
solitary as an oyster dismal little cell he was all in a glow decrease the surplus 
population

darkness is cheap 
and Scrooge liked it

I wear the chain I 
forged in life

mankind was my 
business

like a child: yet not so like 
a child as like an old man



a solitary child, 
neglected by his friends

laughed all over himself…to 
his organ of benevolence

Another idol has displaced 
me…a golden one

A jolly giant, glorious to see.

As good as gold Scrooge was the ogre of 
the family

It might be a claw, for the 
flesh there is upon it

Yellow, meagre, ragged, 
scowling, wolfish



The phantom slowly, 
gravely, silently 

approached

I will honour Christmas in 
my heart and try to keep it 

all the year

I am as light as a feather Scrooge was better than his 
word. He did it all and 

infinitely more
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