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S t a v e  I

Marley’S GhoSt

Marley was dead: to begin with. there is no doubt whatever 
about that. the register of his burial was signed by the clergyman, 
the clerk, the undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it: 
and Scrooge’s name was good upon ’Change, for anything he chose 
to put his hand to. old Marley was as dead as a doornail.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge, what 
there is particularly dead about a doornail. 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 repeat, emphatically, that Marley 
was as dead as a doornail.

Scrooge knew he was dead? of course he did. how could it be 
otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know how many 
years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator, his sole 
assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourner. 
and even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but 
that he was an excellent man of business on the very day of the 
funeral, and solemnised it with an undoubted bargain.
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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 understood, or nothing wonderful can come of the 
story I am going to relate. If we were not perfectly convinced that 
hamlet’s Father died before the play began, there would be nothing 
more remarkable in his taking a stroll at night, in an easterly wind, 
upon his own ramparts, than there would be in any other middle-
aged gentleman rashly turning out after dark in a breezy spot—say 
Saint Paul’s Churchyard for instance—literally to astonish his son’s 
weak mind.

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

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

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 
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S t a v e  II

the FIrSt oF the three SPIrItS

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

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

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

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

the idea being an alarming one, he scrambled out of bed, and 
groped his way to the window. he was obliged to rub the frost off 
with the sleeve of his dressing gown before he could see anything; 
and could see very little then. all he could make out was, that it was 
still very foggy and extremely cold, and that there was no noise 
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of people running to and fro, and making a great stir, as there 
unquestionably would have been if night had beaten off bright day, 
and taken possession of the world. this was a great relief, because 
“three days after sight of this First of exchange pay to Mr. ebenezer 
Scrooge or his order,” and so forth, would have become a mere United 
States’ security if there were no days to count by.

Scrooge went to bed again, and thought, and thought, and thought 
it over and over and over, and could make nothing of it. the more he 
thought, the more perplexed he was; and the more he endeavoured 
not to think, the more he thought.

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

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

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

“Ding, dong!”
“A quarter past,” said Scrooge, counting.
“Ding, dong!”
“half-past!” said Scrooge.
“Ding, dong!”
“A quarter to it,” said Scrooge.
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