, that he appended a term of
endearment to Mrs. Dombey's name (though not without some hesitation,
as being a man but little used to that form of address): and said, 'Mrs.
Dombey, my--my dear.'



A transient flush of faint surprise overspread the sick lady's face as she
raised her eyes towards him.

'He will be christened Paul, my--Mrs. Dombey--of course.'

She feebly echoed, 'Of course,' or rather expressed it by the motion of her
lips, and closed her eyes again.

'His father's name, Mrs. Dombey, and his grandfather's! I wish his
grandfather were alive this day!' And again he said 'Dom-bey and Son,' in
exactly the same tone as before.

Those three words conveyed the one idea of Mr. Dombey's life. The earth
was made for Dombey and Son to trade in, and the sun and moon were
made to give them light. Rivers and seas were formed to float their ships;
rainbows gave them promise of fair weather; winds blew for or against
their enterprises; stars and planets circled in their orbits, to preserve
inviolate a system of which they were the centre. Common abbreviations
took new meanings in his eyes, and had sole reference to them: A.D. had
no concern with anno Domini, but stood for anno Dombei--and Son.

He had risen, as his father had before him, in the course of life and death,
from Son to Dombey, and for nearly twenty years had been the sole
representative of the firm. Of those years he had been married, ten--married,
as some said, to a lady with no heart to give him; whose happiness was in
the past, and who was content to bind her broken spirit to the dutiful and
meek endurance of the present. Such idle talk was little likely to reach the
ears of Mr. Dombey, whom it nearly concerned; and probably no one in the
world would have received it with such utter incredulity as he, if it had
reached him. Dombey and Son had often dealt in hides, but never in hearts.
They left that fancy ware to boys and girls, and boarding-schools and books.
Mr. Dombey would have reasoned: That a matrimonial alliance with
himself must, in the nature of things, be gratifying and honourable to any
woman of common sense. That the hope of giving birth to a new partner in
such a house, could not fail to awaken a glorious and stirring ambition in
the breast of the least ambitious of her sex. That Mrs. Dombey had entered
on that social contract of matrimony: almost necessarily part of a genteel
and wealthy station, even without reference to the perpetuation of family
firms: with her eyes fully open to these advantages. That Mrs. Dombey had
had daily practical knowledge of his position in society. That Mrs. Dombey



had always sat at the head of his table, and done the honours of his house in
a remarkably lady-like and becoming manner. That Mrs. Dombey must
have been happy. That she couldn't help it.

Or, at all events, with one drawback. Yes. That he would have allowed.
With only one; but that one certainly involving much. They had been
married ten years, and until this present day on which Mr. Dombey sat
jingling and jingling his heavy gold watch-chain in the great arm-chair by
the side of the bed, had had no issue.

To speak of; none worth mentioning. There had been a girl some six years
before, and the child, who had stolen into the chamber unobserved, was
now crouching timidly, in a corner whence she could see her mother's face.
But what was a girl to Dombey and Son! In the capital of the House's name
and dignity, such a child was merely a piece of base coin that couldn't be
invested--a bad Boy--nothing more.

Mr. Dombey's cup of satisfaction was so full at this moment, however, that
he felt he could afford a drop or two of its contents, even to sprinkle on the
dust in the by-path of his little daughter.

So he said, 'Florence, you may go and look at your pretty brother, if you
like, I dare say. Don't touch him!'

The child glanced keenly at the blue coat and stiff white cravat, which, with
a pair of creaking boots and a very loud ticking watch, embodied her idea
of a father; but her eyes returned to her mother's face immediately, and she
neither moved nor answered.

Next moment, the lady had opened her eyes and seen the child; and the
child had run towards her; and, standing on tip-toe, the better to hide her
face in her embrace, had clung about her with a desperate affection very
much at variance with her years.

'Oh Lord bless me!' said Mr. Dombey, rising testily. 'A very ill-advised and
feverish proceeding this, I am sure. I had better ask Doctor Peps if he'll
have the goodness to step up stairs again perhaps. I'll go down. I'll go down.
I needn't beg you,' he added, pausing for a moment at the settee before the
fire, 'to take particular care of this young gentleman, Mrs.---'



'Blockitt, Sir?' suggested the nurse, a simpering piece of faded gentility,
who did not presume to state her name as a fact, but merely offered it as a
mild suggestion.

'Of this young gentleman, Mrs. Blockitt.'

'No, Sir, indeed. I remember when Miss Florence was born--'

'Ay, ay, ay,' said Mr. Dombey, bending over the basket bedstead, and
slightly bending his brows at the same time. 'Miss Florence was all very
well, but this is another matter. This young gentleman has to accomplish a
destiny. A destiny, little fellow!' As he thus apostrophised the infant he
raised one of his hands to his lips, and kissed it; then, seeming to fear that
the action involved some compromise of his dignity, went, awkwardly
enough, away.

Doctor Parker Peps, one of the Court Physicians, and a man of immense
reputation for assisting at the increase of great families, was walking up
and down the drawing-room with his hands behind him, to the unspeakable
admiration of the family Surgeon, who had regularly puffed the case for the
last six weeks, among all his patients, friends, and acquaintances, as one to
which he was in hourly expectation day and night of being summoned, in
conjunction with Doctor Parker Peps.

'Well, Sir,' said Doctor Parker Peps in a round, deep, sonorous voice,
muffled for the occasion, like the knocker; 'do you find that your dear lady
is at all roused by your visit?'

'Stimulated as it were?' said the family practitioner faintly: bowing at the
same time to the Doctor, as much as to say, 'Excuse my putting in a word,
but this is a valuable connexion.'

Mr. Dombey was quite discomfited by the question. He had thought so
little of the patient, that he was not in a condition to answer it. He said that
it would be a satisfaction to him, if Doctor Parker Peps would walk up
stairs again.

'Good! We must not disguise from you, Sir,' said Doctor Parker Peps, 'that
there is a want of power in Her Grace the Duchess--I beg your pardon; I
confound names; I should say, in your amiable lady. That there is a certain



degree of languor, and a general absence of elasticity, which we would
rather--not--'

'See,' interposed the family practitioner with another inclination of the
head.

'Quite so,' said Doctor Parker Peps, 'which we would rather not see. It
would appear that the system of Lady Cankaby--excuse me: I should say of
Mrs. Dombey: I confuse the names of cases--'

'So very numerous,' murmured the family practitioner--'can't be expected
I'm sure--quite wonderful if otherwise--Doctor Parker Peps's West-End
practice--'

'Thank you,' said the Doctor, 'quite so. It would appear, I was observing,
that the system of our patient has sustained a shock, from which it can only
hope to rally by a great and strong--'

'And vigorous,' murmured the family practitioner.

'Quite so,' assented the Doctor--'and vigorous effort. Mr. Pilkins here, who
from his position of medical adviser in this family--no one better qualified
to fill that position, I am sure.'

'Oh!' murmured the family practitioner. '"Praise from Sir Hubert Stanley!"'

'You are good enough,' returned Doctor Parker Peps, 'to say so. Mr. Pilkins
who, from his position, is best acquainted with the patient's constitution in
its normal state (an acquaintance very valuable to us in forming our
opinions on these occasions), is of opinion, with me, that Nature must be
called upon to make a vigorous effort in this instance; and that if our
interesting friend the Countess of Dombey--I beg your pardon; Mrs.
Dombey--should not be--'

'Able,' said the family practitioner.

'To make that effort successfully,' said Doctor Parker Peps, 'then a crisis
might arise, which we should both sincerely deplore.'



With that, they stood for a few seconds looking at the ground. Then, on the
motion--made in dumb show--of Doctor Parker Peps, they went up stairs;
the family practitioner opening the room door for that distinguished
professional, and following him out, with most obsequious politeness.

To record of Mr. Dombey that he was not in his way affected by this
intelligence, would be to do him an injustice. He was not a man of whom it
could properly be said that he was ever startled or shocked; but he certainly
had a sense within him, that if his wife should sicken and decay, he would
be very sorry, and that he would find a something gone from among his
plate and furniture, and other household possessions, which was well worth
the having, and could not be lost without sincere regret. Though it would be
a cool, business-like, gentlemanly, self-possessed regret, no doubt.

His meditations on the subject were soon interrupted, first by the rustling of
garments on the staircase, and then by the sudden whisking into the room
of a lady rather past the middle age than otherwise, but dressed in a very
juvenile manner, particularly as to the tightness of her bodice, who, running
up to him with a kind of screw in her face and carriage, expressive of
suppressed emotion, flung her arms round his neck, and said in a choking
voice,

'My dear Paul! He's quite a Dombey!'

'Well, well!' returned her brother--for Mr. Dombey was her brother--'I think
he is like the family. Don't agitate yourself, Louisa.'

'It's very foolish of me,' said Louisa, sitting down, and taking out her
pocket-handkerchief, 'but he's--he's such a perfect Dombey! I never saw
anything like it in my life!'

'But what is this about Fanny, herself?' said Mr. Dombey. 'How is Fanny?'

'My dear Paul,' returned Louisa, 'it's nothing whatever. Take my word, it's
nothing whatever. There is exhaustion, certainly, but nothing like what I
underwent myself, either with George or Frederick. An effort is necessary.
That's all. If dear Fanny were a Dombey!--But I dare say she'll make it; I
have no doubt she'll make it. Knowing it to be required of her, as a duty, of
course she'll make it. My dear Paul, it's very weak and silly of me, I know,
to be so trembly and shaky from head to foot; but I am so very queer that I



must ask you for a glass of wine and a morsel of that cake. I thought I
should have fallen out of the staircase window as I came down from seeing
dear Fanny, and that tiddy ickle sing.' These last words originated in a
sudden vivid reminiscence of the baby.

. . . . . . . . . . [Miss Tox enters; Mr Dombey leaves and returns.]

'Why, my dear Paul!' exclaimed his sister, as he returned, 'you look quite
pale! There's nothing the matter?'

'I am sorry to say, Louisa, that they tell me that Fanny--'

'Now, my dear Paul,' returned his sister rising, 'don't believe it. If you have
any reliance on my experience, Paul, you may rest assured that there is
nothing wanting but an effort on Fanny's part. And that effort,' she
continued, taking off her bonnet, and adjusting her cap and gloves, in a
business-like manner, 'she must be encouraged, and really, if necessary,
urged to make. Now, my dear Paul, come up stairs with me.'

Mr. Dombey, who, besides being generally influenced by his sister for the
reason already mentioned, had really faith in her as an experienced and
bustling matron, acquiesced: and followed her, at once, to the sick
chamber.

The lady lay upon her bed as he had left her, clasping her little daughter to
her breast. The child clung close about her, with the same intensity as
before, and never raised her head, or moved her soft cheek from her
mother's face, or looked on those who stood around, or spoke, or moved, or
shed a tear.

'Restless without the little girl,' the Doctor whispered Mr. Dombey. 'We
found it best to have her in again.'

There was such a solemn stillness round the bed; and the two medical
attendants seemed to look on the impassive form with so much compassion
and so little hope, that Mrs. Chick was for the moment diverted from her
purpose. But presently summoning courage, and what she called presence
of mind, she sat down by the bedside, and said in the low precise tone of
one who endeavours to awaken a sleeper:



'Fanny! Fanny!'

There was no sound in answer but the loud ticking of Mr. Dombey's watch
and Doctor Parker Peps's watch, which seemed in the silence to be running
a race.

'Fanny, my dear,' said Mrs. Chick, with assumed lightness, 'here's Mr.
Dombey come to see you. Won't you speak to him? They want to lay your
little boy--the baby, Fanny, you know; you have hardly seen him yet, I
think--in bed; but they can't till you rouse yourself a little. Don't you think
it's time you roused yourself a little? Eh?'

She bent her ear to the bed, and listened: at the same time looking round at
the bystanders, and holding up her finger.

'Eh?' she repeated, 'what was it you said, Fanny? I didn't hear you.'

No word or sound in answer. Mr. Dombey's watch and Dr. Parker Peps's
watch seemed to be racing faster.

'Now, really, Fanny my dear,' said the sister-in-law, altering her position,
and speaking less confidently, and more earnestly, in spite of herself, 'I
shall have to be quite cross with you, if you don't rouse yourself. It's
necessary for you to make an effort, and perhaps a very great and painful
effort which you are not disposed to make; but this is a world of effort you
know, Fanny, and we must never yield, when so much depends upon us.
Come! Try! I must really scold you if you don't!'

The race in the ensuing pause was fierce and furious. The watches seemed
to jostle, and to trip each other up.

'Fanny!' said Louisa, glancing round, with a gathering alarm. 'Only look at
me. Only open your eyes to show me that you hear and understand me; will
you? Good Heaven, gentlemen, what is to be done!'

The two medical attendants exchanged a look across the bed; and the
Physician, stooping down, whispered in the child's ear. Not having
understood the purport of his whisper, the little creature turned her
perfectly colourless face, and deep dark eyes towards him; but without
loosening her hold in the least.



The whisper was repeated.

'Mama!' said the child.

The little voice, familiar and dearly loved, awakened some show of
consciousness, even at that ebb. For a moment, the closed eye-lids trembled,
and the nostril quivered, and the faintest shadow of a smile was seen.

'Mama!' cried the child sobbing aloud. 'Oh dear Mama! oh dear Mama!'
The Doctor gently brushed the scattered ringlets of the child, aside from the
face and mouth of the mother. Alas how calm they lay there; how little
breath there was to stir them!

Thus, clinging fast to that slight spar within her arms, the mother drifted
out upon the dark and unknown sea that rolls round all the world.



Christmas at the Cratchits
from

A Christmas Carol Stave 3

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

     `Come in.' exclaimed the Ghost. `Come in. and know me better,
man.'

     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 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 dwellings, 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
splitting into artificial little 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 recrossed 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 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 shovelling away on the housetops were
jovial and full of glee; calling 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-bellied
baskets of chestnuts, shaped like the waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen,
lolling at the doors, and tumbling out into the street in their apoplectic
opulence. There were ruddy, brown-faced, broad-girthed 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 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, recalling, in their fragrance, ancient walks
among the woods, and pleasant shufflings ankle deep through withered
leaves; there were Norfolk Biffins, squab 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 little 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 bilious. 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.

     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 baker' 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.

     `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 out kith and kin, as if they had never lived. 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 quality
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 dwelling 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 outside the baker's they had smelt the e 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 officious 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 little 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 little 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, and bore him off
into the wash-house, that he might hear the pudding singing in the copper.

     `And how did little Tim behave. asked Mrs Cratchit, when she had
rallied Bob on his credulity, 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 little 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 little 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 stuffing
issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all round 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 like a washing-day. That was the cloth. A smell like 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, like 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, 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 little hand in his, as if he loved the child, and wished to keep him
by his side, and dreaded that he might be taken from him.

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

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

     `No, no,' said Scrooge. `Oh, no, kind Spirit. say he will be spared.'

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

     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 live, what men shall die. It may be, that in
the sight of Heaven, you are more worthless and less fit to live
than millions like this poor man's child. Oh God. to hear the Insect on the
leaf pronouncing on the too much life among his hungry brothers in the
dust.'

     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 life 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 milliner'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 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



travelling in the snow, from Tiny Tim, who had a plaintive little voice, and
sang it very well indeed.

     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.



Richardson’s Theatre
from

“Greenwich Fair”, Sketches by Boz

Imagine yourself in an extremely dense crowd, which swings you to and
fro, and in and out, and every way but the right one; add to this the screams
of women, the shouts of boys, the clanging of gongs, the firing of pistols,
the ringing of bells, the bellowings of speaking-trumpets, the squeaking of
penny dittos, the noise of a dozen bands, with three drums in each, all
playing different tunes at the same time, the hallooing of showmen, and an
occasional roar from the wild-beast shows; and you are in the very centre
and heart of the fair.

This immense booth, with the large stage in front, so brightly illuminated
with variegated lamps, and pots of burning fat, is 'Richardson's,' where you
have a melodrama (with three murders and a ghost), a pantomime, a comic
song, an overture, and some incidental music, all done in five-and-twenty
minutes.

The company are now promenading outside in all the dignity of wigs,
spangles, red-ochre, and whitening.  See with what a ferocious air the
gentleman who personates the Mexican chief, paces up and down, and with
what an eye of calm dignity the principal tragedian gazes on the crowd
below, or converses confidentially with the harlequin! The four clowns,
who are engaged in a mock broadsword combat, may be all very well for
the low-minded holiday-makers; but these are the people for the reflective
portion of the community.  They look so noble in those Roman dresses,
with their yellow legs and arms, long black curly heads, bushy eyebrows,
and scowl expressive of assassination, and vengeance, and everything else
that is grand and solemn.  Then, the ladies - were there ever such innocent
and awful-looking beings; as they walk up and down the platform in twos
and threes, with their arms round each other's waists, or leaning for support
on one of those majestic men!  Their spangled muslin dresses and blue
satin shoes and sandals (a LEETLE the worse for wear) are the admiration
of all beholders; and the playful manner in which they check the advances
of the clown, is perfectly enchanting.

'Just a-going to begin!  Pray come for'erd, come for'erd,' exclaims
the man in the countryman's dress, for the seventieth time:  and



people force their way up the steps in crowds.  The band suddenly
strikes up, the harlequin and columbine set the example, reels are
formed in less than no time, the Roman heroes place their arms a-
kimbo, and dance with considerable agility; and the leading tragic
actress, and the gentleman who enacts the 'swell' in the pantomime,
foot it to perfection.  'All in to begin,' shouts the manager, when
no more people can be induced to 'come for'erd,' and away rush the
leading members of the company to do the dreadful in the first
piece.

A change of performance takes place every day during the fair, but the
story of the tragedy is always pretty much the same.  There is a rightful
heir, who loves a young lady, and is beloved by her; and a wrongful heir,
who loves her too, and isn't beloved by her; and the wrongful heir gets hold
of the rightful heir, and throws him into a dungeon, just to kill him off
when convenient, for which purpose he hires a couple of assassins - a good
one and a bad one - who, the moment they are left alone, get up a little
murder on their own account, the good one killing the bad one, and the bad
one wounding the good one.  Then the rightful heir is discovered in prison,
carefully holding a long chain in his hands, and seated despondingly in a
large arm-chair; and the young lady comes in to two bars of soft music, and
embraces the rightful heir; and then the wrongful heir comes in to two bars
of quick music (technically called 'a hurry'), and goes on in the most
shocking manner, throwing the young lady about as if she was nobody, and
calling the rightful heir 'Ar-recreant - ar-wretch!' in a very loud voice,
which answers the double purpose of displaying his passion, and
preventing the sound being deadened by the sawdust.  The interest
becomes intense; the wrongful heir draws his sword, and rushes on the
rightful heir; a blue smoke is seen, a gong is heard, and a tall white figure
(who has been all this time, behind the arm- chair, covered over with a
table-cloth), slowly rises to the tune of 'Oft in the stilly night.'  This is no
other than the ghost of the rightful heir's father, who was killed by the
wrongful heir's father, at sight of which the wrongful heir becomes
apoplectic, and is literally 'struck all of a heap,' the stage not being large
enough to admit of his falling down at full length.  Then the good assassin
staggers in, and says he was hired in conjunction with the bad assassin, by
the wrongful heir, to kill the rightful heir; and he's killed a good many
people in his time, but he's very sorry for it, and won't do so any more - a
promise which he immediately redeems, by dying off hand without any
nonsense about it.  Then the rightful heir throws down his chain; and then



two men, a sailor, and a young woman (the tenantry of the rightful heir)
come in, and the ghost makes dumb motions to them, which they, by
supernatural interference, understand - for no one else can; and the ghost
(who can't do anything without blue fire) blesses the rightful heir and the
young lady, by half suffocating them with smoke:  and then a muffin-bell
rings, and the curtain drops.


