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EXAM PRACTICE 1.  

Write about how Dickens presents Scrooge’s attitude to money here, and in the rest of the 

novella. 

In your response you should: 

 refer to the extract and the novella as a whole; 

 show your understanding of characters and events from the novella; 

 refer to the contexts of the novella. 

 

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 I 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 I have grown so much wiser, what then? I am not changed towards 

you." 

She shook her head. 

"Am I?" 

"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. 
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EXAM PRACTICE 2. 

How does Dickens present and develop the character of Bob Cratchit throughout the novella? 

In your response you should: 

 refer to the extract and the novella as a whole; 

 show your understanding of characters and events from the novella; 

 refer to the contexts of the novella. 

 

"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 soon 

returned in high procession. 
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EXAM PRACTICE 3. 

How does Dickens criticise Victorian attitudes towards the poor? 

In your response you should: 

 refer to the extract and the novella as a whole; 

 show your understanding of characters and events from the novella; 

 refer to the contexts of the novella. 

 

"To-night 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?" 
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EXAM PRACTICE 4. 

How does Dickens present ideas about childhood in A Christmas Carol? 

In your response you should: 

 refer to the extract and the novella as a whole; 

 show your understanding of characters and events from the novella; 

 refer to the contexts of the novella. 

 

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 shawl 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. 
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EXAM PRACTICE 5. 

It could be said that this is a story of redemption and change.  How has Scrooge redeemed 

himself over the course of the novella? 

In your response you should: 

 refer to the extract and the novella as a whole; 

 show your understanding of characters and events from the novella; 

 refer to the contexts of the novella. 

 

"I don't know what to do!" cried Scrooge, laughing and crying in the same breath; 

and making a perfect Laocoon of himself 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 

frisking 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! 

 

 

 

 


