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① 
He was as short, dried-up, withered old man, who seemed to have secreted his very blood; for nobody 
would have given him credit for the possession of six ounces of it in his whole body. How he lived was a 
secret; where he lived was a secret; and even what he was, was a secret. In his musty old pocket-book he 
carried contradictory cards, in some of which he called himself a coal-merchant, in others a 
wine-merchant, in others a commission-agent, in others a collector, in others an accountant, as if he 
really didn’t know the secret himself. He was always keeping appointments in the City, and the other 
man never seemed to come. . . . he was mildewed, threadbare, shabby; always had flue upon his legs and 
back; and kept his linen so secret by buttoning up and wrapping over, that he might have had none - 
perhaps he hadn’t. He carried one stained beaver glove, which he dangled before him by the forefinger 
as he walked or sat; but even its fellow was a secret. (424; ch. 27) 
 
② 

'The trouble shall be well rewarded, Mr Nadgett.'  Nadgett bowed. 
'There is a deeper impression of Somebody's Hoof here, than I had expected, Mr Nadgett.  I may 

congratulate myself upon your being such a good hand at a secret.'  'Oh! nothing has an interest to me 
that's not a secret,' replied Nadgett, as he tied the string about his pocket-book, and put it up. 'It always 
takes away any pleasure I may have had in this inquiry even to make it known to you.' (559; ch. 38) 
 
③ 
He carried bits of sealing-wax and hieroglyphical old copper seal in his pocket, and often secretly indited 
letters in corner boxes of the trysting-places before mentioned; but they never appeared to go to anybody, 
for he would put them into a secret place in his coat, and deliver them to himself weeks afterwards, very 
much to his own surprise, quite yellow. (424; ch. 28) 
④ 
  Old Martin was the first to speak. ‘What terrible history is this?’ 
  ‘Ask him,’ said Nadgett. ‘You’re his friend, sir. He can tell you, if he will. He knows more of it than I 
do, though I know much.’ (ch: 51 740) 
 
⑤ 

Some phrenologists affirm, that the agitation of a man's brain by different passions, produces 
corresponding developments in the form of his skull. Do not let us be understood as pushing our theory 
to the full length of asserting, that any alteration in a man's disposition would produce a visible effect on 
the feature of his knocker.  Our position merely is, that in such a case, the magnetism which must exist 
between a man and his knocker, would induce the man to remove, and seek some knocker more 
congenial to his altered feelings. If you ever find a man changing his habitation without any reasonable 
pretext, depend upon it, that, although he may not be aware of the fact himself, it is because he and his 
knocker are at variance. This is a new theory, but we venture to launch it, nevertheless, as being quite as 
ingenious and infallible as many thousands of the learned speculations which are daily broached for 
public good and private fortune-making. (SB “Our Parish”  43; ch. 7) 
 
⑥ 
What Mrs Gamp wanted in chairs she made up in bandboxes; of which she had a great collection, 
devoted to the reception of various miscellaneous valuables, which were not, however, as well protected 



as the good woman, by a pleasant fiction, seemed to think; for, though every bandbox had a carefully 
closed lid, not one among them had a bottom; owing to which cause the property within was merely, as it 
were, extinguished. (703; ch. 49)  
 
⑦ 

'Well! He's not wanted here, I suppose,' said Jonas. 'He may go, mayn't he?''Oh, let him stay, let him 
stay!' said Tigg. 'He's a mere piece of furniture. He has been making his report, and is waiting for further 
orders. He has been told,' said Tigg, raising his voice, 'not to lose sight of certain friends of ours, or to 
think that he has done with them by any means. He understands his business.' (560; ch. 38) 
 
⑧ 

He made no further inquiry, for the last question had escaped him in spite of himself. But he was 
thinking, at the moment, of the closed-up room; of the possibility of their knocking at the door on some 
special occasion; of their being alarmed at receiving no answer; of their bursting it open; of their finding 
the room empty; of their fastening the door into the court, and rendering it impossible for him to get into 
the house without showing himself in the garb he wore, which would lead to rumour, rumour to 
detection, detection to death.  At that instant, as if by some design and order of circumstances, the 
knocking had come. 

It still continued; like a warning echo of the dread reality he had conjured up.  As he could not sit and 
hear it, he paid for his beer and walked on again.  And having slunk about, in places unknown to him 
all day; and being out at night, in a lonely road, in an unusual dress and in that wandering and unsettled 
frame of mind; he stopped more than once to look about him, hoping he might be in a dream. (683; ch. 
47) 
 
⑨ 

Dread and fear were upon him, to an extent he had never counted on, and could not manage in the least 
degree. He was so horribly afraid of that infernal room at home. This made him, in a gloomy murderous, 
mad way, not only fearful for himself, but of himself; for being, as it were, a part of the room: a 
something supposed to be there, yet missing from it: he invested himself with its mysterious terrors; and 
when he pictured in his mind the ugly chamber, false and quiet, false and quiet, through the dark hours 
of two nights; and the tumbled bed, and he not in it, though believed to be; he became in a manner his 
own ghost and phantom, and was at once the haunting spirit and the haunted man. (684; ch. 47) 
⑩ 
This mystery and loneliness engendered fancies in Tom's mind, the folly of which his common sense 
could readily discover, but which his common sense was quite unable to keep away, notwithstanding; 
that quality being with most of us, in such a case, like the old French Police--quick at detection, but very 
weak as a preventive power.  Misgivings, undefined, absurd, inexplicable, that there was some one 
hiding in the inner room--walking softly overhead, peeping in through the door-chink, doing something 
stealthy, anywhere where he was not--came over him a hundred times a day, making it pleasant to throw 
up the sash, and hold communication even with the sparrows who had built in the roof and water-spout, 
and were twittering about the windows all day long. (585; ch. 40) 
 
⑪ 
  Vidocq marks the moment when delinquency, detached from other illegalities, was invested by power 
and turned inside out. It was then that the direct, institutional moment when criminality became one of 
the mechanisms of power. It was then that the direct, institutional coupling of police and delinquency 
took place: the disturbing moment when criminality became one of the mechanisms of power. A figure 
had haunted earlier times, that of the monstrous king, the source of all justice and yet besmirched with 
crime; another fear now appeared, that of some dark, secret understanding between those who enforced 



that law and those who violated it. The Shakespearian age when sovereignty confronted abomination in a 
single character had gone; the everyday melodrama of police power and of the complicities that crime 
formed with power was soon to begin. (Foucault 283) 
 
⑫ 

Another of the phantom forms of this terrific Truth!  Another of the many shapes in which it started 
up about him, out of vacancy. This man, of all men in the world, a spy upon him; this man, changing his 
identity; casting off his shrinking, purblind, unobservant character, and springing up into a watchful 
enemy! The dead man might have come out of his grave, and not confounded and appalled him more. 

The game was up. The race was at an end; the rope was woven for his neck. If, by a miracle, he could 
escape from this strait, he had but to turn his face another way, no matter where, and there would rise 
some new avenger front to front with him; some infant in an hour grown old, or old man in an hour 
grown young, or blind man with his sight restored, or deaf man with his hearing given him. There was 
no chance. He sank down in a heap against the wall, and never hoped again from that moment. (740; ch. 
51) 
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