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1775

With its overhanging stories, drowsy little panes of glass, and front bulging out
and projecting over the pathway, the old house looked as if it were nodding in
its sleep. Indeed it needed no very great stretch of fancy to detect in it other

resemblances to humanity. 4

“drowsy” “nodding in its sleep”

“a burly, large-headed man with a fat face,
which betokened profound obstinacy and slowness of apprehension, combined with a

very strong reliance upon his own merits” 5

“a broad-shouldered strapping young fellow of twenty” 8
“a little boy” 8
“young boy” 252
18 “being from eighteen inches

to a couple of feet shorter than he really was”; 252

He made a point of going to sleep at the coach’s time. He despised gadding
about; he looked upon coaches as things that ought to be indicted; as

disturbers of the peace of mankind; as restless, bustling, busy, horn-blowing



contrivances, quite beneath the dignity of men [. . .]. (198-99)

“restless”

“gadding”
“bustling” “busy”

17

With that he fell into a quiet slumber: — subsided into such a gentle,
pleasant sleep, that it was quite infantine. [Chapter changes here].

Leaving the favoured, and well-received, and flattered of the world;
him of the world most worldly, who never compromised himself by an
ungentlemanly action and was never guilty of a manly one; to lie smilingly
asleep — for even sleep, working but little change in his dissembling face,

became with him a piece of cold, conventional hypocrisy — [. . .]. (189)



The light that fell upon this slumbering form, showed it in all its muscular and
handsome proportions. It was that of a young man, of a hale athletic figure,
and a giant’s strength, whose sunburnt face and swarthy throat, overgrown
with jet black hair, might have served a painter for a model. Loosely attired,
[. . .] he had fallen asleep in a posture as careless as his dress. The negligence
and disorder of the whole man, with something fierce and sullen in his
features, gave him a picturesque appearance, that attracted the regards even

of the Maypole customers who knew him well, [. . .]. (88-89)

Hablot Knight Browne

“Hugh looked more like a poaching rascal to-night than

ever he had seen him yet” 89 “more like”

It was the heavy breathing of a sleeper, close at hand. Some fellow had lain
down on the open staircase, and was slumbering soundly. [. . .] there lay
Hugh, face uppermost, his long hair drooping like some wild weed upon his
wooden pillow, and his huge chest heaving with the sounds which so

unwontedly disturbed the place and hour. (215)

“sleep” “slumber”

10

“[He] opened the door, and looked out upon the staircase, and towards the

spot where Hugh had lain asleep; and even spoke to him by name”; 219



‘I [Gabriel Varden] thought you had been asleep.’

‘So I havebeen asleep,” he rejoined, with widely-opened eyes. ‘There
have been great faces coming and going — close to my face, and then a mile
away — low places to creep through, whether I would or no — high churches to
fall down from strange creatures crowded up together neck and heels, to sit

upon the bed — that’s sleep, eh? (50)

‘T dreamed,’ said Barnaby, passing his arm through Varden’s, and peering close
into his face as he answered in a whisper, ‘I dreamed just now that something
— 1t was in the shape of a man — followed me — came softly after me — wouldn’t
let me be — but was always hiding and crouching, like a cat in dark corners,

waiting till I should pass; when it crept out and came softly after me. (51)

22



“a round, red-faced, sturdy yeoman with a double chin, and a voice husky with good
living, good sleeping, good humour, and good health” 21 “good”

“good sleeping”

“I'm very thankful. Sleep’s
a blessing — no doubt about it” 35

“uncertain temper”’ 56
“He dozed again — not the less

pleasantly, perhaps, for his hearty temper” 61



18

A Tale of Two Cities, TTC14- 16
10 TTC85- 87
TTC228 “the seeming rarity of sleep” 77C
252 “Happily, however,

there was sleep in Beauvais that night”; 77C 252

“a constant

rubbing and tweaking of her nose” “a perpetual change of position” 388
5

‘Get you to bed, Martha. I shall take down the shutters and go to work.’

‘So early!’ said his wife.

‘Ay,” replied the locksmith cheerily, ‘so early. Come when they may,
they shall not find us skulking and hiding as if we feared to take our portion of
the light of day, and left it all to them. So pleasant dreams to you, my dear,
and cheerful sleep!” (395)



[Hle sat himself comfortably with his back to the house, put his legs upon the
bench, then his apron over his face, and fell sound asleep.

How long he slept, matters not; but it was for no brief space, for when
he awoke, the rich light had faded, the somber hues of night were falling fast
upon the landscape, and a few bright stars were already twinkling over-head.

(413)

“the rich light had faded” “the somber

hues of night were falling fast upon the landscape”

“Mr Willet in his consternation uttered but one word, and called that up the

stairs in a stentorian voice, six distinct times” 413



“they [Dennis, Hugh, and Barnaby] were fast asleep upon the benches” 383

“they [Dennis, Hugh, and
Tappertit] had eaten, and drunk, and slept, and talked together for some hours” 400

“The three worthies turned their faces towards The Boot, with the
intention of passing the night in that place of rendezvous, and of seeking the repose
they so much needed in the shelter of their old den” 460

“repose”

Sleep had scarcely been thought of all night. The general alarm was so
apparent in the faces of the inhabitants, and its expression was so aggravated
by want of rest (few persons, with any property to lose, having dared go to bed
since Monday), that a stranger coming into the streets would have supposed

some mortal pest or plague to have been raging. (511)

the reflections in every quarter of the sky, of deep red, soaring flames, as



though the last day had come and the whole universe were burning; [. . .] the
stars, and moon, and very sky, obliterated; — made up such a sum of dreariness
and ruin, that it seemed as if the face of Heaven were blotted out, and night, in
its rest and quiet, and softened light, never could look upon the earth again.
(525)

“night, in its rest and quiet”

“fell fast asleep”; 528

On that warm, balmy night in June, there were glad faces and light hearts in
all quarters of the town, and sleep, banished by the late horrors, was doubly
welcomed. On that night, families made merry in their houses, and greeted
each other on the common danger they had escaped; and those who had been
denounced, ventured into the streets; and they who had been plundered, got
good shelter. (565)

10



“glad faces” “light hearts” “made merry”

“the city
slumbered” “In the brief interval of darkness and repose which feverish towns enjoy, all
busy sounds were hushed” 588 “night, in its rest and
quiet” 525

That afternoon, when he had slept off his fatigue; had shaved, and washed,
and dressed, and freshened himself from top to toe; when he had dined,
comforted himself with a pipe, an extra Toby, a nap in the great arm-chair, and
a quiet chat with Mrs Varden on everything that had happened, was
happening, or about to happen [. . .J; the locksmith sat himself down at the
tea-table in the little back-parlour: the rosiest, cosiest merriest, heartiest,
best-contented old buck, in Great Britain or out of it. (612-613)

“he had slept off his fatigue”

“a quiet chat with Mrs Varden”

“uncertain temper” “quiet”

11



John Willet, left alone in his dismantled bar, continued to sit staring about
him; awake as to his eyes, certainly, but with all his powers of reason and
reflection in a sound and dreamless sleep [. . .]. So far as he was personally

concerned, old Time lay snoring, and the world stood still. (418-419)

Fred Kaplan
“the temporary loss of self for self-protection”;
Kaplan 146
17

“He [. . .] felt no more indignation or discomfort in

his bonds than if they had been robes of honour”; 419

“he fell into a lethargy of
wonder, and could no more rouse himself than an enchanted sleeper in the first year of

his fairy lease, a century long” 603

“He never recovered from the surprise the Rioters had given him, and

remained in the same mental condition down to the last moment of his life” 633

12



“but seeming to remember, even then, that this expression
would distort his features after death, he tried to smile, and faintly moving his right
hand, as if to hide his bloody linen in his vest, fell back dead” 627-8

“he [. . .] fell fast
asleep again” “the slumbering figure” 569 “he was sleeping soundly” 570
7
568-9
“He [Hugh] slept so long and so soundly, that
Mr Dennis began to think he might sleep on until the turnkey visited them” 570

“it will soon be all over with you and me; and I'd as

soon die as live, or live as die [. . .]. To eat, and drink, and go to sleep, as long as I stay

13



here, is all I care for” 571

“he sang and crooned himself asleep”; 562
“without any sense of fear

or sorrow’; 588

“fall into a deep sleep”; 611
“deep”

“deep sleep”

14



“In the year 1775 3 34

“early in the year of our Lord one thousand seven hundred and eighty” 249

“deep sleep”

15



1780 6 2

1838 48

“sleep” “slumber” “dream”
1Y
270 “dream”

The Victorian
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The Oxford English Dictionary
“awake” “not asleep”

1780
“Those were days indeed,
and we’ve been going down hill ever since” 287
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