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1.  “His [Dickens‟s] power of description have never been enough esteemed.  The storm in which 

Steerforth is wrecked, in Copperfield; the sunset before Tigg is murdered by Jonas Chuzzlewit; 

and the French road from Dijon in Dombey and Son, and numbers of other such bits, are quite 

unrivalled in their way.”  (Ruskin XXXV 303) 

 

2.  “The glory of the departing sun was on his [Tigg‟s] face.  The music of the birds was in his 

ears.  Sweet wild flowers bloomed about him.  Thatched roofs of poor men's homes were in 

the distance; and an old grey spire, surmounted by a Cross, rose up between him and the 

coming night.  

He had never read the lesson which these things conveyed; he had ever mocked and turned 

away from it; but, before going down into a hollow place, he looked round, once, upon the 

evening prospect, sorrowfully.  Then he went down, down, down, into the dell. 

It brought him to the wood; a close, thick, shadowy wood, through which the path went 

winding on, dwindling away into a slender sheeptrack.  He paused before entering; for the 

stillness of this spot almost daunted him. 

The last rays of the sun were shining in, aslant, making a path of golden light along the stems 

and branches in its range, which, even as he looked, began to die away, yielding gently to the 

twilight that came creeping on.  It was so very quiet that the soft and stealthy moss about the 

trunks of some old trees, seemed to have grown out of the silence, and to be its proper offspring.  

Those other trees which were subdued by blasts of wind in winter time, had not quite tumbled 

down, but being caught by others, lay all bare and scathed across their leafy arms, as if 

unwilling to disturb the general repose by the crash of their fall.  Vistas of silence opened 

everywhere, into the heart and innermost recesses of the wood; beginning with the likeness of 

an aisle, a cloister, or a ruin open to the sky; then tangling off into a deep green rustling mystery, 

through which gnarled trunks, and twisted boughs, and ivy-covered stems, and trembling leaves, 

and bark-stripped bodies of old trees stretched out at length, were faintly seen in beautiful 

confusion.”  (Martin Chuzzlewit 617-18)  
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3.  “The lamps, gleaming on the medley of horses' heads, jumbled with the shadowy driver, and the 

fluttering of his cloak, made a thousand indistinct shapes, answering to his thoughts.  Shadows 

of familiar people, stooping at their desks and books, in their remembered attitudes; strange 

apparitions of the man whom he was flying from, or of Edith; repetitions in the ringing bells 

and rolling wheels, of words that had been spoken; confusions of time and place, making last 

night a month ago, a month ago last night - home now distant beyond hope, now instantly 

accessible; commotion, discord, hurry, darkness, and confusion in his mind, and all around him.  

- Hallo!  Hi!  away at a gallop over the black landscape; dust and dirt flying like spray, the 

smoking horses snorting and plunging as if each of them were ridden by a demon, away in a 

frantic triumph on the dark road - whither?”  (Dombey and Son 739)  

 

4.  “The air struck chill and comfortless, as it breathed upon him [Carker].  There was a heavy 

dew; and, hot as he was, it made him shiver.  After a glance at the place where he had walked 

last night, and at the signal-lights burning feebly in the morning, and bereft of their significance, 

he turned to where the sun was rising, and beheld it, in its glory, as it broke upon the scene. 

      So awful, so transcendent in its beauty, so divinely solemn.  As he cast his faded eyes upon 

it, where it rose, tranquil and serene, unmoved by all the wrong and wickedness on which its 

beams had shone since the beginning of the world, who shall say that some weak sense of virtue 

upon Earth, and its reward in Heaven, did not manifest itself, even to him?  If ever he 

remembered sister or brother with a touch of tenderness and remorse, who shall say it was not 

then? 

      He needed some such touch then.  Death was on him.  He was marked off from the living 

world, and going down into his grave.”  (Dombey and Son 748)  

 

5.  “It was a murky confusion - here and there blotted with a colour like the colour of the smoke 

from damp fuel - of flying clouds, tossed up into most remarkable heaps, suggesting greater 

heights in the clouds than there were depths below them to the bottom of the deepest hollows in 

the earth, through which the wild moon seemed to plunge headlong, as if, in a dread disturbance 

of the laws of nature, she had lost her way and were frightened.  […]  

      The tremendous sea itself, when I could find sufficient pause to look at it, in the agitation of 

the blinding wind, the flying stones and sand, and the awful noise, confounded me.  As the 

high watery walls came rolling in, and, at their highest, tumbled into surf, they looked as if the 

least would engulf the town.  As the receding wave swept back with a hoarse roar, it seemed to 

scoop out deep caves in the beach, as if its purpose were to undermine the earth.  When some 

white-headed billows thundered on, and dashed themselves to pieces before they reached the 
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land, every fragment of the late whole seemed possessed by the full might of its wrath, rushing 

to be gathered to the composition of another monster.  Undulating hills were changed to 

valleys, undulating valleys (with a solitary storm-bird sometimes skimming through them) were 

lifted up to hills; masses of water shivered and shook the beach with a booming sound; every 

shape tumultuously rolled on, as soon as made, to change its shape and place, and beat another 

shape and place away; the ideal shore on the horizon, with its towers and buildings, rose and 

fell; the clouds fell fast and thick; I seemed to see a rending and upheaving of all nature.  […]  

      I was very much depressed in spirits; very solitary; and felt an uneasiness […].  There was 

that jumble in my thoughts and recollections, that I had lost the clear arrangement of time and 

distance.”  (David Copperfield 792-795) 

 

6.  “It was pretty late in the autumn of the year, when the declining sun struggling through the mist 

which had obscured it all day, looked brightly down upon a little Wiltshire village, within an 

easy journey of the fair old town of Salisbury. 

Like a sudden flash of memory or spirit kindling up the mind of an old man, it shed a glory 

upon the scene, in which its departed youth and freshness seemed to live again.  The wet grass 

sparkled in the light; the scanty patches of verdure in the hedges - where a few green twigs yet 

stood together bravely, resisting to the last the tyranny of nipping winds and early frosts - took 

heart and brightened up; the stream which had been dull and sullen all day long, broke out into 

a cheerful smile; the birds began to chirp and twitter on the naked boughs, as though the 

hopeful creatures half believed that winter had gone by, and spring had come already.  The 

vane upon the tapering spire of the old church glistened from its lofty station in sympathy with 

the general gladness; and from the ivy-shaded windows such gleams of light shone back upon 

the glowing sky, that it seemed as if the quiet buildings were the hoarding-place of twenty 

summers, and all their ruddiness and warmth were stored within.  […]  

An evening wind uprose too, and the slighter branches cracked and rattled as they moved, in 

skeleton dances, to its moaning music.  The withering leaves no longer quiet, hurried to and 

fro in search of shelter from its chill pursuit; the labourer unyoked his horses, and with head 

bent down, trudged briskly home beside them; and from the cottage windows lights began to 

glance and wink upon the darkening fields.”  (Martin Chuzzlewit 6-7)  

 

7.  “It was a lovely evening in the spring-time of the year; and in the soft stillness of the twilight, all 

nature was very calm and beautiful.  The day had been fine and warm; but at the coming on of 

night, the air grew cool, and in the mellowing distance smoke was rising gently from the 

cottage chimneys.  There were a thousand pleasant scents diffused around, from young leaves 

and fresh buds; the cuckoo had been singing all day long, and was but just now hushed; the 
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smell of earth newly-upturned, first breath of hope to the first labourer after his garden withered, 

was fragrant in the evening breeze.  It was a time when most men cherish good resolves, and 

sorrow for the wasted past; when most men, looking on the shadows as they gather, think of 

that evening which must close on all, and that to-morrow which has none beyond. 

„Precious dull,‟ said Mr Jonas, looking about.  „It's enough to make a man go melancholy 

mad.‟”  (Martin Chuzzlewit 284)  

 

8.  “To one unaccustomed to such scenes, this is a very striking time on shipboard.  Afterwards, 

and when its novelty had long worn off, it never ceased to have a peculiar interest and charm 

for me.  […] At first, too, and even when the hour, and all the objects it exalts, have come to 

be familiar, it is difficult, alone and thoughtful, to hold them to their proper shapes and forms.  

They change with the wandering fancy; assume the semblance of things left far away; put on 

the well-remembered aspect of favourite places dearly loved; and even people them with 

shadows.  Streets, houses, rooms; figures so like their usual occupants, that they have startled 

me by their reality, which far exceeded, as it seemed to me, all power of mine to conjure up the 

absent; have, many and many a time, at such an hour, grown suddenly out of objects with 

whose real look, and use, and purpose, I was as well acquainted as with my own two hands.”  

(American Notes 19) 

 

9.  “Here!  Free from that cramped prison called the earth, and out upon the waste of waters.  

Here, roaring, raging, shrieking, howling, all night long.  […] 

On, on, on, over the countless miles of angry space roll the long heaving billows.  

Mountains and caves are here, and yet are not; for what is now the one, is now the other; then 

all is but a boiling heap of rushing water.  Pursuit, and flight, and mad return of wave on wave, 

and savage struggle, ending in a spouting-up of foam that whitens the black night; incessant 

change of place, and form, and hue; constancy in nothing, but eternal strife; on, on, on, they roll, 

and darker grows the night, and louder howls the wind, and more clamorous and fierce become 

the million voices in the sea, when the wild cry goes forth upon the storm „A ship!‟”   (Martin 

Chuzzlewit 212)  

  

10.  “[…] for instance, in Alton Locke,  

„They rowed her in across the rolling foam -   

The cruel, crawling foam.‟  

The foam is not cruel, neither does it crawl.  The state of mind which attributes to it these 

characters of a living creature is one in which the reason is unhinged by grief.  All violent 

feelings have the same effect.  They produce in us a falseness in all our impressions of 
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external things, which I would generally characterize as the „pathetic fallacy.‟”  (Ruskin V 

205) 

  

11.  “Objects, with Dickens, take their hue from the thoughts of his characters. […] If the character 

is happy, the stones, flowers, and clouds must be happy too; if he is sad, nature must weep with 

him.”  (Taine 586) 

 

12.  “[…] when he [Ruskin] tries to think of the scene divorced from ordinary human associations, 

„a scene in some aboriginal forest on the New Continent,‟ a „sudden blankness and chill … 

were cast upon it‟ […].  Typically, Ruskin‟s astonishingly precise vision is never quite literal; 

the power of the moment depended on what was not visible, on the fact that „those very 

springing flowers and ever flowing streams had been dyed by the deep colours of human 

endurance, valour and virtue.‟”  (Levine 140) 

  

13.  “It would be difficult to say why, or how - though it was possibly from having heard and read 

so much about it - but the effect on me was disappointment.  Looking towards the setting sun, 

there lay, stretched out before my view, a vast expanse of level ground; unbroken, save by one 

thin line of trees, which scarcely amounted to a scratch upon the great blank; until it met the 

glowing sky, wherein it seemed to dip: mingling with its rich colours, and mellowing in its 

distant blue. […] Great as the picture was, its very flatness and extent, which left nothing to the 

imagination, tamed it down and cramped its interest.  I felt little of that sense of freedom and 

exhilaration which a Scottish heath inspires, or even our English downs awaken.  It was lonely 

and wild, but oppressive in its barren monotony.  I felt that in traversing the Prairies, I could 

never abandon myself to the scene, forgetful of all else; as I should do instinctively, were the 

heather underneath my feet, or an iron-bound coast beyond; but should often glance towards the 

distant and frequently-receding line of the horizon, and wish it gained and passed.  It is not a 

scene to be forgotten, but it is scarcely one, I think (at all events, as I saw it), to remember with 

much pleasure, or to covet the looking-on again, in after-life.”  (American Notes 201-02)  

 

14.  “Apart from the realities of this most picturesque city, there are associations clustering about it 

which would make a desert rich in interest.  The dangerous precipice along whose rocky front, 

Wolfe and his brave companions climbed to glory; the Plains of Abraham, where he received 

his mortal wound; the fortress so chivalrously defended by Montcalm; and his soldier's grave, 

dug for him while yet alive, by the bursting of a shell; are not the least among them, or among 

the gallant incidents of history.”  (American Notes 230)  
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15.  “The hardy traveler wanders through the maze of thick and pathless woods, where the sun‟s 

rays never shone, and heaven‟s pure air never played: he stands on the brink of the roaring 

waterfall, and, giddy and bewildered, watches the foaming mass as it leaps from stone to stone, 

and from crag to crag; he lingers in the fertile plains of a land of perpetual sunshine, and revels 

in the luxury of their balmy breath.  But what are the deep forests, or the thundering waters, or 

the richest landscapes that bounteous nature ever spread, to charm the eyes, and captivate the 

senses of man, compared with the recollection of the old scenes of his early youth?”  (Sketches 

by Boz 202)  

 

16.  “The way the mists were stalking about to-day, and the clouds lying down upon the hills; the 

deep glens, the high rocks, the rushing waterfalls, and the roaring rivers down in deep gulfs 

below; were all stupendous.  This house is wedged round by great heights that are lost in the 

clouds; and the loch, twelve miles long, stretches out its dreary length before the windows.  In 

my next, I shall roar to the sublime, perhaps; in this here present writing I confine myself to the 

ridiculous.”  (Letters II 323)  

 

17.  “All the way, the road had been among moors and mountains with huge masses of rock, which 

fell down God knows where, sprinkling the ground in every direction, and giving it the aspect 

of the burial place of a race of giants.  Now and then we passed a hut or two, with neither 

window nor chimney, and the smoke of the peat fire rolling out at the door.  But there were not 

six of these dwellings in a dozen miles; and anything so bleak and wild, and mighty in its 

loneliness, as the whole country, it is impossible to conceive.  Glencoe itself is perfectly 

terrible.  The pass is an awful place.  It is shut in on each side by enormous rocks from which 

great torrents come rushing down in all directions.  In amongst these rocks on one side of the 

pass (the left as we came) there are scores of glens, high up, which form such haunts as you 

might imagine yourself wandering in, in the very height and madness of a fever.  They will 

live in my dreams for years – I was going to say as long as I live, and I seriously think so.  The 

very recollection of them makes me shudder …. Well, I will not bore you with my impressions 

of these tremendous wilds, but they really are fearful in their grandeur and amazing solitude.  

Wales is a mere toy compared with them.”  (Letters II 324) 

 

18.  “Now, a prairie is undoubtedly worth seeing – but more that one may say one has seen it, than 

for any sublimity it possesses in itself. [...] The excessive flatness of the scene makes it dreary, 

but tame.  Grandeur is certainly not its characteristic.”  (Forster 264)  

 

19.  “I want to see the very dreariest and most desolate portion of the sea-coast of Cornwall.”  
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(Letters III 356)  

 

20.  “If you could have followed us into the earthy old Churches we visited, and into the strange 

caverns on the gloomy seashore, and down into the depths of Mines, and up to the tops of giddy 

heights where the unspeakably green water was roaring I don‟t [sic] know how many hundred 

feet below!”  (Letters III 414-15)  

 

 

＊引用文中の下線は全て引用者による。 
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