
















Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, 

Scrooge! A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, 
scraping, clutching, covetous, old sinner! 

Hard and sharp as flint… 

Secret and self-contained, and solitary as an oyster! 

The cold within him froze his old features, 

nipped his pointed nose, shrivelled his cheek, 

stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, his thin lips 
blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. 

He carried his own low temperature always about 

him; 
External heat & cold had little influence on Scrooge. 

No warmth could warm, no wintry weather chill him;

No wind that blew was bitterer than he, 

no falling snow was more intent upon its purpose; 



Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say,

“My dear Scrooge, how are you?

When will you come to see me?”

No beggars implored him to bestow a trifle,

No children asked him for the time.

Even the blind men's dogs appeared to know him,

and when they saw him coming would

tug their owners into doorways and up courts.

But what did Scrooge care?

It was the very thing he liked.

To edge his way along the crowded paths of life,

warning all human sympathy to keep its distance”









For God so loved the world that he gave his one and

only Son, that whoever believes in him shall not

perish but have eternal life. For God did not send his

Son into the world to condemn the world, but to save

the world through him. Therefore whoever believes in

him is not condemned, but whoever does not

believe stands condemned already because they

have not believed in the name of God’s one and

only Son. This is the verdict: Light has come into the

world, but people loved darkness instead of light

because their deeds were evil. Everyone who does

evil hates the light, and will not come into the light

for fear that their deeds will be exposed. But

whoever lives by the truth comes into the light, so

that it may be seen plainly that what they have done
has been done in the sight of God















“Lord Jesus Christ.

I need you.

I am sorry for my sins.

I know I cannot save myself.

Thank you for dying on the cross
for me.

Please wash my sins away.

I welcome your HS into my heart.

As best as I know how,
I give you my life.

Amen”


