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The Loveliest Children’s Books of 2021 

From the river to the Milky Way, by way of trees, geese, and unsung heroes. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

Great children’s books are works of existential philosophy in disguise — gifts of timeless consolation 

for the eternal child living in each of us, on the pages of which some of the most visionary minds of 

every era are formed. This I have long believed. But I had not, until a recent reckoning with this here 

fifteen-year body of work and love, realized what a reliable barometer of my state of being children’s 

books are — the dual hindsight of autobiographical memory and my archive of writing reveals a strong 

positive correlation between how many children’s books I enjoyed in any given year and my general 

level of wellbeing that year. 

This year — the year my own (first) such book met the world — I read very few: partly because my 

native taste for the timeless, the cosmic, the planetary, the beyond-human was largely unfed by the 

year’s buffet of books with human-centric, of-the-moment themes sacrificing the poetic at the altar of 

the politicized; partly a reflection of my human state of being. 

 

Here are a handful I wrote about this year and loved with all my heart — a list of loves partial in both 

senses of the word and invariably incomplete, given the limitations of any one person’s finitude of time 

and singularity of thought. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/10/22/brain-pickings-becoming-the-marginalian/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/
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THE BOY WHOSE HEAD WAS FILLED WITH STARS 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/01/24/the-boy-whose-head-was-filled-with-stars-edwin-hubble/
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In 1908, Henrietta Swan Leavitt — one of the women known as the Harvard Computers, who 

revolutionized astronomy long before they could vote — was analyzing photographic plates at the 

Harvard College Observatory to measure and catalogue the brightness of stars when she began 

noticing a consistent correlation between the luminosity of a class of variable stars and their pulsation 

period, between their brightness and their blinking pattern. 

At the same time, a dutiful boy cusping on manhood was repressing his childhood love of astronomy 

and beginning his legal studies to fulfill his dying father’s demand for an ordinary, reputable life. Upon 

his father’s death, Edwin Hubble (November 20, 1889–September 28, 1953) would unleash his passion 

for the stars into a formal study of astronomy. After the interruption of a world war, he would lean on 

Leavitt’s data to upend millennia of cosmic parochialism, demonstrating two revolutionary facts about 

the universe: that it is tremendously bigger than we thought, and that it is getting bigger by the blink. 

The law underlying its expansion would come to bear his name, as would the ambitious space telescope 

that would give humanity an unprecedented glimpse of a cosmos “so brutal and alive it seemed to 

comprehend us back.” 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/12/06/the-glass-universe-dava-sobel/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/04/26/amanda-palmer-hubble-photographs-adrienne-rich/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/04/26/amanda-palmer-hubble-photographs-adrienne-rich/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703178/braipick-20
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Hubble’s Law staggers the imagination with the awareness that even our most intimate celestial 

companion, the Moon, is slowly moving away from us every day, about as fast as your fingernails grow. 

This means that at some future point, the greatest cosmic spectacle visible from Earth will be no more, 

for a total solar eclipse is a function of the glorious accident that the Moon is at just the right distance 

for its shadow to cover the entire face of the Sun when passing before it from our vantage point — a 

shadow that will grow smaller and smaller as our satellite drifts farther and farther away. Before 

Hubble, the study of astronomy had already stunned the human mind with the awareness that this 

entire drama of life is a miracle of chance, unfolding on a common rocky planet tossed at just the right 

distance from its star to have the optimal temperature and optimal atmosphere for supporting life. 

Hubble sent the human mind spinning with the swirl of gratitude and terror at the awareness that it is 

all a temporary miracle. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/09/15/helen-macdonald-vesper-flights-eclipse/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703178/braipick-20
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Author Isabelle Marinov and artist Deborah Marcero pay tender homage to Hubble’s life and legacy 

in The Boy Whose Head Was Filled with Stars: A Life of Edwin Hubble (public library) — a splendid 

addition to the finest picture-book biographies of revolutionary minds, and one particularly dear to my 

own heart in light of my ongoing devotion to building New York City’s first public observatory to cast 

the cosmic enchantment on future Hubbles and Leavitts, to make life more livable for the rest of us by 

inviting the telescopic perspective. 

Peek inside here. 

BEFORE I GREW UP 

http://www.isabellemarinov.com/
https://deborahmarcero.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703178/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/boy-whose-head-was-filled-with-stars-a-life-of-edwin-hubble/oclc/1196822671&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/04/13/picture-book-biographies/
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/01/24/the-boy-whose-head-was-filled-with-stars-edwin-hubble/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703178/braipick-20
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Childhood is one great brush-stroke of loneliness, thick and pastel-colored, its edges blurring out into 

the whole landscape of life. 

In this blur of being by ourselves, we learn to be ourselves. One measure of maturity might be how well 

we grow to transmute that elemental loneliness into the “fruitful monotony” Bertrand Russell placed at 

the heart of our flourishing, the “fertile solitude” Adam Phillips recognized as the pulse-beat of our 

creative power. 

If we are lucky enough, or perhaps lonely enough, we learn to reach out from this primal loneliness to 

other lonelinesses — Neruda’s hand through the fence, Kafka’s “hand outstretched in the darkness” — 

in that great gesture of connection we call art. 

Rilke, contemplating the lonely patience of creative work that every artist knows in their marrow, 

captured this in his lamentation that “works of art are of an infinite loneliness” — Rilke, who all his life 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/01/21/bertrand-russell-boredom-conquest-of-happiness/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/07/18/adam-phillips-on-risk-and-solitude/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/10/30/pablo-neruda-childhood-and-poetry/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/07/03/kafka-music-art/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/06/22/rilke-patience-solitude-art/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/16/before-i-grew-up-miller-cucco/
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celebrated solitude as the groundwater of love and creativity, and who so ardently believed that to 

devote yourself to art, you must not “let your solitude obscure the presence of something within it that 

wants to emerge.” 

 

Giuliano Cucco (1929–2006) was still a boy, living with his parents amid the majestic solitudes of rural 

Italy, when the common loneliness of childhood pressed against his uncommon gift and the artistic 

impulse began to emerge, tender and tectonic. 

Over the decades that followed, he grew volcanic with painting and poetry, with photographs and 

pastels, with art ablaze with a luminous love of life. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/29/rilke-letters-to-a-young-poet-macy-barrows/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

10 

 

When Cucco moved to Rome as a young artist, he met the young American nature writer John Miller. 

A beautiful friendship came abloom. Those were the early 1960, when Rachel Carson — the poet 

laureate of nature writing — had just awakened the modern ecological conscience and was using her 

hard-earned stature to issue the radical insistence that children’s sense of wonder is the key to 

conservation. 

Into this cultural atmosphere, Cucco and Miller joined their gifts to create a series of stunning and 

soulful nature-inspired children’s books. 

John Miller (left) and Giuliano Cucco in the 1960s 

But when Miller returned to New York, door after door shut in his face — commercial publishers were 

unwilling to invest in the then-costly reproduction of Cucco’s vibrant art. It took half a century of 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/12/23/rachel-carson-on-wonder/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/12/23/rachel-carson-on-wonder/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20
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countercultural courage and Moore’s law for Brooklyn-based independent powerhouse Enchanted 

Lion to take a risk on these forgotten vintage treasures and bring them to life. 

Eager to reconnect with his old friend and share the exuberant news, Miller endeavored to track down 

Cucco’s family. But when he finally reached them after a long search, he was devastated to learn that 

the artist and his wife had been killed by a motor scooter speeding through a pedestrian crossing in 

Rome. Their son had just begun making his way through a trove of his father’s paintings — many 

unseen by the world, many depicting the landscapes and dreamscapes of childhood that shaped his art. 

 

Because grief is so often our portal to beauty and aliveness, Miller set out to honor his friend by 

bringing his story to life in an uncommonly original and tender way — traveling back in time on the 

wings of memory and imagination, to the lush and lonesome childhood in which the artist’s gift was 

https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/enchanted-lion/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/enchanted-lion/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/04/02/winston-and-george-enchanted-lion/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/07/27/nick-cave-loss-grief/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20
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forged, projecting himself into the boy’s heart and mind through the grown man’s surviving paintings, 

blurring fact and fancy. 

Before I Grew Up (public library) was born — part elegy and part exultation, reverencing the vibrancy 

of life: the life of feeling and of the imagination, the life of landscape and of light, the life of nature and 

of the impulse for beauty that irradiates what is truest and most beautiful about human nature. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/before-i-grew-up/oclc/1240575216&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20
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Peek inside here. 

THE TREE IN ME 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/16/before-i-grew-up-miller-cucco/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703615/braipick-20
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Walt Whitman, who considered trees the profoundest teachers in how to best be human, 

remembered the woman he loved and respected above all others as that rare person who was “entirely 

herself; as simple as nature; true, honest; beautiful as a tree is tall, leafy, rich, full, free — is a tree.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/11/06/walt-whitman-specimen-days-trees/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/03/05/anne-gilchrist-walt-whitman-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/16/the-tree-in-me-corinna-luyken/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

15 

At the outset of what was to become the most challenging year of my life, and the most challenging for 

the totality of the world in our shared lifetime, I resolved to face it like a tree — a resolution blind to 

that unfathomable future, as all resolutions and all futures tend to be, but one that made it infinitely 

more survivable. I was not the only one. Humans, after all, have a long history of learning resilience 

from trees and fathoming our own nature through theirs: Hesse saw in them the paragon of self-

actualization, Thoreau reverenced them as cathedrals that consecrate our lives, Dylan Thomas 

entrusted them with humbling us into the essence of our humanity, ancient mythology placed them at 

its spiritual center, and science used them as an organizing principle for knowledge. 

Artist and author Corinna Luyken draws on this intimate connection between the sylvan and the 

human in The Tree in Me (public library) — a lyrical meditation on the root of creativity, strength, and 

connection, with a spirit and sensibility kindred to her earlier emotional intelligence primer in the form 

of a painted poem. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/12/28/best-of-brain-pickings/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/10/proximity/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/06/wintering-katherine-may/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/06/wintering-katherine-may/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/11/06/trees-rustle-tara-books/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/05/04/natascha-mcelhone-wander-hesse-kew/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/05/04/natascha-mcelhone-wander-hesse-kew/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/01/20/thoreau-trees/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/10/27/dylan-thomas-being-but-men/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/11/06/trees-rustle-tara-books/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/11/06/trees-rustle-tara-books/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/07/17/the-book-of-trees-manuel-lima/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0593112598/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/tree-in-me/oclc/1233021227&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/05/23/my-heart-corinna-luyken/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/05/23/my-heart-corinna-luyken/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0593112598/braipick-20
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Inspired by Thich Nhat Hanh’s timeless and transformative mindfulness teachings, which she first 

encountered long ago in the character-kiln of adolescence and which profoundly influenced her 

worldview as she matured, Luyken considers the book “a seedling off the tree” from the great Zen 

teacher’s classic tangerine meditation — the fruition of her longtime desire to make something 

beautiful and tender that invites the young (and not only the young) to look more deeply into the nature 

of the world, into their own nature and its magnificent interconnectedness to all of nature. After years 

of incubation, after many trials that landed far from her vision, a spare poem came to her. Paintings 

grew out of the words. A book blossomed. 

Peek inside here. 

WHAT IS A RIVER 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/07/tangerine-meditation-thich-nhat-hanh/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/16/the-tree-in-me-corinna-luyken/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0593112598/braipick-20
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“There is a mystery about rivers that draws us to them, for they rise from hidden places and travel by 

routes that are not always tomorrow where they might be today,” Olivia Laing wrote in her stunning 

meditation on life, loss, and the wisdom of rivers after she walked the River Ouse from source to sea — 

the River Ouse, in which Virginia Woolf slipped out of the mystery of life, having once observed 

that “the past only comes back when the present runs so smoothly that it is like the sliding surface of a 

deep river.” 

Rivers are the crucible of human civilization, pulsating with the might and mystery of water, their 

serpentine paths encoded with the precision of pi, their ceaseless flow encoded in our greatest poems. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/05/16/olivia-laing-to-the-river/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/10/05/virginia-woolf-past-present-moments-of-being/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/10/05/virginia-woolf-past-present-moments-of-being/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/07/09/nan-shepherd-living-mountain-water/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/06/21/pi-rivers/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/03/26/crossing-brooklyn-ferry-janna-levin-walt-whitman/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/08/25/what-is-a-river-monika-vaicenaviciene/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

18 

“Time is a river that sweeps me along, but I am the river,” Borges wrote in his timeless refutation of 

time. 

But what is a river? 

That is what Lithuanian illustrator and storyteller Monika Vaicenavičienė contemplates in What Is a 

River? (public library) — part prose poem and part encyclopedia, exploring the many things a river is 

and can be, ecologically and existentially. 

 

The story begins on the banks of a river, with a little girl picking flowers — “every flower has a 

meaning” — and watching her grandmother sew. What unfolds is framed as the grandmother’s answer 

to the girl’s question of what a river is: 

A river is a thread. 

It embroiders our wold with beautiful patterns. 

It connects people and places, past and present. 

It stitches stories together. 

Myth and fact, Geology and history converge into a larger lyrical reflection on the ceaseless flow of 

existence, linking the Ancient Greek myth of Oceanus — the great river encircling the Earth, from 

which the word ocean derives — with the ecological reality of Earth’s immense, interconnected, ancient 

system of water circulating through the atmosphere and pulsating through the biosphere. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/09/19/a-new-refutation-of-time-borges/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/09/19/a-new-refutation-of-time-borges/
http://monika.vaicenaviciene.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702791/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702791/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/what-is-a-river/oclc/1199007318&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702791/braipick-20
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Peek inside here. 

SEEKING AN AURORA 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/08/25/what-is-a-river-monika-vaicenaviciene/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592702791/braipick-20
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In 1621, already questioning his life in the priesthood — the era’s safest and most reputable career for 

the educated — the 29-year-old Pierre Gassendi, a mathematical prodigy since childhood, traveled to 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/28/seeking-an-aurora/
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the Arctic circle as he began diverting his passionate erudition toward Aristotelian philosophy and 

astronomy. There, under the polar skies, he witnessed an otherworldly spectacle on Earth — our 

planet’s most intimate and dramatic contact with its home star, a chromatic swirl of the ephemeral and 

the eternal unloosed as solar winds blow millions of charged particles from the Sun across the orrery of 

the Solar System and into Earth’s atmosphere, where our magnetic fields carry them toward the poles. 

As they collide with the particles of different atmospheric gasses, they ionize and discharge energy as 

photons of different colors — red, blue, green, and violent — painting the nocturne with the waking 

dream of a pastel-technicolor dawn. 

 

Awestruck with the natural poetry and the mythic feeling-tone of the luminous spectacle, Gassendi 

named what he saw Aurora borealis — after Aurora, the Roman goddess of dawn, and borealis, the 

Latin word for “northern.” Eventually, as explorers braved the icy oceanic expanses to visit the polar 

regions of the Southern hemisphere over the following centuries, they adapted Gassendi’s etymology to 

name the Antarctic version of the luminous display Aurora australis, after the Latin word for 

“southern.” 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1733121277/braipick-20
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From the land of Aurora australis comes Seeking an Aurora (public library) — a work of transcendence 

and tenderness by New Zealand author-artist duo Elizabeth Pulford and Anne Bannock, whose spare 

poetic prose and soulful paintings interleave to enlush an inner landscape of wonder, suspended 

between the creaturely and the cosmic. 

 

Peek inside here. 

DARLING BABY 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1733121277/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/seeking-an-aurora/oclc/1237827722&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/28/seeking-an-aurora/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1733121277/braipick-20
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“The secret of success,” Jackson Pollock’s father wrote to the teenage artist-to-be in his wonderful 

letter of life-advice, “is to be fully awake to everything about you.” Few things beckon our attention 

and awaken us to life more compellingly than color. “Our lives, when we pay attention to light, compel 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/02/02/jackson-pollock-father-letter/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/02/02/jackson-pollock-father-letter/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/22/maira-kalman-darling-baby/
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us to empathy with color,” Ellen Meloy wrote in her exquisite meditation on the chemistry, culture, and 

the conscience of color. And why else live if not to pay attention to the changing light? 

In Darling Baby (public library), artist Maira Kalman, a poet of chromatic tenderness, composes an 

uncommon ode to aliveness, to the vibrant beauty of life, life that is very new and life that is very old. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/02/ellen-meloy-anthropology-of-turquioise/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/02/ellen-meloy-anthropology-of-turquioise/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316330620/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/darling-baby/oclc/1152424409&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/maira-kalman/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316330620/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316330620/braipick-20
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As she teaches the baby to look at this color, this shape, this quality of light, we see the grownup relearn 

to see with those baby-eyes that are awake to the luminous everythingness of everything, undulled by 

the accumulation of filters we call growing up. What emerges is a celebration of attention as 

affirmation of aliveness, a vibrant testament to Simone Weil’s exquisite observation that “attention is 

the rarest and purest form of generosity.” Page after painted page, a generous presence unfolds — 

presence with the new life of this small helpless observer of the world, presence with the ancient life of 

sky and sea. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/08/19/simone-weil-attention-gravity-and-grace/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/08/19/simone-weil-attention-gravity-and-grace/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316330620/braipick-20
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Peek inside here. 

MAKE MEATBALLS SING 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/22/maira-kalman-darling-baby/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0316330620/braipick-20
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When Matthew Burgess was an eleven-year-old already feeling other in the suburban Southern 

California of his childhood — long before he became a poet and a public school art teacher, before he 

made a bicontinental home in Brooklyn and Berlin with his husband — he was captivated by a tiny 

bright-spirited rainbow on a postage stamp that appeared on the television show The Love Boat. It was 

the now-iconic 1985 USPS Love stamp — a miniature of the largest copyrighted artwork in the world: 

the colossal rainbow swash painted on a Boston gas storage tank in 1971 by Corita Kent (November 20, 

1918–September 18, 1986) — the radical nun, artist, teacher, social justice activist, and long-undersung 

pop art pioneer, who inspired generations of makers with her 10 rules for learning and life, 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/08/10/10-rules-for-students-and-teachers-john-cage-corita-kent/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/01/make-meatballs-sing-corita-kent/
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collaborated frequently and dazzlingly with poets, believed that “the person who makes things is a sign 

of hope,” and made her art and her life along the vector of this belief. 

This sentiment — the most precise and poetic summation of Sister Corita’s credo — is the epigraph 

that opens Burgess’s loving picture-book biography Make Meatballs Sing: The Life and Art of Corita 

Kent (public library), created in collaboration with the Corita Art Center and illustrated by artist Kara 

Kramer with patterned, textured, sensitive vibrancy consonant with Corita’s art spirit and sensibility. 

 

Doing and making are acts of hope, and as that hope grows we stop feeling overwhelmed by the 

troubles of the world. We remember that we — as individuals and groups — can do something about 

those troubles. 

Emerging from these tender pages is an activist who devoted her life to fighting with fierce gentleness 

and generosity of soul for justice and peace in every form, from civil rights to nuclear disarmament; a 

rebel who subverted commerce for creativity, turning a corporate slogan (for Del Monte tomato sauce) 

into a clarion call for the the power of art to constellate the ordinary with wonder (which lent the book 

its title); a visionary who subverted the outdated dogmas of the very institution she served to effect 

landmark reform within the Catholic Church and to engage the secular world with the creative life of 

the soul; a teacher who helped her students overcome the self-consciousness and overthinking that stifle 

creativity by fusing play and work through her quirkily titled, ingeniously deployed process of 

PLORKing; an artist who became a patron saint of noticing, of paying closer attention to the world as 

the only means of loving it more fully — something Corita herself captured in an essays on art and life: 

Poets and artists — makers — look long and lovingly at commonplace things, rearrange them and put 

their rearrangements where others can notice them too. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/11/10/to-believe-in-things-joseph-pintauro-corita-kent/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159270316X/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159270316X/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/make-meatballs-sing-the-life-art-of-corita-kent/oclc/1238128594&referer=brief_results
https://www.corita.org/
https://www.instagram.com/beinginthemaking
https://www.instagram.com/beinginthemaking
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159270316X/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159270316X/braipick-20
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Peek inside here. 

BLUE FLOATS AWAY 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/01/make-meatballs-sing-corita-kent/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/159270316X/braipick-20
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https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/14/blue-floats-away/
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“The things we want are transformative, and we don’t know or only think we know what is on the 

other side of that transformation,” Rebecca Solnit wrote in her unsurpassable Field Guide to Getting 

Lost. 

This might be the greatest challenge of our consciousness — that when life beckons us to broaden our 

inner landscapes of possibility, it calls on us to choose experiences the transformative power of which 

we might not be able to recognize and desire with the yet-untransformed self, and so we might not 

choose to have them. (Philosophers have explored this paradoxical blind spot to transformative 

experiences in an elegant thought experiment known as the vampire problem.) 

But this might also be the most hopeful aspect of our consciousness — that we know ourselves only 

incompletely; that the life we have is only a subset of our possible life; that we are capable of having 

experiences which profoundly transform how we live our lives in this house of sinew and soul, 

transforming in the process the very texture of who we believe ourselves to be. 

This paradox of transformation comes alive with uncommon tenderness, through a singular lens — the 

science and poetics of Earth’s water cycle — in Blue Floats Away (public library) by Travis Jonker, an 

elementary school librarian by day and an author by night, and Grant Snider, an orthodontist by day 

and an artist (yes, that artist) by night. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/08/04/field-guide-to-getting-lost-rebecca-solnit/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/08/04/field-guide-to-getting-lost-rebecca-solnit/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/13/transformative-experience-vampire-problem/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/blue-floats-away/oclc/1244438345&referer=brief_results
https://explore.brainpickings.org/tagged/grant-snider
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Peek inside here. 

(AND FROM ME: THE SNAIL WITH THE RIGHT HEART) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/14/blue-floats-away/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1419744232/braipick-20
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Great children’s books move young hearts, yes, but they also move the great common heart that beats 

in the chest of humanity by articulating in the language of children, which is the language of simplicity 

and absolute sincerity, the elemental truths of being: what it means to love, what it means to be mortal, 

what it means to live with our fragilities and our frissons. As such, children’s books are miniature 

works of philosophy, works of wonder and wonderment that bypass our ordinary resistances and our 

cerebral modes of understanding, entering the backdoor of consciousness with their soft, surefooted 

gait to remind us who and what we are. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/
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This is something I have always believed, and so I have always turned to children’s books — classics 

like The Little Prince, which I reread once a year every year for basic soul-maintenance, and modern 

masterpieces like Cry, Heart, But Never Break — as mighty instruments of existential calibration. But I 

never thought I would write one. 

And then I did: The Snail with the Right Heart: A True Story (public library) is a labor of love three 

years in the making, illustrated by the uncommonly talented and sensitive Ping Zhu, whom I asked for 

the honor after she staggered me with the painting that became the cover of A Velocity of Being: Letters 

to a Young Reader. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/02/03/exupery-little-prince-morgan-drawings/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/snail-with-the-right-heart-a-true-story/oclc/1175915416&referer=brief_results
https://www.pingszoo.com/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/20/a-velocity-of-being-letters-to-a-young-reader/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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While the story is inspired by a beloved young human in my own life, who is living with the same rare 

and wondrous variation of body as the real-life mollusk protagonist, it is a larger story about science 

and the poetry of existence, about time and chance, genetics and gender, love and death, evolution and 

infinity — concepts often too abstract for the human mind to fathom, often more accessible to the 

young imagination; concepts made fathomable in the concrete, finite life of one tiny, unusual creature 

dwelling in a pile of compost amid an English garden. 

At the heart of the story, excerpted here, is an invitation not to mistake difference for defect and to 

recognize, across the accordion scales of time and space, diversity as nature’s fulcrum of resilience and 

wellspring of beauty. 

 

Peek inside, and read the story, here. 

* * * 

For other timelessly wondrous children’s books, savor these favorites from years past. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/19/best-childrens-books-

2021/?mc_cid=6e6a401b86&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/01/02/the-snail-with-the-right-heart/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/best-of/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/19/best-childrens-books-2021/?mc_cid=6e6a401b86&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/19/best-childrens-books-2021/?mc_cid=6e6a401b86&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1592703496/braipick-20
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How American Consumers Embraced Color 

Vivid hues in everyday products became eye-popping reality in the early twentieth century. 

 

From Home Suggestions, 1921 

via Wikimedia Commons 

By: Livia Gershon  

When you’re shopping for a new phone cover or for kitchen backsplash tiles, it goes without saying that you 

can expect to find a dazzling array of colorful options. As art historian Stephen Eskilson explains, that 

profusion of color in American design emerged quite suddenly in the first decades of the twentieth 

century. 

Around the turn of the century, Eskilson writes, theaters began adopting “expressionist lighting,” using 

colored lights to add emotional depth to a performance. American dancer Loie Fuller helped popularize the 

practice, choreographing vertical shafts of light that changed color rapidly as dancers in gauzy costumes 

twirled within them. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Home_suggestions._(1921)_(14595411500).jpg
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/livia-gershon/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/1512040?mag=how-american-consumers-embraced-color
https://www.jstor.org/stable/1512040?mag=how-american-consumers-embraced-color
https://www.jstor.org/stable/1512040?mag=how-american-consumers-embraced-color
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Theosophist leader Annie Besant argued that mental states could be translated directly onto the color 

spectrum. 

Meanwhile, the theosophist movement promoted the idea of color as a spiritual medium. In the 1901 

book Thought-Forms, theosophist leader Annie Besant argued that mental states could be translated directly 

onto the color spectrum. 

Soon, some visual artists also began exploring pure color, coining the term “synchromism” as a visual 

equivalent of “symphony” to describe their work. 

“Mankind has, until now, tried to satisfy its need for the highest spiritual exaltation only in music,” one 

synchromist wrote. “Yet color is just as capable as music of providing us with the highest ecstatices and 

delights.” 

Architects got in on the fun, Eskilson writes, adopting colorful terra cotta, ceramic tile, and dyed concrete for 

art deco buildings. The invention of the sprayed color lamp in 1922 allowed for the nighttime illumination of 

buildings with spotlights and floodlights in a range of colors. 

In 1923, DuPont invented a quick-drying lacquer product known as Duco that allowed for the expansion of 

colorful cars beyond the luxury market. Even Henry Ford, famous for the quip that customers could get the 

Model T in any color, so long as it was black, caved to the color craze. An advertising campaign for the 

Model A promised that customers would “be delighted with its low, smart lines and the artistic color 

combinations. There, you will say, is a truly modern car.” 

Eskilson writes that color ads—sometimes the only pages printed in color in otherwise black-and-white 

publications—showed off the tones of new consumer products, from kitchen appliances to lamps. Paint 

company Sherwin-Williams even proposed that homeowners repaint their homes twice a year, with warm 

colors in winter and cool ones in summer. 

Bright lipsticks and rouge replaced makeup designed to imperceptibly improve women’s looks. 

Manufacturers sold coffee and shampoo in colorful packaging. Trains and planes adopted new color schemes. 

Businesses bought color wheels and consulted the writing of academic psychologists, who waxed eloquent on 

the psychological effects of various color combinations. 

Weekly Newsletter 

Get your fix of JSTOR Daily’s best stories in your inbox each Thursday. 

Subscribe
 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

You may unsubscribe at any time by clicking on the provided link on any marketing message. 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-american-consumers-embraced-color/?utm_term=How%20American%20Consumers%20Embraced%20Color&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09232021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-american-consumers-embraced-color/?utm_term=How%20American%20Consumers%20Embraced%20Color&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09232021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/spiritualism-science-and-the-mysterious-madame-blavatsky/
https://daily.jstor.org/how-makeup-went-mainstream/
https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
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In 1928, the Saturday Evening Post published a commentary announcing a “chromatic revolution.” 

“The craze for colored glassware for table and parlor use has produced new hues and effects,” it said. “Motor 

cars are borrowing their hues from the waters of the Nile, and the sands of Arabia, the plumage of birds and 

the fire of gems.” 

Today that enthusiasm for color still echoes when we buy new products, carefully choosing between jade, 

plum, and flax. 

 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-american-consumers-embraced-

color/?utm_term=How%20American%20Consumers%20Embraced%20Color&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09

232021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email 

  

https://daily.jstor.org/how-american-consumers-embraced-color/?utm_term=How%20American%20Consumers%20Embraced%20Color&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09232021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-american-consumers-embraced-color/?utm_term=How%20American%20Consumers%20Embraced%20Color&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09232021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
https://daily.jstor.org/how-american-consumers-embraced-color/?utm_term=How%20American%20Consumers%20Embraced%20Color&utm_campaign=jstordaily_09232021&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email
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Negative 

by Wislawa Szymborska 

 

Issue no. 144 (Fall 1997) 

In the dun-colored sky 

A cloud even more dun-colored 

With the black outline of the sun. 

To the left, that is, to the right 

A white cherry branch with black flowers. 

On your dark face, light shadows. 

You have sat down at a small table 

And laid your grayed hands on it. 

You give the impression of a ghost 

Who attempts to summon the living. 

(Because I'm still counted among them, 

I should appear and knock: 

Good night, that is, good morning, 

Farewell, that is, hello. 

Not being stingy with questions to any answer 

If they concern life, 

That is, the storm before the calm.) 

                —translated from the Polish by Joanna Trzeciak 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7d07aa31b5&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7d07aa31b5&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7d07aa31b5&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=7d07aa31b5&e=d538c8f2e0
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John Muir's Literary Science 

By Terry Gifford 

The writings of the Scottish-born American naturalist John Muir are known for their scientific acumen as well 

as for their rhapsodic flights. Terry Gifford, author of Reconnecting with John Muir, explores Muir's 

multifaceted engagement with 'God's big show'. 

 

John Muir was not unaware of how his discoveries from his empirical research in Yosemite were being used 

by the professionals who were impatient for conventional scientific papers from him. Muir suspected that his 

refusal of scientific discourse initially left him vulnerable. Muir’s early revolutionary newspaper article titled 

‘Living Glaciers of California’ began life in a letter of 8 October 1872 to his friend Jeanne Carr in which Muir 

set out his empirical research results in glaciology, joking, ‘You will have the first chance to steal’. This 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#terry-gifford
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follows his complaint that a paper for the Boston Society of Natural History from Professor Samuel Kneeland 

drew from Muir’s work ‘and gave me credit for all of the smaller sayings and doings, and stole the broadest 

truth to himself’. When Muir’s literary executor William Frederic Badè compiled The Life and Letters (1924; 

reprinted 1996) he tactfully omitted a paragraph from this letter in which Muir also wondered how much 

credit he was being given in a lecture by the Berkeley geologist Professor LeConte whom Muir had guided 

with his students in Yosemite two years before. This lecture was to be published and was advertised as 

‘advancing many new and interesting theories’. Muir wrote to Jeanne Carr that he could better express his 

own thoughts for the public than LeConte’s ‘second-hand rehash’. So Muir’s resolve to publish his own work 

more effectively, using Jeanne Carr as, in effect, his literary agent, derived, at least in part, from a mistrust of 

professional scientists. In his determined amateurism and refusal to limit himself to the discourse of the 

professionals, Muir reached a wider audience with greater effect, gaining for himself a place not only in 

scientific, but also in literary history. In the richness of Muir’s discourse he reveals himself to be what he 

admired in Asa Gray, ‘a great, progressive, unlimited man like Darwin and Huxley and Tyndall’. 

What are the ways in which Muir’s discourse might be described as ‘progressive’ and ‘unlimited’? Two key 

features are narrative and metaphor. Even as he prepared to give the facts and figures of the movements of his 

stakes in the Mt McClure glacier which proved that the living glaciers of the high Sierra were moving at one 

inch each day, Muir launched into a mystery narrative, vivid with detail, lively in analogy, seductive in 

alliteration and powerfully rhythmic: 

One of the yellow days of last October, when I was among the mountains of the Merced group, following the 

footprints of the ancient glaciers that once flowed grandly from their ample fountains, reading what I could of 

their history as written in moraines and canyons and lakes and carved rocks, I came upon a small stream that 

was carrying mud I had not before seen. 

Ending this sentence with a slightly formal inversion enables Muir to produce the rhyme that sets up the 

mystery: ‘stream’/’seen’. 

In his personal narratives Muir frequently exclaims aloud: ‘Before I had time to reason I said, “Glacier Mud! 

– mountain meal!”’ The dramatic effect of this on the page has actually been enhanced by Badè’s addition of 

the quotation and exclamation marks. It is worth remembering that Muir developed a reputation for oral 

dramatic story-telling that must have been symbiotic with his written narrative sense. Ronald Limbaugh has 

brilliantly shown that Muir integrated not only his reading, but his oral story-telling with what we have in 

print in the case of the story of Stickeen. (See Gifford 1996, page 893ff, for a memoir of Muir’s ‘wonderful 

story-telling ability’.) So, as the narrative unfolds, mud leads to a terminal moraine, above which is snow, on 

which are lines of stones clearly moving in curves and ‘I shouted, “A living glacier!”’ The Berkeley scientist 

LeConte had mistrusted Muir’s sample of glacier ice that he had sent him years before, so Muir ‘determined 

to collect proofs of the common measured arithmetical kind’ which in this letter/article/paper he goes on 

provide. Of course, what Muir’s measurements revealed was a narrative much more important than that of 

personal discovery, solving a mystery, or correcting the sceptical professionals of his day who clung to a 

belief that Yosemite Valley was formed by a single seismic cataclysm. Muir’s is the fundamental narrative 

demonstrated from different data by Darwin, that creation is still ongoing. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

47 

It is the dynamic interplay of elemental forces in the natural world that is Muir’s central narrative and the 

reason why his writing is so dramatic is because he seeks to place himself in their way for the purpose not 

only of empirical observation, but also to be at home in them as a species. Muir’s scientific data is always a 

personal narrative because he wants to demonstrate that it is possible for our species to find a place in that 

ongoing creation. His personal example leads his readership to be aware of choices crucial to its influence on 

evolution. If, for example, logging reduced the number of tree species in America, the future evolution of 

American forests was limited in its development. Conservation became, for Muir, not just nostalgic 

preservation, but an intervention in potential futures. In specific cases this narrative would determine whether 

the human species could survive in America. Muir noted that the logging of watersheds, for example, was 

having a disastrous effect upon water conservation in a California that looked unlikely to be able to sustain its 

growing human population.  
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Commenting on Darwin’s evolutionary narrative Gillian Beer writes, ‘Evolutionary theory brings together 

two imaginative elements implicit in much nineteenth-century thinking and creativity. One was the 

fascination with growth … The other was the concept of transformation.’ When Beer writes that the reason 

why Wordsworth and Coleridge mattered to Darwin was because of their ‘emphasis on growth and process 

rather than on conclusion and confirmation’, one recognises Muir’s central narrative drive. For Muir that 

unfinished process of American nature – rather than American ‘landscapes’ – had implications for the human 

species that called for a conservation debate that went deeper than the usual nineteenth century American 

concept of ‘wise use of resources’. This required a popular mode of writing that could draw upon all the 

resources of rhetoric. As a trained scientist who had studied the Bible, Milton and Burns, Muir had the literary 

skills as well as the discipline-base to combine the discourses of authoritative scientist, popular poetic nature 

writer and conservationist preacher with, admittedly, varying degrees of success. 

 

Unlike Darwin, it is clear that Muir delighted in his rhetorical resources. ‘Despite the metaphoric density of 

his writing,’ Beer writes, ‘Darwin seems never to have raised into consciousness its imaginative … 

implications … He saw some of the dangers of “authorisation”.’ Muir revelled in ‘authorisation’, playfully 

and brilliantly mixing his metaphors to startling effects. One of the techniques Muir frequently used to 

generate the awe of looking at something afresh was the analogy of poetic images. Thus we have in the 

discourse of the Studies in the Sierra (1874; reprinted in Gifford 1996) ‘ice-ploughs’, ‘glacial cultivation’, 

‘ice-wombs, now mostly barren’, ‘pages of rocks embellished with gardens’, a ‘canyon-tree’ of ice whose 

‘fruit and foliage’ are ‘meadow and lake’, together with a ‘five-petalled glacier’. In her study of Victorian 

scientific prose, Gillian Beer notes the use of poetic effects: ‘Poetry offered particular formal resources to 

think with … The poet sets up multiple relations between ideas in a style closer to the form of theorems than 

of prose.’ It is clear that Muir was thinking with his metaphors, as when he wrote that whilst the tree analogy 

for a river served some aspects well, in other respects they ‘more nearly resemble certain gigantic algae with 
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naked stalks’. The essay on the ‘Formation of Soils’ concludes with Muir’s all-encompassing proto-ecological 

vision that all his poetic devices try to serve: ‘Nor in all these involved operations may we detect the faintest 

note of disorder; every soil-atom seems to yield enthusiastic obedience to law – boulders and mud-grains 

moving to music as harmoniously as the far-whirling planets.’ The scope of this, as well as its biblical 

construction and rhythms, conveys a subtle spiritual dimension that is inherent rather than explicit. But later 

in life, faced with the urgent need for conservation campaigning, based upon his then extensive scientific 

knowledge, Muir was also to be roused to the ranting discourse of the preacher. 

‘Dam Hetch Hetchy! As well as dam for water-tanks the people’s cathedrals and churches, for no holier 

temple has ever been consecrated by the heart of man.’ Muir could work his rhetoric up to end a book with a 

bang. ‘God has cared for these trees, saved them from drought disease, avalanches and a thousand straining 

levelling tempests and floods; but he cannot save them from fools – only Uncle Sam can do that.’ The final 

arguments of The Yosemite and Our National Parks respectively are not Muir’s strongest, despite their strong 

form of discourse. Both arguments appear to appeal to the religious norms of his readers, but both are flawed 

by their own internal logic. If man-made temples are not as holy as Hetch Hetchy Valley they might actually 

provide better water-tanks. And no post-Darwinian proto-ecologist can believe that ‘God’ has ‘saved’ 

America’s forests. In fact, the rather more measured discourse that has preceded these resounding final rants 
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is more convincing. 

 

 

On the Hetch Hetchy issue, Muir took each of the popular arguments for flooding the valley and corrected 

false information and impressions. Muir argued that this valley is ‘one of the greatest of all our natural 

resources for the uplifting joy and peace and health of the people … where Nature may heal and cheer and 

give strength to body and soul alike.’ The argument for the healing power of direct contact with wild nature 

for urban humans appealed to both utility and spirituality. In his later writing Muir’s democratic appeal on 

behalf of ‘the people’ was the basis for his conservation strategy. As himself an immigrant with an 

immigrant’s faith in American democracy, Muir made a moving argument at the end of Our National 

Parks about America’s welcoming those to the woods who would live wisely in them, but that regulation for 

sustainable living must ultimately be made by the federal government to control corporate lumber interests. 

So ultimately, it is not just that Muir could not confine himself to the discourse of the empirical scientist, 
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could not deny his poetic muse. Muir’s talent as a popular writer reaching a wide audience throughout 

America was put at the service of the American land through the medium of the voting power of the 

American people. 

 

Of course, some of Muir’s writing can seem excruciatingly New Age to the contemporary reader 

unsympathetic to this discourse, as in the most sentimental of Muir’s personifications when, returning from 

days spent on the glaciers, ‘bird and plant friends’ welcomed him back among them. It is worth noting Gillian 

Beer’s observation that Darwin’s anthropomorphisms were ‘based on the assumed congruity of man with all 

other forms of life’. It is fair to recognise that Muir’s eccentric whimsical persona produced these effects 

partly out of the same mode of discourse that allowed for ‘snowflowers’ and ‘petalled glaciers’. Images that 

reminded readers of the seamless nature of the processes of growth and decay, of the sensitivity of everything 

to its context, were key features of Muir’s rhetorical strategy. We may now wince ourselves to read in 

the Studies that ‘the huge granite valley was lithe as a serpent, and winced tenderly to the touch of every 

tributary’. But here was a work of science that sought to convey a vision of more than just ‘congruity’ that 

strains at the limits of the resources of human discourses themselves. 

Muir’s earliest published journal, A Thousand Mile Walk to the Gulf, is probably his earliest sustained prose 

attempt to find a discourse adequate to his sense of the dimensions of the world to which he was so alert. This 

journal is a young man’s purging of many of the assumptions with which he has grown up. It is both a 

humbling and an uplifting experience: ‘The substance of the winds is too thin for human eyes, their written 

language is too difficult for human minds, and their spoken language mostly too faint for the ears.’ But for 

Muir the demand for a rich use of multiple discourses that not only integrate our forms of knowledge but our 

modes of expression, is produced by the attempt to confront the complexity of the world in which we have to 

be at home or die. Muir’s early frustration at the limits of human discourse arose out of a deep sense of the 

richness of relations in the natural world he wanted to mediate. In that early journal Muir wrote: ‘There is not 

a fragment in nature, for every relative fragment of one thing is a full harmonious unit in itself. All together 

form the one great palimpsest of the world.’ Only a literature such as Muir developed, that drew from all the 

multiple modes of discourse available, could hope to see into and serve that palimpsest. 
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Public Domain Works 

• The Writings of John Muir 

John Muir1916 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 1 - A Story of My Boyhood and Youth & A Thousand Mile Walk to 

the Gulf 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 2 - My First Summer in the Sierra 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 3 - Travels in Alaska 

https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir01muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir02muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir03muirrich
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o Internet ArchiveVol. 4 - The Mountains of California I 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 5 - The Mountains of California II 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 6 - Our National Parks 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 7 - The Cruise of the Corwin 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 8 - Steep Trails 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 9 - The Life and Letters of John Muir I 

o Internet ArchiveVol. 10 - The Life and Letters of John Muir II 

TEXTS 

• Complete HTML versions of all John Muir's writings, including articles and selected passages 

o Yosemite Online 

TEXTS 

• Alaska Days with John Muir 

Samuel Hall Young1915 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/john-muir-s-literary-science 

  

https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir04muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir05muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir06muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir07muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir08muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir09muirrich
https://archive.org/stream/writingsjohnmuir10muirrich
http://www.yosemite.ca.us/john_muir_writings/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/john-muir-s-literary-science
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A Close Reading of the QAnon Shaman’s Conspiracy Manifesto 

How RFK Jr., Naomi Wolf, and an NYU Professor Ended Up on the Same Page as QAnon Cultist Jacob 

Chanley 

By Mark Dery 

 

November 15, 2021 

The “QAnon shaman”—Jacob Chansley, the tattooed dude having an Excellent Adventure in Mike Pence’s 

Senate chair on January 6—put a photogenic face on the insurrection, and on Trump’s Idiocracy. Barechested, 

covered in neo-pagan tattoos, brandishing a spear, and sporting a fur headdress with horns, Chansley was 

catnip to media outlets. Was he a Burning Man bro gone MAGA? Adam Ant on ayahuasca? Or, as one 

YouTube wag put it, what you get “when you throw a Republican, a ton of shrooms and MDMA, a scratched 

DVD of Vikings Season 1, and a sweaty yoga mat into a boiling pot”? 

All anyone knew at the time was that he was a devout believer in QAnon, the conspiracy cult that knows, 

beyond a shadow of a doubt, that a devil-worshipping cabal of cannibalistic pedophiles is the real power—the 

Deep State—behind our sham democracy. Whoever he was, he made great copy. No coverage of the sacking 

of the Capitol was complete without a photo of him sitting in the vice-president’s chair on the senate dais or 

leading the assembled rioters in a prayer thanking God for allowing him and a mob of deranged “patriots” to 

“send a message to all the tyrants, the communists, and the globalists that this is our nation, not theirs.” 

Chansley is being held at a Federal Correctional Institution in Colorado, awaiting his November 17 

sentencing on a felony charge that could keep him behind bars for four more years . He accepted a DOJ plea 

deal that reduced the six counts in his indictment, which could’ve sent him to prison for up to 20 years, to 

https://lithub.com/author/markdery/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=22d6tRXxVeg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=22d6tRXxVeg
https://www.newyorker.com/news/video-dept/a-reporters-footage-from-inside-the-capitol-siege
https://www.businessinsider.com/q-shaman-capitol-rioter-to-take-prison-psychological-test-2021-6
https://www.justice.gov/usao-dc/capitol-breach-cases
https://www.justice.gov/usao-dc/capitol-breach-cases
https://www.wusa9.com/article/news/national/capitol-riots/qanon-shaman-jacob-chansley-agrees-to-plead-guilty-in-capitol-riot-donald-trump-organic-food-horns-spear-prayer-senate-chamber/65-6bf0fee3-7e8b-4c80-9138-63e22267074f
https://www.justice.gov/usao-dc/case-multi-defendant/file/1430996/download
https://www.justice.gov/usao-dc/case-multi-defendant/file/1430996/download
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one: Obstruction of an Official Proceeding (the counting, in a joint session of congress, of the Electoral 

College results of the 2020 presidential election). 

Curious to know if Chansley really is emblematic of the batshit style in American politics, as the historian 

Richard J. Hofstadter never called it, I bought a copy of his book, One Mind at a Time: A Deep State of 

Illusion, self-published in 2020 under the name Jacob Angeli. 

“Doing my own research brought me more information than listening to the news ever could.” 

I wasn’t surprised by the misspellings and grammar glitches. Chansley is a college dropout, smarter than his 

persona suggests and a better writer than some of the undergrads I’ve taught but hobbled by the spotty literacy 

of the autodidact. (Hitler’s minister of propaganda is “Joseph Gerbils”; the civil-rights icon known for his “I 

Have a Dream” speech is “Martian Luther King Jr.”) 

Also no surprise: the weird syncretism of New Age spirituality and right-wing conspiracy theory, which 

scholars of American religion have dubbed “conspirituality.” This, after all, is a man who describes himself in 

his back-cover bio as a “shamanic practitioner, QAnon digital soldier,” New Age energy healer, and “God-

loving, country-protecting patriot of the U.S.A.” “What we did on Jan. 6 in many ways was an evolution in 

consciousness,” he told the Washington Post, “because as we marched down the street… shouting ‘USA’ or 

shouting things like ‘freedom’… we were actually affecting the quantum realm.” Deepak Chopra, meet 

QAnon. 

One Mind at a Time outlines a unified field theory of power, paranoia, and sinister myth. No surprise there, 

either: Frank P. Mintz, the historian who invented the term, defines conspiracism as the “belief in the primacy 

of conspiracies in the unfolding of history.” It’s the metanarrative suspicious minds use to make sense of the 

world. And a significant part of that sense-making consists of sleuthing out the connections between 

seemingly unrelated things. 

Chansley connects the dots between the Freemasons, the Illuminati, Yale’s secretive Skull & Bones society, 

MK-Ultra (the CIA’s notorious experiment in Better Brainwashing Through LSD), Nikola Tesla, “reptilians 

from the Draco star system,” “the artificial monolith” found on Mars’s moon Phobos (on loan from Stanley 

Kubrick’s 2001 ?), the horrors of fluoridation, the depravity of the Royal Family, Jeffrey Epstein, Jeffrey 

Dahmer, the performance artist Marina Abramović’s “’spirit cooking’ event based on Aleister Crowley 

Magic,” which Hillary Clinton attended, we’re told, and where “semen, breast milk, and blood” were on the 

menu. The scattered points coalesce, as they always do, into a constellation: “the deep state takeover of our 

nation through corrupt laws and the government’s misuse of force.” 

What I wasn’t prepared for was just how closely One Mind at a Time harmonizes with the worldviews of 

public figures like Robert F. Kennedy Jr., the environmental activist-cum-anti-vaxxer; Naomi Wolf, the 

feminist pundit turned COVID Truther; and Mark Crispin Miller, the NYU professor of media studies who 

ran afoul of his colleagues for what they allege is his “espousal of ‘non-evidence based’ conspiracy theories, 

including [the belief] that cell phones cause cancer and the moon landing was fake” and, most controversially, 

his promotion of anti-mask, anti-vaccine misinformation in the middle of a pandemic. 

https://books.google.com/books/about/One_Mind_At_A_Time.html?id=ykeWzQEACAAJ
https://books.google.com/books/about/One_Mind_At_A_Time.html?id=ykeWzQEACAAJ
https://www.washingtonpost.com/local/jacob-chansely-horn-qanon-capitol-riot/2021/01/09/5d3c2c96-52b9-11eb-bda4-615aaefd0555_story.html
https://books.google.com/books/about/The_Liberty_Lobby_and_the_American_Right.html?id=A2saAQAAIAAJ
https://markcrispinmiller.com/wp-content/uploads/2021/03/160329_2020_Dr_Mark_Crispin_Miller_v_Arjun_Appadurai_et_al_MEMORANDUM_OF_LAW_I_172.pdf
https://gothamist.com/news/nyu-warns-students-after-professor-allegedly-declares-mask-ineffective-slowing-covid-spread
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Their reflexive mistrust of official narratives and fervent embrace of conspiracy theories makes all three 

sound, at times, as if they’re channeling Chansley. Kennedy, whose iconic name has made him a 

superspreader of popular delusions, believes Bill Gates is behind a diabolical scheme to control the population 

by injecting us, via COVID vaccines, with microchips; that 5G “causes DNA dysfunction ”; and, famously, 

that vaccines cause autism, a thoroughly debunked theory typical of the anti-vaxxer falsehoods that got 

him banned from Instagram . 

Wolf, who was booted off Twitter for the same reason, has suggested that the Moderna vaccine is a “software 

platform…that can receive uploads ”; that Apple has developed a “new tech to deliver vaccines with 

[nanoparticles] that let you travel back in time”; and that Dr. Anthony Fauci, Big Pharma, and Bill and 

Melinda Gates are part of a monstrous conspiracy using vaccination passports as a stalking horse to strip 

Americans of their rights and impose a totalitarian regime. 

As for Miller, he’s a 9/11 Truther, a Sandy Hook skeptic (the school shootings were a “false flag” operation, 

he believes, staged to provide a pretext for a crackdown on Second Amendment rights), and a vociferous 

opponent of masking, lockdowns, and vaccines, which he, like Wolf and Kennedy, believes are prelude to 

“The Great Reset,” a eugenicist plot cooked up by George Soros, the Rockefellers, Ted Turner, and—because 

no conspiracy’s complete without him—Bill Gates to eradicate the mass of humanity so the one percent can 

have the planet all to themselves, maintaining a slave class that will serve their overlords in a neo-feudal 

society. 

“Look for certain code words like ‘pasta’ or ‘pizza’ and if the pizza sign has, like, devil horns or something, 

that’s something to watch out for, okay?” 

How did the scion of America’s most storied political dynasty; the author of a feminist classic that influenced 

generations (The Beauty Myth); and a progressive media critic end up on the same page as a QAnon cultist 

whose book reads like Don DeLillo on DMT? 

What all four have in common is the knee-jerk suspicion that all government and establishment-media 

narratives, all expert opinions are “propaganda.” This wariness is coupled, paradoxically, with a willingness 

to believe any “counternarrative,” no matter how dubiously sourced or implausible. In raising doubts about 

public-health authorities like Fauci, the CDC, and the WHO, Kennedy, Wolf, and Miller seem to see 

themselves as standard-bearers of the 1960s activism whose bumper-sticker slogan was Question Authority. 

Conspiracism is a counterculture—a counterculture of counternarratives. 

One Mind at a Time isn’t Steal This Book for Trumpers, but “question authority” could easily do double duty 

as Chansley’s battle cry. Asked by the BBC’s Channel 4 News, ”At what point in your life did you stop 

listening to the mainstream narrative?” Chansley replied, “When I realized that doing my own research 

brought me more information than listening to the news ever could. Once I stopped allowing the news to 

make up my mind or my narrative for me, I grew exponentially.” 

Chansley’s use of the word “research” is instructive. Every QAnon cultist is a self-styled “researcher,” 

convinced that his or her Google erudition is a license to question authority. They’re symptomatic of our 

moment, when the hierarchy-flattening internet makes everyone a critic and everyone an expert. Called on the 

carpet by his department chair for his skepticism about the efficacy of masking and other pandemic measures, 

https://www.forbes.com/sites/carlieporterfield/2020/08/15/debunked-bill-gates-conspiracy-gets-a-boost-from-rfk-jr-marla-maples/?sh=23af701f8bb2
https://www.theglobeandmail.com/world/article-robert-f-kennedy-jr-medical-misinformation/
https://slate.com/technology/2013/06/robert-f-kennedy-jr-advocate-for-anti-science-and-anti-vaccination.html
https://www.cnn.com/2021/02/10/tech/robert-kennedy-jr-instagram-ban/index.html
https://www.theguardian.com/books/2021/jun/05/naomi-wolf-banned-twitter-spreading-vaccine-myths
https://www.bbc.com/news/world-us-canada-57374241
https://www.bbc.com/news/world-us-canada-57374241
https://twitter.com/MattGertz/status/1365289387362295811/photo/2
https://twitter.com/MattGertz/status/1365289387362295811/photo/2
https://www.mediamatters.org/fox-news/fox-keeps-hosting-pandemic-conspiracy-theorist-naomi-wolf
https://www.mediamatters.org/fox-news/fox-keeps-hosting-pandemic-conspiracy-theorist-naomi-wolf
https://www.chronicle.com/article/the-professor-of-paranoia
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=trB06rINhKI
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Miller was incredulous. “He said, ‘Do you think you know more than the doctors at NYU?’” Miller told 

Joseph Mercola, the anti-vaxxer and peddler of anti-COVID nostrums, on his podcast. “I didn’t even know 

what to say to that. I read the studies [showing, in Miller’s opinion, that “masks are not effective as a barrier 

to transmission of respiratory viruses”]; that’s all I can say. And I understand English.” 

What he doesn’t understand is virology. Or epidemiology. Or vaccinology. “Medical science is science and 

facts are facts,” said Nina Burleigh, whose VIRUS: Vaccinations, the CDC, and the Hijacking of America’s 

Response to the Pandemic (2021) touches on the question of COVID conspiracism. “You can have an 

informed opinion on, for example, economic policies that affect the frail and poor,” she told me, in an email. 

“But you can’t have an ‘opinion’ on the details of a heart surgery if you’re not a heart surgeon, or about the 

best chemotherapy if you aren’t an oncologist.” 

Conspiracism is what happens when the hermeneutics of suspicion escapes the page, into the wild. 

The thing is, if everything is a narrative, and only a narrative—a tale told by an unreliable narrator bent on 

cover-up or propaganda—science isn’t science, and facts aren’t facts. For Chansley, Miller, Wolf, and 

Kennedy, as for most of us, mental life is a welter of media narratives—tweets, posts, podcasts, cable news, 

commercials, papers of record, pop-up ads, talk radio, YouTube channels, websites, blogs, newsletters. What 

distinguishes the way they read those narratives, however, is a conspiracist mentality that takes “the 

hermeneutics of suspicion” to extremes. Coined by the French philosopher Paul Ricœur, the term refers to a 

form of textual analysis that assumes the narrative is there to conceal, not reveal. The truth is under the 

floorboards, hidden in the crawlspace of the subtext, and like all buried things is never pretty to look at when 

exhumed. (“My definition of ‘conspiracy theory,’” Miller likes to say, “is something that if true, you couldn’t 

handle it.”) 

The hermeneutics of suspicion is more than an analytic method, argues the literary theorist Rita Felski, it’s a 

state of mind. “This entrenching of suspicion… intensifies the impulse to decipher and decode,” she writes, 

in The Limits of Critique (2015). “The suspicious person is sharp-eyed and hyper-alert; mistrustful of 

appearances, fearful of being duped, … always on the lookout for concealed threats and discreditable motives. 

In short: more suspicion means ever more interpretation.” 

Conspiracism is what happens when the hermeneutics of suspicion escapes the page, into the wild. The world 

is a text; anything can be a sign, a symbol, disinformation, propaganda, psy-ops, a subliminal message, 

evidence of dark designs and covert ops. Where you and I see a stylized arrowhead in the logo of the 

Arrowhead Towne Center mall in Glendale, Arizona, Chansley sees “pedofile code,” as the orthographically 

challenged sign he waved at a 2020 Trump event proclaimed. “This symbol says that Arrowhead mall is a 

safe haven for certain people with certain tastes—in particular, boy love,” he tells a TV crew, adding, with 

flawless comic timing, “That’s not just me talkin’ out my rear end, here.” All the globalists’ schemes are 

“hidden in plain sight.” You’ve got to “read between the lines,” he instructs the viewing audience. Look for 

“certain code words like ‘pasta’ or ‘pizza’ and if the pizza sign has, like, devil horns or something, that’s 

something to watch out for, okay?” The sun winks off the upswept horns on his headdress. 

One Mind at a Time begins with a quote from a 1961 speech by President Kennedy: “For we are opposed 

around the world by a monolithic and ruthless conspiracy that relies primarily on covert means for expanding 

its sphere of influence…” The Cold War was on, and Kennedy was conjuring the specter of Soviet expansion, 

https://mercola.fileburst.com/PDF/ExpertInterviewTranscripts/DrMercola-MarkCrispinMiller-RecognizingManipulationintheMedia.pdf
https://mercola.fileburst.com/PDF/ExpertInterviewTranscripts/DrMercola-MarkCrispinMiller-RecognizingManipulationintheMedia.pdf
https://mercola.fileburst.com/PDF/ExpertInterviewTranscripts/DrMercola-MarkCrispinMiller-RecognizingManipulationintheMedia.pdf
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=22d6tRXxVeg
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but Chansley, adept at the hermeneutics of suspicion, reads between the lines: “The deep state is the system 

which Kennedy spoke of,” he writes, a conspiracy marshaling “vast human and material resources into the 

building of a tightly knit, highly efficient machine.” 

Dealey Plaza is conspiracism’s primal scene. The assassination of JFK and the Warren report’s suspiciously 

tidy verdict that Lee Harvey Oswald acted alone—regarded by many as a foregone conclusion intended to 

quell conspiracy theories—marked the beginning of Baby Boomers’ loss of faith in authorities and 

institutions. “2020 really began to slouch towards us in 1963, you know what I’m saying?” Miller told a 

crowd of COVID skeptics, anti-vaxxers, and assorted Truthers at a rally in May of this year. “It really sort of 

starts in Dallas on November 22nd, right?” It is The Conspiracy, of course; Chansley’s Deep State. JFK 

committed “crimes against that network, that syndicate and its interests,” said Miller. “That got him killed.” 

Robert F. Kennedy Jr. would probably agree. He believes that both his father and his uncle were the victims 

of conspiracies. 

“The assassination left an emptiness that made everything plausible, made us susceptible to the most 

incredible ideas and fantasies,” Don DeLillo told a BBC interviewer. Riffing on Libra, his novel about those 

six seconds in Dallas, he said, 

We couldn’t seem to find out what happened, even on the most basic level: How many gunmen? How many 

shots? How many wounds on the president’s body? There was no coherent reality we could analyze and 

study, so we became a little paranoid; we developed a sense of the secret manipulation of history… 

Documents lost or destroyed; official records sealed for 50 years; a number of very suspicious murders and 

suicides. Since Dallas, we see conspiracy everywhere. 

Trump, our first conspiracist president, sailed into office on a wave of conspiracist bilge. Tellingly, JFK was 

the ghost at the Burger King buffet of the Trump presidency, materializing during the 2016 campaign when 

Trump insinuated, citing a patently fabricated story in The National Enquirer, that his rival Ted Cruz’s father 

was with Oswald shortly before he killed Kennedy and thus somehow involved in the assassination. 

In 2017, a year into Trump’s presidency, he threw the conspiracists in his base a bone by ordering the 

National Archives to release documents related to JFK’s assassination. Trump is out of office, but Trumpism 

marches on, and with it the conspiratorial obsession with the shots that ended Camelot: on November 2, 

QAnon cultists gathered in Dealey Plaza to await the Second Coming of JFK, Jr., whose death in 1999 is no 

impediment, in their minds, to him becoming Trump’s running mate in 2024 when the Orange One has 

another go at the presidency. 

Trump, our first conspiracist president, sailed into office on a wave of conspiracist bilge. 

In 1958, “about three-quarters of Americans trusted the federal government to do the right thing almost 

always or most of the time,” notes a 2021 report by the Pew Research Center. “Since 2007, the share saying 

they can trust the government always or most of the time has not surpassed 30 percent” But if it was the 

gravitational pull of the assassination of JFK—not to mention the murders of RFK and Malcolm X and MLK, 

and Vietnam and Watergate—that caused our confidence in official explanations to collapse into an 

epistemological black hole, it’s the Right’s weaponization of that uncertainty that spread the virus of 

conspiracism. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oPrTaINPtSg&t=12851s
https://www.townandcountrymag.com/society/money-and-power/a34374173/robert-f-kennedy-jr-vaccines-interview/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0DTePKA1wgc
https://www.pewresearch.org/politics/2021/05/17/public-trust-in-government-1958-2021/
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Newt Gingrich, the Republican Speaker of the House whose declared goal was “reshaping the entire nation 

through the news media,” pioneered the tactic of demonizing and discrediting the “liberal media elite” as well 

as the very congress he served in—anything, in fact, that stood in the way of the pugnacious right-wing 

populism he epitomized. Fox News turned his kill-the-messenger strategy into a mega-profitable outrage 

machine. Trump transformed Fox’s red-meat demagoguery into a wrecking-ball assault on “the regime of 

truth,” as the philosopher Michel Foucault called it—the dominant discourses and adjudicating bodies that 

determine what, in a given society, is true or false. Trump’s insistence that we’re entitled not just to our own 

opinions, but to our own facts, is now an article of faith on the Right. 

Jack Bratich, a professor of media studies and author of Conspiracy Panics: Political Rationality and Popular 

Culture, believes that the legitimate skepticism inspired by historical events like the assassination of JFK (and 

the Warren report’s open-and-shut verdict on it) has mutated into a toxic skepticism that is not only hostile to 

government institutions but has turned on gatekeepers like the press, scientists, and medical authorities, 

provoking an epistemological duel to the death over facts and alt-facts, truth and truthiness. 

The effect of these attacks and counterattacks is “mutually assured disqualification,” Bratich argued, in a 2017 

lecture, punning on the Cold War doctrine of Mutually Assured Destruction. And the effect of that is what 

could be called epistemological vertigo—the pervasive sense of not knowing how to sort fact from falsehood; 

of being unmoored from the truth. It’s what makes so many grab onto the reassuringly black-and-white 

theology of conspiracism. 

And it is a theology, Manichean in its cosmic struggle between good and evil, apocalyptic in its conviction 

that we’re living in the end times. “There is a war on humanity, there is a war on religion, there is a war on 

human assembly,” said Naomi Wolf, on Fox News Primetime. “Big Tech wants to drive everyone indoors and 

dissolve the bonds between people.” “I’m not afraid to say that this [push for mass vaccination] is an evil, 

an evil thing, an evil project,” Mark Crispin Miller told the hosts of the City Spotlight community radio show. 

“It is not intended to save lives; it’s intended to… end them.” But there’s a glimmer of hope: “I think that the 

project that’s being inflicted on the whole world now is so grandiose, it’s so insane, and it’s so directly hostile 

to nature and, really, to God, I have to say, that it can’t work. It reminds me of the Tower of Babel.” 

Some conspiracy scholars dismiss Richard Hofstadter’s pop-psych take on right-wing populism as dated, 

but The Paranoid Style in American Politics (1965) still rings true in its analysis of conspiracism’s religious 

undertones: “Like religious millenarians, [the conspiracist] expresses the anxiety of those who are living 

through the last days… The apocalypticism of the paranoid style runs dangerously near to hopeless 

pessimism, but usually stops short of it.” 

True to form, One Mind at a Time ends not with visions of the Great Replacement or the Great Reset, but with 

a flurry of New Age platitudes. Chansley calls for “Non-Violent Conscious Rebellion,” offers “A Vision of a 

Better Tomorrow.” “Imagine if the entire world started using hemp instead of wood, imagine if we used 

hempcrete instead of concrete”! “Cities of the future will float in the sky,” “disease will be a thing of the 

past,” “time travel and telekinesis will become normal,” we’ll look back on the old, bogus world from a 

“higher dimensional perspective of conscious energetic vibratory frequency.” 

Of course, that was before Mr. Chansley went to Washington. Before he swaggered, grinning, into the Senate 

chamber with a “ Fuckin’ A, man.” Before he announced that he was going to take a selfie in the vice-

https://www.nytimes.com/1994/12/14/us/gingrich-first-mastered-the-media-and-then-rose-to-be-king-of-the-hill.html
https://www.pitzer.edu/mcsi/2017/12/14/jack-bratich-everyone-conspiracy-theorist-anyone/
https://www.pitzer.edu/mcsi/2017/12/14/jack-bratich-everyone-conspiracy-theorist-anyone/
https://www.mediamatters.org/fox-news/fox-keeps-hosting-pandemic-conspiracy-theorist-naomi-wolf
https://cloudedtitles.com/news/media/
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president’s chair “because Mike Pence is a fucking traitor.” Before he led the assembled insurrectionists in a 

prayer in which he thanked the Lord for “allowing us to get rid of the communists, the globalists, and the 

traitors within our government.” 

At that very moment, elsewhere in the building, insurrectionists willing to die for the Big Lie that Donald 

Trump won the election but a conspiracy stole it from him, were tasing, bear-spraying, and, immune to irony, 

using flagpoles flying Old Glory to bludgeon—to death, if they had their way—Capitol police. 

Chansley ended his prayer with a benediction, thanking God “for filling this chamber with… the divine 

omnipresent white light of love and protection, peace and harmony.” Filled with the spirit of benevolence, he 

propped his spear against the desk and, finding a pen and paper, scrawled a note to the vice-president: “its 

only a matter of time / justice is coming!” 

 

Mark Dery 

Mark Dery is a cultural critic, essayist, and the author of four books: Escape Velocity, a critique of the 

“libertarian bro” ideology that dominated the Digital Revolution of the ’90s; two studies of American 

mythologies (and pathologies), The Pyrotechnic Insanitarium: American Culture on the Brink and the essay 

collection I Must Not Think Bad Thoughts; and, most recently, a biography, Born To Be Posthumous: The 

Eccentric Life and Mysterious Genius of Edward Gorey. 

 

https://lithub.com/a-close-reading-of-the-qanon-shamans-conspiracy-manifesto/  

  

https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2021/01/25/among-the-insurrectionists
https://lithub.com/author/markdery/
https://lithub.com/a-close-reading-of-the-qanon-shamans-conspiracy-manifesto/
https://lithub.com/author/markdery/
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Class in crime fiction: a roundtable discussion 

Adrian McKinty, Laura McHugh, Angel Luis Colón, Julia Dahl, Joe Ide, and Lisa Levy take one of the least 

discussed issues in fiction. 

NOVEMBER 9, 2021 BY LISA LEVY 

 

 

Yes, the roundtables will keep coming until I run out of ideas or authors to participate, and I have a lot of 

ideas and a big virtual Rolodex. For this installment, I was chatting with Julia Dahl about potential subjects 

and she suggested class. It got me thinking about how exactly class and social divisions work in crime fiction, 

and thus another roundtable is born. Here’s our lineup, along with their latest novels and where to get them. 

Julia Dahl, The Missing Hours (Minotaur) 

Angel Luis Colón, Hell Chose Me (Down & Out) 

Laura McHugh, What’s Done in Darkness (Random House) 

Adrian McKinty, The Chain (Mulholland) 

Joe Ide, The Goodbye Coast (Mulholland) 

https://crimereads.com/author/lisa-levy/
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781250083722
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781948235600
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780399590313
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9780316531238
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781668607510
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___________________________________ 

“I party with Havarti” 

___________________________________ 

Lisa: Hi! Please let us know when you are here, where in the world you are, the last book you wrote and your 

favorite kind of cheese. 

Laura McHugh: Hi! I’m in Columbia, Missouri, my most recent book is What’s Done in Darkness, and I like 

almost all cheese, but maybe Stilton best.  

Lisa: My husband is a Stilton fan. I die for double-creams. 

Angel: Hi folks, I’m in New Jersey, my last book was Hell Chose Me, and I party with Havarti. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Julia Dahl: My name is Julia Dahl, I’m in New York’s Hudson Valley, my most recent book is The Missing 

Hours and my favorite cheese is the stinkiest cheese on the plate. 

Adrian McKinty: Hello. I’m Adrian. The last book I wrote was called The Chain. My favourite cheese is 

probably Munster. 

Julia: My son just read a comic where a mom accidentally picks the Monster cheese to make a sandwich 

instead of Muenster and…hijinks ensue! 

Joe Ide: Hi all I’m In Santa Monica 

Julia: OMG Joe Ide too? This is the best company I’ve been in in YEARS. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

___________________________________ 

“Just because they are ‘low’ class doesn’t mean they have no moral compass.” 

___________________________________ 

Laura: My characters are working class Midwestern/Ozark people who face obstacles/lack opportunities to 

change their situations for the better. Hard to claw out of that class in rural isolated areas. 
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Julia: In my most recent book my main character is a wealthy, educated, semi-famous white woman living in 

Manhattan—essentially, the upper class and the height of privilege. I chose that world because the book is 

about the aftermath of a sexual assault and part of what I wanted to address was that there are literally no 

good ways to respond when you are attacked in that way. I wanted to work on the idea that *even* a woman 

of her profile will likely not be believed or taken seriously as a victim. 

Angel: I like to think my characters are completely defined by their misconception of class and how to 

achieve success. They rationalize their behavior is being a means to an end that should bring happiness or 

satisfaction. A lot of their arguments boil down to, “Well, if they can, why can’t I?” 

Lisa: That’s the gist of noir, isn’t it? Noir is where dreamers become schemers (I stole that from Laura 

Lippmann) 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Laura: It affects the choices [my characters] make—sometimes there are no good choices. But just because 

they are “low” class doesn’t mean they have no moral compass. 

Julia: I wanted to drive home that in some ways, she’s even at a disadvantage in her privilege: no one is going 

to feel sorry for the trust fund girl who got drunk. But you don’t have to be likable to deserve justice. 

Angel: Suffering under the delusion that you can make the system work for you while blind to the fact that it 

is blatantly built to destroy you. 

Lisa: Laura that’s important—morality and class are not the same. 

Julia: super interesting! 

Lisa: Adrian you are quiet! 

Adrian: I’m a good listener 

Julia: love that! 

Julia: YES 

Lisa: and a good talker 

___________________________________ 

“People who would never be racist are gleefully classist.” 
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___________________________________ 

Lisa: I didn’t mean for Adrian to be our sole non-American. But I had several British writers turn me down 

because of the topic. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Laura: At a book club, a lady told me there were no strong women in my book…after some heated discussion, 

she realized her definition of a strong woman is a woman with an advanced degree and a powerful job. Class 

comes into play for readers as well as writers. 

Lisa: Laura That’s fascinating. 

Lisa: It’s a conflation of class and a very strict value system. 

Adrian: It’s also an American thing. If you read the comments in say the Washington Post there’s such class 

hatred for people from working class backgrounds who don’t trust the government or whatever, who don’t 

take a vaccine and die of Covid. There’s a gleeful tone when they die and vulgarity that you would never see 

with say race. 

Adrian: People who would never be racist are gleefully classist. 

Lisa: Race is how class plays out in a lot of books. 

Angel: Laura—you bring in a great point. Some genres, and especially some subgenres of crime fiction can 

hit a little too close to home for certain folks while others have the luxury of looking in from the outside. 

___________________________________ 

“Try to set a crime novel in a trailer park and see  what editors will say to you… if it was set in the 

Upper East Side  or West Hollywood you’d have the editors salivating.” 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

___________________________________ 

Lisa: So Adrian are you saying that Americans hate working-class people? Or just the anti-vaxxer subset? 

Lisa: A lot of those anti-vaxxers were MAGA supporters. 

Adrian: I’m saying that the current Covid crisis and the previous 4 years of MAGA supporters has been 

revealing: people who consider themselves “liberal” reveal themselves to have seething class hatred. 
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Lisa: The pandemic has been very revealing in that way. 

Adrian: Try to set a crime novel in a trailer park and see what editors will say to you…whereas if it was set in 

the Upper East Side or West Hollywood and you’d have the editors salivating. 

Laura: I live in a deep red state. Some people appreciate how I write the characters and the region, some are 

very defensive. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: Adrian there is definitely a tendency to go with the more familiar problems. AKA rich people problems. 

Lisa: Julia, your book subverts that 

Adrian: In Britain of course it’s much much worse… 

Laura: Yep, as someone writing about the working poor, it seems like that’s not as fun for people to read 

about… 

Lisa: Why do you think none of the Brits wanted to do this discussion Adrian? 

Julia: Adrian is totally right. We talk about an “unlikable” heroine and laud them at some level but if there 

was a book with a MAGA woman we were supposed to empathize with, follow for 300 pages—would that fly 

in the US with the “literary” set? (And frankly I count myself among that set). 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: Even worse: make her the size of an average woman (16 dress size I believe). 

___________________________________ 

“In the US we still believe anyone can be a billionaire if you just work hard enough. That lie is pretty 

damaging.” 

___________________________________ 

Adrian: Lisa, in Britain the situation is worse because publishing is effectively run by a narrow clique of 

privately educated schoolboys and girls (most British culture is). 

Julia: I remember reading that a few years ago it became actually more difficult for someone born in the US 

to “transcend” their class than in the UK—but of course in the US we still believe anyone can be a billionaire 

if you just work hard enough. That lie is pretty damaging. 
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ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: this is the Adrian I wanted! 

___________________________________ 

Shuggie Bain vs. JD Vance 

___________________________________ 

Adrian: Because of Harry Potter I reckon many Americans think most British people go to boarding school. 

In fact only about 1 percent do… It’s just a very rich influential 1 % 

Julia: Adrian, and in some ways the exception proves the rule. Like, Shuggie Bain was a smash hit perhaps 

because no one had seen anything like it and they all patted themselves on the back for being so openminded 

(I have no idea if they did, but it’s one of the biggest books I recall from the UK in years). 

Lisa: Yes, one of the principles of American life is bootstrapping. But unless you have connections or a very 

in demand skill, it is very hard to rise, Julia. 

Adrian: Julia, exactly right! 

Lisa: Adrian, I made it ten pages in. I read Clockwork Orange, and I don’t need to read it again. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Laura: It’s why I’m often writing about trying to escape a dead-end town—it can be incredibly difficult to 

bootstrap your way up if you have nothing. 

Julia : I didn’t finish it (had so much work reading I couldn’t commit) but was enjoying it. It felt very vivid 

and emotionally interesting to me. To each his own! I hope to finish it next year! 

Adrian: You didn’t finish Shuggie? 

Lisa: Julia next year in Jerusalem! 

Adrian: I thought that book was terrific. It’s actually very funny but much of that perhaps is lost in translation. 

Julia: Adrian I didn’t! only because I had so much other reading and I wanted to focus on it, not go in and out. 

I plan to start again. 

Lisa: Adrian you are very tolerant of hard to get dialogue in books. 
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Lisa: I get impatient. 

Julia: I was really enjoying it 

Adrian: I think it’s just a flow thing. If you flow with it for a few days, you’re in the mood of the book and 

everything clicks. 

Julia: And Laura, isn’t your WIP almost entirely about a woman daring to try to get out of a dead end town? 

Lisa: But Shuggie is an interesting example—very rooted in working-class life but winning awards. 

Julia: Over here we get JD Vance! :woman-facepalming: 

Angel: You’re saying JD Vance ISN’T the voice of the working class??? 

Adrian: Shuggie is the exception that proves the rule. I wrote an article that ended up getting widely circulated 

a few years ago about how boring the Booker Prize was always going to posh people who live in North 

London. There was a lot of similar criticism. Since then, no one who lives in North London has won it. 

___________________________________ 

“JD Vance was such a fucking fake hillbilly.” 

___________________________________ 

Lisa: The hillbilly problem, as it were, is one of the places we can really locate a class structure in America. 

Laura what is your take on that disaster? 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Laura: I couldn’t get through that book. 

Adrian: I read Hillbilly Elegy enraged 

Adrian: because he was such a fucking fake hillbilly. 

Lisa: That was the consensus. 

Adrian: He was talking about my people poor Ulster Scots from the condescending position of a middle-class 

suburban boy 
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Angel: Yep, and that’s a whole other side to the way folks in the States look at the “lower” class. They are 

either a hindrance or there to be exploited for their own gain. 

Laura: Also a problem to view them as a monolith. There are MAGA folks but not all of them are working-

class. Plenty of rich MAGA folks as well. 

Lisa: the libertarians! most frightening of all! 

Angel: Folks like Vance use a flimsy connection to Appalachia and bleed those people dry and he does it 

giddily. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Angel: I’m from the Bronx, but I don’t pretend as if I know the worst of what people in my old 

neighborhoods went through. I was a lucky kid. I use some of what I was exposed to, but I’m pretty careful to 

avoid pretending I speak for everyone. 

Lisa: Which is an old story Angel. I think about the way the music industry treated black artists, or even poor 

white ones. 

Julia: Exactly. I remember listening to someone talking about the fallacy of “the Black community” or “the 

Latinx community”—those communities, like “the lower income community” are diverse in everything from 

values to ideas to dreams to experience… 

Lisa: Canadians are so middle ground. They love fairness. And no one talks about where they went to school. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Adrian: I lived in Australia for 10 years and that’s the first question Australians always ask one another: 

Where did you go to school? 

Lisa: Interesting! In Canada no one does it because they all went to state schools (except for McGill). 

Adrian: About 1/3 of Australians go to private school and the influential private schools are v influential. 

Lisa: Are they all in one place? 

Lisa: Julia how would you characterize the class status of the Brooklyn/Orange County Orthodox Jews? 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 
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Adrian: Melbourne and Sydney: just think of any famous actor, politician, environmentalist or musician and 

the chances are they went to one of the elite Sydney or Melbourne schools. 

___________________________________ 

“Ben Stiller would be a barista if he weren’t BEN STILLER.” 

___________________________________ 

Lisa: [sorry Joe had to go but sends regrets] 

Adrian: almost no working class Australian ever makes it 

Lisa: Adrian, that is 100 percent true of LA. 

Adrian: I laughed when Ben Stiller said there was no nepotism in Hollywood. Ben STILLER 

Lisa: Laura would you ever write about someone who was trying to escape that rural life? 

Lisa: Really, Ben Stiller would be a barista if he weren’t BEN STILLER. 

Laura: I do in just about every book, including the new one I’m halfway through. This current one is probably 

the most pessimistic book yet. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: I didn’t find the last one to be upbeat! (I don’t like upbeat so it suits me fine). 

Laura: Usually my characters would like to get out but end up getting sucked back in. 

Adrian: I haven’t seen White Lotus but my wife said there’s an interesting class dynamic thing going on there. 

Julia: Well, money-wise, many, if not most, are “lower class” in that they get lots of their daily use funds 

from the government. Many/most of the most religious are also poorly educated in non-religious topics so 

even when they try to leave their world they are often thwarted by their lack of understanding of the world 

around them. That said, many will tell you they don’t *feel* poor. The community support (with exceptions, 

like, if you accuse someone in the community of abuse) is what keeps people lifted up. No one goes hungry, 

neighbors provide. No one goes without a babysitter, neighbors provide. 

___________________________________ 

“NYC is insanely class conscious. I could write an entire book on  Upper East Side nannies.” 
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___________________________________ 

Lisa: That is a parallel world, isn’t it? Aren’t they also refusing to get vaxxed? 

Julia: Laura what always interests me about your books is the reasons they get sucked back in. It’s easy to 

say: cut ties! but these are people with hearts and souls – they love their families. Turning their backs 

entirely—which might allow them to “break free”—feels immoral. 

Lisa: Adrian How do you find NYC w/r/t class? 

Laura: Yes, Julia! Lots of generational stuff coming into play. 

Julia : Lisa believe it or not I’ve not been following the vax thing with that group. But generally they do seem 

to have an anti-vax mindset. They were also ravaged by the disease early, especially in Brooklyn. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: Ancestry can really affect people’s ideas of who they are and who they came from. 

Adrian: NYC is insanely class conscious. I could write an entire book on  Upper East Side nannies. 

Lisa: I definitely grew up with the expectation I would do as well or better financially than my parents’ 

generation. Then I became a writer. End of story. 

Lisa: Adrian There are several great ones. 

Adrian: This would be nonfiction. A delineation by race and background. 

Lisa: One of the big differences I see in Canada is there are not very many nannies. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Laura: First generation college student. Always wanted to escape home, but so drawn back to it in my writing. 

Angel: Truth. I grew up in NYC knowing which of the more fancy neighborhoods to avoid to keep out of 

trouble. You had to know where to navigate on either side of the class line. 

Julia: Laura  so interesting! 

Lisa: Laura, when I taught at Rutgers many of my students were first generation to go to college. I admired 

them so much. 
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Julia: I’m still trying to figure out how to write a proper Fresno book…someday I really want to do it justice. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Adrian: Did anyone see Stu Neville’s article on class and regionalism in the Irish Times on Saturday? 

Lisa: Please summarize for the group 

Adrian: He was talking about how in British crime fiction if you’re from certain regions or from a certain 

class you can’t talk about that because you won’t get published as no one wants to read about it. 

Laura: Oh wow, I’ll have to read that 

___________________________________ 

“I always have to hide my own accent at work b/c if I go too thick, it’s considered unprofessional.” 

___________________________________ 

Lisa: Accents! Such a complicated thing. 

Adrian: Accents are such a signifier in the UK 

Lisa: One of the things people do if they are aspirational. Oh, it’s true in the US too. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Julia: My mom grew up in Nashville and thus had a southern accent. She went to college in NY (at a small 

“seven sisters” school called Vassar) and forced herself to lose the accent. 

Angel: I think you see some of that stateside as well. Folks up north have their BS about the south. I always 

have to hide my own accent at work b/c if I go too thick, it’s considered unprofessional. 

Lisa: No one with say a thick southern accent will get as much respect as a Midwesterner. 

Adrian: Are there any news anchors in the US with a Southern or Midwest accent? Is that allowed? 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: The newscasters’ accent is derived from the Midwest but sanitized. 

https://www.irishtimes.com/culture/books/stuart-neville-why-i-will-no-longer-hide-my-accent-1.4680982
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Lisa: Oprah talked about this in the beginning of her career, as she was southern and had to drop it fast in 

order to be on camera. 

Lisa: I mean, OPRAH. 

Julia : Eleanor Beardsley the NPR Paris reporter is from the south and I’ve heard people give her shit for 

suppressing her accent. you’re damned if you do, damned if you don’t. 

___________________________________ 

Class in the age of COVID 

___________________________________ 

Lisa: Open question: How do you think the pandemic has worked w/r/t class? Here they made it clear that 

there was a direct correlation between essential workers and the spread of the virus. (Here=Canada). And they 

redlined neighborhoods with high cases to get vaxxed first. 

Adrian: In Sydney, Australia the opposite happened. Poorer neighbourhoods were under no travel orders 

whereas in Bondi people were allowed to go the beach. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Adrian: In Melbourne they didn’t allow people to leave certain housing projects. They literally had cops 

posted outside. 

Lisa: I think that was true of curfews in the US too. Enforced in poorer neighborhoods. 

Adrian: All of this was generally supported by the populace 

Julia: I consider myself upper middle (my great-grandmother went to college) and I’ve never had to worry 

about money. I feel my privilege every day (by which I mean I am actively thankful for the safety and 

psychological security it affords me), but never more than through this pandemic. My work (writing and 

teaching) went online easily. I had the ability to keep my son at home and still teach him; even my husband’s 

business (he makes knives) kept going because people who can afford them didn’t take a hit. And that’s just 

it—the rich/upper class were just fine. The middle and “lower” classes had to leave their homes to work and 

either got sick or got laid off because no one was spending their money out. I think the pandemic will 

definitely exacerbate the class divide. 

Angel: Being quarantined, I wasn’t able to see NYC during the thick of it, but a lot of folks I know considered 

essential had to deal with a lot of issues w/ their hours and job stability even though they still had to work 

whenever they had bandwidth. Lot of second and third jobs. 
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ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Lisa: I think poor people often have to hustle and juggle many jobs/commitments. Here in pandemic a lot of 

the people who couldn’t work just left, and now there is a shortage of people to do low-paying work 

(restaurants are really feeling this). BUT the good news about Canada is they are floating a basic income 

credit, which I don’t think would ever happen in the US. 

Adrian: In my neighbourhood (the Upper West Side) they say something like 20% of the population left to go 

upstate or the Hamptons according to phone records. It felt like much more. Sometimes on Broadway I’d be 

the only person on the street in the middle of the day. 

Lisa: Everyone I knew who could leave NYC did. 

Angel: I know a lot of people leaving now. Lots of folks in NJ moved as well. Either to more suburban areas 

or out of state. 

Julia: Adrian and that’s a perfect illustration: when the going gets tough, the rich can leave. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Adrian: I’ll just say that I think this topic is not covered enough. People love to talk about race in this country 

but class not so much. 

Laura: Agree, Adrian 

Lisa: Yes, Julia  it reminded me of the robber barons going to their camps in the Adirondacks during the flu 

epidemic. 

Julia: My main comment is that I hate this pandemic and I want to hang out in person with you all. 

Lisa: Adrian, that is why I am paid the small bucks. To force people to talk about awkward topics. 

ARTICLE CONTINUES AFTER ADVERTISEMENT 

Share: 

• Share on Facebook (Opens in new window) 

• Click to share on Twitter (Opens in new window) 

• Click to share on Google+ (Opens in new window) 

https://www.facebook.com/sharer.php?u=https%3A%2F%2Fcrimereads.com%2Fclass-in-crime-fiction-a-roundtable-discussion%2F&t=Class%20in%20Crime%20Fiction%3A%20A%20Roundtable%20Discussion
https://twitter.com/intent/tweet?via=CrimeReads&text=Class%20in%20Crime%20Fiction%3A%20A%20Roundtable%20Discussion&url=https%3A%2F%2Fcrimereads.com%2Fclass-in-crime-fiction-a-roundtable-discussion%2F
https://plus.google.com/share?url=https%3A%2F%2Fcrimereads.com%2Fclass-in-crime-fiction-a-roundtable-discussion%2F
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• More 

•  

Adrian McKintyAngel Luis Colónclass divisionsclass in crime fictionJoe IdeJulia DahlLaura McHughLisa 

Levyroundtable discussionsroundtables 

 

 

 

Lisa Levy 

Lisa Levy is a columnist and contributing editor at LitHub and CrimeReads. She is the former EIC of crime 

fiction site The Life Sentence and the former Mystery/Noir editor at the LA Review of Books. She also has 

written about less nefarious topics for Pacific Standard, Dame, The Believer, Slate, Salon, and other 

publications 

 

https://crimereads.com/class-in-crime-fiction-a-roundtable-discussion/ 

  

https://crimereads.com/class-in-crime-fiction-a-roundtable-discussion/
https://crimereads.com/tag/adrian-mckinty/
https://crimereads.com/tag/angel-luis-colon/
https://crimereads.com/tag/class-divisions/
https://crimereads.com/tag/class-in-crime-fiction/
https://crimereads.com/tag/joe-ide/
https://crimereads.com/tag/julia-dahl/
https://crimereads.com/tag/laura-mchugh/
https://crimereads.com/tag/lisa-levy/
https://crimereads.com/tag/lisa-levy/
https://crimereads.com/tag/roundtable-discussions/
https://crimereads.com/tag/roundtables/
https://crimereads.com/author/lisa-levy/
https://crimereads.com/author/lisa-levy/
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On Meeting Mr. and Mrs. Eliot 

by Janet Malcolm 

 

Issue no. 220 (Spring 2017) 

I’ll never forget the day I met 

The author of Prufrock and his wife.  

It wasn’t a big occasion, 

But I’ll think of it all my life. 

The particulars of the meeting 

Have faded from my mind; 

But I do remember Mrs. Eliot’s 

Hat and that she was kind. 

Smoothing her elegant frock of silk 

And little tassels of fur, 

She told me how Time and Newsweek 

Were pestering Tom and her. 

“Everywhere we go,” she said, 

“They go.” I said, “Too bad                 

Your holiday is being spoiled.” She sighed, 

“It makes Tom sad.” 

We talked about the weather 

And ointments for chest and throat. 

The poet joined the discussion 

To give VapoRub his vote. 

The time soon came to say good-bye. 

“Good-bye,” the poet said. 

“Good-bye,” said Mrs. Eliot. 

“Good-bye,” I said, and fled. 

  

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2cc020ad69&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2cc020ad69&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2cc020ad69&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2cc020ad69&e=d538c8f2e0
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Arctic sea ice hits its minimum extent for the year – 2 NASA scientists explain what’s driving the 

overall decline 

22 septiembre 2021 17:11 CEST Actualizado 23 septiembre 2021 15:11 CEST 

Autoría 

1. Alek Petty 

Associate Research Scientist in polar sea ice variability, NASA 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/alek-petty-1262858
https://theconversation.com/profiles/alek-petty-1262858
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2. Linette Boisvert 

Sea Ice Scientist and Deputy Project Scientist for NASA's Operation IceBridge, NASA 

Cláusula de Divulgación 

Alek Petty receives funding from NASA. 

Linette Boisvert receives funding from NASA. 

Nuestros socios 

Ver todos los asociados 

 

Creemos en el libre flujo de información 

Republique nuestros artículos libremente, en impreso o digital, bajo licencia Creative Commons 

September marks the end of the summer sea ice melt season and the Arctic sea ice minimum, when sea ice 

over the Northern Hemisphere ocean reaches its lowest extent of the year. 

For ship captains hoping to navigate across the Arctic, this is typically their best chance to do it, especially in 

more recent years. Sea ice cover there has dropped by roughly half since the 1980s as a direct result 

of increased carbon dioxide from human activities. 

As NASA scientists, we analyze the causes and consequences of sea ice change. In 2021, the Arctic’s sea ice 

cover reached its minimum extent on Sept. 16. While it wasn’t a record low, a look back through the melt 

season offers some insight into the relentless decline of Arctic sea ice in the face of climate change. 

The Arctic is heating up 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/linette-boisvert-1262856
https://theconversation.com/es/partners
https://nsidc.org/cryosphere/quickfacts/seaice.html
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.aag2345
https://science.gsfc.nasa.gov/sed/bio/alek.a.petty
https://science.gsfc.nasa.gov/sed/bio/linette.n.boisvert
https://www.nasa.gov/feature/esnt/2021/nasa-finds-2021-arctic-summer-sea-ice-12th-lowest-on-record
https://nsidc.org/arcticseaicenews/
https://theconversation.com/profiles/linette-boisvert-1262856
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In recent years, Arctic sea ice levels have been at their lowest since at least 1850 for the annual mean and in at 

least 1,000 years for late summer, according to the latest climate assessment from the U.N.’s 

Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change. The IPCC concluded that “the Arctic is likely to be practically 

sea ice free in September at least once before 2050.” 

 

Arctic sea ice decline (black line) and projections for the future under five scenarios. NSIDC, Ed Hawkins 

As the Arctic’s bright ice is replaced by a darker open ocean surface, less of the sun’s radiation is reflected 

back to space, driving additional heating and ice loss. This albedo feedback loop is just one of several reasons 

why the Arctic is warming about three times faster than the planet as a whole. 

What happened to the sea ice in 2021? 

The stage for this year’s sea ice minimum was set last winter. The Arctic experienced an anomalous high 

pressure system and strong clockwise winds, driving the thickest, oldest sea ice of the Central Arctic into the 

Beaufort Sea, north of Alaska. Sea ice scientists were taking note. 

Summer melt began in earnest in May, a month that also featured multiple cyclones entering the Arctic. This 

increased sea ice drift but also kept temperatures relatively low, limiting the amount of melt. 

The extent and pace of melting increased significantly in June, which featured a predominant low-pressure 

system and temperatures that were a few degrees higher than average. 

By the beginning of July, conditions were tracking very close to the record low set in 2012, but the rate of 

decline slowed considerably during the second half of the month. Cyclones entering the Arctic from Siberia 

generated counterclockwise winds and ice drifts. This counterclockwise ice circulation pattern generally 

https://www.ipcc.ch/report/ar6/wg1/
https://www.ipcc.ch/report/ar6/wg1/
https://catalogue.ceda.ac.uk/uuid/ae4f1eb6fce24adcb92ddca1a7838a5c
https://public.wmo.int/en/media/news/arctic-assessment-report-shows-faster-rate-of-warming
https://theconversation.com/record-breaking-winter-winds-have-blown-old-arctic-sea-ice-into-the-melt-zone-165561
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reduces the amount of sea ice moving out of the Arctic through the Fram Strait, east of Greenland. This likely 

contributed to the record low summer sea ice conditions observed in the Greenland Sea. 

This ice circulation pattern also increased ice export out of the Laptev Sea, off Siberia, helping create a new 

record low for early summer ice area in that region. The low pressure system also increased cloudiness over 

the Arctic. Clouds generally block incoming solar radiation, reducing sea ice melt, but they can also trap heat 

lost from the surface, so their impact on sea ice melt can be a mixed bag. 

In August, sea ice decline slowed considerably, with warm conditions prevailing along the Siberian coast, but 

cooler temperatures north of Alaska. The Northern Sea Route – which Russia has been promoting as a global 

shipping route as the planet warms – was actually blocked with ice for the first time since 2008, although ice 

breaker-supported transits were still very much possible. 

At this stage of the melt season, the sea ice pack is at its weakest and is highly responsive to the weather 

conditions of a given day or week. Subtle shifts can have big impacts. Freak end-of-summer weather events 

have been linked to the record low sea ice years of 2007 and 2012. “The Great Arctic Cyclone of 2012” is an 

interesting example. 

There’s ongoing debate over the effect they have. However, scientists are broadly in agreement that 

specific storms may not have actually played that big a role in driving the record lows in those years – things 

are never that straightforward when it comes to weather and sea ice. 

https://twitter.com/ZLabe/status/1439299100642459648
https://tc.copernicus.org/articles/12/2159/2018/
https://arctic-lio.com/nsr-shipping-traffic-activities-in-june-2021/
https://arctic-lio.com/nsr-shipping-traffic-activities-in-june-2021/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Great_Arctic_Cyclone_of_2012
https://skepticalscience.com/arctic-storm-caused-2012-record-minimum.htm
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Arctic sea ice reached its minimum extent on Sept. 16, 2021. NASA Earth Observatory/NSIDC 

The Arctic sea ice reached its 2021 minimum extent on Sept. 16, coming in at 4.72 million square kilometers 

(1.82 million square miles), the 12th lowest on record. 

So, the 2021 melt season was, despite all the stops and starts, pretty typical for our new Arctic, with the 

September minimum ending up slightly higher than what we would have expected from the long-term 

downward trend. But various new record lows were set in other months and regions of the Arctic. 

As the hours of sunlight dwindle over the coming weeks and temperatures drop, Arctic sea ice will start to 

refreeze. The ice pack will thicken and expand as the surrounding ocean surface temperatures drop toward the 

freezing point, releasing a lot of the heat that had been absorbed and stored through summer. 

 

https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/
http://nsidc.org/arcticseaicenews/
https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/a-new-arctic-is-emerging-thanks-to-climate-change
https://images.theconversation.com/files/420609/original/file-20210912-15-198npus.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Where Arctic sea ice is forming later in the season. Joshua Stevens/NASA Earth Observatory 

This refreeze has started later in recent years, shifting into October and even November. The more heat the 

ocean gains during summer, the more heat needs to be lost before ice can begin to form again. Because of 

this, some of the biggest warming signals are actually observed in fall, despite all the attention given to 

summer ice losses. 

There’s still a lot we don’t know 

For people living and working in the high Arctic, understanding local ice conditions on a given day or week is 

what really matters. And predicting Arctic sea ice at these more local scales is even more challenging. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/420609/original/file-20210912-15-198npus.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/420609/original/file-20210912-15-198npus.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/images/147746/the-long-decline-of-arctic-sea-ice
https://doi.org/10.1038/s43247-021-00183-x
https://images.theconversation.com/files/420609/original/file-20210912-15-198npus.png?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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As 2021 demonstrated, sea ice is highly dynamic – it moves and melts in response to the weather patterns of 

the day. Think how hard it is for forecasters to predict the weather where you live, with good understanding of 

weather systems and many observations available, compared to the Arctic, where few direct observations 

exist. 

Weather events can also trigger local feedback loops. A freak heat wave, for example, can trigger ice melt and 

further warming. Winds and ocean currents also break up and spread ice out across the ocean, where it can be 

more prone to melt. 

Sea ice scientists are hard at work trying to understand these various processes and improve our predictive 

models. A key missing part of the puzzle for understanding sea ice loss is ice thickness. 

Thickness times area equals volume. Like area, sea ice thickness is thought to have halved since the 1980s, 

meaning today’s Arctic ice pack is only about a quarter of the volume it was just a few decades ago. For those 

hoping to navigate the Arctic Ocean, knowing the thickness of any ice they may encounter is crucial. Sea ice 

thickness is much harder to measure consistently from space. However, new technologies, like ICESat-2, are 

providing key breakthroughs. 

Despite all this uncertainty, it’s looking pretty likely that summer ice-free Arctic conditions are not too far 

away. The good news is that the path forward is still largely dependent on future emissions, and there is still 

no evidence the planet has passed a tipping point of sea ice loss, meaning humans are still very much in the 

driver’s seat. 

 

https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-

whats-driving-the-overall-decline-

166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-

%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-

%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor

_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%2

02%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline 

  

https://oceanuq.org/2021/08/10/uncertainty-in-sea-ice-thickness-uncertainties/
https://icesat-2.gsfc.nasa.gov/
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
https://theconversation.com/arctic-sea-ice-hits-its-minimum-extent-for-the-year-2-nasa-scientists-explain-whats-driving-the-overall-decline-166549?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Arctic%20sea%20ice%20hits%20its%20minimum%20extent%20for%20the%20year%20%202%20NASA%20scientists%20explain%20whats%20driving%20the%20overall%20decline
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Life, Death, and What Fills the Interlude with Meaning: Nathaniel Hawthorne’s Stirring Diary 

Reflections on His Dying Mother and His Five-Year-Old Daughter 

“I saw my little Una… so full of spirit and life that she was life itself. And then I looked at my poor dying 

mother, and seemed to see the whole of human existence at once, standing in the dusty midst of it.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

It is said that Orlando, inspired by the passionate real-life love Virginia Woolf shared with Vita Sackville-

West, is “the longest and most charming love letter in literature” — said by Vita’s own son. But the most 

charming love letter in literature might be quite shorter and older and inspired by a very different kind of love 

— the purest, tenderest love of a parent for their young child. 

 

Nathaniel Hawthorne by Charles Osgood, 1841 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/07/28/virginia-woolf-vita-sackville-west/
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Fatherless since the age of four, achingly introverted, a man of “great, genial, comprehending silences” 

considered “handsomer than Lord Byron,” known to duck behind trees and rocks to avoid speaking with 

townspeople, Nathaniel Hawthorne (July 4, 1804–May 19, 1864) was an old bachelor of thirty-eight when 

he married Sophia Peabody — an intellectually voracious and artistically gifted old maid of thirty-three, a 

linchpin figure in Figuring, and sister to the titanic visionary Elizabeth Peabody, who had coined the 

term Transcendentalism. 

When their first child — a daughter — was born in 1844, Hawthorne was a struggling writer about to turn 

forty. Seven years earlier, his first book — Twice-Told Tales, a retelling of classic anonymous stories — had 

hardly gotten into the hands of readers when the Panic of 1837 smote the young country as its first Great 

Depression. And so the young author had hardly made his name even among the most literary of his 

contemporaries — what Longfellow lauded as a “sweet, sweet book” had left the highly informed and 

discerning Margaret Fuller impressed, but with the impression that it was written by “somebody in Salem” 

assumed to be a woman. 

Baby Una, named for the beautiful and fierce young daughter of the dragon-imprisoned king and queen in the 

1590 English epic poem The Faerie Queene, instantly filled Hawthorne with “a very sober and serious kind of 

happiness that springs from the birth of a child.” Una would later become the model for the heroine’s 

daughter in The Scarlet Letter — the 1850 novel that lifted Hawthorne out of poverty, abruptly ending his 

“many good years” as “the obscurest man of letters in America,” per his own recollection, to render him one 

of his country’s most celebrated artists. 

Four years before that overnight success a lifetime in the making, when Una turned two and a second child 

was about to join the family, Hawthorne took a day-job as surveyor for the Customs House in Salem. There 

he toiled for three years, at the near-total expense of his writing. During that creatively deadening period, his 

love for his children sustained him, fed his famished artistic soul, reawakened him to life. He recorded these 

tender, vitalizing observations of the children’s daily doings and unfurling beings in a family notebook he 

shared with Sophia, posthumously included in the affectionate biography Nathaniel Hawthorne and His 

Wife (public library) by their second child, Una’s brother Julian. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/13/herman-melville-nathaniel-hawthorne-love-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/07/05/elizabeth-peabody-figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/07/05/elizabeth-peabody-figuring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/08/22/nathaniel-hawthorne-the-haunted-mind/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/margaret-fuller/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/3849671836/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/3849671836/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/nathaniel-hawthorne-and-his-wife-a-biography/oclc/42262393&referer=brief_results
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Una Hawthorne 

In the bleak midwinter of 1849, five weeks before Una’s fifth birthday, Hawthorne writes in the notebook: 
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Una and the Lion by Walter Bell Scott, 1860. (National Galleries Scotland.) 

https://www.nationalgalleries.org/art-and-artists/5629/una-and-lion
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Her beauty is the most flitting, transitory, most uncertain and unaccountable affair, that ever had a real 

existence; it beams out when nobody expects it; it has mysteriously passed away when you think yourself sure 

of it. If you glance sideways at her, you perhaps think it is illuminating her face, but, turning full round to 

enjoy it, it is gone again. When really visible, it is rare and precious as the vision of an angel. It is a 

transfiguration, — a grace, delicacy, or ethereal fineness, — which at once, in my secret soul, makes me give 

up all severe opinions that I may have begun to form about her. It is but fair to conclude that on these 

occasions we see her real soul. When she seems less lovely, we merely see something external. But, in truth, 

one manifestation belongs to her as much as another; for, before the establishment of principles, what is 

character but the series and succession of moods? 

This latter insight, far predating the dawn of psychology as we know it, touches the eternal depths of human 

nature — as adults, we are always at our most childish when we allow the ceaselessly shifting weather 

systems of our moods to override our moral precepts, thrusting us back in time to those primal impulses of 

reflexive reaction, cutting us off from the capacity for reflective response that is the mark of maturity. 

Una’s “real soul,” her father observes, is one of uncommon complementarity, in which all the polar 

potentialities of human nature coexist and are harmonized: 

The sentiment of a picture, tale, or poem is seldom lost upon her; and when her feelings are thus interested, 

she will not hear to have them interfered with by any ludicrous remark or other discordance. Yet she has, 

often, a rhinoceros-armor against sentiment or tenderness; you would think she were marble or adamant. It 

seems to me that, like many sensitive people, her sensibilities are more readily awakened by fiction than 

realities. 

Una’s almost otherworldly syncopation of reason and emotion, of sympathy and stoicism, comes alive most 

vividly in a midsummer notebook entry Hawthorne penned while his mother was fast approaching “the drift 

called the infinite.” 

Finding himself the strange fulcrum of the seesaw between life and death, Hawthorne observes his small 

daughter take a lively, compassionate interest in his dying mother’s suffering, begging to be let into the 

bedchamber to be at her grandmother’s side, role-playing convalescent and caretaker with her little brother. 

Hawthorne writes: 

I know not what she supposes to be the final result to which grandmamma is approaching… There is 

something that almost frightens me about the child, — I know not whether elfish or angelic, but, at all events, 

supernatural. She steps so boldly into the midst of everything, shrinks from nothing, has such a 

comprehension of everything, seems at times to have but little delicacy, and anon shows that she possesses the 

finest essence of it, — now so hard, now so tender; now so perfectly unreasonable, soon again so wise. In 

short, I now and then catch an aspect of her in which I cannot believe her to be my own human child, but a 

spirit strangely mingled with good and evil, haunting the house where I dwell. 

The next day — forty-five years and twenty-seven days after she had given birth to him — his mother died, 

with Hawthorne and his sisters at her side. The loss savaged him with grief. Sophia recounted that she saw 

him, this quiet monolith of composure, come “near a brain fever.” But Hawthorne was his daughter’s father, 

his own seemingly unfeeling exterior armoring a tender and sensitive soul — perhaps that is why this duality 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/20/emily-dickinson-mother-death/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2017/07/20/emily-dickinson-mother-death/
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so frightened him in Una. (Children, after all — like anyone we love — are mirrors for understanding 

ourselves, disquieting us most when they reflect what we most fear or struggle to comprehend in ourselves.) 

 

Art by Walter Crane for Hawthorne’s Wonder-Book for Girls & Boys. (Available as a print.) 

https://society6.com/product/pegasus-by-walter-crane-from-a-wonder-book-for-girls-and-boys-by-nathaniel-hawthorne-1893_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/pegasus-by-walter-crane-from-a-wonder-book-for-girls-and-boys-by-nathaniel-hawthorne-1893_print?curator=brainpicker
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As soon as everyone else left the room, the armor came undone: 

I found the tears slowly gathering in my eyes. I tried to keep them down, but it would not be; I kept filling up, 

till, for a few moments, I shook with sobs… Surely it is the darkest hour I ever lived. 

Ten days after his mother’s death, Hawthorne was bluntly fired from his job at the Customs House when the 

new Whig administration took office. He began writing The Scarlet Letter that day, completing it with the 

same astonishing rapidity — six months — that John Steinbeck, who also worked a series of soul-hollowing 

jobs, would complete The Grapes of Wrath a century later. 

Nathaniel Hawthorne in his final years. (Library of Congress.) 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/02/john-steinbeck-working-days/
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Published the year of Darwin’s bittersweet reckoning with his own daughter’s mortality and sold by private 

subscription a century and a half before Patreon, The Scarlet Letter raised $500 for Hawthorne and his family, 

which helped them leave the sadnesses of Salem, sadnesses that had haunted him long before his season of 

losses — so much so that he had added the “w” in his surname to sever the association with his ancestor John 

Hathorne, the leading judge in the Salem witch trial. 

With the income from The Scarlet Letter, Hawthorne moved the family to a small red house in the Berkshires. 

It was there that Herman Melville fell in love with him, dedicating Moby-Dick to Hawthorne. 

Art by Charlotte Pardi from Cry, Heart, But Never Break by Glenn Ringtved — Danish illustrated meditation 

on love and loss. 

 

Years after her father’s death, Una recovered his final manuscript — the unfinished novel Septimius Felton; 

or, the Elixir of Life — and, with the help of her friend Robert Browning, had it published in serial form 

in The Atlantic Monthly. She died five years later, at the age her mother had married her father, returning far 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/02/12/annie-darwin/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/13/herman-melville-nathaniel-hawthorne-love-letters/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/25/robert-browning-i-love-you/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/08/cry-heart-but-never-break/
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too young to the supra-human mystery her father had always perceived in her — the mystery the sole possible 

meaning and redemption of which he had contoured long ago, when he and Una were both alive and his 

mother was no more. In the notebook entry recounting that darkest hour of his life at his mother’s deathbed in 

the high summer of 1849, he had written: 

For a long time I knelt there, holding her hand… Afterwards I stood by the open window and looked through 

the crevice of the curtain. The shouts, laughter, and cries of the two children had come up into the chamber 

from the open air, making a strange contrast with the death-bed scene. And now, through the crevice of the 

curtain, I saw my little Una of the golden locks, looking very beautiful, and so full of spirit and life that she 

was life itself. And then I looked at my poor dying mother, and seemed to see the whole of human existence 

at once, standing in the dusty midst of it. Oh, what a mockery, if what I saw were all, — let the interval 

between extreme youth and dying age be filled up with what happiness it might! 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/18/nathaniel-hawthorne-

una/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/18/nathaniel-hawthorne-una/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/18/nathaniel-hawthorne-una/?mc_cid=4da61b8017&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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William Wells Brown, Wildcat Banker 

By Ross Bullen 

A cottage industry, yes, but a barbershop bank? Ross Bullen plots how a story told by William Wells Brown 

— novelist, historian, playwright, physician, and escaped slave — circulated, first through his own works, and 

then abroad, as a parable of American banking gone bad. 

 

Richard Woodman’s etching of William Wells Brown, which served as the frontispiece for Brown’s Sketches 

of Places and People Abroad (1855) — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#ross-bullen
https://www.si.edu/object/sketches-places-and-people-abroad:npg_NPG.2016.148
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On January 1, 1834, a young man named William escaped from slavery near Cincinnati, Ohio. Travelling at 

night through the frigid winter, without an overcoat to keep him warm, William suffered from cold and 

hunger, and yet, as he recorded in the first of many autobiographical narratives, his thoughts were constantly 

drifting toward the future. “My escape to a land of freedom now appeared certain”, he wrote, “and the 

prospects of the future occupied a great part of my thoughts. What should be my occupation, was a subject of 

much anxiety to me; and the next thing what should be my name?”1 Although his mother had called him 

“William”, he had, for most of his life, been known as “Sandford” to the series of men who had legally owned 

him. But now he would be William. 

A last name would be trickier to come by. Although William knew the name of the white man who was his 

biological father, he refused it, claiming “I would rather have adopted the name of ‘Friday’, and been known 

as the servant of some Robinson Crusoe, than to have taken his name.”2 Eventually, fate intervened in the 

form of a friendly Quaker who took William in when he fell ill. Grateful for the Quaker’s help, William gave 

him the privilege of choosing a new name: William Wells Brown.3 The newly named Brown continued his 

travels north, eventually settling in Cleveland, Ohio, on the southern shore of Lake Erie. Here Brown married 

a woman named Elizabeth Schooner, and found work on steamships, often ferrying fugitive slaves across 

Lake Erie to Canada and freedom. 

In the years that followed, Brown would become a popular and prolific anti-slavery lecturer and a vocal 

supporter of social reform. While never working exclusively as a writer, he achieved success across multiple 

literary modes. With the debut of The Escape; or A Leap to Freedom (1858), Brown became the first 

published African American playwright, while his The Negro in the American Rebellion (1867) is considered 

the first military history of African Americans. He wrote the earliest African American travelogue and, later 

in his life, was a practicing physician.4 The story recounted above comes from Brown’s Narrative of William 

W. Brown, a Fugitive Slave (1847), and was reworked six years later in the “Narrative of the Life and Escape 

of William Wells Brown”, an autobiographical sketch in the third person that precedes Brown’s 1853 

novel Clotel; or, The President’s Daughter: the first published novel by an African American author. Brown’s 

novel tells the story of two sisters, Clotel and Althesa, who are the children of an enslaved woman named 

Currer and Thomas Jefferson, the third President of the United States. Clotel was based on the story — then a 

rumor, now confirmed by DNA analysis — that Jefferson had a sexual relationship with Sally Hemings, an 

enslaved woman whom he legally owned (and who was also his wife’s biological half-sister). Brown’s 

“Narrative”, however, contains another rumor, this one unsubstantiated, which numerous scholars have tried 

— with varying degrees of success — to square, thematically, with Clotel: the story of William Wells Brown 

as a Wildcat banker. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn1
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn3
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/50130/50130-h/50130-h.htm
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn4
https://archive.org/details/narrativeofwilli00brow
https://archive.org/details/narrativeofwilli00brow
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/15132/15132-h/15132-h.htm
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/15132/15132-h/15132-h.htm
https://archive.org/details/clotelorpreside00browgoog
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A hand-colored lithograph displaying portraits of William Wells Brown, Frederick Douglass, and P. B. S. 

Pinchback, among other distinguished men. Published by A. Muller & Co., ca. 1883 — Source. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/00651115/
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As Brown tells it, in the fall of 1835, he found himself broke in Monroe, Michigan, having been cheated out 

of his summer’s earnings by a dishonest steamship captain. Brown sought employment with the local barber 

and, after being repeatedly turned down, he embraced the spirit of the free market and opened his own shop 

directly across the street from his competition. According to Brown, one of the barber’s customers offered 

him “a room in which to commence business. . . on the opposite side of the street” as well as his influence 

with the townspeople. Brown eagerly accepted and, in order to attract new business, made an impressive sign 

for the barbershop, advertising himself as the “Fashionable Hair-dresser from New York, Emperor of the 

West”.5 Although “the Emperor” had never actually been to New York, his marketing strategy was a great 

success. He reports that “in a few weeks I had the entire business of the town, to the great discomfiture of the 

other barber”. Flush with profit, Brown took the advice of a friend and printed and distributed “shinplasters”: 

promissory notes for small amounts of money — spare change, essentially — that he could give to his 

customers, and which would then circulate alongside other kinds of money in Monroe. Brown offers his 

readers a detailed explanation of this unusual economic situation: 

At this time, money matters in the Western States were in a sad condition. Any person who could raise a small 

amount of money was permitted to establish a bank, and allowed to issue notes for four times the sum raised. 

This being the case, many persons borrowed money merely long enough to exhibit to the bank inspectors, and 

the borrowed money was returned, and the bank left without a dollar in its vaults, if indeed it had a vault 

about its premises. The result was that banks were started all over the Western States, and the country 

flooded with worthless paper. These were known as the ‘Wild Cat Banks.’ Silver coin being very scarce, and 

the [state-chartered] banks not being allowed to issue notes for a smaller amount than one dollar, several 

persons put out notes of from 6 to 75 cents in value; these were called ‘Shinplasters.’ The Shinplaster was in 

the shape of a promissory note, made payable on demand. I have often seen persons with large rolls of these 

bills, the whole not amounting to more than five dollars.6 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn5
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn6
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A fractional currency note issued in 1837 by a Philadelphia bank as a result of the 1837 financial panic. As 

the note promises, it could be redeemed for ten cents in specie (metallic coin), although this was not always 

possible — Source. 

As Brown explains it, the lack of small change in Monroe — a nationwide scarcity in this period — created a 

demand for shinplasters: small denomination bills issued by private businesses serving as Wildcat banks (like 

Brown’s barber shop) and backed by nothing more than the confidence of the local community. In Bank Notes 

and Shinplasters: The Rage for Paper Money in the Early Republic, Joshua R. Greenberg recounts how 

during the 1830s these western banks were often labelled as fraudulent, “wild cat” organizations, the joke 

being that such banks — in order to discourage anyone from trying to redeem their notes — were “located in 

areas so remote that only wildcats lived nearby”.7 Value often decreased over distance: dollars from a 

Monroe, Michigan bank were worth less in New York City because the issuing bank was regarded as 

unreliable, while the note itself was harder to redeem (the note holder would have to travel almost six hundred 

miles to cash it, if it could be cashed at all). Americans would need to constantly haggle over the perceived 

value of hundreds of different bank notes in their day-to-day lives, while papers like Counterfeit Detector and 

Bank Note List and Thompson’s Bank Note Reporter provided detailed — and constantly shifting — lists of 

which notes were reliable and which were not. 

 

Masthead of Thompson’s Bank Note Reporter, one of several publications that tried to assess the validity of 

the numerous currencies circulating around the United States in the mid-19th century — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Specie-banknote-philadelphia-bank_1_edit.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn7
https://archive.org/details/thompsonsbanknot0449thom/mode/2up
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A “political parody note” mocking the proliferation of shinplasters and currencies in the United States, ca. 

1837. Header text reads: “I leave this great people prosperous and happy”. The donkey, labelled “Roman 

Firmness”, mocks Andrew Jackson and his redistribution of federal funds to state banks — Source. 

Although people in Monroe may have been skeptical of Brown’s shinplasters, their desperation for small 

denomination bills ultimately outweighed any suspicions about Brown. “At first my notes did not take well; 

they were too new, and viewed with a suspicious eye”, he writes, “But through the assistance of my 

customers, and a good deal of exertion on my own part, my bills were soon in circulation; and nearly all the 

money received in return for my notes was spent in fitting up and decorating my shop”.8 By giving his 

customers shinplaster promissory notes as change, Brown was able to keep more of their money, and to use 

this surplus to fix up his business. What Brown did not anticipate, however, is what would happen if his 

customers decided to redeem the shinplasters en masse, demanding payment. He was about to find out. 

The rival barber, unimpressed with Brown’s entrepreneurship, orchestrated a run on Brown’s “bank”. First, a 

man visited Brown’s shop and demanded to exchange his shinplasters: “Emperor, you will oblige me if you 

will give me some other money for these notes of yours.”9 Brown complied by giving him the least reputable 

paper money he had on hand. Two more men followed, and Brown did the same. When he spotted a fourth 

man approaching with a handful of his shinplasters, he abruptly closed shop for the day, worried that he did 

not have enough other money to redeem the notes. Aware that the barber’s associates would continue the run, 

Brown asked his friend how he could avoid what seemed like inevitable financial ruin. 

He laughed heartily, and then said, “You must act as all bankers do in this part of the country.” I inquired 

how they did, and he said, “When your notes are brought to you, you must redeem them, and then send them 

out and get other money for them; and, with the latter, you can keep cashing your own Shinplasters.” This 

was indeed a new job to me. I immediately commenced putting in circulation the notes which I had just 

https://nnp.wustl.edu/library/ImageDetail/605788
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn9
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redeemed, and my efforts were crowned with so much success, that before I slept that night my “Shinplasters” 

were again in circulation, and my bank once more on a sound basis.10 

 

A parody fifty-cent shinplaster, mocking Andrew Jackson and Martin Van Buren, 1837. Jackson chases the 

“Gold Humbug”, a satirical critique of the president’s preoccupation with the gold standard — Source. 

Did this really happen? Did Brown, an African American fugitive from slavery, actually move to a mostly 

white town, outwit a local business owner by opening up a successful rival shop, and then found his own 

small-scale bank? In Plagiarama! William Wells Brown and the Aesthetic of Attractions, Geoffrey Sanborn 

argues that while many African American anti-slavery lecturers (most notably, Frederick Douglass) used the 

rhetoric of authenticity and honesty to persuade white audiences of the evils of slavery, Brown preferred to 

use “attractions” — stories, tall tales, sketches, and jokes, including other people’s — to keep his audiences 

and readers entertained. Much of Brown’s writing, and his career as an anti-slavery lecturer, was seemingly 

modelled on Douglass, yet the two had a somewhat combative relationship, with Douglass exposing one of 

Brown’s instances of plagiarism in Frederick Douglass’ Paper in 1853. (As Sanborn has shown, Brown 

plagiarized significant portions of his written works, copying passages — ranging from a phrase or two to 

whole pages — from scores of other writers, including well-known authors like Washington Irving.)11 Brown 

was highly critical of slavery in his speeches and writing, but he also had no problem placing such criticisms 

alongside fictional comic vignettes that might have no clear moral, or which might rely on crude racial 

stereotypes about African Americans. “[Frederick] Douglass seems to want, above all else, to be 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn10
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Mock_Shinplaster_from_1837.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn11
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authoritative”, Sanborn writes. “Brown seems to want, above all else, to be interesting.” Brown is, as Sanborn 

puts it elsewhere in his book, “always playing to the crowd”.12 

Given the picaresque style of the shinplaster story, it seems likely that Brown first told it to live audiences, 

testing out and revising his material before committing it to print. Brown makes no mention of his bank or 

Monroe, Michigan in Narrative of William W. Brown, a Fugitive Slave (1847), his first autobiographical 

work, even though the barber/banker story ostensibly happened twelve years before it was published. The 

story first appeared in print during one of Brown’s chapters about England in his travelogue Three Years in 

Europe; or, Places I Have Seen and People I Have Met (1852). Having left the United States in 1849 to 

attend the Paris Peace Conference and to publish a British edition of his Narrative, Brown was forced to stay 

on in England after the passage of the 1850 Fugitive Slave Law made it too dangerous for him to return home 

(Brown would remain in Europe until 1854, when his freedom was purchased by English friends). 

 

J. M. Gandy, A Bird's-eye View of The Bank of England, 1830. While intended to show the extent and detail 

of Sir John Soane's architectural design, the image also evokes a ruinscape, so much so that after Soane's 

death it became known colloquially as The Bank in Ruins — Source. 

 

Much of his account of England focuses on the relative lack of racial discrimination he encounters there, and 

his reverence for the hallmarks of British culture. Brown recalls the story of his own bank only after sharing 

an impression of the Bank of England, a “monster building of gold and silver” that “surpassed [his] highest 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn12
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/15830/pg15830-images.html
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/15830/pg15830-images.html
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idea of a bank”. This encounter with the “monster” bank, which seems to be made of the very metallic 

materials that backed the British financial system, causes Brown to recall “an incident that had occurred to 

[him] a year after [his] escape from slavery”.13 After telling his barber/banker story, Brown returns to the 

narrative present and highlights the odd juxtaposition between the Bank of England and his own Wildcat 

bank: “As I saw the clerks shovelling out the yellow coin upon the counters of the Bank of England, and men 

coming in and going out with weighty bags of the precious metal in their hands, or on their shoulders, I could 

not but think of the great contrast between the monster Institution, within whose walls I was then standing, 

and the Wild Cat Banks of America!”14 

When Brown started publishing his barber/banker story in the early 1850s, shinplasters and Wildcat banks 

were still very much a part of everyday American life. As Greenberg shows, before the Civil War there was a 

perpetual shortage of reliable paper currency in the U.S. — Americans had to constantly think, talk, worry, 

and joke about low-quality paper money. Here are two Wildcat bank jokes from the 1850s that perhaps reflect 

this anxiety: 

WILD CAT BANK CAPITAL – The St. Louis News says, Mr. Edeu Brown, of Brown’s Ferry Cedar River, 

Iowa, has caught, during the past Winter, twenty-three coons; ten minks, two otters, and a cart load of pole 

cats. One night last week he caught eight young wolves alive in a hollow tree. Mr. Brown is thinking of 

“starting a bank.”15 

        Why is a good-for-nothing dog thrown overboard in the Atlantic, like the wild-cat money of the West? 

        Because it’s a worthless cur-in-sea! (currency).16 

These jokes may not be particularly funny, at least by contemporary standards, but they contain the kind of 

humor that played well to American audiences all-too-familiar with suspicious banknotes. A collection of 

literal wild cats (although the author of the first joke has a charitable sense of what constitutes a “cat”) 

probably represents as much of a “reserve” as many Wildcat banks actually held in their vaults. Brown knew 

that his banknote story also resonated with audiences and readers, at first — presumably — from telling the 

story during his anti-slavery lectures, and then after reading the reviews for Three Years in Europe. These 

reviews of Brown’s travelogue consistently excerpted the segment at length, with several singling it out as 

one of the best parts of Brown’s book. By my count, the barber/banker story was reprinted (either as an 

excerpt or as part of a more detailed review) at least thirteen times in U.S. and U.K. periodicals, including the 

London Athenaeum, the New York Times, and Frederick Douglass’ Paper, during the year before Brown 

published Clotel. In other words, it seems likely that the primary reason Brown reprinted this account in the 

“Narrative of the Life and Escape of William Wells Brown” is because it was a hit, and Brown — ever the 

showman — knew a good story when he had one. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/william-wells-brown-wildcat-banker#fn14
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Broadside advertising a lecture by William Wells Brown at South Shields, England. Topics include: “Interior 

of Uncle Tom’s Cabin at Night”; “The Escape Through Disguise”; and “Meeting of Fugitives in the Land of 

Freedom” — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:William_Wells_Brown_lecture_poster.jpg
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Brown would reuse the Wildcat story several times throughout the 1850s. In addition to Three Years in 

Europe and Clotel, Brown included the story in: an 1855 American edition of his travelogue called The 

American Fugitive in Europe; an 1856 biography ostensibly written by his daughter Josephine (but almost 

certainly written by Brown himself); and 1859’s Memoir of William Wells Brown, an American Bondman, 

Written by Himself. And then he stopped. Although Brown would go on to publish three revised versions 

of Clotel, several volumes of African American history, and a new memoir, My Southern Home (1880), the 

barber/banker story does not appear in any of these books. Why? 

The easiest answer is that the decline of Wildcat banking during the 1860s meant that, quite simply, Brown’s 

story was no longer relevant. “When taken together, the National Currency Act of 1863 and the National 

Bank Act of 1864 established a new financial and monetary structure in the United States”, Greenberg writes. 

“Rather than 1,500 separate banks’ currencies with dozens of different state regulations, there would be one 

uniform national bank note individually branded by its issuing branch”.17 Brown knew that tales about 

Wildcat banknotes and shinplasters would seem dated to readers in the 1860s (and beyond), and so he simply 

dropped them from his repertoire. 

Regardless of whether or not the barbershop event actually occurred or was merely a well-crafted set piece, 

the story of William Wells Brown, the Wildcat banker, had a rich afterlife first in Brown’s own prose and 

then, internationally, as a parable of American banking gone bad. There is a curious symmetry between 

Brown’s shinplasters and the story about his shinplasters. Both originate with Brown, and Brown had some 

say over their printing and distribution, but ultimately both his banknotes and his story would circulate in 

ways that Brown could not control or anticipate. We have already seen how Brown’s notes came back to 

potentially ruin him during a bank run. But what about Brown’s story? How did it circulate beyond his own 

books? 

Brown’s barber/banker story had a second act as an example of fast-and-loose American finance in at least 

two essays about British monetary policy. The first, written by William Neilson Hancock, was published in 

the Journal of the Dublin Statistical Society in 1855. Hancock’s essay defends the Bank Charter Act of 1844, 

which limited the number of banknotes that could be issued, and centralized economic power with the Bank 

of England. The Bank Charter Act positioned the Bank of England in stark contrast with American banks 

during the Free Banking Era. Hancock uses Brown’s story as a cautionary tale about why “free banking” must 

be avoided. He reprints it untruncated, italicizing passages that reveal the unscrupulous workings of the 

Wildcat banking system. Although Hancock acknowledges that Brown is “one of that race whom Americans 

despise and oppress”,18 at least one reader of Hancock’s essay — John Joseph Murphy, writing in the Belfast 

Mercantile Journal — drops the subject of Brown’s race altogether, referring to him simply as “an American 

writer” and “the American”.19 For Irish and British writers in the 1850s and 1860s, the salient element of 

Brown’s story is what it says about American banks and the American financial system on the whole, rather 

than anything about Brown or his status as a fugitive slave. This reading is completely at odds with modern 

interpretations of Brown’s anecdote, and almost certainly at odds with Brown’s intentions as well, since he 

knew his audience and readers would never lose sight of the fact that he was a Black man running a Wildcat 

bank in a mostly white town. 

https://www.loc.gov/item/03006126/
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https://docsouth.unc.edu/neh/brownj/brownj.html
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/59114/pg59114-images.html
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Frontispiece portrait from Narrative of William W. Brown, A Fugitive Slave (1847) — Source. 

The second essay to revive Brown’s barber/banking story would take it even further afield — in fact, all the 

way to China. It was written by Colonel William Henry Sykes, a director of the East India Company and 

Member of Parliament for Aberdeen. Sykes read his essay, “Free Trade in Banking”, at the meeting of the 

British Association for the Advancement of Science in Nottingham, England, in August 1866 (it would later 

https://archive.org/details/narrativeofwilli00lcbrow/page/n7/mode/2up
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be published in the Journal of the Royal Statistical Society in 1867, a society he helped found). Like Hancock, 

Sykes was no fan of American-style “free banking”. He introduces Brown as an “escaped slave” whose 

writing “may scarcely, if at all, be known in England”, but nevertheless states that his barber/banker story 

“may not be without its effect upon our free traders in money and banking in England”.20 After reproducing 

Brown’s story about Monroe in full, Sykes recognizes an international trend by noting that “the ingenious 

devices in the Western States of America for raising money have a parallel in Manchooria, in Tartary”, where 

a ubiquity of paper money had been reported by the British Consul.21 Sykes then goes on to quote a lengthy 

excerpt from Justus Doolittle’s 1865 book Social Life of the Chinese, recounting how an 1855 bank run was 

quashed when the local viceroy had two rioters beheaded in the streets. For Sykes, Brown’s Wildcat bank has 

wandered far away from its origin in Monroe, Michigan, and now rests comfortably alongside unregulated 

paper bills, Chinese money clubs, and the public execution of customers, as equally valid examples of 

banking gone bad. 

In an essay on Clotel in the volume Early African American Print Culture, Lara Langer Cohen argues that 

Brown’s writing “demands fresh forms of analysis that would recognize citation as an important technique of 

African American print culture, theorizing modes of textual production that exceed origination to encompass 

reading, maneuvering, and rearrangement”.22 In other words, the meaning of Brown’s barber/banker story is 

not limited by whatever Brown’s original intention for it was when he first told it or wrote it down. By 

reprinting, revising, and recontextualizing his original story, Brown was able to repurpose it to suit whatever 

writing project he was undertaking. And when it stopped being a good story, he stopped using it. But the story 

did not stop with Brown. The “reading, maneuvering, and rearrangement” of the shinplaster tale includes its 

citation by other writers, like Hancock and Sykes (and their readers), who refashioned Brown’s Wildcat days. 

By my count, at least fourteen periodicals published, or republished, reviews of Sykes’ paper, and most of 

them included a sentence or two (or more) about Brown. Years after Brown had stopped telling one of his 

favorite anecdotes, it suddenly had thousands of new readers. This was an unexpected twist that one of 

American literature’s cleverest and craftiest writers would surely have appreciated. 
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I have endeavoured in this Ghostly little book, to raise the Ghost of an Idea, which shall not put my readers 

out of humour 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. 

Stave 1: 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 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 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 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. 

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 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-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 
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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 dogdays; 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 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 

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 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 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 neighbouring 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 counting-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 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 comforter, 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. 

`Bah!' said Scrooge, `Humbug!' 

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. 
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`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.' 
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`Don't be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us tomorrow.' 

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. 

`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 Christmas, 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 

cordially. 

`There's another fellow,' muttered Scrooge; who overheard him: `my clerk, with fifteen shillings a week, and 

a wife and family, talking about a merry Christmas. I'll retire to Bedlam.' 
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This lunatic, in letting Scrooge's nephew out, had let two other people in. They were portly gentlemen, 

pleasant 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 his list. `Have I the pleasure of 

addressing 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 partner,' 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, 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?' 
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`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 returned 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 

services 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 before the blaze in 

rapture. The water-plug being left in solitude, its overflowing sullenly congealed, and turned to misanthropic 

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. Poulterers' and grocers' trades became a splendid joke; a glorious 

pageant, with which it was next to impossible to believe that such dull principles as bargain and sale had 

anything to do. The Lord Mayor, in the stronghold of the mighty Mansion House, gave orders to his fifty 

cooks and butlers to keep Christmas as a Lord Mayor's household should; and even the little tailor, whom he 

had fined five shillings on the previous Monday for being drunk and bloodthirsty in the streets, stirred up to-

morrow's pudding in his garret, while his lean wife and the baby sallied out to buy the beef. 

Foggier yet, and colder! Piercing, searching, biting cold. If the good Saint Dunstan had but nipped the Evil 

Spirit's nose with a touch of such weather as that, instead of using his familiar weapons, then indeed he would 

have roared to lusty purpose. The owner of one scant young nose, gnawed and mumbled by the hungry cold 

as bones are gnawed by dogs, stooped down at Scrooge's keyhole to regale him with a Christmas carol: but at 

the first sound of 

`God bless you, merry gentleman! May nothing you dismay!' 

Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action, that the singer fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the 

fog and even more congenial frost. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

116 

At length the hour of shutting up the counting- house arrived. With an ill-will Scrooge dismounted from his 

stool, and tacitly admitted the fact to the expectant clerk in the Tank, who instantly snuffed his candle out, and 

put on his hat. 

`You'll want all day to-morrow, I suppose?' said Scrooge. 

`If quite convenient, sir.' 

`It's not convenient,' said Scrooge, `and it's not fair. If I was to stop half-a-crown for it, you'd think yourself 

ill-used, I'll be bound?' 

The clerk smiled faintly. 

`And yet,' said Scrooge, `you don't think me ill-used, when I pay a day's wages for no work.' 

The clerk observed that it was only once a year. 

`A poor excuse for picking a man's pocket every twenty-fifth of December!' said Scrooge, buttoning his great-

coat to the chin. `But I suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier next morning.' 

The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out with a growl. The office was closed in a 

twinkling, and the clerk, with the long ends of his white comforter dangling below his waist (for he boasted 

no great-coat), went down a slide on Cornhill, at the end of a lane of boys, twenty times, in honour of its 

being Christmas Eve, and then ran home to Camden Town as hard as he could pelt, to play at blindman's-buff. 

Scrooge took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and 

beguiled the rest of the evening with his banker's-book, went home to bed. He lived in chambers which had 

once belonged to his deceased partner. They were a gloomy suite of rooms, in a lowering pile of building up a 

yard, where it had so little business to be, that one could scarcely help fancying it must have run there when it 

was a young house, playing at hide-and-seek with other houses, and forgotten the way out again. It was old 

enough now, and dreary enough, for nobody lived in it but Scrooge, the other rooms being all let out as 

offices. The yard was so dark that even Scrooge, who knew its every stone, was fain to grope with his hands. 

The fog and frost so hung about the black old gateway of the house, that it seemed as if the Genius of the 

Weather sat in mournful meditation on the threshold. 

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. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

117 

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 or 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-guards, old shoes, two fish-

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

Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in; double-locked himself in, which was not his 

custom. Thus secured against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his dressing-gown and slippers, and his 

nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his gruel. 
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It was a very low fire indeed; nothing on such a bitter night. He was obliged to sit close to it, and brood over 

it, before he could extract the least sensation of warmth from such a handful of fuel. The fireplace was an old 

one, built by some Dutch merchant long ago, and paved all round with quaint Dutch tiles, designed to 

illustrate the Scriptures. There were Cains and Abels, Pharaohs' daughters; Queens of Sheba, Angelic 

messengers descending through the air on clouds like feather-beds, Abrahams, Belshazzars, Apostles putting 

off to sea in butter-boats, hundreds of figures to attract his thoughts -- and yet that face of Marley, seven years 

dead, came like the ancient Prophet's rod, and swallowed up the whole. If each smooth tile had been a blank 

at first, with power to shape some picture on its surface from the disjointed fragments of his thoughts, there 

would have been a copy of old Marley's head on every one. 

`Humbug!' said Scrooge; and walked across the room. 

After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his head back in the chair, his glance happened to rest 

upon a bell, a disused bell, that hung in the room, and communicated for some purpose now forgotten with a 

chamber in the highest story of the building. It was with great astonishment, and with a strange, inexplicable 

dread, that as he looked, he saw this bell begin to swing. It swung so softly in the outset that it scarcely made 

a sound; but soon it rang out loudly, and so did every bell in the house. 

This might have lasted half a minute, or a minute, but it seemed an hour. The bells ceased as they had begun, 

together. They were succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below; as if some person were dragging a 

heavy chain over the casks in the wine merchant's cellar. Scrooge then remembered to have heard that ghosts 

in haunted houses were described as dragging chains. 

The cellar-door flew open with a booming sound, and then he heard the noise much louder, on the floors 

below; then coming up the stairs; then coming straight towards his door. 

`It's humbug still!' said Scrooge. `I won't believe it.' 

His colour changed though, when, without a pause, it came on through the heavy door, and passed into the 

room before his eyes. Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped up, as though it cried `I know him; Marley's 

Ghost!' and fell again. 

The same face: the very same. Marley in his pigtail, usual waistcoat, tights and boots; the tassels on the latter 

bristling, like his pigtail, and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon his head. The chain he drew was clasped about 

his middle. It was long, and wound about him like a tail; and it was made (for Scrooge observed it closely) of 

cash-boxes, keys, padlocks, ledgers, deeds, and heavy purses wrought in steel. His body was transparent; so 

that Scrooge, observing him, and looking through his waistcoat, could see the two buttons on his coat behind. 

Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels, but he had never believed it until now. 

No, nor did he believe it even now. Though he looked the phantom through and through, and saw it standing 

before him; though he felt the chilling influence of its death-cold eyes; and marked the very texture of the 

folded kerchief bound about its head and chin, which wrapper he had not observed before; he was still 

incredulous, and fought against his senses. 
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`How now!' said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever. `What do you want with me?' 

`Much!' -- Marley's voice, no doubt about it. 

`Who are you?' 

`Ask me who I was.' 

`Who were you then?' said Scrooge, raising his voice. `You're particular, for a shade.' He was going to say `to 

a shade,' but substituted this, as more appropriate. 

`In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.' 

`Can you -- can you sit down?' asked Scrooge, looking doubtfully at him. 

`I can.' 

`Do it, then.' 

Scrooge asked the question, because he didn't know whether a ghost so transparent might find himself in a 

condition to take a chair; and felt that in the event of its being impossible, it might involve the necessity of an 

embarrassing explanation. But the ghost sat down on the opposite side of the fireplace, as if he were quite 

used to it. 

`You don't believe in me,' observed the Ghost. 

`I don't.' said Scrooge. 

`What evidence would you have of my reality beyond that of your senses?' 

`I don't know,' said Scrooge. 

`Why do you doubt your senses?' 

`Because,' said Scrooge, `a little thing affects them. A slight disorder of the stomach makes them cheats. You 

may be an undigested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a fragment of an underdone potato. 

There's more of gravy than of grave about you, whatever you are!' 

Scrooge was not much in the habit of cracking jokes, nor did he feel, in his heart, by any means waggish then. 

The truth is, that he tried to be smart, as a means of distracting his own attention, and keeping down his terror; 

for the spectre's voice disturbed the very marrow in his bones. 
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To sit, staring at those fixed glazed eyes, in silence for a moment, would play, Scrooge felt, the very deuce 

with him. There was something very awful, too, in the spectre's being provided with an infernal atmosphere of 

its own. Scrooge could not feel it himself, but this was clearly the case; for though the Ghost sat perfectly 

motionless, its hair, and skirts, and tassels, were still agitated as by the hot vapour from an oven. 

`You see this toothpick?' said Scrooge, returning quickly to the charge, for the reason just assigned; and 

wishing, though it were only for a second, to divert the vision's stony gaze from himself. 

`I do,' replied the Ghost. 

`You are not looking at it,' said Scrooge. 

`But I see it,' said the Ghost, `notwithstanding.' 

`Well!' returned Scrooge, `I have but to swallow this, and be for the rest of my days persecuted by a legion of 

goblins, all of my own creation. Humbug, I tell you! humbug!' 

At this the spirit raised a frightful cry, and shook its chain with such a dismal and appalling noise, that 

Scrooge held on tight to his chair, to save himself from falling in a swoon. But how much greater was his 

horror, when the phantom taking off the bandage round its head, as if it were too warm to wear indoors, its 

lower jaw dropped down upon its breast! 

Scrooge fell upon his knees, and clasped his hands before his face. 

`Mercy!' he said. `Dreadful apparition, why do you trouble me?' 

`Man of the worldly mind!' replied the Ghost, `do you believe in me or not?' 

`I do,' said Scrooge. `I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, and why do they come to me?' 

`It is required of every man,' the Ghost returned, `that the spirit within him should walk abroad among his 

fellowmen, and travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is condemned to do so after 

death. It is doomed to wander through the world -- oh, woe is me! -- and witness what it cannot share, but 

might have shared on earth, and turned to happiness!' 

Again the spectre raised a cry, and shook its chain and wrung its shadowy hands. 

`You are fettered,' said Scrooge, trembling. `Tell me why?' 

`I wear the chain I forged in life,' replied the Ghost. `I made it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of 

my own free will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?' 

Scrooge trembled more and more. 
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`Or would you know,' pursued the Ghost, `the weight and length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was 

full as heavy and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have laboured on it, since. It is a ponderous 

chain!' 

Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of finding himself surrounded by some fifty or 

sixty fathoms of iron cable: but he could see nothing. 

`Jacob,' he said, imploringly. `Old Jacob Marley, tell me more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob!' 

`I have none to give,' the Ghost replied. `It comes from other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by 

other ministers, to other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I would. A very little more, is all permitted to 

me. I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linger anywhere. My spirit never walked beyond our counting-house 

-- mark me! -- in life my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our money-changing hole; and weary 

journeys lie before me!' 

It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became thoughtful, to put his hands in his breeches pockets. 

Pondering on what the Ghost had said, he did so now, but without lifting up his eyes, or getting off his knees. 

`You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,' Scrooge observed, in a business-like manner, though with 

humility and deference. 

`Slow!' the Ghost repeated. 

`Seven years dead,' mused Scrooge. `And travelling all the time!' 

`The whole time,' said the Ghost. `No rest, no peace. Incessant torture of remorse.' 

`You travel fast?' said Scrooge. 

`On the wings of the wind,' replied the Ghost. 

`You might have got over a great quantity of ground in seven years,' said Scrooge. 

The Ghost, on hearing this, set up another cry, and clanked its chain so hideously in the dead silence of the 

night, that the Ward would have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance. 

`Oh! captive, bound, and double-ironed,' cried the phantom, `not to know, that ages of incessant labour, by 

immortal creatures, for this earth must pass into eternity before the good of which it is susceptible is all 

developed. Not to know that any Christian spirit working kindly in its little sphere, whatever it may be, will 

find its mortal life too short for its vast means of usefulness. Not to know that no space of regret can make 

amends for one life's opportunity misused! Yet such was I! Oh! such was I!' 
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`But you were always a good man of business, Jacob,' faltered Scrooge, who now began to apply this to 

himself. 

`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 tomorrow, 

when the bell tolls One.' 

`Couldn't I take `em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?' hinted Scrooge. 
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`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. 

Whether these creatures faded into mist, or mis enshrouded them, he could not tell. But they and their spirit 

voices faded together; and the night became as it had been when he walked home. 

Scrooge closed the window, and examined the door by which the Ghost had entered. It was double-locked, as 

he had locked it with his own hands, and the bolts were undisturbed. He tried to say `Humbug!' but stopped at 

the first syllable. And being, from the emotion he had undergone, or the fatigues of the day, or his glimpse of 

the Invisible World, or the dull conversation of the Ghost, or the lateness of the hour, much in need of repose; 

went straight to bed, without undressing, and fell asleep upon the instant. 

STAVE 2 
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Stave 2: 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. 
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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 

of people running to and with a deep, dull, hollow, melancholy One. Light flashed up in the room upon the 

instant, and the curtains of his bed were drawn. 

The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand. Not the curtains at his feet, nor the curtains at 

his back, but those to which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed were drawn aside; and Scrooge, 

starting up into a half-recumbent attitude, found himself face to face with the unearthly visitor who drew 

them: as close to it as I am now to you, and I am standing in the spirit at your elbow. 

It was a strange figure -- like a child: yet not so like a child as like an old man, viewed through some 

supernatural medium, which gave him the appearance of having receded from the view, and being diminished 

to a child's proportions. Its hair, which hung about its neck and down its back, was white as if with age; and 

yet the face had not a wrinkle in it, and the tenderest bloom was on the skin. The arms were very long and 

muscular; the hands the same, as if its hold were of uncommon strength. Its legs and feet, most delicately 

formed, were, like those upper members, bare. It wore a tunic of the purest white, and round its waist was 

bound a lustrous belt, the sheen of which was beautiful. It held a branch of fresh green holly in its hand; and, 

in singular contradiction of that wintry emblem, had its dress trimmed with summer flowers. But the strangest 

thing about it was, that from the crown of its head there sprung a bright clear jet of light, by which all this was 

visible; and which was doubtless the occasion of its using, in its duller moments, a great extinguisher for a 

cap, which it now held under its arm. 

Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with increasing steadiness, was not its strangest quality. For as 

its belt sparkled and glittered now in one part and now in another, and what was light one instant, at another 

time was dark, so the figure itself fluctuated in its distinctness: being now a thing with one arm, now with one 

leg, now with twenty legs, now a pair of legs without a head, now a head without a body: of which dissolving 

parts, no outline would be visible in the dense gloom wherein they melted away. And in the very wonder of 

this, it would be itself again; distinct and clear as ever. 

`Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me.' asked Scrooge. 

`I am.' 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

126 

The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if instead of being so close beside him, it were at a distance. 

`Who, and what are you.' Scrooge demanded. 

`I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.' 

`Long Past.' inquired Scrooge: observant of its dwarfish stature. 

`No. Your past.' 

Perhaps, Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if anybody could have asked him; but he had a special 

desire to see the Spirit in his cap; and begged him to be covered. 

`What.' exclaimed the Ghost,' would you so soon put out, with worldly hands, the light I give. Is it not enough 

that you are one of those whose passions made this cap, and force me through whole trains of years to wear it 

low upon my brow.' 

Scrooge reverently disclaimed all intention to offend or any knowledge of having wilfully bonneted the Spirit 

at any period of his life. He then made bold to inquire what business brought him there. 

`Your welfare.' said the Ghost. 

Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could not help thinking that a night of unbroken rest would 

have been more conducive to that end. The Spirit must have heard him thinking, for it said immediately: 

`Your reclamation, then. Take heed.' 

It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him gently by the arm. 

`Rise. and walk with me.' 

It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the weather and the hour were not adapted to pedestrian 

purposes; that bed was warm, and the thermometer a long way below freezing; that he was clad but lightly in 

his slippers, dressing-gown, and nightcap; and that he had a cold upon him at that time. The grasp, though 

gentle as a woman's hand, was not to be resisted. He rose: but finding that the Spirit made towards the 

window, clasped his robe in supplication. 

`I am mortal,' Scrooge remonstrated, `and liable to fall.' 

`Bear but a touch of my hand there,' said the Spirit, laying it upon his heart,' and you shall be upheld in more 

than this.' 
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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. 

They left the high-road, by a well-remembered lane, and soon approached a mansion of dull red brick, with a 

little weathercock-surmounted cupola, on the roof, and a bell hanging in it. It was a large house, but one of 

broken fortunes; for the spacious offices were little used, their walls were damp and mossy, their windows 
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broken, and their gates decayed. Fowls clucked and strutted in the stables; and the coach-houses and sheds 

were over-run with grass. Nor was it more retentive of its ancient state, within; for entering the dreary hall, 

and glancing through the open doors of many rooms, they found them poorly furnished, cold, and vast. There 

was an earthy savour in the air, a chilly bareness in the place, which associated itself somehow with too much 

getting up by candle-light, and not too much to eat. 

They went, the Ghost and Scrooge, across the hall, to a door at the back of the house. It opened before them, 

and disclosed a long, bare, melancholy room, made barer still by lines of plain deal forms and desks. At one 

of these a lonely boy was reading near a feeble fire; and Scrooge sat down upon a form, and wept to see his 

poor forgotten self as he used to be. 

Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuffle from the mice behind the panelling, not a drip from 

the half-thawed water-spout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among the leafless boughs of one despondent 

poplar, not the idle swinging of an empty store-house door, no, not a clicking in the fire, but fell upon the 

heart of Scrooge with a softening influence, and gave a freer passage to his tears. 

The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger self, intent upon his reading. Suddenly a man, 

in foreign garments: wonderfully real and distinct to look at: stood outside the window, with an axe stuck in 

his belt, and leading by the bridle an ass laden with wood. 

`Why, it's Ali Baba.' Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. `It's dear old honest Ali Baba. Yes, yes, I know. One 

Christmas time, when yonder solitary child was left here all alone, he did come, for the first time, just like 

that. Poor boy. And Valentine,' said Scrooge,' and his wild brother, Orson; there they go. And what's his 

name, who was put down in his drawers, asleep, at the Gate of Damascus; don't you see him. And the Sultan's 

Groom turned upside down by the Genii; there he is upon his head. Serve him right. I'm glad of it. What 

business had he to be married to the Princess.' 

To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his nature on such subjects, in a most extraordinary voice 

between laughing and crying; and to see his heightened and excited face; would have been a surprise to his 

business friends in the city, indeed. 

`There's the Parrot.' cried Scrooge. `Green body and yellow tail, with a thing like a lettuce growing out of the 

top of his head; there he is. Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him, when he came home again after sailing round 

the island. `Poor Robin Crusoe, where have you been, Robin Crusoe.' The man thought he was dreaming, but 

he wasn't. It was the Parrot, you know. There goes Friday, running for his life to the little creek. Halloa. 

Hoop. Hallo.' 

Then, with a rapidity of transition very foreign to his usual character, he said, in pity for his former self, `Poor 

boy.' and cried again. 

`I wish,' Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his pocket, and looking about him, after drying his eyes with 

his cuff: `but it's too late now.' 

`What is the matter.' asked the Spirit. 
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`Nothing,' said Scrooge. `Nothing. There was a boy singing a Christmas Carol at my door last night. I should 

like to have given him something: that's all.' 

The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand: saying as it did so, `Let us see another Christmas.' 

Scrooge's former self grew larger at the words, and the room became a little darker and more dirty. The panels 

shrunk, the windows cracked; fragments of plaster fell out of the ceiling, and the naked laths were shown 

instead; but how all this was brought about, Scrooge knew no more than you do. He only knew that it was 

quite correct; that everything had happened so; that there he was, alone again, when all the other boys had 

gone home for the jolly holidays. 

He was not reading now, but walking up and down despairingly. Scrooge looked at the Ghost, and with a 

mournful shaking of his head, glanced anxiously towards the door. 

It opened; and a little girl, much younger than the boy, came darting in, and putting her arms about his neck, 

and often kissing him, addressed him as her `Dear, dear brother.' 

`I have come to bring you home, dear brother.' said the child, clapping her tiny hands, and bending down to 

laugh. `To bring you home, home, home.' 

`Home, little Fan.' returned the boy. 

`Yes.' said the child, brimful of glee. `Home, for good and all. Home, for ever and ever. Father is so much 

kinder than he used to be, that home's like Heaven. He spoke so gently to me one dear night when I was going 

to bed, that I was not afraid to ask him once more if you might come home; and he said Yes, you should; and 

sent me in a coach to bring you. And you're to be a man.' said the child, opening her eyes,' and are never to 

come back here; but first, we're to be together all the Christmas long, and have the merriest time in all the 

world.' 

`You are quite a woman, little Fan.' exclaimed the boy. 

She clapped her hands and laughed, and tried to touch his head; but being too little, laughed again, and stood 

on tiptoe to embrace him. Then she began to drag him, in her childish eagerness, towards the door; and he, 

nothing loth to go, accompanied her. 

A terrible voice in the hall cried.' Bring down Master Scrooge's box, there.' and in the hall appeared the 

schoolmaster himself, who glared on Master Scrooge with a ferocious condescension, and threw him into a 

dreadful state of mind by shaking hands with him. He then conveyed him and his sister into the veriest old 

well of a shivering best-parlour that ever was seen, where the maps upon the wall, and the celestial and 

terrestrial globes in the windows, were waxy with cold. Here he produced a decanter of curiously light wine, 

and a block of curiously heavy cake, and administered instalments of those dainties to the young people: at 

the same time, sending out a meagre servant to offer a glass of something to the postboy, who answered that 

he thanked the gentleman, but if it was the same tap as he had tasted before, he had rather not. Master 

Scrooge's trunk being by this time tied on to the top of the chaise, the children bade the schoolmaster good-
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bye right willingly; and getting into it, drove gaily down the garden-sweep: the quick wheels dashing the 

hoar-frost and snow from off the dark leaves of the evergreens like spray. 

`Always a delicate creature, whom a breath might have withered,' said the Ghost. `But she had a large heart.' 

`So she had,' cried Scrooge. `You're right. I will not gainsay it, Spirit. God forbid.' 

`She died a woman,' said the Ghost,' and had, as I think, children.' 

`One child,' Scrooge returned. 

`True,' said the Ghost. `Your nephew.' 

Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind; and answered briefly, `Yes.' 

Although they had but that moment left the school behind them, they were now in the busy thoroughfares of a 

city, where shadowy passengers passed and repassed; where shadowy carts and coaches battle for the way, 

and all the strife and tumult of a real city were. It was made plain enough, by the dressing of the shops, that 

here too it was Christmas time again; but it was evening, and the streets were lighted up. 

The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked Scrooge if he knew it. 

`Know it.' said Scrooge. `Was I apprenticed here.' 

They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig, sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had 

been two inches taller he must have knocked his head against the ceiling, Scrooge cried in great excitement: 

`Why, it's old Fezziwig. Bless his heart; it's Fezziwig alive again.' 

Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock, which pointed to the hour of seven. He rubbed 

his hands; adjusted his capacious waistcoat; laughed all over himself, from his shows to his organ of 

benevolence; and called out in a comfortable, oily, rich, fat, jovial voice: 

`Yo ho, there. Ebenezer. Dick.' 

Scrooge's former self, now grown a young man, came briskly in, accompanied by his fellow-prentice. 

`Dick Wilkins, to be sure.' said Scrooge to the Ghost. `Bless me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached 

to me, was Dick. Poor Dick. Dear, dear.' 

`Yo ho, my boys.' said Fezziwig. `No more work to-night. Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer. Let's 

have the shutters up,' cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his hands,' before a man can say Jack Robinson.' 
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You wouldn't believe how those two fellows went at it. They charged into the street with the shutters -- one, 

two, three -- had them up in their places -- four, five, six -- barred them and pinned then -- seven, eight, nine -

- and came back before you could have got to twelve, panting like race-horses. 

`Hilli-ho!' cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high desk, with wonderful agility. `Clear away, my 

lads, and let's have lots of room here. Hilli-ho, Dick. Chirrup, Ebenezer.' 

Clear away. There was nothing they wouldn't have cleared away, or couldn't have cleared away, with old 

Fezziwig looking on. It was done in a minute. Every movable was packed off, as if it were dismissed from 

public life for evermore; the floor was swept and watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon the 

fire; and the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ball-room, as you would desire to see 

upon a winter's night. 

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like 

fifty stomach-aches. In came Mrs Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss Fezziwigs, 

beaming and lovable. In came the six young followers whose hearts they broke. In came all the young men 

and women employed in the business. In came the housemaid, with her cousin, the baker. In came the cook, 

with her brother's particular friend, the milkman. In came the boy from over the way, who was suspected of 

not having board enough from his master; trying to hide himself behind the girl from next door but one, who 

was proved to have had her ears pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after another; some shyly, some 

boldly, some gracefully, some awkwardly, some pushing, some pulling; in they all came, anyhow and 

everyhow. Away they all went, twenty couple at once; hands half round and back again the other way; down 

the middle and up again; round and round in various stages of affectionate grouping; old top couple always 

turning up in the wrong place; new top couple starting off again, as soon as they got there; all top couples at 

last, and not a bottom one to help them. When this result was brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands 

to stop the dance, cried out,' Well done.' and the fiddler plunged his hot face into a pot of porter, especially 

provided for that purpose. But scorning rest, upon his reappearance, he instantly began again, though there 

were no dancers yet, as if the other fiddler had been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he were a 

bran-new man resolved to beat him out of sight, or perish. 

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 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 585  january  2022 

 

132 

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 them up: what then. The happiness he gives, is quite as 

great as if it cost a fortune.' 

He felt the Spirit's glance, and stopped. 

`What is the matter.' asked the Ghost. 

`Nothing in particular,' said Scrooge. 

`Something, I think.' the Ghost insisted. 

`No,' said Scrooge,' No. I should like to be able to say a word or two to my clerk just now. That's all.' 

His former self turned down the lamps as he gave utterance to the wish; and Scrooge and the Ghost again 

stood side by side in the open air. 
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`My time grows short,' observed the Spirit. `Quick.' 

This was not addressed to Scrooge, or to any one whom he could see, but it produced an immediate effect. For 

again Scrooge saw himself. He was older now; a man in the prime of life. His face had not the harsh and rigid 

lines of later years; but it had begun to wear the signs of care and avarice. There was an eager, greedy, restless 

motion in the eye, which showed the passion that had taken root, and where the shadow of the growing tree 

would fall. 

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.' 
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`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.' 

But the relentless Ghost pinioned him in both his arms, and forced him to observe what happened next. 

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 
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given to 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. 

But now a knocking at the door was heard, and such a rush immediately ensued that she with laughing face 

and plundered dress was borne towards it the centre of a flushed and boisterous group, just in time to greet the 

father, who came home attended by a man laden with Christmas toys and presents. Then the shouting and the 

struggling, and the onslaught that was made on the defenceless porter. The scaling him with chairs for ladders 

to dive into his pockets, despoil him of brown-paper parcels, hold on tight by his cravat, hug him round his 

neck, pommel his back, and kick his legs in irrepressible affection. The shouts of wonder and delight with 

which the development of every package was received. The terrible announcement that the baby had been 

taken in the act of putting a doll's frying-pan into his mouth, and was more than suspected of having 

swallowed a fictitious turkey, glued on a wooden platter. The immense relief of finding this a false alarm. The 

joy, and gratitude, and ecstasy. They are all indescribable alike. It is enough that by degrees the children and 

their emotions got out of the parlour, and by one stair at a time, up to the top of the house; where they went to 

bed, and so subsided. 

And now Scrooge looked on more attentively than ever, when the master of the house, having his daughter 

leaning fondly on him, sat down with her and her mother at his own fireside; and when he thought that such 

another creature, quite as graceful and as full of promise, might have called him father, and been a spring-time 

in the haggard winter of his life, his sight grew very dim indeed. 

`Belle,' said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile,' I saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.' 

`Who was it.' 

`Guess.' 

`How can I. Tut, don't I know.' she added in the same breath, laughing as he laughed. `Mr Scrooge.' 

`Mr Scrooge it was. I passed his office window; and as it was not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could 

scarcely help seeing him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I hear; and there he sat alone. Quite alone in 

the world, I do believe.' 

`Spirit.' said Scrooge in a broken voice,' remove me from this place.' 

`I told you these were shadows of the things that have been,' said the Ghost. `That they are what they are, do 

not blame me.' 
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`Remove me.' Scrooge exclaimed,' I cannot bear it.' 

He turned upon the Ghost, and seeing that it looked upon him with a face, in which in some strange way there 

were fragments of all the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it. 

`Leave me. Take me back. Haunt me no longer.' 

In the struggle, if that can be called a struggle in which the Ghost with no visible resistance on its own part 

was undisturbed by any effort of its adversary, Scrooge observed that its light was burning high and bright; 

and dimly connecting that with its influence over him, he seized the extinguisher-cap, and by a sudden action 

pressed it down upon its head. 

The Spirit dropped beneath it, so that the extinguisher covered its whole form; but though Scrooge pressed it 

down with all his force, he could not hide the light, which streamed from under it, in an unbroken flood upon 

the ground. 

He was conscious of being exhausted, and overcome by an irresistible drowsiness; and, further, of being in his 

own bedroom. He gave the cap a parting squeeze, in which his hand relaxed; and had barely time to reel to 

bed, before he sank into a heavy sleep. 

STAVE 3 
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Stave 3: The Second of the Three Spirits 

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 
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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. 

Now, being prepared for almost anything, he was not by any means prepared for nothing; and, consequently, 

when the Bell struck One, and no shape appeared, he was taken with a violent fit of trembling. Five minutes, 

ten minutes, a quarter of an hour went by, yet nothing came. All this time, he lay upon his bed, the very core 

and centre of a blaze of ruddy light, which streamed upon it when the clock proclaimed the hour; and which, 

being only light, was more alarming than a dozen ghosts, as he was powerless to make out what it meant, or 

would be at; and was sometimes apprehensive that he might be at that very moment an interesting case of 

spontaneous combustion, without having the consolation of knowing it. At last, however, he began to think -- 

as you or I would have thought at first; for it is always the person not in the predicament who knows what 

ought to have been done in it, and would unquestionably have done it too -- at last, I say, he began to think 

that the source and secret of this ghostly light might be in the adjoining room, from whence, on further tracing 

it, it seemed to shine. This idea taking full possession of his mind, he got up softly and shuffled in his slippers 

to the door. 

The moment Scrooge's hand was on the lock, a strange voice called him by his name, and bade him enter. He 

obeyed. 

It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had undergone a surprising transformation. The 

walls and ceiling were so hung with living green, that it looked a perfect grove; from every part of which, 

bright gleaming berries glistened. The crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and ivy reflected back the light, as if so 

many little mirrors had been scattered there; and such a mighty blaze went roaring up the chimney, as that 

dull petrification of a hearth had never known in Scrooge's time, or Marley's, or for many and many a winter 

season gone. Heaped up on the floor, to form a kind of throne, were turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, 

great joints of meat, sucking-pigs, long wreaths of sausages, mince-pies, plum-puddings, barrels of oysters, 

red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheeked apples, juicy oranges, luscious pears, immense twelfth-cakes, and seething 

bowls of punch, that made the chamber dim with their delicious steam. In easy state upon this couch, there sat 

a jolly Giant, glorious to see:, who bore a glowing torch, in shape not unlike Plenty's horn, and held it up, high 

up, to shed its light on Scrooge, as he came peeping round the door. 

`Come in.' exclaimed the Ghost. `Come in. and know me better, man.' 

Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit. He was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; 

and though the Spirit's eyes were clear and kind, he did not like to meet them. 
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`I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,' said the Spirit. `Look upon me.' 

Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple green robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. This 

garment hung so loosely on the figure, that its capacious breast was bare, as if disdaining to be warded or 

concealed by any artifice. Its feet, observable beneath the ample folds of the garment, were also bare; and on 

its head it wore no other covering than a holly wreath, set here and there with shining icicles. Its dark brown 

curls were long and free; free as its genial face, its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice, its 

unconstrained demeanour, and its joyful air. Girded round its middle was an antique scabbard; but no sword 

was in it, and the ancient sheath was eaten up with rust. 

`You have never seen the like of me before.' exclaimed the Spirit. 

`Never,' Scrooge made answer to it. 

`Have never walked forth with the younger members of my family; meaning (for I am very young) my elder 

brothers born in these later years.' pursued the Phantom. 

`I don't think I have,' said Scrooge. `I am afraid I have not. Have you had many brothers, Spirit.' 

`More than eighteen hundred,' said the Ghost. 

`A tremendous family to provide for.' muttered Scrooge. 

The Ghost of Christmas Present rose. 

`Spirit,' said Scrooge submissively,' conduct me where you will. I went forth last night on compulsion, and I 

learnt a lesson which is working now. To-night, if you have aught to teach me, let me profit by it.' 

`Touch my robe.' 

Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast. 

Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, 

puddings, fruit, and punch, all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire, the ruddy glow, the hour of night, 

and they stood in the city streets on Christmas morning, where (for the weather was severe) the people made a 

rough, but brisk and not unpleasant kind of music, in scraping the snow from the pavement in front of their 

dwellings, and from the tops of their houses, whence it was mad delight to the boys to see it come plumping 

down into the road below, and splitting into artificial little snow-storms. 

The house fronts looked black enough, and the windows blacker, contrasting with the smooth white sheet of 

snow upon the roofs, and with the dirtier snow upon the ground; which last deposit had been ploughed up in 

deep furrows by the heavy wheels of carts and waggons; furrows that crossed and recrossed each other 

hundreds of times where the great streets branched off; and made intricate channels, hard to trace in the thick 
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yellow mud and icy water. The sky was gloomy, and the shortest streets were choked up with a dingy mist, 

half thawed, half frozen, whose heavier particles descended in shower of sooty atoms, as if all the chimneys in 

Great Britain had, by one consent, caught fire, and were blazing away to their dear hearts' content. There was 

nothing very cheerful in the climate or the town, and yet was there an air of cheerfulness abroad that the 

clearest summer air and brightest summer sun might have endeavoured to diffuse in vain. 

For, the people who were shovelling away on the housetops were jovial and full of glee; calling out to one 

another from the parapets, and now and then exchanging a facetious snowball -- better-natured missile far 

than many a wordy jest -- laughing heartily if it went right and not less heartily if it went wrong. The 

poulterers' shops were still half open, and the fruiterers' were radiant in their glory. There were great, round, 

pot-bellied baskets of chestnuts, shaped like the waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen, lolling at the doors, and 

tumbling out into the street in their apoplectic opulence. There were ruddy, brown-faced, broad-girthed 

Spanish Friars, and winking from their shelves in wanton slyness at the girls as they went by, and glanced 

demurely at the hung-up mistletoe. There were pears and apples, clustered high in blooming pyramids; there 

were bunches of grapes, made, in the shopkeepers' benevolence to dangle from conspicuous hooks, that 

people's mouths might water gratis as they passed; there were piles of filberts, mossy and brown, recalling, in 

their fragrance, ancient walks among the woods, and pleasant shufflings ankle deep through withered leaves; 

there were Norfolk Biffins, squab and swarthy, setting off the yellow of the oranges and lemons, and, in the 

great compactness of their juicy persons, urgently entreating and beseeching to be carried home in paper bags 

and eaten after dinner. The very gold and silver fish, set forth among these choice fruits in a bowl, though 

members of a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared to know that there was something going on; and, to a 

fish, went gasping round and round their little world in slow and passionless excitement. 

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 baker' 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 
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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. 

In time the bells ceased, and the bakers were shut up; and yet there was a genial shadowing forth of all these 

dinners and the progress of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet above each baker's oven; where the 

pavement smoked as if its stones were cooking too. 

`Is there a peculiar flavour in what you sprinkle from your torch.' asked Scrooge. 

`There is. My own.' 

`Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day.' asked Scrooge. 

`To any kindly given. To a poor one most.' 

`Why to a poor one most.' asked Scrooge. 

`Because it needs it most.' 

`Spirit,' said Scrooge, after a moment's thought,' I wonder you, of all the beings in the many worlds about us, 

should desire to cramp these people's opportunities of innocent enjoyment.' 

`I.' cried the Spirit. 

`You would deprive them of their means of dining every seventh day, often the only day on which they can be 

said to dine at all,' said Scrooge. `Wouldn't you.' 

`I.' cried the Spirit. 

`You seek to close these places on the Seventh Day.' said Scrooge. `And it comes to the same thing.' 

`I seek.' exclaimed the Spirit. 

`Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name, or at least in that of your family,' said Scrooge. 

`There are some upon this earth of yours,' returned the Spirit,' who lay claim to know us, and who do their 

deeds of passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our name, who are as strange to us 

and all out kith and kin, as if they had never lived. Remember that, and charge their doings on themselves, not 

us.' 

Scrooge promised that he would; and they went on, invisible, as they had been before, into the suburbs of the 

town. It was a remarkable quality of the Ghost (which Scrooge had observed at the baker's), that 
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notwithstanding his gigantic size, he could accommodate himself to any place with ease; and that he stood 

beneath a low roof quite as gracefully and like a supernatural creature, as it was possible he could have done 

in any lofty hall. 

And perhaps it was the pleasure the good Spirit had in showing off this power of his, or else it was his own 

kind, generous, hearty nature, and his sympathy with all poor men, that led him straight to Scrooge's clerk's; 

for there he went, and took Scrooge with him, holding to his robe; and on the threshold of the door the Spirit 

smiled, and stopped to bless Bob Cratchit's dwelling with the sprinkling of his torch. Think of that. Bob had 

but fifteen bob a-week himself; he pocketed on Saturdays but fifteen copies of his Christian name; and yet the 

Ghost of Christmas Present blessed his four-roomed house. 

Then up rose Mrs Cratchit, Cratchit's wife, dressed out but poorly in a twice-turned gown, but brave in 

ribbons, which are cheap and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the cloth, assisted by Belinda 

Cratchit, second of her daughters, also brave in ribbons; while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into the 

saucepan of potatoes, and getting the corners of his monstrous shirt collar (Bob's private property, conferred 

upon his son and heir in honour of the day) into his mouth, rejoiced to find himself so gallantly attired, and 

yearned to show his linen in the fashionable Parks. And now two smaller Cratchits, boy and girl, came tearing 

in, screaming that outside the baker's they had smelt the e the baker's they had smelt the goose, and known it 

for their own; and basking in luxurious thoughts of sage and onion, these young Cratchits danced about the 

table, and exalted Master Peter Cratchit to the skies, while he (not proud, although his collars nearly choked 

him) blew the fire, until the slow potatoes bubbling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan-lid to be let out and 

peeled. 

`What has ever got your precious father then.' said Mrs Cratchit. `And your brother, Tiny Tim. And Martha 

warn't as late last Christmas Day by half-an-hour.' 

`Here's Martha, mother.' said a girl, appearing as she spoke. 

`Here's Martha, mother.' cried the two young Cratchits. `Hurrah. There's such a goose, Martha.' 

`Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are.' said Mrs Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and 

taking off her shawl and bonnet for her with officious zeal. 

`We'd a deal of work to finish up last night,' replied the girl,' and had to clear away this morning, mother.' 

`Well. Never mind so long as you are come,' said Mrs Cratchit. `Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and 

have a warm, Lord bless ye.' 

`No, no. There's father coming,' cried the two young Cratchits, who were everywhere at once. `Hide, Martha, 

hide.' 

So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob, the father, with at least three feet of comforter exclusive of the 

fringe, hanging down before him; and his threadbare clothes darned up and brushed, to look seasonable; and 
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Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had his limbs supported by an iron 

frame. 

`Why, where's our Martha.' cried Bob Cratchit, looking round. 

`Not coming,' said Mrs Cratchit. 

`Not coming.' said Bob, with a sudden declension in his high spirits; for he had been Tim's blood horse all the 

way from church, and had come home rampant. `Not coming upon Christmas Day.' 

Martha didn't like to see him disappointed, if it were only in joke; so she came out prematurely from behind 

the closet door, and ran into his arms, while the two young Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, and bore him off into 

the wash-house, that he might hear the pudding singing in the copper. 

`And how did little Tim behave. asked Mrs Cratchit, when she had rallied Bob on his credulity, and Bob had 

hugged his daughter to his heart's content. 

`As good as gold,' said Bob,' and better. Somehow he gets thoughtful, sitting by himself so much, and thinks 

the strangest things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped the people saw him in the 

church, because he was a cripple, and it might be pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day, who 

made lame beggars walk, and blind men see.' 

Bob's voice was tremulous when he told them this, and trembled more when he said that Tiny Tim was 

growing strong and hearty. 

His active little crutch was heard upon the floor, and back came Tiny Tim before another word was spoken, 

escorted by his brother and sister to his stool before the fire; and while Bob, turning up his cuffs -- as if, poor 

fellow, they were capable of being made more shabby -- compounded some hot mixture in a jug with gin and 

lemons, and stirred it round and round and put it on the hob to simmer; Master Peter, and the two ubiquitous 

young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, with which they soon returned in high procession. 

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the rarest of all birds; a feathered phenomenon, to 

which a black swan was a matter of course -- and in truth it was something very like it in that house. Mrs 

Cratchit made the gravy (ready beforehand in a little saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes 

with incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob took 

Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the table; the two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not 

forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts, crammed spoons into their mouths, lest they 

should shriek for goose before their turn came to be helped. At last the dishes were set on, and grace was said. 

It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs Cratchit, looking slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared 

to plunge it in the breast; but when she did, and when the long expected gush of stuffing issued forth, one 

murmur of delight arose all round the board, and even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on 

the table with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried Hurrah. 
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There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn't believe there ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness 

and flavour, size and cheapness, were the themes of universal admiration. Eked out by apple-sauce and 

mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole family; indeed, as Mrs Cratchit said with great 

delight (surveying one small atom of a bone upon the dish), they hadn't ate it all at last. Yet every one had had 

enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular, were steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows. But now, 

the plates being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs Cratchit left the room alone -- too nervous to bear witnesses -- 

to take the pudding up and bring it in. 

Suppose it should not be done enough. Suppose it should break in turning out. Suppose somebody should 

have got over the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose -- a supposition at 

which the two young Cratchits became livid. All sorts of horrors were supposed. 

Hallo. A great deal of steam. The pudding was out of the copper. A smell like a washing-day. That was the 

cloth. A smell like an eating-house and a pastrycook's next door to each other, with a laundress's next door to 

that. That was the pudding. In half a minute Mrs Cratchit entered -- flushed, but smiling proudly -- with the 

pudding, like a speckled cannon-ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half of half-a-quartern of ignited brandy, 

and bedight with Christmas holly stuck into the top. 

Oh, a wonderful pudding. Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, that he regarded it as the greatest success 

achieved by Mrs Cratchit since their marriage. Mrs Cratchit said that now the weight was off her mind, she 

would confess she had had her doubts about the quantity of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, 

but nobody said or thought it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have been flat heresy to 

do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at such a thing. 

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth swept, and the fire made up. The compound 

in the jug being tasted, and considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, and a shovel-full 

of chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew round the hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a 

circle, meaning half a one; and at Bob Cratchit's elbow stood the family display of glass. Two tumblers, and a 

custard-cup without a handle. 

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as golden goblets would have done; and Bob served it 

out with beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed: 

`A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us.' 

Which all the family re-echoed. 

`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.' 
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`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.' 

Scrooge bent before the Ghost's rebuke, and trembling cast his eyes upon the ground. But he raised them 

speedily, on hearing his own name. 

`Mr Scrooge.' said Bob; `I'll give you Mr Scrooge, the Founder of the Feast.' 

`The Founder of the Feast indeed.' cried Mrs Cratchit, reddening. `I wish I had him here. I'd give him a piece 

of my mind to feast upon, and I hope he'd have a good appetite for it.' 

`My dear,' said Bob, `the children. Christmas Day.' 

`It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,' said she, `on which one drinks the health of such an odious, stingy, 

hard, unfeeling man as Mr Scrooge. You know he is, Robert. Nobody knows it better than you do, poor 

fellow.' 

`My dear,' was Bob's mild answer, `Christmas Day.' 

`I'll drink his health for your sake and the Day's,' said Mrs Cratchit, `not for his. Long life to him. A merry 

Christmas and a happy new year. He'll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt.' 

The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of their proceedings which had no heartiness. Tiny Tim 

drank it last of all, but he didn't care twopence for it. Scrooge was the Ogre of the family. The mention of his 

name cast a dark shadow on the party, which was not dispelled for full five minutes. 

After it had passed away, they were ten times merrier than before, from the mere relief of Scrooge the Baleful 

being done with. Bob Cratchit told them how he had a situation in his eye for Master Peter, which would 

bring in, if obtained, full five-and-sixpence weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed tremendously at the 

idea of Peter's being a man of business; and Peter himself looked thoughtfully at the fire from between his 

collars, as if he were deliberating what particular investments he should favour when he came into the receipt 
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of that bewildering income. Martha, who was a poor apprentice at a milliner's, then told them what kind of 

work she had to do, and how many hours she worked at a stretch, and how she meant to lie abed to-morrow 

morning for a good long rest; to-morrow being a holiday she passed at home. Also how she had seen a 

countess and a lord some days before, and how the lord was much about as tall as Peter;' at which Peter pulled 

up his collars so high that you couldn't have seen his head if you had been there. All this time the chestnuts 

and the jug went round and round; and by-and-bye they had a song, about a lost child travelling in the snow, 

from Tiny Tim, who had a plaintive little voice, and sang it very well indeed. 

There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not a handsome family; they were not well dressed; their 

shoes were far from being water-proof; their clothes were scanty; and Peter might have known, and very 

likely did, the inside of a pawnbroker's. But, they were happy, grateful, pleased with one another, and 

contented with the time; and when they faded, and looked happier yet in the bright sprinklings of the Spirit's 

torch at parting, Scrooge had his eye upon them, and especially on Tiny Tim, until the last. 

By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty heavily; and as Scrooge and the Spirit went along the 

streets, the brightness of the roaring fires in kitchens, parlours, and all sorts of rooms, was wonderful. Here, 

the flickering of the blaze showed preparations for a cosy dinner, with hot plates baking through and through 

before the fire, and deep red curtains, ready to be drawn to shut out cold and darkness. There all the children 

of the house were running out into the snow to meet their married sisters, brothers, cousins, uncles, aunts, and 

be the first to greet them. Here, again, were shadows on the window-blind of guests assembling; and there a 

group of handsome girls, all hooded and fur-booted, and all chattering at once, tripped lightly off to some near 

neighbour's house; where, woe upon the single man who saw them enter -- artful witches, well they knew it -- 

in a glow. 

But, if you had judged from the numbers of people on their way to friendly gatherings, you might have 

thought that no one was at home to give them welcome when they got there, instead of every house expecting 

company, and piling up its fires half-chimney high. Blessings on it, how the Ghost exulted. How it bared its 

breadth of breast, and opened its capacious palm, and floated on, outpouring, with a generous hand, its bright 

and harmless mirth on everything within its reach. The very lamplighter, who ran on before, dotting the dusky 

street with specks of light, and who was dressed to spend the evening somewhere, laughed out loudly as the 

Spirit passed, though little kenned the lamplighter that he had any company but Christmas. 

And now, without a word of warning from the Ghost, they stood upon a bleak and desert moor, where 

monstrous masses of rude stone were cast about, as though it were the burial-place of giants; and water spread 

itself wheresoever it listed, or would have done so, but for the frost that held it prisoner; and nothing grew but 

moss and furze, and coarse rank grass. Down in the west the setting sun had left a streak of fiery red, which 

glared upon the desolation for an instant, like a sullen eye, and frowning lower, lower, lower yet, was lost in 

the thick gloom of darkest night. 

`What place is this.' asked Scrooge. 

`A place where Miners live, who labour in the bowels of the earth,' returned the Spirit. `But they know me. 

See.' 
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Alight shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly they advanced towards it. Passing through the wall of 

mud and stone, they found a cheerful company assembled round a glowing fire. An old, old man and woman, 

with their children and their children's children, and another generation beyond that, all decked out gaily in 

their holiday attire. The old man, in a voice that seldom rose above the howling of the wind upon the barren 

waste, was singing them a Christmas song -- it had been a very old song when he was a boy -- and from time 

to time they all joined in the chorus. So surely as they raised their voices, the old man got quite blithe and 

loud; and so surely as they stopped, his vigour sank again. 

The Spirit did not tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his robe, and passing on above the moor, sped -- whither. 

Not to sea. To sea. To Scrooge's horror, looking back, he saw the last of the land, a frightful range of rocks, 

behind them; and his ears were deafened by the thundering of water, as it rolled and roared, and raged among 

the dreadful caverns it had worn, and fiercely tried to undermine the earth. 

Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rocks, some league or so from shore, on which the waters chafed and 

dashed, the wild year through, there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great heaps of sea-weed clung to its base, and 

storm-birds -- born of the wind one might suppose, as sea-weed of the water -- rose and fell about it, like the 

waves they skimmed. 

But even here, two men who watched the light had made a fire, that through the loophole in the thick stone 

wall shed out a ray of brightness on the awful sea. Joining their horny hands over the rough table at which 

they sat, they wished each other Merry Christmas in their can of grog; and one of them: the elder, too, with 

his face all damaged and scarred with hard weather, as the figure-head of an old ship might be: struck up a 

sturdy song that was like a Gale in itself. 

Again the Ghost sped on, above the black and heaving sea -- on, on -- until, being far away, as he told 

Scrooge, from any shore, they lighted on a ship. They stood beside the helmsman at the wheel, the look-out in 

the bow, the officers who had the watch; dark, ghostly figures in their several stations; but every man among 

them hummed a Christmas tune, or had a Christmas thought, or spoke below his breath to his companion of 

some bygone Christmas Day, with homeward hopes belonging to it. And every man on board, waking or 

sleeping, good or bad, had had a kinder word for another on that day than on any day in the year; and had 

shared to some extent in its festivities; and had remembered those he cared for at a distance, and had known 

that they delighted to remember him. 

It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the moaning of the wind, and thinking what a solemn 

thing it was to move on through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose depths were secrets as 

profound as Death: it was a great surprise to Scrooge, while thus engaged, to hear a hearty laugh. It was a 

much greater surprise to Scrooge to recognise it as his own nephew's and to find himself in a bright, dry, 

gleaming room, with the Spirit standing smiling by his side, and looking at that same nephew with approving 

affability. 

`Ha, ha.' laughed Scrooge's nephew. `Ha, ha, ha.' 

If you should happen, by any unlikely chance, to know a man more blest in a laugh than Scrooge's nephew, 

all I can say is, I should like to know him too. Introduce him to me, and I'll cultivate his acquaintance. 
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It is a fair, even-handed, noble adjustment of things, that while there is infection in disease and sorrow, there 

is nothing in the world so irresistibly contagious as laughter and good-humour. When Scrooge's nephew 

laughed in this way: holding his sides, rolling his head, and twisting his face into the most extravagant 

contortions: Scrooge's niece, by marriage, laughed as heartily as he. And their assembled friends being not a 

bit behindhand, roared out lustily. 

`Ha, ha. Ha, ha, ha, ha.' 

`He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live.' cried Scrooge's nephew. `He believed it too.' 

`More shame for him, Fred.' said Scrooge's niece, indignantly. Bless those women; they never do anything by 

halves. They are always in earnest. 

She was very pretty: exceedingly pretty. With a dimpled, surprised-looking, capital face; a ripe little mouth, 

that seemed made to be kissed -- as no doubt it was; all kinds of good little dots about her chin, that melted 

into one another when she laughed; and the sunniest pair of eyes you ever saw in any little creature's head. 

Altogether she was what you would have called provoking, you know; but satisfactory, 

`He's a comical old fellow,' said Scrooge's nephew,' that's the truth: and not so pleasant as he might be. 

However, his offences carry their own punishment, and I have nothing to say against him.' 

`I'm sure he is very rich, Fred,' hinted Scrooge's niece. `At least you always tell me so.' 

`What of that, my dear.' said Scrooge's nephew. `His wealth is of no use to him. He don't do any good with it. 

He don't make himself comfortable with it. He hasn't the satisfaction of thinking -- ha, ha, ha. -- that he is ever 

going to benefit us with it.' 

`I have no patience with him,' observed Scrooge's niece. Scrooge's niece's sisters, and all the other ladies, 

expressed the same opinion. 

`Oh, I have.' said Scrooge's nephew. `I am sorry for him; I couldn't be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers 

by his ill whims. Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to dislike us, and he won't come and dine 

with us. What's the consequence. He don't lose much of a dinner.' 

`Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,' interrupted Scrooge's niece. Everybody else said the same, and 

they must be allowed to have been competent judges, because they had just had dinner; and, with the dessert 

upon the table, were clustered round the fire, by lamplight. 

`Well. I'm very glad to hear it,' said Scrooge's nephew, `because I haven't great faith in these young 

housekeepers. What do you say, Topper.' 
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Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge's niece's sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a 

wretched outcast, who had no right to express an opinion on the subject. Whereat Scrooge's niece's sister -- 

the plump one with the lace tucker: not the one with the roses -- blushed. 

`Do go on, Fred,' said Scrooge's niece, clapping her hands. `He never finishes what he begins to say. He is 

such a ridiculous fellow.' 

Scrooge's nephew revelled in another laugh, and as it was impossible to keep the infection off; though the 

plump sister tried hard to do it with aromatic vinegar; his example was unanimously followed. 

`I was only going to say,' said Scrooge's nephew,' that the consequence of his taking a dislike to us, and not 

making merry with us, is, as I think, that he loses some pleasant moments, which could do him no harm. I am 

sure he loses pleasanter companions than he can find in his own thoughts, either in his mouldy old office, or 

his dusty chambers. I mean to give him the same chance every year, whether he likes it or not, for I pity him. 

He may rail at Christmas till he dies, but he can't help thinking better of it -- I defy him -- if he finds me going 

there, in good temper, year after year, and saying Uncle Scrooge, how are you. If it only puts him in the vein 

to leave his poor clerk fifty pounds, that's something; and I think I shook him yesterday.' 

It was their turn to laugh now at the notion of his shaking Scrooge. But being thoroughly good-natured, and 

not much caring what they laughed at, so that they laughed at any rate, he encouraged them in their 

merriment, and passed the bottle joyously. 

After tea. they had some music. For they were a musical family, and knew what they were about, when they 

sung a Glee or Catch, I can assure you: especially Topper, who could growl away in the bass like a good one, 

and never swell the large veins in his forehead, or get red in the face over it. Scrooge's niece played well upon 

the harp; and played among other tunes a simple little air (a mere nothing: you might learn to whistle it in two 

minutes), which had been familiar to the child who fetched Scrooge from the boarding-school, as he had been 

reminded by the Ghost of Christmas Past. When this strain of music sounded, all the things that Ghost had 

shown him, came upon his mind; he softened more and more; and thought that if he could have listened to it 

often, years ago, he might have cultivated the kindnesses of life for his own happiness with his own hands, 

without resorting to the sexton's spade that buried Jacob Marley. 

But they didn't devote the whole evening to music. After a while they played at forfeits; for it is good to be 

children sometimes, and never better than at Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a child himself. Stop. 

There was first a game at blind-man's buff. Of course there was. And I no more believe Topper was really 

blind than I believe he had eyes in his boots. My opinion is, that it was a done thing between him and 

Scrooge's nephew; and that the Ghost of Christmas Present knew it. The way he went after that plump sister 

in the lace tucker, was an outrage on the credulity of human nature. Knocking down the fire-irons, tumbling 

over the chairs, bumping against the piano, smothering himself among the curtains, wherever she went, there 

went he. He always knew where the plump sister was. He wouldn't catch anybody else. If you had fallen up 

against him (as some of them did), on purpose, he would have made a feint of endeavouring to seize you, 

which would have been an affront to your understanding, and would instantly have sidled off in the direction 

of the plump sister. She often cried out that it wasn't fair; and it really was not. But when at last, he caught 

her; when, in spite of all her silken rustlings, and her rapid flutterings past him, he got her into a corner 

whence there was no escape; then his conduct was the most execrable. For his pretending not to know her; his 
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pretending that it was necessary to touch her head-dress, and further to assure himself of her identity by 

pressing a certain ring upon her finger, and a certain chain about her neck; was vile, monstrous. No doubt she 

told him her opinion of it, when, another blind-man being in office, they were so very confidential together, 

behind the curtains. 

Scrooge's niece was not one of the blind-man's buff party, but was made comfortable with a large chair and a 

footstool, in a snug corner, where the Ghost and Scrooge were close behind her. But she joined in the forfeits, 

and loved her love to admiration with all the letters of the alphabet. Likewise at the game of How, When, and 

Where, she was very great, and to the secret joy of Scrooge's nephew, beat her sisters hollow: though they 

were sharp girls too, as could have told you. There might have been twenty people there, young and old, but 

they all played, and so did Scrooge, for, wholly forgetting the interest he had in what was going on, that his 

voice made no sound in their ears, he sometimes came out with his guess quite loud, and very often guessed 

quite right, too; for the sharpest needle, best Whitechapel, warranted not to cut in the eye, was not sharper 

than Scrooge; blunt as he took it in his head to be. 

The Ghost was greatly pleased to find him in this mood, and looked upon him with such favour, that he 

begged like a boy to be allowed to stay until the guests departed. But this the Spirit said could not be done. 

`Here is a new game,' said Scrooge. `One half hour, Spirit, only one.' 

It was a Game called Yes and No, where Scrooge's nephew had to think of something, and the rest must find 

out what; he only answering to their questions yes or no, as the case was. The brisk fire of questioning to 

which he was exposed, elicited from him that he was thinking of an animal, a live animal, rather a 

disagreeable animal, a savage animal, an animal that growled and grunted sometimes, and talked sometimes, 

and lived in London, and walked about the streets, and wasn't made a show of, and wasn't led by anybody, 

and didn't live in a menagerie, and was never killed in a market, and was not a horse, or an ass, or a cow, or a 

bull, or a tiger, or a dog, or a pig, or a cat, or a bear. At every fresh question that was put to him, this nephew 

burst into a fresh roar of laughter; and was so inexpressibly tickled, that he was obliged to get up off the sofa 

and stamp. At last the plump sister, falling into a similar state, cried out: 

`I have found it out. I know what it is, Fred. I know what it is.' 

`What is it.' cried Fred. 

`It's your Uncle Scrooge.' 

Which it certainly was. Admiration was the universal sentiment, though some objected that the reply to `Is it a 

bear.' ought to have been `Yes;' inasmuch as an answer in the negative was sufficient to have diverted their 

thoughts from Mr Scrooge, supposing they had ever had any tendency that way. 

`He has given us plenty of merriment, I am sure,' said Fred,' and it would be ungrateful not to drink his health. 

Here is a glass of mulled wine ready to our hand at the moment; and I say, "Uncle Scrooge."' 

`Well. Uncle Scrooge.' they cried. 
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`A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to the old man, whatever he is.' said Scrooge's nephew. `He 

wouldn't take it from me, but may he have it, nevertheless. Uncle Scrooge.' 

Uncle Scrooge had imperceptibly become so gay and light of heart, that he would have pledged the 

unconscious company in return, and thanked them in an inaudible speech, if the Ghost had given him time. 

But the whole scene passed off in the breath of the last word spoken by his nephew; and he and the Spirit 

were again upon their travels. 

Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes they visited, but always with a happy end. The Spirit 

stood beside sick beds, and they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and they were close at home; by struggling 

men, and they were patient in their greater hope; by poverty, and it was rich. In almshouse, hospital, and jail, 

in misery's every refuge, where vain man in his little brief authority had not made fast the door and barred the 

Spirit out, he left his blessing, and taught Scrooge his precepts. 

It was a long night, if it were only a night; but Scrooge had his doubts of this, because the Christmas Holidays 

appeared to be condensed into the space of time they passed together. It was strange, too, that while Scrooge 

remained unaltered in his outward form, the Ghost grew older, clearly older. Scrooge had observed this 

change, but never spoke of it, until they left a children's Twelfth Night party, when, looking at the Spirit as 

they stood together in an open place, he noticed that its hair was grey. 

`Are spirits' lives so short.' asked Scrooge. 

`My life upon this globe, is very brief,' replied the Ghost. `It ends to-night.' 

`To-night.' cried Scrooge. 

`To-night at midnight. Hark. The time is drawing near.' 

The chimes were ringing the three quarters past eleven at that moment. 

`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 a 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 
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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 abide 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. 

Scrooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As the last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered 

the prediction of old Jacob Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld a solemn Phantom, draped and hooded, 

coming, like a mist along the ground, towards him. 
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