
Dickens and the Old Men

Fagin, Chuffey, and the Aged P



‘You wouldn’t mind being at once introduced to the Aged, would you? It 

wouldn’t put you out?’

I expressed the readiness I felt, and we went into the castle. There we 

found, sitting by a fire, a very old man in a flannel coat: clean, cheerful, 

comfortable, and well cared for, but intensely deaf.

‘Nod away at him, Mr Pip; that’s what he likes. Nod away at him, if you 

please, like winking!  . . . If you’re not tired, Mr Pip – though I know it’s 

tiring to strangers – will you tip him one more? You can’t think how it 

pleases him.’  

Great Expectations Chapter XXV













As he glided stealthily along, creeping beneath the 

shelter of the walls and doorways, the hideous old 

man seemed like some loathsome reptile, 

engendered in the slime and darkness through 

which he moved: crawling forth, by night, in 

search of some rich offal for a meal. 

Oliver Twist Chapter 19 



















A little blear-eyed, weazen-faced, ancient man 

came creeping out. He was of a remote fashion, 

and dusty, like the rest of the furniture . . . he 

looked as if he had been put away and forgotten 

half a century before, and somebody had just 

found him in a lumber-closet.
























