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(1) But see how eagerly this fine writer takes every suggestion, how little of self-esteem 

and self-sufficiency there is, with what a consciousness of the tendency of his 
humour to exuberance he surrenders what is needful to restrain it, and of what 
small account to him is any special piece of work in in his care and his 
considerateness for the general design.  I think of Ben Jonson’s experience of the 
greatest of all writers.  “He was indeed honest, and of an open and free nature; had 
an excellent phantasy, brave notions and gentle expressions; wherein he flowed with 
that facility, that sometimes it was necessary he should be stopped.” (THE LIFE OF 
CHARLES DICKENS, BOOK SIXTH, II) 

(2)  ‘Mr John,’ said Mr Dombey, ‘will you take the bottom of the table, if you please?  
What have you got there, Mr John?’ 

     ‘I have got a cold fillet of veal here, Sir,’ replied Mr Chick, rubbing his numbed 
hands hard together. ‘What have you got there, Sir?’ 

     ‘This,’ returned Mr Dombey, ‘is some cold preparation of calf ’s head, I think.  I see 
cold fowls – ham – patties – salad – lobster. Miss Tox will do me the honour of 
taking some wine?  Champagne to Miss Tox.’ 

     There was a toothache in everything.  The wine was so bitter cold that it forced a 
little scream from Miss Tox, which she had great difficulty in turning into a ‘Hem!’  
The veal had come from such an airy pantry, that the first taste of it had struck a 
sensation as of cold lead to Mr Chick’s extremities.  Mr Dombey alone remained 
unmoved.  He might have been hung up for sale at a Russian fair as a specimen of 
a frozen gentleman. (DS. Chap. 5) 

(3) Prying and tormenting as the world was, it did M Dombey the service of nerving him 
into pursuit and revenge.  It roused his passion, stung his pride, twisted the one 
idea of his life into a new shape, and made some gratification of his wrath, the object 
into which his whole intellectual existence resolved itself.  All the stubbornness 
and implacability of his nature, all its hard impenetrable quality, all its gloom and 
moroseness, all its exaggerated sense of personal importance, all its jealous 



disposition to resent the least flaw in the ample recognition of his importance by 
others, set this way like many streams united into one, and bore him on upon their 
tide. (DS. Chap. 53) 

(4)  There is a general delusion likewise, in these lower regions, on the subject of time; 
everybody conceiving that it ought to be, at the earliest, ten o’clock at night, whereas 
it is not yet three in the afternoon.  A shadowy idea of wickedness committed, 
haunts every individual in the pantry; and each one secretly thinks the other a 
companion in guilt, whom it would be agreeable to avoid.  No man or woman has 
the hardihood to hint at the projected visit to the play.  Anyone reviving the notion 
of the ball, would be scouted as a malignant idiot.(DS. Chap.32) 

(5) Ugly and haggard it lies upon its bed of unrest; and by it, in the terror of her 
unimpassioned loveliness – for it has terror in the sufferer’s failing eyes – sits Edith.  
What do the waves say, in the stillness of the night, to them? 

      ‘Edith, what is that stone arm raised to strike me?  Don’t you see it?’ 
      ‘There is nothing, mother, but your fancy.’ 
      ‘But my fancy!  Everything is my fancy.  Look!  Is it possible that you don’t  

see it?’ 
      ‘Indeed, mother, there is nothing.  Should I sit unmoved, if there were any such 

thing there?’ 
      ‘Unmoved?’  looking wildly at her – ‘it’s gone now – and why are you so 

unmoved?  That is not my fancy, Edith.  It turns me cold to see you sitting at my 
side.’ 

      ‘I am sorry, mother.’ 
      ‘Sorry!  You seem always sorry.  But it is not for me!’ 
      With that , she cries; and tossing her restless head from side to side upon her 

pillow, runs on about neglect, and the mother she has been, and the mother the good 
old creature was, whom they met, and the cold return the daughters of such mothers 
make.  In the midst of her incoherence, she stops, looks at her daughter, cries out 
that her wits are going, and hides her face upon the bed. 

      Edith, in compassion, bends over her and speaks to her.  The sick old woman 
clutches her round the neck, and says, with a look of horror, 

       ‘Edith!  We are going home soon; going back.  You mean that I shall go home 
again?’ 

       ‘Yes, mother, yes.’ (DS. Chap. 41) 
(6)The Captain had spread the cloth with great care, and was making some egg-sauce in 

a little saucepan: basting the fowl from time to time during the process with a strong 



interest, as it turned and browned on a string before the fire.  Having propped 
Florence up with cushions on the sofa, which was already wheeled into a warm 
corner for her greater comfort, the Captain pursued his cooking with extraordinary 
skill, making hot gravy in a second little saucepan, boiling a handful of potatoes in a 
third, never forgetting the egg-sauce in the first, and making an impartial round of 
basting and stirring with the most useful of spoons every minute.  Besides these 
cares, the Captain had to keep his eye on a diminutive frying-pan, in which some 
sausages were hissing and bubbling in a most musical manner; and there was never 
such a radiant cook as the Captain looked, in the height and heat of these functions: 
it being impossible to say whether his face or his glazed hat shone the brighter. (DS. 
Chap. 49) 
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