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Confessions of a Bookworm
Soon to be orphaned by old November, winter's frosty impresario, then quickly removed of any sense of moral obligation from pilgrims, Indians, turkeys, cranberry sauce, yams and pumpkin pie -indigestion briefly will serve as our national pastime--and then largely inconspicuous in the company of December, a month in which mankind is always besieged by an excess of merriment, generosity and good will, not to mention the sniffles, the kerchooing left and right, as the indomitable flu bug buzzes about, and the national debt haunts the country like a mad ghost, and the homeless walk the streets of our cities, hungry and cold, shameful testimonies to the corruption of the human heart, I will be compelled to read Charles Dickens' A Christmas Carol.
Not in the least is the book diminished by my familiarity with it. On the contrary, it improves, grows more spontaneous, more delightful with each new reading. I can't explain the book's hold on me. But here I am again reading up on Bob Cratchit and Ebenezer Scrooge. And again, as I was last year and the year before, I come away astonished, a perfect fool, mouth agape over its splendid narrative. At a loss to predict its preposterous events. Haunted by both its grotesqueness and beauty, the ghostly face of Jacob Marley pops out at me from doorknobs. At night, the lights out, in bed I hear the rattle of chains, the footsteps up the stairs.
The book has sharp teeth. Have it a go, if you've half a mind. Let the tale have its way. And know that Mr. Scrooge is ever himself. He hasn't changed a lick. Grumpy and stingy and glaring at the world. A despicable old curmudgeon. Though much of him is tempered by our seasonal benevolence. So much so his humbug tickles the mind. His ghosts haunt us, frighten us with their antics, howl and rattle their chains in the night. The moon up there, the next time you see it, that's Mr. scrooge's moon, and the stars are the stars of Charles Dickens' A Christmas Carol. Brighter and more beautiful with each new reading. The scents of a Christmas dinner are from the kitchens of Victorian England. We can almost taste the chestnuts, the goose, the oysters and plum pudding.
And the voices in the story are the voices we hear on subways and buses. They charm us, excite our sense of imagination. The words intermingle with our own thoughts. And at some turn, when we least expect it, the words become our thoughts. Change us in a way we never thought possible. And isn't that what we want out of this little book, this miniature classic of literature? isn't that why we can't put it down?
How it holds us close and whispers in our ears the secrets we want to hear. Confesses our sins. Cries in the hand like a bird with a broken wing. Or murmurs some sweet nothing which takes our breaths away. This tiny book which each year comes alive. Feels warm to the touch when we lift it off the shelf. A tinge of bliss renders the hand numb.
The opening of the book, like an old creaky door swung wide by some unearthly wind, delights as nothing else. And as we read, gently turning the pages like the hands of an antique clock, just to determine if its inner workings are functioning properly, the book squeezes our hand. The words peer inside us.
The chapters at times resemble a long winding staircase. The words bite us like spiders. Their venom the ingredients of a truth serum. Under our noses, the original impulses which gave birth to this remarkable work beat their wings like birds and shriek at us.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19689 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!