
 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

20 Extracts, 4 from each Stave 

To ‘complete’ this revision, you should have annotated and planned an answer for each extract; written at least 

two full answers and given them to Mrs Hunn-Smith to mark 

 



Read this extract from Chapter One of A Christmas Carol and then answer the question that follows.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present the importance of family in A Christmas Carol? 

He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s, that he was all in a glow; his 
face was ruddy and handsome; 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 Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You’re 
poor enough.” 
 
“Come, then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right have you to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose? 
You’re rich enough.” 
 
Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the moment, said, “Bah!” again; and followed it up with 
“Humbug.” 
 
“Don’t be cross, uncle!” said the nephew. 
 
“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live in such a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out upon merry 
Christmas! What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying 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!” 
 
“Uncle!” pleaded the nephew. 
 
“Nephew!” returned the uncle sternly, “keep Christmas in your own way, and let me keep it in mine.” 
 
“Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don’t keep it.” 
 
“Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good may it do you! Much good it has ever done you!” 
 
“There are many things from which I might have derived good, by which I have not profited, I dare say,” returned the 
nephew. “Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always thought of Christmas time, when it has come round—
apart from the veneration due to its sacred name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be apart from that—as a 
good time; a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time; the only time I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when 
men and women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts freely, and to think of people below them as if they 
really were fellow-passengers to the grave, and not another race of creatures bound on other journeys. And therefore, 
uncle, though it has never put a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me good, and will do me 
good; and I say, God bless it!” 
 

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

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

“Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us to-morrow.” 

Scrooge said that he would see him—yes, indeed he did. He went the whole length of the expression, and said that he 

would see him in that extremity first. 

“But why?” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “Why?” 

“Why did you get married?” said Scrooge. 

“Because I fell 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. 



 

Read this extract from Chapter One of A Christmas Carol and then answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present the idea of charity in A Christmas Carol? 

  

“At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,” said the gentleman, taking up a pen, “it is more than usually desirable 

that we should make some slight provision for the Poor and destitute, who suffer greatly at the present time. Many 

thousands are in want of common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are in want of common comforts, sir.” 

 

“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge. 

 

“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen again. 

 

“And the Union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are they still in operation?” 

 

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

 

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

 

“Both very busy, sir.” 

 

“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something had occurred to stop them in their useful course,” said 

Scrooge. “I’m very glad to hear it.” 

 

“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” returned the 

gentleman, “a few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat and drink, and means of warmth. 

We choose this time, because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt, and Abundance rejoices. What shall I 

put you down for?” 

 

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied. 

 

“You wish to be anonymous?” 

 

“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t make merry 

myself at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support the establishments I have 

mentioned—they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.” 

 

“Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.” 

 

“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had better do it, and decrease the surplus population. Besides—excuse 

me—I don’t know that.” 

 

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

 

“It’s not my business,” Scrooge returned. “It’s enough for a man to understand his own business, and not to interfere 

with other people’s. Mine occupies me constantly. Good afternoon, gentlemen!” 

 

Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge resumed his labours with 

an improved opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper than was usual with him. 



Read this extract from Chapter One of A Christmas Carol and then answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens use ghosts to help convey his messages in A Christmas Carol? 

 

Now, it is a fact, that there was nothing at all particular about the knocker on the door, except that it was 

very large. It is also a fact, that Scrooge had seen it, night and morning, during his whole residence in that 

place; also that Scrooge had as little of what is called fancy about him as any man in the city of London, 

even including—which is a bold word—the corporation, aldermen, and livery. Let it also be borne in mind 

that Scrooge had not bestowed one thought on Marley, since his last mention of his seven years’ dead 

partner that afternoon. And then let any man explain to me, if he can, how it happened that Scrooge, 

having his key in the lock of the door, saw in the knocker, without its undergoing any intermediate process 

of change—not a knocker, but Marley’s face. 

 

Marley’s face. It was not in impenetrable shadow as the other objects in the yard were, but had a dismal 

light about it, like a bad lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious, but looked at Scrooge as 

Marley used to look: with ghostly spectacles turned up on its ghostly forehead. The hair was curiously 

stirred, as if by breath or hot air; and, though the eyes were wide open, they were perfectly motionless. 

That, and its livid colour, made it horrible; but its horror seemed to be in spite of the face and beyond its 

control, rather than a part of its own expression. 

 

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

 

To say that he was not startled, or that his blood was not conscious of a terrible sensation to which it had 

been a stranger from infancy, would be untrue. But he put his hand upon the key he had relinquished, 

turned it sturdily, walked in, and lighted his candle. 

 

He did pause, with a moment’s irresolution, before he shut the door; and he did look cautiously behind it 

first, as if he half expected to be terrified with the sight of Marley’s pigtail sticking out into the hall. But 

there was nothing on the back of the door, except the screws and nuts that held the knocker on, so he said 

“Pooh, pooh!” and closed it with a bang. 

 

The sound resounded through the house like thunder. Every room above, and every cask in the wine-

merchant’s cellars below, appeared to have a separate peal of echoes of its own. Scrooge was not a man 

to be frightened by echoes. He fastened the door, and walked across the hall, and up the stairs; slowly too: 

trimming his candle as he went. 

 

You may talk vaguely about driving a coach-and-six up a good old flight of stairs, or through a bad young 

Act of Parliament; but I mean to say you might have got a hearse up that staircase, and taken it broadwise, 

with the splinter-bar towards the wall and the door towards the balustrades: and done it easy. There was 

plenty of width for that, and room to spare; which is perhaps the reason why Scrooge thought he saw a 

locomotive hearse going on before him in the gloom. Half-a-dozen gas-lamps out of the street wouldn’t 

have lighted the entry too well, so you may suppose that it was pretty dark with Scrooge’s dip. 

 

Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that. Darkness is cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut 

his heavy door, he walked through his rooms to see that all was right. He had just enough recollection of 

the face to desire to do that. 

 

Sitting-room, bedroom, lumber-room. All as they should be. Nobody under the table, nobody under the 

sofa; a small fire in the grate; spoon and basin ready; and the little saucepan of gruel (Scrooge had a cold in 

his head) upon the hob. Nobody under the bed; nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing-gown, which 

was hanging up in a suspicious attitude against the wall. Lumber-room as usual. Old fire-guard, old shoes, 

two fish-baskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a poker. 

 

 



Read this extract from Chapter One of A Christmas Carol and then answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present the importance of redemption in A Christmas Carol? 

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

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

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

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

“Hear me!” cried the Ghost. “My time is nearly gone.” 
“I will,” said Scrooge. “But don’t be hard upon me! Don’t be flowery, Jacob! Pray!” 
“How it is that I appear before you in a shape that you can see, I may not tell. I have sat invisible 

beside you many and many a day.” 
It was not an agreeable idea. Scrooge shivered, and wiped the perspiration from his brow. 
“That is no light part of my penance,” pursued the Ghost. “I am here to-night to warn you, that you 

have yet a chance and hope of escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring, Ebenezer.” 
“You were always a good friend to me,” said Scrooge. “Thank’ee!” 
“You will be haunted,” resumed the Ghost, “by Three Spirits.” 
Scrooge’s countenance fell almost as low as the Ghost’s had done. 
“Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob?” he demanded, in a faltering voice. 
“It is.” 
“I—I think I’d rather not,” said Scrooge. 
“Without their visits,” said the Ghost, “you cannot hope to shun the path I tread. Expect the first to-

morrow, when the bell tolls One.” 
“Couldn’t I take ’em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?” hinted Scrooge. 
“Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The third upon the next night when the last 

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

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

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

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

Not so much in obedience, as in surprise and fear: for on the raising of the hand, he became sensible 
of confused noises in the air; incoherent sounds of lamentation and regret; wailings inexpressibly sorrowful 
and self-accusatory. The spectre, after listening for a moment, joined in the mournful dirge; and floated out 
upon the bleak, dark night. 

Scrooge followed to the window: desperate in his curiosity. He looked out. 
The air was filled with phantoms, wandering hither and thither in restless haste, and moaning as they 

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



Read this extract from Chapter Two of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens portray the power of memory to change Scrooge? 

  

As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and stood upon an open country road, 

with fields on either hand. The city had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it was to be seen. The 

darkness and the mist had vanished with it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, with snow upon the 

ground. 

“Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as he looked about him. “I was bred 

in this place. I was a boy here!” 

The Spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch, though it had been light and instantaneous, 

appeared still present to the old man’s sense of feeling. He was conscious of a thousand odours floating 

in the air, each one connected with a thousand thoughts, and hopes, and joys, and cares long, long, 

forgotten! 

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

Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that it was a pimple; and begged the 

Ghost to lead him where he would. 

“You recollect the way?” inquired the Spirit. 

“Remember it!” cried Scrooge with fervour; “I could walk it blindfold.” 

“Strange to have forgotten it for so many years!” observed the Ghost. “Let us go on.” 

They walked along the road, Scrooge recognising every gate, and post, and tree; until a little 

market-town appeared in the distance, with its bridge, its church, and winding river. Some shaggy ponies 

now were seen trotting towards them with boys upon their backs, who called to other boys in country 

gigs and carts, driven by farmers. All these boys were in great spirits, and shouted to each other, until 

the broad fields were so full of merry music, that the crisp air laughed to hear it! 

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

consciousness of us.” 

The jocund travellers came on; and as they came, Scrooge knew and named them every one. 

Why was he rejoiced beyond all bounds to see them! Why did his cold eye glisten, and his heart leap up 

as they went past! Why was he filled with gladness when he heard them give each other Merry 

Christmas, as they parted at cross-roads and bye-ways, for their several homes! What was merry 

Christmas to Scrooge? Out upon merry Christmas! What good had it ever done to him? 

“The school is not quite deserted,” said the Ghost. “A solitary child, neglected by his friends, is 

left there still.” 

Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed. 

 



Read this extract from Chapter Two of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present the relationship between wealth and happiness in A Christmas 

Carol? 

  

There were more dances, and there were forfeits, and more dances, and there was cake, and 

there was negus, and there was a great piece of Cold Roast, and there was a great piece of Cold Boiled, 

and there were mince-pies, and plenty of beer. But the great effect of the evening came after the Roast 

and Boiled, when the fiddler (an artful dog, mind! The sort of man who knew his business better than 

you or I could have told it him!) struck up “Sir Roger de Coverley.” Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance 

with Mrs. Fezziwig. Top couple, too; with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or four and 

twenty pair of partners; people who were not to be trifled with; people who would dance, and had no 

notion of walking. 

But if they had been twice as many—ah, four times—old Fezziwig would have been a match for 

them, and so would Mrs. Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense of the 

term. If that’s not high praise, tell me higher, and I’ll use it. A positive light appeared to issue from 

Fezziwig’s calves. They shone in every part of the dance like moons. You couldn’t have predicted, at any 

given time, what would have become of them next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs. Fezziwig had gone 

all through the dance; advance and retire, both hands to your partner, bow and curtsey, corkscrew, 

thread-the-needle, and back again to your place; Fezziwig “cut”—cut so deftly, that he appeared to wink 

with his legs, and came upon his feet again without a stagger. 

When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up. Mr. and Mrs. Fezziwig took their 

stations, one on either side of the door, and shaking hands with every person individually as he or she 

went out, wished him or her a Merry Christmas. When everybody had retired but the two ’prentices, 

they did the same to them; and thus the cheerful voices died away, and the lads were left to their beds; 

which were under a counter in the back-shop. 

During the whole of this time, Scrooge had acted like a man out of his wits. His heart and soul 

were in the scene, and with his former self. He corroborated everything, remembered everything, 

enjoyed everything, and underwent the strangest agitation. It was not until now, when the bright faces 

of his former self and Dick were turned from them, that he remembered the Ghost, and became 

conscious that it was looking full upon him, while the light upon its head burnt very clear. 

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

“Small!” echoed Scrooge. 

The Spirit signed to him to listen to the two apprentices, who were pouring out their hearts in 

praise of Fezziwig: and when he had done so, said, 

“Why! Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your mortal money: three or four perhaps. Is 

that so much that he deserves this praise?” 

“It isn’t that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, and speaking unconsciously like his former, 

not his latter, self. “It isn’t that, Spirit. He has the power to render us happy or unhappy; to make our 

service light or burdensome; a pleasure or a toil. Say that his power lies in words and looks; in things so 

slight and insignificant that it is impossible to add and count ’em up: what then? The happiness he gives, 

is quite as great as if it cost a fortune.” 



 

Read this extract from Chapter Two of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present the relationship between wealth and happiness in A Christmas 

Carol? 

  

He was not alone, but sat by the side of a fair young girl in a mourning-dress: in whose eyes there were 

tears, which sparkled in the light that shone out of the Ghost of Christmas Past. 

“It matters little,” she said, softly. “To you, very little. Another idol has displaced me; and if it can cheer and 

comfort you in time to come, as I would have tried to do, I have no just cause to grieve.” 

“What Idol has displaced you?” he rejoined. 

“A golden one.” 

“This is the even-handed dealing of the world!” he said. “There is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty; 

and there is nothing it professes to condemn with such severity as the pursuit of wealth!” 

“You fear the world too much,” she answered, gently. “All your other hopes have merged into the hope of 

being beyond the chance of its sordid reproach. I have seen your nobler aspirations fall off one by one, until the 

master-passion, Gain, engrosses you. Have I not?” 

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

She shook her head. 

“Am I?” 

“Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both poor and content to be so, until, in good 

season, we could improve our worldly fortune by our patient industry. You are changed. When it was made, you 

were another man.” 

“I was a boy,” he said impatiently. 

“Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are,” she returned. “I am. That which promised 

happiness when we were one in heart, is fraught with misery now that we are two. How often and how keenly I 

have thought of this, I will not say. It is enough that I have thought of it, and can release you.” 

“Have I ever sought release?” 

“In words. No. Never.” 

“In what, then?” 

“In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another atmosphere of life; another Hope as its great end. In 

everything that made my love of any worth or value in your sight. If this had never been between us,” said the girl, 

looking mildly, but with steadiness, upon him; “tell me, would you seek me out and try to win me now? Ah, no!” 

He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition, in spite of himself. But he said with a struggle, “You 

think not.” 

“I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she answered, “Heaven knows! When I have learned a Truth like 

this, I know how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were free to-day, to-morrow, yesterday, can even I 

believe that you would choose a dowerless girl—you who, in your very confidence with her, weigh everything by 

Gain: or, choosing her, if for a moment you were false enough to your one guiding principle to do so, do I not know 

that your repentance and regret would surely follow? I do; and I release you. With a full heart, for the love of him 

you once were.” 

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

“You may—the memory of what is past half makes me hope you will—have pain in this. A very, very brief 

time, and you will dismiss the recollection of it, gladly, as an unprofitable dream, from which it happened well that 

you awoke. May you be happy in the life you have chosen!” 

She left him, and they parted. 

“Spirit!” said Scrooge, “show me no more! Conduct me home. Why do you delight to torture me?” 

“One shadow more!” exclaimed the Ghost. 

“No more!” cried Scrooge. “No more. I don’t wish to see it. Show me no more!” 



Read this extract from Chapter Two of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens use scenes of family life to convey his ideas about society? 

They were in another scene and place; a room, not very large or handsome, but full of comfort. Near 

to the winter fire sat a beautiful young girl, so like that last that Scrooge believed it was the same, 

until he saw her, now a comely matron, sitting opposite her daughter. The noise in this room was 

perfectly tumultuous, for there were more children there, than Scrooge in his agitated state of mind 

could count; and, unlike the celebrated herd in the poem, they were not forty children conducting 

themselves like one, but every child was conducting itself like forty. The consequences were 

uproarious beyond belief; but no one seemed to care; on the contrary, the mother and daughter 

laughed heartily, and enjoyed it very much; and the latter, soon beginning to mingle in the sports, got 

pillaged by the young brigands most ruthlessly. What would I not have given to be one of them! 

Though I never could have been so rude, no, no! I wouldn’t for the wealth of all the world have 

crushed that braided hair, and torn it down; and for the precious little shoe, I wouldn’t have plucked it 

off, God bless my soul! to save my life. As to measuring her waist in sport, as they did, bold young 

brood, I couldn’t have done it; I should have expected my arm to have grown round it for a 

punishment, and never come straight again. And yet I should have dearly liked, I own, to have touched 

her lips; to have questioned her, that she might have opened them; to have looked upon the lashes of 

her downcast eyes, and never raised a blush; to have let loose waves of hair, an inch of which would 

be a keepsake beyond price: in short, I should have liked, I do confess, to have had the lightest licence 

of a child, and yet to have been man enough to know its value. 



Read the following extract from Chapter Three of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens use humour in his presentation of Scrooge? 

  

Awaking in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore, and sitting up in bed to get his thoughts together, 

Scrooge had no occasion to be told that the bell was again upon the stroke of One. He felt that he was 

restored to consciousness in the right nick of time, for the especial purpose of holding a conference with 

the second messenger despatched to him through Jacob Marley’s intervention. But finding that he turned 

uncomfortably cold when he began to wonder which of his curtains this new spectre would draw back, he 

put them every one aside with his own hands; and lying down again, established a sharp look-out all 

round the bed. For he wished to challenge the Spirit on the moment of its appearance, and did not wish 

to be taken by surprise, and made nervous. 

 

Gentlemen of the free-and-easy sort, who plume themselves on being acquainted with a move or two, 

and being usually equal to the time-of-day, express the wide range of their capacity for adventure by 

observing that they are good for anything from pitch-and-toss to manslaughter; between which opposite 

extremes, no doubt, there lies a tolerably wide and comprehensive range of subjects. Without venturing 

for Scrooge quite as hardily as this, I don’t mind calling on you to believe that he was ready for a good 

broad field of strange appearances, and that nothing between a baby and rhinoceros would have 

astonished him very much. 



Read the following extract from Chapter Three of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Starting with this extract, how far does Dickens present London as a positive place? 

  

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 

bakers’ shops. The sight of these poor revellers appeared to interest the Spirit very much, for he stood 

with Scrooge beside him in a baker’s doorway, and taking off the covers as their bearers passed, 

sprinkled incense on their dinners from his torch. And it was a very uncommon kind of torch, for once or 

twice when there were angry words between some dinner-carriers who had jostled each other, he shed a 

few drops of water on them from it, and their good humour was restored directly. For they said, it was a 

shame to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And so it was! God love it, so it was! 



Read the following extract from Chapter Three of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“It is sympathy for Tiny Tim that really convinces Scrooge to change his ways.” 

Starting with this extract, explore how far you agree with this opinion.  

  

“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!” 

 



Read the following extract from Chapter Three of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens use Scrooge’s views about the poor to convey his own ideas to readers? 

“Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,” said Scrooge, looking intently at the Spirit’s robe, “but I see 

something strange, and not belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it a foot or a claw?” 

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

From the foldings of its robe, it brought two children; wretched, abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They 

knelt down at its feet, and clung upon the outside of its garment. 

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

They were a boy and girl. Yellow, meagre, ragged, scowling, wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their humility. 

Where graceful youth should have filled their features out, and touched them with its freshest tints, a stale 

and shrivelled hand, like that of age, had pinched, and twisted them, and pulled them into shreds. Where 

angels might have sat enthroned, devils lurked, and glared out menacing. No change, no degradation, no 

perversion of humanity, in any grade, through all the mysteries of wonderful creation, has monsters half so 

horrible and dread. 

Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to him in this way, he tried to say they were fine 

children, but the words choked themselves, rather than be parties to a lie of such enormous magnitude. 

“Spirit! are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more. 

“They are Man’s,” said the Spirit, looking down upon them. “And they cling to me, appealing from their 

fathers. This boy is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their degree, but most of all 

beware this boy, for on his brow I see that written which is Doom, unless the writing be erased. Deny it!” 

cried the Spirit, stretching out its hand towards the city. “Slander those who tell it ye! Admit it for your 

factious purposes, and make it worse. And bide the end!” 

“Have they no refuge or resource?” cried Scrooge. 

“Are there no prisons?” said the Spirit, turning on him for the last time with his own words. “Are there no 

workhouses?” 

The bell struck twelve. 



Read the following extract from Chapter Four of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how far does Dickens present Scrooge’s personal journey of transformation? 

  

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

 

The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand. 

 

“You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not happened, but will happen in the time 

before us,” Scrooge pursued. “Is that so, Spirit?” 

 

The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its 

head. That was the only answer he received. 

 

Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge feared the silent shape so much that his legs 

trembled beneath him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. The Spirit 

paused a moment, as observing his condition, and giving him time to recover. 

 

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with a vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the 

dusky shroud, there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he stretched his own to the 

utmost, could see nothing but a spectral hand and one great heap of black. 

 

“Ghost of the Future!” he exclaimed, “I fear you more than any spectre I have seen. But as I know your 

purpose is to do me good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to bear 

you company, and do it with a thankful heart. Will you not speak to me?” 

 

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before them. 

 

“Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on! The night is waning fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, 

Spirit!” 



Read the following extract from Chapter Four of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present business and businessmen in A Christmas Carol? 

  

The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. Observing that the hand was pointed to them, 

Scrooge advanced to listen to their talk. 

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

he’s dead.” 

“When did he die?” inquired another. 

“Last night, I believe.” 

“Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third, taking a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large 

snuff-box. “I thought he’d never die.” 

“God knows,” said the first, with a yawn. 

“What has he done with his money?” asked a red-faced gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on 

the end of his nose, that shook like the gills of a turkey-cock. 

“I haven’t heard,” said the man with the large chin, yawning again. “Left it to his company, perhaps. He 

hasn’t left it to me. That’s all I know.” 

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh. 

“It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same speaker; “for upon my life I don’t know of anybody 

to go to it. Suppose we make up a party and volunteer?” 

“I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed the gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. 

“But I must be fed, if I make one.” 

Another laugh. 

“Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all,” said the first speaker, “for I never wear black 

gloves, and I never eat lunch. But I’ll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I come to think of it, I’m not at all 

sure that I wasn’t his most particular friend; for we used to stop and speak whenever we met. Bye, bye!” 



Read the following extract from Chapter Four of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Starting with this extract, how far does Dickens present the Cratchits as an ideal family? 

  

“Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,” said Scrooge; “or that dark chamber, Spirit, which 

we left just now, will be for ever present to me.” 

The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar to his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge 

looked here and there to find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered poor Bob Cratchit’s 

house; the dwelling he had visited before; and found the mother and the children seated round the fire. 

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still as statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, 

who had a book before him. The mother and her daughters were engaged in sewing. But surely they were 

very quiet! 

“ ‘And He took a child, and set him in the midst of them.’ ” 

Where had Scrooge heard those words? He had not dreamed them. The boy must have read them out, as 

he and the Spirit crossed the threshold. Why did he not go on? 

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

“The colour hurts my eyes,” she said. 

The colour? Ah, poor Tiny Tim! 

“They’re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “It makes them weak by candle-light; and I wouldn’t show 

weak eyes to your father when he comes home, for the world. It must be near his time.” 

“Past it rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book. “But I think he has walked a little slower than he 

used, these few last evenings, mother.” 

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

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

“And so have I,” cried Peter. “Often.” 

“And so have I,” exclaimed another. So had all. 



Read the following extract from Chapter Four of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how does Dickens present Scrooge in A Christmas Carol? 

“Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon his knees. 

 

The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again. 

 

“No, Spirit! Oh no, no!” 

 

The finger still was there. 

 

“Spirit!” he cried, tight clutching at its robe, “hear me! I am not the man I was. I will not be the man I 

must have been but for this intercourse. Why show me this, if I am past all hope!” 

 

For the first time the hand appeared to shake. 

 

“Good Spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell before it: “Your nature intercedes for me, 

and pities me. Assure me that I yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an altered life!” 

 

The kind hand trembled. 

 

“I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will live in the Past, the Present, and 

the Future. The Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that they teach. 

Oh, tell me I may sponge away the writing on this stone!” 

 

In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and 

detained it. The Spirit, stronger yet, repulsed him. 

 

Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate reversed, he saw an alteration in the Phantom’s 

hood and dress. It shrunk, collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost. 



Read this extract from Chapter Five of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how far does Dickens make Scrooge a character we can 

sympathise with? 

  

Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, 

the Time before him was his own, to make amends in! 

“I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future!” Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. “The 

Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. Oh Jacob Marley! Heaven, and the Christmas Time be praised 

for this! I say it on my knees, old Jacob; on my knees!” 

He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions, that his broken voice would scarcely answer 

to his call. He had been sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his face was wet with tears. 

“They are not torn down,” cried Scrooge, folding one of his bed-curtains in his arms, “they are not torn 

down, rings and all. They are here—I am here—the shadows of the things that would have been, may be 

dispelled. They will be. I know they will!” 

His hands were busy with his garments all this time; turning them inside out, putting them on upside 

down, tearing them, mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of extravagance. 

“I don’t know what to do!” cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in the same breath; and making a perfect 

Laocoön of himself with his stockings. “I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am as merry 

as a schoolboy. I am as giddy as a drunken man. A merry Christmas to everybody! A happy New Year to 

all the world. Hallo here! Whoop! Hallo!” 

He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now standing there: perfectly winded. 



Read this extract from Chapter Five of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“The narrator’s is the most important voice in A Christmas Carol.” 

Starting with this extract, how far do you agree with this opinion? 

  

“I’ll send it to Bob Cratchit’s!” whispered Scrooge, rubbing his hands, and splitting with a laugh. “He sha’n’t 

know who sends it. It’s twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never made such a joke as sending it to Bob’s will 

be!” 

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one, but write it he did, somehow, and went down-

stairs to open the street door, ready for the coming of the poulterer’s man. As he stood there, waiting his 

arrival, the knocker caught his eye. 

“I shall love it, as long as I live!” cried Scrooge, patting it with his hand. “I scarcely ever looked at it before. 

What an honest expression it has in its face! It’s a wonderful knocker!—Here’s the Turkey! Hallo! Whoop! 

How are you! Merry Christmas!” 

It was a Turkey! He never could have stood upon his legs, that bird. He would have snapped ’em short off in a 

minute, like sticks of sealing-wax. 

“Why, it’s impossible to carry that to Camden Town,” said Scrooge. “You must have a cab.” 

The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with which he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle with 

which he paid for the cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed the boy, were only to be exceeded by 

the chuckle with which he sat down breathless in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried. 



Read this extract from Chapter Five of A Christmas Carol and answer the question that follows. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Starting with this extract, how important are Scrooge’s experiences with the Cratchits in conveying 

Dickens’ own views about society? 

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early there. If he could only be there first, and 

catch Bob Cratchit coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon. 

And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen 

minutes and a half behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him come into 

the Tank. 

His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away 

with his pen, as if he were trying to overtake nine o’clock. 

“Hallo!” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as near as he could feign it. “What do you mean by 

coming here at this time of day?” 

“I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.” 

“You are?” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step this way, sir, if you please.” 

“It’s only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from the Tank. “It shall not be repeated. I was making 

rather merry yesterday, sir.” 

“Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge, “I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And 

therefore,” he continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he 

staggered back into the Tank again; “and therefore I am about to raise your salary!” 

Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with 

it, holding him, and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat. 

“A merry Christmas, Bob!” said Scrooge, with an earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him 

on the back. “A merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you, for many a year! I’ll raise 

your salary, and endeavour to assist your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this very 

afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob! Make up the fires, and buy another coal-scuttle 

before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit!” 


