Dr Pete Newbon, Northumbria University
A Christmas Carol (1843) and Victorian Art
1. What do you know about Charles Dickens? Who was he? What did he do? Where did he
live, and when?
2. What do you know about A Christmas Carol (1843)? What is it a story about? Can you
describe some of the events?
3. Who is the main character of A Christmas Carol? How would you describe this character?
4. Please divide into four teams (of about 5-6 members). Each team will be assigned an extract
from A Christmas Carol. Your job, in your teams, is to:
 Read through your extracts together – aloud, if you like.
 To think about what scenes and events these extracts depict and describe.
 To go around the ‘Northern Spirit’ exhibition and to find paintings from the era of
Charles Dickens (so roughly between 1800, and about 1880).
 Find the painting(s) you think are the closest match to your extracts. Write down the
name of the artist who painted the painting, the title of the painting, and the date in
which it was painted.
 In your groups discuss, and then write down, what it is about the painting that you
think is closest to your extract from Dickens. You should discuss both the subjects,
settings and details of the painting, and what it is you found similar in Dickens.
Excerpt 1
The door of Scrooge’s counting-house was open that he might keep his eye upon his clerk,
who in a dismal little cell beyond, a sort of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had a very
small fire, but the clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it looked like one coal. But he
couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal-box in his own room; and so surely as the
clerk came in with the shovel, the master predicted that it would be necessary for them to
part. Wherefore the clerk put on his white comforter, and tried to warm himself at the
candle; in which effort, not being a man of a strong imagination, he failed.
“A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a cheerful voice. It was the voice of
Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon him so quickly that this was the first intimation he had
of his approach.
“Bah!” said Scrooge, “Humbug!”
He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s,
that he was all in a glow; his face was ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his
breath smoked again.
“Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “You don’t mean that, I am sure?”
“I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have you to be merry? What reason have
you to be merry? You’re poor enough.”
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“Come, then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right have you to be dismal? What reason
have you to be morose? You’re rich enough.”
Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the moment, said, “Bah!” again; and
followed it up with “Humbug.”
“Don’t be cross, uncle!” said the nephew.
“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live in such a world of fools as this? Merry
Christmas! Out upon merry Christmas! What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying
bills without money; a time for finding yourself a year older, but not an hour richer; a time
for balancing your books and having every item in ’em through a round dozen of months
presented dead against you? If I could work my will,” said Scrooge indignantly, “every idiot
who goes about with ‘Merry Christmas’ on his lips, should be boiled with his own pudding,
and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!”

Excerpt 2
They went, the Ghost and Scrooge, across the hall, to a door at the back of the house. It
opened before them, and disclosed a long, bare, melancholy room, made barer still by lines
of plain deal forms and desks. At one of these a lonely boy was reading near a feeble fire;
and Scrooge sat down upon a form, and wept to see his poor forgotten self as he used to be.
Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuffle from the mice behind the panelling,
not a drip from the half-thawed water-spout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among the
leafless boughs of one despondent poplar, not the idle swinging of an empty store-house
door, no, not a clicking in the fire, but fell upon the heart of Scrooge with a softening
influence, and gave a freer passage to his tears.
The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger self, intent upon his reading.
Suddenly a man, in foreign garments: wonderfully real and distinct to look at: stood outside
the window, with an axe stuck in his belt, and leading by the bridle an ass laden with wood.
“Why, it’s Ali Baba!” Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. “It’s dear old honest Ali Baba! Yes, yes, I
know! One Christmas time, when yonder solitary child was left here all alone, he did come,
for the first time, just like that. Poor boy! And Valentine,” said Scrooge, “and his wild
brother, Orson; there they go! And what’s his name, who was put down in his drawers,
asleep, at the Gate of Damascus; don’t you see him! And the Sultan’s Groom turned upside
down by the Genii; there he is upon his head! Serve him right. I’m glad of it. What business
had he to be married to the Princess!”
To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his nature on such subjects, in a most
extraordinary voice between laughing and crying; and to see his heightened and excited
face; would have been a surprise to his business friends in the city, indeed.
“There’s the Parrot!” cried Scrooge. “Green body and yellow tail, with a thing like a lettuce
growing out of the top of his head; there he is! Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him, when he
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came home again after sailing round the island. ‘Poor Robin Crusoe, where have you been,
Robin Crusoe?’ The man thought he was dreaming, but he wasn’t. It was the Parrot, you
know. There goes Friday, running for his life to the little creek! Halloa! Hoop! Halloo!”
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.

Excerpt 3
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

Dr Pete Newbon, Northumbria University
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!”

Excerpt 4
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 penthouse 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. But 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 without 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.”

