(Dombey and Son (1846-48)) (Charles Dickens, 1812-70)
(Bleak House (1852-53))
(Little Dorrit (1855-57)) (Our Mutual Friend (1864-65))
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(Raymond Williams)

His way of seeing characters, in their brief fixed appearances, defined by certain
phrases, is a way of seeing that belongs to the streets: to faces and gestures briefly
seen, phrases briefly and tellingly heard, in the crowded passage of men and
women in the city. It is not the slowly known, slowly learned personality, the
steadily emerging relationships, of a smaller, more continuous, more knowable

community.2



(The...commodities were addressed to the general public; but they were never

offered by the vendors to Mr. Dombey.4)

The earth was made for Dombey and Son to trade in, and the sun and moon were
made to give them light. Rivers and seas were formed to float their ships; rainbows
gave them promise of fair weather; winds blew for or against their enterprises;
stars and planets circled in their orbits, to preserve inviolate a system of which

they were the centre. (2)

(inviolate system)

(the footmarks there, making them[the stairs] as

common as the common street (840-841))

(Stout men...look

out of the bedroom windows, and cut jokes with friends in the street. (833))



(Mrs.
Chick...peeped through the blind, attracted by the sound of wheels (12))

(22)

(A solemn

hush prevailed, as Mr. Dombey passed through the outer office. (169))

(Noise ceased to be, within the shadow of the roof. The brass band that

came into the street once a week...never brayed a note in at those windows.... (318))

(224)



(68)

(“You leave this house, Richards, for taking my son—my
son,’ said Mr. Dombey, emphatically repeating these two words, ‘into haunts and into
society which are not to be thought of without a shudder.’ (82))

(the mother drifted out upon the dark and

unknown sea that rolls round all the world (10))

®)

(Castle)



(In the winter time the air couldn’'t be

got out of the Castle, and in the summer time it couldn’t be got in.(99))

(108)

(he said he didn’'t mean that: he meant farther away—farther away! (109))

(‘how, is, my, lit, tle, friend?’ (145))

‘A boat with a sail,” repeated Paul, ‘in the full light of the moon. The sail like an



arm, all silver. It went away into the distance, and what do you think it seemed to
do as it moved with the waves?'...

‘It seemed to beckon’ said the child, ‘to beckon me to come!l—There she is! There
she is!’ (167-168)

(Alexander Welsh)

(Bow Bells)
(their clashing voices were not

drowned by the uproar in the streets (32))

(IMr. Dombey] was to have shut out all the world as with a
double door of gold (280))

(Steven Connor)
(Martin Chuzzlewit (1843-44))



[T]he aspect of music that impresses Dickens most in this novel[Martin
Chuzzlewif is its power to pervade and transform space, to dissolve distinctions
and...to cross thresholds.”

‘cross

thresholds’

(The effect of wind and sea is both to collapse all distinctions of form and to
assert a more dynamic principle of unity.8)

There were people going to and fro; there were opening shops, and servants at the
doors of houses; there was the rising clash and roar of the day’s struggle. (667)

The roar soon grew more loud, the passengers more numerous, the shops more
busy, until she was carried onward in a stream of life setting that way, and flowing,
indifferently, past marts and mansions, prisons, churches, market-places, wealth,
poverty, good, and evil, like the broad river side by side with it...and rolling on...to

the deep sea. (668)

‘stream’

(wilderness)

(the only other time she had been lost in the wilderness of London(667))



(667)

(73)
(73)



The last line reaching the quick ears of an ardent skipper not quite sober, who
lodged opposite, and who instantly sprung out of bed, threw up his window, and

joined in, across the street, at the top of his voice, produced a fine effect. (211)

(That done, he shut down his window, and went to bed again. (211))

Then, all day long, there is a retinue of mouldy gigs and chaise-carts in the street;
and herds of shabby vampires, Jew and Christian, over-run the house, sounding
the plate-glass mirrors with their knuckles, striking discordant octaves on the
Grand Piano, drawing wet forefingers over the pictures, breathing on the blades of
the best dinner-knives, punching the squabs of chairs and sofas with their dirty
fists, touzling the feather beds, opening and shutting all the drawers, balancing
the silver spoons and forks, looking into the very threads of the drapery and linen,
and disparaging everything. There is not a secret place in the whole house. Fluffy
and snuffy strangers stare into the Kitchen-range as curiously as into the attic
clothes-press. Stout men with napless hats on, look out of the bedroom windows,
and cut jokes with friends in the street.(832-833)
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(the footmarks there, making

them[the stairs] as common as the common street (840-41))

([Florence] slept on; unconscious of her strange bed,
of the noise and turmoil in the street, and of the light that shone outside the shaded
window (679))

(sheltered by his proud,
encircling arm (788))
(788)

(811)
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