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PREFACE

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

Their faithful Friend and Servant,

' C.D.

December, 1843,

MEPEZIMOBA

Al HamaraBscs B i MaJeHbKIH KHU3 PO AyXiB mokasaTH
npuMapy Laei, ika He MOBMHHA PO3CBAPHTH MOIX 4MTaYiB Hi 3
I'YMOPOM, Hi 3 c06010, Hi ORVH 3 OAHKM, Hi 31 CBATKOBHMH JHH-
Mu abo 3i MHOW0. Hexall I KHIDKKa )MBe Y BalliX JOMIBKaX
K APUBITHHH yX, i KOXKeH, XTo yMTaTHMe, He Birnaze i BOiK,
a JOYHTAE AC KiHI.

Bam sipuuit apyr i cyra

4. L.

T'pydens 1843 poxy



Stave |
MARLEY’S GHOST

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

Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own know-
ledge, 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 ances-
tors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not disturb
it, or the Country’s done for. You will therefore permit me to
repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door-nail.

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it
be otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know
how many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole ad-
ministrator, his sole assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole
friend, and sole mourner. 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.

The mention of Marley’s funeral brings me back to the point
I started from. There is no doubt that Marley was dead. This
must be distinctly understood, or nothing wonderful can come
of the story I am going to relate. If we were not perfectly con-
vinced that Hamlet’s Father died before the play began, there
would be nothing more remarkable in his taking a stroll at
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Crpoda [
MAPJIEEBA TIHb

Mapneii nomep. Lie TouHo. CBiZOKHTBO IIpo HOro cMepTs 6y-
JIo TiANMcaHe acTOpoM Ta iHImKMMH. CaM CKpYZDXK IiamMcas
fioro, a KOXKHMHA JOKyMEHT, mignucaHui CKpya)keM, MaB Be-
JIUKY Bary Ha 6ipxi.

Crapuiit Mapaeii 6yB MepTBHi, AK KaMiHb. ..

3aypaxcre! f He KKy, 10, Ha MOIO ZYMKY, ¥ KAMCHi HeMae
Hi%OTO )KUBOTO; IIBKAIIE, AKINO € cepe] KaMeHIo mo-Hebyas
CHpasAai MEPTBE, TO Lle MOTHABHHI KaMiHb, afie B TAKOMY I10-
PiBHAHHI BiZYyBAaeTHCA MYAPICTE HALHKX NPEJKIB 1 g HE X04y il
3ayinaTi cBOiMM HeMOCBAYEHHMH PYKaMH, mob He Hapa3uTH
cebe Ha MPOKILOHH LiToro Kpaio. OTKe, J03BOJBTE MEHI e
pas 4iTKO HArOJMIOCHTH, o Mapieit 6yB MepTBAM, AK KaMiHb.

Yu 3HaB CKpyZX, e Mapseil moMep? 3BH4aiHO, 3HaB. fIK
*e HoMy 6yn0 He aHaTtH? BoHu — Bor 3Hae, CKiMbKH MiT, —
6ynu B kompaHil. CkpymK 6yB €JMHMM Horo JyIIonpUKasHu-
KOM, €ATHHM PO3NOPAAHUKOM HOTI0 MAETKY, €IHHHUM CIIAJIKO-
€M1eM Moro pyxoMoro i HepyxoMoro MaMHa, eHH|M 3Horo
JPYroM; OAVH 3Ke TUILKH BiH | omlakaB MapsieeBy cMepThb. A
Cxpyax He 6YB HaATO BpaKeHHH IIEI0 CYMHOIO NOJIEI0 1 B J€Hb
TIOXOPOHY 3poBHB 0AHY AyKe KOPHCHY 060pyAKyY, K 1 IMUHIO0
cnpaggi AUOBiH MIOAMHI...

3ragxa npo MaprecBHiA OXOPOH NPUMYIIYE MEHE IIOBep-
HYTHCA [0 TOYaTKy onoBifi. He Moxke 6yTH )OZHOIO CyMHIBY
B ToMy, o Mapseit nomep, i ne Tpeba xobpe ycsizomury, 6o
iHakile He OyAe HIYOrO HaA3BHYAMHOIC B TOMY, IO A XOUY
posnosicTi. k6u Mu He 6y/1H BNeBHeR], o I'amneToBuil 6aThb-
KO IToMep niepe/] IOYATKOM CIEKTAKIIIO, TO MU 6 30BCiM He 371~
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night, in an easterly wind, upon his own ramparts, than there
would be in any other middle-aged gentleman rashly turning
out after dark in a breezy spot — say Saint Paul’s Churchyard
for instance — literally to astonish his son’s weak mind.

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

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

External heat and cold had little influence 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 implored him to bestow a trifle, no children
asked him what it was ¢’clock, no man or woman ever once in
all his life inquired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge.
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ByBaIMca, MO BiH BITPAHOI HOY BUAIIOB NOrYASTH Ha MypH
cBoro Micra. e Tak camo 6ys0 6 He AUBHO, AK | Te, MO AKUICE
iHmHIH 9oM0BIK cepeAHBOTO BiKY IIINOB YHOYI IOTYIATH KYAHCh
— CKaXXiMO0, Ha [IBUHTAP KOO HEPKBH cB. [TaBna, — mob Ha-
JIAKATH CBOTO BPa3/UBOTO CHHA.

Cxpyzx sanuinus Mapneese iM's Ha BuBicIi. I micra Map-
NEE€BOI CMepTi Haj ABepUMa NP BXOJi B KOHTOPY Oyn1o HalM-
cauo: CkpyAxk i Mapaeil. Yci 3HUIH TOPTOBENBHY CIIUIKY, IO
spantaca “Ckpymk i Mapneit”. Inoai HecBiAoMI B TOProBeAbHHX
crpaBax A10aM 3eany Ckpyaka CxpyxeM, a YacoM Mapneem,
i BiH 03uBaBea Ha obuzpBa iMeHi. Momy 6y/10 OZHAKOBO.

0! Ckpyzx 6yB cipaxHiA XMHUKDPYT: BiH yMiB MIIHO BXO-
TUTH JIOAHHY, AK KIHHAMHA, IPAAYIIATH, CKPYTUTH, 3rpebTh.
Lle 6yB cTapuil rpillTHUK — 3237PiCHUM, XKaAiGHMH, TBepAUH i
TOCTPHH, SIK KPeMiHE, afle HiAKe Kpecalo He MOIJIO BUKPeCcaTh
3 Hboro 61aropoHOi iCKpH, 3aMKHYTHH, TOTAHHUH Ta CaMoT-
HUi, 9K TOM craMak. Yepea xon0a y Zyli i BCA IOCTaTh HOTO
HEMOB 3aMOPO3IIACA: HiC 3arQCTPHBCA, IMOKH 3MOPILWIHCE,
X0/ia CTa/la CKYTOI0, O4i ToYepBOHIM, TOHK ry6M nocuying, a
roJIOC, XUTPUH Ta MPUKPHH, CKPHIB. X0m0aAHUM iHeeM 6au-
a0 #oro Bonocced, 6poBH i cyxe nizbopiasa. CKPYAXK BCIOAH
HOCHBE i3 c0o6010 TO# X010/, y HadcTieKOTHIL AHI BIH MODO3UB
HHAM CBOK) KOHTOPY i He ZaBaB il HarpitHca xo4a 6 Ha OfHH
rpagyc HasiTh Ha Pi3gBo.

ByauaHuii X004 1 Terzo He BIUTMBa/M Ha Cxpy/mka. ZKoaHa
CrieKa He Mor/ia #Horo 3irpiTH i >koZieH X010 He MOPO3HB HOr0.
He 6yno BiTpy, xopcTokinmoro 3a CKkpyZxa, CHIry AOMKY/bHI-
1Ioro, oLy HeBOmarauHimoro, Hxk Ckpympk. Hauripira He-
rojia He Moraa JOHHATH MOoro. 3/IMBa, TPaj, CHIir, C1b0Ta MaJiv
TUIBKH OZHY Kpally 32 HbOTO MepeBary — BoHHK HyBatoTh iHO-
Ai meapi, a CKpyZAX HiKOIHU.

HixTo Ha Byauni, 3ycrpiBIOiCA 3 HUM, He 3YTIHHABCH, 06
MIPUBITHO 3arTHTaTH B HBOTO: “AK c4 MaeTe, nane Ckpyax? Ko-
JIA BY 3aiijere o MeHe?” Crapili HIKOAHM He CIOJiBaIMCA Bij|
HBOTO MUJIOCTHHI; ZiTH HIKOJY He NIUTAIH B HbOI'O, KOTpa ro-
JHHA HiXTO HIKOY 3a BCe HOI'o JKUTTH — Hi YOJIOBIK, Hi KiHKa
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Even the blind men’s dogs appeared to know him; and when
they saw him coming on, would tug their owners into doorways
and up courts; and then would wag their tails as though they
said, “No eye at all is better than an evil eye, dark master!”

But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he liked.
To edge his way along the crowded paths of life, warning all
human sympathy to keep its distance, was what the knowing
ones call “nuts” to Scrooge.

Once upon a time — of ali the good days in the year, on
Christmas Eve — old Scrooge sat busy in his counting house.
It was cold, bleak, biting weather, foggy withal, and he could
hear the people in the court outside, go wheezing up and down,
beating their hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet
upon the pavement stones to warm them. The city clocks had
only just gone three, but it was quite dark already — it had not
been light all day — and candles were flaring in the windows
of the neighbouring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpa-
ble 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 phan-
toms. 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 countinghouse 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 small
fire, but the clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it looked
like one coal. But he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the
coal-box in his own room; and so surely as the clerk came in
with the shovel, the master predicted that it would be necessary
for them to part. Wherefore the clerk put on his white com-
forter, and tried to warm himself at the candle; in which effort,
not being a man of a strong imagination, he failed.

“A Merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a cheerful
voice. It was the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon
him so quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his
approach.
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— ge IOIPOCHB Horo MoKasaTH A0pPOry. 34aBajiocd, Mo HAaBITL
cobaky cainMX 3Hamu Ckpymxa i, nobaureuy Hero, WBKUAIIE
ATH CBOIX [OCTIOAApiB KyAu-HebyAL 3a BopoTa abo y ABip,
MAXAI0YH XBOCTOM Ta HEMOB Kaxyuu: “Hexal xpailie He AH-
BUTBHCA HIAKE OKO, HDXK Mae AUBHTHCA roraxe. [Ipasa X, -
1Mii rocrmoaapio?” )

CKPYIK He 3BepPTaB Ha Te HiAkoi ysaru. Momy HaBiTh 1o-
gobanocs IPOTOBILIIOBATHCA JOPOTaMH MIOACHKOTO XXMTTA,
HEXTYIOUH JIOACBKUM CIHBYYTTAM.

Axoch, epea 0AHUM i3 HalKpalUX AHIB pOKyY, nepe] Pisa-
BoM, cTapuii CKpy/ax cuaiB i mpailoBaB y CBoil KoHTOpI. ['o-
AvHa Gyna xonoaHa, noxmypa. TyMaH ax npokimas. CKPYIR
qyB, K JIIOAM XO/UTH HaABOD1, KPeKIYy4H Bifi XOJI0Ay, IOTHPA-
JOUM PYKH Ta TYAI09{ HOoramH, o sirpiTvcest. I'oMHHMK Ha
BEXI MPOGHE TUIBKK TPETIO M'OJHMHY, a BXKe 0Y/I0 30BCIM TEMHO;
Ta M yBeCk JeHb He BUIMAAAN0 coHlle. TyMaH 6yB Takuli rycTHH,
o no Toit ik ABOpY, X04 BiH OYB Ay)ke By3bKuH, OYAMHKH
3/laBanyca IpUBKZiaMK. BOTHI B IXHIX BIKHAX 3AaBalHCA dep-
BOHHIMH IUTAMAMH Ha cipoMy T1i. TYMaH 3aX0/{4B y KOXKHY Ili-
AMHY, ¥ KOXKHY UMIAPUHKY Bij knoda. JIUBas4uch Ha LeH Ty-
MaH, 0 HaJr Ha 3eMII0 | HAarHAB TaKy iMay, MoxHa 6yno
IOAYMATH, O CAMAa MATH-TIPUPOAA Je-HeGyab Heaaneko 38a-
puia Ha CBATa Ayxe DaraTo nmuea.

CKDyZK He 3aYHHAB ABEpeH ¥ CBOIH KiMHaTi, 106 HarsAa-
TH 3a IMCapeM, L0 NEpPEeNHCyBas Nafiepy B CYCiAHbOMY TICHO-
MYy Ta TeMHOMY, Hade 609Ka, 3axaMapKy. ¥ KOMHHKY B Ckpy-
AXka niejige ropino, a B KOMMHKY ITHcaps Tak Masio 6y/no BOTHIO,
IO 34ABATOCA, HEHaue TaM KeBpina 0fHa XKapuHa. Aje nmycap
He Mir MAKUHYTH By, 60 AMKMK 3 HUM cToRB Y CKPy/LKEeBii
KiMHaTi # KO)KeH paa, K IMcap 3aX0AMB TY/M 3 IONATKOIO, o6
Ha6paTH BYTiUIS, rOCHOAAp Kazas HoMy, 1o, MabyTs, iM f0-
BEAETHCA IONPOLATHCA Ha3arkau. CaMe TOMY IIMCap 3aMOTaB
Mo Ginum mapdoM i IyMas, K 0To Horo 3irpiTHca 6u1s cBiy-
k4, ane ue Oyna MapHa crpagal..

— ByabTe 300poEi, 3i CBATUM BE4OPOM, 3 BeceMM PizziBom,
aszeuxy! Ilacru Bam, Boxe! —— 3anyHaB 3HeHalbKa pagicHUN
ronoc. Lle ropopus CKpyAXiB IUIEMIHHMK, XyTKO BBIMIIOBIIH

B KiMHATY.
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