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1. A Christmas Carol (1843, 1853) 

*In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty desk, and made an orchestra of it, 
and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the 
three Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young followers whose hearts they 
broke. In came all the young men and women employed in the business. In came the housemaid, 
with her cousin, the baker. In came the cook, with her brother’s particular friend, the milkman. In 
came the boy from over the way, who was suspected of not having board enough from his master; 
trying to hide himself behind the girl from next door but one, who was proved to have had her ears 
pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after another; some shyly, some boldly, some 
gracefully, some awkwardly, some pushing, some pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow. 
Away they all went, twenty couple at once; hands half round and back again the other way; down 
the middle and up again; round and round in various stages of affectionate grouping; old top couple 
always turning up in the wrong place; new top couple starting off again, as soon as they got there; 
all top couples at last, and not a bottom one to help them. When this result was brought about, old 
Fezziwig, clapping his hands to stop the dance, cried out, “Well done!” and the fiddler plunged his 
hot face into a pot of porter, especially provided for that purpose. But scorning rest, upon his 
reappearance, he instantly began again, though there were no dancers yet, as if the other fiddler had 
been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he were a bran-new man resolved to beat him out of 
sight, or perish.  (Facsimile, 59-60 / Collins, 15) [*Marginal stage-direction Cheerful narrative] 
 
Cf. 
As the manager of the Performance sits before the curtain on the boards and looks into the Fair, a 
feeling of profound melancholy comes over him in his survey of the bustling place. There is a great 
quantity of eating and drinking, making love and jilting, laughing and the contrary, smoking, 
cheating, fighting, dancing and fiddling: there are bullies pushing about, bucks ogling the women, 
knaves picking pockets, policemen on the look-out, quacks (other quacks, plague take them!) 
bawling in front of their booths, and yokels looking up at the tinselled dancers and poor old rouged 
tumblers, while the light-fingered folk are operating upon their pockets behind. Yes, this is VANITY 
FAIR; not a moral place certainly; nor a merry one, though very noisy. Look at the faces of the 
actors and buffoons when they come off from their business; and Tom Fool washing the paint off 
his cheeks before he sits down to dinner with his wife and the little Jack Puddings behind the 
canvas. The curtain will be up presently, and he will be turning over head and heels, and crying, 
“How are you?” (Vanity Fair, 5) 
 
 
3. Great Expectations (1861) 
(1)   “MI DEER JO i OPE U R KRWITE WELL i OPE i SHAL SON B HABELL 4 2 TEEDGE U JO AN 

THEN WE SHORL B SO GLODD AN WEN i M PRENGTD 2 U JO WOT LARX AN BLEVE ME INF XN 
PIP.” (46) 
 

(2) The forge was shut up for the day, and Joe inscribed in chalk upon the door (as it was his 
custom to do on the very rare occasions when he was not at work) the monosyllable HOUT, 
accompanied by a sketch of an arrow supposed to be flying in the direction he had taken. (99) 

 
(3)    “Next day, Sir,” said Joe, looking at me as if I were a long way off, “having cleaned myself, 

I go and I see Miss A.” 
   “Miss A., Joe? Miss Havisham?” 
   “Which I say, Sir,” replied Joe, with an air of legal formality, as if he were making his will, 
“Miss A., or otherways Havisham ...” (224) 
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(4)   “It’s bad about here … You’ve been lying out on the meshes, and they’re dreadful aguish. 
Rheumatic, too.” (Pip, 19) 

(5) “… Hulks are prison-ships, right ’cross th’ meshes.” We always used that name for marshes, in 
our country. (Mrs. Gargery, 15) 

(6) “I’m wrong in these clothes. I’m wrong out of the forge, the kitchen, or off th’ meshes.” (Joe, 
225) 

(7)    “He calls the knaves, Jacks, this boy!” said Estella with disdain, before our game was out. 
“And what coarse hands he has. And what thick boots!” (61) 

(8) I took the opportunity of being alone in the court-yard, to look at my coarse hands and my 
common boots. My opinion of those accessories was not favourable. They had never troubled 
me before, but they troubled me now, as vulgar appendages. I determined to ask Joe why he 
had ever taught me to call those picture-cards, Jacks, which ought to be called knaves. I wished 
Joe had been rather more genteelly brought up, and then I should have been so too. (63) 

(9) I set off on the four-mile walk to our forge; pondering, as I went along, on all I had seen, and 
deeply revolving that I was a common labouring-boy; that my hands were coarse; that my boots 
were thick; that I had fallen into a despicable habit of calling knaves Jacks; that I was much 
more ignorant than I had considered myself last night, and generally that I was in a low-lived 
bad way. (66) 

(10) “… I wish you hadn’t taught me to call Knaves at cards, Jacks; and I wish my boots weren’t so 
thick nor my hands so coarse.” (71) 
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2. Oliver Twist 
A. The Ten Monthly Instalment Version (1846) 
 
The church clocks chimed three quarters past eleven, as two figures emerged on London Bridge. 
One, which advanced with a swift and rapid step, was that of a woman who looked eagerly about 
her as though in quest of some expected object; the other figure was that of a man, who slunk along 
in the deepest shadow he could find, and, at some distance, accommodated his pace to hers: 
stopping when she stopped: and as she moved again, creeping stealthily on: but never allowing 
himself, in the ardour of his pursuit, to gain upon her footsteps. Thus, they crossed the bridge, from 
the Middlesex to the Surrey shore, when the woman, apparently disappointed in her anxious 
scrutiny of the foot-passengers, turned back. The movement was sudden; but he who watched her, 
was not thrown off his guard by it; for, shrinking into one of the recesses which surmount the piers 
of the bridge, and leaning over the parapet the better to conceal his figure, he suffered her to pass on 
the opposite pavement. When she was about the same distance in advance as she had been before, 
he slipped quietly down, and followed her again. At nearly the centre of the bridge, she stopped. 
The man stopped too. 

 
It was a very dark night. The day had been unfavourable, and at that hour and place there were 

few people stirring. Such as there were, hurried quickly past: very possibly without seeing, but 
certainly without noticing, either the woman, or the man who kept her in view. Their appearance 
was not calculated to attract the importunate regards of such of London's destitute population, as 
chanced to take their way over the bridge that night in search of some cold arch or doorless hovel 
wherein to lay their heads; they stood there in silence: neither speaking nor spoken to, by any one 
who passed. 

 
A mist hung over the river, deepening the red glare of the fires that burnt upon the small craft 

moored off the different wharfs, and rendering darker and more indistinct the murky buildings on 
the banks. The old smoke-stained storehouses on either side, rose heavy and dull from the dense 
mass of roofs and gables, and frowned sternly upon water too black to reflect even their lumbering 
shapes. The tower of old Saint Saviour's Church, and the spire of Saint Magnus, so long the 
giant-warders of the ancient bridge, were visible in the gloom; but the forest of shipping below 
bridge, and the thickly scattered spires of churches above, were nearly all hidden from sight. 

 
The girl had taken a few restless turns to and fro—closely watched meanwhile by her hidden 

observer—when the heavy bell of St. Paul's tolled for the death of another day. Midnight had come 
upon the crowded city. The palace, the night-cellar, the jail, the madhouse: the chambers of birth 
and death, of health and sickness, the rigid face of the corpse and the calm sleep of the child: 
midnight was upon them all. 

 
The hour had not struck two minutes, when a young lady, accompanied by a grey-haired 

gentleman, alighted from a hackney-carriage within a short distance of the bridge, and, having 
dismissed the vehicle, walked straight towards it. They had scarcely set foot upon its pavement, 
when the girl started, and immediately made towards them. 

 
They walked onward, looking about them with the air of persons who entertained some very 

slight expectation which had little chance of being realised, when they were suddenly joined by this 
new associate. They halted with an exclamation of surprise, but suppressed it immediately; for a 
man in the garments of a countryman came close up—brushed against them, indeed—at that precise 
moment. (Facsimile, 259-60) 
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B. The Public Reading Version (1868) 
 
The churches chimed three quarters past eleven, as the two figures emerged on London Bridge. The 
young woman advanced with a swift and rapid step, and looked about her as though in quest of 
some expected object; the young man, who slunk along in the deepest shadow he could find, and, at 
some distance, accommodated his pace to hers: stopping when she stopped: and as she moved again, 
creeping stealthily on: but never allowing himself, in the ardour of his pursuit, to gain upon her. 
Thus, they crossed the bridge, from the Middlesex to the Surrey shore, when the woman, 
disappointed in her anxious scrutiny of the foot-passengers, turned back. The movement was 
sudden; but the man was not thrown off his guard by it; for, shrinking into one of the recesses 
which surmount the piers of the bridge, and leaning over the parapet the better to conceal his figure, 
he suffered her to pass. When she was about the same distance in advance as she had been before, 
he slipped quietly down, and followed her again. At nearly the centre of the bridge she stopped. He 
stopped. 
 
 

It was a very dark night. The day had been unfavourable, and at that hour and place there were 
few people stirring. Such as there were, hurried past: possibly without seeing, certainly without 
noticing, either the woman, or the man. Their appearance was not attractive of such of London's 
destitute population, as chanced to take their way over the bridge that night; and they stood there in 
silence: neither speaking nor spoken to. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The girl had taken a few turns to and fro—closely watched by her hidden observer—when the 

heavy bell of St. Paul's tolled for the death of another day. Midnight had come upon the crowded 
city. Upon the palace, the night-cellar, the jail, the madhouse: the chambers of birth and death, of 
health and sickness, upon the rigid face of the corpse and the calm sleep of the child. 

 
 
A young lady, accompanied by a grey-haired gentleman, alighted from a hackney-carriage. 

They had scarcely set foot upon the pavement of the bridge, when the girl started, and joined them. 
(Collins, 474) 

 
 

------------------------------ 
 
 
0. Introduction 
Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from their books; 
But love from love, toward school with heavy looks.   (Shakespeare, Romeo and Juliet, II. ii. 156-7) 


