(Little Dorrit, 1855-57) (Charles Dickens 1812-1870)

(Circumlocution
Office)

‘Here lie the mortal remains of JOHN CHIVERY ...Who died about the end of the
year one thousand eight hundred and twenty-six....



‘A blazing sun upon a fierce August day was no greater rarity in southern

France then, than at any other time, before or since.’ (p.1)

Thirty years ago there stood...the Marshalsea Prison. It had stood there many

years before, and it remained there some years afterwards; but it is gone now, and

the world is none the worse without it. (p.57)

‘Sacred to the Memory of JOHN CHIVERY, Sixty years Turnkey,...Of the
neighbouring Marshalsea, Who departed this life,...One thousand eight hundred
and eighty-six, Aged eighty-three Years. Also of his truly beloved and truly loving
wife, AMY, whose maiden name was DORRIT, Who survived his loss rot quite
forty-eight hours, And who breathed her last in the Marshalsea aforesaid. (p.212)



‘the world is none the worse without it[Marshalsea]’

(1
am in the twenty-third year of my life here’ (p.239))

(‘lIt seems to me hard that he should pay in life and
money both.’ (p.422))



‘fortune-teller’ (p.288)
fortune-teller

‘fortune-teller’
‘I doubt if he[Mr.
Pancks] could tell many people, even their past or present fortunes’ (p.295))

fortune-teller

fortune-teller



fortune-teller

fortune-teller

‘Now, the deuce is in it,” muttered Pancks, tracing out a line in her[Amy’s]hand
with his clumsy finger, ‘if this isn't me in the corner here! What do | want here?
What's behind me?’

He carried his finger slowly down to the wrist, and round the wrist, and affected
to look at the back of the hand for what was behind him. (p.288)

fortune-teller

fortune

‘You shall live to see.’ (p.289)



fortune-telling

fortune-teller

‘the track of time’
(p.46) ‘road of time’ (p.191)
‘the stream of time’ (p.212)

Went down into a modest life of usefulness and happiness. Went down to give a
mother’s care, in the fulness of time, to Fanny’s neglected children no less than to
their own, and to leave that lady going into Society for ever and a day. Went down
to give a tender nurse and friend to Tip for some few years, who was never vexed

by the great exactions he made of her, in return for the riches he might have given



her if he had ever had them, and who lovingly closed his eyes upon the Marshalsea
and all its blighted fruits. They went quietly down into the roaring streets,
inseparable and blessed; and as tey passed along in sunshine and shade, the
noisy and the eager, and the arrogant and the froward and the vain, fretted, and

chafed, and made their usual uproar. (p.826)

‘Went down ...’

(‘how blest at last my heart is’ (pp.817-818))

(usual)

‘you're mad’ (p.787)

‘mad’

‘mad’



(p.63)

‘Happy Cottage’
‘Self-Tormenting’

‘I am a cosmopolitan gentleman. I own no particular country,’ (p.9)

‘the Break of the Day’

Rigaud was a criminal, she[the landlady] said, who had Killed his wife.

‘Ay, ay? Death of my life, that's a criminal indeed. But how do you know it?’
‘All the world knows it.’

‘Hah! And yet he escaped justice?’

Monsieur, the law could not prove it against him to its satisfaction. So the law



says. Nevertheless, all the world knows he did it. The people knew it so well, that

they tried to tear him to pieces.’ (p.128)

(p.767)

‘how do you know it?’



[Mr. Merdle] was simply the greatest Forger and the greatest Thief that ever
cheated the gallows. (p.710)

He[Mr. Merdle] was the most disinterested of men, — did everything for Society,

and got as little for himself out of all his gain and care, as a man might. (p.247)

(p.765)
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