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INTRODUCTION
Wesley Stace
The Haunted House by Charles Dickens: See that combination tingling on the spine of a book and you know you’ll be sleeping with one eye open. Find out it’s a collection of Christmas ghost stories and you wonder why Hollywood never got hold of it. Ghosts, Christmas, Dickens—does it get any better?
The setup for the book bodes well: The narrator moves into a reportedly haunted house with a weird collection of domestics (a cataleptic servant who sees unexplained “eyes,” a tearful maid, and a doomed cook). Things go bump in the night. Tension mounts, the help runs off (as help does), and the narrator and his sister invite a group of friends for the Christmas holiday. The party draws lots for bedrooms and agrees to recount on Twelfth Night any otherworldly visitations.
So far, so frightening.
But if it’s a chill you’re after, or a little of the “God bless Us, Every One” Christmas spirit, or even a large dose of Dickens, then you’re looking in the wrong haunted house. (Perhaps you wanted The Haunted Man by Charles Dickens, his last Christmas book, published in the previous decade, in 1848. An easy mistake, obviously.)
Dickens did not intend The Haunted House to scare. There are no clanking chains, no ghosts of past, present, or future. Such manifestations of the spiritual realm as there are—candlesticks, the letter B— are no more than triggers for a memory in each contributor. In this house, everything’s gravy and nothing’s grave, for Dickens was after a different, more complex theme, revealed by the narrator in “The Ghost in Master B.’s Room”: “No other ghost has haunted the boy’s room, my friends, since I have occupied it, than the ghost of my own childhood, the ghost of my own innocence, the ghost of my own airy belief.”
ALL THE YEAR ROUND
The Haunted House was originally published not as a book but as the Christmas 1859 issue of Dickens’s newly founded journal All the Year  Round.
That year Dickens, forty-seven, had just completed his midlife crisis: The ghosts haunting him were many. His wife left him when a bracelet intended for Ellen Ternan, the girlfriend whom he had met in 1857, was mistakenly delivered to their family home. Dickens had hoped for an easy settlement, but he became outraged by rumors spread by his wife’s family that Ternan was his mistress, so he ended negotiations.
Against the advice of friends, he published a statement of innocence on the front of Household Words, the journal he had edited for nine years. The statement was reproduced in all the newspapers, with the exception of Punch, which was owned by Dickens’s own publisher, Bradbury and Evans. Furious, Dickens determined to break with the firm, immediately planning another journal when it refused to sell him its shares in Household Words . In the span of two years, then, he had lost his wife, his publisher, and his weekly employment.
All the Year Round was his eighteenth attempt at a title for the new venture. (He had originally favored Household Harmony until his biographer John Forster persuaded him otherwise.) The first issue, in April, saw the start of the serialization of A Tale of Two Cities, and  Great Expectations was to follow eighteen months later. But that December, the readers—a “sober congregation” with “sober tastes,” according to Percy Fitzgerald in his eyewitness account “Memories of Charles Dickens”—were eagerly awaiting the first Christmas number of the new journal, which had become “necessary reading in cultivated middle class households.” A Christmas Carol had made Dickens the undisputed champion of the season, but in 1850, needing new inspiration after five Christmas books, he hit on the idea of a bumper issue of his journal instead of a single book.
A regular issue of All the Year Round was twenty-four pages, six inches by nine and a quarter, in small, close print in double columns, with no illustrations—a tribute to the eyesight of Dickens’s readers, since, by today’s standards, it is almost unreadable. The Christmas numbers, however, were a holiday gift at twice the number of pages, with the contents rarely containing any clue as to authorship. The cost was four-pence and sales were outstanding. Forster said, “Dickens never had such sale for any of his writings as for his Christmas pieces. . . . [Sales] had reached before he died, to nearly three hundred thousand.”1
The sections of these holiday editions that were written by Dickens himself have often been excerpted and reprinted as Christmas Stories (although this in itself is somewhat muddling, since few of them have anything to do with Christmas). The danger of printing these pieces out of context is obvious: The stories weren’t intended to stand outside their framing devices, where they shared equal status with the other anonymous contributions. As a result, readers—and even scholars— have been directed down a critical blind alley. In a paper presented at an academic conference and entitled “Dickens, the Haunting Man,” Steven O’Connor says of The Haunted House, “The end of the story is very curious. Dickens sets up a structure in which a number of inhabitants of an allegedly haunted house agree to render their accounts of what has happened to them sleeping in various rooms. In fact, however, this anthology is never supplied, and we get only the narrator’s account. . . . The end of the story . . . never reconnects with its story-telling frame.”2
To assume that the parts of The Haunted House typically reprinted today are all that there ever was of The Haunted House is an easy mistake: It is almost impossible for a contemporary reader to find out the contents of the Christmas numbers aside from those parts certainly written by Dickens, let alone who contributed which item.3 In 1971, for instance, The New York Times reprinted, as a Dickens story, an abridged version of “What Christmas Is in the Company of John Doe” from the Christmas number of 1851. The piece, unfortunately for the Gray Lady, was written by George Augustus Sala.4
A HAUNTED HOUSE
The year 1859 found Dickens in the middle of a running battle with the spiritualist William Howitt, the “arch rapper among the rappers,” as Dickens called him. (Though this might be quite a compliment today, in the nineteenth century a rapper was anyone who claimed to receive messages from the dead.) In their argument, we find the genesis of The Haunted House .
Howitt, protective of all things supernatural, contacted Dickens to complain about a skeptical piece in All the Year Round. Dickens professed himself “perfectly unprejudiced and impressible on the subject [of ghosts] ”5 and suggested: “If you know of any haunted house whatsoever within the limits of the United Kingdom where nobody can live, eat, drink, sit, stand, lie, or sleep, without spirit-molestation, I believe I can produce a gentleman who will readily try its effect in his own person.”6
Howitt offered a list of such houses, to which Dickens responded, “My friend . . . has an idea of taking the haunted House at Cheshunt. . . . Can you tell me to whom application should be made about it?” 7
Dickens and three companions went to the house. They interviewed the oldest inhabitant, who said the house hadn’t had a reputation for ghosts for thirty years. Dickens and company had a large dinner and returned home. They found nothing worse than “a rat, and a servant (one Frank by name) said to have had a skilful habit of poaching for rabbits at untimely hours.” 8
This is the background for “The Mortals in the House,” the conductor’s overture to The Haunted House. The “goggle-eyed gentleman of a perplexed aspect” whom the narrator meets on the train is cut from the Howitt cloth: “a Rapper: one of a sect for (some of) whom I have the highest respect, but whom I don’t believe in.” The narrator has some fun at this gentleman’s expense and then alights at his stop. Here, “under none of the accredited ghostly circumstances, and environed by none of the conventional ghostly surroundings,” he finds the “avoided house.” Dickens (a man who could name a house, bleak or otherwise, as evocatively as anyone) chooses to call it “the Poplars,” which is disappointingly surburban.
Like a good Fortean, he immediately analyzes the institution of the haunted house, interviewing the locals, one of whom, a young man named Ikey, speaks of a “ ’ooded woman with a howl.” (The only transmigration here is the aspirate.) The narrator is skeptical, noting that such ghosts are only ever seen by a friend of a friend, and that the locals know that such myths are good for business. In the event, the bumps in the night turn out to be of very human agency: “we were at our ghostliest whenever [Ikey] came up in the evening to comfort the servants.” When the narrator politely threatens Ikey, the noises stop.
In all of this, we find Dickens playing at Scrooge, with the crucial difference that when Ebenezer attributes the appearance of Marley’s ghost to a digestive disorder, he is wrong.
THE CONDUCTOR AND HIS ORCHESTRA
Only Dickens’s most reliable ghostwriters—two men, three women— were granted admission to The Haunted House.
After an experiment for the Christmas number in 1857, when he wrote  The Perils of Certain English Prisoners in collaboration with Wilkie Collins, Dickens returned to the familiar format of multiple collaborators for A House to Let in 1858. The writers were Elizabeth Gaskell, Adelaide Anne Procter, Wilkie Collins, and Dickens himself. One year later, only George Augustus Sala (a regular to the journal) and Hesba Stretton (“a new lady, who had rarely [if ever] tried her hand before”)9 were added to the lineup for The Haunted House. Dickens wanted a strong showing for the first Christmas number of the new journal he had worked so hard to promote, and in some respects he got it.
In his invitation for contributions, Dickens set out his idea: Each story should show that the house was haunted not by ghosts, but by the memories of the guests, each of whom occupies a different room in the house. “You are left entirely free to have any kind of plot or form of story telling you prefer,” he directed.10
On November 20, 1859, he wrote that he was in “a state of temporary insanity (Annual) with the Xmas No.” He didn’t expect to be out of it “for ten days or a fortnight to come.”11 Gathering the contributions had become a burden, and five days later he was complaining bitterly: “As yet not a story has come to me in the least belonging to the idea (the simplest in the world; which I myself described in writing, in the most elaborate manner): and everyone of them turns, by a strange fatality, on a criminal trial!”12
This was Dickensian exaggeration, but it is easy to feel the conductor’s frustration. He had supplied a grand theme, but the submissions were not able to bear its weight. Ruth Glancy has written of “the dangers Dickens braved in erecting bookends for other writers to fill, since the others could sustain neither the narrative voice (or voices) nor the theme of moral regeneration through forgiveness.”13 It’s easy to sympathize when Dickens, explaining his final abandonment of the Christmas numbers, writes: “I became weary of having my own writing swamped by that of other people.” 14
Those “other people”—the orchestra—did what they could, but it was not enough for their conductor.
Wilkie Collins was Dickens’s most frequent and reliable collaborator. Since November of 1859 the “sober congregation” had been enjoying the serialization of his psychological thriller The Woman in White . Collins’s contribution, “The Ghost in the Cupboard Room,” starts to whip up the necessary suspense as the narrator sees his “own life burning down with the candle by my side,” but never quite fulfills its early promise. On the other hand, its brevity ensures that Dickens could not claim of it, as he did of Collins’s most enduring book, The  Moonstone, that “the construction is wearisome beyond endurance, and there is a vein of obstinate conceit in it that makes enemies of readers.” 15 Nevertheless, in the following year’s Christmas special, A Mes sage from the Sea, only Collins reappeared.
Dickens had been profoundly affected by Mrs. Gaskell’s first novel, Mary Barton: A Tale of Manchester Life (1848), and urgently sought her contributions. When she soon let it be known that she resented “any meddling with her work,” however, Dickens realized he had “caught a Tartar.” According to Percy Fitzgerald, she “had the fullest confidence in her own powers, haughtily dealt with Dickens as equal to equal, and would not ‘stand any nonsense’ where her rights were concerned.” 16 She became a regular contributor to his journals, although eventually she sent her best work to The Cornhill, where the pay was better and she was spared the rigors of weekly serialization. “The Ghost in the Garden Room” picks up Dickens’s theme better than most of the other contributions, as the family idly gazes “into the bright flames as if they saw in it pictures of what they had once hoped their lives would have been.” Later published as “The Crooked Branch” in  Right at Last and Other Tales (1860), it has the feel of the story behind an elusive old murder ballad.
As The New York Times’s mistaken attribution attests, George Augustus Sala’s skill as a Dickens imitator was quite refined. “The Ghost in the Double Room” functions as comic relief, although this is not meant to imply that it is funny; it reads rather like a rejected Gilbert and Sullivan patter song. Dickens’s description of Alfred Starling, the narrating guest—“an uncommonly agreeable young fellow . . . who pretends to be ‘fast.’ . . . I am in hopes . . . that his Banker may break . . . for, I am convinced that if he could only be ruined, his fortune is made”—may be a sly comment on Sala himself.
Hesba Stretton (whose real name was Sarah Smith—Hesba was an acronym of the names of her brothers and sisters) found huge success in 1867 with Jessica’s First Prayer, a sentimental story of a waif ’s first awakening to the meaning of religion. The preeminent writer of Victorian evangelical fiction, Stretton was also known for her sharp business tactics; she often negotiated face-to-face with her publishers.17 Her genre was the “street waif ” tale; her stories were moral and her children Dickensian, in the most mawkish sense. The effect is that of reading the death of Little Nell over and over again, with added God. In her most successful book, Stretton does not in fact kill Jessica off, though she gets very close, and the girl’s first prayer (“Oh God! I want to know about you. And please pay Mr. Dan’el for all the warm coffee he’s give me”18 ) is eventually answered with Daniel’s conversion. Jessica’s First Prayer sold one and a half million copies to an eager congregation.
While Tennyson was writing for Dickens’s competition, Bradbury and Evans’s Once a Week, Adelaide Anne Procter was the major contributor of verse to All the Year Round. Most familiar for her weepie poem “A Lost Chord,” famously given a tune by Arthur Sullivan, Procter had first offered Dickens work (and been published) under the name Mary Berwick for fear that Dickens would be swayed by the fact that her father was his friend the poet Barry Cornwall. In his preface to her Legends and Lyrics, Dickens reports, “she had said at home, ‘If I send him, in my own name, verses that he does not honestly like, either it will be very painful to him to return them, or he will print them for papa’s sake, and not for their own.’ ” Dickens appreciated this sensitivity: “Perhaps it requires an Editor’s experience of the profoundly unreasonable grounds on which he is often urged to accept unsuitable articles—such as having been to school with the writer’s husband’s brother-in-law, or having lent an alpenstock in Switzerland to the writer’s wife’s nephew, when that interesting stranger had broken his own—fully to appreciate the delicacy and the self-respect of this resolution.”
He had earlier written to her: “You have given me so much pleasure, and have made me shed so many tears.” Her power, and Dickens’s empathy with the common reader, remains undiminished to this day, as a recent letter from my mother reveals: “Perhaps this poem [“The Ghost in the Picture Room,” later published as “A Legend of Provence”] is too sentimental, but not for this reader who loved every word. I insisted on reading parts of it aloud, not with great success because I was crying too much.”19
Dickens had intended the guests to be haunted only by their pasts, with the house innocent of being anything more than the occasion of these memories. The contributions vary tremendously in relevance to this promising theme, but Dickens, in his bizarre and unsettling tale of a child’s imagined harem, leads the way when he refers to “lying down and rising up with the skeleton allotted to me for my mortal companion.” It is the only truly frightening image in the book.
In “The Mortals in the House,” the narrator remembers seeing his father’s ghost, and says, “He was alive and well, and nothing ever came of it.” In “The Ghost in Master B.’s Room,” he sees his father again, in his own face in the shaving mirror. Master B. appears—an actual ghost—and leads the narrator, “Christmas Carol” style, back to his schooldays, to an episode that culminates with the narrator being told that his father has suddenly died. The death wrenches the narrator from his prelapsarian idyll of free sexual imaginings, as he is “sent to a great, cold, bare, school of big boys”; “the Seraglio vanished; from that moment, I never again saw one of the eight of the fairest of the daughters of men.”
Dickens is striving for something special in his two pieces, as the rational modern man of “The Mortals in the House” confronts the nightmares of his own past in “The Ghost in Master B.’s Room” and finds, to his horror, that the skeletons in his own cupboard rattle louder than any in the supposedly haunted house. His skepticism, he finds, is no defense.
The Haunted House ends rather too happily with a marriage (the two lovers have been “haunted” by each other throughout Christmas), an engagement (the unlikely combination of the fictional counterparts of Sala and Procter), a Christian homily, and no ghosts whatsoever.
A few years later, Dickens was offering one hundred pounds to any friend who could come up with a good framing device. Publicly he claimed that the Christmas numbers had become too often imitated and were in danger of becoming boring, but privately, he wrote, “[They] are so profoundly unsatisfactory after all with the introduced Stories and their want of cohesion or originality, that I fear I am sick of the thing.”20
In 1868, Dickens gave his final word on the Christmas ghost stories when he named the most terrifying revenant of all: “I shall have to turn to—ha! ha! ha!—to—ha! ha! ha! (more sepulchrally than before)— the—the CHRISTMAS NUMBER!!! I feel as if I had murdered a Christmas number years ago (perhaps I did!) and its ghost perpetually haunted me.”21
WESLEY STACE is the author of the novel Misfortune. Under the name John Wesley Harding, he has recorded more than a dozen albums, most recently  Adam’s Apple. He lives in Brooklyn.
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE

THE MORTALS IN THE HOUSE
Charles Dickens
Under none of the accredited ghostly circumstances, and environed by none of the conventional ghostly surroundings, did I first make acquaintance with the house which is the subject of this Christmas piece. I saw it in the daylight, with the sun upon it. There was no wind, no rain, no lightning, no thunder, no awful or unwonted circumstance, of any kind, to heighten its effect. More than that: I had come to it direct from a railway station; it was not more than a mile distant from the railway station; and, as I stood outside the house, looking back upon the way I had come, I could see the goods train running smoothly along the embankment in the valley. I will not say that everything was utterly common-place, because I doubt if anything can be that, except to utterly common-place people—and there my vanity steps in; but, I will take it on myself to say that anybody might see the house as I saw it, any fine autumn morning.
The manner of my lighting on it was this.
I was travelling towards London out of the North, intending to stop by the way, to look at the house. My health required a temporary residence in the country; and a friend of mine who knew that, and who had happened to drive past the house, had written to me to suggest it as a likely place. I had got into the train at midnight, and had fallen asleep, and had woke up and had sat looking out of the window at the brilliant Northern Lights in the sky, and had fallen asleep again, and had woke up again to find the night gone, with the usual discontented conviction on me that I hadn’t been to sleep at all;—upon which question, in the first imbecility of that condition, I am ashamed to believe that I would have done wager by battle with the man who sat opposite me. That opposite man had had, through the night—as that opposite man always has—several legs too many, and all of them too long. In addition to this unreasonable conduct (which was only to be expected of him), he had had a pencil and a pocket-book, and had been perpetually listening and taking notes. It had appeared to me that these aggravating notes related to the jolts and bumps of the carriage, and I should have resigned myself to his taking them, under a general supposition that he was in the civil-engineering way of life, if he had not sat staring straight over my head whenever he listened. He was a goggle-eyed gentleman of a perplexed aspect, and his demeanour became unbearable.
It was a cold, dead morning (the sun not being up yet), and when I had out-watched the paling light of the fires of the iron country, and the curtain of heavy smoke that hung at once between me and the stars and between me and the day, I turned to my fellow-traveller and said:
“I beg your pardon, sir, but do you observe anything particular in me?” For, really, he appeared to be taking down, either my travelling-cap or my hair, with a minuteness that was a liberty.
The goggle-eyed gentleman withdrew his eyes from behind me, as if the back of the carriage were a hundred miles off, and said, with a lofty look of compassion for my insignificance:
“In you, sir?—B.”
“B, sir?” said I, growing warm.
“I have nothing to do with you, sir,” returned the gentleman; “pray let me listen—O.”
He enunciated this vowel after a pause, and noted it down.
At first I was alarmed, for an Express lunatic and no communication with the guard, is a serious position. The thought came to my relief that the gentleman might be what is popularly called a Rapper: one of a sect for (some of) whom I have the highest respect, but whom I don’t believe in. I was going to ask him the question, when he took the bread out of my mouth.
“You will excuse me,” said the gentleman, contemptuously, “if I am too much in advance of common humanity to trouble myself at all about it. I have passed the night—as indeed I pass the whole of my time now—in spiritual intercourse.”
“Oh!” said I, something snappishly.
“The conferences of the night began,” continued the gentleman, turning several leaves of his note-book, “with this message: ‘Evil communications corrupt good manners.’ ”
“Sound,” said I; “but, absolutely new?”
“New from spirits,” returned the gentleman.
I could only repeat my rather snappish “Oh!” and ask if I might be favoured with the last communication?
“ ‘A bird in the hand,’ ” said the gentleman, reading his last entry with great solemnity, “ ‘is worth two in the Bosh.’ ”
“Truly I am of the same opinion,” said I; “but shouldn’t it be Bush?”
“It came to me, Bosh,” returned the gentleman.
The gentleman then informed me that the spirit of Socrates had delivered this special revelation in the course of the night. “My friend, I hope you are pretty well. There are two in this railway carriage. How do you do? There are seventeen thousand four hundred and seventy-nine spirits here, but you cannot see them. Pythagoras is here. He is not at liberty to mention it, but hopes you like travelling.” Galileo likewise had dropped in, with this scientific intelligence. “I am glad to see you, amico. Come sta? Water will freeze when it is cold enough. Addio! ” In the course of the night, also, the following phenomena had occurred. Bishop Butler had insisted on spelling his name, “Bubler,” for which offence against orthography and good manners he had been dismissed as out of temper. John Milton (suspected of wilful mystification) had repudiated the authorship of Paradise Lost, and had introduced, as joint authors of that poem, two Unknown gentlemen, respectively named Grungers and Scadgingtone. And Prince Arthur, nephew of King John of England, had described himself as tolerably comfortable in the seventh circle, where he was learning to paint on velvet, under the direction of Mrs. Trimmer and Mary Queen of Scots.
If this should meet the eye of the gentleman who favoured me with these disclosures, I trust he will excuse my confessing that the sight of the rising sun, and the contemplation of the magnificent Order of the vast Universe, made me impatient of them. In a word, I was so impatient of them, that I was mightily glad to get out at the next station, and to exchange these clouds and vapours for the free air of Heaven.
By that time it was a beautiful morning. As I walked away among such leaves as had already fallen from the golden, brown, and russet trees; and as I looked around me on the wonders of Creation, and thought of the steady, unchanging, and harmonious laws by which they are sustained; the gentleman’s spiritual intercourse seemed to me as poor a piece of journey-work as ever this world saw. In which heathen state of mind, I came within view of the house, and stopped to examine it attentively.
It was a solitary house, standing in a sadly neglected garden: a pretty even square of some two acres. It was a house of about the time of George the Second; as stiff, as cold, as formal, and in as bad taste, as could possibly be desired by the most loyal admirer of the whole quartett of Georges. It was uninhabited, but had, within a year or two, been cheaply repaired to render it habitable; I say cheaply, because the work had been done in a surface manner, and was already decaying as to the paint and plaster, though the colours were fresh. A lop-sided board drooped over the garden wall, announcing that it was “to let on very reasonable terms, well furnished.” It was much too closely and heavily shadowed by trees, and, in particular, there were six tall poplars before the front windows, which were excessively melancholy, and the site of which had been extremely ill chosen.
It was easy to see that it was an avoided house—a house that was shunned by the village, to which my eye was guided by a church spire some half a mile off—a house that nobody would take. And the natural inference was, that it had the reputation of being a haunted house.
No period within the four-and-twenty hours of day and night, is so solemn to me, as the early morning. In the summer time, I often rise very early, and repair to my room to do a day’s work before breakfast, and I am always on those occasions deeply impressed by the stillness and solitude around me. Besides that there is something awful in the being surrounded by familiar faces asleep—in the knowledge that those who are dearest to us and to whom we are dearest, are profoundly unconscious of us, in an impassive state anticipative of that mysterious condition to which we are all tending—the stopped life, the broken threads of yesterday, the deserted seat, the closed book, the unfinished but abandoned occupation, all are images of Death. The tranquillity of the hour is the tranquillity of Death. The colour and the chill have the same association. Even a certain air that familiar household objects take upon them when they first emerge from the shadows of the night into the morning, of being newer, and as they used to be long ago, has its counterpart in the subsidence of the worn face of maturity or age, in death, into the old youthful look. Moreover, I once saw the apparition of my father, at this hour. He was alive and well, and nothing ever came of it, but I saw him in the daylight, sitting with his back towards me, on a seat that stood beside my bed. His head was resting on his hand, and whether he was slumbering or grieving, I could not discern. Amazed to see him there, I sat up, moved my position, leaned out of bed, and watched him. As he did not move, I spoke to him more than once. As he did not move then, I became alarmed and laid my hand upon his shoulder, as I thought—and there was no such thing.
For all these reasons, and for others less easily and briefly statable, I find the early morning to be my most ghostly time. Any house would be more or less haunted, to me, in the early morning; and a haunted house could scarcely address me to greater advantage than then.
I walked on into the village, with the desertion of this house upon my mind, and I found the landlord of the little inn, sanding his door-step. I bespoke breakfast, and broached the subject of the house.
“Is it haunted?” I asked.
The landlord looked at me, shook his head, and answered, “I say nothing.”
“Then it is haunted?”
“Well!” cried the landlord, in an outburst of frankness that had the appearance of desperation—“I wouldn’t sleep in it.”
“Why not?”
“If I wanted to have all the bells in a house ring, with nobody to ring ’em; and all the doors in a house bang with nobody to bang ’em; and all sorts of feet treading about with no feet there; why then,” said the landlord, “I’d sleep in that house.”
“Is anything seen there?”
The landlord looked at me again, and then, with his former appearance of desperation, called down his stable-yard for “Ikey!”
The call produced a high-shouldered young fellow, with a round red face, a short crop of sandy hair, a very broad humorous mouth, a turned-up nose, and a great sleeved waistcoat of purple bars with mother-of-pearl buttons, that seemed to be growing upon him, and to be in a
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