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BIR NOEL SARKISI



1. DORTLUK



MARLEY’IN HAYALETI

Her seyden 6nce, Marley bir 6liiydii. Bu konuda en ufak bir siiphe bile yoktu. Oliim kayitlarinda rahip, cenaze memuru
levazimatgl ve yas tutanlarin en dnde geleninin imzasi vardi: Scrooge imzalamisti. Scrooge adi da, altina imza atma liitfunda
bulundugu herhangi bir belgenin degerini artirirdi.

Yani bizim Marley, bir kapi ¢ivisi ne kadar 6liiyse o kadar 6liiydii.

Hasa! Yanlis anlasilmasin, kendi deneyimlerime dayanarak, bir kapi ¢ivisinde neyin Ozellikle 6lii oldugunu bildigim
iddiasinda degilim. Hatta bana kalsa, bir tabut civisi demir piyasasinda olabilecek en 6lii pargadir diyebilirim. Fakat
atalarimizin bilgeligi benzetmelerde saklidir; bunlar1 degistirmek de benim haddim degil, yoksa tilkenin sonu olur bu. O ylizden
tekrar etmeme izin verin: Marley, bir kap1 ¢ivisi kadar oliiydi.

Peki, Scrooge, Marley’in 6lii oldugunu biliyor muydu? Elbette biliyordu. Baska tiirlii nasil olabilirdi ki? O ve Scroog
bilmem ka¢ yildir ortaktilar. Scrooge, Marley’in vasiyetini yerine getirecek tek yetkili kisi, tek hak sahibi, onun tek yasal
varisi, tek dostu ve tek yas tutamydi. Ancak Scrooge bile miikemmel bir tiiccar olarak daha cenaze giinii bu isi kazangl bir
sekilde tamamina erdirmesi bir yana bu iiziicii olay karsisinda o kadar sarsilmamusti.

Marley’in cenazesinden s6z etmek beni baslangi¢ noktama gotiirdii. Marley’in 6lii olduguna siiphe yoktu. Bunun kesinlikle
ayrimina varilmazsa, anlatacagim dykiiniin olaganiistii higbir yam kalmayacaktir. Hamlet’in babasinin, oyun baslamadan dnce
oldiigiinden kesinlikle emin olmasaydik, adanmin, dogudan esen riizgarlarla birlikte, kendi kalesinin bur¢larinda dolasmasinda
ilgi cekici higbir yan kalmaz, bu, sadece, herhangi orta yasli bir adamin, karanlik bastiktan sonra esintili bir yerde, sdzgelimi
St. Paul Kilisesi’nin mezarliginda, kendi oglunun yarim aklim basindan almak i¢in diisiincesizce ansizin karsisina ¢ikmasi gibi
bir durum olurdu.

Scrooge, Marley’in adini tabeladan hi¢ silmedi. Deponun kapisinin iistiinde, yillarca Oylece asili durdu: “Scrooge ve¢
Marley”. Sirket, Scrooge ve Marley olarak bilinirdi. ilk kez gelenler, onu bazen Scrooge, bazen de Marley diye cagirdilar
ama o, iki isme de yamt verdi. Onun i¢in hi¢bir sey fark etmiyordu.

Ama nihayetinde degirmen tasimn basindaki eli siki kimseydi o, yillarin eskitemedigi cimri Scrooge! Ogiitiicii, tuttugunt
koparan, havada kapan, a¢gdzIli, yakaladigim birakmayan, suyunu sikan yasli giinahkdr. Ona ¢arpan hi¢bir ¢eligin
cikartamayaca@ kadar giiclii kivilcimlar sacan sert ve keskin bir cakmak tas1 gibiydi; ayrica sirlarla dolu, kendine yeterli ve
bir istiridye kadar yalmzdi. Iginin soguklugu yash yiiz hatlarim katilastirmus, sivri burnunun ucunu dondurup diisiirmiis,
yanaklarini blizmiis, yliriiylisiini kasip diklestirmis, gozlerini kan ¢anagina ¢evirmis, ince dudaklarimi morartnus gibiydi ve
gicirdayan sesiyle tiz perdeden konusurdu. Basinda, kaslarinda ve sakallar1 seyrelmis ¢cenesinde donmus ¢iy tanecikleri vardi
sanki. Gittigi her yere kendi ayazim da beraberinde gotiiriir, sicak havalarda bile yazihanesinde buz keserdi. Noel’de bile bir
nebze olsun buzlar ¢oziilmezdi.

Disaridan gelen sicak ya da soguk Scrooge’u ¢ok az etkilerdi. Higcbir sicak onu 1sitamaz, higbir kis sogugu donduramazdi.
Higbir riizgar ondan daha keskin esemez, hi¢bir kar hedefini 6tkeyle goziine kestirerek onun kadar kasithi yagamaz, higbir
saganak ondan daha duyarsiz olamazdi. Kotii hava onun karsisinda aciz kalirdi. En siddetli yagmur, kar, tipi ve don yalmzca
bir agidan daha agir basiyorlardi ona: Arada bir efendice “dindikleri” oluyordu, ama Scrooge asla dinmezdi.

Onu yolda durdurup da, memnun bakislarla, “Sevgili Scrooge, nasilsin? Ne zaman beni gérmeye geleceksin?” diyen asle
olmazdi. Higbir dilenci ondan sadaka dilenmez, hi¢bir ¢ocuk ona saatin kag oldugunu sormazdi; ne bir kadin ne de bir erkek o
gline kadar ondan yolu 6grenmek istemisti. Korlerin kdpekleri bile onu tantyorlarmiscasina, onun geldigini goriince sahiplerini
kap1 Onlerine, avlulara dogru ¢eker ve sonra da, “Kor gbz, kem gozden iyidir, karanliklardaki efendim,” dercesine kuyruk
sallarlardi.

Biitiin bunlar Scrooge’un umurunda muydi sanki? Aksine, tam da istedigi seydi bu: Hayatin kalabalik sokaklarinda bii
kenardan ilerlemek, insan sevgisi namina ne varsa kendinden uzak tutmak. Varsin “deli” desinlerdi, umurunda bile degildi.

Gtinlerden bir giin —y1lin tiim iyi giinlerinin en iyisi Noel gliniinde— ihtiyar Scrooge tefeci diikkdninda isinin basina ¢okmiistii.
Disarida dondurucu, insani adeta 1siran bir soguk vardi; iistelik hava pusluydu. Scrooge, disarida bir asag bir yukari
kosusturup duran, ellerini koltuklarimin altina sokmus, ayaklarim 1sitmak icin taglar iizerinde ziplayan insanlarin seslerini
duyabiliyordu. Sehirdeki saatler heniiz {i¢ii vurmus, ama hava ¢oktan kararmisti —giin boyu dogru diiriist aydinlanmamusti
zaten— ve mahalledeki isyerlerinin pencerelerinde yanan mumlarin titrek 1siklari, elle tutulurcasina yogun ve koyu kahverengi
havada kizil lekeler gibi titresiyorlardi. Sis biitiin ¢atlaklardan, anahtar deliklerinden igerilere kadar siziyordu ve o kadar
yogundu ki, avlu ¢ok dar oldugu halde, karsidaki evler birer hayalet gibi duruyordu. Kirli bulutlarin ¢okiisiinii ve her seyi



kararttigini géren insan, Tabiat Ana’mn yakinlarda bir yerde yasadigim ve kotii bir seyler yapmaya hazirlandigim sanabilirdi.

Scrooge, bir sarnica benzeyen kiiclik kasvetli bir hiicrede mektuplar1 temize ¢eken katibini g6z hapsinde tutmak i¢in odasimn
kapisim agik birakmisti. Scrooge’un sobasinda ¢ok az bir ates vardi, ama katibin atesi o kadar azdi ki, tek bir komiirden ibaret
gibiydi. Gelgelelim adam atesini besleyemiyordu; ¢iinkii Scrooge, kdmiir kovasin kendi odasinda tutuyordu ve kéatip, elinde
kiirekle Scrooge’un odasina ne zaman girecek olsa patronu onu pesinen uyarip bdyle giderse yollarim ayirmak zorunda
kalacaklarini soyliiyordu. Bunun iizerine katip beyaz atkisina sarimp, mum 1518inda 1sinmaya g¢alistyor, fakat hayal giicli zayif
bir adam oldugundan basariya ulagammyordu.

“Mutlu Noeller Day1! Tanr1 sizi korusun!” dedi neseli bir ses. Scrooge’un yegeninin sesiydi bu ve igeri girisi dylesine hizli
olmustu ki, Scrooge onu neredeyse sesiyle birlikte yeni algilayabilmisti.

“Peh!” dedi Scrooge. “Sagmalik!”

Sisli ve soguk havada yaptig1 hizli yiirliylis onu Oylesine 1sitmusti ki, yakisikli yiizii al al, gozleri piril pirildi ve nefes alip
verdikce agzindan dumanlar ¢ikmaktaydi. “Hi¢ Noel sagma olur mu day1!” dedi Scrooge’un yegeni. “Herhalde boyle demel
istemediniz, degil mi?”

“Istedim! Mutlu Noellermis! Mutlu olmaya ne hakkin var senin? Mutlu olmak igin bir nedenin var m? Yeterince yoksulsur
zaten!”

“Pekala,” diye karsilik verdi yegen aym neseyle. “Peki, Oyleyse sizin mutsuz olmaya ne hakkimz var? Neden bu kadai
karamsarsimz? Yeterince zenginsiniz!”

Bu sdze o an i¢in verilecek iyi bir yamt bulamayan Scrooge, “Peh!” dedi, sonra “Sa¢malik!” diye ekledi.
“Sinirlenmeyin day1.”

“Bunca aptalla dolu bir diinyada yasarken...” dedi dayisi, “baska ne yapabilirim. Mutlu Noellermis! Noelleri batsin! Cebinde
paran olmadig halde sana fatura 6deten bir giin olmasinin disinda nedir ki Noel senin i¢in? Kendini bir y1l daha yaslanmus
bulup da hayatim bir saat bile zenginlestiremedigin; hesap defterlerini dengelemeye calisirken, giderlerinin her gecen ay arttig
gergegiyle ylizlestigin bir zaman olmanin disinda? Bana kalirsa...” diye kizginlikla siirdiirdii: “Agzindan Mutlu Noeller dileg
¢ikan her aptali, kendi Noel asinda kaynatip, kalbine saplanmus kutsal bir kazikla gdmmeli. Iste o kadar!”

“Day1!” diye yalvard1 yegen.

“Yegen!” diyerek hagin bir sesle karsilik verdi dayi. “Sen istedigin gibi kutla Noel’ini ve birak ben de istedigim gibi
kutlayayim.”

“Kutlamak m1! Ama siz Noel’i kutlamiyorsunuz ki.”
“Birak da bunu ben diisiineyim. Noel sana iyilikler getirsin!” dedi Scrooge. “Sanki bugiine kadar bir hayrim gordiin de!”

“Bugiine kadar hayrim gorebilecegim halde degerlendiremedigim ¢ok sey oldugunu sdyleyebilirim,” diye cevap verdi yegen,
“Noel de bunlardan biri. Fakat Noel’1 —kokenindeki kutsalliktan kaynaklanan sayginligindan bagimsiz olarak— mutlu bir giin,
iyi, comert, merhametli bir giin olarak diislindiigiimii kesinlikle sdyleyebilirim. Koskoca yil boyunca kadimyla erkegiyle
herkesin, kimseye agmadiklar1 kalplerini 6zglirce agmaya goniillii olduklari, kendilerinden yoksul olanlar1 bile ebedi
yolculugun yoldas1 olarak benimsedikleri ve onlar1 farkli irklarin, farkli yollarin yolcular1 olarak gérmedikleri tek giindiir
Noel. Iste bu yiizden dayi, bugiine kadar cebime ne bir altin ne de bir giimiis lira koymamus oldugu halde, bana iyilik
getirdigine ve getirmeye de devam edecegine inantyorum. Ve Tanr1 bu giinii kutsasin diyorum!”

Hiicredeki katip ¢ekinerek alkisladi bu konugmayi1. Ancak durumun yakisiksizligini son anda fark ederek atesi karistirdi ve
bdylece son kor pargasim da sonsuza kadar sondiirmiis oldu.

Katibe, “Cit cikardigimzi duymayayim,” dedi Scrooge, “Yoksa Noel’i bir issiz olarak kutlarsimz! Oldukga iyi bi
konusmacisiniz bayim,” diye ekledi sonra yegenine donerek. “Neden parlamentoya girmiyorsunuz, merak ettim.”

“Sinirlenmeyin day1. Hadi! Gelin yarin aksam bizimle yemek yiyin.”

Scrooge, ona, hangi kosullarda gelebilecegini soyledi. Evet, ger¢ekten de sdyledi. Onu ille de gorecekse, bu korkung yerde
gortirdii.

“Ama neden?” diye haykirdi yegen. “Neden?”



“Peki sen neden evlendin?”’
“Ciinkii asik oldum.”

“Clnki asik oldun!” diye homurdandi Scrooge, Noel’i kutlamaktan daha giiliing olan bir sey varsa diinyada, o da asik
olmakti. “Ugurlar olsun!”

“Sanki ben evlenmeden dnce geliyordunuz da. Simdi de gelmemenizin bahanesi evlenmis olmam m?”
“Ugurlar olsun!” dedi Scrooge.
“Sizden hi¢bir sey istemiyorum, hi¢gbir beklentim de yok; neden dost olamiyoruz?”

'9’

“Ugurlar olsun!” dedi Scrooge.

“Sizi boylesine kararli gordiiglim i¢in ¢ok lizgiinim. Simdiye kadar aramizda benden kaynaklanan hi¢bir sorun olmadi. Bt
tartismaya da Noel’in yiizii suyu hiirmetine giristim ve Noel keyfimi bozacak da degilim, en azindan Noel boyunca. Tekrar
Mutlu Noeller day1.”

“Ugurlar olsun,” dedi Scrooge.
“Ve Mutlu Yillar!”
“Ugurlar olsun,” dedi Scrooge.

Yegeni tek bir kotii s6z sarf etmeksizin terk etti oday1. Dis kapida, katibe iy1 dileklerini sunmak i¢in durdu. Soguktan donmak
tizere olan adam, bu haliyle bile Scrooge’tan daha sicakti ve bu dileklere kalpten karsilik verdi.

“Al sana bir deli daha!” diye mirildandi, onlar1 isiten Scrooge. “Haftada on bes silinle bakmas1 gereken bir es var, hala
aileden ve mutlu Noel’den bahsediyor. Bu gidisle Bedlam’1td boylayacagim!”

Bu kacik, demin Scrooge’un yegenini yolcu ettigi kapidan, simdi de iki adamu buyur etmekteydi. Bunlar, goze hos goriinen g1k
giyimli, ciisseli, kibar beyefendilerdi ve simdi sapkalarim ¢ikarmus Scrooge’un ofisinde dikiliyorlardi. Ellerinde birtakir
kitaplar ve kagitlar vardi, Scrooge’u egilerek selamladilar.

Listesine bakarak, “Scrooge ve Marley, degil mi?” dedi iglerinden biri. “Bay Scrooge’la mi, yoksa Bay Marley’le m
tamgma serefine nail oluyoruz acaba?”

“Bay Marley 6leli yedi yil oluyor,” diye yanitladi Scrooge. “Yedi y1l 6nce, tam da bu gece 6ldii kendileri.”
“Hayatta kalan ortaginin da, onun comertligini siirdiirdiiglinden hi¢ siiphemiz yok,” dedi adam kartvizitini uzatirken.

Evet, dedigi dogruydu, ortagiyla birbirlerine pek benzerlerdi. Scrooge ugursuz saydigi, “comertlik” sozcligi karsisinda
kaglarin ¢att1 ve kartt geri verdi.

“Bu hayirli giinler Bay Scrooge...” dedi adam eline bir kalem alarak, “fakir ve yardima muhta¢ kimselere yardim elins
uzatmak i¢in bulunmaz bir firsattir. Binlerce insan en temel ihtiyaclarini bile karsilayamiyor, yiiz binlercesi de sikintida
efendim.”

“Hapishaneler yok mu?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Olmaz olur mu?” dedi adam elindeki kalemi birakarak.

“Ya diiskiin evleri?” diye 1srar etti Scrooge. “Hala faaliyette bunlar degil mi?”
“Evet, maaalesef,” diye yanitladi adam. “Keske calismiyorlar diyebilseydim.”
“Treadmill ve Yoksulluk yasalar1 da isle-mekte?”

“Her ikisi de yiiriirliikte efendim.”

“Oh, 1yi! Sozlerinizden, onlar1 bu faydali faaliyetlerinden alikoyan bir seyler oldugunu zannettim de korktum,” dedi Scrooge.
“Ama duyduklarima sevindim.”

“Bu zavallilarin gerek ruhen, gerek bedenen Hiristiyanca bir destekten ¢ok az nasiplerini aldiklar1 izlenimiyle,” diye devamr
etti adam, “bir fon olusturarak bu yoksullara yiyecek, icecek ve yakacak yardimi yapmaya karar verdik. Bu kutsal gilinleri



sectik; ¢linkii bunlar, tam da yoksullugun en yogun hissedildigi giinlerdir. Size ne kadar yazayim?”
“Higbir sey!” dedi Scrooge.
“Adinizin gizli kalmasim nu istiyorsunuz?”’

“Rahat birakilmak istiyorum. Ne istedigimi sordugunuza goére yamtim bu. Ben Noel’i kutlamiyorum ve aylaklar
senlendirmeye kesem elvermez. Demin s6ziinii ettigim kuruluslara yeteri kadar yardim yapiyorum, ki bu da zaten bana pahaliya
mal oluyor. Zorda olanlar oralara gitsinler.”

“Cogu gidemiyor ve bazilar1 da 6lmeyi tercih ediyor.”

“Eger 0lmeyi tercih ediyorlarsa...” dedi Scrooge, “6lsiinler o zaman. Fazla niifus da azalmis olur. Kald1 ki —6ziir dilerin
ama— bu soylediginizin dogruluk payini bilmiyorum.”

“Ama bilmelisiniz.”

“Beni ilgilendirmez,” diye karsilik verdi Scrooge. “Bence bir adamin kendi isinden anlamasi yeterlidir ve baskalarimr
meselelerine burnunu sokmasina da hi¢ gerek yoktur. Benim isim bagimdan askin zaten. Hosca kalin baylar!”

Goriislerinde 1srar etmenin ise yaramayacagim agikca goren adamlar yazihaneden ayrildilar. Kendine olan hayranligi daha
da artan Scrooge, her zamankinden daha alayc1 bir ruh hali i¢inde isinin bagina dondii.

Bu arada sis ve karanlik o kadar artmusti ki ellerinde mesalelerle kimi insanlar, atlarin ¢ektigi arabalara yol gostermek icin
kosturup durmaktaydi. Homurtulu eski ¢amnin gotik bir pencereden gizlice Scrooge’u seyrettigi eski bir kilise kulesi
gorlinmezlesti ve gerek saat baslarini gerekse ¢eyrekleri bulutlarin i¢inden, buz gibi soguktan disleri takirdiyormusgasina titrek
seslerle vurdu. Soguk siddetini artirdi. Anayolun kosesinde, is¢iler gaz borularim onartyorlardi. Bir varilin i¢inde kocaman bir
ates yakmuslar, giysileri perisan adamlar ve gengler etraflarina toplanmus, ellerini ovusturup gézleri mutluluktan 1s1ldayarak
1sinmaya calistyorlardi. Yalmzliga terk edilmis ¢esmeden akan sular donup kalmus, tehlikeli buzdan sacaklara doniigmiistii.
Cobanpiiskiiliinden yapilma yeni yil taklar1 ve siisleri vitrinde parildayan 1siklar altinda yamp soniiyor, o sirada dnlerinden
gecen solgun yiizleri de kirmiziya boyuyorlardi. Kasap ve manavlarin isleri dylesine muhtesem bir eglenceye doniismiistii ki
satis ve pazarlama isinin sikiciliftyla, bu tantanali sélenin uzaktan yakindan bir iliskisi olabilecegine inanmak giictii. Belediye
baskani, gorkemli resmi ikametgdhimn elli ascis1 ve hizmetkarina, Noel’in bir baskanin evine yarasir bir sekilde karsilanmasi
i¢in emirler vermisti. Daha bir hafta 6nce sokaklarda sarhos gezdigi i¢in bes silin ceza kestigi terzi bile, siska karis1 kucaginda
cocuguyla et almaya ¢ikmisken tavan arasindaki evinde Noel tatlisim karigtirmaktaydi.

Sis artiyor, hava daha da soguyordu. Delip gegen, 1siran, iliklere isleyen bir soguktu bu. Iyi yiirekli Aziz Dunstan bile eger ¢
seytan ruhlunun burnunu bildik silahlarla degil de bu sogukla kirmaya kalksaydi, kesinlikle ezip gecerdi onu. Bu sirada
sogugun, bir kopegin oniindeki kemikleri kemirmesi gibi kii¢iik burnunu kemirip durdugu gengten biri, Scrooge’un anahtar
deligine dogru egilip bir Noel sarkis1 mirildanmaya basladi. Daha “Tanri seni korusun mutlu efendi, elem keder vermesin
hi¢hbir sey...” dizelerini mirildanmisti ki; Scrooge cetveli dyle bir kapt1 ki sarkici dehset i¢cinde kagarak anahtar deligini sise
ve hatta daha cana yakin goriinen soguga terk etti.

Sonunda yazihaneyi kapatma vakti geldi. Scrooge taburesinden isteksizce kalkti ve bu gercegi hiicresinde umutla bekleyer
katibe ciddiyetle itiraf etti. Katip aninda mumunu sondiiriip sapkasini giymisti.

“Yar1n, biitiin bir giin tatil yapmak istersiniz sanirim?”’ dedi Scrooge.
“Eger sizin i¢in de uygunsa efendim.”

“Hayir uygun degil,” dedi Scrooge. “Ve adil de degil! Bu durumda yevmiyenin yarisim kessem, kendini sOmiiriilmiis
hissedersin, degil mi?”

Katip belli belirsiz giiliimsedi.

“Ama hicbir sey yapmadigimz biitiin bir giiniin hak edilmemis ticretini 6dedigimde ben somiiriilmiis olmuyor muyum?” diye
soylendi Scrooge.

Katip, bunun senede sadece bir giin oldugunu belirtti.

“Her 25 Aralik’in adam soyma giinii sayilmasi i¢in hi¢ de iyi bir mazeret degil bu” dedi Scrooge, ceketinin diigmelerini
cenesine kadar iliklerken. “Fakat sanirim sana tam giin izin vermem gerekiyor. Ertesi sabah erkenden burada olun!”

Katip erken gelecegine dair s6z verdi ve Scrooge homurdana homurdana ¢ikti. Diikkdn aminda kapandi ve katip uzun uglar;



belinden iyice asagiya sarkmus beyaz atkisiyla (¢iinkii bir pardesiiye sahip olma bahtiyarligina erisememisti) Cornhill’deki bir
yokustan, ¢ocuklarin olusturdugu bir siranin kuyruguna takilip Noel’in hatirina yirmi kez buz tutmus bir yoldan kaydiktan sonra
Camden Town’daki evine, bir an 6nce korebe oynayabilmek i¢in elinden geldigince hizl1 kostu.

Scrooge kasvetli aksam yemegini her zamanki kasvetli lokantasinda yedi. Biitiin gazeteleri okumustu, o yiizden, gecenir
kalanmm banka defterini incelemekle gecirdi ve sonra da yatmaya eve yollandi. Olen ortaginin bir zamanlar sahip oldugu
kiralik odalarda oturuyordu. Bu kasvetli odalar somurtkan binalarin arasindaki avlunun i¢inde dylesine kalakalmuglardr ki
insan bunlarin daha gencken bir saklambag oyunu sirasinda buraya saklanip daha sonra ¢ikmayr unuttuklarim sanabilirdi. Bina
iyice eskimisti ve burada Scrooge’dan baska kimse yagamadig i¢in epey kasvetliydi. Diger odalar ofis olarak kiralanmusti.
Avlu o kadar karanlikti ki, her tag1 ezbere bilen Scrooge bile el yordamiyla ilerlemek zorunda kalirdi. Karanlik giris kapisinin
lizerine ¢Okmiis sis ve sogugun yogunluguna bakilinca, Hava Tanris1 esige oturmus da, yash diisiincelere dalmis samrdimz.

Aslina bakilirsa kap1 tokmaginin kocaman olmasinin disinda olagandis1 hi¢bir 6zelligi yoktu. Ayrica Scrooge’un burada
yasadigl zaman boyunca, onu her Tanr1’nin giinii, bir sabah bir de aksam gormiis oldugu da bir gercekti. Bir bagka gercek de,
oldukga ciiretkar bir iddia olsa da, mahalle meclisindeki, belediyedeki ve esnaf loncalarindaki beyler de dahil olmak {izere,
Scrooge’un da Londra’daki herhangi bir kisi gibi hayal giiclinden hi¢ nasibini almamis olduguydu. O giin 6gleden sonra, yedi
yil O6nce Olmiis oldugunu sdylemenin disinda, ortagi Marley’i aklinin ucuna bile getirmemisti. O halde, bana, Scrooge
anahtarint delige sokup cevirdiginde, kap1 tokmagimn gozle goriilebilen hi¢bir degisim olmaksizin, nasil olup da Marley’in
suratina doniistiiglinii agiklayabilecek biri varsa ortaya ¢iksin!

Marley’in surati avludaki diger nesneler gibi koyu golgeler iginde degildi; zayif bir 151k sagiyor, karanlik bir mahzendeki
bayat bir 1stakoz gibi parliyordu. Kizgin ya da korkutucu degildi; Marley, Scrooge’a her zaman nasil bakmigsa, 6yle bakiyordu:
Hayaletinkine benzeyen bir almin {istliine kaldirilmis hayaletimsi bir gozliik. Saclar1 sicak bir hava veya bir cereyanin etkisiyle
karismus gibiydi. Gozleri faltagi gibi acik oldugu halde, bakislar1 tamamen sabitti. Bu hali ve gbzlerinin kursuni rengi ona
korkutucu bir goriinim veriyordu; yine de bu korkungluk, yiiziiniin ifadesinden ¢ok onun denetiminin disindaki bir seyden
kaynaklaniyordu.

Scrooge’un bakislar1 bu goriintiiye kilitlenince, yiiz, yeniden kap1 tokmagina dontistii.

Odii patlamadi ya da ¢ocuklugundan beri yabanci oldugu korkutucu bir hisle kam donmadi desek, yalan olur. Yine de elini
tizerinden ¢ektigi anahtar1 tekrar tuttu, kapiyr agip iceriye girdi ve mumu yakti.

Kapiy1 kapamadan once bir an durdu ve Marley’in suretinin holden her an ¢ikmasim bekler gibi, arkasina bakti. Ama kapimr
arkasinda tokmag tutan vidalar ve somunlar digsinda hi¢bir sey yoktu ve bunun iizerine o da, “Hadi canim, sen de!” diyerek
kapiy1 carparak kapadi.

Kapinin sesi evin iginde gok giiriiltiisii gibi yankilandi. Ustteki her bir oda ve sarap tiiccarinin alt kattaki mahzeninde bulunar
her bir sise ayr1 ayr1 yankilariyla bu sese karsilik verdiler sanki. Scrooge yankilardan korkacak adam degildi. Kapiy1 kilitleyip
holii gecti ve elindeki mumla agir agir merdivenleri tirmandi.

Benzetme dilinde alti atli bir arabanin eski giizel gilinlere ait merdivenleri adeta ugarak ¢ikmasindan ya da bugiiniin kotii bir
parlamento kararini ezip ge¢cmesinden s6z edilir, fakat bir cenaze arabasim bu merdivenlere yanlamasina koysaniz, falakasim
duvara, kapisini tirabzanlara dayasaniz bile, bu merdivenlerden onu kolayca yukar1 ¢ekebileceginizi sdylerken bunu sozciigiin
gercek anlaminda almalisimz. Bunun igin yeterince genisti merdiven, hatta yer bile kalirdi. Iste belki de bu nedenledir ki
Scrooge, karanligin i¢inde, oniinde bir cenaze arabasi gérdiigiinii sandi. Yarim diizine sokak lambas1 bile bu merdiveni dogru
diirtist aydinlatamazdi; Scrooge’un elindeki bir tek mumun verdigi 15181n artik ne kadar ise yaradigint gelin siz diisiiniin.

Scrooge karanliga aldiris etmeksizin yukar1 tirmandi. Nasilsa karanligin ona bir masrafi yoktu ve Scrooge bu durumdar
hosnuttu. Yine de agir oda kapisint kapatmadan once, her seyin yerli yerinde olup olmadigim kontrol etmek i¢in odalari
dolasti. Bunu yapmayi isteyecek kadar iyi hatirliyordu gordiigii yiizii.

Oturma odasi, yatak odasi, hirdavat odasi; her sey olmasi gerektigi gibiydi. Masanin altinda kimse yoktu, koltugun altinda da.
Ocakta ufacik bir ates, kasik ve kiase hazir duruyordu ve ateste, kiiciik bir tencerede yulaf ezmesi (Scrooge biraz iislitmiistii)
vardi. Yatagin altinda kimse yoktu, dolapta kimse yoktu, duvarda silipheli bir bi¢cimde asili duran sabahligin i¢inde de kimse
yoktu. Odunluk her zamanki gibiydi. Eski somine paravanasi, eski ayakkabilar, iki balik sepeti, ii¢ ayakli yikanma teknesi ve
masa da dyleydi.

Gayet memnun bir sekilde kapisim kapatti ve kendini iceriye kilitledi; hem de hi¢ adeti olmadig bi¢imde anahtar1 iki kez
cevirdi. Stirprizlere kars1 onlemini alinca, kravatim ¢ikardi, sabahligim, takkesini ve terliklerini giyip yulaf ezmesini yemek
iizere atesin karsisina yerlesti.



Gergekten de minicik bir atesti bu; boylesine soguk bir gece i¢in bir higti. Bu bir avug komiiriin 1sisim hissedebilmesi igir
insanin atesin hemen yam basinda oturup iizerine egilmesi sartti. Somine ¢ok eskiden Hollandali bir tiiccar tarafindar
yaptirilmus, /ncil’deki oykiileri betimleyen nadir Hollanda ¢inileriyle kapli antika bir parcaydi: Habil ile Kabil, Firavun’ur
kizlar1, Saba Melikesi, kustiiyii yataklara benzeyen bulutlar {izerinde asagi inen haberci melekler, Hz. Ibrahim, Baltazar
tekneleri denize agilan Havariler, diisiincelerini mesgul edecek yiizlerce figiir vardi; ama yedi yildir 6lii olan Marley’in yiizii
ona gdrliniip, o kadim peygamberin asasi gibi her seyi siliyordu. Her bir diiz ¢ini beyaz olsa ve boliik porgiik diisiinceleri
yiizeyinde resmedebilse, her birinin lizerinde yasli Marley’in basinin bir sureti olurdu.

“Sa¢malik!” dedi Scrooge ve odayi arsinlamaya basladi.

Birka¢ kez doniip dolastiktan sonra oturdu. Basim arkaya yasladiginda, artik kullanilmayan ve bir zamanlar, simdi ¢oktan
unutulmus bir amagla iist kattaki bir odayla buranin iletisimini saglayan ¢ingirak zili gordii. Biiyiik bir sagkinlik ve tarif
edilemez, tuhaf bir dehset iginde zile dyle bakarken bu zilin yavas yavas sallanmaya basladigini fark etti. Ilk basta o kadar
yavas sallantyordu ki, hemen hi¢ ses ¢ikmiyordu; fakat kisa bir siire sonra, evdeki biitiin ziller yiiksek sesle calmaya basladi.

Bu belki yarim, belki bir dakika siirdii, ama ona bir saat gibi geldi. Ziller basladiklar1 gibi aniden birlikte susuverdiler.
Ardindan derinlerden gelen, madeni bir ses duyuldu; sanki biri, sarap tiiccarinin mahzenindeki figilarin lizerinde kalin bir
zincir gezdiriyordu. Scrooge o an, perili evlerdeki hayaletlerin, zincirleri siiriikledigi yolunda sdylentiler duydugunu hatirladi.

Mahzenin kapis1 bombalannms gibi bir giiriiltiiyle acildi ve alt kattaki zincir sakirtisinin ¢ok daha arttigini, gitgide yaklasip
merdivenleri tirmandigim ve tam kapimn 6niinde durdugunu duydu.

“Hadi canim,” dedi Scrooge, “Inanniyorum iste.”

Ama, o sey agir kapidan igeriye girip gbzlerinin 6niinde durunca, beti benzi atti. Onun girisi sirasinda, sominede sénmeye
yliz tutan ates bile, “Onu tantyorum! Bu Marley’in hayaleti!” diye ¢18lik atmak ister gibi parlayip sonra tekrar sonmiistii.

Aym yiiz, tipatip ayni. At kuyrugu yapilmis sag1, her zamanki yelegi, pantolonu, ¢izmeleri, ¢izmelerinin pliskiillii bagciklari,
paltosunun etekleri ve basindaki sagi. Siiriikledigi zincir kalcalarina bagliydi. Uzundu ve bir kuyruk gibi govdesine
dolanmiyordu. Scrooge dikkatle bakinca zincirin kasalar, anahtarlar, asma kilitler, hesap defterleri, faturalar ve g¢elikten, agir
para kutularindan olustugunu gordii. Govdesi saydamdi ve bu sayede, yeleginin arkasindaki iki diigmeyi dahi se¢ebiliyordu
Scrooge.

Marley’in bagirsaklainin olmadigim ¢ok duymustu ama, elbette, simdiye kadar buna hi¢ inanmamusti.

Hayir. Simdi de inanmiyordu buna. Bakislar1 hayaletin saydamligina gitgide daha ¢ok niifuz etmesine, onun 61l gozlerinir
soguklugunu hissetmesine, hatta boynuna ve kafasina sarilmig ve daha 6nce dikkatini hi¢ ¢ekmemis olan atkinin dokuma tarzin
ayirt edebilmesine ragmen, hala inanmiyordu ve duyularimn algilariyla savasiyordu.

“Pekala!” dedi, her zamanki soguk ve alayci sesiyle. “Ne istiyorsun benden?”
“Cok sey!” Marley’in sesi; hi¢ siiphe yok.

“Kimsiniz?”

“Kimdiniz diye sor!”

“Kimdiniz dyleyse?” dedi Scrooge sesini yiikselterek. “Bir hayalet i¢in fazla titizsin.” Az kalsin, “bir hayalete gore,”
diyecekti ki, son anda daha uygun olduguna karar verdigi, “i¢in”i kullandi.

“Yasarken senin ortagin Jakob Marley’dim.”

“Otur, oturabiliyorsan tabii,” dedi Scrooge ona kuskuyla bakarak.
“Evet.”

“E, otur dyleyse.”

Scrooge sorma geregi duymustu, ¢iinkii saydam bir hayaletin oturabileceginden emin degildi ve bunun imkansiz olmasi
durumunda, arkasindan can sikici bir agiklama yapma zorunlugu gelebilirdi. Ama Hayalet, aliskanligi buymus gibi gegip
sOminenin karsisina kuruldu.

“Bana inanmiyorsun!” dedi Hayalet.



“Evet, 0yle!” dedi Scrooge.

“Gergekligimi apagik algilayan duyularimn 6tesinde ne tiir bir kamt isterdin?”
“Bilmiyorum.”

“Duyularina neden giivenmiyorsun?”’

“Ciinkii...” dedi Scrooge, “en kiigiik bir seyden bile etkilenebilirler. Insamin midesi azicik bozulsa, duyular1 yamlabilir. Ser
pekala, hazmu zor bir biftek, bir kasik hardal, peynir kabugu ya da iyi pismemis bir patates olabilirsin. Her ne isen, mezardan
cok, midemden geliyor olmalisin!”

Scrooge sakaci biri olmadigi gibi, su an hi¢bir sekilde saka yapacak durumda olmadigini da hissediyordu. Gergek su ki,
kendince akilli laflar edip hem diislincelerini dagitmak, hem de korkusunu bastirmak istiyordu, ¢ilinkii Hayalet’in sesinin
iliklerine isleyip kamm dondurdugu asikardi.

Bir an olsun, o sabit, cam gibi parlak gbzlere bakarak sessizlik i¢inde oturmamn bile aklini oynatmasina yetip de
artabilecegini hissediyordu. Hayalet’in kendine 6zgii bir cehennem havasina biirtinmiigliigiinden ileri gelen korkung bir yani da
vardi. Scrooge ger¢i bunu hissedemiyordu, ama durum apagik buydu. Hi¢ kipirdamadan oturdugu halde saglari, paltosunur
etekleri ve piliskiilleri, sanki firindan vuran sicak bir havamn etkisiyle dalgalaniyordu.

“Su kiirdam goriiyor musun?” diye sordu Scrooge hizla, az 6nceki nedenle yeniden karsi saldiriya gecerek, ¢iinkii bir
saniyeligine bile olsa, Hayalet’in taslastiric1 bakislarim iizerinden uzaklastirmak istiyordu.

“Goriiyorum,” dedi Hayalet.
“Ama ona bakmiyorsun,” dedi Scrooge.
“Yine de goriiyorum,” dedi Hayalet.

“Pekala,” diye karsilik verdi Scrooge. “Omriimiin geri kalan boliimiinde, kendi hayalimde yarattiim bir cinler kitas:
tarafindan rahatsi1z edilmemek i¢in bunu yutmam yeterli! Sagmalik! Sana sdyliiyorum; sagma!”

Hayalet bu s6zler karsisinda dyle korkung bir ¢i1glik kopardi, zincirlerini dyle iirkiitiicii ve korku uyandirici bir giiriiltiiyle
sallad1 ki, Scrooge bayilip diismemek i¢in koltugun kollarina yapisti. Fakat Hayalet, kafasindaki sargilari, sanki ¢ok sicaklamis
gibi ¢ikartip da ¢enesi gdgsiine diistiigli an kapildigr dehset, cok daha biiyiik oldu.

Scrooge dizlerinin {izerine ¢okiip ellerini dua eder gibi birlestirerek, “Merhamet!” dedi. “Korkung goriinti, neden beni
rahatsiz ediyorsun?”

“Gozii diinyadan bagka sey géormeyen adam!” diye yanit verdi Hayalet. “Bana inanmyor musun, inanmiyor musun sdyle?”

“Sana inamyorum,” dedi Scrooge. “Inanmak zorundayim. Ama neden ruhlar yeryiiziine iniyorlar ve neden gelip beni
buluyorlar!”

“Her insanin tagidig ruhun...” dedi Hayalet, “diger insanlarla her seyi paylasip, gidecegi kadar uzaklara gitmesi istenir, bunu
yasarken yapmamussa, oliimiinden sonra yapmaya mahkim edilir. Yoksa ruhu huzur bulamayip diinyada gezinip durur. —Ah! Iste
ben!— Yasarken paylasamadiklarimun, paylasip da mutluluga doniistiiremediklerimin cezasini ¢ekiyorum!”

Hayalet bir kez daha ¢i18lik att1 ve zincirlerini sangirdatti. Golgemsi ellerini ovusturdu.
“Baglisin,” dedi Scrooge titreyerek. “Soyler misin bana, neden?”

“Ben hayatim boyunca kendi yarattifim zincirleri tasiyorum,” diye cevap verdi Hayalet. “Ben onlar1, kendi ellerimle halke
halka, karis karis yaptim, 6zgiir irademle yarattim onlar1! Ve, kendi 6zgiir irademle kusandim bu zinciri! Sana tamdik gelmiyor
mu bu halkalar?”

Scrooge gitgide artan bir titremeye tutulmustu.

“Tas1digin zincirin uzunlugunun ve agirligimn ne oldugunu bilmek ister misin? Yedi yi1l onceki Noel arifesinde de bunlar bu
kadar uzun ve agirdi. Hatta o giin bugiin {izerinde ¢alismuigsin. Bir hayli agirlasnus bir zincir bu.”

Scrooge etrafina dolannus, elli, belki de altmis kulag bir demir kablo gorecekmis gibi yere bakindi, ama bir sey géremedi.

“Jakob!” dedi yalvaran bir ses tonuyla “Dostum Jakob Marley, daha fazla anlat! Bana bir teselli ver, Jakob!”



“Verecek hicbir seyim yok!” dedi Hayalet. “Teselli baska yerlerden gelir, Ebenezer Scrooge ve bagka elgilerce bagka tiir
insanlara getirilir. Ayrica sana istedigim her seyi anlatamam, buna iznim yok. Cok az seye miisaade ediliyor. Dinlenemem, bir
yerde kalamam ve ruhum hi¢ huzura kavusamaz. Yasarken ruhum, bizim tefeci diikkdmmin paradan ibaret olan ortamimin 6tesine
cikamadi; simdiyse zahmetli, yorucu yolculuklar var 6niimde.”

Scrooge’un diisiinceli oldugu zamanlarda, ellerini ceplerine sokma aligkanligi vardi. Hayalet’in sdylediklerini diisiiniirker
gozlerini kaldirmaksizin ve diz ¢oktiigii yerden kalkmaksizin, yine ellerini ceplerine soktu.

“Epey zamandir yollarda olmalisin Jakob,” dedi ciddi ama aym zamanda algakgoniillii ve saygili bir tavirla.
“Uzun bir siire!” dedi Hayalet.
“Yedi sene oldu 6leli, ama hala geziyorsun,” diye diisiinceli diislinceli s6ylendi Scrooge.

“Biitlin bu zaman boyunca...” dedi Hayalet, “ne bir dinlenme, ne bir anlik huzur. Sadece bitmez tiikkenmez bir azap, pismanlik
ve vicdan azab1!”

“Hizli1 mu dolagiyordun?” dedi Scrooge.
“Riizgarlarin kanatlarinda,” diye karsilik verdi Hayalet.
“Yedi yilda hatir1 sayilir bir mesafe katetmis olmaliydin,” dedi Scrooge.

Bu s6zleri duyan Hayalet, gecenin 6liim sessizliginde bagirip zincirlerini dyle bir sangirdatti ki, gece bekgisi ¢ikardig
giiriiltiiden dolay onu tutuklayip kodese tikabilirdi.

“Ah!” diye bagird1 Hayalet, “tutsak, elleri kollar1 bagli ve iki kat prangaya vurulmus olmak ve iyilige yatkin seyleri tamamer
gelisip serpilmesi i¢in Oliimsiiz varliklarin dur durak bilmeyen ¢abalarimn daha nice zaman sonsuzluga akmasi1 gerektigini
bilmemek. Kiiciiciik diinyasimin i¢inde, iyi niyetle ¢abalayan her Hiristiyan’in yararlilik sinirlarina ulagabilmesi i¢in bu 6liimlii
hayatin ne kadar kisa oldugundan habersiz olmak! Degerlendirilemeyen firsatlar i¢in, sonsuza kadar pisman olmanin fayda
etmeyecegini bilmemek! Ben de bdyle biriydim! Ah! Ne yazik ki, ben de boyleydim!”

“Ama sen iyi bir isadamiydin Jakob,” diye kars1 ¢iktt isin ucunun kendisine dokundugunu fark eden Scrooge.

“Is mi!” diye bagirdi Hayalet ellerini yumarak, “Benim isim insanlik olmaliydi. Insanligin refahi, mutlulugu, merhamet
yardimlagma, anlayis, iyilik ve sabir olmaliydi isim. Tiiccar olarak is hayatim, gercek islerin denizinde bir damla olmaliydi
sadece.”

Biitiin acisimn tek sebebi zincirlermis gibi onlar1 kollarinin uzandig1 yere kadar kendinden uzaklastirdi, ardindan tekrar yere
birakti.

“Yeni bir yila girecegimiz su siralar, en ¢ok act ¢ekmek zorunda kaldigim zaman oluyor,” dedi Hayalet. Neden insanlarin
arasinda gbzlerimi kagirarak ytliriidiim de basimu kaldirip bilge insanlar1 o yoksul eve gotiiren ‘yildiz’a bakmadan? Isi1gin beni
gotiirecegi yoksul bir ev yok muydu sanki?”

Scrooge, Hayalet’in bu tarzda konusup durmasindan dehsete kapilmis ve gitgide artan bir titreme ndbetine tutulmustu.
“Kulak ver bana!” dedi Hayalet. “Zamanim dolmak tizere!”
“Verecegim,” dedi Scrooge. “Ama ac1 bana, lafi gereginden fazla dolandirma Jakob! Yalva-ririm!”

“Nasil oldu da, goriinebilir bir bi¢imde karsinda durabiliyorum, bunu sana sdyleyemem. Bir¢ok giin sana goriinmeden yam
basinda oturdum.”

Bu katlamilabilir bir diisiince degildi. Scrooge iirperdi ve almnda biriken terleri sildi.

“Bu hi¢ de ¢ektigim cezamn kolay yamm olusturmuyor,” diye s6ze devam etti Hayalet, “Bu gece seni uyarmaya ve sana
benim sonuma ulasmaman ic¢in hala bir sansin oldugunu sdylemeye geldim. Bir sans, benim temin ettigim bir umut bu
Ebenezer.”

“Benim i¢in hep iyi bir dost oldun Jakob,” dedi Scrooge. “Sagol!”
“Ug Ruh tarafindan ziyaret edileceksin,” diye buyurdu Hayalet.

Scrooge’un ¢enesi neredeyse biraz dnce, Hayalet’inkinin diistligii yere kadar inmisti, yiiz ifadesi sersefil hale gelmisti.



“Bu, sozlinii ettigin sans ve umutla mu ilgili Jakob?”” diye sordu, gitgide kisilan bir sesle.
“Evet, dyle.”
“Ben, ben pek istedigimi sanmiyorum,” diye geveledi Scrooge.

“Bu ziyaretler olmaksizin...” dedi Hayalet, “benim acilar iginde yiiriimekte oldugum bu yollara diismemen olanaksiz. lkini
yarin gece, saatler biri vurdugunda bekle.”

“Ukiinii bir arada kabul edip isi bir defada bitiremez miyim Jakob?”

“Ikincisini ertesi gece aym saatte bekle. Ugiinciisii ise bir sonraki gece, saatler on ikiyi son kez vururken gelecek. Beni tekrai
gormeyi umma. Bu konustuklarimuzi da ‘kendi iyiligin i¢in’ aklindan ¢ikarma!”

Bu sozleri soOyledikten sonra masada duran sargilart alip basim sardi. Scrooge, cenesini baglarken dislerinir
takirdamasindan anlamisti bunu. Gozlerini yeniden yukari kaldirdiginda, dogaiistii konugunu, zincirlerini koluna ve beline
dolamus, ayakta, oniinde dikilir buldu.

Hayalet geri geri adim atiyor, her adiminda ardindaki pencere kendiliginden biraz daha aciliyordu ve Hayalet pencereye
ulastiginda, kanatlar tamamen agilmustr. Gelmesi igin isaret edince, Scrooge yaklasti. iki adim kala Marley’in Hayaleti elin
kaldirarak daha fazla yaklasmamasi i¢in onu uyardi. Scrooge durdu.

Onu durduran, s6z dinler biri olmasindan ¢ok, korku ve saskinlik ig¢inde olmasiydi, ¢iinkii Hayalet elini kaldirdiginda
karmakarigik bir patirti duydu. Birbiriyle alakasiz inlemeler, yakinmalar, anlatilamayacak derecede hiiziinlii ve pismanlik dolu
iniltiler havada birbirine karisiyordu. Durup bir an sese kulak veren Hayalet, acik pencereden disar siiziiliip, karanlik bosluga
birakti kendini.

Scrooge ¢aresiz bir merak i¢inde onun ardindan pencereye yonelip disariya bakti.

Havada inleyerek bir oraya, bir buraya huzursuzluk iginde siiziilen bir dolu hayalet vardi. Her biri, Marley’in Hayaleti’nir
tasidig zincirlerden kusanmustt ve bazilar1 birbirlerine bagliydi (bunlar suglu hiikiimet iiyeleri olmaliydilar), ama hicbiri
zincirsiz degildi. Kimileri Scrooge’un, yasadiklar1 donemde kisisel olarak tanidigi insanlardi. Hele beyaz gomlekli, ayak
bileginden kocaman demir bir para kasasi sarkan ve altindaki bir kap1 esiginde ¢ocuguyla birlikte oturdugunu gordiigii dertli
kadina el uzatamadig i¢in siirekli aglamakta olan yagli adamu ¢ok iyi tamiyordu. Biitiin bu hayaletlerin ¢ektikleri aci, agikca
goriildiigii lizere, iyilik adina diinya meselelerine karigmak istedikleri halde, bu giiclin sonsuza kadar ellerinden alindig
gercegiyle yiiz yiize gelmis olmalarindan kaynaklaniyordu.

Bu yaratiklar sis i¢inde ¢oziiliip dagildilar mu, yoksa sis mi bizzat onlar1 sarmalayip goriinmez kildi bilemiyordu. Ama
hayaletimsi sesleri de onlarla birlikte yok olup gidivermisti ve Scrooge bir anda gece eve donerken nasilsa o hale donmiistii.

Scrooge pencereyi kapadi ve Hayalet’in icinden gectigi kapiyr inceledi. Elleriyle kapadigi gibi, ¢ifte siirgiilenmis olarak
duruyordu ve siirgiilere de dokunulmamisti. Tam, “Sa¢malik!” diyecekti ki, daha ilk hecede durdu. Artik, yasadigi duygu
yogunlugundan mu, giiniin yoruculugundan mu, “Goriinmeyen Diinyay1 bir an i¢in bile olsa gérmiis olmaktan nmu, Hayalet il¢
yaptig1 sikintili sohbetten mi, yoksa saatin ge¢ olup, dinlenme ihtiyaci i¢inde olmasindan mu bilinmez, dogruca yatagina gitti ve
giysileriyle dylece yatt1 ve yatar yatmaz da uykuya daldi.



2. DORTLUK



UC RUH’TAN BIRINCISI

Scrooge uyandiginda ortalik 6yle karanlikti ki, yattig1 yerden baktigi zaman, odasimin mat duvarlariyla pencerenin saydam
camlarim bile birbirinden ayirt edemiyordu. Kdstebege benzer gozleriyle karanligi delmeye calisiyordu ki, yandaki kilisenin
canlar1 dort kez ¢eyregi vurdu. Bunun iizerine saat basimin vurmasim bekledi.

Koca canmin altidan yediye, yediden sekize gegisini ve tam on ikiyi vurana kadar ¢aligim biiyiik bir sagkinlikla dinledi. On iki!
O yattiginda saat ikiyi geciyordu. Saat yanlisti. Herhalde bir buz sarkiti ¢arklar1 tutmus olmaliydi. On iki!

Bu sagmalayan saat kulesinin dogru olup olmadigim kontrol etmek i¢in, calar cep saatinin yayina basti. Cep saatinin hizli
kiictik vurusu on ikiyi ¢ald1 ve sustu.

“Ama bu imkansiz,” dedi Scrooge. “Simdi ben biitiin bir glin uyumus ve bir sonraki gece uyanmis olabilir miyim? Giinese bii
sey olmus olamayacagina gore, saat 6glen on iki olamaz.”

Bu diisiince onu dyle huzursuz etti ki, yataktan firlayip pencereye kostu. Disarisim gérebilmek i¢in, sabahligimn koluyla
camdaki buzlar1 silmesi gerekti, ama yine de pek az sey gorebildi. Binbir zahmetle gorebildigi tek sey suydu; ortalik hala ¢ok
sisli, olagantistii soguktu ve ne sagda solda kosusan insan sesleri, ne de cadde kalabalig giiriiltiisii diye bir sey duyuluyordu;
gecenin aydinlik giinii siirlip atmas1 ve diinyay1 ele gegirmesi halinde kacimilmaz olacak bir durumdu bu. Ama ¢ok stikiir ki
bdyle bir sey s6z konusu degildi; ¢iinkii referans alinacak giin diye bir sey kalmasaydi, “senedin ibrazindan ii¢ gilin sonra,
bedeli Bay Ebenezer Scrooge’a ddenecektir” gibi talimatlar havada kalir, senet Birlesik Devletler Hazine bonosu gibi ise
yaramaz olup ¢ikardi.

Scrooge yatagina geri dondii ve diisiindii, diislindii, enine boyuna, tekrar tekrar diisiindii, ama olanlara bir anlam veremedi.
Diisiindiikge kafas1 daha ¢ok karisti ve diisiinmemeye c¢alistikca da daha fazla diisiindii. Isin igcinden ¢ikamadi. Marley’ir
Hayaleti onu ¢ok rahatsiz ediyordu. Enine boyuna diisiiniip olanlarin bir diis olduguna kendini ikna ettigi her seferinde, akli
tekrar basa doniiyor ve o ilk soruyu tekrarliyordu: “Bu bir diis miiydii, degil miydi?”

Bu sekilde bir kirk bes dakika daha yatmusti ki, aniden, Hayalet’in ona ¢an kulesi saat biri vurdugunda bir ziyaretgisi
olacagint sOyledigi aklina geldi. Uyamk yatarak beklemeye karar verdi ve onun i¢in su an uyumak da, cennete gitmek gibi
miimkiin olmadigindan belki de kendince verilecek en akillica karar1 vermisti.

Bu son bir ¢eyrek ona ¢ok uzun geldi. Hatta uyuyakalip saatin vurusunu kagirdigini diisiindii. Sonunda ses, tetikte bekleyer
kulaginda patlayiverdi.

“Ding Dong!”

“Ceyrek geciyor!” dedi Scrooge.

'9’

“Ding Dong
“Buguk!”
“Ding Dong!”

“Ceyrek var!”

“Ding Dong!”

“Saat bir,” dedi Scrooge muzaffer bir sesle, “ve bir sey yok!”

Bunu, derinden gelen, boguk, hiiziinlii bir sesle tam biri vuran ¢an sesinin yankilanmasi heniiz bitmeden sOylemisti.
Yankilanma biter bitmez, aniden odamin iginde 1siklar yamp sonmeye basladi ve cibinliginin perdeleri savrularak acildi.
Cibinliginin perdeleri bir el tarafindan ¢ekilmisti —bir diisiiniin!— ayak ucundaki ve arkasindaki perdeler degil, dogrudan yiizii
goriilebilecek olan kisimdaki perdelerdi ¢ekilen ve Scrooge, yar1 yatar pozisyonda dogrulup perdeleri ¢eken, diinyaya ait
olmayan bu ziyaret¢iyle yiiz ylize geldi. Benim size yakin oldugum kadar yakindi ona, evet, su an yam basimzda olan ruhum
kadar yakin.

Garip bir yaratiki—bir ¢ocuk gibi; ama ¢ocuk gibi de degil, yasli bir adam, dogaiistii bir bigimde ufalmis da bir ¢ocugun
boyutlarina inmis, yasli bir adam gibiydi. Ensesine ve sirtina dokiilen saclar1 yaslilarinki gibi bembeyazdi; ama yiiziinde tek
bir kirisiklik bile yoktu, cildi pembe beyazdi. Kollar1 ¢ok uzun ve kasliydi; elleri de alisilmadik bir glice sahipmis gibi
gdriiniiyordu. Son derece bicimli olan bacaklar1 ve ayaklari, kollar1 gibi ciplakti. Ustiindeki bembeyaz tiinigin belinde,



parildayan, 1s1kl1 bir kemer vardi. Elinde, taptaze bir demet ¢obanpiiskiilii dal1 tutmaktaydi ve kis giinlerini simgeleyen bu
demetin aksine, tiiniginin etekleri yaz ¢icekleriyle siislenmisti. Fakat onunla ilgili en sasirtici sey, basindaki tagtan yayilan ve
her seyi goriiniir kilan parlak 151k huzmesiydi. Karanlik olmasim istediginde de su anda koltugunun altinda duran sapkayi
kullanmiyor olmalrydi.

Scrooge daha dikkatli bakabildiginde, asil sasirtict olamin bu olmadigim fark etti. Ciinkii kemerindeki 15181n bir oradan bir
buradan parildamasi ve yanip sonmesi gibi, bu yaratigin bi¢cimi de siirekli bir degisim gosteriyordu. Kah bir kollu, kdh bir
bacakl1 oluyor, kah yirmi bacakli bagsiz bir govdeye, basi olmayan bir ¢ift bacaga doniisiiyordu; sonra, govdesi olmayan bir
tek bas haline geliyordu; ama bu parcalar yok olduklar1 karanliklarda eriyip gitmisgesine, tek bir iz bile birakmiyordu.
Scrooge, tam buna sasip kalmisken, yaratik yeniden, hem de 6ncekinden daha belirgin bigimde ortaya ¢ikiveriyordu.

“Gelecegi bana dnceden bildirilen o Ruh siz misiniz, bayim?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Ta kendisiyim.”

Ses yumusak ve dost¢aydi; tuhaf bir bigimde algakti, cok yakiminda olmasina ragmen, uzaklardan gelir gibiydi.
“Kimsiniz? Neyin nesisiniz?”

“Gecmis Noellerin Ruhu’yum.”

“Uzak gegmis mi?” diye sordu Scrooge, bir yandan da yaratigin cliceye benzer gévdesini inceliyordu.

“Hayir, senin ge¢gmiginin.”

Nedeni sorulsa, kendisinin de yamtlayamayacag bir sekilde, Ruh’u sapkasiyla gérmek istiyordu Scrooge. Ruh’a sapkasin
takmas1 i¢in yalvardi.

“Ne!” diye bagirdi Ruh. “Demek yaydigim 15181, o diinya zevklerine diiskiin ellerinle bir an 6nce sondiirmeyi bu kadar ¢ok
istiyorsun? Hirslar1 ile bu sapkayi yaratanlardan ve uzun yillar boyu bu sapkayr takmama neden olanlardan biri olman yetmiyor
mu!”

Scrooge, hayatinin higbir doneminde Ruh’u kasitli bir bigimde giicendirmek istemedigini, onu higbir zaman kendi bilgisi
dahilinde “Ortmeye” yeltenmedigini saygiyla anlatti. Sonra da onu buraya getiren nedeni sormaya cesaret edebildi.

“Senin iyiligin i¢in,” dedi Ruh.
Scrooge, kendini tesekkiir etmeye zorunlu hissetmekle birlikte, deliksiz ve rahat bir uykunun kendisi i¢in daha biiyiik bir

iyilik olacaginm diisiinmekten de kendini alamadi. Ruh, diisiincelerini okuyor olmaliydi ki, hemen, “Sana son bir sans vermek
i¢in diyelim o halde,” dedi. “Kulak ver bana.”

Konusurken giiclii ellerini uzatip, Scrooge’un kolundan nazikge yakalamusti.
“Kalk ve benimle gel.”

Scrooge’un yliriiylis i¢in havamn ve saatin uygun olmadigim, ayrica yatagimn sicak oldugunu halbuki termometrenin
eksilerde dolastigim belirtmesi ve iizerinde yalnizca gecelik ve takke oldugunu, soguk alginligina yakalandiginm vs. sdylemesi
de pek bir ise yaramadi. Dokunusu bir kadininki kadar yumusak ve nazik de olsa, bu el kars1 konulamayacak kadar giicliiydi.
Kalkti; fakat Ruh pencereye dogru gidip onu da yanina ¢agirinca yalvararak sabahligina sarindi;

“Ben bir oliimliylim,” diye itiraz etti. “Dii-
serim.”
“Oraya dokunmama izin verirsen,” dedi Ruh, Scrooge’un kalbini isaret ederek. “Daha da yiikseleceksin.”

Ruh’un agzindan bu soézler dokiiliir dokiilmez duvar gecip iki yaninda tarlalarin uzandigi bir kdy yoluna ulagiverdiler. Simdi
kent tamanmuyla yok olmus, en ufak bir izi bile kalmanmusti. Karanlik ve sis de kentle birlikte yok olup gitmisti; piril piril, ama
soguk bir kis gliniiydii, kar her yeri ortmiistii.

“Tanr1 askina!” dedi Scrooge, ellerini birbirine kenetleyerek “Ben burada biiylidiim. Cocuklugum burada gegti!”

Ruh belli belirsiz onu izliyordu. Dokunusu hafif ve anlik da olsa, yasli adamin duygular1 {izerindeki etkisi hala siiriiyordu.
Scrooge havadaki binbir tiirlii kokuyu algiladi, bunlar, uzun zaman 6nce unuttugu, her biri ayr1 bir diislinceyi, umudu, sevinci ve
kederi ammsatan kokulardi.



“Dudagn titriyor,” dedi Ruh. “O yanagindaki de ne?”

Sesinin tuhaf bigimde catlak ¢iktigim fark ederek, bunun bir sivilce oldugunu sdyledi Scrooge ve sonra da ona rehberlik
etmek icin izin istedi.

“Yolu ammstyor musun?”’
“Animsamak mu!” diye bagirdi Scrooge, “Goziim kapaliyken bile bulabilirim.”
“Bunca sene sonra ammsaman ne tuhaf!” dedi Ruh. “Gidelim dyleyse!”

Yol boyunca ilerlediler. Scrooge her bir kapiy1, her bir diregi ve her bir agaci hatirliyordu; uzakta, kilisesiyle ve kivrilarak
akan nehrin iizerindeki kopriisiiyle kii¢iik bir kasaba belirdi. Sirtlarinda ¢ocuk tasiyan uzun yeleli midilliler onlara dogru
gelmekteydi. Cocuklar cificilerin siirdiigii araba ve faytonlarda nese iginde birbirlerine kasaba agziyla seslenerek
sakalasiyorlardi. Cocuklarin bagirislari, giiliisleri dylesine sendi ki genis tarlalar bir mutluluk ezgisiyle dolup tasti, tertemiz
hava, kahkaha sesleriyle ¢inladi.

“Bunlar ge¢miste yagayanlarin glgesi sadece,” dedi Ruh. “Varligimizdan haberdar degiller.”

Neseli yolcular yanlarina yaklastilar. Gegip giderlerken Scrooge her birini isimleriyle hatirliyordu. Onlar1 gérmekten sonsuz
bir mutluluk duymasinin nedeni neydi acaba? Oniinden gegerlerken, o soguk gozleri nemlenmis, yiiregi hoplamis nmiydi ne? Yol
ayriminda kasabanmin degisik yerlerindeki evlerine gitmek iizere ayrilirlarken birbirlerine ‘Mutlu Noeller’ dilemelerinder
neden mutluluk duymustu? Sana ne ‘Mutlu Noeller’den Scrooge! Bos versene! Bugiine kadar Noel’in ne hayrim gormiistii ki?

“Okul tamamen bosalmis degil,” dedi Ruh. “Arkadaslar1 tarafindan gérmezden gelinen yalniz bir cocuk var i¢eride hala.”
Scrooge bunu bildigini sdyledi. Ve hickirarak aglamaya bagladi.

Anayoldan ayrilip, ¢cok bildik bir patikadan ilerleyerek, kirmiz1 tugladan yapilmus eski bir malikaneye ulastilar. Catidaki ¢an
kulesinde horoz biciminde bir riizgar gilii vardi. Biiyiik, ama yoksulluga mahkiim bir binaydi bu; genis odalari
kullanilmadigindan duvarlar1 rutubetli ve yosun tutmus bir haldeydi, ¢iirlimiis, camlar1 kirilmis ve kapilar1 pargalannusti.
Ahirlarda tavuklar gidaklayarak oradan oraya dolasiyorlardi. Arabalarin ¢ekildigi kuliibeleri ve samanliklari otlar biirlimiisti.
Binanin i¢inin de eski giinlerin ihtisamum tasidigi sOylenemezdi. Karanlik hole girdiklerinde, buraya bakan odalarin agik
kapilarindan, hepsinin bos, zavalli ve soguk oldugunu gérdiiler. Insanin kemiklerine isleyen dondurucu sogugun yam sira,
havada topragimsi1 bir koku vardi. Mum 1s1@inda erkenden kalkilan, yiyecek pek de bir sey bulunamayan o giinleri
hatirlatiyordu her sey.

Scrooge ve Ruh, holiin sonuna, binanin arka tarafina bakan bir odaya dogru ilerlediler. Kap1 kendiliginden acildi, uzun,
ciplak ve kasvetli bir oda serildi gozlerinin 6niine. Dizi dizi siralarin varligi, odayr daha da bos gosteriyordu. Zayif bir atesir
yaninda, yalniz bir ¢ocuk, siralardan birine oturmus kitap okumaktaydi. Scrooge bu goriintiiniin yamna oturarak, kaybolup giden
zavall1 cocukluguna bakip agladi.

Ne evin i¢inde, odalarda yankilanan gizli sesler, ne siipiirgeliklerin ardindaki farelerin tikirtisi, ne arka avludaki yar1 donmus
tulumbadan akan suyun siriltisi, ne yapraksiz kavagin ugultusu, ne bir depo kapisimin ikide bir acilip kapanmasi, ne de atesin
citirtilari... Hayir, bunlarin higbiri yoktu, ama, Scrooge o an hepsini yiireginde hissetti; kalbi yumusadi ve gbzyaslar1 sel olup
akt1.

Ruh, kolunu diirtlip, Scrooge’un okudugu kitaba dalmis ¢ocuklugunu isaret etti. Birden pencerenin disinda, tuhaf giysiler
giymis bir adam belirdi, ¢ok gercek, ¢cok farkli ve son derece dikkat ¢ekiciydi. Belinde baltasi, arkasinda da odun yiiklii bir
katir vardi.

Scrooge saskinlikla, “Aman Tanrim, bu Ali Baba!” diye bagirdi. “Yasli, diiriist Ali Baba! Ger¢ekten de bu o! Bir Noe
arifesinde, su zavalli, yalmz ¢ocuk burada tek basina birakildiginda gelmisti, evet, ilk kez bu sekilde gelmisti. Zavall1 ¢ocuk!
Ve Valentine! Ve o ¢ilgin kardesi Olson; buradalar. Bir de, neydi adi. Hani, uykusunda i¢ camasirlariyla Sam Kalesi’nin 6niine
birakilan? Bu o iste. Gormiiyor musun? Sultan’in cinler tarafindan tepetaklak edilen usagi! Bas asag duruyor iste! Hak etmist
ama! Prensesle evlenmek onun ne haddineydi? Bence iyi oldu!”

Biiyiik kentteki is arkadaslar1 Scrooge’un bu saskinlik ve sevingten degismis sesiyle, yar1 aglayarak yar1 giilerek heyecar
icinde, fakat biiyiik bir i¢tenlikle konustugunu, yliziiniin canlandigim gorseler, ¢cok sasirirlardi herhalde.

“Iste Papagan!” diye bagirarak devam etti Scrooge. “Yesil gdvdesi, sar1 kuyrugu, kafasindaki marul gibi hotozu, bu o! Aday
dolasip tekrar eve gelince, ‘Zavalli Robinson Crusoe. Nerelerdeydin sen demisti ona. Adam diis gordiigiinii samyordu, ame
diis degildi. Papagandi konusan, bilirsin. Iste canim kurtarmak i¢in dereye kosan Cuma. Hey! Hoop! Hey!”



Sonra kendi kisiligine hi¢ uymayan bir sekilde aniden degisti ve biiyiik bir actma duygusuyla donerek ¢ocukluguna bakti,
“Zavall1 ¢ocuk!” dedi ve tekrar aglamaya bagladi.

“Keske,” diye mirildandi. Gozlerini ceketinin koluna sildikten sonra, bakislarim ¢ocuktan ayirmadan ellerini ceplerine soktu,
“Ama artik ¢ok geg!”

“Ne oldu?” diye sordu Ruh.

“Higbir sey,” dedi Scrooge. “Higbir sey. Diin gece kapimda Noel sarkisi sdyleyen bir ¢ocuk vardi. Keske ona bir seyler
vermis olsaydim, hepsi bu.”

Ruh diisiinceli bir sekilde giiliimseyip, eliyle isaret ederek, “Hadi gel, gidip baska Noeller de gorelim,” dedi.

Bunlar1 soyler sdylemez, Scrooge’un ¢ocuklugu biraz daha biiyiidii ve oda biraz daha karanlik, daha pis bir hal aldi.
Kepenkler kapandi, pencerelerde catlaklar olustu; tavandan kireg parcgalar1 dokiildii ve tavanin tahtalar1 goriiniir oldu. Bunlarir
nasil olup da gergeklesebildigine, emin olun, Scrooge da en az sizin kadar akil erdiremiyordu. Tek bildigi sey, olup bitenin
kesinlikle ger¢ege uygun olduguydu. Iste bir kez daha tek basinaydi. Diger oglanlar, neseli kutlamalar i¢in evlerine gitmislerdi.

Okumuyordu bu kez, umutsuz bir bicimde odayi arsinliyordu. Scrooge énce Ruh’a, sonra da endiseli bir bekleyisle kapiye
cevirdi bakiglarini.

Kap1 acild1 ve igeri, geng adamdan yasca c¢ok kiiclik bir kiz girdi. Kiz ona dogru kosup, kollarinm1 boynuna dolayarak, onv
Opiiciiklere bogdu. Bir yandan da siirekli, “Camm agabeycigim,” diyordu. “Seni eve gotiirmeye geldim.” Kiigiik ellerini ¢irpiy
giiliiyordu. “Eve gotlirmeye: Eve, eve.”

“Eve mu, kii¢iik Fan?”

“Evet!” dedi neseyle kii¢iik kiz, “Eve, iyiligin i¢in, ddnmemecesine. Babam eskiden oldugundan ¢ok daha farkli, yumusak bi1
adam artik. Ev cennet gibi! Gegcen gece, ben yatmaya c¢ikacakken, benimle Oyle sevgi dolu konustu ki, ben de senin eve
donmene izin vermesini isteme cesaretini bir kez daha gdosterdim ve o da ‘evet, donmeli,” dedi ve seni alip getirmem i¢in beni
bir arabayla gonderdi. Bir erkek olacaksin artik!” dedi gozlerini kocaman acgarak. “Ayrica buraya bir daha asla
donmeyeceksin! Ama her seyden dnce biitlin bir Noel boyunca birlikte olup, Noel’1 en mutlu sekilde biz kutlayacagiz!”

“Neredeyse bir geng kiz olmussun Fan!” diye bagirdi agabeyi.

Kiz giilerek ellerini ¢irpti, agabeyinin bagina dokunmaya calisti, ama kiiclik oldugundan, giilerek parmak uglarinda yiikseldi
ve sarild1 ona. Sonra da o ¢ocuksu telasiyla onu kapiya dogru siiriiklemeye bagladi. Geng Scrooge da hi¢ direnmeden izled;
onu.

Birden koridordan {irpertici bir ses duyuldu. “Scrooge Efendi’nin sandigim getirin!” Okul miidiiriiydii bu. Scrooge’:
tepeden, sert bakiglarla bakiyordu ve gencin elini sikarak, diislincelerini altiist ediverdi. Sonra da onu ve kardesini buz kesmis
bir sarnica benzeyen salona gotiirdii. Soguk, duvarlardaki haritalari, pencerelerin i¢indeki yer ve gok kiirelerini balmumu gibi
kaplamusti. Bir yerlerden rengi tuhaf bir bigimde agik bir siirahi sarap ve rengi tuhaf bir bi¢imde koyu bir kek ¢ikardi, genclere
ikram etti. Ayn1 anda siska bir hizmetg¢iyi disarida bekleyen arabaciya yollayip icecek ‘bir sey’ isteyip istemedigini sordurttu.
Arabact bir oncekiyle aym musluktan gelecekse istemedigini bildirerek tesekkiirlerini yolladi. Efendi Scrooge’un sandig
coktan arabaya yiiklenmis ve baglanmisti. Gengler okul miidiiriine géniilden ‘hosca kal’ dediler ve bahge yolundan nese iginde
gecip arabaya bindiler. Hizla donen tekerlekler yerdeki buzdan tabakay: ezerek ilerliyor, agaclarin dallarindaki karlar1 etrafa
sagiyordu.

“Kiz kardesin, bir nefeste ugup gidecekmis gibi narindi hep,” dedi Ruh. “Fakat kocaman bir yliregi vardi.”
“Evet 0yle,” dedi Scrooge. “Haklisin. Bunu inkar edemem Ruh. Tanr1 korusun!”

“Geng yasta 6ldii,” dedi Ruh, “ve samrim ¢ocuklar1 da vardi.”

“Bir ¢ocugu vardi,” diye yamt verdi Scrooge.

“Dogru,” dedi Ruh, “Yegenin.”

Scrooge, tedirgin olmus gibi kisaca, “Evet,” dedi.

O anda okul binasim geride birakip, sehrin kosusturmacasina geri dondiiler. Golgeler i¢inde belli belirsiz yolcularin doniip
dolastig1, faytonlarin ve arabalarin yol i¢in kavga ettikleri kalabalik bir caddedeydiler simdi ve gercek bir kentin tiim



glirliltiisii ve karmasas1 buradaydi. Yine bir Noel zamam oldugu, diikkanlarin siislenmesinden agik¢a belliydi, ama vakit
geceydi ve sokak lambalar1 yanmusti.

Ruh bir deponun kapisinda durup, Scrooge’a burayi bilip bilmedigini sordu.
“Biliyorum,” dedi Scrooge. “Cirakligimu burada yapmadim mi?”

Iceri girdiler. Yiiksekge bir tezgdhin arkasinda, boyu biraz daha uzun olsa tavana degecekmis gibi duran bir Galler perugu
takmis yasli adamu géren Scrooge, biiyiik bir heyecanla bagirdi:

“Ah bu bizim yash Fezziwig! Ruhu sad olsun. Canlannus!”

Yaslh Fezziwig kalemini birakti ve yediyi gosteren saatine bakti. Ellerini ovusturdu, bol ceketini diizeltti, biitiin bedenine
yayilan giiliisiiyle giiliip, o rahat, zengin, yagli, sisman ve neseli sesiyle seslendi:

“Hey siz! Ebenezer! Dick!”
Artik geng bir adam olan Scrooge ve diger ¢irak arkadasi iceri daldilar.
“Bu Dick Williams!” dedi Scrooge, Ruh’a. “Tanrim! Evet! Bu o! Bana ¢ok diiskiindii. Zavall1 Dick! Tanrim, Tanrim!”

“Ho ho, evlatlarim!” dedi Fezziwig. “Bu aksamlik bu kadar ¢alisma yeter. Bu gece Noel gecesi Dick! Bugiin Noel, Ebenezer!
Kapatalim su kepenkleri artik, hadi, kipirdayin, ¢abuk,” dedi ellerini saklatarak.

Iki gencin ise nasil saldirdigina inanamazdiniz. Ellerinde kepenkler sokaga firladilar, bir-iki-ii¢, —kepenkleri yerlestirdiler—
dort-bes-alti —siirgiilediler ve kapattilar— yedi-sekiz-dokuz. Siz daha on ikiye kadar sayamadan, yaris atlar1 gibi nefes nefese
dikilmislerdi bile.

“Ho ho!” diye bagirarak yiiksek taburesinden hi¢ beklenmedik bir hizla atladi Fezziwig. “Haydi neselenin evlatlarim, ortalig
biraz acalim bakalim! Ho ho Dick! Neselen Ebenezer!”

Ortalign agmak! Yash ustalar1 onlara dylece bakarken, agmayacaklari, acamayacaklari yer yoktu. O saatte yapildi is.
Taginabilir her sey, sonsuza kadar tedaviilden kalkiyormusgasina tagindi, ortalik siipiiriildii, yikandi, lambalarin fitilleri
diizeltildi, sominedeki ates tazelendi; depo, soguk bir kis giiniinde, icinde olunmak istenecek kadar sicak, kuru ve kucaklayict
bir yer oluverdi.

Elinde notalariyla bir kemanci girdi iceri, masaya ¢ikip, onu kendine sahne yapti. Yiiziinde kocaman bir giilimsemeyle
Bayan Fezziwig geldi. Ardindan giizel ve cana yakin ii¢ kizi. Sonra da onlara asik, kalpleri kirik alt1 geng adam. Orada ¢alisar
kadin erkek herkes geldi. Hizmetci, firinci kuzeniyle igeriye girdi. Asci, kardesinin can dostu siitgiiyle geldi. Yolun karsi
tarafindaki, ustasiyla arasi pek iyi olmayan

cocuk, hanimindan azar isiten komsu kizin ardina saklanarak gelmisti. Tek tek, birbirlerinin ardi sira geldiler; kimi rahat,
kimi utangag, kimi zarif, kimi kaba, kimi iterek, kimi ¢ekerek, herhangi bir yerden, herhangi bir sekilde geldiler. Derken
climbiis basladi. Yirmi ¢ift bir arada donerek gelis yoniine dogru ilerledi; yarim daire olusturup ilerliyor, sonra gene geri
doniiyor; ardindan ortadan egilip gegiyor; tekrar dogruluyor ve c¢esitli figiirler yapiyorlardi. Basi ¢eken cift hep yanlis tarafa
doniiyor, sondaki ¢ift baga varinca her sey yeniden bagliyor sonucta artik sadece basi ¢eken ciftler kaliyor, bunlarin karsisinda
figlirlerini yapabilecekleri ¢ift olmuyordu. Herkes 6ne gecip de yol gosterecek kimse kalmayinca yaslh Fezziwig ellerini ¢irpip
danst durdurdu, “Aferin ¢ocuklar!” diye bagirdi ve kemanct da 6zellikle bu is i¢in getirilmis olan bira kasesine daldiriverdi
atesli basimi. Ama, dinlenme firsatina yiiz ¢evirip yeniden ortaya ¢iktifinda heniiz dans eden kimse olmasa da, kemam
konusturmaya bagladi; sanki yorgunluktan bitap diisen ilki sedyeyle eve tasinmus, yerine gelen bu yeni kemanct milleti ayaga
kaldirmaya aksi takdirde 6lmeye and i¢mis gibiydi.

Daha ¢ok dans, daha ¢ok 6diil, biraz daha dans, biraz pasta ve sicak sarap vardi, firinda pismis koca bir but vardi, soguk et
vardi, kiymal1 borek ve bol bol bira vardi. Ama gecenin asil muhtesem ami, kemancimin —ki o ne isinin ehli, ne kurttu— “Sir
Roger de Coverley”i calmaya basladign andi. Once yasli Fezziwig ve esi dansa kalktilar. Bas ¢ift —ki ¢ok iyiydiler bu dansta-
ii¢ cift, dort derken hepsi ortaya dokiildii. Ortalarda miskin miskin dolanmak yerine dans etmeyi tercih eden hafife
alinamayacak insanlardi onlar.

Ama iki misli de olsalar —hatta dort misli olsalar bile— Bay Fezziwig’i alt edemezlerdi. Bayan Fezziwig’in de ondan asag
kalir yam yoktu, her agidan uyumlu bir g¢ifttiler. Bu yeterli degilse, onlar1 anlatmam i¢in, daha ne sdylemem gerektigini sdyleyin
bana, ben de onu diyeyim. Fezziwig’in bacaklar1 neredeyse gozle goriiliir bir 151k sagiyordu. Dansin her adiminda ay gibi
parildiyorlardi. Bir sonraki adiminda neler olabilecegini kestiremezdiniz. One ¢1k, geri gel, diz kir, selam ver, burgu yap, igne
deliginden geg, tekrar yerine don ve bunlar gibi bir dizi figiiriin ardindan, 0yle ustaca bitirdi ki dansi, ¢oktiigii yerden goz



kirpar gibi, hi¢ sendelemeden ayaga kalkiverdi.

Saat on biri vurdugunda bu aile i¢i eglence de sona erdi. Bay ve Bayan Fezziwig, kapinin iki yaminda durup, misafirlerir
ellerini tek tek sikarak ve herkese Mutlu Noeller dileklerinde bulunarak hepsini ugurladilar. Geride yalmz iki ¢irak kalinca,
onlara da aym dileklerde bulundular ve nese dolu sesler uzaklasti. Geride yalmz ¢iraklar ve onlarin diikkdnin arkasinda,
tezgahin altindaki yataklar1 kaldi.

Biitiin bu siire boyunca, Scrooge aklim kac¢irmus biri gibi davranmisti. Yiiregi ve ruhu, eski varlig ile o, sahnede yerlerini
almisti. Her seyi dogruladi, her seyi animsadi, her seyden keyif aldi ve bunlar1 tuhaf bir huzursuzlukla yeniden yasadi. Kendi
eski hali ve Dick’in parlak yiizii kayboluncaya kadar Ruh’un varligim hatirlamadi, O’nun basinda parlayan halesiyle acikge
kendisini izledigini neden sonra fark etti.

“Bu saskin insanlarin kalplerini stikran duygulariyla doldurmak kolay is,” dedi Ruh.
“Kolay!” diye yineledi Scrooge.

Ruh, Fezziwig’e dvgiiler diiziip birbirlerine ylireklerini agmakta olan ¢iraklari isaret edip onlar1 dinlemesini istedi. Scrooge
bir siire dinledikten sonra, Ruh:

“Peki, neden? Fezziwig, siz dliimliilerin parasindan birkag, belki ii¢, belki dort pound harcadi diye mi hak etti bu kadar
ovgliyli?” dedi.

“QOyle degil,” diye hirsla konustu Scrooge —simdiki haliyle degil de, bilingsizce eski haliyle konusuyordu— “Hig de dyle degil
Saymn Ruh! Onda bizi mutlu ya da mutsuz kilma giicii var. Isimizi zevk ya da cile haline getirecek, zorlastirip kolaylastirabilme
giicii. Sézlerinde ve bakislarinda yatiyor giiciiniin kaynagi. Oylesine belli belirsiz ve dyle dnemsiz seylerde gizli ki bu, dlgmek
miimkiin degil. O halde? Bize verdigi mutluluk bir servetle l¢lilemez.” Ruh’un bakislarini hissedip sustu.

“Sorun nedir?” diye sordu Ruh.

“Onemli bir sey degil!” dedi Scrooge.

“Bir sey oldu sanirim,” diye iisteledi Ruh.

“Hayir,” dedi Scrooge, “hayir. Katibime bir iki ¢ift s6z soylemek isterdim su an. Hepsi bu.”

O, bu dilegini s6ze dokerken geng Scrooge lambay1 sondiirmiistii. Scrooge ve Ruh, bir kez daha agik havada yan yanaydilar.
“Zamanim azaliyor,” dedi Ruh. “Cabuk!”

Bu ne Scrooge’a ne de gorebildigi herhangi birine sOylenmisti, ama etkisi kendini hemen gosterdi. Scrooge bir kez dahe
kendini gordii. Simdi daha yasliydi, olgunluk doneminde bir erkekti. Son yillarin kati ve sert ¢izgileri heniiz yiiziine
yerlesmemisti, ama para hirsi ve titizligin belirtilerini tagimaya baslamusti. Hirsli gézlerinin huzursuz bakislari, Scrooge’ur
icinde hangi tutkunun kok saldigim ve agacin gélgesinin nereye diisecegini acik¢a gosteriyordu.

Yalmz degildi, yan1 basinda yas giysileri iginde, geng ve giizel bir gen¢ kiz oturuyordu. Gozyaslari, ‘Gegmis Noeller
Ruhu’nun sag¢tig 1s1kla yliziinde parildamaktaydi.

“Cok onemli degil,” diyordu kiz yumusak bir ses tonuyla. “Senin i¢in pek onemi yok. Yerimi bagka bir ask aldi ve sana
gelecekte, benim vermeye c¢alistigimdan daha biiyiik bir huzur ve mutluluk verecekse, bundan yakinmamam gerekir.”

“Senin yerini hangi ask ald1?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Altin aski.”

“Su diinyanin ikiyiizliiliigiine bak!” dedi. “Hig¢bir sey yoksulluk kadar zor olamaz. Hicbir sey de zenginlik pesinde kosmak
kadar asagilanmamustir.”

Kiz yumusak sesiyle, “Sen diinyadan ¢ok korkuyorsun,” dedi. “Tiim umutlarin, hayatin sefil serzenisinin diginda olma isteg
icinde kayboldu gitti. Senin tiim soylu amaglarinin birbiri ardina yikilisinm izledim. Baslica amacin haline gelen kazanma hirsi
hepsini yikt1 gecti, seni yuttu. Oyle mi, degil mi?”

“Ne olmus Oyleyse,” diye sertge karsilik verdi Scrooge. “Akillanmug olabilirim, ama bu, sana olan duygularinmin degistigini
gostermez ki!”

Kiz basint olumsuz anlamda iki yana salladi.



“Degistimmi?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Anlagsmanuz geride kaldi. Her ikimiz de yoksulken ve ikimiz de bu yoksul halimizle bile mutluyken anlasnmustik.
Diinyaligimiz1 sabrimizla ve emegimizle elde edecektik. Ama sen degistin. Diinyaligimizi elde ettigimizde sen artik bagka bir
adam olmustun.”

“0O zamanlar cocuktum,” dedi sabirsizlikla Scrooge.

“Kendi duygularin bile sana, senin o eski sen olmadigim soyliiyor,” diye cevap verdi gen¢ kiz. “Ben ise o eski benim.
Kalplerimiz birken mutluluk vaat eden her sey, iki ayr1 kisi oldugumuzdan beri acilarla yiiklii. Bunu kag¢ kez, nasil enine boyuna
diisiindiigiimii sdylememe gerek yok. Bunu diisiinmiis olmam bile yeterli. Seni zincirlerinden kurtarabilirim.”

“Ben hi¢ ozgiirligiimii istedim mi ki”
“Sozlerle mi? Hayir, hig.”
“Nasil o halde?”

“Degiserek, bagka bir ruh edinerek, bagka bir yasam bi¢imiyle, baska bir umudun pesine diiserek. Sevgimi senin goziinde
degerli kilacak her seyi birakarak.” Gozlerini serinkanlilikla Scrooge’a dikerek sordu, “Eger aranmizda yasananlar olmasaydi.
beni yeni tamsaydin, yine pesime diiger, beni kazanmaya ¢alisir mydin? Yo, hayir.”

Scrooge kendine ragmen, bu varsayimin dogrulugu karsisinda boyun egmek zorunda kalmus gibiydi. Yine de kendiyle
savasarak, “BoOyle mi diisiiniiyorsun?” dedi.

“Aksini diisiinebilseydim, seve seve Oyle diisliniirdiim,” diye cevap verdi gen¢ kiz. “Tanr1 biliyor ya, boylesi bir gercek
karsisinda gii¢lii ve kararli olmak zordur. Bugiin ya da yarin, hatta diin 6zgiir olmus olsaydin, benim gibi meteliksiz bir kiz1
secebilecegine nasil inanabilirim ki? iliskisinde her seyi kazangla dlcen biri olarak, basta bunu gérmezlikten gelmis bile olsan,
sonradan pigsman olmayacagini nasil bilebilirdim? Biitiin bunlardan eminim ve seni 0zgiir birakiyorum. Yiiregim eski ‘sen’e
olan sevgiyle dolu olarak.”

Scrooge konugmak iizereydi ki basi 6te yana doniik olan kiz:

“Ac1 g¢ekebilirsin, gegmisin amilar1 bana Oyle olacagi timidini veriyor. Cok ama, ¢ok kisa bir siire... Sonra uyanmakla
akillilik ettigin ise yaramaz bir diise doniisecek hepsi. Sectigin hayatta mutlu olmam dilerim.”

Onu terk etti ve ayrildilar.

“Ruh,” dedi Scrooge, “Bana bir sey gdsterme artik! Beni evime gotiir. Neden bana iskence etmekten zevk aliyorsun?”
“Bir golge daha kaldi1!” dedi Ruh.

“Hayir, dahas1 yok. Gormek istemiyorum! Artik gésterme!”

Ama Ruh kararlilikla, onu kollarindan yakalayarak, zorla bir sonrakini gérmeye siiriikledi.

Baska bir sahnede ve yerdeydiler. Cok biiyiik ya da satafatli degil, ama ¢ok rahat bir odayd1 burasi. Alev alev yanan atesin
basinda oturan, bir dncekine ¢ok benzeyen, geng ve giizel bir kiz vardi. Scrooge once o sandi, ama kizimn karsisinda oturan ve
artik olgun bir hamim olan asil O’nu gordii. Odada son derece coskulu bir giiriiltii vardi, ¢linkii Scrooge’un o anda heyecandar
karmakarisik olmus aklinin alamayacag kadar ¢cok ¢ocuk vardi ortalikta. Hepsi tek cocuk gibi hareket eden kirk ¢ocuk yerine,
her biri kirk ¢ocuga bedelmis gibiydi. Sonug, akil almaz bir kargasaydi, fakat hi¢ kimsenin aldiris ettigi yoktu, aksine anne ve
kiz1 cok hosnut, yiirekten giilmekteydiler. Kii¢iik haydutlar birbirlerine ve aralarina karisan geng kiza sakalar yapiyor, ortaligt
darmadagin ediyorlardi. Ah! Onlardan biri olmak i¢in neler vermezdim! Elbette, ben asla bdyle kaba olmazdim. Hayir, hayir!
Diinyalar1 verseler, o orgiilii saca dokunamaz, bozup dagitamaz, bir tutamini bile koparamazdim. Tanr1 sahidimdir! Hayatim
pahasina da olsa, o goziipek, kiiclik haydutlar gibi beline dolanamazdim. Bir kere dolasam, bana sanki ceza olarak kolum
doladigim yerde kivrilip kalir gibi gelirdi. O dudaklara dokunabilmeyi, onlar1 aralasin diye sorular sormayi, kizarip
bozarmadan o Oniine bakan gozlerdeki kivrik kirpiklere bakabilmeyi ¢ok isterdim. Santimine paha bicilemez o saclardaki bir
bukleyi acabilmeyi, itiraf ediyorum ki ¢ok isterdim, istedigimi yapabilmek i¢in ¢ocuklar kadar 6zgiir, yaptigimin degerinin
farkinda olmak i¢in de yetigkin bir erkek olabilmeyi isterdim.

Tam bu sirada, kapimin vuruldugu duyuldu ve hemen ardindan Oyle bir kosusturmaca basladi ki, kiz, yiiziinde bir
giillimsemeyle etegi cekistirile cekistirile, kipkirmizi suratli ve nese dolu bir ¢ocuk yumaginin ortasinda kapiya dogru
siiriiklendi. Biitiin bunlar, babalariyla birlikte gelen ve kucag Noel armaganlariyla yiiklii bir adamu karsilamak icindi. Bir



bagiris, bir cagiris ve zavalli, savunmasiz usaga yapilan saldir1! Merdiven yapilip tirmanilan sandalyelerden ceplere dalmalar!
Kahverengi kagitlara saril1 paketlere uzanmalar, kravatindan ¢ekistirip boynuna asilmalar, sirtim yumruklamalar ve sevgiyle
bacagina tekmeler atmalar! Ele gecirilen her bir paketin ardindan atilan saskinlik ve seving ¢igliklar1! Ardindan da en kiigtik
kardesin oyuncak bir tabaga yapisik olan sahte hindiyi yuttugu tiiriinden bir haberin yayilip herkesin ylireginin agzina gelisi ve
bunun asilsiz bir haber oldugunun anlasilmasinin getirdigi rahatlama! Nese, siikran ve cosku! Hepsi de tammlanamaz derecede
benzerdi. Bu kadar1 yeterdi ve cocuklar yavas yavas odalarina g¢ekildikce, giiriiltiilerini de yanlarinda gotiirdiiler. Tek tek
merdivenlerden ¢ikip evin yukarilarina, yatak odalarina gittiler, ortalik sakinlesti.

Scrooge, simdi daha bir dikkatle izlemekteydi. Evin erkegi bir yamnda esi, diger yaninda koluna yaslanmus kiz1 oldugu halde
sominenin bagina oturdu. Bu, en az digeri kadar zarif ve gelecek vaat eden yaratigin, ona baba diye seslenebilecegi diisiincesi
ve yagaminin zorlu kiglarina bir bahar sevinci getirebilecegi gercegi, Scrooge’un gozlerinin dolmasina yetti.

“Belle,” dedi, giiliimseyerek karisina donen adam. “Bu 6gleden sonra senin eski bir dostunu gordiim.”

“Kimi?”

“Tahmin et!”

“Nereden bilebilirim? Ah, elbette, bilmez miyim?” diye ekledi, adamun giiliisiine karsilik vererek. “Bay Scrooge.”

“Evet, Bay Scrooge. Diikkamnin 6niinden gectim. Perdeleri cekili degildi ama igeride sadece tek bir mum yandigi i¢in za;
zor se¢ebildim onu. Ortagimn 6liim doseginde oldugunu duymustum. Yalmzdi. Bana gore yalniz olmaya da mahkim bu
hayatta.”

“Ruh!” dedi Scrooge kirik bir sesle, “Beni gotiir buradan.”

“Bunlar, ge¢miste yasananlarin golgeleri demistim sana,” dedi Ruh. “Ne yasandiysa o. Beni su¢lama.”

“@Gotiir beni! Dayanamiyorum!” diye bagirdi Scrooge.

Ruh’a bakti ve onun yiiziiniin, tuhaf bir sekilde, o ana kadar gosterdigi yiizlerden olusan bir mozaige doniistiigiinii gordii.
“Buirak beni! Beni geri gotiir! Beni rahat birak!”

Bu sozleri takip eden kavgada —hani buna kavga denilebilirse, Ruh’un gbzle goriilebilir bir direnme gostermedigi,
diismammnin saldirilarindan higbir sekilde etkilenmise de benzemedigi bir kavgada— Scrooge, Ruh’un 151&1min daha bir parlak
ve daha yukarida yandigim ve bu 1s181in, Ruh’un kendi iizerindeki etkisiyle baglantili oldugunu fark ettiginde, sapkay1 yakalayip
Ruh’un kafasina bastirarak 1s1g1m sondiirmeye ¢alisti.

Ruh sapkamin altinda ufald1 ve cismani varlig yok oldu, fakat Scrooge biitiin giiciiyle bastirdig halde 15181 yok edemiyordu.
Isik kesintisiz bir sel gibi sapkanin altindan yere akip gitti.

Tiikenmisti, kars1 konulamaz bir uyuma istegi i¢indeydi. Yatak odasinda oldugunu fark etti. Kalan son giiciiyle sapkay1 sikti
ve sonra eli bos kaldi, derin bir uykuya dalmadan hemen 6nce kendini yataga zor atti.



3. DORTLUK



UC RUH’TAN IKINCISi

Korkung bir horultunun tam ortasinda uyamp diisiincelerini toparlamak {izere yataginda dikilen Scrooge’a saatin bir kez daha
biri vurmak iizere oldugunu kimsenin hatirlatmasina gerek yoktu. Jakob Marley’in haber verdigi gibi, onunla goriigme yapmaya
gelecek olan ikinci ruhu karsilamak {lizere tam zamamnda uyandigim hissediyordu. Bu yeni misafir geldiginde once hangi
perdeyi acacak diisiincesiyle elinin ayaginin buz kestigini fark edince, perdelerin hepsini kendi elleri ile aciverdi ve tekrar
yatagina uzamp keskin bakislarla ¢evreyi gozetlemeye koyuldu. Ciinkii Ruh’a, karsisinda belirdigi anda meydan okumaya ve
herhangi bir siirprizle karsilasip sinirlerini bozmamaya kararliydi.

Biitiin diimenleri bilmekle ve her tiirlii sarta gore davranmaya aliskin olmakla Oviinen erkekler; maceraya olan
diiskiinliiklerini zar atip kumar oynamaktan, cinayet islemeye kadar her seyi kaldirabilecek kapasitede olduklarint sdyleyerek
dile getirirler. Bu iki asir1 ug¢ arasinda, siiphesiz, cok genis ve pek cok olayr kapsayabilecek bir aralik vardir. Scrooge’un
hosgorii araligi bu kadar genis olmasa da, oldukga genis bir aralikta pek ¢ok garip seyi goglislemeye hazir olduguna
inanabilirsiniz. Bir bebekten gergedana kadar, gorebilecegi hi¢bir sey onu pek de sasirtamazdi artik.

Hemen hemen her seye kars1 hazirlikli olmakla birlikte, hi¢gbir sey olmamasina hazirlikli degildi. Bu nedenle, saat bir olup da
ortaya higbir sey ¢ikmayinca, yaprak gibi titremeye basladi. Bes dakika, on dakika, bir ¢ceyrek saat oldu, ama ne gelen vardi ne
de giden. Saat biri vurdugunda, yatagina diisen bir 151k huzmesi i¢inde dylece uzanmus yatiyordu. Yalnizca bir 151k oldugu
halde, bunun ne anlama geldigini kestiremedigi ve ne yapacagim bilemediginden o 1s1k iizerine bir diizine hayaletten daha
uirkiitiicli bir etkiye sahipti. O anda nasil oldugunu anlamaksizin, ne anlama geldigini bilmeksizin igten i¢ce yanma gibi ilging bir
olay yasiyor olabilirdi. Ama sonunda sevgili okur, senin ve benim hemen aklimiza gelebilecek olan sey, —¢iinkii kendisi darda
olmayan, neyin yapilmasi gerektigini hemen bulur ve hi¢ kuskusuz hemen uygular— nihayet onun da aklina geldi; yani bu
hayaletimsi 15181n kaynagimin belki de bitisik odadan geliyor olabilecegini diistinmeye basladi. Bu diisiince biisbiitiin aklina
yattiginda, yavasga kalkti, terliklerini giyip kapiya yoneldi.

Eli kap1 tokmagina deger degmez, garip bir ses ona adiyla seslendi ve onu igeriye davet etti. Scrooge bu davete boyun egdi.

Kendi odasindaydi. Buna siliphe yoktu. Fakat oda sasirtict bir degisim ge¢irmisti: Duvarlar ve tavan bastan agag yesilliklerle
kaplanmus, piril piril parlayan bogiirtlenlerin sarktigi bir koruyu andiriyordu. Yilbasi ¢iceginin, dkseotunun, sarmasiklarin
taptaze yapraklari, saga sola sa¢ilmus kiigiik aynalar gibi 15181 yansitmaktaydi ve bacadan, Scrooge ya da Marley’in zamamnda
ya da yasanmis tiim kislar boyunca hi¢ olmadig kadar giiclii bir alev, kasvetli taglardan oriilii ocagin i¢inden giirleyerek
yiikseliyordu. Yerde iist iiste yigilmis hindiler, 6rdekler, av etleri, kocaman domuz butlar1, sosisler, kiymali borekler, erikli
tatlilar, figilar dolusu istiridye, kestane kebabi, al yanakli elmalar, sulu portakallar, yagli armutlar, kocaman ay ¢orekleri ve
kaseler dolusu sicak sarap duruyor ve odayr mis gibi kokutuyordu. Bu yiginin iizerinde rahat neseli bir Dev olanca ihtisanmuyla
oturmaktaydi. Elinde belli ki bollugu simgeleyen, boruya benzeyen bir mesale tutan bu devi izlemek pek hostu. Kapidan odayi
gozlemekte olan Scrooge’u aydinlatmak i¢in mesaleyi yukar1 dogru kaldirdi.

“Igeri gir!” diye bagirdi. “Gel de tams benimle insanoglu!”

Scrooge tirkek tirkek ilerledi ve Dev’in huzurunda basi 6nde durdu. O her zamanki dik kafal1 Scrooge degildi artik ve Dev’i
gozleri her ne kadar dost canlis1 ve nazik de olsa, onunla g6z géze gelmeye pek de istekli degildi.

“Ben Noel Armaganlarimin Ruhu’yum,” dedi Dev. “Bak bana!”

Scrooge ona saygiyla bakti. Olduk¢a sade, eteklerine beyaz kiirk gegirilmis yesil bir elbise ya da kaftana benzer bir sey
giymisti. Bu giysi bedenine dyle bol geliyordu ki, genis gdgsiinii 6rtmekten ve saklamaktan utaniyor gibiydi. Kumasin genis
katlar1 altindan goriinen ayaklar1 da c¢iplakti ve basinda da, arasindan parildayan buz pargaciklarinin sarktig,
cobanpiiskiiliinden yapilmis bir ¢elenk disinda hicbir sey yoktu. Koyu kumral uzun bukleli saclar1 dalga dalga sarkiyordu ve
yiiziiniin, parlayan gozlerinin, acgik elinin ve nese sacan sesinin, sinir tanimaz tavirlarimin ve neseli havasi kadar 6zgiirdii.
Belinde antika bir kin vardi, fakat i¢cinde kili¢ yoktu ve antika kin, pastan gériinmez olmustu.

“Benim gibisini daha 6nce hi¢ gormemissindir!” diye seslendi Ruh.
“Oyle,” diye cevap verdi Scrooge.

“Ailemin daha geng iiyeleri ile de hi¢ dolasmamissindir? Ben de gencim elbette, ama son yillarda dogan, benden biiyiik
agabeylerimi kastediyorum. Dolagsmadin, degil mi?”

“Sanmiyorum. Korkarim hayir. Cok kardesin oldu mu Ruh?”



“Bin sekiz yiizden fazla,” dedi Ruh.
“Gecindirmek zor olmal1 bdyle biiyiik bir aileyi,” diye geveledi Scrooge.
Noel Armaganlar1 Ruhu ayaga kalkti.

“Beni nereye gotlireceksen gotiir Ruh,” dedi Scrooge uysallikla. “Diin gece zorunlu bir gezi yaptim ve etkisini hala tizerimde
hissettigim bir ders aldim. Bu gece bana bir seyler 6gretmen gerekiyorsa, onlar1 da 6grenmeye hazirim.”

“Kaftamnu tut.”
Scrooge sdyleneni yapti ve Ruh’un etegine simsiki yapistt hemen.

Cobanpiiskiilii, okseotu, kirmizi bogiirtlenler, sarmasik, hindiler, kazlar, av etleri, tavuklar, kizartmalar, domuz etleri,
sosisler, istiridyeler, ¢corekler, tatlilar, meyveler ve sicak sarap amnda yok oluverdi. Oda, somine, pariltili kizillik ve gecenin
o saati de yok oldu. Bir Noel sabahinda kentin sokaklarindaydilar. Insanlar, hava soguk oldugundan olsa gerek, evlerinin
oniindeki ve catilarindaki karlar1 kiirelerken, kaba saba, ama kulaga hi¢ de kotii gelmeyen bir miizik yaratiyorlardi. Cocuklar
icin bu kar1 sokaga dokmek ve kiigiik, yapay kar firtinalarinin olugmasim seyretmek biiyiik bir zevkti.

Evlerin 6n cepheleri epey karaydi. Damlardaki beyaz bir ¢arsaf gibi goriinen yumusak karla, yerlerdeki biraz daha kirli ve
tizerinde araba ve fayton tekerleklerinin actig1 derin yariklar bulunan karin beyazligiyla tezat olusturan pencereler, daha da
karaydi. Biiylik caddelerin sokaklara boliindiigii kdselerde bu izlerin yiizlercesi birbirini kesiyor ve koyu sar1 ¢camurla ve buzlu
sularla dolu, izlenmesi zor karmasik kanallar olugturuyorlardi. Gokyiizii karanlik ve kasvetliydi ve en kisa caddeler bile, kirli,
yar1 donmus, yar1 ¢dziilmiis bir sisin iginde yitip gidiyorlard1 ve bu sisin icindeki agir parcaciklar, sanki Ingiltere’nin biitiin
bacalar1 oybirligiyle yamp tutusmaya karar vermisler ve hep birlikte diledikleri gibi tlitmeye baslamuslar gibi bir kurum
yagmuru halinde yere iniyordu. Iklim ve kentin hali hi¢ de nese verici olmadig halde, ancak en berrak yaz havasimn ya da en
parlak yaz giinesinin saglayabilecegi bir senlik havas1 hakimdi ortaliga.

Ciinkii evlerinin damlarindaki karlar1 kiireyenler nese i¢indeydiler ve korkuluklarin ardindan birbirlerine sesleniyorlar, ara
sira sakaciktan bir kartopu firlatiyorlardi —birgok esprili s6zden ¢ok daha masum bir kartopu— ve hem hedefi tutturunca, hem de
hedefi sasirinca yiirekten giiliiyorlardi; tavuk satilan diikkanlar acikti ve manavlar biitiin parlakliklariyla 151k sagmaya devam
ediyorlardi. Sepetler dolusu sis gobekli yuvarlak kestane vardi. Kapilara dayanmis, fel¢ olmaya aday tombulluklariyla
caddelere tasan yasli ve neseli beyefendilerin gobeklerini orten ceketleri andiriyordu bunlar. Al yanakli, kahverengi kabuklu,
genis enli Ispanyol soganlari, Ispanyol kesisleri gibi yagli, dolgun parliyor; ve kapilarin iizerinden sarkan 6kseotuna kagcamak
bir bakis atan kizlar 6nlerinden edepli edepli gecerken bulunduklari raflardan, onlara sdyle yan gdzle bakiyorlardi. Ust iiste
dizilmis, kokulu armut ve elma piramitleri, 6nlerinden gegenlerin agizlarimn sularim akitacak kadar géze batacak sekilde
saticinin astig1 {iziim demetleri; kahverengi, yosunumsu, kokular1 insam ormana, o bileklere kadar i¢ine batilan kurumus yaprak
yiginlarimn ic¢indeki yiirtiylislere tasiyan findik obekleri vardi. Esmer ve dolgun Norfolk elmalari, sar1 portakallar ve
limonlarla giizel bir zitlik olusturuyordu; kesekagitlarina doldurularak evlere gotiiriiliip aksam yemeginden sonra yenilmek i¢in
o sulu goriiniimleriyle insanlara 1srarla yalvarir gibiydiler. Saticinin bu meyve climbiisii arasina yerlestirdigi kavanozlardaki
kirmiz1 ve glimiis renkli siis baliklari, aptal ve soguk kanl1 bir tiirden gelmis olmalarina ragmen, etrafta bir seyler dondiigiiniin
farkina varmuslar gibi, kii¢iik diinyalarinda tekdiize hareketlerle, coskusuz bir heyecanla doniip durmaktaydilar.

Hele o bakkallar! Ah bu baharat, meyve, sebze diikkanlar1! Neredeyse kapanmak iizereydiler, hatta bir iki kepenk inmisti
bile, ama i¢eriye bakinca neler goriinmiiyordu ki. Sadece neseli seslerin kaynag: olan tezgahtaki tart1 ya da paket ipliginin hizla
makarasindan ayrilmasi ve teneke kutularin hokkabaz hilesinde oldugu gibi saga sola ugusmasi ya da kahveyle ¢ayin birbirine
karismis kokularinin insanin burnuna dylesine hos gelmesi, kuru tiziimlerin ¢ok ender rastlanir bir bollukla ortaliga serilmis;
bademlerin o kadar asir1 beyaz, tar¢in saplarimin o kadar uzun ve ince olmalari; geri kalan baharatlarin 6ylesine nefis kokmas;
sekere batirilmis meyvelerin, en sogukkanli kisinin bile onlara bakarken direncini kaybettigini hissetmesine, ardindan da
midesini bozmasina yol acacak kadar leziz; sadece, incirlerin dylesine olgun ve etli ya da Fransiz eriklerinin o eksi buruk
tadlartyla, zengin dekore edilmis kutularindan size tirkek¢e bakiyor olmalar1 ya da biitiin bunlarin dylesine istah kabartarak ve
Noel’e uygun siislenerek arada durmasi degildi goze c¢arpan; miisterilerin de hepsi giiniin umutlu beklentisine kendilerini
Oylesine kaptirmuslardi ki, cosku ve telashh kosusturmalar arasinda kapilarda carpisiyorlar, sepetlerini tokusturuyorlar,
aldiklarim tezgihta unutup kosa kosa donerek unuttuklarimi topluyorlar, benzer hatalar1 biiylik bir keyifle yiizlerce kez
tekrarliyorlardi. Diikkamn sahibi ve ¢alisanlar1 Oylesine canayakin ve keyiflilerdi ki, arkadan onliiklerini tutan parlak, kalp
bi¢imli tokalar, Noel kargalarimn canlar1 istediginde gagalamalar1 ve bagkalarimin seyretmesi i¢in sunduklar1 kendi kalpleri
olabilirdi.

Sonunda Noel c¢anlar1 biitiin iyi insanlar1 kiliselere ¢agirdi ve herkes en giizel giysisi i¢inde, en neseli yiiz ifadeleriyle
sokaklardan akti. Aym anda, ellerinde firinlara gotiirdiikleri Noel yemekleriyle sayisiz insan, sayisiz yan yollardan,



avlulardan, ad1 olmayan donemecglerden ¢iktilar. Bu yoksul, inangli insanlarin goriintiisii Ruh’un ¢ok ilgisini ¢ekmis gibiydi.
Ciinkli Scrooge yaninda oldugu halde, bir firincimn kapisimin yaninda durmus, gelen tencerelerin kapaklarim kaldirip
mesalesinden yemeklere tiitsii serpiyordu. Bu ¢ok tuhaf bir mesale olmaliydi; ¢iinkii bir iki kez, gelenler arasinda agiz
dalasiyla baslayip itismeye donebilecek durumlari, mesaleden bir iki damla serperek tatliya baglamistt Ruh. Yemeklerini
tagiyanlar Ruh sayesinde Noel giinii kavga etmenin ne kadar utang verici oldugunu kabul ettiler. Ve o giin Noel’di Tanr1’mn
sevdigi glindii o.

Canlar yavas yavas sustu ve firincilar kepenkleri kapadilar. Yine de, iceride siirmekte olan pisirme isleminin, firinlarin
tavanina yanstyan 1siklar1 ve golgeleri goriiniiyordu hala ve taslar da sanki pisiyormus gibi tiitmekteydi.

“Ruh sayesinde serptigin seyde 6zel bir baharat m1 var?” diye sordu Scrooge.
“Var. Bana ait bir baharat.”

“Bdyle bir giinde her yemege yakisir mi?”

“Goniilden sunulan her yemege yakisir. En ¢ok da yoksulun yemegine.”
“Neden en ¢ok yoksulunkine?”” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Cilinkii en ¢cok yoksullarin buna ihtiyaci var.”

“Ruh” dedi Scrooge bir siire diislindiikten sonra, “merak ediyorum, neden bize ait bu diinyadan onca varligin arasindan ¢ika
cika sen ¢ikip, insanlarin masum eglencelerini sekteye ugratiyor ve sinirliyorsun?”

“Ben mi!” diye bagird1 Ruh.

“Dogru diiriist yemek yiyebilecekleri yerleri kapatip, haftanin yedinci giiniinii esirgiyorsun onlardan! Yalan nm?”
“Ben mi!” diye bagird1 Ruh.

“Yedinci giin buralar1 kapamiyor musun?” dedi Scrooge. “Aym kapiya ¢ikar.”

“Ben mi kapatityorum!” diye bagirdi Ruh.

“Yamliyorsam, affet. Senin adina olmasa da, senin ailenden birileri adina yapiliyor bunlar iste,” dedi Scrooge.

“Sizin bu diinyamz iizerinde” diye karsilik verdi Ruh, “bizi tamdigim sanan, kendi bencillik, kotii niyet, kiskanglik,
ikiytizliiliik ve kibrini bizim adimiza yaptiklarim iddia eden, bize ve bizim gibilere, hi¢ yasamamiscasina yabanci olanlar var.
Bunu unutma ve yaptiklarinin faturasini onlara ¢ikar, bize degil.”

Scrooge bunu yapacagina soz verdi ve tekrar, daha 6nce de oldugu gibi gbriinmez olarak, kentin dig mahallelerine dogru yola
ciktilar. Ruh’un, —Scrooge bunu firimin kapisinda dururlarken gozlemlemisti— géze carpan 6nemli bir 6zelligi de, o devasa
clissesine ragmen, her yere rahatlikla siabilmesi, bir sagagin altinda bile, yiiksek tavanli bir salonda durur gibi zarafetle
durabiliyor olmasiydi.

Belki bu yetenegini sergilemekten hoslandig icin, belki de o iyilik dolu, zarif, comert ve tiim yoksullara kars1 sefkatle dolu
yiireginden 6tiirii, dosdogru Scrooge’un katibinin evine yoneldi; elbette, etegine tutunan Scrooge‘u da beraberinde tasiyarak...
Kapinin esiginde durup giilimseyerek mesalesinden dokiilenlerle Bob Cratchit’in evini kutsadi. Diisiinebiliyor musunuz:
Bob’un haftaligi on bes silindi. Her cumartesi bu on bes silincigi cebine atardi, ama simdi Noel’in Ruhu gelmis, onun dor
odal1 evini kutsuyordu.

Ve ardindan Bayan Cratchit ortaya ¢ikti; iki kez ters yiiz edilmis miitevaz1 giysisi i¢inde li¢ kurusluk ucuz kurdelelerle ama
ihtisaml1 bir sekilde siislenmis. Ortanca kiz1 Belinda Cratchit’in —o da kurdeleleri i¢inde magrurdu— yardimiyla, masa ortiisiinii
yayarken Peter Cratchit patates tenceresine bir c¢atal daldirmus, patateslere batirmaya calisiyordu ve bu arada (Bob’a ait er
degerli sey olan ve bugiiniin onuruna ogluna miras biraktigl) gdmleginin devasa yakas1 agzina kadar variyordu, ama gene de
kendini pek havali bulup heyecandan uguyor ve Londra’nin revagtaki parklarinda gériinmeye can atryordu. Simdi de, bir kiz bir
oglan, iki ufak Cratchit ¢18lik ¢18liga igeri daldilar. Firimin oniinden gegerken aldiklart kokunun kendi kazlarina ait olduguna
hiikmetmislerdi ve kekikli sogan diisleri gorerek masanin etrafinda dans edip Peter’in ayaklarimi yerden kestiler. Peter
gomlegin yakas1 neredeyse bogazim keserken, can sikintis1 veren patatesler sisip kapaga giiriiltiiyle ¢arparak ‘bizi alip soyun’
diyene kadar atesi liflemekten pek de gurur duyuyor sayilmazdi.

“Saygideger babaniza da ne oldu boyle?”” dedi Bayan Cratchit. “Ya kardesiniz Kii¢iik Tim’e? Ya Martha’ya, gecen Noel’de
yarim saat erken gelmisti.”



“Martha burada iste anne!” diye seslendi igeri giren bir kiz.
“Martha geldi anne!” diye bagristi iki kii¢lik Cratchit. “Yasasin! Martha su kaza bak!”

“Tanr1 seni korusun yavrum! Ne kadar da ge¢ kaldin!” dedi Bayan Cratchit, kizimi diizinelerce Gpiiciige bogarken; bir yandar
da aligskanlikla kizinin salim ve bonesini ¢ikardi.

“Diin geceden kalan bir yi1gin is vardi anne,” dedi kiz. “Bu sabah bitirmek zorundaydik.”
“Neyse, geldin ya, gerisini bos ver,” dedi Bayan Cratchit. “Geg¢ atesin karsisina da 1sin azicik. Tanr1 seni korusun.”
“Hayir, hayir! Iste babam da geliyor!” diye bagirarak bir oraya bir buraya kosustu ufakliklar. “Saklan Martha, saklan!”

Bunun {izerine, boynundaki, piiskiilleri hari¢ bir metreyi bulan sarkmug atkiyla, eskimis giysisi bayramlik iitiilenmis, omuzlari
doldurulmus ve o omzunda, Kiigiik Tim oldugu halde babalari igeriye girdiginde, Martha saklandi. Vah zavalli1 Kiigiik Tim;
viicudunu demir bir kafes destekliyor, koltuk degneklerini kucaginda tasiyordu.

“Martha’miz nerede?” diye bagirdi Bay Cratchit saga sola bakinarak.
“Gelmeyecekmis,” dedi Bayan Cratchit.

“Gelmiyor mu?” Bob’un sesinde, Kii¢lik Tim’i kiliseden buraya kadar at gibi sirtinda tasiyarak dortnala gelirkenki neseder
eser kalmamusti. “Noel giiniinde gelmiyor ha!”

Martha, sakadan bile olsa babasimin diiskirikligina ugradigim gérmek istemediginden, dolap kapaginin arkasindan, ¢ikmasi
gerekenden daha erken ¢ikt1 ve babasinin kollarina atildi. Ufakliklar, kiiclik Tim’1 bakir kazanda sarki sdyleyerek pisen tatlinin
sesini duyabilsin diye kucaklayip ¢camasirliga gotiirdiiler.

Kocasina bu kadar kolay kandig icin bir siire takilan Bayan Cratchit, “Kiigiik Tim nasil davrandi peki?” diye sordu. Bt
arada Bob Cratchit kiz1 ile doyasiya kucaklagmisti.

“Melekler gibi,” dedi Bob. “Hatta daha da iyi. Cok sik yalmz kaldigindan bazen diisiincelere daliyor ve duyabilecegin er
tuhaf fikirler geliyor aklina. Eve donerken, bir sakat oldugunu kilisede miimkiin oldugunca ¢ok kimsenin gérmiis olmasim {imit
ettigini; ¢linkii onun bu sakat halini gérenlerin, su Noel giiniinde, kimin korlerin gézlerini agip, sakat dilencileri yiiriittiigiinii
animsamalarinin iyi olacagim soyledi.”

Konusurken sesi titriyordu. Kii¢iik Tim’in biiyiiyiip yiireklendigini sdylerken sesindeki titreme daha da artti.

Tim’in koltuk degneklerinin sesi duyuldu. Tek bir s6z daha etmelerine firsat kalmadan yanlarina doniivermisti. Kiz ve erkek
kardesi sandalyesini atesin yanina tasidilar. Bob gomleginin kollarim katlarken (sanki iistii bas1 daha kiliksiz hale gelebilirmis
gibi) bir bardaga limon ve cin koydu, karistirdi ve kaynamasi i¢in ocaga koyarken, Peter ve aym1 anda her yerde bulunma
yetenegine sahip kiigiikler kaz1 getirmeye gittiler ve az sonra torenle geri geldiler.

Ardindan kopan hengdmeye bakinca, kazi ender bulunan bir kus, tiiylii bir doga harikas1 sanirdimz. Sanki her kiimeste bir
kara kugu vardi da kaz yoktu; aslina bakarsamz, bu ev i¢in durum aynen boyleydi. Bayan Cratchit 6nceden hazirlamis oldugy
sosu tavada kizdirdi; agabey Peter patatesleri inamlmaz bir gii¢ sarfederek plire yapti, Bayan Belinda elma kompostosunz
seker ekledi, Martha tabaklarin tozunu aldi, Bob, Kiiciik Tim’i masamn kosesine, kendi yamna yerlestirdi ve iki ufaklik de
kendilerine ve digerlerine sandalyeler ayarladilar. Yerlerini kaptirmamak i¢in hemen oturdular ve sira onlara gelmeden, kaz
diye bagirmamak icin kasiklar1 agizlarinda beklediler. En sonunda tabaklar kondu ve siikran duasi edildi. Bakislar1 bigak
boyunca gezinen Bayan Cratchit, sonunda bicagi kazin gdgsiine sokmayr uygun bulana kadar herkesin solugunu tuttugu bir ar
yagandi. En sonunda kazin i¢indeki 6zlemi ¢ekilen malzeme disar1 akinca masadan keyifli bir murilti yiikseldi. Ufakliklarir
heyecani kendisine bulagsan Tim bile, bigaginin sapim1 masaya vurarak, “Yasasin!” diye bagirmusti.

Simdiye kadar sofralarinda hi¢ bdyle bir kaz olmanusti. Bob bugiine kadar boylesine lezzetli pisirilmis bir kaz olabilecegine
inanmadigim soyledi. Tazeligi ve lezzeti, blyiikliigli ve ucuzlugu konusunda hemfikirdiler. Elma kompostosu ve patates
pliresiyle birlikte, biitiin aileyi doyuracak bir ziyafetti dogrusu. Tabakta kalan kii¢iik bir but parcasina bakan Bayan Cratchit,
memnuniyetle, kazin yetip de arttigini tespit etti. Herkes fazlasiyla doymustu. Hele ufakliklar neredeyse kaslarina kadar kekik
ve sogana bulanmislardi. Bayan Belinda tabaklar1 degistiredursun, Bayan Cratchit tek basina odadan ¢ikti. Tatliyr ¢ikarip
getirirken yaninda tanik istemeyecek kadar heyecanliydi.

Diisliniin ya tatli olmamigsa? Ya kaliptan c¢ikarirken parcalanirsa? Ya onlar kazi afiyetle yemekle mesgulken, birisi arka
duvardan atlayip tatliyr asirdiysa? Bu olasiligi diisiiniince, 6zellikle iki kii¢iik Cratchit’in suratlar1 bembeyaz oluyordu. Bii
y1&in korkulu 6ykii senaryosu gezindi akillarinda.



Selam! Kocaman bir buhar kiimesi! Tatl1, bakir kaptan ayrilmisti. Camasir giiniindeki gibi bir koku! Tatlimn stiinii orten
tiilbentten geliyordu bu koku. Lokanta ile pastane yan yanaysa ve iki bina 6tede de bir camasirhane varsa, ortalik nasil kokarsa,
iste dyle kokuyordu. Iste Noel tatlis1 buydu! Yarim dakika sonra, yanaklar1 al al olmus, ama gururla giiliimseyen Bayan
Cratchit, elinde tatliyla girdi igeri. Tatli, iistli siislii bir top mermisini andirtyordu. Sert ve dolgundu. Tutusturulmus brendi
sayesinde alev alevdi. Tam tepesinde de bir cobanpiiskiilii dal1 vard.

Ah, harika bir tatliydi! Bob Cratchit bu seferkinin, Bayan Cratchit’in evlendiklerinden beri yapmis oldugu en iyi tatl
oldugunu soyledi. Bayan Cratchit artik i¢inin rahat oldugunu, daha 6nce unun miktar1 konusunda kararsizliklarimn bulundugunt
itiraf etti. Herkesin sdyleyecek bir seyi vardi, fakat kimse bu kiiciik tatlimn bdylesine kalabalik bir aileye az gelebilecegini, ne
diistindii ne de dile getirdi. Bu, tamamen gereksiz bir ¢ikis olurdu. Hig¢bir Cratchit yiizii kizarmadan bdyle bir iddiade
bulunamazdi.

Sonunda yemek bitti, masa toplandi, ocagin Onii siipiiriildii ve ates canlandirildi. Testideki ickinin yam sira masaya
portakallar ve elmalar kondu, atese bir kiirek dolusu kestane yerlestirildi. Ve Cratchit ailesi atesin Oniinde, babalarinin
deyisiyle, bir halka, aslinda yarim halka oldular. Bob Cratchit’in dirseginin dibinde bardaklar duruyordu: Iki kupa ve kulpu
kopuk bir fincan. Bunlar da en az altin kupalar kadar iyi tutuyordu sicag. Bob ickiyi parildayan yiiziiyle dagitti. Atesteki
kestanelerin ¢itirtisi, atesin ¢atirtisina karigiyordu. Bob kadehini kaldirip ailesine seslendi:

“Hepimize Mutlu Noeller canlarim! Tanr1 bizi korusun!”
Aile hep bir agizdan aym dilegi tekrarladi.
“Tanr1 hepimizi korusun!” dedi Kii¢lik Tim son olarak.

Kiigiik, sandalyesinde, babasinin hemen yam basinda oturuyordu. Bob da oglunun solgun kiigiik elini, onu ne kadar sevdigini
ve yam baginda gormek istedigini belli eder bi¢cimde, elinden alinmasina dayanamaznus gibi tutmaktaydi.

“Ruh,” dedi Scrooge, daha 6nce hi¢ hissetmedigi bir ilgiyle, “Soyle bana, Kiigiik Tim yasayacak nu?”

“Ocagin yaninda bos bir sandalye goriiyorum,” diye cevap verdi Ruh. “Sahipsiz bir ¢ift koltuk degnegi de hala duvara dayals
duruyor. Eger bu golgeler gelecek tarafindan degistirilmezse, ¢ocuk dlecek.”

“Hayir, hayir,” dedi Scrooge. “Ne olur, merhametli Ruh, onun esirgenecegini sdyle bana.”

“Gelecek bu gdlgeleri degistirmezse, benim tiiriimden hi¢cbir Ruh onu burada bulamayacak. Ne olacak sanki? Olecekse bir ar
evvel Olsiin ve niifus fazlasint azaltsin.”

Scrooge Ruh’un, daha 6nceki kendisinin sdylemis oldugu sézlerden alintt yaptigim1 duyunca, {iziintii ve pismanlikla basim
egdi.

“Be adam,” dedi Ruh. “Gd6gsiinde hala tas degil de bir insan yiiregi varsa lanet konugmalarim bir yana birak da, git, kin
fazlaymis onu 6gren. Neredeymis, bul. Kimin yasayip kimin dlecegine sen mi karar vereceksin? Belki Tanri’mn goziinde bu
zavalli adamin ¢ocugundan ve onun gibi milyonlarcasindan daha degersizsin ve yasamayi ¢ok daha az hak ediyorsun. Tanrim!
Bocek yapraga tirmanmus, topraktaki a¢ kardeslerinden fazlalik diye s6z ediyor.”

Scrooge, Ruh’un azarlayici tavri karsisinda ezilmisti. Titreyerek bakislarim yere ¢evirdi. Ama adinin sdylendigini duyunca
bakislarim hizla yerden kaldirdi.

"9

“Bay Scrooge’a!” diyordu Bob. “Bay Scrooge’a i¢iyorum. Velinimetimize

“Velinimetimiz mi!” diye bagirdi Bayan Cratchit. Kipkirmizi olmustu. “Keske burada olsaydi, olsaydi da aklimdan gegenleri
soyleseydim. Midesi kaldirirdi umarim!”

“Sevgilim,” dedi Bob, “Cocuklar var. Bugiin Noel!”

“Bay Scrooge gibi igreng, pinti, kat1 ve duygusuz bir adanmun sagligina da ancak Noel’de icilebilir zaten. Onun nasil bir
oldugunu biliyorsun, Robert! Bunu senden daha iyi kimse bilemez zavall1 yoldagim!”

“Hayatim,” dedi Bob yumusak bir tavirla. “Bugiin Noel.”

“Senin ve bugiiniin hatirina onun sagligina igecegim. Onun hatirina degil. Uzun yasasin! Noel’i kutlu olsun! Cok mutlu v¢
kutlu olacagina hi¢ siiphem yok!”

Cocuklar da annelerinin ardindan kadeh kaldirdilar. Bu, i¢lerinden gelmeyerek yaptiklari ilk isti o gece. En son Kiigiik Tin



icti, fakat bu is hi¢c de hosuna gitmedi. Scrooge, ailenin karabasamydi. Adimin anilmasi bile iizerlerine kara bir golge
diistirmiis, gélgenin dagilmasi i¢in tam bes dakika ge¢mesi gerekmisti.

Golge dagildiktan sonra oncekinin on misli fazla neselendiler. Kotii Scrooge’un da sirasi savilmis, bu is de bitmisti.

Bob Cratchit, Peter i¢in diisiindiigli, alinmas1 halinde eve haftada tam bes silin ve iki pens getirebilecegi bir isten soz etti.
Kiigtikler Peter’in bir isadanu olabilecegi fikrini ¢ok eglenceli bulup giildiiler ve Peter gomleginin yakalarimn arasindan, bt
akillara durgunluk verecek kadar ¢ok parayi eline alinca, ne tiir yatirnmlar yapacagim planliyor gibi diisiinceli diisiinceli atese
bakiyordu. Bir sapkacida ¢irak olarak ¢alisan Martha, ne tiir isler yaptigin1 ve araliksiz ka¢ saat ¢aligtigini, ertesi giin tatil
oldugu i¢in nasil ge¢ saatlere kadar uyuyacagim anlatti. Birka¢ giin 6nce bir kontes ve lordla tamstigini da sézlerine ekledi.
Lord en az Peter kadar uzundu ve bunun {izerine Peter yakasim Oyle bir kaldirdi ki, orada olsamz bile onun yiiziint
goremezdiniz. Bu siire i¢inde siirahi ve kestaneler elden ele dolastt durdu. Herkes birer sarki sdyledi. Kii¢lik Tim de hiiziinlt
sesiyle, karda gezerken kaybolan bir ¢cocugun sarkisini pek giizel yorumluyordu.

Biitiin bu olup bitenlerde olaganiistii hi¢cbir sey yoktu, kibar, soylu bir aile degillerdi; giyim kusamlar1 vasatti; ayakkabilari su
gecirmez degildi, tistleri baglar1 eski ve yipranmustt ve Peter biiylik bir olasilikla, hatta kesinlikle, rehinci diikkamnin i¢ginde ne
var ne yok Ogrenmisti. Ama mutlu, minnet doluydular; birbirlerine seving veriyor ve yasadiklari glinlerden hosnutluk
duyuyorlardi. Goriintiileri siliklesip uzaklastiginda, Ruh’un mesalesinden dokiilenlerin 1s181inda, daha da mutlu goriiniiyorlardi.
Scrooge gozlerini onlardan, hele de Kiiciik Tim’den alamiyordu.

Bu arada hava kararmaya baslamis ve kar hizim artirmisti. Scrooge ile Ruh sokaklar boyunca ilerlediler. Mutfaklarda.
salonlarda ve diger odalarda catirdayan ateslerin pariltilarim seyretmek ¢ok giizeldi. Bir yerde, alevin yalazlar1 sicak, samimi
bir sofranin kurulmakta oldugunu, tabaklarin atesin oniinde 1s1tildigim gosteriyordu. Koyu kirmizi perdeler sogugu ve karanlig
disarida birakmak i¢in her an kapanmaya hazirdi. Bir bagka yerde evlerdeki cocuklar, evli agabeylerini, ablalarin,
kuzenlerini, dayilarini, teyzelerini kapida karsilamak ve onlar1 ilk kutlayan olabilmek i¢in karli sokaklara firliyorlardi.
Perdelere, birbirleriyle bulusan insanlarin golgeleri diisiiyordu. Kapsonlu, kiirk ¢izmeli bir grup giizel geng kiz bulustu ve
ayakiistii konusarak yan komsuya gectiler. Onlarin, yanaklar1 al al igeri girislerini izleyen bekarlarin hi¢ sans1 yoktu. O siislii
cadilar da, bunun pekala farkindaydilar.

Dost toplantilarina katilmak iizere yollara diismiis insanlarin sayisina bakarak, evlerde onlar1 karsilayacak insan kaldi mu,
diye diisiinebilirdiniz; buna ragmen biitiin bu evler dost beklentisi i¢indeydi ve sOminelerde atesler neredeyse bacalarin
yarisina kadar ylikselmisti. Tanr1 onlarla olsun! Ruh ne kadar da sevingliydi! G6gsiinii sisirmis, kocaman avucunu agnus
ucuyor ve gectigi her seyin ilizerine comert elinden parlak senlik tiitsiistinii serpiyordu. Tozlu sokaklara isiktan benekler
sacarak ilerleyen ve geceyi bir yerlerde kutlamak iizere siislenmis olan bekgi bile, Ruh onun yanindan gegerken yiiksek sesle
giildii. Yaninda ona Noel’in disinda eslik eden biri daha oldugunu nereden bilsin!

Ruh herhangi bir uyar1 yapmamis olmasina karsin, bir anda kendilerini inin cinin top oynadigr bir alanda buluverdiler. Koca
koca tas kiitleleri saga sola sagilmigti. Sanki burasi devlerin mezarligiydi. Her yerden sular fiskiriyordu; ya da sular1 zapteder
dondurucu soguk olmasa, sular her yerden fiskiracak gibiydi. Yosun, karacalilar ve bildik yabani otun disinda yetisen hi¢bir
sey yoktu burada; uzakta batmakta olan giines, gittikce kararan ve nihayet gecelerin en siyahinin zifiri karanlifinda yitip giden
bir g6z misali, bu 1ss1z bolgenin {izerinde parlamaya devam eden ates kirmizisi bir serit birakmisti geride.

“Burasi ne bigim bir yer?”” diye sordu Scrooge.
“Yeryliziiniin kalbinde ¢alisan madencilerin yasadig bir yer,” diye cevap verdi Ruh. “Ama beni tanirlar. Bak!”

Kuliibenin birinin camindan 151k siziyordu. Hizla pencereye yaklastilar. Kil ve tastan oriili duvardan gegip igeri
girdiklerinde, yanan atesin etrafina toplanmis neseli bir toplulukla karsilastilar. Rengarenk giysileriyle ¢cok yasli bir adam ve
bir kadin, ¢ocuklari, onlarin ¢ocuklari, hatta bir sonraki kusak bir araya toplanmis nese i¢inde oturuyorlardi. Sesi, ¢iplak
arazide uguldayan riizgarin sesini ender asan yasli adam, eski, cok eski, onun genclik zamanlarindan kalma bir Noel sarkisi
sOyliiyordu ve zaman zaman digerleri de ona katiliyordu. Onlar seslerini yiikselttikce yasli adamin sesi daha bir giir ¢ikiyor,
onlar susunca yasli adamin sesi de algaliyordu.

Ruh burada fazla oyalanmayip. Scrooge’a eteklerine asilmasim sdyledi; ardindan fundaliklarin {izerinden gectiler,
hizlandilar; nereye gidiyorlardi? Denize gitmiyorlardi herhalde? Evet, denize yonelmislerdi. Geriye bakip karadak
kayaliklarin arkada kaldigim gordiigiinde, Scrooge’un korkudan akli basindan gidiyordu neredeyse. Bir dizi iirkiitiicii kayaya
vuran dalgamin kiikreyen sesi kulaklarim sagir edebilirdi. Sularin vura vura agtift magaralarda kabaran, kuduran dalgalar
topraga hakim olmak ister gibiydiler.

Kiyidan bir hayli agikta, sularin yillar boyunca ¢arpip oydugu, yar1 yariya suya batik kayalarin iizerinde yiikselen yalmz bir
deniz feneri vardi. Kaidesini yiginlarla yosun kaplamusti. Firtina kuslart —yosunun sudan dogdugu gibi, riizgardan dogar



kuslar— fenerin ¢evresinde, tipki govdesini yalayan dalgalar gibi, bir inip bir havalaniyorlardi.

Feneri bekleyen iki adam burada bile bir ates yakmuslar, sofra kurmuslardi. Ates, kalin tag duvardaki yariktan, lrkiitiicii
denizin tlizerine parlak bir 151k demeti gobnderiyordu. Adamlar iizerinde bir testi sarap bulunan kaba masanin iistiinden nasirh
ellerini birbirlerine uzatmus mutlu Noeller diliyorlard:. i¢lerinden biri, daha yasl olam, yiizii sert havanmn etkisiyle gemi
burnunu siisleyen heykeller gibi bozulmus, mesinlesmis fener bekgisi, riizgarin inlemesini andiran bir sarkiya basladi.

Ve Ruh yeniden karanlik, kabaran dalgalarin iizerinden yoluna devam etti. Scrooge’a sdyledigi kadariyla, artik herhangi bir
kara pargasindan ¢ok uzaktaydilar. Bir gemiye indiler. On giivertede, diimencinin yamnda dikildiler. Nébette olan denizcilerin
hepsi gorevlerinin basindaydi ve hepsi de ya bir Noel sarkis1 mirildamyor ya da Noel ile ilgili bir seyler diisiiniiyordu.
Arkadaglarina eski Noellerle ilgili anilarim anlatanlar da vardi. Umutlarimin rotasi evleriydi. Bu kutsal giinde, gemideki her
adam, iyi ya da kotl, uykuda ya da uyamk, arkadaglarina karsi yilin diger giinlerinde olduklarindan daha iyi davramyor,
elinden geldigince kutlamalara katiliyor, uzakta olan sevdiklerini amyor ve onlarin da onu andiklarim bildigi i¢in, mutlu
oluyorlardi.

Derinlikleri 6liim gibi gizemli olan bilinmeyen ugurumlar iizerinde 1ssi1z bir karanlikta siiziilmenin ne kadar costurucu ve
ciddi bir is oldugunu riizgarin iniltisini dinlerken diisiinmek Scrooge i¢in ne kadar korkutucuysa icten bir kahkaha duymak da o
kadar sasirtictydi. Kahkahayr patlatamin kendi yegeni oldugunu fark etmek ise daha da sasirticiydi. Kendini Ruh’un yan
basinda, aydinlik, kuru, piril piril bir odada buldu bir anda. Ruh giiliiyor, sefkatli bakiglarla yegenini gozliiyordu.

“Hah ha!” diye giiliiyordu Scrooge’un yegeni, “hah hah ha!”

Scrooge’un yegeninden daha giizel kahkaha atan birini, hani tamyorsaniz, biitiin sdyleyebilecegim onunla tamsmak
istedigimdir. Beni de tamistirin ki, onunla ben de dostluk kurabileyim.

Uziintii ve hastaligin bulasic1 olmasi adil ve yerinde, hatta yansiz bir hak paylasim olusturur, ama diinyada, kahkaha ve keyif
kadar kars1 konulamaz derecede bulasici etki yapan higbir sey yoktur. Scrooge’un yegeni bu sekilde, kasiklarinm tutarak, basim
sallayarak ve tuhaf pozlar keserek kahkahalar attik¢a, karis1 da onun kadar icten kahkahalar atmaya basladi. Onlar1 ¢evreleyen
dostlar1 da geri kalmadilar ve hep birlikte, doyasiya giildiiler.

“Hah hah ha! Hah ha!”
“Noel’in bir sagmalik oldugunu séyledi!” dedi Scrooge’un yegeni, “bunu gergekten sdyledi ve hala boyle olduguna inaniyor.”
“Daha kétii ya, Fred,” dedi karis1 kizginlikla. Tanr1 kadinlar1 kutsasin! Higbir isi yarim birakmazlar. I¢leri dislar1 hep birdir.

Cok giizel, olaganiistii giizeldi. Gamzeleri ve diinyaya sasirmis gibi bakan kusursuz bir yiizii, kiigiik, dolgun ve 6ptilmek icir
yaratilmis bir agzt —bol bol Opiildiigiine de sliphe yoktu— ve hi¢ kimsede goremeyeceginiz, giines gibi 1siltili gdzleri vardi.
Giildiiglinde ¢enesindeki sevimli ¢ukurcuklar birbirine geciyordu. Sonug olarak, tahrik edici denebilecek biriydi ama tamamer
rahatlatici, sakinlestirici bir yam da vardi. Ah, evet, tamamen sakinlestirici, tatmin edici bir yani.

“Komik yasli bir ¢ocuk sadece,” dedi Scrooge’un yegeni. “Bu bir ger¢ek; olabilecegi kadar hos biri olmadig kesin. Her
neyse, cezasini da ¢ekiyor ve benim onun aleyhinde sdyleyecek hi¢bir seyim yok.”

“Cok zengin olduguna siiphe yok, Fred,” dedi karisi, “En azindan sen 6yle oldugunu sdylersin hep.”

“Bundan ne ¢ikar sevgilim!” dedi yegeni, “Servetinin ona bir faydas1 yok. Onu iyi degerlendirmedigi gibi, kendine rahat ve
huzuru layik gérmiiyor. Zenginligiyle bizi —ha, ha, ha— bizi mutlu edebileceginin de farkinda degil.”

“Ben ona senin gibi anlayis gosteremiyorum,” dedi karisi. Kiz kardesleri ve diger tiim hammlar da aym goriisii savundular.

“Ben gosterebilirim!” dedi Scrooge’un yegeni. “Ona aciyorum. Istesem de kizamam ona. Huysuzluklarimn cezasim kin
cekiyor? Daima kendisi. Bizden hoslanmamayi bir kez aklina koymus, gelip bizimle yemek yemek bile istemiyor. Sonug?
Dogruyu sdylemek gerekirse ziyafet kagirdigi sdylenemez.”

“Bence harika bir yemek kag¢ird1,” diye kars1 ¢iktt karisi. Digerleri de onunla aym kanidaydi. Bu konuda s6z sahibi onlardi,
yemegi heniiz bitirmisler, atesin karsisina yerlesmislerdi. Tatli, masada onlar1 bekliyordu.

“Pekala! Bunu duyduguma sevindim!” dedi yegeni. “Ciinkii bu acemi ev sahiplerine pek fazla giivenemiyorum da.Sen ne
dersin, Topper?”

Besbelli ki Topper’1n gozii baldizlardan birinde olmaliyd ki, bekdr olmanin toplum dis1 olma anlamina geldigini, bu konuda
fikir yiirtitme hakkina sahip olmadigim belirtti. Bunun {izerine de baldizlardan, tombul, dantel yeleklisi —giillii olam degil-



kizardi.

“Devam et Fred,” diye el ¢irpt: karis1. “Bu da basladig lafi hi¢ bitirmez. Oyle komik adamdi iste!”

Scrooge’un yegeni bir kahkaha daha patlatti. Tombul kiz kardes lavanta yag: sisesine uzandig halde bu nesenin bulagmasim
onlemek imkansiz oldugundan herkes Fred’i izleyerek kahkahalar1 patlatti.

“Soyleyecegim sey sadece suydu,” dedi yegeni, “Bizden hoslanmadigina, bizimle olmak istemedigine gore ona hi¢bir zarari
dokunmayacak birka¢ giizel saat kagirnmus oldu. Kendi kafasinda, kiiflii, eski yazihanesinde ya da tozlu evinde bulabilecegini
diistindiigiinden ¢ok ¢ok daha iyi dostlar edinme sansin yitirdiginden eminim. Ama hoslansin ya da hoslanmasin, bu sans1 ona
her y1l vermek istiyorum, ¢iinkii ona actyorum. Olene kadar Noel’e kizip kars1 olabilir, ama bir kez olsun bu konuda daha iyi
diistinse iy1 eder, her y1l neseyle ona gidip, ‘Merhaba dayi, nasilsin?’ diyerek onu zaten boyle yapmaya davet edip duruyorum.
Ona meydan okuyorum. Onu, zavalli katibine bir elli pound verecek kadar yumusatabilirsem, bu da bir seydir ve diin onu bt
konuda biraz silkeledim galiba.”

Scrooge’u silkeledigini soyleyince giilme sirasit Otekilere gelmisti. Fred o kadar iyi kalpliydi ve neye giillindiigiinii
onemsemeyecek derecede hosgoriilii bir yapidaydi ki, onlara aldirmadi. Hatta onlar1 yiireklendirdi ve siseyi neseyle elden ele
dolastirdi.

Cayin ardindan miizige basladilar. Miizige yetenegi olan bir aileydi ve koro halinde sarki sdylerken, ne yaptiklarim ¢ok iyi
bildikleri konusunda sizi temin edebilirim; 6zellikle Topper sesini milkemmel bir bas tonda kullamrken bile, alin damarlar1
sismiyor, surati kizarmiyordu. Gelin hanim arp ¢almakta ustaydi, ¢alinan parcalarin arasinda, basit, kiiclik bir parga vardi
(neredeyse insanin iki dakika sonra 1slikla taklit edebilecegi bu siradan parga); eski Noellerin Ruhu’nun Scrooge’a hatirlattig)
o Scrooge’u yatili okuldan almaya gelen kiiclik kizin ¢ok sevdigi parcaydi. Notalar1 duyar duymaz aklina, Ruh’un one
gosterdikleri geldi; giderek yumusamaya basladi. Bu pargay1 yillar 6nce yeterince dinleyebilmis olsaydi, hayatin seving veren
yanlarim kendi elleriyle kendi mutluluguna katmus olacagim diisiindii, ger¢ektende bdyle olsaydi Jakob Marley’i gomer
mezarin kiiregine bagvurmak zorunda kalmazdi.

Geceyi yalmzca miizige ayirmadilar. Sonunda cezalar verilen oyunlar da oynadilar, ¢ilinkii ara sira ¢ocuklagmak iyidir ve
¢ocuklasmak icin Noel’den daha uygun bir zaman da yoktur. Hele bugiine vesile olan Isa’mn da bir ¢ocuk oldugu diisiiniiliirse!
Dur! ilk oyun kdrebeydi. Cizmelerinde gozleri olduguna ne kadar inaniyorsam, Topper’in ebeyken gdérmedigine de o kadar
inanabilirdim! Samrim Fred’le anlasmiglardi. Noel’in Ruhu da durumun farkindaydi. Dantelli, tombul baldizin pesinder
gidisinin bir rastlanti olduguna inanmak, dogrusu insamn safliiyla alay etmek olurdu. SOminenin masasim devirerek,
iskemlelere takilarak, perdelere dolasarak, piyanoya carparak kiz nereye giderse gitsin o da pesinden gidiyor, sanki kizin
nerede oldugunu hep biliyordu. Bagka kimseyi yakalamak istemiyordu. Bazilarinin yaptigt gibi, yolunun iistiine ¢ikacak olsaniz,
zihinsel giicliniizle alay edercesine sizi yakalamaya gayret eder gibi yapar; ama anminda yOniinii yine tombul kiz kardese
cevirirdi. Kiz birka¢ kere bunun hi¢ de adil olmadigim haykirdi; zaten degildi de. Sonunda nihayet kiz1 yakaladiginda ve kiz
hisirdayan ipek etekleri ve arkasindan kagma ¢abalarina ragmen, kendini kagamayacag bir kdseye kistirilmis bulunca Topper
ona karsi ¢ok igren¢ davrandi; sagim basim yoklamasi, kim oldugunu anlamak i¢in yiiziigline dokunmasi, kolyesini ellemesi
pek yiizslizce ve canavarcaydi! Bagka biri ebe oldugunda, perdenin arkasina gegip bas basa verdiklerinde bu davramsim
onaylamadigini belirttiginden hi¢ siiphem yok.

Gelin, kdrebe oynayanlar arasinda degildi. Onu kdsede, rahat bir koltuga oturtup ayaklarimn altina da bir puf koymuslardi.
Tam arkasinda Scrooge ve Ruh dikilmekteydi. Ama o da sdézciik oyunlarina katildi; sevgilisini “biitiin harflerde basariyla
sevdi” oyununda birinciligi kimseye kaptirmadi. ‘Kim? Nerede? Nasil?” oyununda da ¢ok iyiydi. Her biri, Topper’in da size
sOyleyebilecegi iizere cin gibi kizlar olan kardeslerini alt ettikge, Scrooge’un yegeni zevkten dort kdse oluyordu. Orada
genciyle, yaslistyla yirmi kisi vardi ve hepsi biitiin bu oyunlara katildi. Scrooge bile oynadi. Orada bulunus nedenini unutarak,
sorulara yiiksek sesle cevaplar veriyor, elbette sesi duyulmuyordu. Verdigi yamtlarin neredeyse hepsi de dogru oluyordu. Eee,
ne de olsa en iyi kalite Whitechapel ignesinden bile daha keskin bir zekdya sahipti.

Ruh ise onun bdyle havaya girmesinden ¢ok hosnuttu. Yiiziindeki dostga ifadeyi géren Scrooge, bir cocuk gibi, son konuk da
gidene kadar kalmalari i¢in yalvardi ona. Ama Ruh bunun olanaksiz oldugunu sdyledi.

“Iste bak, bu yeni bir oyun,” dedi Scrooge. “Yarim saat daha kalalim Ruh! Yalmzca yarim saat.”

Bu “evet-hayir” oyunuydu. Scrooge’un yegeni aklindan bir sey tutacak, digerleri de bunun ne oldugunu bulmaya
calisacaklardi. Sorulara yalmz “evet” ve “hayir” diye yamt verilebilirdi. Onu tuttuklar1 soru bombardimam sonucunda, yegenir
aklinda tuttugu seyin, pek de hos olmayan, biraz yabani, kimi zaman hirlayan, homurdanan, bazen konusan bir hayvan oldugunu,
Londra’da yasadigini, sokaklarda gezindigini, ama onu gezdiren biri olmadigim, hayvanat bahgesinde yasamadigim, kesim
hayvani olmadigim 6grendiler; at degildi, inek, kurt, boga, kaplan, kdpek, domuz, kedi ya da ay1 degildi. Kendisine sorulan her



yeni soruda, yegen Oylesine katilarak giiliiyordu, Oylesine kendinden geciyordu ki, kanepeden kalkip tepiniyordu. Sonunda,
onunla aym duruma diigen tombul baldiz, kahkahalar arasinda bagirdi:

“Buldum! Ne oldugunu biliyorum Fred! Biliyorum!”
“Ne peki?” dedi Fred.
“Dayin Scrooge!”

Elbette oydu. Herkes hayranligim dile getirdi, ancak bazilari, “Peki, bir ayt m1?” sorusunun cevabinin “evet” olmas:
gerektigini ileri siirerek itiraz ettiler. “Degil” cevabi, dogru akil yliriitmeye baslanmisken onlar1 yaniltmis, cevabi, Bay Scrooge
ihtimalinden uzaklastirmusti.

“Dayim hepimizi ¢ok eglendirdi,” dedi Fred. “Onun sagligina igmemek nankérliik olur! Iste sicak sarap, iste kadehler ve ben
‘Scrooge Day1’ya’ diyorum.”

“Pekala! Scrooge Day1’ya!” diye bagirdi
herkes.

“Ne olursa olsun, ihtiyara Mutlu Noeller, Mutlu Yillar!” dedi yegeni. “Bu dilegimi kabul etse de etmese de ona i¢iyorum
Scrooge Dayi’ya!”

Scrooge Day1 bir anda dyle neselenmis, 0yle hafiflemisti ki, Ruh ona zaman ve firsat verse, varligindan habersiz topluluge
duyulamayan sesiyle seslenip, tesekkiir edecekti. Ama yegenin sdzleri biter bitmez biitiin sahne bir anda gozden silinmis, yola
koyulmuslardi bile.

Cok gezdiler, ¢cok sey gordiiler, bir¢ok evi ziyaret ettiler, ama sonlar hep mutlu oldu. Hasta yataklarinin basucunda durdu ve
onlar memnun, hosnut oldular; yabanci iilkelerdekiler kendilerini memleketlerinde hissettiler. Miicadele edenler daha biiyiik
bir sabirla umutlarim tagimaya basladilar; yanina gittikleri yoksullar kendilerini zengin hissettiler. Hastanede, hapishanede,
yoksullar, diigkiinler evinde, acinin barindig her bir siginakta aczinin sinirlar i¢ine hapsolmus kibirli insanlarin kapilar1 kendi
elleriyle kitleyip Ruh’u disarida birakmadiklar1 her yerde, herkes kutsandi ve Ruh Scrooge’a her seferinde ilke ve kurallarins
Ogretti.

Biitiin bunlar yalmzca bir gece i¢inde olduysa, ¢ok uzun bir gece olmaliydi; ancak Scrooge’un bu konuda siipheleri vardi.
Ciinkii biitiin Noel tatili bu bir geceye sikistirilmis gibiydi. Ayrica, Scrooge’da bir degisiklik olmazken, Ruh’un gitgide
yaslanmasi garipti; agik¢a goriiliiyordu bu. Scrooge bu degisimi gézlemlemisti, fakat cocuklarin verdigi 12. Gece Partisi’nder
ayrilana kadar bunun séziinii bile etmedi. Agiklik bir alanda Ruh’la birlikte dururlarken, ona bakt1 ve saglarinin agardigim fark
etti.

“Ruhlarin 6miirleri bu kadar kisa m1?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Bu diinya {lizerindeki émriim kisa,” dedi Ruh. “Bu gece sona eriyor.”
“Bu gece?”

“Bu gece yaris1. Dinle! Zaman yaklasiyor.”

O sirada saat on ikiye ¢eyrek kalaya vurmustu.

“Su an soracagim seyi sormaya hakkim yoksa, beni bagisla,” dedi Scrooge. Bir yandan da israrla Ruh’un elbisesinir
eteklerine bakiyordu. “Fakat eteklerinden disar1 sarkan, sana ait olmayan tuhaf bir seyler gériiyorum. Bu bir ayak mu, yoksa
pence mi?”

“Penge de olabilir, lizerinde et olduguna gore,” dedi Ruh, iiziintiilii bir sesle. “Buraya bak.”

Giysisinin katlar1 arasindan, perisan, korkmus, zavalli ve sefil goriiniimlii iki ¢ocuk ¢ikardi. Cocuklar 6niinde diz ¢okiip,
Ruh’un eteklerine yapistilar.

“Buraya bak be adam! Bak! Bak! Asag bak!” dedi Ruh.

Bunlar, bir kiz ve bir oglandi. Solgun benizli, siska, hirpani goriiniimlii, ¢atik kagli karanlik vahsiydiler; ama bir yandan da,
biitlin uysalliklar1 i¢inde bitkin durumdaydilar. Harika genglik, yiiz hatlarin1 doldurup gengligin canli renkleri ile bezeyecegi
yerde, ihtiyarligin eli gibi sert, kemikli, kuru bir el gelip dokunmus da, onlar1 katlayip parcalamis gibiydi. Meleklerin oturacagi



tahtlara seytanlar yerlesmis, kotii bakiglarla etrafi siliziiyorlardi sanki. Mucizevi yaradilisin biitiin sirlar1 i¢inde nerede
gerceklesmis olursa olsun, insanliktaki higbir degisme, hi¢bir yozlagma, hi¢bir asagilanma, hi¢bir sapma bunlarin yarisi kadar
bile korkung ve dehset verici canavarlar yaratamazdi.

Scrooge afallayip geri ¢ekildi. Bu sekilde Oniine getirilmis olduklari i¢in hos c¢ocuklar olduklarim sdylemek istedi,
sozciikler, boyle biiyiik bir yalana katilmaktansa birbirlerini bogmay tercih ettiler.

“Ruh, onlar senin mi?” diye sordu sadece. Baska bir sey soyleyemedi.

“Onlar insanligin,” dedi Ruh ve kendi eteklerine dogru bakti. “Eteklerime yapisiyorlar, ¢iinkii babalarindan yakimyorlar. Bt
oglan cehalet, kiz ise yoksulluk. Onlardan ve onlar gibilerden koru kendini. Ama 6zellikle oglandan koru, ¢iinkii almnda
‘Insanligin Sonu’ diye yazdigim goriiyorum. “O yaz silinmedikge kork!” diye bagirdi Ruh, elini kente dogru uzatarak: “Inkar e
cehaleti!” dedi; “Sana onu hatirlatanlarla alay et; bencil amaglar1 ugruna birak bildikleri gibi yapsinlar; hatta daha kotii
olmasini sagla durumun! Sonra da geg, sonu beklemeye bagla!”

“Barinabilecekleri bir yer, onlara tahsis edilecek bir kaynak yok mu?” diye bagirdi Scrooge.
“Hapishaneler, diiskiin evleri ne giine duruyor,” diyerek, Scrooge’un eski sdzlerini son bir kez daha tekrarladi Ruh.
Saat on ikiyi vurdu.

Scrooge, Ruh’u aradi gozleriyle, ama onu géremedi. Son vurusun da titresimi yok olup gidince, Jakob Marley’in sozlerin
ammsad1 ve basim kaldirip baktiginda, bas1 ortiilii, vakur bir hayalet gordii; yerden yiikselen bir sis gibi ona yaklasiyordu.



4. DORTLUK



SON HAYALET

Hayalet yavasca, sessizce ve ciddiyetle yaklasti. Gegtigi her yere kasvet ve gizem dolu bir hava yaydigindan, yanina gelince
Scrooge dizlerinin lizerine ¢oktii.

Basu, yiizii, govdesi, tiim fiziksel varligi, disar1 uzanan ve goriinen bir el disinda, kara, kefene benzer bir giysiyle gizlenmisti.
Bu el de olmasa, onu geceden ya da ¢evresini kusatan karanliktan ayirt edecek higbir sey yoktu.

Goriintii 1yice yaklasinca, Scrooge onun uzun boylu ve yapili oldugunu gordii. Tuhaf varligiyla Scrooge’un i¢ine muazzam bit
dehget salmisti. Ruh, konusmadig sadece hareket ettigi i¢in, Scrooge apisip kalmusti.

“Gelecek Noel’in Ruhu ile mi tamsiyorum?” dedi Scrooge.
Ruh yamit vermedi, ama eliyle bir yeri isaret ediyordu.

“Bana heniiz olmanus, ama gelecekte olacak olaylar1 gdstermek iizere geldiniz degil mi?” diye iisteledi Scrooge. “Oyle degil
mi, Ruh?”

Kefenin iist tarafi, sanki Ruh basim sallamiggasina kimildar gibi oldu. Scrooge‘un aldig tek yamt buydu.

Ruhlarin arkadasligina alismis olsa da bu sessiz yaratik onu iirkiitmiis, bacaklar titremeye baslanmisti ve onu takip etmeye
calisirken zorlukla yiiriiyebildigini fark etti. Scrooge’un durumunu fark eden Ruh bir an i¢in durdu ve kendini toparlamasi igir
ona zaman verdi.

Fakat bu, Scrooge’un kendisini daha da caresiz hissetmesine yol agmusti. O sisli goriintiiniin arkasinda tizerine dikilmis
gozlerin varligini diisiinmek bile, kaynag belirsiz, tammlanamaz bir korku uyandiriyordu i¢inde. Bunu agmak i¢in ne kadar
cabalarsa ¢abalasin, kendine uzanan o hortlagimsi elin ve karanlik yiginin disinda hig¢bir sey géremiyordu.

“Gelecegin Ruhu!” diye seslendi: “Senden hi¢bir Ruh’tan korkmadigim kadar korkuyorum. Ama amacinin bana iyilik etmel
oldugunu ve artik gegmiste oldugumdan farkli biri olmaya hazir oldugumu bildigim igin, seninle gelecegim, Ama bunu dostca
yapamaz misin? Benimle konugmayacak misin?”’

Ruh yamit vermedi. Sadece eliyle ileriyi isaret etmekle yetindi.

“Diis ontime!” dedi Scrooge. “Yol goster bana! Gece hizla tiikkeniyor ve bu anlar benim i¢in ¢ok degerli, biliyorum. Diis
oniime Ruh!”

Hayalet ona nasil yaklastiysa, aym sekilde oradan uzaklasti. Scrooge onun elbisesinin golgesini takip etti, sanki bu golgeler
onu tasiyip gidecegi yere gotiirtiyordu.

Kente girdiler. Daha dogrusu kent onlar1 sarmalayiverdi. Kentin tam kalbinde, “Borsa”daydilar. ileri geri kosusturup durar
tiiccarlar, ceplerindeki paralar1 sikirdatiyorlar, orada burada gruplar halinde konusuyorlar, saatlerine bakip diisiinceli
diisiinceli altin kostekleriyle oynuyorlardi. Scrooge ¢ogunu taniyordu.

Ruh kii¢iik bir grup isadamumin yaninda durdu. Eliyle onlar1 isaret ettigini goren Scrooge yaklasip konustuklarini dinlemeye
basladi.

“Hayir,” diyordu koca ¢eneli, sisman adam. “Fazla bir sey bilmiyorum. Sadece 6lmiis oldugunu biliyorum.”
“Ne zaman 6lmiis?” diye sordu bir digeri.
“Diin gece samrim.”

“Nesi varmug acaba?” diye sordu, bir li¢linciisii, kocaman bir enfiye kutusundan bir tutam enfiye ¢ikartirken, “Onun hig
Olmeyecegini distiniirdiim.”

“Tanr1 bilir,” dedi ilki esneyerek.

“Parasim ne yapt1 acaba?”’ diye sordu, burnunun ucundan hindi ibigi gibi bir et beni sarkan kirmiz suratli bir adam.
“Bilmiyorum,” dedi iri ¢eneli, tekrar esneyerek. “Sirkete birakmustir herhalde. Bana birakacak degil ya! Biitiin bildigim bu.”
Bu saka, kahkahalarla karsilandi.



“Sanirim ucuz bir cenaze toreni olacak,” diye devam etti aym1 konusmaci. “Hayatim iizerine bahse girerim, cenazeye katilar
kimse olmayacaktir. Ne dersiniz, bir grup olusturup goniillii olalim mu?”’

“Eger ardindan iyi bir kahvalti vereceklerse olur,” dedi burnunda et beni olan adam. “Katilacaksam orada adam gibi
doyurulmam sart.”

Bir kahkaha daha koptu.

“Aramzda bir ¢ikar1 olmayan tek kisi benim dyleyse,” dedi ilk konusmaci. “Ben asla siyah eldiven giymem, hi¢cbir zamar
ikinci defa kahvalti da etmem. Fakat yine de gidelim derim, eger isteyen olursa. Diisiiniiyorum da, onun en yakin dostu ber
sayilabilirim, ¢linkii her karsilasmamizda konugurduk. Hosg¢a kalin!”

Konugmacilar ve dinleyiciler dagilip diger gruplara katildilar. Scrooge, adamlar1 tamiyordu ve bir agiklama bekler gibi
Ruh’a bakti.

Ruh sokaga stiziilmiistii bile. Parmagiyla konugmakta olan iki kisiyi gosteriyordu. Scrooge burada bir agiklama bulabileceg
umuduyla tekrar dinlemeye koyuldu.

Bu adamlar1 da ¢ok iyi tamyordu. Cok onemli ve zengin isadamlariydilar. Scrooge onlarin goziinde saygin bir yer
edinebilmek i¢in cok ugragmisti, ama elbette sadece is agisindan. Tamamen is a¢isindan.

“Nasi1lsimz?” dedi biri.

“Tesekkiir ederim iyiyim, ya siz?” dedi digeri.

“lyi. Seytan adam, hak ettigini bulmus sonunda, ha!”

“Oyle oldugunu duydum. Hava soguk bugiin, dyle degil mi?”

“Noel zamam normaldir bu soguk. Buz patencisi degilsiniz sanirim.”

“Hayir, hayir. Yapacak baska seyler var. Hayirli sabahlar!”

Baska bir sey konusulmadi. Tiim karsilagmalari, selamlagmalari, konugsmalar1 ve ayrilmalar1 bundan ibaretti.

Scrooge ilkin, Ruh’un bu siradan konugmalara gerektiinden fazla onem verdigini, sonra da gizli bir amaci oldugunt
diisiinmeye basladi ve bu konusmalarin anlanuni ¢dzmeyi denedi. Ihtiyar ortagi Marley’in 6liimiiyle ilgili olamazd, ¢iinkii o
“gecmis”’te kalmisti ve bu Hayalet’in uzmanlik alam “gelecekti. Konugmalarla ilgili olabilecek baska bir yakini da yoktu.
Ama bunlar her kimle ilgili olurlarsa olsun, bir sekilde kendisinin ahlaki degerlerini gelistirmeye katkida bulunmalar1 gerektigi
siiphe gdtiirmezdi. Iste bu nedenle tiim duyduklarim ve tiim gordiiklerini, i¢lerindeki hazineyi bulmak iizere tek tek gdzden
gecirmeye karar verdi. Ozellikle kendi gdlgesi ortaya ciktiginda olanlari dikkatle gdzlemleyecekti. Gelecekteki gdlgesinin,
kagirdign seyler hakkinda ona ipucu verecegi ve bu bilmeceleri ¢ézmesine yardimct olacagr beklentisi i¢indeydi.

Kendini bulmak i¢in etrafa iyice bakindi, ama onun her zaman oturdugu yerde baska biri oturuyordu. O saatte, giiniin o
vaktinde orada olmasi gerekiyordu, ama verandaya c¢ikanlar arasinda kendini géremedi. Bu onu sasirtti, ama yasaminda
degisiklik yapmay1 tasarlamaktaydi ya, belli ki yeni aldig kararlar1 uygulamaya koymustu ¢oktan.

Sessiz ve karanlik Hayalet, elini uzatms yam basinda duruyordu. Scrooge daldif distincelerden silkinerek siyrildiginda, ¢
elin, onu diisiincelerinden koparip ‘geri getirdigini’, gériinmez gozlerin dikkatlice onu izledigini fark etti. Urperdi, her yam buz
kesti.

Kalabalig geride birakip, kentin fazla bilinmeyen bir bolgesine ulastilar. Scrooge bu bdlgeye daha 6nce hi¢ gelmemisti, ama
durumu degerlendirebiliyor, oramin kotii s6hretini biliyordu. Yollar daracik ve karmasikti, evler ve diikkanlar harap haldeydi,
insanlar yar1 ¢iplak, sarhos, sersefil ve cirkindiler. Gegitler ve yan sokaklar, tipki lagim kanallar1 gibi, pisligin ve yasanun
kotii kokularim yaymaktaydi. Tiim mahalle yoksulluk, pislik ve suctan gecilmiyordu.

Bu kot sohretli, karanlik yerin uzak bir kuytusunda, al¢cak damli bir asma katta, hurda, eski ¢aput, sise, kemik, yagli sakatat
gibi seylerin satildig1 basik bir diikkdn bulunuyordu. I¢eride yerde, pasli anahtarlar, civiler, menteseler, testereler, teraziler ve
agirliklardan olusan bir hurda y1gim vardi. Hurda demirin her tiirliisiinii bulmak miimkiindii burada. Pek az kisinin incelemek
isteyecegi tlirden tuhaf seyler, berbat pacavra daglarimn, bozuk yay yiginlarimin ve bir mezarlik dolusu kemigin altinda
gizlenmis, saklanmislardi. Satisin1 yaptigi bu mallarin arasinda, eski tuglalardan yapilmis bir mangalin basinda, neredeyse
yetmis yasindaki o ak sagl serseri oturuyordu. Digarinin sogugundan, ipe gerdigi ne idiigii belirsiz ¢aputlardan yapilmis, lime
lime olmus bir perde ile korunuyor, ¢ekildigi sakin kosesinde keyifle piposunu tiittiiriiyordu.



Scrooge ile Hayalet, elinde koca bir ¢ikin tagiyan bir kadinin pesi sira daldilar diikkdna. Kadin i¢eri yeni girmisti ki, benze1
bir yiik tastyan ikinci bir kadin daha girdi i¢eriye. Hemen arkasinda da rengi solmus kara giysiler i¢inde bir adam vardi. Bu
karsilasmaya, ilk gelen kadinlar kadar o da sasirmusti. Birbirlerini taniyor olmaliydilar. Bir siire bos gozlerle birbirlerine
baktiktan sonra, ti¢li aym anda kahkahalara boguldular. Pipolu yasli adam da katild1 onlara.

“Izin verin temizlik¢i kadin dnden buyursun!” dedi ilk gelen kadin. “Camasirci ikinci, cenaze levazimatgis da iigiincii olsun.
Baksana yasli Joe, li¢ tane birden; tesadiif diye buna denir! S6zlesmis gibi aym anda geldik.”

“Dabha iy1 bir yerde karsilasamazdimz,” dedi Joe, piposunu agzindan ¢ikararak. “Salona buyurun. Sen bilirsin burayi, dahe
once de gelmistin, diger ikisi de yabanci sayilmazlar. Bekleyin de diikkanin kapisint kapatayim. Ah! Amma da gicirdiyor! Bu
evdeki en pasli sey onun menteseleri ve sanirim, en yash kemikler de benimkiler. Hah ha! Hepimiz yaptigimiz islere uygunuz,
tencere yuvarlanmis kapagini bulmus! Gelin salona, gelin!”

Salon dedigi yer, perde denen pagavralarin arkasinda kalan boliimdi. Yasli adam, eski bir tirabzan demiriyle atesi
kurcaladi. Gaz lambasinin fitilini de piposunun sapiyla diizelttikten sonra —gece olmustu ¢linkii— piposunu tekrar agzina
yerlestirdi.

O bu isleri yaparken, ilk gelen kadin ¢ikinimi yere atmug, kendisi de tabureye oturarak, kollarim dizlerinde ¢aprazlayip, diger
ikisine meydan okur gibi bakmaya baglamisti.

“Bunda ne kotiiliik var ki! Ne gibi bir kotiiliik olabilir bunda, Bayan Dilber?” dedi kadin. “Herkes kendi ¢ikarim kollamal
zorunda. O, hep kollard1.”

“Bu kesinlikle dogru!” dedi camasirci kadin. “O kendi ¢ikarim herkesten iyi kollard1!”
“O halde, niye orada dikilmis, korkuyla bakiyorsun bana? Hem kim bilebilir ki? Birbirimizin gammazlayacak degiliz ya!”
“Elbette hayir!” diye aym anda bagirdi Bayan Dilber ve adam. “Yapmay1z herhalde.”

“lyi o halde!” diye bagird1 kadin, “Mesele yok. Bu birkag parca sey gitti diye iiziilecek kimse var nu? Herhalde 6lii bir adan
tiziilemez, oyle degil mi?”

Bayan Dilber giilerek, “Hayir, elbette {iziillemez!” dedi.

“O yash ke¢i mademki Oliince bunlar1 yaminda gotiiremeyecekti, neden herkes gibi olmadi yasarken? Olsaydi, Oliinr
doseginde Oyle yapayalmz kalmaz, bas ucunda biri olurdu.”

“Bu, onun i¢in sdylenmis en dogru s6z,” dedi Bayan Dilber. “Bu onun alinyazisiydi.”

“Biraz daha kotii bir yazgisi olaydi keske,” dedi kadin. “Eger benim elimde olsaydi, sonu daha da kotii olurdu. Su ¢ikin ag
da Yaslt Joe, icindekiler ne eder, onu sOyle bana. Acik konus. Ne ilk olmaktan ne de goriilmekten korkuyorum. Burada
bulusmadan 6nce de, birbirimizi kolladigimizi hepimizin pekala da bildiginden eminim. Bu gilinah degil! A¢ ¢ikim Joe.”

Ama, arkadaglarimn kibarlig1 buna izin vermedi. Yipranmug siyah giysiler i¢indeki adam 6nce kendi ganimetini doktii ortaya.
Pek bir sey yoktu: Bir ya da iki tane miihiir, bir kalem kutusu, bir ¢ift kol diigmesi, fazla degeri olmayan birkac igne, hepsi o
kadardi. Joe tek tek inceleyip hepsine fiyat bigti ve her birinin ederini duvara tebesirle yazdi. Bagka bir sey olmadigim
goriince de toplamini hesapladi.

“Senin hesap bu kadar,” dedi Joe. “Beni haslasalar bile, tek bir peni daha vermem. Siradaki!”

Sirada Bayan Dilber vardi. Carsaflar, havlular, ufak bir siis esyasi, iki eski moda giimiis ¢ay kasi81, bir ¢ift seker masasi ve
birkag cift ¢cizme. Onun hesab1 da aym sekilde duvara ¢ikarildi.

“Ben hamimlara, hep biraz daha fazla veririm. Bu da benim zaafim iste. Kendime yazik ediyorum, ama neyse,” dedi Yash
Joe. “Hesabin bu. Bir kurus daha istersen, hesab1 bir kez daha gézden gecirir, pek eli acik davranmigim diyerek, yarisini
keserim ona gore!”

“Simdi de benim ¢ikim ag, Joe,” dedi ilk gelen kadin.

Joe daha rahat agabilmek i¢in dizlerinin iistiine ¢oktii ve bir siirli diiglimii ¢6zdiikten sonra, koyu renkli, rulo halinde sarilmus,
enli bir seyi ¢ekip ¢ikardi.

“Ne diyorlar buna?” dedi Joe. “Cibinlik mi?”



“Ah, evet, cibinlik,” dedi kadin giilerek.

“Yani adam orada Oyle yatarken, hepsini, halkalariyla birlikte ¢ekip aldim mu demek istiyorsun?”’
“Aynen Oyle,” dedi kadin. “Neden olmasin?”

“Kendi mutlulugunu saglamak i¢in yaratilmigsin sen!” dedi Joe. “Bunu basaracaksin da!”

“QOyle bir adam sdz konusuyken, elimi uzatsam alabilecegim seyleri almama hicbir sey engel olamaz. Emin olabilirsin!” dedi
kadin siiklinetle. “Su yag battaniyelerin tizerine damlatip durma Joe.”

“Onun battaniyeleri mi?” diye sordu Joe.
“Baska kimin olacakt1 ki?”” diye cevap verdi kadin. ”Artik onlarsiz tigiiyecek degil ya!”
“Umarim, bulasici bir hastaliktan 6lmemistir?” dedi Yasli Joe, isini yarida birakip kadina bakarak.

“Korkmana gerek yok. Oyle bir sey olmus olsa, yamnda kalacak kadar diiskiin degildim adama. Ah! O gdmlege, gbzleriniz
sas1 olana kadar baksaniz bile, ne tek bir delik ne de eskimis bir yer bulabilirsiniz. En iyi gdmlegiydi bu ve gercekten de giizel
bir gomlek. Ben olmasaydim, ziyan edeceklerdi o gomlegi.”

“Ziyan edeceklerdi demekle ne kastediyorsun?” diye sordu Yash Joe.

“Adamu onunla gomeceklerdi camm,” dedi kadin giilerek. “Aptalin teki dyle yapmis, ben de ¢ikarip aldim tizerinden. Patiske
bu is i¢in uygun olmayacakti da ne uygun olacakt1? Pek yakisir viicuda. Hem bunun i¢inde, oldugundan daha ¢irkin goriinecek
hali yoktu ya!”

Scrooge bu konugmalar1 dehset iginde dinledi. Ganimetlerinin ¢evresinde, yasli adamin lambasinin los 15181 altinda oturmus,
les pazarlayan igreng seytanlara benzeyen bu insanlari nefret ve tiksintiyle izliyordu.

Yash Joe, i¢inde para olan pazen keseyi ¢ikarinca, “Hah ha! Iste bu kadar,” diye giildii aym kadin. “Yasarken herkesi
korkutup kendinden kagirirdi, ama 6liisii isimize yaradi. Hah hah ha!”

“Ruh!” dedi Scrooge, tepeden tirnaga titreyerek. “Anladim, tamam. Bu bahtsiz adamin sonunun benimki olabilecegin
anladim. Yagamim beni bu yola siiriikliiyor. Merhametli Tanrim, nedir bu?”

Goriintii degisince birden korkuyla irkildi. Bir yataga dokunacak kadar yakindi, yatak bostu, cibinliksizdi, lime lime olmus
bir carsafla tamamen ortiiliiydii ve carsafin altinda sessiz yatan, ama goriintiisliyle ne oldugunu agikca belli eden bir sey vardi.

Oda ¢ok karanlikti. Pek bir sey secilemese de, Scrooge i¢inden gelen sese kulak vererek, odanmin neye benzedigini
anlayabilmek i¢in kaygi iginde cevresine bakindi. Disaridan gelen ciliz bir 151k yataga diisiiyordu ve yatakta yalniz,
yagmalanmus, arkasindan gozyasi dokeni bile olmayan bir adamin bedeni yatmaktaydi.

Scrooge, Hayalet’e bakti. Sabit eli adamin basim isaret ediyordu. Ortii, iizerine Oylesine Ozensizce firlatilmusti ki
Scrooge’un ufak bir parmak hareketiyle bile yiizii a¢iga ¢ikabilirdi. Bunu yapmay1 diisiindii, bunu yapmanin kolay olacagim
hissetti, bunu yapmay istiyordu da. Ama Ortiiyli agmaya giicli yoktu. Nasil ki yam baginda duran Hayalet’i yok etmeye giicii
yoktuysa, buna da yoktu.

Soguk, ¢cok soguk, kaskati, korkung 6liim! Kur buraya sunagini, donat buyrugundaki tiim korkularla, buralar artik senin! Oyse
sevilen, sayilan ve onurlu 6dliilerin saglarinin tek bir teline bile gegmez hitkmiin, hi¢bir 6zelligini kirletmeye yetmez giiciin!
Onemli olan, elin agir olup birakildiginda diismesi degil. Onemli olan, yiiregin ve nabzin susmas1 da degil. Onemli olan o elir
hayatta iken comert ve dogru olusu, yiiregin cesur, sicak ve yumusak olusu ve bir erkege yakisir bicimde atmasi. Vur, Golge,
vur! Gor bak, agilan yaralardan nasil da iyilikler fiskiracak, hayat nasil da 6liimstizliik sagacak.

Bu sozleri Scrooge’un kulagina bir ses fisildamanusti, bunlar1 yatakta yatana bakarken duydu. Simdi bu adamu kaldirmak
miimkiin olsaydu, ilk aklina gelen ne olurdu diye diisiindii. Para hirsz, is iliskileri, kisiyi tutsaklastiran meseleler. Dogrusu ne de
zengin bir son hazirlamiglardi ona...

Bos ve karanlik evde dylece yatiyordu. Bana su ya da bu sekilde iyiligi dokunmustu diyecek bir tek adam, bir tek kadin ya da
cocuk bulunmadigr gibi, ne sevindirici, dost¢a bir s6z ne de birini sevindirme istegine iliskin bir sey hatirlayabiliyordu. Bir
kedi kapiyr tirmaliyor, sominenin taglarini kemiren farelerin sesi duyuluyordu. Onl/arin 6liim odasinda ne aradiklarim ve ni¢in
Oylesine huzursuz, dur durak demeden saga sola kosusturduklarim diisiinmek bile istemiyordu Scrooge.

“Hayalet,” dedi, “burasi korkung¢ bir yer. Buradan gidersek, aldigim dersi asla unutmayacagima giivenebilirsin. Gidelinr



buradan!”
Hayalet’in eli 1srarla basi isaret etmekteydi.
“Seni anliyorum,” dedi Scrooge. “Yapabilsem, yapardim. Fakat giiciim yok Ruh. Hi¢ giiciim yok!”
Hayalet hala ona bakiyor gibiydi.
“Su koca kentte, bu adamin 6liimiine iiziilen tek bir kisi varsa bana onu goster Ruh. Yalvaririm sana!”

Hayalet, karanlik pelerinini Oniinde bir an bir kanat gibi agti ve kapadiginda, giin 15181yla aydinlanan, i¢inde annesiyle
cocuklarimn oturdugu bir oda goriindii.

Kaygli bir gerginlik i¢inde birini bekler gibiydi kadin. Odayr arsinliyor, duydugu her seste pencereye kosuyor, disariya
bakiyor; saate gbz atiyor, arada sirada dikisini eline alip oyalanmaya caliyor, ama bu bir ise yaramiyor ve oyun oynayan
cocuklarinin giiriiltiisii ona dayamlmaz geliyordu.

Sonunda ¢oktandir beklenen kapiyr tiklatma sesi duyuldu. Kadin kapiya kostu ve geng olmasina ragmen, bitkin ve kederli bir
yiiz ifadesi olan kocasim karsiladi. Adamin yiiziinde tuhaf bir ifade vardi. Utandigi, bastirmaya calistigi, ciddi bir seving,
mutluluk gibi bir ifade.

Atesin baginda onun i¢in bekletilen yemeginin basina gecti. Karis1 ne olup bittigini ¢ekingence sorunca, —hani uzun bir
sessizlikten sonra olmustu bu— ne yanit verecegini bilemedigi i¢in utandi.

“Iyi haber mi?” dedi kadin. “Yoksa kotii mii?”
“Kotii,” diye cevapladi adam.

“Mahvolduk 6yle mi?”

“Hayir. Hala umut var, Caroline.”

“Actylp merhamet ederse,” dedi kadin heyecanla. “Hani bdyle bir mucize hald miimkiinse, hayatta her sey miimkiindiir,
derim!”

“Acty1p merhamet edemez artik,” dedi kocasi. “Oldii 0.”

Yiiz hatlar1 dogruyu soyliiyorsa, yumusak kalpli ve cefalara katlanmis bir kadind1 Caroline; fakat bunu duydugunda, candar
sevindi ve ellerini ¢irparak sevincini dile getirdi. Hemen ardindan da pigsman oldu ve bagislanmak icin ellerini gogsiiniin
iistiinde kavusturarak dua etmeye koyuldu. Fakat ilk tepkisi i¢cinden gelen, 6nleyemedigi sevinme duygusu olmustu.

“Onu gérmeye ve borcumu bir hafta erteletmeye gittigimde, diin gece sana bahsettigim ayyas kadinin sdyledikleri, talebimi
reddetmek i¢in uydurulmus sézlerdir diye diisiinmiistiim, ama dogruymus. Cok hasta falan degilmis, 6liiyormus.”

“Peki bizim borcumuz kime gegecek simdi?”’

“Bilmiyorum. Fakat o zaman gelmeden parayr hazir etmemiz gerek. Hazir edemememiz durumunda yeni alacaklimn da en az
onun kadar acimasiz olmasi biiyiik bir sanssizlik olur. Bu gece yiiregimiz hafiflemis olarak uyuyacagiz Caroline.”

Evet. Yirekleri hafiflemisti. Dinlemek i¢in etrafta dolanan, ama pek bir sey anlamayan ¢ocuklarin yiizii bile 1simisti. Bt
adamin oliimii, bu evin halkim sevindirmisti. Hayalet’in ona gosterebilecegi tek duygu bu 6liimiin getirdigi sevingti.

“Bana bu oliimle ilgili, duygulu tek bir sey goster,” dedi Scrooge. “Yoksa o arkada biraktigimiz karanlik oda hep benimle
olacak Ruh.”

Hayalet onu, ayaklarimn agina oldugu sokaklardan gegirdi. Scrooge yol boyunca, kendini gorebilmek i¢in bakindi, ama higbir
sey goremedi. Yoksul Bob Cratchit’in daha dnce de ziyaret ettikleri evinden igeri girdiler. Anne ve c¢ocuklar, sominenin
etrafinda oturuyorlardi sessizce.

Sessiz, cok sessizdi. Kiigiik giiriiltiicii Cratchitler bir kdsede heykel gibi oturuyor ve Oniinde bir kitap olan Peter’:
bakiyorlardi. Anne ve kizlar dikis dikmekle mesguldiiler. Fakat hepsi kesinlikle ¢ok sessizdiler.

“Sonra, bir ¢cocuk ald1 ve onu digerlerinin yanina génderdi.”

Scrooge nerede duymustu bu sozleri? Diislemis olamazdi. O ve Hayalet igeri siiziiliirken cocuk yiiksek sesle okumus
olmaliyd1 bu sézleri. Neden devam etmiyordu?



Anne isini masaya birakip, elleriyle yiiziinii kapadi.
“Burenk gozlerimi agritryor,” dedi.
Renkler mi? Ah, zavalli kii¢iik Tim!

“Simdi biraz daha iyiler,” dedi Bayan Cratchit. “Mum 15181 gézlerimi yoruyor. Babaniz eve geldiginde ona diinyada yorgur
gozlerle goriinemem... Neredeyse gelmek lizeredir.”

“Simdiye kadar ¢oktan gelmeliydi,” dedi Peter, kitab1 kaparken. “Galiba su son birka¢ aksamdir eskisinden daha yavas
yuriiyor anne.”

Yine sessizlestiler. Sonunda kadin neseli olmasina 6zen gosterdigi ve sadece bir kez titreyen ses tonuyla:
“Ben onun sirtinda... sirtinda Kiigiik Tim’le daha hizl1 yiirtidiigii glinleri bilirim,” dedi.

“Ben de,” dedi Peter. “Bir¢ok kez hem de!”

“Ben de!” diye bagird1 bir digeri.

“Fakat Tim o zamanlar o kadar hafifti ki,” diye devam etti, isine egilerek. “Babamz onu o kadar ¢ok severdi ki, bu hig
sorun... sorun olmazdi. Hah, iste babaniz geldi!”

Onu karsilamak icin kostu, atkisina sarinmig Bob igeri girdi. Cay ateste hazirdi. Hepsi ona hizmet yarisina ¢ikmislardi sanki
Sonunda iki ufaklik, dizlerine yerlesip yanaklarim onun yiiziine dayayarak, “Diisiinme artik baba! Uziilme artik!” dediler.

Bob onlarla konusurken neseliydi ve aileyle tatl1 tatli sohbete giristi. Masadaki iglere bakip Bayan Cratchit’in ve kizlarir
caligkanligini ve hizim 6vdii. Pazar olmadan isleri bitireceklerini diistindiigiinii belirtti.

“Pazar mi1? Sen bugiin gittin yleyse?” dedi karisi.

“Evet, hayatim,” diye cevap verdi Bob. “Keske sen de gelebilseydin. Ne kadar yesillikler i¢inde bir yer oldugum
gorebilseydin, sana iyi gelirdi. Fakat daha goriirsiin nasil olsa. Pazar giinii oraya bir yiiriiylis yapacagimiza s6z verdim. Benin
kiictik, zavalli cocugum!” diye agladi Bob. “Zavall1 kii¢iiglim benim!”

Bir an kendini {iziintiisiine kaptirdi. Elinde degildi. Elinde olsaydi, o ve ¢ocugu belki de hi¢ ayrilmayacaklardi.

Onlar1 odada birakip, Noel i¢in siislenmis yukaridaki 1s1kl1 odaya ¢ikti. Cocugun yani basinda, birilerinin daha yeni kalkmus
oldugunu belli eden izler tagiyan bir sandalye vardi. Zavalli Bob sandalyeye oturup, kendini biraz olsun toparladiktan sonra, o
kiiclik yiizli Optii. Biraz yatismusti, tekrar aralarina dondiigiinde daha mutluydu.

Atesin basina oturup sohbete daldilar. Anne ve kizlar1 iglerine devam etmekteydiler hala. Bob onlara Scrooge’un yegeninir
nasil da olaganiistii nazik biri oldugunu anlatti. Onunla nadiren karsilasirlardi, ama bu kez, bugiin ona sokakta rastladiginda,
liziintlistinii fark etmis ve derdini sormustu Bob’a. O kadar tath dilliydi ki, Bob da sikintisin1 agivermisti ona. Yegen, “Cok
{iziildiim Bay Cratchit,” demisti. “Iyi yiirekli esiniz i¢in de ¢ok iiziildiim.” Bunu nasil olup da anlamist1, bilmiyordu Bob.

“Neyi anlad1 hayatim?”
“Senin iyi bir es oldugunu!” dedi Bob.
“Bunu herkes bilir,” dedi Peter.
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“Cok dogru bir gdozlem oglum!” diye bagirdi Bob. “Umarim biliyorlardir! ‘Cok {lizgiiniim iyi esiniz adina da,” dedi. Bane
kartim verip, ‘Eger sizin i¢in bir sey yapabilirsem iste adresim. Liitfen gelip, beni bulun,” dedi. Bizim i¢in yapabilecekleri
degildi 6nemli olan, davramsindaki incelik 6nemliydi. Sanki Kiigiik Tim’1 taniyor ve {iziintiimiizii paylasiyor gibiydi.”

“Kuskusuz iyi kalpli biri,” dedi Bayan Cra-tchit.

“Onu bir gérsen, onunla konussan bundan kesinlikle emin olurdun hayatim. Bizim Peter’a da daha iyi bir is bulabilirse —bt
s0ziimii de unutmayin!— Hi¢ sagmam!”

“Duyuyor musun Peter,” dedi Bayan Cratchit.
“Ve sonra!” diye bagirdi kizlardan biri. “Peter birini bulup kendi baginin ¢aresine bakar.”

“Sen kendine bak!” diye siritarak cevapladi onu Peter.



“Olmaz degil, ama o isler i¢in daha ¢ok zaman var, canlarim. Birbirimizden nasil ve ne vakit ayrilirsak ayrilalim, Kii¢iik
Tim’i unutmayacagiz, 6yle degil mi? Builk ayrilisim da...”

“Asla baba!” diye hep bir agizdan bagirdilar.

“Ve biliyorum ki, biliyorum ki canlarim, onun kii¢iik bir ¢cocuk olmasina ragmen ne kadar sabirli ve yumusak kalpli oldugunu
animsadikca, aramizda hi¢ kavga olmayacak. Onu aklimizdan hi¢ ¢ikarmayacagiz!”

Bir kez daha hep bir agizdan, “Asla baba!” diye bagirdilar.
“Cok mutluyum,” dedi Bob. “Cok mutluyum.”

Bayan Cratchit ve kiz1 kocasim Optii. Ufakliklar da Optiiler ve Peter’la el sikistilar. Kiigiik Tim’in ruhu, onun o ¢ocuksu 6zi
onlara Tanr1’dan bir armagand1 sanki.

“Ruh,” dedi Scrooge. “Bir seyler bana ayrilik vaktinin geldigini sdyliiyor. Bunu nasil bildigimi bilemiyorum, ama biliyorun
iste. O Oliiniin kim oldugunu séyle bana?”

Gelecek Noeller Ruhu onu bir kez daha isadamlarinin yanina tasiyiverdi. Farkli bir zamandaydilar elbette. Biitiin bt
goriintiilerin, gelecekte olma ihtimallerinin ortak olmasi disinda ortak bir noktasi, herhangi bir diizenlerinin olmamasiydi.
Adamlarin arasinda Scrooge yoktu. Hayalet durmaya niyeti yokmus gibi ilerlemekteydi ki, Scrooge onu durdurdu.

“I¢inden gectigimiz su avluda uzun zamandir benim olan isyeri var. Binay1 goriiyorum. izin ver de, gelecek giinlerin bana
getirmis olduguna bir bakayim.”

Ruh durdu, eliyle bagka bir yeri isaret ediyordu.
“Bina bu tarafta. Neden karsiy1 isaret ediyorsunuz?”
Acimasiz parmagl ayni yonii gosteriyordu.

Scrooge aceleyle yazihanesinin penceresine kosup igeriye bakti. Burasi hala bir isyeriydi, ama onunki degildi. Esya farkliyd
ve koltukta oturan da kendisi degildi. Hayalet’in parmagi hala onceki yeri gosteriyordu.

Scoorge bir kez daha Hayalet’in pesine takildi. Bir yandan da, nereye ve ni¢in ¢ekilip gotiiriilmiis oldugunu diisiiniirker
demir bir kapiya ulastilar. Girmeden 6nce etrafa bakmak i¢in durdu.

Bir kilise bahgesi. Demek ki, nihayet adim 6grenebilecegi o sefil adam burada topragin altinda yatiyordu. Adina layik bir
yerdi. Etrafi evlerle ¢evrili, her yam yabani ot ve ¢imlerle kapli, asirt ot bollugunun hayat degil 6liim anlamina geldigi,
girtlagina kadar toprakla dolmus, pis bogazliktan yag baglamis! Adina layik bir yer.

Hayalet, mezar taglarimin arasinda bir yerde durmus, parmagim taslardan birine ¢evirmisti. Titreyerek oraya yoneldi. Hayalet
hep oldugu gibiydi, ama Scrooge o vakur durusunda yeni bir anlam gérdii.

“Ben, gosterdigin mezar tagina yaklasmadan 6nce bir soruma cevap ver. Bunlar kesinlikle gerceklesecek olanlarin golgeleri
mi, yoksa olmas1 muhtemel seylerin mi?”

Hayalet yam baginda durdugu mezar1 isaret ediyordu hala.

“Bir insamn hayat yolu, o yolu izledigi siirece, onun gelip dayanacag belli bir sona gotiiriir kisiyi. Fakat bu yoldan ayrilacak
olunursa, son da degisir. Bana, anlatmak istediginin bu oldugunu sdyle!”

Hayalet 6nceki gibi, yerinden kipirdamanusti.

Scrooge titreyerek, neredeyse emekleyerek gitti, parmagim bu unutulmus mezar tasimin iizerinde gezdirerek kendi adin
okudu: EBENEZER SCROOGE.

“Yatakta yatan adam ben miyim?” diye bagirdi dizlerinin listiinde dikilerek.
Hayalet’in parmag: bir Scrooge’a, bir mezar tagina yoneliyordu.

“Hayir Ruh! Yoo, hayir!”

Parmak hala aym yeri gosteriyordu.

“Ruh!” diye bagirdi, eteklerine sikica yapisarak. “Duy beni! Ben o eski ben degilim. Bu yoldan ilerledigimde olmam gereker



adam olmayaca@im. Benim i¢in umut yoktuysa, niye gosterdin biitiin bunlar1 bana?”
Hayalet’in eli ilk kez titrer gibi oldu.

“Yiice Ruh,” dedi Scrooge kendini onun Oniine atarak. “Benim i¢in araya gir! Aci bana. Ne olur, bana gosterdigin bt
golgeleri, farkl1 bir hayat siirerek degistirebilecegimi soyle!”

Zarif el titredi.

“Noel’1 yiiregimde duyacagim, biitliin sene kutlamaya calisacagim. Ge¢mis, Bugiin ve Gelecek’te yasayacagim. Her iic Rul
da benimle olacak. Bana verdiginiz derse kulak tikamayacagim. Su mezar taginda yazil1 olanlar1 silebilecegimi sdyle bana!”

Istirap i¢cinde Hayalet’in eline yapisti. El kendini kurtarmaya ¢alisti, ama Scrooge dyle bir gii¢le yalvararak, tutsak etmisti ki
elini ¢gekemiyordu bir tiirlii. Ama sonunda, o daha giiclii oldugu i¢in, Scrooge’u silkeleyip ativerdi.

Kaderinin degismesi i¢in son bir yakaris amaciyla ellerini kaldirdi. Hayalet’in giysisindeki degisimi gordii o an. Hayale
cekmis, kiigiilmiis, ufalip karyola ayaginin i¢inde yok olup gidivermisti.



5. DORTLUK



SARKININ SONU

Evet, bu onun karyolasimn ayagiydi. Yatak onundu, oda onundu. Ama en iyi ve en umutlandirict olan, hayatinda diizeltmeler
yapabilecegi Oniindeki ‘Zaman’ onundu.

“Gecmiste, bugiinde ve gelecekte yasayacagim!” diye tekrarladi Scrooge yataktan firlarken. “Her tigiiniin de Ruhlar1 i¢imde
cekisip duracaklar. Ah, Jakob Marley! Tanr1’ya ve Noel’e siikiirler olsun! Bunu ¢okiip sOyliiyorum, ihtiyar Jakob, ¢okiip!”

Iyi niyetli adimlar atma konusunda &ylesine heyecanla yanmip tutusuyordu ki, kisilmus sesi zorlukla ¢ikiyordu. Hayalet’le
tartigmalar1 sirasinda siddetle agladig i¢in yiizii gézyaslariyla 1slannusti.

“Onu sokiip gotiirmemisler!” diye bagirdi, cibinligin bir kanadina sarilarak. “Halkalar1, hepsi, iste burada. Buradalar! Ber
de buradayim. Demek gerceklesme ihtimali bulunan bu seylerin goélgeleri yok edilebilir. Yok olacaklar. Yok olacaklarini
biliyorum!”

Bu siire boyunca elleri giysilerini didiklemekle mesguldii; onlar1 evirip ¢eviriyor, bagasag giyiyor, yirtiyor, kaldirip bir
kenara koyuyor, onlara akla gelebilecek her tiir tuhaflig yapiyordu.

“Ne yapacagim bilemiyorum!” diye bagirdi Scrooge bir yandan aglayip, bir yandan giilerek. Coraplariyla giiresirken tan
anlamiyla yilanlarla giiresen Laocoon’a benzemisti. “Bir tiily kadar hafif, bir melek kadar mutlu, bir okul ¢ocugu kadar senim.
Bir sarhos kadar ucarryim. Herkese Mutlu Noeller! Biitiin diinyaya Iyi Yillar! Selam size! Hah ha! Selam!”

Kosarak oturma odasina dalmist1 ve simdi de nefes nefese orada duruyordu.

“Iste yulaf lapasinin oldugu tava!” diye bagirdi Scrooge tekrar kosturup somineye yonelerek. “Iste Jakob Marley’it
hayaletinin geldigi kapi! Bugiiniin Noel Ruhu’nun oturdugu sandalye de burada! Dolasan Hayaletleri gérdiigiim pencere de
Hepsi dogru, hepsi gercek, hepsi oldu! Hah hah ha!”

Bunca yildir giilme konusunda pratikten uzak kalmus biri i¢in fevkalade bir kahkahaydi, muhtesemdi. Gelecekte atacagi uzun,
etrafa neseler sagacak olan kahkahalar dizisinin babasiyd: bu kahkaha.

“Bugiin ayin hangi giinii, bilmiyorum,” dedi Scrooge. “Ne kadar zamandir ruhlarin arasindayim, bilmiyorum. Higbir sey
bilmiyorum. Bir bebek gibiyim. Bos ver! Umurumda degil! Bir bebek olmay1 tercih ederim. Heeey! Hooop! Hoppaa!”

O giine kadar duydugu en neseli sesleri ¢ikartan kilise ¢anlari, onun, o sevingten kendinden ge¢gmis haline son verdi.

Pencereye kosarak camu acti ve basini disar1 uzatti. Sis yok, pus yok, agik, berrak, neseli, heyecan verici, soguk; insamr
kamim damarlarinda dans ettirecek kadar soguk, altin giin 15181, masmavi gokyiizii, tatli, temiz bir hava, neseli ¢an sesleri. Ah,
fevkalade fevkalade!

“Bugiin giinlerden ne?” diye seslendi, belki de ona bakmak i¢in avluya dalmis Pazar giysileri i¢indeki bir ¢gocuga.
“Efendim?” dedi ¢ocuk biiyiik bir saskinlik icinde basini ¢evirerek.

“Bugiin giinlerden ne sevgili dostum?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Nas11? Bugilin mii? Noel giinii elbette,” diye cevapladi ¢ocuk.

“Noel giinii!” dedi Scrooge kendi kendine. “Demek kagirmamisim. Ruhlar her seyi bir gecede yapmuslar. Istedikleri her seyi
yapabilirler. Elbette yaparlar. Elbette yaparlar. Selam gen¢ dostum!”

“Selam!” dedi ¢ocuk donerek.
“Yan sokaktaki tavuk¢uyu tantyor musun, ama kosedekini?” diye sordu Scrooge.
“Sanirim tantyorum!”

“Akall1 bir ¢cocuk!” dedi Scrooge. “Harika bir ¢ocuk! Orada asili olan 6diillii hindinin satilip satilmadigini biliyor musun’
Kiiciik olamini degil, biiyiik olamm?”

“Hani su benim kadar olam m1?”” dedi ¢cocuk.

“Ne tatl1 ¢ocuk bu!” dedi Scrooge. “Onunla konusmak bir zevk. Evet, oglum!”



“Hala orada asil1,” diye yamtladi ¢ocuk.
“Oyle mi?” dedi Scrooge. “O halde git ve onu al!”
“Dalga mu geciyorsunuz!” diye hayretle bagirdi ¢ocuk.

“Hayir, hayir, ciddiyim. Git ve al onu. Buraya getirmelerini sdyle ki, hangi adrese gotiireceklerini sdyleyebileyim. Adamla
geri gel, sana bir silin verecegim. Bes dakikadan 6nce gelirsen, yarim sterlin veririm!”

Oglan tabancadan ¢ikan kursun gibi firladi. Evet, boyle bir atis1 bunun yaris1 kadar bile hizli yapmak isteyen birinin tetigi
dengeli ¢eken, giivenilir bir eli olmalidir.

“Onu Bob Cratchit’in evine yollayacagim,” diye fisildad: kendi kendine, ellerini ovusturup bir kahkaha kopararak. “Kimir
gonderdigini bilmeyecek. Kiigiik Tim’in iki kat1 biiyiikliigiinde. Joe Miller bile bunu Bob’a yollamak gibi bir sake
yapmamugtir.”

Adresi yazan eli titriyordu, ama bir sekilde yazdi ve asag inip tavukcuyu karsilamak i¢in sokak kapisim agti. Orada durmus
adamin gelisini beklerken gozleri kapinin tokmagindaki halkaya takildi.

“Bunu hayatim boyunca sevecegim!” diye bagirdi Scrooge tokmag tutarak. “Daha 6nce hi¢ dikkat etmemisim. Yiiziinde ne
kadar diiriist bir ifade var! Harika bir tokmak bu! Iste hindi geliyor! Hey! Hooop! Nasilsimz? Mutlu Noeller!”

Ne hindiydi ama! Bu kus higbir zaman ayaklarinin listiinde durmus olamazdi! Ciinkii durmaya kalknus olsa amnda miihiir igir
kullanilan mum ¢ubuklar1 gibi kiriliverirlerdi.

“Bunu Camden Town’a tasimak miimkiin degil,” dedi Scrooge. “Araba bulmalisin!”

Bunu sdylerken kikirdadi, hindinin parasim 6derken kikir kikir giildii, arabanin parasini 6derken, ¢ocugun bahsisini verirken,
doniip nefes nefese koltuguna otururken de kikir kikir giildii. Gozlerinden yaslar bosanincaya kadar kikir kikir giiliip durdu.

Elleri boyle titremeye devam ederken tirag olmak hi¢ de kolay degildi Scrooge i¢in ve tiras, o sirada dans etmiyorsamz bile
dikkat isteyen bir istir. Fakat Scrooge o an, burnunu kokiinden kesse bile, iistiine bir bant yapistirip, mutlu, mesut yiiriir giderdi.

En iyi giysilerini giydi ve sonunda sokaklara atti kendini. Insanlar daha 6nce, Noel Ruhu’yla birlikte onlar1 izlediklerinde
oldugu gibi sokaklara akiyorlardi ve ellerini arkasinda kavusturmus yiirliyen Scrooge, herkesi mutlu bir giilimsemeyle
selamliyordu. Bu haliyle Oylesine karsi konulmaz derecede canayakin goriiniiyordu ki, gordiigii her {i¢ dort iyi niyetli
vatandastan {li¢ii, “Giinaydin efendim! Mutlu Noeller size!” dediler. Scrooge sonradan sik sik o giine kadar duydugu en nesel;
sOzlerin kulaklarindaki o s6zler oldugunu sdyledi.

Daha pek uzaga gitmemisti ki, onceki giin, diikkamna gelip, “Scrooge ve Marley, samrim?” diyen kibar goriniimlii
beyefendiye rastladi. Karsilastiklarinda bu yashi beyefendinin kendisi hakkinda neler diisiinecegini tahmin etmek yiiregini
daralttt ama 6niinde hangi yolun uzandigim biliyordu artik ve o yola girdi.

Adimlarim hzlandirip yaslt beyefendinin iki elini de avuglarina alarak, “Sevgili Beyefendi,” dedi. “Nasilsiniz? Dilerim diit
isleriniz rast gitmistir. Cok iyisiniz. Mutlu Noeller, efendim!”

“Bay Scrooge?”

“Evet,” dedi Scrooge. “Adim bu ve korkarim sizin kulagimza pek hos gelmiyor. Sizden 6ziir dilememe izin verin. Bana bis
iyilik yapip...” Bu noktada adamun kulagina bir seyler fisildadi.

“Tanr1 beni korusun!” diye bagirdi adam nefesi kesilmis gibi. “Aman Bay Scrooge, siz ciddi misiniz?”

“Liitfen,” dedi Scrooge “bir kurus eksik degil. Sizi temin ederim. Gecikmis 6demeler de eklenecek buna. Bana bu iyilig
yapabilir misiniz?”

“Sevgili dostum,” dedi adam onunla el sikisarak. “Ne diyecegimi bilemiyorum, bdylesi bir co...”

“Liitfen hicbir sey sdylemeyin,” diye karsilik verdi Scrooge. “Beni géormeye gelin. Geleceksiniz, degil mi?”
“Elbette gelecegim!” diye bagirdi yasli adam. Gergekten de gelecegi belliydi.

“Tesekkiir ederim,” dedi Scrooge. “Size bor¢cluyum. Binlerce kez tesekkiir ederim. Tanr1 sizi korusun!”

Kiliseye gitti, sokaklarda dolasti, oraya buraya kosusturan insanlari seyretti, ¢ocuklarin bagim oksadi, dilencilere sorular



sordu, evlerin asagidaki mutfaklarina ve yukaridaki pencerelerine bakti ve her seyin ona biiyiik bir keyif verdigini fark etti. Bir
yiiriiyiisiin, hatta herhangi bir seyin ona bdylesi bir mutluluk verecegini hi¢ aklina getirmemisti. Ogleden sonra adimlarim
yegeninin evine yoneltti.

Yukar1 ¢ikip kapiyr vurma cesaretini kendinde bulana kadar on kez evin 6niinden gecti. Sonunda ani bir hamle yapip kapiy1
vurdu.

“Ev sahibi evde mi camm?” diye sordu kapiy1 agan kiza. Giizel kizdi, hem de ¢ok.

“Evet, efendim.”

“Nerede camim?” diye sordu Scrooge.

“Esiyle yemek odasindalar. Dilerseniz size yolu gdstereyim.”

“Tesekkiir ederim, o beni tanir. Ben kendim giderim hayatim,” dedi Scrooge, elini ¢oktan yemek odasimn kapisina uzatmigti.

Tokmag yavasga cevirdi ve basim igeri uzatti. Fred ile esi biiylik bir dikkatle harika donatilmis masay1 incelemekteydiler.
Cilinkii geng ciftler bu konuda pek hassastirlar, her sey kusursuz olsun isterler.

“Fred!” diye seslendi Scrooge.

Aman Tanrim! Gelini nasil da sigradi yerinden! Scrooge bir an i¢in onun kdsede ayaklarim pufa uzatip oturdugunu unutmustu,
yoksa asla boyle bir sey yapmazdi.

“Hey Tanrim!” diye bagirdi Fred. “Bu da kim?”
“Benim. Dayin Scrooge. Yemege geldim. Beni igeri almayacak misin, Fred?”

Almaz olur muydu? Iceri alirken az kalsin kolunu kopartacakt:. Bes dakika i¢inde kendini evindeymis gibi hissetti Scrooge
Higbir sey daha igten olamazdi. Gelin ayniydi. Topper da 6yle. Tombul baldiz da, herkes aymydi. Golgelerindeki hallerinin
aymstydilar. Harika bir eglence; harika oyunlar, harika bir birliktelik, harika bir mutluluk!

Yine de ertesi sabah erkenden yazihanesindeydi. Erkenden oradaydi! Ah, bir oraya ilk giden kisi olup Bob Cratchit’i geg
kalirken yakalayabilseydi! Bunu aklina koymustu.

Ve basardi da! Evet, basardi! Saat dokuzu vurdu. Bob yok! Ceyrek gecti. Bob yok. Tam on sekiz buguk dakika gecikti
Scrooge, onun sarnica benzer odasina girisini gorebilmek i¢in kapisim ardina kadar agik birakmisti.

Daha kapiya varmadan sapkasim ve atkisim ¢ikarmistt Bob. Saat dokuzu yakalayip, oniine ge¢mek ister gibi bir dakike
icinde taburesine oturup kalemine saldirdi.

“Merhaba!” diye kiikredi Scrooge, her zamanki ses tonuna yakin bir ses tonu tutturmaya ¢alisarak. “Giiniin bu saatinde buraye
gelmekle ne demeye calisiyorsun sen!”

“Cok 6ziir dilerim, efendim,” dedi Bob. “Geciktim.”
“Oyle mi!” dedi Scrooge. “Evet, sanirim geciktin! Bu tarafa buyurun bayim, liitfederseniz!”

Sarnica benzer, izbe odasindan ¢ikan Bob, “Yilda sadece bir giin, efendim!” dedi yalvaran sesiyle. “Bir daha olmayacak
Diin kutlamay1 biraz fazla kagirmisim, efendim.”

“Bak sana ne diyecegim dostum,” dedi Scrooge. “Bundan boyle bu tiir seylere katlanmayacagim. Ve bu nedenle...” diyerek
taburesinden yere atlayip, Bob’un omzuna dyle bir yumruk att1 ki, Bob neredeyse gerisin geriye hiicresine diistii. “Bu nedenle
de maagina zam yapmay1 diisiiniiyorum.”

Bob titreyerek, cetveline yakin durmaya calisiyordu. Bir an i¢in aklindan, onu kapip Scrooge’u yere sermek, sonra de
sokaktaki insanlar1 yardima ¢agirip, deli gomlegi istemek gecti.

Ama Scrooge sirtina vurup, “Mutlu Noeller, Bob!” dediginde, igtenligine inanmamak imkansizdi. “Sana bugiine kada
verebildigimden ¢ok daha Mutlu Noeller, benim iyi dostum! Maasini artiracagim ve zorluklarla miicadele eden aileni
destekleyecegim. Bu 0gleden sonra, seninle Noel yemegimizi yerken de senin sorunlarim konusacagiz. Haydi su atesleri
yakiver. Doldur kovalar1 bakalim, Bob Cratchit.”

Scrooge sdylediklerinin fazlasim yapti. Biitiin sézlerini fazlasiyla tuttu. Oliimden donen Kiigiik Tim’e ikinci bir baba oldu



Bu yash ve iyi kentin, hatta baska herhangi bir yasli, iyi kentin hatta ve hatta bu yasli, kadim diinyadaki tiim yasl ve iyi
kentlerin goriip gorecegi, en iyi dost, en iyi patron ve en iyi adamlarindan biri oldu. Ondaki bu degisimi gorenlerden bazilari
giildiiler ona, ama o, bu diinyada simdiye kadar olmus olan biitiin iyi seylerin, baslangicta hep siipheyle karsilamp, alay konusu
oldugunu bilecek kadar bilge bir adam oldugu i¢in giilmelerine izin verdi, onlara aldiris etmedi. Ve bu tiir insanlarin herhangi
bir sekilde omiir boyu kor olduklarim bildiginden, hastaliklarim daha az goze carpici bir sekilde gostermelerindense,
gozlerinin etrafinda siritmadan otiirli burusuklar olugsmasinin daha iyi oldugunu diisiindii. Kendi kalbi ise giiliilyordu ve bu ona
yetip de artardi.

Ruhlarla bundan boyle iliskisi olmadi, ama diinyadan tamamen el ayak ¢ekme ilkesine uygun sekilde yasadi. Ve ardindan,
Noel’i gerektigi gibi kutlayan biri varsa onun da Scrooge oldugu séylendi hep. Bizim i¢in de umariz sdylenir bu; hepimiz igin!
Bu nedenle kii¢iik Tim’in sdyledigi gibi: “Tanr1 korusun ve kutsasin; her birimizi!”



A CHRISTMAS CAROL



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. Thi:
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 anc
Marley. The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes people new to the business called Scrooge Scrooge, anc
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; 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 tha
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 tc
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 ir
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 upor
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. “Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s
nephew. “You don’t mean that, [ am sure?”

“I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You’re poor
enough.”

“Come, then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right have you to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose? You're
rich enough.”

Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the moment, said “Bah!” again; and followed it up with “Humbug!”
“Don’t be cross, uncle!” said the nephew.

“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live in such a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out upon merr
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’ or
his lips, should be boiled with his own pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!”

“Uncle!” pleaded the nephew.

“Nephew!” returned the uncle sternly, “Keep Christmas in your own way, and let me keep it in mine.”
“Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don’t keep it.”

“Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good may it do you! Much good it has ever done you!”

“There are many things from which I might have derived good, by which I have not profited, I dare say,” returned the
nephew. “Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always thought of Christmas time, when it has come round —apart from
the veneration due to its sacred name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be apart from that— as a good time; a kind,
forgiving, charitable, pleasant time: the only time I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when men and women seem by
one consent to open their shut-up hearts freely, and to think of people below them as if they really were fellow-passengers to
the grave, and not another race of creatures bound on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never put a scrap of
gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me good, and will do me good; and I say, God bless it!”

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

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

“Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us 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.HJ”

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 ir
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'mvery glad to hear it.”

“Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” returned the gentleman, “a
few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat and drink. and means of warmth. We choose this time,
because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt, and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?”

“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.
“You wish to be anonymous?”

“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t make merry
myself at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to support the establishments I have mentioned —they



cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.”
“Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.”

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

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 tomorrow, 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 Towr
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.

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 ir
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.

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 Dutck
merchant long ago, and paved all round with quaint Dutch tiles, designed to illustrate the Scriptures. There were Cains anc
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.

“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 [ 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.

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 yot
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 fres
will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?”

Scrooge trembled more and more.

“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 othe
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,
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!”

“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 ny
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 tonight 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.
“Itis.”

“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.

“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 therr
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 mist 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



THE FIRST OF THE SPIRITS

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

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

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

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

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

Scrooge went to bed again, and thought, and thought, and thought it over and over, and could make nothing of it. The more he
thought, the more perplexed he was; and, the more he endeavoured not to think, the more he thought. Marley’s Ghost bothered
him exceedingly. Every time he resolved within himself, after mature inquiry that it was all a dream, his mind flew back again,
like a strong spring released, to its first position, andpresented the same problem to be worked all through, “Was it a dream or
not?”

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

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

“Ding, dong!”

“A quarter past,” said Scrooge, counting.

“Ding, dong!”

“Half past,” said Scrooge.

“Ding, dong!”

“A quarter to it,” said Scrooge. “Ding, dong!”

“The hour itself,” said Scrooge triumphantly, “and nothing else!”

He spoke before the hour bell sounded, which it now did 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—Ilike 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.

“lam.”

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.”

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 &
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 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 ¢
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 foreigr
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 himright. ’'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 Robii
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.

“Nothing,” said Scrooge. “Nothing. There was a boy singing a Christmas Carol at my door last night. I should like to hav:
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 tc
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-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. “I was 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, wa:
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.”

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 th
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 couples 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 tc
dance with Mrs Fezziwig. Top couple, too; with a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or four and twenty pair ot
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’1l
use it. A positive light appeared to issue from Fezziwig’s calves. They shone in every part of the dance like moons. You



couldn’t have predicted, at any given time, what would have become of them next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs Fezziwig
had gone all through the dance; advance and retire, both hands to your partner, bow and curtsey, corkscrew, thread-the-needle,
and back again to your place; Fezziwig cut —cut so deftly, that he appeared to wink with his legs, and came upon his feet again
without a stagger.

When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up. Mr and Mrs Fezziwig took their stations, one on either side of the
door, and shaking hands with every person individually as he or she went out, wished him or her a Merry Christmas. Wher
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.

“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 [ 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 [ have grown so much wiser, what then? I am not changed towards you.”
She shook her head.
“Am]I1?”

“Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both poor and content to be so, until, in good season, we could
improve our worldly fortune by our patient industry. You are changed. When it was made, you were another man.”

“I was a boy,” he said impatiently.

“Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are,” she returned. “I am. That which promised happiness when we
were one in heart, is fraught with misery now that we are two. How often and how keenly I have thought of this, I will not say.
It is enough that I have thought of it, and can release you.”

“Have I ever sought release?”
“In words. No. Never.”
“In what, then?”

“In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another atmosphere of life; another Hope as its great end. In everything that made
my love of any worth or value in your sight. If this had never been between us,” said the girl, looking mildly, but with
steadiness, upon him; “tell me, would you seek me out and try to win me now? Ah, no.”

He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition, in spite of himself. But he said with a struggle, “You think not?”

“I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she answered, “Heaven knows. When I have learned a Truth like this, I know
how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were free today, tomorrow, 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, [ 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 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 hely
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.”
“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



THE SECOND OF THE 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 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.

“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 ir
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 lessor
which is working now. Tonight, 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 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 it
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, 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 sucl
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 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?”

“L,” 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 our 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 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 bu
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 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
shaw] 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 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 soor
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 sweetenec
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 i
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.



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 tc
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 hei
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.”

“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 t
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’11 drink his health for your sake and the Day’s,” said Mrs Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to him. A merry Christmas and ¢
happy new year. He’ll be very merry and very happy, [ 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 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
tomorrow morning for a good long rest; tomorrow 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, anc
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.”

A light 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, 1
should like to know him too. Introduce him to me, and I’1l cultivate his acquaintance.

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 il
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?”

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 &
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 a
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 hin
(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 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 ¢
glass of mulled wine ready to our hand at the moment; and I say, ‘Uncle Scrooge.’”

“Well. Uncle Scrooge,” they cried.

“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 ir
return, and thanked them in an inaudible speech, if the Ghost had given him time. But the whole scene passed off in the breatt
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 b
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 tonight.”
“Tonight,” cried Scrooge.
“Tonight 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 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.



STAVE 4



THE LAST OF THE SPIRITS

The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached. When it came, Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for in the very air
through which this Spirit moved it seemed to scatter gloom and mystery.

It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it visible save one
outstretched hand. But for this it would have been difficult to detach its figure from the night, and separate it from the darkness
by which it was surrounded.

He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside him, and that its mysterious presence filled him with a solemn dread.
He knew no more, for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved.

“I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come?” said Scrooge.
The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand.

“You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not happened, but will happen in the time before us?”” Scrooge
pursued. “Is that so, Spirit?”

The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its head. That was the
only answer he received.

Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge feared the silent shape so much that his legs trembled beneatk
him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. The Spirit pauses a moment, as observing his
condition, and giving him time to recover.

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with a vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the dusky shroud,
there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he stretched his own to the utmost, could see nothing but a
spectral hand and one great heap of black.

“Ghost of the Future,” he exclaimed, “I fear you more than any spectre I have seen. But as I know your purpose is to do nx
good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to bear you company, and do it with a thankful
heart. Will you not speak to me?”

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before them.
“Lead on,” said Scrooge. “Lead on. The night is waning fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, Spirit.”

The Phantom moved away as it had come towards him. Scrooge followed in the shadow of its dress, which bore him up, he
thought, and carried him along.

They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather seemed to spring up about them, and encompass them of its own act.
But there they were, in the heart of it; on Change, amongst the merchants; who hurried up and down, and chinked the money ir
their pockets, and conversed in groups, and looked at their watches, and trifled thoughtfully with their great gold seals; and so
forth, as Scrooge had seen them often.

The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. Observing that the hand was pointed to them, Scrooge advanced tc
listen to their talk.

“No,” said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, “I don’t know much about it, either way. I only know he’s dead.”
“When did he die?” inquired another.
“Last night, I believe.”

“Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third, taking a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuff-box. “I thought
he’d never die.”

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

“What has he done with his money?”” asked a red-faced gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on the end of his nose, that
shook like the gills of a turkey-cock.



“I haven’t heard,” said the man with the large chin, yawning again. “Left it to his company, perhaps. He hasn’t left it to me.
That’s all I know.”

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.

“It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same speaker; “for upon my life I don’t know of anybody to go to it. Suppose
we make up a party and volunteer.”

“I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed the gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. “But I must be fed, if |
make one.”

Another laugh.

“Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all, ‘said the first speaker,” for I never wear black gloves, and I never eat
lunch. But I’ll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I come to think of it, I’'m not at all sure that I wasn’t his most particula
friend; for we used to stop and speak whenever we met. Bye, bye.”

Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with other groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked towards the Spirit for
an explanation.

The Phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed to two persons meeting. Scrooge listened again, thinking that the
explanation might lie

here.

He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of aye business: very wealthy, and of great importance. He had made a
point always of standing well in their esteem: in a business point of view, that is; strictly in a business point of view.

“How are you?” said one.

“How are you?” returned the other.

“Well,” said the first. “Old Scratch has got his own at last, hey.”

“So I amtold,” returned the second. “Cold, isn’t it.”

“Seasonable for Christmas time. You’re not a skater, [ suppose.”

“No. No. Something else to think of. Good morning.”

Not another word. That was their meeting, their conversation, and their parting.

Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the Spirit should attach importance to conversations apparently so trivial;
but feeling assured that they must have some hidden purpose, he set himself to consider what it was likely to be. They could
scarcely be supposed to have any bearing on the death of Jacob, his old partner, for that was Past, and this Ghost’s province
was the Future. Nor could he think of any one immediately connected with himself, to whom he could apply them. But nothing
doubting that to whomsoever they applied they had some latent moral for his own improvement, he resolved to treasure up
every word he heard, and everything he saw; and especially to observe the shadow of himself when it appeared. For he had an
expectation that the conduct of his future self would give him the clue he missed, and would render the solution of these riddles
easy.

He looked about in that very place for his own image; but another man stood in his accustomed corner, and though the clock
pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no likeness of himself among the multitudes that poured in through the
Porch. It gave him little surprise, however; for he had been revolving in his mind a change of life, and thought and hoped he
saw his new-born resolutions carried out in this.

Quiet and dark, beside him stood the Phantom, with its outstretched hand. When he roused himself from his thoughtful quest.
he fancied from the turn of the hand, and its situation in reference to himself, that the Unseen Eyes were looking at him keenly. It
made him shudder, and feel very cold.

They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the town, where Scrooge had never penetrated before, although he
recognised its situation, and its bad repute. The ways were foul and narrow; the shops and houses wretched; the people half-
naked, drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and archways, like so many cesspools, disgorged their offences of smell, and dirt, and
life, upon the straggling streets; and the whole quarter reeked with crime, with filth, and misery.



Far in this den of infamous resort, there was a low-browed, beetling shop, below a pent-house roof, where iron, old rags,
bottles, bones, and greasy offal, were bought. Upon the floor within, were piled up heaps of rusty keys, nails, chains, hinges,
files, scales, weights, and refuse iron of all kinds. Secrets that few would like to scrutinise were bred and hidden in mountains
of unseemly rags, masses of corrupted fat, and sepulchres of bones. Sitting in among the wares he dealt in, by a charcoal stove,
made of old bricks, was a grey-haired rascal, nearly seventy years of age; who had screened himself from the cold air without,
by a frousy curtaining of miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a line; and smoked his pipe in all the luxury of calm retirement.

Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man, just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk into the shop. Buw
she had scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly laden, came in too; and she was closely followed by a man in faded
black, who was no less startled by the sight of them, than they had been upon the recognition of each other. After a short period
of blank astonishment, in which the old man with the pipe had joined them, they all three burst into a laugh.

“Let the charwoman alone to be the first,” cried she who had entered first. “Let the laundress alone to be the second; and let
the undertaker’s man alone to be the third. Look here, old Joe, here’s a chance. If we haven’t all three met here withou
meaning it.”

“You couldn’t have met in a better place,” said old Joe, removing his pipe from his mouth. “Come into the parlour. You were
made free of it long ago, you know; and the other two an’t strangers. Stop till I shut the door of the shop. Ah. How it skreeks.
There an’t such a rusty bit of metal in the place as its own hinges, I believe; and I’m sure there’s no such old bones here, as
mine. Ha, ha. We’re all suitable to our calling, we’re well matched. Come into the parlour. Come into the parlour.”

The parlour was the space behind the screen of rags. The old man raked the fire together with an old stair-rod, and having
trimmed his smoky lamp (for it was night), with the stem of his pipe, put it in his mouth again.

While he did this, the woman who had already spoken threw her bundle on the floor, and sat down in a flaunting manner on a
stool; crossing her elbows on her knees, and looking with a bold defiance at the other two.

“What odds then. What odds, Mrs Dilber,” said the woman. “Every person has a right to take care of themselves. He alway
did.”

“That’s true, indeed,” said the laundress. “No man more so.”

“Why then, don’t stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; who’s the wiser? We’re not going to pick holes in each other’s
coats, I suppose.”

“No, indeed,” said Mrs Dilber and the man together. “We should hope not.”

“Very well, then,” cried the woman. “That’s enough. Who’s the worse for the loss of a few things like these? Not a dead
man, | suppose.”

“No, indeed,” said Mrs Dilber, laughing.

“If he wanted to keep them after he was dead, a wicked old screw,” pursued the woman, “why wasn’t he natural in his
lifetime? If he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after him when he was struck with Death, instead of lying gasping out
his last there, alone by himself.”

“It’s the truest word that ever was spoke,” said Mrs Dilber. “It’s a judgment on him.”

“I wish it was a little heavier judgment,” replied the woman; “and it should have been, you may depend upon it, if I could
have laid my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and let me know the value of it. Speak out plain. I’'m not afraic
to be the first, nor afraid for them to see it. We know pretty well that we were helping ourselves, before we met here, I believe.
It’s no sin. Open the bundle, Joe.”

But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this; and the man in faded black, mounting the breach first, produced his
plunder. It was not extensive. A seal or two, a pencil-case, a pair of sleeve-buttons, and a brooch of no great value, were all.
They were severally examined and appraised by old Joe, who chalked the sums he was disposed to give for each, upon the
wall, and added them up into a total when he found there was nothing more to come.

“That’s your account,” said Joe, “and I wouldn’t give another sixpence, if [ was to be boiled for not doing it. Who’s next.”

Mrs Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a little wearing apparel, two old-fashioned silver teaspoons, a pair of sugar-tongs.
and a few boots. Her account was stated on the wall in the same manner.



“I always give too much to ladies. It’s a weakness of mine, and that’s the way I ruin myself,” said old Joe. “That’s your
account. If you asked me for another penny, and made it an open question, I’d repent of being so liberal and knock off half-a-
crown.”

“And now undo my bundle, Joe,” said the first woman.

Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience of opening it, and having unfastened a great many knots, dragged out
a large and heavy roll of some dark stuff.

“What do you call this?” said Joe. “Bed- curtains.”

“Ah,” returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on her crossed arms. “Bed- curtains.”
“You don’t mean to say you took them down, rings and all, with him lying there,” said Joe.
“Yes I do,” replied the woman. “Why not.”

“You were born to make your fortune,” said Joe, “and you’ll certainly do it.”

“I certainly shan’t hold my hand, when I can get anything in it by reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as he was, |
promise you, Joe,” returned the woman coolly. “Don’t drop that oil upon the blankets, now.”

“His blankets?”” asked Joe.
“Whose else’s do you think?” replied the woman. “He isn’t likely to take cold without them, I dare say.”
“I hope he didn’t die of any thing catching. Eh,” said old Joe, stopping in his work, and looking up.

“Don’t you be afraid of that,” returned the woman. “I an’t so fond of his company that I’d loiter about him for such things, i
he did. Ah. you may look through that shirt till your eyes ache; but you won’t find a hole in it, nor a threadbare place. It’s the
best he had, and a fine one too. They’d have wasted it, if it hadn’t been for me.”

“What do you call wasting of it?”” asked old Joe.

“Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,” replied the woman with a laugh. “Somebody was fool enough to do it, but |
took it off again. If calico an’t good enough for such a purpose, it isn’t good enough for anything. It’s quite as becoming to the
body. He can’t look uglier than he did in that one.”

Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they sat grouped about their spoil, in the scanty light afforded by the old man’s
lamp, he viewed them with a detestation and disgust, which could hardly have been greater, though the demons, marketing the
corpse itself.

“Ha, ha,” laughed the same woman, when old Joe, producing a flannel bag with money in it, told out their several gains upor
the ground. “This is the end of it, you see. He frightened every one away from him when he was alive, to profit us when he was
dead. Ha, ha, ha.”

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. “I see, I see. The case of this unhappy man might be my own. My lifc
tends that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this?”

He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now he almost touched a bed: a bare, uncurtained bed: on which,
beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which, though it was dumb, announced itself in awful language.

The room was very dark, too dark to be observed with any accuracy, though Scrooge glanced round it in obedience to a
secret impulse, anxious to know what kind of room it was. A pale light, rising in the outer air, fell straight upon the bed; and on
it, plundered and bereft, unwatched, unwept, uncared for, was the body of this man.

Scrooge glanced towards the Phantom. Its steady hand was pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly adjusted that the
slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon Scrooge’s part, would have disclosed the face. He thought of it, felt how easy
it would be to do, and longed to do it; but had no more power to withdraw the veil than to dismiss the spectre at his side.

Oh cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar here, and dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy command: for
this is thy dominion. But of the loved, revered, and honoured head, thou canst not turn one hair to thy dread purposes, or make
one feature odious. It is not that the hand is heavy and will fall down when released; it is not that the heart and pulse are still;
but that the hand was open, generous, and true; the heart brave, warm, and tender; and the pulse a man’s. Strike, Shadow, strike.



And see his good deeds springing from the wound, to sow the world with life immortal.

No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge’s ears, and yet he heard them when he looked upon the bed. He thought, if this
man could be raised up now, what would be his foremost thoughts. Avarice, hard-dealing, griping cares. They have brought
him to a rich end, truly.

He lay, in the dark empty house, with not a man, a woman, or a child, to say that he was kind to me in this or that, and for the
memory of one kind word I will be kind to him. A cat was tearing at the door, and there was a sound of gnawing rats beneath
the hearth-stone. What they wanted in the room of death, and why they were so restless and disturbed, Scrooge did not dare to
think.

“Spirit,” he said, “this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I shall not leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go.”

Still the Ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the head.

“I understand you,” Scrooge returned, “and I would do it, if I could. But I have not the power, Spirit. I have not the power.”

Again it seemed to look upon him.

“If there 1s any person in the town, who feels emotion caused by this man’s death,” said Scrooge quite agonised, “show that
person to me, Spirit, I beseech you.”

The Phantom spread its dark robe before him for a moment, like a wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room by daylight,
where a mother and her children were.

She was expecting some one, and with anxious eagerness; for she walked up and down the room; started at every sound;
looked out from the window; glanced at the clock; tried, but in vain, to work with her needle; and could hardly bear the voices
of the children in their play.

At length the long-expected knock was heard. She hurried to the door, and met her husband; a man whose face was careworn
and depressed, though he was young. There was a remarkable expression in it now; a kind of serious delight of which he felt
ashamed, and which he struggled to repress.

He sat down to the dinner that had been boarding for him by the fire; and when she asked him faintly what news (which was
not until after a long silence), he appeared embarrassed how to answer.

“Is it good?” she said, “or bad?”

“Bad,” he answered.

“We are quite ruined.”

“No. There is hope yet, Caroline.”

“If he relents,” she said, amazed, “there is. Nothing is past hope, if such a miracle has happened.”
“He is past relenting,” said her husband. “He is dead.”

She was a mild and patient creature if her face spoke truth; but she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she said so, with
clasped hands. She prayed forgiveness the next moment, and was sorry; but the first was the emotion of her heart.

“What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last night, said to me, when I tried to see him and obtain a week’s delay;
and what I thought was a mere excuse to avoid me; turns out to have been quite true. He was not only very ill, but dying, then.”

“To whom will our debt be transferred?”’

“I don’t know. But before that time we shall be ready with the money; and even though we were not, it would be a bad
fortune indeed to find so merciless a creditor in his successor. We may sleep to night with light hearts, Caroline.”

Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter. The children’s faces, hushed and clustered round to hear what they so
little understood, were brighter; and it was a happier house for this man’s death. The only emotion that the Ghost could show
him, caused by the event, was one of pleasure.

“Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,” said Scrooge; “or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we left just now,
will be for ever present to me.”



The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar to his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked here and there
to find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered poor Bob Cratchit’s house; the dwelling he had visited before;
and found the mother and the children seated round the fire.

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still as statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, who had a book
before him. The mother and her daughters were engaged in sewing. But surely they were very quiet.

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

Where had Scrooge heard those words? He had not dreamed them. The boy must have read them out, as he and the Spiri
crossed the threshold. Why did he not go on.

The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her hand up to her face.
“The colour hurts my eyes,” she said.
The colour. Ah, poor Tiny Tim.

“They’re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “It makes them weak by candle-light; and I wouldn’t show weak eyes tc
your father when he comes home, for the world. It must be near his time.”

“Past it rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book. “But I think he has walked a little slower than he used, these few las
evenings, mother.”

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

“I have known him walk with —I have known him walk with Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.”
“And so have 1,” cried Peter. “Often.”

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

“But he was very light to carry,” she resumed, intent upon her work, “and his father loved him so, that it was no trouble: no
trouble. And there is your father at the door.”

She hurried out to meet him; and little Bob in his comforter —he had need of it, poor fellow— came in. His tea was ready fo1
him on the hob, and they all tried who should help him to it most. Then the two young Cratchits got upon his knees and laid,
each child a little cheek, against his face, as if they said, “Don’t mind it, father. Don’t be grieved.”

Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly to all the family. He looked at the work upon the table, and praised
the industry and speed of Mrs Cratchit and the girls. They would be done long before Sunday, he said.

“Sunday? You went today, then, Robert?” said his wife.

“Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “I wish you could have gone. It would have done you good to see how green a place it is. Bu
you’ll see it often. I promised him that I would walk there on a Sunday. My little, little child,” cried Bob. “My little child.”

He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he could have helped it, he and his child would have been farther apar
perhaps than they were.

He left the room, and went up-stairs into the room above, which was lighted cheerfully, and hung with Christmas. There was
a chair set close beside the child, and there were signs of some one having been there, lately. Poor Bob sat down in it, and
when he had thought a little and composed himself, he kissed the little face. He was reconciled to what had happened, and went
down again quite happy.

They drew about the fire, and talked; the girls and mother working still. Bob told them of the extraordinary kindness of M1
Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen but once, and who, meeting him in the street that day, and seeing that he looked
a little—"just a little down you know,” said Bob, inquired what had happened to distress him. “On which,” said Bob, “for he
is the pleasantest-spoken gentleman you ever heard, I told him. ‘I am heartily sorry for it, Mr Cratchit,” he said,” and heartily
sorry for your good wife. “By the bye, how he ever knew that, I don’t know.”

“Knew what, my dear?”

“Why, that you were a good wife,” replied Bob.



“Everybody knows that,” said Peter.

“Very well observed, my boy,” cried Bob. “I hope they do. ‘Heartily sorry,” he said, ‘for your good wife. If I can be of
service to you in any way,” he said, giving me his card, ‘that’s where I live. Pray come to me.” Now, it wasn’t, cried Bob, for
the sake of anything he might be able to do for us, so much as for his kind way, that this was quite delightful. It really seemed as
if he had known our Tiny Tim, and felt with us.”

“I'msure he’s a good soul,” said Mrs Cratchit.

“You would be surer of it, my dear,” returned Bob, “if you saw and spoke to him. I shouldn’t be at all surprised —mark what I
say— if he got Peter a better situation.”

“Only hear that, Peter,” said Mrs Cratchit.
“And then,” cried one of the girls, “Peter will be keeping company with some one, and setting up for himself.”
“Get along with you,” retorted Peter, grinning,

“It’s just as likely as not,” said Bob, “one of these days; though there’s plenty of time for that, my dear. But however and
when ever we part from one another, I am sure we shall none of us forget poor Tiny Tim —shall we— or this first parting that
there was among us.”

“Never, father,” cried they all.

“And I know,” said Bob, “I know, my dears, that when we recollect how patient and how mild he was; although he was a
little, little child; we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves, and forget poor Tiny Tim in doing it.”

“No, never, father,” they all cried again.
“I am very happy,” said little Bob, “I am very happy.”

Mrs. Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself shook hands
Spirit of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God.

“Spectre,” said Scrooge, “something informs me that our parting moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not how. Tell me
what man that was whom we saw lying dead.”

The Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come conveyed him, as before —though at a different time, he thought, indeed, there seemed
no order in these latter visions, save that they were in the Future— into the resorts of business men, but showed him not himself.
Indeed, the Spirit did not stay for anything, but went straight on, as to the end just now desired, until besought by Scrooge tc
tarry for a moment.

“This courts,” said Scrooge, “through which we hurry now, is where my place of occupation is, and has been for a length of
time. I see the house. Let me behold what I shall be, in days to come.”

The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.
“The house is yonder,” Scrooge exclaimed. “Why do you point away?”
The inexorable finger underwent no change.

Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and looked in. It was an office still, but not his. The furniture was not the same,
and the figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom pointed as before.

He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he had gone, accompanied it until they reached an iron gate. He
paused to look round before entering.

A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose name he had now to learn, lay underneath the ground. It was a worthy
place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the growth of vegetation’s death, not life; choked up with too much
burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy place.

The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to One. He advanced towards it trembling. The Phantom was exactly a:
it had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its solemn shape.

“Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,” said Scrooge, “answer me one question. Are these the shadows of



the things that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be, only?”
Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it stood.

“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if persevered in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. “But if the courses
be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you show me.”

The Spirit was immovable as ever.

Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following the finger, read upon the stone of the neglected grave his own
name, EBENEZER SCROOGE.

“Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon his knees.
The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again.

“No, Spirit. Oh no, no.”

The finger still was there.

“Spirit,” he cried, tight clutching at its robe, “hear me. I am not the man I was. I will not be the man I must have been but fo:
this intercourse. Why show me this, if [ am past all hope?”’

For the first time the hand appeared to shake.

“Good Spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell before it: ““Your nature intercedes for me, and pities me. Assure
me that [ yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an altered life.”

The kind hand trembled.

“I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the year. I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future. Th
Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that they teach. Oh, tell me I may sponge away the
writing on this stone.”

In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained it. The Spirit,
stronger yet, repulsed him.

Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate aye reversed, he saw an alteration in the Phantom’s hood and dress. It
shrunk, collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost.



STAVE 5



THE END OF IT

Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the Time before
him was his own, to make amends in!

“I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future.” Scrooge repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. “The Spirits of all Thre
shall strive within me. Oh Jacob Marley. Heaven, and the Christmas Time be praised for this. I say it on my knees, old Jacob
on my knees.”

He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions, that his broken voice would scarcely answer to his call. He had
been sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his face was wet with tears.

“They are not torn down,” cried Scrooge, folding one of his bed-curtains in his arms, “they are not torn down, rings and all.
They are here —I am here— the shadows of the things that would have been, may be dispelled. They will be. I know they will.”

His hands were busy with his garments all this time; turning them inside out, putting them on upside down, tearing them,
mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of extravagance.

“I don’t know what to do,” cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in the same breath; and making a perfect Laocoon of himsel!
with his stockings. “I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am as merry as a schoolboy. I am as giddy as a
drunken man. A merry Christmas to everybody. A happy New Year to all the world. Hallo here. Whoop. Hallo.”

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

“There’s the saucepan that the gruel was in,” cried Scrooge, starting off again, and going round the fireplace. “There’s the
door, by which the Ghost of Jacob Marley entered. There’s the corner where the Ghost of Christmas Present, sat. There’s the
window where I saw the wandering Spirits. It’s all right, it’s all true, it all happened. Ha ha ha.”

Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many years, it was a splendid laugh, a most illustrious laugh. The father
of a long, long line of brilliant laughs.

“I don’t know what day of the month it is,” said Scrooge. “I don’t know how long I’ve been among the Spirits. I don’t know
anything. I’m quite a baby. Never mind. I don’t care. I’d rather be a baby. Hallo. Whoop. Hallo here.”

He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out the lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, clang, hammer; ding,
dong, bell. Bell, dong, ding; hammer, clang, clash. Oh, glorious, glorious.

Running to the window, he opened it, and put out his head. No fog, no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold; cold, piping
for the blood to dance to; Golden sunlight; Heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; merry bells. Oh, glorious. Glorious.

“What’s today?” cried Scrooge, calling downward to a boy in Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in to look about
him.

“Eh,” returned the boy, with all his might of wonder.
“What’s today, my fine fellow?” said Scrooge.
“Today,” replied the boy. “Why, Christmas Day.”

“It’s Christmas Day,” said Scrooge to himself. “I haven’t missed it. The Spirits have done it all in one night. They can dc
anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine fellow.”

“Hallo,” returned the boy.
“Do you know the Poulterer’s, in the next street but one, at the corner?”” Scrooge inquired.
“I should hope I did,” replied the lad.

“An intelligent boy,” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy. Do you know whether they’ve sold the prize Turkey that was hanging
up there —Not the little prize Turkey: the big one?”

“The one as big as me?” returned the boy.

“What a delightful boy,” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to talk to him. Yes, my buck.”



“It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.
“Is 1t?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”
“Walk-er,” exclaimed the boy.

“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell them to bring it here, that [ may give them the directio1
where to take it. Come back with the man, and I’ll give you a shilling. Come back with him in less than five minutes and I’'l
give you half-a-crown.”

The boy was off like a shot. He must have had a steady hand at a trigger who could have got a shot off half so fast.

“I’1l send it to Bon Cratchit’s,” whispered Scrooge, rubbing his hands, and splitting with a laugh. “He shan’t know whc
sends it. It’s twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never made such a joke as sending it to Bob’s will be.”

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one, but write it he did, somehow, and went down-stairs to open the
street door, ready for the coming of the poulterer’s man. As he stood there, waiting his arrival, the knocker caught his eye.

“I shall love it, as long as I live,” cried Scrooge, patting it with his hand. “I scarcely ever looked at it before. What an hones
expression it has in its face. It’s a wonderful knocker. Here’s the Turkey. Hallo. Whoop. How are you. Merry Christmas.”

It was a Turkey. He never could have stood upon his legs, that bird. He would have snapped them short off in a minute, like
sticks of sealing-wax.

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

The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with which he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle with which he paid
for the cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed the boy, were only to be exceeded by the chuckle with which he sat
down breathless in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried.

Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to shake very much; and shaving requires attention, even when you don’t
dance while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of his nose off, he would have put a piece of sticking-plaster over it, and
been quite satisfied.

He dressed himself all in his best, and at last got out into the streets. The people were by this time pouring forth, as he had
seen them with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and walking with his hands behind him, Scrooge regarded every one with ¢
delighted smile. He looked so irresistibly pleasant, in a word, that three or four good-humoured fellows said, “Good morning,
sir. A merry Christmas to you.” And Scrooge said often afterwards, that of all the blithe sounds he had ever heard, those were
the blithest in his ears.

He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he beheld the portly gentleman, who had walked into his counting-house
the day before, and said, “Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe.” It sent a pang across his heart to think how this old gentlemar
would look upon him when they met; but he knew what path lay straight before him, and he took it.

“My dear sir,” said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and taking the old gentleman by both his hands. “How do you do? I hope
you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A merry Christmas to you, sir.”

“Mr Scrooge.”

“Yes,” said Scrooge. “That is my name, and I fear it may not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon. And will you
have the goodness,” —here Scrooge whispered in his ear.

“Lord bless me,” cried the gentleman, as if his breath were taken away. “My dear Mr. Scrooge, are you serious.”

“If you please,” said Scrooge. “Not a farthing less. A great many back-payments are included in it, I assure you. Will you dc
me that favour?”

“My dear sir,” said the other, shaking hands with him. “I don’t know what to say to such munificence.”
“Don’t say anything please,” retorted Scrooge. “Come and see me. Will you come and see me?”
“I'will,” cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he meant to do it.

“Thank you,” said Scrooge. “I am much obliged to you. I thank you fifty times. Bless you.”



He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched the people hurrying to and fro, and patted children on the head,
and questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of houses, and up to the windows, and found that everything could
yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed that any walk —that anything— could give him so much happiness. In the afternoon he
turned his steps towards his nephew’s house.

He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the courage to go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did it:

“Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the girl. Nice girl. Very.

“Yes, sir.”

“Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge.

“He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I’ll show you up-stairs, if you please.”

“Thank you. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand already on the dining-room lock. “I’ll go in here, my dear.”

He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the door. They were looking at the table (which was spread out in great
array); for these young housekeepers are always nervous on such points, and like to see that everything is right.

“Fred,” said Scrooge.

Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started. Scrooge had forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting in the corner
with the footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any account.

“Why bless my soul,” cried Fred, “who’s that?”
“It’s I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let me in, Fred?”

Let him in. It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off. He was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be heartier. His niecc
looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister when she came. So did every one when they came.
Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful unanimity, wonderful happiness.

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early there. If he could only be there first, and catch Bob Cratchi
coming late. That was the thing he had set his heart upon.

And he did it; yes, he did. The clock struck nine. No Bob. A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a hal
behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him come into the Tank.

His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away with his pen, as i
he were trying to overtake nine o’clock.

“Hallo,” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as near as he could feign it. “What do you mean by coming here at this
time of day?”

“I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.”
“You are,” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step this way, sir, if you please.”

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

“Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge, “I am not going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And therefore,” he
continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that he staggered back into the Tank again; “and
therefore I am about to raise your salary.”

Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it, holding him,
and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat.

“A merry Christmas, Bob,” said Scrooge, with an earnestness that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on the back. “A
merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you for many a year. I’ll raise your salary, and endeavour to assist
your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this very afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob.
Make up the fires, and buy another coal-scuttle before you dot another, Bob Cratchit.”

Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not die, he was a second



father. He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, as the good old city knew, or any other good old city,
town, or borough, in the good old world. Some people laughed to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and little
heeded them; for he was wise enough to know that nothing ever happened on this globe, for good, at which some people did not
have their fill of laughter in the outset; and knowing that such as these would be blind anyway, he thought it quite as well that
they should wrinkle up their eyes in grins, as have the malady in less attractive forms. His own heart laughed: and that was
quite enough for him.

He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon the Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterwards; and it was always
said of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us,
and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God bless Us, Every One!



BIiR NOEL SARKISI UZERINE...

Dickens Martin Chuzzlewit romamm yazarken aklina “Bir Noel Sarkisi” oykiisiinii yazmak gelir. Gelir gelmez de, dykiiyt
planlamasiyla yazmaya girismesi bir olur. Oykii onu dylesine kapip gdtiirmiistiir ki, kimileyin giilerek kimileyin de aglayarak
bu caligmanin baginda saatler gecirmekle kalmaz, Oykiiniin heyecan caligmasim aksatacak boyutlara ulagtiginda, kimileyin
Londra sokaklarinda, yolunu sasirmiscasina, evinden yirmi otuz kilometre uzaklara bile gittigi olur.

Dickens’in bu metinde dile getirmeye calistigt sosyal duygular en basta Malthuscu teorinin niifus artis1 ve fazlasiyla ilgili
goriisleridir. Dickens bu goriisleri kardan soguk, demirden kati, duygudan en ufak nasibini almanmus Scrooge’un agzindan dile
getirir. Cagdaslari, Dickens’in sosyal duygularini, bu dykii baglaminda duygusal ve maksatli bir “Noel felsefesi” olarak
tammlamuslardir. Yagli cimrinin Oykii i¢inde o masallardakine 6zgli doniisiimiinii, donemin pozitivist elestirisi, metni
inandiriciliktan uzaklastiran bir zaaf olarak degerlendirmistir.

Giinlimiizde ise en basta o derin dinsel-ahlaksal igerigi ve usta anlatimi, metnin degerini artiran baslica 6zellikler olarak
belirmektedir. Dickens giindelik hayatin en kii¢iik ayrintisint bile miithis bir titizlikle, elle tutulur, gozle goriliir hale
getirmekle kalmayip duyarliklarimizi harekete gecirerek dokunakli ve yiiregimizi 1sitan bir anlatimla sunar.

“Boyle bir kitap karsisinda itirazlar kimin umurunda!” demistir yazar William Thackeray. “Bana ulusal bir iyilik gibi
goriiniiyor bu ve okuyan herkese kisisel olarak sunulan bir sevgi gosterisi.”

Dostu Thackeray’nin ve oteki arkadaglarimn dvgiilerinin, metnin ilk basiminin yazarda yarattir hayal kirikligim fazlasiyla
telafi ettigini 6greniyoruz. Ozellikle Bati diinyasinda “Bir Noel Sarkis1” zamanla en sevilen ve vazgecilmez “Noel Oykiileri’
arasindaki yerini almistir.

Veysel Atayman
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DIiPNOTLAR
(1] Londra’da bir akil hastanesi.



FOOTNOTES

(1} A psychiatric hospital in Londra.
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