
 

 

CHAPTER 1 

The old man had again relapsed into his former 
abstraction and took no notice of what passed,; but I remarked 
that when her laugh was over, the child’s bright eyes were 
dimmed with tears, called forth by the fullnessfulness of heart 
with which she welcomed her uncouth favourite after the little 
anxiety of the night. As for Kit himself (whose laugh had been 
all the time one of that sort which very little would change into 
a cry) he carried a large slice of bread and meat and a mug of 
beer into a corner, and applied himself to disposing of themit 
with great voracity. 

CHAPTER 2 

Mr. Swiveller complied, and looking about him with a 
propitiatory smile, observed that last week was a fine week for 
the ducks, and this week was a fine week for the dust; he also 
observed that whilst standing by the post at the street- corner, 
he had observed a pig with a straw in his mouth issuing out of 
the tobacco-shop, from which appearance he augured that 
another fine week for the ducks was approaching, and that rain 
would certainly ensue. He furthermore took occasion to 
apologizeapologise for any negligence that might be 
perceptible in his dress, on the ground that last night he had 
had “the sun very strong in his eyes”; by which expression he 
was understood to convey to his hearers in the most delicate 
manner possible, the information that he had been extremely 
drunk..” 

“But what,” said Mr. Swiveller with a sigh, “what is the 
odds so long as the fire of soul is kindled at the taper of 
conwiviality, and the wing of friendship never moults a 
feather! What is the odds so long as the spirit is expanded by 
means of rosy wine, and the present moment is the least 
happiest of our existence!” 

[…] 

He began by remarking that soda-water, though a good 
thing in the abstract, was apt to lie cold upon the stomach 
unless qualified with ginger, or a small infusion of brandy, 
which latter article he held to be preferable in all cases, saving 
for the one consideration of expense. Nobody venturing to 
dispute these positions, he proceeded to observe that the 
human hair was a great retainer of tobacco-smoke, and that the 
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CHAPTER 7 

Mr. Richard Swiveller’s apartments were in the 
neighbourhood of Drury Lane, and in addition to this 
convenienceconveniency of situation had the advantage of 
being over a tobacconist’s shop, so that he was enabled to 
procure a refreshing sneeze at any time by merely stepping out 
uponon the staircase, and was saved the trouble and expense 
of maintaining a snuff-box. It was in these apartments that Mr. 
Swiveller made use of the expressions above recorded, for the 
consolation and encouragement of his desponding friend; and 
it may not be uninteresting or improper to remark that even 
these brief observations partook in a double sense of the 
figurative and poetical character of Mr. Swiveller’s mind, as the 
rosy wine was in fact represented by one glass of cold gin and
water, which was replenished as occasion required from a 
bottle and jug upon the table, and was passed from one to 
another, in a scarcity of tumblers which, as Mr. Swiveller’s was 
a bachelor’s establishment, may be acknowledged without a 
blush. By a like. By a pleasant fiction his single chamber was 
always mentioned in athe plural number. In its disengaged 
times, the tobacconist had announced it in his window as 
“apartments’apartments” for a single gentleman, and Mr. 
Swiveller, following up the hint, never failed to speak of it as 
his rooms, his lodgings, or his chambers,: conveying to his 
hearers a notion of indefinite space, and leaving their 
imaginations to wander through long suites of lofty halls, at 
pleasure. 

[…] 

“With all my heart,” said Mr. Swiveller. “In the polite circles 
I believe this sort of thing isn’t usually said to a gentleman in 
his own apartments, but never mind that. Make yourself at 
home,” adding.” Adding to this retort an observation to the 
effect that his friend appeared to be rather “cranky” in point of 
temper, Richard Swiveller finished the rosy and applied 
himself to the composition of another glassful, in which, after 
tasting it with great relish, he proposed a toast to an imaginary 
company. 

[…] 

“She’s all my fancy painted her, sir, that’s what she is,” said 
Mr. Swiveller, taking a long pull at “the rosy” and looking 
gravely at his friend. “She’sShe is lovely, she’s divine. You know 
her.” 





 

 

could not repress a rising thought that to have such a dancer as 
that in the family would be a pride indeed. 

CHAPTER 10 

“Well,” said Mrs. Nubbles, evading the point, “your beer’s 
down there by the fender, Kit.” 

“I see,” replied her son, taking up the porter pot, “my love 
to you, mother. And the parson’s health too if you like. I don’t 
bear him any malice, not I!” 

[…] 

To this, Kit only replied by bashfully bidding his mother 
“get out,” and forming sundry strange figures with his legs and 
arms, accompanied by sympathetic contortions of his face. Not 
deriving from these means the relief which he sought, he bit off 
an immense mouthful from the bread and meat, and at the 
same time took a quick drink of the porter; by which artificial 
aids he choked himself and effected a diversion of the subject. 

 


