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... Dickens made further allusion to my thus having struck unconsciously upon a time of
which he never could lose the remembrance while he remembered anything, and the

recollection of which, at intervals, haunted him and made him miserable, even to that hour”.

(the fragment of the autobiography)”

(Catherine Dickens, 1815-79)

(Warren's  blacking-warehouse)

(James Lamert)

It is wonderful to me how | could have been so easily cast away at such an age. It is

wonderful to me that, even after my descent into the poor little drudge | had been since we
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came to London, no one had compassion enough on me — a child of singular abilities: quick,
eager, delicate, and soon hurt, bodily or mentally — to suggest that something might have
been spared, as certainly it might have been, to place me at any common school®.
1824 2 12
(James Karr)
(the Marshalsea Prison) 3

(Elizabeth Dickens, 1789-1863)

(Mrs. Roylance)

K 5 28

I do not write resentfully or angrily: for I know how all these things have worked together to
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make me what | am: but | never afterwards forgot, | never shall forget, | never can forget, that
my mother was warm for my being sent back”.

“ his kind nature” °

I know that | have lounged about the streets, insufficiently and unsatisfactorily fed. | know
that, but for the mercy of God, | might easily have been, for any care that was taken for me, a

little robber or a little vagabond”.

12
A Christmas Carol(1843)
The Chimes(1844) The Cricket on the Hearth(1845) The Battle of Life(1846)
1848 12 19 5

The Haunted Man”

A bundle of tatters, held together by a hand, in size and form almost an infant's, but, in its
greedy, desperate little clutch, a bad old man's. A face rounded and smoothed by some
half-dozen years, but pinched and twisted by the experiences of a life. Bright eyes, but not
youthful. Naked feet, beautiful in their childish delicacy,— ugly in the blood and dirt that
cracked upon them. A baby savage, a young monster, a child who had never been a child,

a creature who might live to take the outward form of a man, but who, within, would live
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and perish a mere beast. (337)”

HM (Redlaw)

12

10)

12

As he stood rooted to the spot, possessed by fear and wonder, and imagining he heard
repeated in melancholy echoes, dying away fainter and fainter, the words, * Destroy its like in
all whom you approach!” a shrill cry reached his ears. It came, not from the passage beyond
the door, but from another part of the old building, and sounded like the cry of some one in the
dark who had lost the way.

He looked confusedly upon his hands and limbs, as if to be assured of his identity, and then
shouted in reply, loudly and wildly; for there was a strangeness and terror upon him, as if he

too were lost. (336)

... he saw with horror that, in spite of the vast intellectual distance between them, and their
being unlike each other in al physical respects, the expression on the boy's face was the

expression on his own. (364)



No mother's self-denying love,” pursued the Phantom, * no father's counsel, aided me.

A stranger came into my father's place when | was but a child, and | was easily an aien from

my mother's heart. My parents, at the best, were of that sort whose care soon ends, and whose

duty is soon done; who cast their offspring loose, early, as birds do theirs; and, if they do well,

claim the merit; and, if ill, the pity.” (332)

Such glimpses of the light of home as | had ever known, had streamed from her. How
young she was, how fair, how loving! | took her to the first poor roof that | was master of,
and made it rich. She came into the darkness of my life, and made it bright.— She is before

me!’ (ibid.)

My sister, doubly dear, doubly devoted, doubly cheerful in my home, lived on to see me
famous, and my old ambition so rewarded when its spring was broken, and then —’
Then died,” heinterposed. * Died, gentle as ever, happy, and with no concern but for her

brother.” (333)



HM 9 2

(Fanny [Frances] Dickens, 1810-48)

37

[Mrs. Henry Burnett]

... on the day of her funeral, which we passed together, | had most affecting proof of his

tender and grateful memory of her in these childish days™.

12)

| could not bear to think of myself — beyond the reach of al such honourable emulation and
success. The tears ran down my face. | felt as if my heart were rent. | prayed, when | went to
bed that night, to be lifted out of the humiliation and neglect in which | was. | never had
suffered so much before. There was no envy in this®.
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Hogarth, 1819-37)

HM

14)

1837

5

7

17

(Mary



*  Another Christmas come, another year gone! ° murmured the Chemist, with a gloomy
sigh. * More figures in the lengthening sum of recollection that we work and work at to our

torment, till Death idly jumbles al together, and rubs all out.” (324)

As he fell amusing in his chair aone, the healthy holly withered on the wall, and dropped

— dead branches. (330)

(William  Swidger) (Milly) (Philip)

Ghastly and cold, colourless in its leaden face and hands, but with his features, and his
bright eyes, and his grizzled hair, and dressed in the gloomy shadow of his dress, it came into

his terrible appearance of existence, motionless, without a sound. (330-31)

The living man, and the animated image of himself dead, might so have looked, the one
upon the other. An awful survey, in a lonely and remote part of an empty old pile of building,
on a winter night, with the loud wind going by upon its journey of mystery — whence, or
whither, no man knowing since the world began — and the stars, in unimaginable millions,

glittering through it, from eternal space, where the world's bulk is as a grain, and its hoary age
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infancy. (331)

‘ Say,” said the Spectre, is it done?

Itis!’

IT1s. And take this with you, man whom | here renounce! The gift that | have given, you
shall give again, go where you will. Without recovering yourself the power that you yielded up,
you shall henceforth destroy its like in all whom you approach. Your wisdom has
discovered that the memory of sorrow, wrong, and trouble is the lot of all mankind, and that
mankind would be the happier, in its other memories, without it. Go! Be its benefactor!’

(335-36)

HM

(Mephistopheles) (Faust)

He nodded, and the naked feet had sprung away. He came back with his lamp, locked his door
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hastily, and sat down in his chair, covering his face like one who was frightened at himself.

For now he was, indeed, alone. Alone, aone. (338)

“ The Gift Bestowed”

15)

16)

HM

Swidger)

“ The Gift Diffused”

17)

(Mrs. Sophia Tetterby)

(Edmund Denham)

(George

(370-71)

whither he went, he neither knew nor cared, so that he avoided company. The change he

felt within him made the busy streets a desert, and himself a desert, and the multitude around

- 10 -



him, in their manifold endurances and ways of life, a mighty waste of sand, which the winds
tossed into unintelligible heaps and made a ruinous confusion of. Those traces in his breast
which the Phantom had told him would * die out soon,” were not, as yet, so far upon their way
to death, but that he understood enough of what he was, and what he made of others, to desire

to be done. (361)

Shadow of myself! Spirit of my darker hours!’” cried Redlaw, in distraction. © Come back,
and haunt me day and night, but take this gift away! Or, if it must still rest with me, deprive
me of the dreadful power of giving it to others. Undo what | have done. Leave me benighted,
but restore the day to those whom | have cursed. As | have spared this woman from the first,
and as | never will go forth again, but will die here, with no hand to tend me, save this

creature's who is proof against me,— hear me!’ (374)

“ The Gift Reversed”

Beyond the boy, so that his sleeping figure lay at its feet, the Phantom stood, immovable and
silent, with its eyes upon him.

Ghastly as it was, as it had ever been, but not so cruel and relentless in its aspect — or he
thought or hoped so, as he looked upon it, trembling. It was not aone, but in its shadowy hand
it held another hand.

And whose was that? Was the form that stood beside it indeed Milly's, or but her shade and

- 11 -



picture? The quiet head was bent a little, as her manner was, and her eyes were looking
down, asif in pity, on the sleeping child. A radiant light fell on her face, but did not touch the

Phantom; for, though close beside her, it was dark and colourless as ever. (376)

9 HM

HM

... there was one thing in the Hall; to which the eyes of Redlaw, and of Milly and her
husband, and of the old man, and of the student, and his bride that was to be, were often
turned, which the shadows did not obscure or change. Deepened in its gravity by the firelight,
and gazing from the darkness of the panelled wall like life, the sedate face in the portrait, with
the beard and ruff, looked down at them from under its verdant wreath of holly, as they looked
up at it; and, clear and plain below, as if a voice had uttered them, were the words' Lord,

keep my memory green.” (398)
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19)

The Haunted Man

* Lord, keep my memory green.”

One Christmas morning,” pursued the old man, * that you come here with her — and it
began to snow, and my wife invited the young lady to walk in, and sit by the fire that is
always a-burning on Christmas Day in what used to be, before our ten poor gentlemen
commuted, our great Dinner Hall. | was there, and | recollect, as | was stirring up the blaze for
the young lady to warm her pretty feet by, she read the scroll out loud, that is underneath that
picter. “ Lord, keep my memory green!” She and my poor wife fell a-talking about it; and it's
a strange thing to think of, now, that they both said (both being so unlike to die) that it was a
good prayer, and that it was one they would put up very earnestly, if they were caled away
young, with reference to those who were dearest to them. “ My brother,” says the young
lady —* My husband,” says my poor wife.—" Lord, keep his memory of me green, and do not

let me be forgotten!”’  (390-91)
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* Philip!” said Redlaw, laying his hand upon hisarm, * | am a stricken man, on whom the
hand of Providence has falen heavily, although deservedly. You speak to me, my friend, of
what | cannot follow; my memory is gone.’

* Merciful Power!” cried the old man.

* | have lost my memory of sorrow, wrong, and trouble,” said the Chemist,’ and with that |

have lost all man would remember!” (391)

20)

“ Lord, keep my memory green!”
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