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『活字からの逃走－Oliver Twist とヴィクトリア朝読み物文化』 

Running away from the Domination of Printed Words: Oliver Twist in the Victorian Literary Culture 
 

中妻 結 
 
1. Oliver’s true destiny is to be the subject of a written story, to be scripted. (Tracy 24) 
 
2. For a long time after it was ushered into this world of sorrow and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained a 
matter of considerable doubt whether the child would survive to bear any name at all; in which case it is 
somewhat more than probable that these memoirs would never have appeared; or, if they had, that being 
comprised within a couple of pages, they would have possessed the inestimable merit of being the most concise 
and faithful specimen of biography, extant in the literature of any age or country. (17, emphasis mine) 
 
The fortunes of those who have figured in this tale are nearly closed. The little that remains to their historian to 
relate, is told in few and simple words. (357) 
 
3. 'The letter?—A sheet of paper crossed and crossed again, with a penitent confession, and prayers to God to help 
her. [. . .] He told her all he had meant to do, to hide her shame, if he had lived, and prayed her, if he died, not to 
curse his memory, or think the consequences of their sin would be visited on her or their young child; for all the 
guilt was his. He reminded her of the day he had given her the little locket and the ring with her christian name 
engraved upon it, and a blank left for that which he hoped one day to have bestowed upon her—prayed her yet to 
keep it, and wear it next her heart, as she had done before—and then ran on, wildly, in the same words, over and 
over again, as if he had gone distracted. I believe he had.' (343, emphasis mine) 
 
4. Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on the outside of the gate, 
offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the hands of the parish. In other 
words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or woman who wanted an apprentice to any trade, 
business, or calling. (27, emphasis mine) 
 
5. It was a large room, with a great window. Behind a desk, sat two old gentleman with powdered heads: one of 
whom was reading the newspaper; while the other was perusing, with the aid of a pair of tortoise-shell spectacles, 
a small piece of parchment which lay before him. (33) 
[…] 

It was the critical moment of Oliver's fate. If the inkstand had been where the old gentleman thought it was, he 
would have dipped his pen into it, and signed the indentures, and Oliver would have been straightway hurried off. 
But, as it chanced to be immediately under his nose, it followed, as a matter of course, that he looked all over his 
desk for it, without finding it; and happening in the course of his search to look straight before him, his gaze 
encountered the pale and terrified face of Oliver Twist: who, despite all the admonitory looks and pinches of 
Bumble, was regarding the repulsive countenance of his future master, with a mingled expression of horror and 
fear, too palpable to be mistaken, even by a half-blind magistrate. (34, emphasis mine) 
 
6. Clearly a single novel can lead a double life by playing both roles in a cultural game of cops and robbers, crime 
and punishment. (Brantlinger 82) 
 
7. Dickens’s novels are extreme examples of the ‘double novel,’ a monopathic, melodramatic, childlike world of 
emotions and pleasures, coexisting with an inherently divided self-reflexive critique of the same. Similarly, the 
impulse to forge narratives, or connected chains of events, coexists in Dickens with the anti-narrative, dramatic 
principle which celebrates the immediate pleasures of emotions and the body. In Dickens, doubleness does not 
take the form [. . .] of struggle or eve dialogue, simply that of coexistence. (Juliet John 139, emphasis mine) 
 
8. The old gentleman was a very respectable-looking personage, with a powdered head and gold spectacles. He 
was dressed in a bottle-green coat with a black velvet collar; wore white trousers; and carried a smart bamboo 
cane under his arm. He had taken up a book from the stall, and there he stood, reading away, as hard as if he were 



 
 
in his elbow-chair, in his own study. It is very possible that he fancied himself there, indeed; for it was plain, from 
his abstraction, that he saw not the book-stall, nor the street, nor the boys, nor, in short, anything but the book 
itself: which he was reading straight through: turning over the leaf when he got to the bottom of a page, beginning 
at the top line of the next one, and going regularly on, with the greatest interest and eagerness. (73) 
 
9. 'Stop thief! Stop thief!' There is a magic in the sound. The tradesman leaves his counter, and the car-man his 
waggon; the butcher throws down his tray; the baker his basket; the milkman his pail; the errand-boy his parcels; 
the school-boy his marbles; the paviour his pickaxe; the child his battledore. Away they run, pell-mell, 
helter-skelter, slap-dash: tearing, yelling, screaming, knocking down the passengers as they turn the corners, 
rousing up the dogs, and astonishing the fowls: and streets, squares, and courts, re-echo with the sound. 

'Stop thief! Stop thief!' The cry is taken up by a hundred voices, and the crowd accumulate at every turning. 
Away they fly, splashing through the mud, and rattling along the pavements: up go the windows, out run the 
people, onward bear the mob, a whole audience desert Punch in the very thickest of the plot, and, joining the 
rushing throng, swell the shout, and lend fresh vigour to the cry, 'Stop thief! Stop thief!' (73-74, emphasis mine) 
 
10. ''Cause it isn't on the rec-ord, is it?' said Charley, chafed into perfect defiance of his venerable friend by the 
current of his regrets; ''cause it can't come out in the 'dictment; 'cause nobody will never know half of what he was. 
How will he stand in the Newgate Calendar? '' (291) 
 
11. All the window in the rear of the house had been long ago bricked up, except one small trap in the room where 
the boy [Charley Bates] was locked, and that was too small even for the passage of his body. 
[…] 

The old chimney quivered with the shock, but stood it bravely. The murderer swung lifeless against the wall; 
and the boy, thrusting aside the dangling body which obscured his view, called to the people to come and take him 
out, for God's sake. (340, emphasis mine) 
 
12. He [Fagin] looked up into the gallery again. Some of the people were eating, and some fanning themselves 
with handkerchiefs; for the crowded place was very hot. There was one young man sketching his face in a little 
note-book. He wondered whether it was like, and looked on when the artist broke his pencil-point, and made 
another with his knife, as any idle spectator might have done. 

In the same way, when he turned his eyes towards the judge, his mind began to busy itself with the fashion of 
his dress, and what it cost, and how he put it on. There was an old fat gentleman on the bench, too, who had gone 
out, some half an hour before, and now come back. He wondered within himself whether this man had been to get 
his dinner, what he had had, and where he had had it; and pursued this train of careless thought until some new 
object caught his eye and roused another. (351, emphasis mine) 
 
13. Plot is its thread of design and its active shaping force, the product of our refusal to allow temporality to be 
meaningless, our stubborn insistence on making meaning in the world and in our lives. (Brooks, 323) 
 
14. And now, the hand that traces these words, falters, as it approaches the conclusion of its task: and would 
weave, for a little longer space, the thread of these adventures. (359, emphasis mine) 
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