A CHRISTMAS CAROL

By Charles Dickens

“Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “You don’t mean that, [ 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
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good it has ever done you



GREAT EXPECTATIONS

By Charles Dickens

Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within, as the river wound, twenty
miles of the sea. My first most vivid and broad impression of the identity of things
seems to me to have been gained on a memorable raw afternoon towards evening. At
such a time | found out for certain that this bleak place overgrown with nettles was the
churchyard; and that Philip Pirrip, late of this parish, and also Georgiana wife of the
above, were dead and buried; and that Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham, Tobias, and
Roger, infant children of the aforesaid, were also dead and buried; and that the dark flat
wilderness beyond the churchyard, intersected with dikes and mounds and gates, with
scattered cattle feeding on it, was the marshes; and that the low leaden line beyond was
the river; and that the distant savage lair from which the wind was rushing was the sea;
and that the small bundle of shivers growing afraid of it all and beginning to cry, was
Pip.

“Hold your noise!” cried a terrible voice, as a man started up from among the graves

at the side of the church porch. “Keep still, you little devil, or I’ll cut your throat!”

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. A man with no hat, and
with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round his head. A man who had been soaked
in water, and smothered in mud, and lamed by stones, and cut by flints, and stung by
nettles, and torn by briars; who limped, and shivered, and glared, and growled; and
whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin.



HARD TIMES

By Charles Dickens

THOMAS GRADGRIND, sir. A man of realities. A man of facts and calculations. A man
who proceeds upon the principle that two and two are four, and nothing over, and who
is not to be talked into allowing for anything over. Thomas Gradgrind, sir—
peremptorily Thomas—Thomas Gradgrind. With a rule and a pair of scales, and the
multiplication table always in his pocket, sir, ready to weigh and measure any parcel of
human nature, and tell you exactly what it comes to. It is a mere question of figures, a
case of simple arithmetic. You might hope to get some other nonsensical belief into the
head of George Gradgrind, or Augustus Gradgrind, or John Gradgrind, or Joseph
Gradgrind (all supposititious, non-existent persons), but into the head of Thomas
Gradgrind—no, sir!

In such terms Mr. Gradgrind always mentally introduced himself, whether to his private
circle of acquaintance, or to the public in general. In such terms, no doubt, substituting
the words ‘boys and girls,” for ‘sir,” Thomas Gradgrind now presented Thomas
Gradgrind to the little pitchers before him, who were to be filled so full of facts.

Indeed, as he eagerly sparkled at them from the cellarage before mentioned, he seemed
a kind of cannon loaded to the muzzle with facts, and prepared to blow them clean out
of the regions of childhood at one discharge. He seemed a galvanizing apparatus, too,
charged with a grim mechanical substitute for the tender young imaginations that were
to be stormed away.

‘Girl number twenty,” said Mr. Gradgrind, squarely pointing with his square forefinger,
‘I don’t know that girl. Who is that girl?’



