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with wonderful agility. ‘Clear away, my lads, and let’s have lots of

room here. Hilli-ho, Dick. Chirrup, Ebenezer.’

Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared away,

or couldn’t have cleared away, with old Fezziwig looking on. It was

done in a minute. Every movable was packed off, as if it were

dismissed from public life for evermore; the floor was swept and

watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon the fire; and

the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ball-

room, as you would desire to see upon a winter’s night.

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk,

and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. In

came Mrs Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three Miss

Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young followers

whose hearts they broke. In came all the young men and women

employed in the business. In came the housemaid, with her cousin, the

baker. In came the cook, with her brother’s particular friend, the

milkman. In came the boy from over the way, who was suspected of

not having board enough from his master; trying to hide himself

behind the girl from next door but one, who was proved to have had

her ears pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after another;

some shyly, some boldly, some gracefully, some awkwardly, some

pushing, some pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away

they all went, twenty couple at once; hands half round and back again

the other way; down the middle and up again; round and round in

various stages of affectionate grouping; old top couple always turning

up in the wrong place; new top couple starting off again, as soon as

they got there; all top couples at last, and not a bottom one to help

them. When this result was brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his
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she went, there went he. He always knew where the plump sister was.

He wouldn’t catch anybody else. If you had fallen up against him, as

some of them did, and stood there; 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
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never better than at at Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a

child himself. Stop! There was first a game at blind-man’s buff. Of

course there was. And I no more believe Topper was really blind than

I believe he had eyes in his boots. My opinion is, that it was a done

thing between him and Scrooge’s nephew; and that the Ghost of

Christmas Present knew it. The way he went after that plump sister in

the lace tucker, was an outrage on the credulity of human nature.

Knocking down the fire-irons, tumbling over the chairs, bumping

against the piano, smothering himself among the curtains, wherever
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‘Yes, sir.’

‘Where is he, my love?’ said Scrooge.

‘He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I’ll show you

upstairs, if you please.’

‘Thank’ee. 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 niece looked just the

same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister when she

‘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’ee,’ 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.
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