
A CHRISTMAS CAROL THE GHOST

A Christmas Carol. In Prose. Being a Ghost Story of Christmas, commonly known as A Christmas Carol, is a novella by
Charles Dickens, first published in.

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. Much good it has ever
done you! It beckoned Scrooge to approach, which he did. Dickens describes this ghost as clad in a black
garment that conceals its face and body. In the lead up to, and during, the Great Depression , Davis identifies
that while some see the story as a "denunciation of capitalism, British-made films showed a traditional telling
of the story, while US-made works showed Cratchit in a more central role, escaping the depression caused by
European bankers and celebrating what Davis calls "the Christmas of the common man". Ebenezer Scrooge,
the infamously miserly protagonist, embodies an especially nasty version of the scarcity economics of Thomas
Malthus. The weird mix of the terrible and the comic is kept up when Marley's ghost finally appears carrying
its chain of cash-boxes, keys, padlocks and the like. 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. He is
transparent but has heavy, locked chains wrapped around his body. Sales of Martin Chuzzlewit were falling
off, and his wife, Catherine , was pregnant with their fifth child. 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. Nobody under the bed; nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing-gown, which was hanging
up in a suspicious attitude against the wall. That night Scrooge is visited at home by Marley's ghost, who
wanders the Earth entwined by heavy chains and money boxes forged during a lifetime of greed and
selfishness. External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge. Whether these creatures faded into mist, or
mist enshrouded them, he could not tell. Contrary to this assessment, the book does suggest more lasting
improvements to socioeconomic troubles. 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. Scrooge shivered, and wiped the perspiration from his brow. Scrooge returned his labours with an
improved opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper than was usual with him. Nor can I tell you what
I would. When he asks the spirit to show a single person who feels emotion over his death, he is only given the
pleasure of a poor couple who rejoice that his death gives them more time to put their finances in order.
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. They wail about their failure to lead
honorable, caring lives and their inability to reach out to others in need as they and Marley disappear into the
mist. The misery with them all was, clearly, that they sought to interfere, for good, in human matters, and had
lost the power for ever. 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. Their shapes tell you
about author's moral design. We have never had any quarrel, to which I have been a party. It was not angry or
ferocious, but looked at Scrooge as Marley used to look: with ghostly spectacles turned up on its ghostly
forehead. All as they should be. In the made-for-television film Ms. Commentary The opening Stave of A
Christmas Carol sets the mood, describes the setting, and introduces many of the principal characters. 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. The register of his burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the
undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge followed to the window: desperate in his curiosity. He wrote that
A Christmas Carol was "a national benefit and to every man or woman who reads it, a personal kindness".
Merry Christmas! 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.


