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Stave One

MARLEY’S
GHOST

arley was dead: to be-
gin with. There is no
doubt whatever about
that. The register of
his burial was signed
by the clergyman, the clerk, the under-
taker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge
signped 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 coffin-nail as the deadest
piece of ironmongery in the trade. But
the wisdom of our ancestors is in the
simile; and my unhallowed hands shall
not disturb it, or the Country’s done
for. You will therefore permit me to re-
peat, emphatically, that Marley was as
dead as a door-nail.

Crpoda I

AYX
MAPAMN

ayHeM C Toro, 4yto Map-
au ymep. B atom Her
HU MaJeUIero CoMHe-
HUA. AKT O ero rmorpe-
OeHun ObLI  IIOAIIMCAH
[ACTOPOM, TIPUYETHUKOM, T'POOOBIIM-
KOM U pacriopsjautesieM moxopor. Cam
CKpy/DK TIO[IMcan 3TOT akT. A uMs

Ckpymxa  CIyKWJIO — pPydaTelTbCTBOM
Ha Oupike 3a BCE, K ueMy Obl OH HU TIPU-
JIOXKHIT PYKY.

Wrak, crapuk Mapsiu ObU1 MEPTB, Kak
JIBEPHOM I'BO3/[b.

3amersbre, — i He X049y CKa3ath, Oy/TO
sI CAMOJIMYIHO YOEIUIICS, YTO €CTh HEYTO
0CO0EHHO MEPTBOE B JIBEPHOM I'BOZJIE.
A-TO CKJIOHEH cuMTaTh caMON MEPTBOU
BEIIbIO U3 BCEX JKEIE3HbIX U3/Ie/TUN CKO-
pee rpoboBoit rBO3AL. HO B cpaBHeHM-
X — MY/JpPOCTb OTIIOB HAlIUX, U Paju
CTIOKOMCTBUSI OTEYECTBa He TMoj00aer
MHE HE/IOCTOMHBIMM pPyKaMH KacaThbCs
UX.

[To3BosibTeE K€ MO3TOMY ellle HACTOM -
4KBee MOBTOPUTh, 4TO Map/iu GblI MEPTB
MMEHHO KaK JIBEPHOU T'BO3/Ib.
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Scrooge knew he was dead? Of
course he did. How could it be other-
wise? Scrooge and he were partners for
I don’t know how many years. Scrooge
was his sole executor, his sole adminis-
trator, his sole assign, his sole residuary
legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourn-
er. And even Scrooge was not so dread-
fully cut up by the sad event, but that he
was an excellent man of business on the
very day of the funeral, and solemnised
it with an undoubted bargain.
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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 un-
derstood, or nothing wonderful can
come of the story I am going to relate.

3nasn m Ckpympx 06 arom? Pasyme-
ercs, 3Hasl. Jla u Moo Jin ObITh MHAYE?
Ckpymk 1 Mapiu ObUTM KOMIIAHbOHA-
MU B TPOJIOJUKEHUE, S HE 3HAI0, CKOJIb-
kux JieT. CKpy/K OblI €ro eQuHCTBEH-
HBIM JIYIIETTPUKA3IMKOM, ¢TUHCTBEHHbBIM
pacropsiuTesieM, €MHCTBEHHbIM I1pe-
€MHUKOM, €IMHCTBEHHBIM HAC/IEIHUKOM,
€/IMHCTBEHHBIM /IPYTOM U ¢/TUHCTBEHHbBIM
nomuHagbiukoM. UM opgHako Ckpymxk
ObL1 BOBCE HE TaK YsKaCHO IMOPa)KEH 9THUM
I€Ya/IbHBIM COOLITUEM, YTOOBI HE OCTATh-
cs JJaXKe B CaMblil [IEHb MTOXOPOH MCTHIM
JIeJIbLIOM M He O3HAMEHOBATb €r0 OJ[HOM
HECOMHEHHO XOPOIIeH C/IeTKOM.

Ho ynomunanue o noxoponax Map-
JIM 3aCTaBJISIET MEHSI BEPHYThCS K TOMY,
¢ Jyero A Havas. Het Hu Maneimero co-
MHeHudA, 9yTo Mapau ymep. W artoro
HUKAaK HeJIb3s1 3a0bIBaTh, MHAYE He Oy-
JIeT HUYEro YIUBUTEIbHOIO B HMCTOPHH,
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If we were not perfectly convinced
that Hamlet’s Father died before the
play began, there would be nothing
more 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 gentle-
man rashly turning out after dark in a
breezy spot—say Saint Paul’s Church-
yard 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. Some-
times people new to the business called
Scrooge Scrooge, and sometimes Mar-
ley, 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 squeez-
ing, wrenching, grasping, scraping,
clutching, covetous, old sinner! Hard
and sharp as flint, from which no steel
had ever struck out generous fire; se-
cret, 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 al-
ways about with him; he iced his office
in the dog-days; and didn’t thaw it one
degree at Christmas.
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KOTOPYIO 5 HAMEPEBalOCh PACCKA3aTh.
Beab ecoin Gbl Mbl He ObUIM TBEPAO
yOEK/ICHbI B TOM, 4TO oTel| [amiera ymep
JI0 HavaJ1a [peiCTaBIeH Us], TO U €r0 CKU-
TaHUs 110 HOYaM, ITPU BOCTOYHOM BETPE,
B/IOJIb CTEH €r0 K€ COOCTBEHHOIO 3aMKa
ObLIK Obl HUYYTh HE 3aMeYaTe/IbHEE 10~
CTYIIKA JI0GOTO TOCTIOIUHA CPEIHUX JIET,
HOYBIO BBINIEAIIETO MPOTYJAATHCS  Ky-
Ja-HUOyb — HY, CKa)KeM, Ha KJIaJ0ulle
cB. [1aBna, — TOJMBLKO 3areM, 4TOOBI T10-
PasuTh CBOETO CJIAOOYMHOI'O ChIHA.

CKpY/IPK HE CTep C BBIBECKU UM CTa-
prka Mapsu: OHO U IOC/IE CMEPTH €ro
elie JI0T0  KpacoBasoCh HaJ| JIBEPBIO
koHTOpBL: «CKpymk 1 Mapamw. HoBuu-
ku 3Basin Ckpymka uHorga CKpypKeM,
a uHorza U Map/aui, U OH OT3bIBAJICH,
U Ha TO, 1 Ha jipyroe ums. O, 910 ObLIO
COBEPIIEHHO 0e3PasIuYHO Il HETO, —
JUISL OTOTO CTApOro IPENHUKA M CKPsi-
U, JUISL 9TOM JKUJIbI U TIayKa, IS 9THX
3aBW/IYIMX I[Ia3 W 3arpedymmx pyk!
TBep/pIil U OCTPBIH, KaK KPEMEHb, U3 KO-
TOPOro HUKAKAs CTajlb HE BLIOMBAJIA HU-
KOIJIa HU €JUHOMN 0JIarOPOJIHOM UCKPBI,
OH ObUI CKpPBITEH, CAEPKaH U 3aMKHYT
B caMoM cefe, Kak yCTpHIia B CBOEH pa-
KOBUHE. BHyTpeHHMI X0JI071 OJieeHII
€ro ImoOJIeKIIMe YePThbl, 3a0CTPUJ €ro
HOC, MTOKPBLI MOPIIUHAMHE IEKH, CEIa
MOXOJIKy MEPTBEHHOU, IVIa3a KPaCHBIMH,
TOHKHE TI'yObl CUHUMH, U PE3KO CKazbl-
BaJIiCsl B €ro CKpHITydeM rojioce. To4HO
3aMH/IEBEIM €r0 T0JI0Ba, €ro GPOBH, €ro
KOJIIOYMI 110/100po/10K. OH BHOCHJI C CO-
0Ol 3TOT XOJIOZ IIOBCIOAY; XOJIOLOM JIbl-
maja ero KOHTopa — M TaKOW jKe Oblia
OHa U B POK/IECTBEHCKHE [IHU.



External heat and cold had little in-
fluence on Scrooge. No warmth could
warm, no wintry weather chill him. No
wind that blew was bitterer than he,
no falling 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 im-
plored him to bestow a trifle, no chil-
dren asked him what it was o’clock,
no man or woman ever once in all his
life inquired the way to such and such
a place, of Scrooge. Even the blind
men’s dogs appeared to know him; and

Oxkpy:xarolee MaJjio BJIMAJIO
Ha Ckpympxa. He corpesasio ero serto,
He 3HOOM1a 3uMa. Hukakoi Betep He ObL
TaK JIOT, HUKAKON JI0M/b HE ObUI TaK
VIOPEH, KaK OH, HUKAKOW CHEr He IIes
Tak ynpsamo, Kak men CKpysK K cBoeu
Lle/IM, HUKaKas aJICKas I0rojia He MoIvia
ciioMuTh ero. JluBeHs, Bbiora, rpaj, Kpy-
1a UMEJN TOJbKO OfIHO IMPEUMYIECTBO
nepes; nuM. OHM 9acTo ObIBAJIM IIE/PHI,
Cxpymx — nuxorga. Hukorja u HUKTO
HE OCTaHABJIMBAJ €ro Ha Y/IUIe PajioCT-
HbIM Bockinianuem: «Kak mno)kuaere,
jqoporout mou! Korja ke Bbl 3amisHeTe
Ko MHe?» Hu ofinH HUIMEA He OCMesn-
BaJICsI TIPOTSIHYTh K HEMY PYKU, Ha OJJUH
pebeHOK He pelajics CIIPOCUTD Y HETo,
KOTOPBIM Yac, HU euHas aylia He Ooc-
BE/IOMUJIACH Y HErO HU pPasy 3a BCIO €ro
JKU3HDb, KaK MPOUTH HA Ty WIN JPYTyiO
ynuny. Jlaxe cobaku CenioB, Kasa-
Joch, packycusnn CKpypKa |, 3aBU/A
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when they saw him coming on, would
tug their owners into doorways and up
courts; and then would wag their tails
as though they said, “No eye at all is
better than an evil eye, dark master!”

But what did Scrooge care! It was
the very thing he liked. To edge his way
along the crowded paths of life, warn-
ing all human sympathy to keep its dis-
tance, 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 neigh-
bouring offices, like ruddy smears upon
the palpable brown air. The fog came
pouring in at every chink and keyhole,
and was so dense without, that although
the court was of the narrowest, the
houses opposite were mere phantoms.
To see the dingy cloud come drooping
down, obscuring everything, one might
have thought that Nature lived hard by,
and was brewing on a large scale.

The door of Scrooge’s count-
ing-house was open that he might keep
his eye upon his clerk, who in a dismal
little cell beyond, a sort of tank, was
copying letters. Scrooge had a very
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€ro, TAlWJIA CBOUX XO35€B 110l BOPOTA
U BO JIBOPBI, BUISLJI XBOCTAMU U KaK Oy/1-
TO XOTEJTN CKa3aTh:

«JIyu1e BoBce He UMETb Iv1a3, XO35H1H,
YeM UMETh TaKHe [71a3a».

Ho kakoe jies10 66110 /10 910oro CKpyi-
Ky? OTO-TO eMy W HpaBwioch. [Ipodu-
paThCA TIO TECHOM >KM3HEHHOU TpOIIeE,
npeHedperas  BCAKUM  Y€JTOBEYECKUM
YyBCTBOM, — BOT YTO, I10 CJIOBaM JIO/eH
3HAIOMIUX, ObLIO, Lebio CKpy/IKa.

OnHaX/bl — B OJIMH U3 JIy4IINX
JIHEH B TOJy, B COYEJIbHUK, — CTapbIi
Ckpypk paborajl B CBOEH KOHTODE.
Crosna nefAHas, TyMaHHas TIOTO[a,
1 OH CJIblLIAJ, KAK CHAPYKH JIIOJH, OT-
JlyBasiCh, Oeraju B3aj U Briepes, KOJIo-
THIK ce0s PyKaMU U TOTIAJIH, CTAPasiCh
COTPETHCA.

Ha ropojckoil 6aiiHe TOJBKO YTO
MPOOUJIO TP Yaca, HO OBLIO yiKe COBCEM
TEMHO: C CAMOI'0 yTpa CTOS/IM CYMEPKH,
1 B OKHax COCEJHUX KOHTOP KPaCHOBa-
TBIMU TIITHAMM MEPLIAJU CKBO3b OYypyIO
My cBeud. TymMaH MPOHUKAI B KK/IYI0
M[eJIb, B KQKAYIO 3aMOYHYIO CKBAKUHY,
nu 6bIJI TaK T'yCT, YTO IIPOTHUBOITOJIOKHbBIC
JIOMa KazaJIMCh IIPU3PaKaMU, XOTs /IBOP
ObLIT OYeHb y30K. [Jisijisl HA 9TO Tpsi3HOE
00J1aKO, CITyCKaBIleecss BCE HIDKE U BCE
OMpayaBiliee, MOKHO ObUIO TMOyMarh,
YTO MIPUPO/IA HA IV1a3axX y BCEX 3aTeBaeT
YTO-TO CTPAITHOE, OTPOMHOE.

JlBepb cBoeil komHaThl CKpy/K
HE 3aTBOPSLI, 4TOOBI UMETh BO3MOKHOCTh
MOCTOSTHHO HAOJTIO/IATh 32 CBOUM MTOMOII] -
HUKOM, ITePEeIMChIBABIINM MHChMa B Ma-
JIGHbKOH, YTPIOMOM M CBIPDOU KaMOpKe
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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 predict-
ed 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 imagina-
tion, 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 ap-
proach.

“Bah!” said Scrooge, “Humbug!”

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

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

“I'do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christ-
mas! 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 dis-
mal? What reason have you to be mo-
rose? You're rich enough.”

J/G\) 0-8.

psiom. HeBevk ObUT OTOHEK B KaMHHE
CKpy/Ka, a y MUCIia OH ObLI ¥ TOIO MEHb-
me: TMOJKUHYTh YA HEIb3s ObLIO,
CKpY/IK /IepKas yrOJbHBIN AMUK B CBO-
el komHare. Kak Tosbko mucer 6pajics
3a sonatky, CKpy[}K OCTaHABINMBAJ €ro
3aMedaHueM, ITO UM, KKETCs, IIPU/eT-
¢ CKopo paccratbeda. M nucery 3aKyTa
IIEI0 CBOUM OeJIbIM MapdoM 1 MOIbITa-
s OBLJIO COrPeThCs Y CBEUKHU, B 4eM, O/~
HAKO, HE WMesl MbLIKOrO BOOOPAKEHUS,
MOTEPIIes HEY[Auy.

— C npasHUKOM, JIsi/isl, C PaJJOCThIO!
[ait Bam Bor Beex Giar 3eMHbIx! — pas-
JlaJICSl YEH-TO BECEJIbIN roJIoC.

To kpuknyn tiemsaHHuk Cxpya-
JKa, TAK BHE3AHO OPOCUBHIMICH €My
Ha 1meio, YTo CKPYPK TOABKO TYT 3ame-
TIJI €r0 MOSIBJICHUE.

— Twm!l. — orosBanca Ckpymx. —
Banop!

[lneMAHHMK  TaK  PasTOPIYHIICA
OT OBICTPOM XO/[BOBI [0 MOPO3Y U TyMa-
HY, YTO €ro KPacHBOE JIUILIO IbLIAJIO, [V1a-
32 UCKPWJINCh, U OT JbIXaHS eI [ap.

— 910 PoxaecTBo-T0 B3710D, AA1A7 —
BOCKJIMKHY/T OH. — BbI, KOHEYHO, 1IyTH-
Te?

— Hwuckonbko, — ckazan CKkpymxk. —
C pagoctbio! Kakoe Thl umeenb mMpaBo
pagoBathca? Kakoe ocHoBaHUe?

— Ho rtorpa, — Beceso Bo3pasuii rie-
MAHHHK, — KAKOC npaBo HNMEETE BbI 6I)ITI)
nedagabHbIM? Kakoe ocHoBaHue mmeere
Bbl ObITH MpauHbIM? BbI JocTaTOuHO 60~
raThbl.
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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 live in such a world of
fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out
upon merry Christmas! What's Christ-
mas time to you but a time for paying
bills 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!”

83595

“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 neph-
ew. “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!”

9
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CKpy/IK, HEe HAW/SCh, YTO OTBETHUTD,
MMOBTOPWJI TONTBKO: «IM!.. B3gop!»

— He cepaurech, asaaa! — ckasan
MJIEMSHHUK.

— Kak ke MHe He CepiuThCsI? — OTO-
3BAJICA IA/1A, — KOT/IA A JKUBY CPETU TAKUX
Jypakos, Kak Tei? C pajiocTsio, ¢ Poxe-
ctBoM! OTCTaHb Thl OT MEHS CO CBOUM
PoxnectsoM! Yto Takoe ms teds Pox-
JICCTBO, KaK HE BPEMsl PACILIATHI 110 CUe-
TaM IPU COBEPIIEHHO IyCTOM KapMmaHe,
KaK He JIeHb, KOT/[a ThI BAPYT BCTIOMHHA-
ellib, YTO MOCTAPEJI ellie Ha IO/l U He ¢/ie-
Jlajicst borade HU Ha MOTY, KaK HE CPOK
Mo/iBECTH OajiaHChl M HaMTH BO BCEX
rpadax, 3a Bce /IBEHA/IIIATh MECSIIEB /e~
burmT? Bynb MoA BoOIA, — MPOAOILKAT
CKpy/PK ¢ HEroJj0BaHUEM, — 51 Obl KaxK-
JIOrO M/IMOTA, OEraiolero ¢ nogoOHbIMU
[O3PABJIECHUAMY, CBapU Obl BMECTE
C €ro POK/IECTBEHCKUM ITyJIMHTOM U BOT-
KHY/I Obl B €r0 MOTHMJIy OCTPOJIMCTOBbIN
kos1! HenpemenHo 6bl Tak u czienas!

— Mana! — Bo3pasui mIeMsSHHUK.
[Tnemannuk! — nepedun  ero
Cxpymk crporo, — cnpasiisil Poxk/iectBo
M0-CBOEMY, a MHE TI03BOJIb CIPAB/SATDH
€ro, Kak MHE XO4eTCsl.

— CrpaB/isatb! — BOCKJIMKHYJ ILjIe-
MAHHUK. — Ho Beap BB ero cosceM
He CrpaBJisieTe.

— Hy, Tak ¥ 1no3Bojb MHE COBCEM
HE CIpaBiATh ero, — ckazan CKpymK. —
A ThI cripaBiistii cebe Ha 310poBbe! MHO-
'O T10JIb3bl U3BJIEK Thl U3 9TUX MPA3AHO-
BaHMI1!
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“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 any-
thing belonging to it can be apart from
that—as a good time; a kind, forgiv-
ing, 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 fel-
low-passengers to the grave, and not
another race of creatures 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 4#as done me good, and wi// do me
good; and I say, God bless it!”

The clerk in the Tank involuntari-
ly 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 sit-
uation! 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

s

D,

— Mor ObI U3BJI€Yb, — OTO3BAJICA ILIE-
MSHHMK, — HO CMEIO CKa3aThb, 4TO 51 HU-
KOIJIa HE CTPEMUJICS K oToMy. S TO/IbKO
Beerza Obul yOexk/ieH, BCeraa JyMall, 4To
Posk1ecTBO, IOMUMO CBSIIIEHHBIX BOCIIO-
MHHaHHﬁ, €CJIM TOJIBKO MOJKHO OTAEC/IUMTDb
OT HEro 3TU BOCIIOMWHAHUA — €CTh Bpe—
Ms1 XOpOolllee, — BPeMs 00pa, BCENPOLIe-
HUA, MUJIOCEPAUA, PAJIOCTH, €IUHCTBEH-
HOE BPEMSI BO BCEM I'O/ly, KOIjIA KasKeTCs,
4TO MIMPOKO PACKPBITO KaXKI0€ CEPALIE,
KOIJa CYUTAIOT KAXK/JOTO0, AKe CTOSAIIErO
HUKe ce0sl, PABHOMPABHBIM CITyTHUKOM
[0 JIOpore K MOTHJIE, a HE CYLIECTBOM
HHOU [TOPOJIbl, KOTOPOMY T0/100a€eT U/TH
Jpyrum ryteM. 1 nosromy, Asijs, s BepIo,
4yTo POKZecTBO, KOTOpPOE He NPUHECIO
MH€ €e1l€ H1 HOJIyIIIKI/I, BCC-TAKHU HpI/IHCC—
JIO U OyJeT MPUHOCUTh MHOIO I10JIb3bl,
Y FOBOPIO: /14 01ar0CI0BUT €ro Oor!

=

[Tucerr B cBoell CHIPOM KaMOpKe
HE BbllepKaJl U 3aaIl/IOAUPOBAJL, HO CII0-
XBATUJICS M CTAJI MEMIATH yTOJIbS B KAMU-
He, TPUYEM TTOTaCHJI B HEM U TTOCJIE/IHIO
c1a0yIo UCKPY.

— Eme oaun 3BykK, — ckasan
CKpy/PK, — W BBl OTIIpa3/IHyeTe Ballie
PoxpaectBo morepeit mecta. — Bbl BbI-

JAIOUNACA OPATOP, CIP, — NPUOABUI OH,
o0pauasch K TUIeMsHHUKY. — YMBJISA-
10Ch, I0YEMY BbI HE B TIapJIaMeHTe.
— He ruesaiirecs, gsas! Coymaiire,
MIPUXOJMTE K HAM 3aBTPa 00€1aTh.
CKpY/I’K, B OTBET Ha 3TO, [10C/aJ ero
K 9EpTYy.
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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 in love.”

“Because you fell in 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 Christ-
mas, 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 of the season on the clerk,
who, cold as he was, was warmer than
Scrooge; for he returned them cordial-

ly.
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— Jla 9T0 ¢ BaMu? — BOCKJUKHY.I
[UIEMSAHHUK. — 3a 4TO BBl CEPAUTECH
Ha MeH:A?

— 3adeM Thl JKEHWICA — CKasal
CKpY/IK.

— TToromy uTo BTIOOMIICSL.

— IMoromy uto BIOOMICSH! — TIPO-

Bopuas CKpy/IzK TAKUM TOHOM, TOYHO 3TO
ObUIO ele Gosiee HEIENo, YeM T103/paB-
JieHue c rpazaHukoM. — Jlo cBuiatbs!

— Jla7a4, HO BBI BeJjb U /10 MOEU Ke-
HATBOBI HUKOT[A He  3arsablBaIN
ko MHe. Iloyemy ke BBI cchblIaeTech
Ha 3TO Terepb?

— Jlo cBuyianbs! — ckazan CKpy/pK.

— Ho, Begp MHe HMYEro He HaJ0
OT Bac, 51 HUYEro y Bac He IpoIiy, — 10—
4eMY JK€ MbI HE MOKEM ObITh JIPY3bsAMU?
o cBuaanba! MOBTOPUJI
CKpy/K.

— MHe oT Bceu /ylu KaJjib, 9YTO BbI
TaKk ynpsambl. Mexay HaMM HHUKOT/A
He ObLIO HUKAKOM CCOPbl, BAHOBHUKOM
KOTOPOU ABJIsica Obl . Pajgu npasanuka
A M Terepb MPOTAHYJ BaM PYKy U COXpa-
HIO MTPa3/IHUYHOE HACTPOEHHUE /10 KOHIIA.
C npasiHuKOM, JIs1/1s, C TIPa3/IHUKOM!

— Jlo cBuyianbs! — ckazan CKpy/pK.

— U co cyacTIMBBIM HOBBIM TOZI0M!

— 1o cBupianbsa!l — ckazan CKpypK.

O/IHAKO TJIEMSHHUK BBIIIET U3 KOH-
TOPBI, TAK W HE CKa3aB €My HU €/IMHOI0
HEIpPUATHOTO cioBa. B /1Bepsx oH ocra-
HOBMJICH, YTOOBI TIO3/PaBUTh W IIHCIIA,
KOTOPBIH, XOTA U OKOYEHEJI, ObLI BCce-Ta-
ku teriee CKpy/IKa M CEpAEYHO OTO-
3BaJICsI HA TIPUBETCTBUE.
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“There’s another fellow,” muttered
Scrooge; who overheard him: “my
clerk, with fifteen shillings a week, and
awife 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, pleas-
ant to behold, and now stood, with
their hats off, in Scrooge’s office. They
had books and papers in their hands,
and bowed to him.

“Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,”
said one of the gentlemen, referring to

DD 0-8.

— Bor eme Tako ke yMHUK, — TIPO-
roopu CKpy/K, yCIbIIIaB 3TO, — TO-
CTIOJIUH C JKAJIOBaHMEM B MATHA/ATDH
IIWIMHTOB B HEZEIO, C CYIPYToOi, JeT-
KaMu, pajylomuics npaggaukam! fA, ka-
JKeTcs, repecestioch B beam!

A nimcery, 3aTBOPSAsA /IBEPh 3a IJIEMAH-
HukoM CKpy/Ka, BITyCTHI elle JBYX I'o-
croj. TO ObLIU MOYTEHHBIE, TIPUIAYHO
OJIeThIe JIIOAW, KOTOPBIE, CHSB IUIAIIBL
BOIILIA B KOHTOPY C KHUTAMH U OyMaramu
Y BEKJINBO TTOKJIOHUJIUCh.

— Ckpympx u Mapnu, He mpasaa
JIU? — CKasaJsl OJIUH W3 HUX, CIIPABJIAACH
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his list. “Have I the pleasure of address-
ing 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 liberality is
well represented by his surviving part-
ner,” said the gentleman, presenting his
credentials.

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

“At this festive season of the year,
Mr. Scrooge,” said the gentleman, tak-
ing up a pen, “it is more than usually
desirable that we should make some
slight provision for the Poor and des-
titute, who suffer greatly at the pres-
ent time. Many thousands are in want
of common necessaries; hundreds of
thousands are in want of common com-
forts, sir.”

“Are there no prisons?”
Scrooge.

“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentle-
man, laying down the pen again.

“And the Union workhouses?” de-
manded Scrooge. “Are they still in op-
eration?”

“They are. Still,” returned the gen-
tleman, “I wish I could say they were
not.”

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

asked

“Both very busy, sir.”

9
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CO CITUCKOM. — §] MMeIo 4ecTb roBOPUTH
¢ 1. CkpyzskeM v r. Mapiu?

— I Mapm ymep poBHO ceMb JIET
TOMy Hazajl, — Bo3paswi CKpymK. —
HpiHue KakK pas ro/IoBIIMHA €r0 CMEPTH.

— MBgI He cOMHEBaeMCcs, YTO €ro Iie-
JIPOCTh LIEJIMKOM Iepeluia K MepeKuB-
eMy ero KOMIaHbOHY, — CKa3aJl ToCIo-
JuH, nipotaruBasg CKPy/KYy TOJITHACHOM
siict. Y ckasas coBepliieHHEHNINYIo MpaB-
ny, ubo Ckpympk 1 Map/u CTouIn Apyr
apyra. [1pu 310BeleM coBe «IeapoCTh»
CKpy/IPK HAXMYPHJICS, TTOKAYaJl TOJIOBOU
Y [10/JAJ1 JINCT OOPATHO.

— B oty npasaHuuHbe AHU, — CKa-
3aJ1 FOCIIO/IUH, B35B 11EPO B PyKH, — €llie
0oJiee, 4eM BCerza, mojodaeT HaM 3a00-
TUTHCA O OEIHBIX U CUPBIX, Y4aCTh KOMX
34C/Iy)KUBAET TeIePb OCOOEHHOIO CO-
crpajianus. Thicaun Jo/ied TepHAT Hy-
KLy B caMoM HeooxoaumoM. COTHU Thi-
€AY JIMIIEHbI CAMbBIX [TPOCTHIX YA00CTB.

— PasBe Her TiopeM? — CIIpOCHJI
CKpYy/K.

— HMIx yepecuyp MHOTO, — CcKasas ro-
CTIO/IMH, CHOBA KJIa/Is TIEpO Ha CTOJL.

— A pabOTHBIX JIOMOB? — ITPOIOJIKAI
Cxpymk. — Pa3Be oHU y3Ke 3aKpBITHI?

— Her, — orosBaics rocrioguH, —
HO 00 9TOM MOKHO TOJILKO COYKaJIETh.

— PasBe NPUIOTHI U 3aKOHBI O TMPHU-
3peHuM OeIHBIX OE3/eUCTBYIOT? — CIIPO-
cust CKpyJLK.

— Hanporus, y HUX O4eHb MHOTO pa-
OOTHL.



<

(O

“Oh! T was afraid, from what you
said at first, that something had oc-
curred 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 endeavour-
ing 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 keen-
ly 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 establish-
ments 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. Be-
sides—excuse me—I don’t know that.”

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

s
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— O! A 51 6bLI0 MCITyTrajICs, 3aKII0UNB
M3 BalllMX MEPBBIX CJIOB, YTO OHU IOYe-
My-HUOY/Ib [PUOCTAHOBUJIU CBOIO 00-
HIETI0JIE3HYIO JeATeIbHOCTb. OueHb pajy
CJIBIIATH ITPOTUBHOE.

— Y6esxeHue B TOM, 4TO 9TU YIPEK-
JIeHUs He OTPAB/bIBAIOT CBOETO Ha3HAYe-
HUA U He JIAI0T JODKHOU MMM HU JTyTIe,
HU TeJTy Hapojia, oOyuI0 Hac coOpaTh
IO TO/ITUCKE CYyMMY, HEOOXOJUMYIO JIJIs
puoOpeTeHUsl OCAHBIM IUIIU, [TUThs
U TOIUIMBa. Bpemsi NpasAHUKOB HanOO-
Jiee TIOJIXO/INT JIJIsI 9TOU 11e/1d, uGO Terepb
OeHAKN OCOOEHHO PE3KO YyBCTBYIOT
CBOIO HYJJIY, JIOJU K€ COCTOSATE/NbHBIC
MeHee cKynATcsa. — CKOJIBKO MTPUKaKeTe
3arucaTh OT Balllero UMEHU?

— Huuero He Haj0 nucath, — OTBE-
Tl CKPY/IK.

— Bbl xenaere ocratbcAd HEU3BECT-
HBIM?

— S skenaio, 4TOOBI OCTABMIM MEHS
B nokoe, — ckazay Ckpy/pK. — BOT u BCé.
Co cBoel1 CTOPOHBI, 51 COJICHCTBYIO TTPO-
[[BETAHUIO TEX YYPEKJEHUH, O KOTOPBIX
TOJIBKO YTO YIIOMUHA: OHU OOXOJATCS
MHE HEJICIIEBO; a [TOCeMY MyCTh HYHK/1a10-
I[HeCs OTIIPABJIAIOTCA TY/A.

— MHorue u3 HUX OXOTHee yMpPYT.

— W ommuHo ¢enaior, — 1o Kpaii-
Hell Mepe, 9THM OHU YMEHBIIAT U30bITOK
HapojioHacesnenus. Bripoyem, usBuHuTE
MEHSI, 5l TYT HU TIPU YEM.

— Ho Moy bl GbITh TPUIEM.
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“It’'s not my business,” Scrooge re-
turned. “It’s enough for a man to un-
derstand his own business, and not to
interfere with other people’s. Mine oc-
cupies me constantly. Good afternoon,
gentlemen!”

Seeing clearly that it would be use-
less to pursue their point, the gentle-
men 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 ser-
vices 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 slily 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, 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 be-
fore the blaze in rapture. The water-plug
being left in solitude, its overflowings
sullenly congealed, and turned to misan-
thropic 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. Poul-
terers’ and grocers’ trades became a

9
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— He Moe 3T0 geno, — BO3pasui
Cxpymx. — Jlng Kaxkg0ro BIIOJHE J10-
CTaTOYHO HCIIONHATH CBOM COOCTBEH-
HbIE Jie/la U HE BMENIMBATHCA B UyXKHUE.
S ke 1 TaK HEeyCTaHHO 3a0604YYCh O CBOUX.
Jlo cBuanbs, rocroaa.

Y6enuBmmce, 4To HaCTanBaTh OECIIO-
JIE3HO, TIOCETUTEN Y/IATUIINCh.

JloBOJIBHBINA COOOM W B HEOOBIYHO
Iy ™IMBOM HacTtpoeHuu, CKpy/sK CHOBa
MPUHSICSA 3a pabory.

Mexxy TeM MpaK ¥ TyMaH CeIalnuch
TaK I'yCTbI, YTO MOABUJIUCH (haKETbIINKH,
[pejiIaraBiife OCBEaTh JOPOry Ipo-
€3KaBIIuM sKunaxkaM. CtapuHHas uep-
KOBHas1 OallHs1, C FOTUYECKON aMOpasyphbl
KoTopoil Beerga Kocwiacsa Ha CKpygxa
MPAYHbIM KOJIOKOJI, C/elaJach HEBU/IM-
MOM; KOJIOKOJI BbIOMBAJ TeNEPhb Yachl
U YETBEPTH IJIe-TO B 0OIAKAX, U KAXK/IbIH
ylap €ero CONpOBOXKJAICA JpebdesiKa-
HUEM, TOYHO TaM, B BBLILIMHE, CTYYa/u
B UbEHU-TO OKOUYEHEBLIEU OT XOJIOAA I'O-
sioBe 3yObl. CTaHOBUJIOCH BCE XOJIOJHEE.
[Tporus kouTopbl CKpy/pKa paboUre -
HUJIA Ta30BbIe TPYOBI, pa3Be/isi GOJBIION
OrOHb, U OKOJIO HErO CTOJIMJIACH KydKa
000PBaHLEB Y MAJBIMINEK: OHM C Ha-
CHAaXACHUEM I'pPejid PYKU U MUTAJIU TJia-
3aMu riepe/ rameHeM. BogorpoBoHbIit
KpaH, KOTOPbIA 3a0bUIN 3aI1€PETh, U3JIM-
BaJI BOjly, peBpainasuiyiocs B jiea. Cer
M3 MarasvHoB, B KOTOPbLIX BETBU U ATO-
Jibl OCTPOJIMCTA TIOTPECKUBAIM OT KAPbI
OKOHHBIX JIAMII, 03apsiyl 0arpsHLIEM JILA
npoxogamux. JlaBku ¢ GUTOM NTHLEN
M OBOLIAMU COBEPIIEHHO I1PeoOpasu-
JIUCh, TPEACTABIAA JUBHOE 3PEIUIIE,



