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1

Treats of the Place Where Oliver Twist Was
Born and of the Circumstances Attending

His Birth

AMONG other public buildings in a certain town, which for
many reasonsit will be prudent to refrain from mentioning,

and to which I will assign no fictitious name, there is one an-
ciently common to most towns, great or small: to wit, a
workhouse; and in this workhouse was born; on a day and date
which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as it can be
of no possibleconsequenceto the reader, in this stageof the busi-
nessat all events;the item of mortality whose name is prefixed to
the head of this chapter.

For a long time after it was usheredinto this world of sorrow
and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained a matter of con-
siderabledoubt whether the child would survive to bear any name
at all; in which caseit 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 conciseand faithful speci-
men of biography, extant in the literature of any age or country.

Although I am not disposedto maintain that the being born in
a workhouse, is in itself the most fortunate and enviable circum-
stancethat can possibly befall a human being, I do mean to say
that in this particular instance, it was the best thing for Oliver
Twist that could by possibility have occurred. The fact is, that
there was considerabledifficulty in inducing Oliver to take upon
himself the office of respiration,Ña troublesome practice, but one
which custom has rendered necessaryto our easyexistence;and
for sometime he lay gaspingon a little flock mattress, rather un-
equally poisedbetweenthis world and the next: the balancebeing
decidedly in favour of the latter. Now, if, during this brief period,
Oliver had been surrounded by careful grandmothers, anxious
aunts, experiencednurses, and doctors of profound wisdom, he
would most inevitably and indubitably have been killed in no
time. There being nobody by, however, but a pauper old woman,
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who was rendered rather misty by an unwonted allowance of
beer; and a parish surgeon who did such matters by contract;
Oliver and Nature fought out the point betweenthem. The result
was, that, after a few struggles,Oliver breathed,sneezed,and pro-
ceededto advertise to the inmates of the workhouse the fact of a
new burden having been imposed upon the parish, by setting up
as loud a cry ascould reasonablyhavebeenexpectedfrom a male
infant who had not beenpossessedof that very useful appendage,
a voice, for a much longer spaceof time than three minutes and a
quarter.

As Oliver gavethis first proof of the free and proper action of
his lungs, the patchwork coverlet which was carelesslyflung over
the iron bedstead,rustled; the pale face of a young woman was
raised feebly from the pillow; and a faint voice imperfectly articu-
lated the words, ÒLet me see the child, and die.Ó

The surgeonhad beensitting with his face turned towards the
fire: giving the palms of his hands a warm and a rub alternately.
As the young woman spoke, he rose, and advancing to the bedÕs
head, said, with more kindnessthan might have beenexpectedof
him:

ÒOh, you must not talk about dying yet.Ó
ÒLor blessher dear heart, no!Óinterposedthe nurse,hastily de-

positing in her pocket a green glassbottle, the contents of which
she had been tasting in a corner with evident satisfaction.

ÒLor blessher dear heart, when shehas lived as long as I have,
sir, and had thirteen children of her own, and all on Ôemdead ex-
cept two, and them in the wurkus with me, sheÕllknow better
than to take on in that way, blessher dear heart! Think what it is
to be a mother, thereÕs a dear young lamb do.Ó

Apparently this consolatory perspective of a motherÕspro-
spects failed in producing its due effect. The patient shook her
head, and stretched out her hand towards the child.

The surgeon deposited it in her arms. She imprinted her cold
white lips passionatelyon its forehead; passedher hands over her
face; gazed wildly round; shuddered; fell backÑand died. They
chafed her breast, hands, and temples;but the blood had stopped
forever. They talked of hope and comfort. They had been
strangers too long.

ÒItÕs all over, Mrs. Thingummy!Ó said the surgeon at last.
ÒAh,poor dear, so it is!Ósaid the nurse,picking up the cork of
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the green bottle, which had fallen out on the pillow, as she
stooped to take up the child. ÒPoor dear!Ó

ÒYouneednÕtmind sendingup to me, if the child cries,nurse,Ó
said the surgeon, putting on his gloves with great deliberation.
ÒItÕsvery likely it WILL be troublesome. Give it a little gruel if it
is.ÓHe put on his hat, and, pausing by the bedsideon his way to
the door, added, ÒShewas a goodlooking girl, too; where did she
come from?Ó

ÒShewas brought here last night,Ó replied the old woman, Òby
the overseerÕsorder. She was found lying in the street. She had
walked some distance, for her shoes were worn to pieces; but
where she came from, or where she was going to, nobody
knows.Ó

The surgeon leaned over the body, and raised the left hand.
ÒThe old story,Ó he said, shaking his head: Òno weddingring, I
see. Ah! Goodnight!Ó

The medical gentlemanwalked away to dinner; and the nurse,
having once more applied herself to the greenbottle, sat down on
a low chair before the fire, and proceeded to dress the infant.

What an excellentexampleof the power of dress,young Oliver
Twist was! Wrapped in the blanket which had hitherto formed his
only covering, he might have been the child of a nobleman or a
beggar; it would have been hard for the haughtiest stranger to
have assignedhim his proper station in society. But now that he
was envelopedin the old calico robes which had grown yellow in
the same service, he was badged and ticketed, and fell into his
place at onceÑa parish childÑthe orphan of a workhouseÑthe
humble, halfstarved drudgeÑto be cuffed and buffeted through
the worldÑdespised by all, and pitied by none.

Oliver cried lustily. If he could have known that he was an
orphan, left to the tender mercies of churchwardens and over-
seers, perhaps he would have cried the louder.

CHARLES DICKENS
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2

Treats of Oliver TwistÕs Growth, Education,
and Board

FOR THE next eight or ten months, Oliver was the victim of a
systematiccourseof treacheryand deception.He was brought

up by hand. The hungry and destitute situation of the infant
orphan was duly reported by the workhouse authorities to the
parish authorities. The parish authorities inquired with dignity of
the workhouse authorities, whether there was no female then
domiciled in Òthe houseÓwho was in a situation to impart to
Oliver Twist, the consolation and nourishment of which he stood
in need. The workhouse authorities replied with humility, that
there was not. Upon this, the parish authorities magnanimously
and humanely resolved, that Oliver should be Òfarmed,Óor, in
other words, that he should be dispatchedto a branchworkhouse
somethree miles off, where twenty or thirty other juvenile offend-
ers against the poorlaws, rolled about the floor all day, without
the inconvenienceof too much food or too much clothing, under
the parental superintendenceof an elderly female, who received
the culprits at and for the consideration of sevenpencehalfpenny
per small head per week. SevenpencehalfpennyÕsworth per week
is a good round diet for a child; a great deal may be got for seven-
pencehalfpenny,quite enough to overload its stomach, and make
it uncomfortable. The elderly femalewas a woman of wisdom and
experience;sheknew what was good for children; and shehad a
very accurateperception of what was good for herself.So,sheap-
propriated the greater part of the weekly stipend to her own use,
and consignedthe rising parochial generation to evena shorter al-
lowance than was originally provided for them. Thereby finding
in the lowest depth a deeperstill; and proving herself a very great
experimental philosopher.

Everybody knows the story of another experimental philosoph-
er who had a great theory about a horsebeing able to live without
eating, and who demonstratedit so well, that he had got his own
horse down to a straw a day, and would unquestionably have
renderedhim a very spirited and rampaciousanimal on nothing at

4



all, if he had not died, fourandtwenty hours before he was to have
had his first comfortable bait of air. Unfortunately for, the exper-
imenal philosophy of the female to whose protecting care Oliver
Twist was delivered over, a similar result usually attended the op-
eration of HER system; for at the very moment when the child
had contrived to exist upon the smallest possible portion of the
weakestpossiblefood, it did perverselyhappen in eight and a half
casesout of ten, either that it sickenedfrom want and cold, or fell
into the fire from neglect, or got halfsmothered by accident; in
any one of which cases,the miserable little being was usually
summoned into another world, and there gathered to the fathers
it had never known in this.

Occasionally, when there was somemore than usually interest-
ing inquest upon a parish child who had been overlooked in
turning up a bedstead, or inadvertently scalded to death when
there happenedto be a washingÑthough the latter accident was
very scarce,anything approaching to a washing being of rare oc-
curancein the farmÑthe jury would take it into their headsto ask
troublesome questions, or the parishioners would rebelliously af-
fix their signatures to a remonstrance. But these impertinences
were speedily checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the
testimony of the beadle; the former of whom had always opened
the body and found nothing inside (which was very probable in-
deed), and the latter of whom invariably swore whatever the
parish wanted; which was very selfdevotional. Besides,the board
made periodical pilgrimages to the farm, and always sent the
beadle the day before, to say they were going. The children were
neat and clean to behold, when THEY went; and what more
would the people have!

It cannot be expectedthat this systemof farming would pro-
duce any very extraordinary or luxuriant crop. Oliver TwistÕs
ninth birthday found him a pale thin child, somewhat diminutive
in stature, and decidely small in circumference.But nature or in-
heritance had implanted a good sturdy spirit in OliverÕsbreast. It
had had plenty of room to expand, thanks to the sparediet of the
establishment;and perhapsto this circumstancemay be attributed
his having any ninth birthday at all. Be this as it may, however, it
was his ninth birthday; and he was keeping it in the coalcellar
with a selectparty of two other young gentleman,who, after par-
ticipating with him in a sound thrashing, had been locked up for
atrociously presuming to be hungry, when Mrs. Mann, the good
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lady of the house,was unexpectedlystartled by the apparition of
Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo the wicket of the
gardengate.

ÒGoodnessgracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?Ósaid Mrs.
Mann, thrusting her head out of the window in wellaffected ec-
stasiesof joy. Ò(Susan,take Oliver and them two brats upstairs,
and wash Ôemdirectly.)ÑMy heart alive! Mr. Bumble, how glad I
am to see you, surely!Ó

Now, Mr. Bumble was a fat man, and a choleric; so, insteadof
responding to this openheartedsalutation in a kindred spirit, he
gave the little wicket a tremendous shake, and then bestowed
upon it a kick which could have emanated from no leg but a
beadleÕs.

ÒLor, only think,Ó said Mrs. Mann, running out,Ñfor the
three boys had been removed by this time,ÑÒonly think of that!
That I should have forgotten that the gate was bolted on the in-
side,on account of them dear children! Walk in sir; walk in, pray,
Mr. Bumble, do, sir.Ó

Although this invitation was accompaniedwith a curtsey that
might have softenedthe heart of a churchwarden, it by no means
mollified the beadle.

ÒDo you think this respectful or proper conduct, Mrs. Mann,Ó
inquired Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane, Òto keep the parish of-
ficers a waiting at your gardengate,when they come here upon
porochial businesswith the porochial orphans? Are you aweer,
Mrs. Mann, that you are, as I may say, a porochial delegate,and
a stipendiary?Ó

ÒIÕmsure Mr. Bumble, that I was only a telling one or two of
the dear children as is so fond of you, that it was you a coming,Ó
replied Mrs. Mann with great humility.

Mr. Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical powers and his
importance. He had displayed the one, and vindicated the other.
He relaxed.

ÒWell, well, Mrs. Mann,Ó he replied in a calmer tone; Òit may
be as you say; it may be. Lead the way in, Mrs. Mann, for I come
on business, and have something to say.Ó

Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a small parlour with a
brick floor; placed a seat for him; and officiously deposited his
cocked hat and can on the table before him. Mr. Bumble wiped
from his forehead the perspiration which his walk had
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engendered,glanced complacently at the cocked hat, and smiled.
Yes, he smiled. Beadles are but men: and Mr. Bumble smiled.

ÒNow donÕtyou be offended at what IÕma going to say,Óob-
served Mrs. Mann, with captivating sweetness.ÒYouÕvehad a
long walk, you know, or I wouldnÕtmention it. Now, will you
take a little drop of somethink, Mr. Bumble?Ó

ÒNot a drop. Nor a drop,Ó said Mr. Bumble, waving his right
hand in a dignified, but placid manner.

ÒI think you will,Ó said Mrs. Mann, who had noticed the tone
of the refusal, and the gesture that had accompanied it. ÒJusta
leetle drop, with a little cold water, and a lump of sugar.Ó

Mr. Bumble coughed.
ÒNow, just a leetle drop,Ó said Mrs. Mann persuasively.
ÒWhat is it?Ó inquired the beadle.
ÒWhy, itÕswhat IÕmobliged to keep a little of in the house, to

put into the blessed infantsÓ Daffy, when they ainÕtwell, Mr.
Bumble,Óreplied Mrs. Mann as she opened a corner cupboard,
and took down a bottle and glass.ÒItÕsgin. IÕllnot deceiveyou,
Mr. B. ItÕs gin.Ó

ÒDo you give the children Daffy, Mrs. Mann?Ó inquired
Bumble, following with this eyes the interesting process of mixing.

ÒAh, blessÔem,that I do, dear as it is,Óreplied the nurse. ÒI
couldnÕt see Ôem suffer before my very eyes, you know sir.Ó

ÒNoÓ;said Mr. Bumble approvingly; Òno,you could not. You
are a humane woman, Mrs. Mann.Ó (Here she set down the
glass.) ÒI shall take a early opportunity of mentioning it to the
board, Mrs. Mann.Ó (He drew it towards him.) ÒYou feel as a
mother, Mrs. Mann.Ó (He stirred the ginandwater.) ÒIÑI drink
your health with cheerfulness,Mrs. MannÓ; and he swallowed
half of it.

ÒAndnow about business,Ósaid the beadle,taking out a leath-
ern pocketbook. ÒThechild that was halfbaptized Oliver Twist, is
nine year old today.;

ÒBlesshim!Ó interposed Mrs. Mann, inflaming her left eye
with the corner of her apron.

ÒAnd notwithstanding a offered reward of ten pound, which
was afterwards increasedto twenty pound. Notwithstanding the
most superlative, and, I may say, supernatÕralexertions on the
part of this parish,Ó said Bumble, Òwe have never been able to
discover who is his father, or what was his motherÕssettlement,
name, or conÑdition.Ó
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Mrs Mann raisedher hands in astonishment;but added,after a
momentÕsreflection, ÒHow comes he to have any name at all,
then?Ó

The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and said, ÒI in-
wented it.Ó ÒYou, Mr. Bumble!Ó

ÒI, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical order.
The last was a S,ÑSwubble, I namedhim. This was a T,ÑTwist, I
named HIM. The next one comes will be Unwin, and the next
Vilkins. I have got namesready made to the end of the alphabet,
and all the way through it again, when we come to Z.Ó

ÒWhy, youÕre quite a literary character, sir!Ó said Mrs. Mann.
ÒWell, well,Ó said the beadle,evidently gratified with the com-

pliment; ÒperhapsI may be. PerhapsI may be, Mrs. Mann.Ó He
finished the ginandwater, and added, ÒOliver being now too old
to remain here, the board have determined to have him back into
the house.I havecomeout myself to take him there. So let me see
him at once.Ó

ÒIÕllfetch him directly,Ó said Mrs. Mann, leaving the room for
that purpose.Oliver, having had by this time asmuch of the outer
coat of dirt which encrusted his face and hands, removed, as
could be scrubbed off in one washing, was led into the room by
his benevolent protectress.

ÒMake a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,Ó said Mrs. Mann.
Oliver made a bow, which was divided betweenthe beadleon

the chair, and the cocked hat on the table.
ÒWill you go along with me, Oliver?Ó said Mr. Bumble, in a

majestic voice.
Oliver was about to say that he would go along with anybody

with great readiness,when, glancing upward, he caught sight of
Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the beadleÕschair, and was
shaking her fist at him with a furious countenance.He took the
hint at once, for the fist had been too often impressedupon his
body not to be deeply impressed upon his recollection.

ÒWill she go with me?Ó inquired poor Oliver.
ÒNo, shecanÕt,Óreplied Mr. Bumble. ÒButsheÕllcome and see

you sometimes.ÓThis was no very great consolation to the child.
Young as he was, however, he had senseenough to make a feint
of feeling great regret at going away. It was no very difficult mat-
ter for the boy to call tears into his eyes. Hunger and recent
illusage are great assistantsif you want to cry; and Oliver cried
very naturally indeed. Mrs. Mann gavehim a thousand embraces,
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and what Oliver wanted a great deal more, a piece of bread and
butter, lesshe should seemtoo hungry when he got to the work-
house. With the slice of bread in his hand, and the little
browncloth parish cap on his head, Oliver was then led away by
Mr. Bumble from the wretched home where one kind word or
look had never lighted the gloom of his infant years. And yet he
burst into an agony of childish grief, as the cottagegate closed
after him. Wretched as were the little companions in misery he
was leaving behind, they were the only friends he had ever
known; and a senseof his lonelinessin the great wide world, sank
into the childÕs heart for the first time.

Mr. Bumble walked on with long strides; little Oliver, firmly
grasping his goldlaced cuff, trotted beside him, inquiring at the
end of every quarter of a mile whether they were Ònearlythere.Ó
To theseinterrogations Mr. Bumble returned very brief and snap-
pish replies; for the temporary blandness which ginandwater
awakensin somebosomshad by this time evaporated;and he was
once again a beadle.

Oliver had not been within the walls of the workhouse a
quarter of an hour, and had scarcelycompleted the demolition of
a secondslice of bread, when Mr. Bumble, who had handed him
over to the care of an old woman, returned; and, telling him it
was a board night, informed him that the board had said he was
to appear before it forthwith.

Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a live board
was, Oliver was rather astoundedby this intelligence,and was not
quite certain whether he ought to laugh or cry. He had no time to
think about the matter, however; for Mr. Bumble gavehim a tap
on the head, with his cane, to wake him up: and another on the
back to make him lively: and bidding him to follow, conducted
him into a large whitewashed room, where eight or ten fat gentle-
men were sitting round a table. At the top of the table, seatedin
an armchair rather higher than the rest, was a particularly fat gen-
tleman with a very round, red face.

ÒBowto the board,Ósaid Bumble. Oliver brushedaway two or
three tears that were lingering in his eyes;and seeingno board but
the table, fortunately bowed to that.

ÒWhatÕsyour name, boy?Ó said the gentleman in the high
chair.

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many gentlemen,which
made him tremble: and the beadle gave him another tap behind,
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which madehim cry. Thesetwo causesmadehim answer in a very
low and hesitating voice; whereupon a gentleman in a white
waistcoat said he was a fool. Which was a capital way of raising
his spirits, and putting him quite at his ease.

ÒBoy,Ósaid the gentlemanin the high chair, Òlistento me. You
know youÕrean orphan, I suppose?ÓÒWhatÕsthat, sir?Óinquired
poor Oliver.

ÒTheboy IS a foolÑI thought he was,Ósaid the gentleman in
the white waistcoat.

ÒHush!Ósaid the gentlemanwho had spoken first. ÒYouknow
youÕvegot no father or mother, and that you were brought up by
the parish, donÕt you?Ó

ÒYes, sir,Ó replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.
ÒWhat are you crying for?Ó inquired the gentleman in the

white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very extraordinary. What
COULD the boy be crying for?

ÒIhope you sayyour prayerseverynight,Ósaid another gentle-
man in a gruff voice; Òandpray for the people who feed you, and
take care of youÑlike a Christian.Ó

ÒYes,sir,Óstammeredthe boy. The gentlemanwho spoke last
was unconsciouslyright. It would havebeenvery like a Christian,
and a marvellously good Christian too, if Oliver had prayed for
the peoplewho fed and took careof HIM. But he hadnÕt,because
nobody had taught him.

ÒWell! You havecomehereto be educated,and taught a useful
trade,Ó said the redfaced gentleman in the high chair.

ÒSo youÕll begin to pick oakum tomorrow morning at six
oÕclock,Ó added the surly one in the white waistcoat.

For the combination of both theseblessingsin the one simple
processof picking oakum, Oliver bowed low by the direction of
the beadle,and was then hurried away to a large ward; where, on
a rough, hard bed, he sobbedhimself to sleep.What a novel illus-
tration of the tender laws of England! They let the paupersgo to
sleep!

Poor Oliver! He little thought, as he lay sleepingin happy un-
consciousnessof all around him, that the board had that very day
arrived at a decision which would exercisethe most material in-
fluence over all his future fortunes. But they had. And this was it:

The membersof this board were very sage,deep,philosophical
men; and when they came to turn their attention to the work-
house, they found out at once, what ordinary folks would never
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have discoveredÑthe poor people liked it! It was a regular place
of public entertainment for the poorer classes;a tavern where
there was nothing to pay; a public breakfast, dinner, tea, and sup-
per all the year round; a brick and mortar elysium, where it was
all play and no work. ÒOho!Ósaid the board, looking very know-
ing; Òweare the fellows to set this to rights; weÕllstop it all, in no
time.Ó So, they establishedthe rule, that all poor people should
have the alternative (for they would compel nobody, not they), of
being starvedby a gradual processin the house,or by a quick one
out of it. With this view, they contracted with the waterworks to
lay on an unlimited supply of water; and with a cornfactor to sup-
ply periodically small quantities of oatmeal; and issued three
mealsof thin gruel a day, with an onion twice a week, and half a
roll of Sundays.They made a great many other wise and humane
regulations, having referenceto the ladies, which it is not neces-
sary to repeat; kindly undertook to divorce poor married people,
in consequenceof the great expenseof a suit in DoctorsÓ Com-
mons; and, instead of compelling a man to support his family, as
they had theretofore done, took his family away from him, and
madehim a bachelor! There is no sayinghow many applicants for
relief, under these last two heads, might have started up in all
classesof society, if it had not beencoupled with the workhouse;
but the board were longheaded men, and had provided for this
difficulty. The relief was inseparablefrom the workhouse and the
gruel; and that frightened people.

For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed, the
system was in full operation. It was rather expensiveat first, in
consequenceof the increasein the undertakerÕsbill, and the neces-
sity of taking in the clothes of all the paupers, which fluttered
loosely on their wasted, shrunken forms, after a week or twoÕs
gruel. But the number of workhouse inmates got thin as well as
the paupers; and the board were in ecstasies.

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall,
with a copper at one end: out of which the master, dressedin an
apron for the purpose, and assistedby one or two women, ladled
the gruel at mealtimes. Of this festive composition each boy had
one porringer, and no moreÑexcept on occasionsof great public
rejoicing, when he had two ounces and a quarter of bread besides.

The bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them
with their spoons till they shone again; and when they had per-
formed this operation (which never took very long, the spoons
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being nearly as large as the bowls), they would sit staring at the
copper, with such eagereyes,as if they could have devoured the
very bricks of which it was composed; employing themselves,
meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most assiduously, with the
view of catching up any stray splashesof gruel that might have
beencast thereon. Boys have generally excellent appetites.Oliver
Twist and his companions suffered the tortures of slow starvation
for three months: at last they got so voracious and wild with hun-
ger, that one boy, who was tall for his age,and hadnÕtbeenused
to that sort of thing (for his father had kept a small cookshop),
hinted darkly to his companions, that unlesshe had another basin
of gruel per diem, he was afraid he might some night happen to
eat the boy who slept next him, who happened to be a weakly
youth of tender age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they impli-
citly believedhim. A council was held; lots were cast who should
walk up to the master after supper that evening, and ask for
more; and it fell to Oliver Twist.

The eveningarrived; the boys took their places.The master, in
his cookÕsuniform, stationed himself at the copper; his pauper as-
sistants ranged themselvesbehind him; the gruel was servedout;
and a long gracewas said over the short commons. The gruel dis-
appeared; the boys whispered each other, and winked at Oliver;
while his next neighbours nudged him. Child as he was, he was
desperatewith hunger, and recklesswith misery. He rose from the
table; and advancingto the master,basin and spoon in hand, said:
somewhat alarmed at his own temerity:

ÒPlease, sir, I want some more.Ó
The masterwas a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale. He

gazed in stupified astonishment on the small rebel for some
seconds,and then clung for support to the copper. The assistants
were paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.

ÒWhat!Ó said the master at length, in a faint voice.
ÒPlease, sir,Ó replied Oliver, ÒI want some more.Ó
The master aimed a blow at OliverÕshead with the ladle; pin-

ioned him in his arm; and shrieked aloud for the beadle.
The board were sitting in solemn conclave,when Mr. Bumble

rushed into the room in great excitement, and addressingthe gen-
tleman in the high chair, said,

ÒMr. Limbkins, I beg your pardon, sir! Oliver Twist has asked
for more!Ó There was a general start. Horror was depicted on
every countenance.
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ÒFor MORE!Ó said Mr. Limbkins. ÒCompose yourself,
Bumble, and answer me distinctly. Do I understand that he asked
for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the dietary?Ó

ÒHe did, sir,Ó replied Bumble.
ÒThat boy will be hung,Ó said the gentleman in the white

waistcoat. ÒI know that boy will be hung.ÓNobody controverted
the prophetic gentlemanÕsopinion. An animated discussion took
place.Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was
next morning pastedon the outside of the gate, offering a reward
of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist off the
handsof 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.

ÒI never was more convinced of anything in my life,Ó said the
gentleman in the white waistcoat, as he knocked at the gate and
read the bill next morning: ÒI never was more convinced of any-
thing in my life, than I am that that boy will come to be hung.Ó

As I purpose to show in the sequel whether the white waist-
coated gentleman was right or not, I should perhaps mar the
interest of this narrative (supposing it to possessany at all), if I
ventured to hint just yet, whether the life of Oliver Twist had this
violent termination or no.
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3

Relates How Oliver Twist Was Very Near
Getting a Place Which Would Not Have

Been A Sinecure

FOR A week after the commission of the impious and profane
offence of asking for more, Oliver remained a close prisoner

in the dark and solitary room to which he had beenconsignedby
the wisdom and mercy of the board. It appears,at first sight not
unreasonableto suppose,that, if he had entertained a becoming
feeling of respectfor the prediction of the gentlemanin the white
waistcoat, he would haveestablishedthat sageindividualÕsproph-
etic character, once and for ever, by tying one end of his
pockethandkerchief to a hook in the wall, and attaching himself
to the other. To the performance of this feat, however, there was
one obstacle:namely, that pockethandkerchiefsbeing decidedart-
icles of luxury, had been, for all future times and ages,removed
from the nosesof paupers by the expressorder of the board, in
council assembled:solemnly given and pronounced under their
hands and seals. There was a still greater obstacle in OliverÕs
youth and childishness.He only cried bitterly all day; and, when
the long, dismal night cameon, spread his little hands before his
eyesto shut out the darkness,and crouching in the corner, tried
to sleep: ever and anon waking with a start and tremble, and
drawing himself closer and closer to the wall, as if to feel evenits
cold hard surface were a protection in the gloom and loneliness
which surrounded him.

Let it not be supposedby the enemiesof Òthe system,Óthat,
during the period of his solitary incarceration, Oliver was denied
the benefit of exercise,the pleasureof society, or the advantages
of religious consolation. As for exercise,it was nice cold weather,
and he was allowed to perform his ablutions everymorning under
the pump, in a stone yard, in the presenceof Mr. Bumble, who
prevented his catching cold, and caused a tingling sensation to
pervadehis frame, by repeatedapplications of the cane.As for so-
ciety, he was carried every other day into the hall where the boys
dined, and there sociably flogged as a public warning and
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example. And so for from being denied the advantagesof reli-
gious consolation, he was kicked into the sameapartment every
evening at prayertime, and there permitted to listen to, and con-
sole his mind with, a generalsupplication of the boys, containing
a special clause, therein inserted by authority of the board, in
which they entreated to be made good, virtuous, contented, and
obedient, and to be guarded from the sins and vices of Oliver
Twist: whom the supplication distinctly set forth to be under the
exclusive patronage and protection of the powers of wickedness,
and an article direct from the manufactory of the very Devil
himself.

It chancedone morning, while OliverÕsaffairs were in this aus-
picious and confortable state, that Mr. Gamfield, chimneysweep,
went his way down the High Street,deeply cogitating in his mind
his ways and meansof paying certain arrears of rent, for which
his landlord had become rather pressing. Mr. GamfieldÕsmost
sanguineestimateof his financescould not raise them within full
five pounds of the desiredamount; and, in a speciesof arthimetic-
al desperation, he was alternately cudgelling his brains and his
donkey, when passing the workhouse, his eyesencountered the
bill on the gate.

ÒWoÑo!Ó said Mr. Gamfield to the donkey.
The donkey was in a stateof profound abstraction: wondering,

probably, whether he was destined to be regaled with a cab-
bagestalk or two when he had disposedof the two sacksof soot
with which the little cart was laden; so, without noticing the word
of command, he jogged onward.

Mr. Gamfield growled a fierce imprecation on the donkey gen-
erally, but more particularly on his eyes;and, running after him,
bestoweda blow on his head,which would inevitably havebeaten
in any skull but a donkeyÕs.Then, catching hold of the bridle, he
gave his jaw a sharp wrench, by way of gentle reminder that he
was not his own master; and by thesemeansturned him round.
He then gavehim another blow on the head, just to stun him till
he came back again. Having completed these arrangements, he
walked up to the gate, to read the bill.

The gentleman with the white waistcoat was standing at the
gate with his hands behind him, after having delivered himself of
some profound sentiments in the boardroom. Having witnessed
the little dispute betweenMr. Gamfield and the donkey, he smiled
joyously when that person cameup to read the bill, for he saw at
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once that Mr. Gamfield was exactly the sort of master Oliver
Twist wanted. Mr. Gamfield smiled, too, as he perusedthe docu-
ment; for five pounds was just the sum he had been wishing for;
and, as to the boy with which it was encumbered,Mr. Gamfield,
knowing what the dietary of the workhouse was, well knew he
would be a nice small pattern, just the very thing for register
stoves.So, he spelt the bill through again, from beginning to end;
and then, touching his fur cap in token of humility, accostedthe
gentleman in the white waistcoat.

ÒThis here boy, sir, wot the parish wants to Òprentis,Ósaid
Mr. Gamfield.

ÒAy,my man,Ósaid the gentlemanin the white waistcoat, with
a condescendingsmile. ÒWhat of him?ÓÒIf the parish vould like
him to learn a right pleasanttrade, in a good Òspectablechimbley-
sweepinÓbisness,Ósaid Mr. Gamfield, ÒI wants a Ôprentis,and I
am ready to take him.Ó ÒWalk in,Ó said the gentleman in the
white waistcoat. Mr. Gamfield having lingered behind, to give the
donkey another blow on the head, and another wrench of the
jaw, as a caution not to run away in his absence,followed the
gentleman with the white waistcoat into the room where Oliver
had first seen him.

ÒItÕsa nasty trade,Ó said Mr. Limbkins, when Gamfield had
again stated his wish.

ÒYoung boys have been smothered in chimneys before now,Ó
said another gentleman.

ÒThatÕsacausethey damped the straw afore they lit it in the
chimbley to make Ôemcome down again,Ósaid Gamfield; ÒthatÕs
all smoke, and no blaze; vereassmoke ainÕtoÓ no use at all in
making a boy come down, for it only sinds him to sleep, and
thatÕs wot he likes. Boys is wery obstinit, and wery lazy,
GenÕlÕmen,and thereÕsnothink like a good hot blaze to make Ôem
come down vith a run. ItÕshumane too, genÕlÕmen,acause,evenif
theyÕvestuck in the chimbley, roasting their feet makes Ôem
struggle to hextricate theirselves.Ó

The gentleman in the white waistcoat appeared very much
amused by this explanation; but his mirth was speedily checked
by a look from Mr. Limbkins. The board then proceddedto con-
verseamong themselvesfor a few minutes, but in so low a tone,
that the words Òsavingof expenditure,ÓÒlooked well in the ac-
counts,ÓÒhavea printed report published,Ówere alone audible.
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Theseonly chancedto be heard, indeed, or account of their being
very frequently repeated with great emphasis.

At length the whispering ceased; and the members of the
board, having resumedtheir seatsand their solemnity, Mr. Limb-
kins said:

ÒWehave consideredyour proposition, and we donÕtapprove
of it.Ó ÒNot at all,Ó said the gentleman in the white waistcoat.

ÒDecidedly not,Ó added the other members.
As Mr. Gamfield did happen to labour under the slight im-

putation of having bruised three or four boys to death already, it
occurred to him that the board had, perhaps, in someunaccount-
able freak, taken it into their heads that this extraneous
circumstanceought to influence their proceedings.It was very un-
like their generalmode of doing business,if they had; but still, as
he had no particular wish to revive the rumour, he twisted his cap
in his hands, and walked slowly from the table.

ÒSoyou wonÕtlet me have him, genÕlÕmen?Ósaid Mr. Gam-
field, pausing near the door.

ÒNo,Óreplied Mr. Limbkins; Òat least, as itÕsa nasty business,
we think you ought to take something lessthan the premium we
offered.Ó

Mr. GamfieldÕscountenancebrightened, as, with a quick step,
he returned to the table, and said, ÒWhatÕllyou give, genÕlÕmen?
Come! DonÕtbe too hard on a poor man. WhatÕllyou give?ÓÒI
should say, three pound ten was plenty,Ó said Mr. Limbkins.

ÒTen shillings too much,Ó said the gentleman in the white
waistcoat.

ÒCome!Ósaid Gamfield; Òsayfour pound, genÕlÕmen.Say four
pound, and youÕve got rid of him for good and all. There!Ó

ÒThree pound ten,Ó repeated Mr. Limbkins, firmly.
ÒCome! IÕll split the diffÓerence,genÕlÕmen,urged Gamfield.

ÒThreepound fifteen.ÓÒNot a farthing more,Ówas the firm reply
of Mr. Limbkins.

ÒYouÕredesperatehard upon me, genÕlÕmen,said Gamfield,
wavering.

ÒPooh! Pooh! Nonsense!Ósaid the gentleman in the white
waistcoat. ÒHeÕdbe cheap with nothing at all, as a premium.
Take him, you silly fellow! HeÕsjust the boy for you. He wants
the stick, now and then: itÕlldo him good; and his board neednÕt
come very expensive, for he hasnÕtbeen overfed since he was
born. Ha! Ha! Ha!Ó
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Mr. Gamfield gave an arch look at the facesround the table,
and, observinga smile on all of them, gradually broke into a smile
himself. The bargain was made.Mr. Bumble, was at once instruc-
ted that Oliver Twist and his indentures were to be conveyed
before the magistrate, for signature and approval, that very
afternoon.

In pursuanceof this determination, little Oliver, to his excess-
ive astonishment,was releasedfrom bondage,and ordered to put
himself into a cleanshirt. He had hardly achievedthis very unusu-
al gymnastic performance, when Mr. Bumble brought him, with
his own hands,a basin of gruel, and the holiday allowance of two
ouncesand a quarter of bread. At this tremendous sight, Oliver
began to cry very piteously: thinking, not unaturally, that the
board must have determined to kill him for someuseful purpose,
or they never would have begun to fatten him up in that way.

ÒDonÕtmake your eyesred, Oliver, but eat your food and be
thankful,Ó said Mr. Bumble, in a tone of impressive pomposity.
ÒYouÕre a going to be made a Ôprentice of, Oliver.Ó

ÒA prentice, sir!Ó said the child, trembling.
ÒYes,Oliver,Ó said Mr. Bumble. ÒThekind and blessedgentle-

man which is so amny parents to you, Oliver, when you have
none of your own: are a going to Ôprenticeyou: and to set you up
in life, and make a man of you: although the expenseto the parish
is three pound ten!Ñthree pound ten, Oliver!Ñseventy shil-
linsÑone hundred and forty sixpences!Ñand all for a naughty
orphan which noboday canÕt love.Ó

As Mr. Bumble pausedto take breath, after delivering this ad-
dress in an awful voice, the tears rolled down the poor childÕs
face, and he sobbed bitterly.

ÒCome,Ósaid Mr. Bumble, somewhat less pompously, for it
was gratifying to his feelings to observe the effect his eloquence
had produced; ÒCome,Oliver! Wipe your eyeswith the cuffs of
your jacket, and donÕtcry into your gruel; thatÕsa very foolish ac-
tion, Oliver.Ó It certainly was, for there was quite enough water
in it already.

On their way to the magistrate, Mr. Bumble instructed Oliver
that all he would have to do, would be to look very happy, and
say, when the gentleman asked him if he wanted to be appren-
ticed, that he should like it very much indeed; both of which
injunctions Oliver promised to obey: the rather as Mr. Bumble
threw in a gentle hint, that if he failed in either particular, there
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was no telling what would be done to him. When they arrived at
the office, he was shut up in a little room by himself, and admon-
ished by Mr. Bumble to stay there, until he came back to fetch
him.

There the boy remained, with a palpitating heart, for half an
hour. At the expiration of which time Mr. Bumble thrust in his
head, unadorned with the cocked hat, and said aloud:

ÒNow, Oliver, my dear, come to the gentleman.Ó As Mr.
Bumble said this, he put on a grim and threatening look, and ad-
ded, in a low voice, ÒMind what I told you, you young rascal!Ó

Oliver stared innocently in Mr. BumbleÕsfaceat this somewhat
contradictory style of address;but that gentleman prevented his
offering any remark thereupon, by leading him at once into an ad-
joining room: the door of which was open. It was a large room,
with a great window. Behind a desk, sat two old gentlemanwith
powdered heads:one of whom was reading the newspaper;while
the other was perusing,with the aid of a pair of tortoiseshell spec-
tacles, a small piece of parchment which lay before him. Mr.
Limbkins was standing in front of the desk on one side; and Mr.
Gamfield, with a partially washedface,on the other; while two or
three blufflooking men, in topboots, were lounging about.

The old gentleman with the spectaclesgradually dozed off,
over the little bit of parchment; and there was a short pause,after
Oliver had been stationed by Mr. Bumble in front of the desk.

ÒThis is the boy, your worship,Ó said Mr. Bumble.
The old gentleman who was reading the newspaperraised his

head for a moment, and pulled the other old gentleman by the
sleeve; whereupon, the lastmentioned old gentleman woke up.

ÒOh, is this the boy?Ó said the old gentleman.
ÒThis is him, sir,Ó replied Mr. Bumble. ÒBow to the magis-

trate, my dear.Ó Oliver roused himself, and made his best
obeisance.He had beenwondering, with his eyesfixed on the ma-
gistratesÓpowder, whether all boards were born with that white
stuff on their heads, and were boards from thenceforth on that
account.

ÒWell,Ósaid the old gentleman,ÒI supposeheÕsfond of chim-
neysweeping?ÓÒHe doats on it, your worship,Ó replied Bumble;
giving Oliver a sly pinch, to intimate that he had better not sayhe
didnÕt.

ÒAnd he WILL be a sweep, will he?Ó inquired the old
gentleman.
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ÒIf we was to bind him to any other trade tomorrow, heÕdrun
away simultaneous, your worship,Ó replied Bumble.

ÒAnd this man thatÕsto be his masterÑyou, sirÑyouÕll treat
him well, and feed him, and do all that sort of thing, will you?Ó
said the old gentleman.

ÒWhen I says I will, I means I will,Ó replied Mr. Gamfield
doggedly.

ÒYouÕrea rough speaker,my friend, but you look an honest,
openheartedman,Ósaid the old gentleman: turning his spectacles
in the direction of the candidate for OliverÕspremium, whose vil-
lainous countenance was a regular stamped receipt for cruelty.
But the magistratewas half blind and half childish, so he couldnÕt
reasonably be expected to discern what other people did.

ÒI hope I am, sir,Ó said Mr. Gamfield, with an ugly leer.
ÒI have no doubt you are, my friend,Ó replied the old gentle-

man: fixing his spectaclesmore firmly on his nose, and looking
about him for the inkstand.

It was the critical moment of OliverÕsfate. If the inkstand had
been where the old gentleman though it was, he would have
dipped his pen into it, and signed the indentures, and Oliver
would have beenstraightway hurried off. But, as it chancedto 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 hap-
pening in the courseof his searchto look straight before him, his
gazeencounteredthe pale and terrified face of Oliver Twist: who,
despite all the admonitory looks and pinches of Bumble, was re-
garding the repulsive countenance of his future master, with a
mingled expression of horror and fear, too palpable to be mis-
taken, even by a halfblind magistrate.

The old gentleman stopped, laid down his pen, and looked
from Oliver to Mr. Limbkins; who attempted to take snuff with a
cheerful and unconcerned aspect.

ÒMy boy!Ó said the old gentleman, Òyou look pale and
alarmed. What is the matter?Ó ÒStanda little away from him,
Beadle,Ósaid the other magistrate: laying aside the paper, and
leaning forward with an expressionof interest. ÒNow, boy, tell us
whatÕsthe matter: donÕtbe afraid.Ó Oliver fell on his knees,and
clasping his hands together, prayed that they would order him
back to the dark roomÑ that they would starve himÑbeat
himÑkill him if they pleasedÑrather than send him away with
that dreadful man.
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ÒWell!Ósaid Mr. Bumble, raising his handsand eyeswith most
impressive solemnite. ÒWell! Of all the artful and designing
orphans that ever I see, Oliver, you are one of the most
barefacedest.Ó

ÒHold your tongue, Beadle,Ósaid the second old gentleman,
when Mr. Bumble had given vent to this compound adjective.

ÒI beg your worshipÕspardon,Ó said Mr. Bumble, incredulous
of having heard aright. ÒDid your worship speak to me?Ó

ÒYes. Hold your tongue.Ó
Mr. Bumble was stupefied with astonishment. A beadle

ordered to hold his tongue! A moral revolution!
The old gentleman in the tortoiseshell spectacleslooked at his

companion, he nodded significantly.
ÒWerefuse to sanction theseindentures,Ósaid the old gentle-

man: tossing aside the piece of parchment as he spoke.
ÒI hope,Óstammered Mr. Limbkins: ÒI hope the magistrates

will not form the opinion that the authorities have beenguilty of
any improper conduct, on the unsupported testimony of a child.Ó

ÒThemagistratesare not called upon to pronounce any opin-
ion on the matter,Ósaid the secondold gentlemansharply. ÒTake
the boy back to the workhouse, and treat him kindly. He seemsto
want it.Ó

That sameevening, the gentlemanin the white waistcoat most
positively and decidedly affirmed, not only that Oliver would be
hung, but that he would be drawn and quartered into the bargain.
Mr. Bumble shook his head with gloomy mystery, and said he
wished he might come to good; whereunto Mr. Gamfield replied,
that he wished he might come to him; which, although he agreed
with the beadle in most matters, would seemto be a wish of a
totally opposite description.

The next morning, the public were once informed that Oliver
Twist was again To Let, and that five pounds would be paid to
anybody who would take possession of him.
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4

Oliver, Being Offered Another Place, Makes
His First Entry Into Public Life

IN GREAT families, when an advantageousplace cannot be ob-
tained, either in possession, reversion, remainder, or

expectancy, for the young man who is growing up, it is a very
general custom to sendhim to sea.The board, in imitation of so
wise and salutary an example, took counsel together on the ex-
pediency of shipping off Oliver Twist, in some small trading
vesselbound to a good unhealthy port. This suggesteditself as the
very best thing that could possibly be done with him: the probab-
ility being, that the skipper would flog him to death, in a playful
mood, someday after dinner, or would knock his brains out with
an iron bar; both pastimes being, as is pretty generally known,
very favourite and common recreationsamong gentlemanof that
class.The more the casepresenteditself to the board, in this point
of view, the more manifold the advantagesof the step appeared;
so, they cameto the conclusion that the only way of providing for
Oliver effectually, was to send him to sea without delay.

Mr. Bumble had beendespatchedto make various preliminary
inquiries, with the view of finding out somecaptain or other who
wanted a cabinboy without any friends; and was returning to the
workhouse to communicate the result of his mission; when he en-
countered at the gate, no lessa person than Mr. Sowerberry, the
parochial undertaker.

Mr. Sowerberrywas a tall gaunt, largejointed man, attired in a
suit of threadbareblack, with darned cotton stockingsof the same
colour, and shoesto answer. His features were not naturally in-
tended to wear a smiling aspect, but he was in general rather
given to professional jocosity. His step was elastic, and his face
betokenedinward pleasantry, as he advancedto Mr. Bumble, and
shook him cordially by the hand.

ÒI have taken the measureof the two women that died last
night, Mr. Bumble,Ó said the undertaker.

ÒYouÕllmake your fortune, Mr. Sowerberry,Ósaid the beadle,
as he thrust his thumb and forefinger into the proferred snuffbox
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of the undertaker: which was an ingenious little model of a patent
coffin. ÒI say youÕll make your fortune, Mr. Sowerberry,Ó re-
peatedMr. Bumble, tapping the undertaker on the shoulder, in a
friendly manner, with his cane.

ÒThink so?Ósaid the undertaker in a tone which half admitted
and half disputed the probability of the event. ÒThe prices al-
lowed by the board are very small, Mr. Bumble.Ó

ÒSoare the coffins,Óreplied the beadle:with preciselyas near
an approach to a laugh as a great official ought to indulge in.

Mr. Sowerberrywas much tickled at this: asof coursehe ought
to be; and laugheda long time without cessation.ÒWell,well, Mr.
Bumble,Óhe said at length, ÒthereÕsno denying that, since the
new systemof feeding has come in, the coffins are something nar-
rower and more shallow than they used to be; but we must have
some profit, Mr. Bumble. Wellseasonedtimber is an expensive
article, sir; and all the iron handles come, by canal, from
Birmingham.Ó

ÒWell,well,Ósaid Mr. Bumble, Òeverytrade has its drawbacks.
A fair profit is, of course, allowable.Ó ÒOf course, of course,Ó
replied the undertaker; Òand if I donÕtget a profit upon this or
that particular article, why, I make it up in the longrun, you
seeÑhe! He! He!Ó ÒJust so,Ó said Mr. Bumble.

ÒThough I must say,Ócontinued the undertaker, resuming the
current of observations which the beadle had interrupted:
Òthough I must say, Mr. Bumble, that I have to contend against
one very great disadvantage:which is, that all the stout people go
off the quickest. The people who have been better off, and have
paid rates for many years,are the first to sink when they come in-
to the house;and let me tell you, Mr. Bumble, that three or four
inches over oneÕscalculation makes a great hole in oneÕsprofits:
especially when one has a family to provide for, sir.Ó

As Mr. Sowerberry said this, with the becoming indignation of
an illused man; and as Mr. Bumble felt that it rather tended to
convey a reflection on the honour of the parish; the latter gentle-
man thought it advisable to change the subject. Oliver Twist
being uppermost in his mind, he made him his theme.

ÒBy the bye,Ó said Mr. Bumble, Òyou donÕtknow anybody
who wants a boy, do you? A porochial Òprentis,who is at present
a deadweight; a millstone, as I may say, round the porochial
throat? Liberal terms, Mr. Sowerberry, liberal terms?ÓAs Mr.
Bumble spoke, he raised his cane to the bill above him, and gave
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three distinct raps upon the words Òfive poundsÓ: which were
printed thereon in Roman capitals of gigantic size.

ÒGadso!Ósaid the undertaker: taking Mr. Bumble by the gil-
tedged lappel of his official coat; ÒthatÕsjust the very thing I
wanted to speakto you about. You knowÑdear me, what a very
elegant button this is, Mr. Bumble! I never noticed it before.Ó

ÒYes, I think it rather pretty,Ó said the beadle, glancing
proudly downwards at the large brassbuttons which embellished
his coat. ÒThe die is the same as the porochial sealÑthe Good
Samaritan healing the sick and bruised man. The board presented
it to me on NewyearÕsmorning, Mr. Sowerberry. I put it on, I re-
member, for the first time, to attend the inquest on that reduced
tradesman, who died in a doorway at midnight.Ó

ÒI recollect,Ó said the undertaker. ÒThe jury brought it in,
ÒDiedfrom exposureto the cold, and want of the common neces-
saries of life,Ó didnÕt they?Ó

Mr. Bumble nodded.
ÒAnd they made it a special verdict, I think,Ó said the under-

taker, Òby adding some words to the effect, that if the relieving
officer hadÑÓ

ÒTush!Foolery!Óinterposed the beadle.ÒIf the board attended
to all the nonsense that ignorant jurymen talk, theyÕdhave
enough to do.Ó

ÒVery true,Ó said the undertaker; Òthey would indeed.Ó
ÒJuries,Ósaid Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane tightly, as was his
wont when working into a passion:Òjuriesis ineddicated, vulgar,
grovelling wretches.Ó ÒSo they are,Ó said the undertaker.

ÒThey havenÕtno more philosophy nor political economy
about Ôemthan that,Ó said the beadle, snapping his fingers
contemptuously.

ÒNo more they have,Ó acquiesced the undertaker.
ÒI despise Ôem,Ó said the beadle, growing very red in the face.
ÒSo do I,Ó rejoined the undertaker.
ÒAnd I only wish weÕda jury of the independent sort, in the

housefor a week or two,Ó said the beadle;Òtherules and regula-
tions of the board would soon bring their spirit down for Ôem.Ó

ÒLetÔemalone for that,Ó replied the undertaker. So saying, he
smiled, approvingly: to calm the rising wrath of the indignant par-
ish officer.

Mr Bumble lifted off his cocked hat; took a handkerchief from
the inside of the crown; wiped from his forehead the perspiration
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which his rage had engendered;fixed the cocked hat on again;
and, turning to the undertaker, said in a calmer voice:

ÒWell; what about the boy?Ó
ÒOh!Óreplied the undertaker; why, you know, Mr. Bumble, I

pay a good deal towards the poorÕsrates.ÓÒHem!Ósaid Mr.
Bumble. ÒWell?Ó

ÒWell,Óreplied the undertaker, ÒIwas thinking that if I pay so
much towards Ôem,IÕvea right to get asmuch out of Ôemas I can,
Mr. Bumble; and soÑI think IÕll take the boy myself.Ó

Mr. Bumble grasped the undertaker by the arm, and led him
into the building. Mr. Sowerberrywas closetedwith the board for
five minutes; and it was arranged that Oliver should go to him
that eveningÒuponlikingÓÑa phrasewhich means,in the caseof
a parish apprentice, that if the master find, upon a short trial, that
he can get enough work out of a boy without putting too much
food into him, he shall have him for a term of years, to do what
he likes with.

When little Oliver was taken before ÒthegentlemenÓthat even-
ing; and informed that he was to go, that night, as general
houseladto a coffinmakerÕs;and that if he complained of his situ-
ation, or ever cameback to the parish again, he would be sent to
sea, there to be drowned, or knocked on the head, as the case
might be, he evincedso little emotion, that they by common con-
sent pronounced him a hardened young rascal, and orered Mr.
Bumble to remove him forthwith.

Now, although it was very natural that the board, of all people
in the world, should feel in a great state of virtuous astonishment
and horror at the smallesttokens of want of feeling on the part of
anybody, they were rather out, in this particular instance. The
simple fact was, that Oliver, instead of possessingtoo little feel-
ing, possessedrather too much; and was in a fair way of being
reduced, for life, to a state of brutal stupidity and sullennessby
the ill usagehe had received.He heard the news of his destina-
tion, in perfect silence;and, having had his luggageput into his
handÑwhich was not very difficult to carry, inasmuch as it was
all comprised within the limits of a brown paper parcel, about
half a foot squareby three inchesdeepÑhe pulled his cap over his
eyes;and once more attaching himself to Mr. BumbleÕscoat cuff,
was led away by that dignitary to a new scene of suffering.

For sometime, Mr. Bumble drew Oliver along, without notice
or remark; for the beadlecarried his head very erect, as a beadle
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always should: and, it being a windy day, little Oliver was com-
pletely enshrouded by the skirts of Mr. BumbleÕscoat as they
blew open, and disclosedto great advantagehis flapped waistcoat
and drab plush kneebreeches.As they drew near to their destina-
tion, however, Mr. Bumble thought it expedient to look down,
and seethat the boy was in good order for inspection by his new
master: which he accordingly did, with a fit and becoming air of
gracious patronage.

ÒOliver!Ó said Mr. Bumble.
ÒYes, sir,Ó replied Oliver, in a low, tremulous voice.
ÒPull that cap off your eyes,and hold up your head, sir.Ó Al-

though Oliver did ashe was desired,at once;and passedthe back
of his unoccupied hand briskly across his eyes,he left a tear in
them when he looked up at his conductor. As Mr. Bumble gazed
sternly upon him, it rolled down his cheek.It was followed by an-
other, and another. The child made a strong effort, but it was an
unsuccessfulone. Withdrawing his other hand from Mr. BumbleÕs
he coveredhis facewith both; and wept until the tearssprung out
from between his chin and bony fingers.

ÒWell!Óexclaimed Mr. Bumble, stopping short, and darting at
his little charge a look of intense malignity. ÒWell! Of ALL the
ungratefullest, and worstdisposed boys as ever I see,Oliver, you
are theÑÓ

ÒNo, no, sir,ÓsobbedOliver, clinging to the hand which held
the wellknown cane; Òno, no, sir; I will be good indeed; indeed,
indeed I will, sir! I am a very little boy, sir; and it is soÑsoÑÓ

ÒSo what?Ó inquired Mr. Bumble in amazement.
ÒSolonely, sir! So very lonely!Ó cried the child. ÒEverybody

hates me. Oh! Sir, donÕt,donÕtpray be cross to me!ÓThe child
beat his hand upon his heart; and looked in his companionÕsface,
with tears of real agony.

Mr. Bumble regarded OliverÕspiteous and helplesslook, with
some astonishment, for a few seconds; hemmed three or four
times in a husky manner; and after muttering something about
Òthat troublesomecough,ÓbadeOliver dry his eyesand be a good
boy. Then once more taking his hand, he walked on with him in
silence.

The undertaker, who had just putup the shutters of his shop,
was making someentries in his daybook by the light of a most ap-
propriate dismal candle, when Mr. Bumble entered.
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ÒAha!Ósaid the undertaker; looking up from the book, and
pausing in the middle of a word; Òis that you, Bumble?Ó

ÒNo one else,Mr. Sowerberry,Óreplied the beadle.ÒHere!IÕve
brought the boy.Ó Oliver made a bow.

ÒOh! thatÕsthe boy, is it?Ó said the undertaker: raising the
candle above his head, to get a better view of Oliver. ÒMrs.
Sowerberry, will you have the goodnessto come here a moment,
my dear?Ó

Mrs. Sowerberry emergedfrom a little room behind the shop,
and presentedthe form of a short, then, squeezedupwoman, with
a vixenish countenance.

ÒMy dear,Ósaid Mr. Sowerberry,deferentially, Òthisis the boy
from the workhouse that I told you of.Ó Oliver bowed again.

ÒDear me!Ó said the undertakerÕswife, ÒheÕsvery small.Ó
ÒWhy, he IS rather small,Óreplied Mr. Bumble: looking at Oliver
as if it were his fault that he was no bigger; Òheis small. ThereÕs
no denying it. But heÕllgrow, Mrs. SowerberryÑheÕll grow.Ó
ÒAh! I dare say he will,Ó replied the lady pettishly, Òonour victu-
als and our drink. I seeno saving in parish children, not I; for
they always cost more to keep, than theyÕreworth. However, men
always think they know best. There! Get downstairs, little bag oÕ
bones.ÓWith this, the undertakerÕswife openeda side door, and
pushedOliver down a steepflight of stairs into a stonecell, damp
and dark: forming the anteroom to the coalcellar, and denomin-
ated ÒkitchenÓ;wherein sat a slatternly girl, in shoes down at
heel, and blue worsted stockings very much out of repair.

ÒHere, Charlotte,Ó said Mr. Sowerberry, who had followed
Oliver down, Ògivethis boy someof the cold bits that were put by
for Trip. He hasnÕtcome home since the morning, so he may go
without Ôem.I dare say the boy isnÕttoo dainty to eat ÔemÑare
you, boy?Ó

Oliver, whose eyeshad glistened at the mention of meat, and
who was trembling with eagernessto devour it, replied in the neg-
ative; and a plateful of coarse broken victuals was set before him.

I wish somewellfed philosopher, whosemeat and drink turn to
gall within him; whose blood is ice, whose heart is iron; could
have seenOliver Twist clutching at the dainty viands that the dog
had neglected.I wish he could have witnessedthe horrible avidity
with which Oliver tore the bits asunder with all the ferocity of
famine. There is only one thing I should like better; and that
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would be to seethe Philosopher making the same sort of meal
himself, with the same relish.

ÒWell,Ósaid the undertakerÕswife, when Oliver had finished
his supper:which shehad regardedin silent horror, and with fear-
ful auguries of his future appetite: Òhave you done?Ó

There being nothing eatablewithin his reach, Oliver replied in
the affirmative.

ÒThencome with me,Ósaid Mrs. Sowerberry: taking up a dim
and dirty lamp, and leading the way upstairs; Òyour bedÕsunder
the counter. You donÕtmind sleeping among the coffins, I sup-
pose?But it doesnÕtmuch matter whether you do or donÕt,for
you canÕtsleep anywhere else. Come; donÕtkeep me here all
night!Ó

Oliver lingered no longer, but meekly followed his new
mistress.
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5

Oliver Mingles With New Associates. Going
to a Funeral for the First Time, He Forms an

Unfavourable Notion of his MasterÕs
Business

OLIVER, being left to himself in the undertakerÕs shop, set the
lamp down on a workmanÕsbench,and gazedtimidly about

him with a feeling of awe and dread, which many people a good
deal older than he will be at no loss to understand. An unfinished
coffin on black tressels,which stood in the middle of the shop,
looked so gloomy and deathlike that a cold tremble came over
him, every time his eyeswandered in the direction of the dismal
object: from which he almost expectedto seesomefrightful form
slowly rear its head, to drive him mad with terror. Against the
wall were ranged, in regular array, a long row of elm boards cut
in the sameshape: looking in the dim light, like highshouldered
ghosts with their hands in their breechespockets. Coffinplates,
elmchips, brightheaded nails, and shreds of black cloth, lay
scatteredon the floor; and the wall behind the counter was orna-
mented with a lively representation of two mutes in very stiff
neckcloths, on duty at a large private door, with a hearsedrawn
by four black steeds,approaching in the distance. The shop was
close and hot. The atmosphereseemedtainted with the smell of
coffins. The recessbeneaththe counter in which his flock mattress
was thrust, looked like a grave.

Nor were thesethe only dismal feelingswhich depressedOliv-
er. He was alone in a strangeplace; and we all know how chilled
and desolatethe best of us will sometimesfeel in such a situation.
The boy had no friends to care for, or to care for him. The regret
of no recent separation was fresh in his mind; the absenceof no
loved and wellremembered face sank heavily into his heart.

But his heart was heavy,notwithstanding; and he wished, ashe
crept into his narrow bed, that that were his coffin, and that he
could be lain in a calm and lasting sleep in the churchyard
ground, with the tall grasswaving gently above his head, and the
sound of the old deep bell to soothe him in his sleep.
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Oliver was awakenedin the morning, by a loud kicking at the
outside of the shopdoor: which, before he could huddle on his
clothes, was repeated,in an angry and impetuous manner, about
twentyfive times. When he began to undo the chain, the legs de-
sisted, and a voice began.

ÒOpenthe door, will yer?Ócried the voice which belonged to
the legs which had kicked at the door.

ÒI will, directly, sir,Ó replied Oliver: undoing the chain, and
turning the key.

ÒI supposeyer the new boy, ainÕtyer?Ósaid the voice through
the keyhole.

ÒYes, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒHow old are yer?Ó inquired the voice.
ÒTen, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒThenIÕllwhop yer when I get in,Ó said the voice; Òyou just

seeif I donÕt,thatÕsall, my workÕusbrat!Ó and having made this
obliging promise, the voice began to whistle.

Oliver had beentoo often subjectedto the processto which the
very expressivemonosyllable just recorded bearsreference,to en-
tertain the smallestdoubt that the owner of the voice, whoever he
might be, would redeem his pledge, most honourably. He drew
back the bolts with a trembling hand, and opened the door.

For a secondor two, Oliver glanced up the street, and down
the street,and over the way: impressedwith the belief that the un-
known, who had addressedhim through the keyhole, had walked
a few pacesoff, to warm himself; for nobody did he seebut a big
charityboy, sitting on a post in front of the house,eating a sliceof
bread and butter: which he cut into wedges,the sizeof his mouth,
with a claspknife, and then consumed with great dexterity.

ÒI beg your pardon, sir,Ó said Oliver at length: seeingthat no
other visitor made his appearance; Òdid you knock?Ó

ÒI kicked,Ó replied the charityboy.
ÒDid you want a coffin, sir?Ó inquired Oliver, innocently.
At this, the charityboy looked monstrous fierce; and said that

Oliver would want one before long, if he cut jokes with his super-
iors in that way.

ÒYer donÕtknow who I am, I suppose, WorkÕus?Ósaid the
charityboy, in continuation: descendingfrom the top of the post,
meanwhile, with edifying gravity.

ÒNo, sir,Ó rejoined Oliver.
ÒIÕmMister Noah Claypole,Ósaid the charityboy, ÒandyouÕre
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under me. Take down the shutters, yer idle young ruffian!Ó With
this, Mr. Claypole administered a kick to Oliver, and enteredthe
shop with a dignified air, which did him great credit. It is difficult
for a largeheaded,smalleyedyouth, of lumbering make and heavy
countenance,to look dignified under any circumstances;but it is
more especiallyso, when superaddedto thesepersonal attractions
are a red nose and yellow smalls.

Oliver, having taken down the shutters, and broken a pane of
glassin his effort to staggeraway beneath the weight of the first
one to a small court at the side of the house in which they were
kept during the day, was graciously assistedby Noah: who having
consoledhim with the assurancethat ÒheÕdcatch it,Ó condescen-
ded to help him. Mr. Sowerberry came down soon after. Shortly
afterwards, Mrs. Sowerberryappeared.Oliver having Òcaughtit,Ó
in fulfilment of NoahÕsprediction, followed that young gentleman
down the stairs to breakfast.

ÒComenear the fire, Noah,Ó said Charlotte. ÒI saved a nice
little bit of bacon for you from masterÕsbreakfast. Oliver, shut
that door at Mister NoahÕsback, and take them bits that IÕveput
out on the cover of the breadpan. ThereÕsyour tea; take it away
to that box, and drink it there, and make haste, for theyÕllwant
you to mind the shop. DÕye hear?Ó

ÒDÕye hear, WorkÕus?Ó said Noah Claypole.
ÒLor, Noah!Ó said Charlotte, Òwhat a rum creature you are!

Why donÕtyou let the boy alone?ÓÒLet him alone!Ósaid Noah.
ÒWhy everybody lets him alone enough, for the matter of that.
Neither his father nor his mother will ever interfere with him. All
his relations let him have his own way pretty well. Eh, Charlotte?
He! He! He!ÓÒOh,you queersoul!Ósaid Charlotte, bursting into
a hearty laugh, in which shewas joined by Noah; after which they
both looked scornfully at poor Oliver Twist, as he sat shivering
on the box in the coldest corner of the room, and ate the stale
pieces which had been specially reserved for him.

Noah was a charityboy, but not a workhouse orphan. No
chancechild was he, for he could trace his genealogyall the way
back to his parents, who lived hard by; his mother being a wash-
erwoman, and his father a drunken soldier, discharged with a
wooden leg, and a diurnal pension of twopencehalfpennyand an
unstateable fraction. The shopboys in the neighbourhood had
long beenin the habit of branding Noah in the public streets,with
the ignominious epithets of Òleathers,ÓÒcharity,Óand the like;
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and Noah had bourne them without reply. But, now that fortune
had cast in his way a namelessorphan, at whom eventhe meanest
could point the finger of scorn, he retorted on him with interest.
This affords charming food for contemplation. It showsus what a
beautiful thing human nature may be madeto be; and how impar-
tially the sameamiable qualities are developed in the finest lord
and the dirtiest charityboy.

Oliver had been sojourning at the undertakerÕssome three
weeks or a month. Mr. And Mrs. SowerberryÑthe shop being
shut upÑwere taking their supper in the little backparlour, when
Mr. Sowerberry, after several deferential glances at his wife, said,

ÒMy dearÑÓ He was going to saymore; but, Mrs. Sowerberry
looking up, with a peculiarly unpropitious aspect, he stopped
short.

ÒWell,Ó said Mrs. Sowerberry, sharply.
ÒNothing, my dear, nothing,Ó said Mr. Sowerberry.
ÒUgh, you brute!Ó said Mrs. Sowerberry.
ÒNot at all, my dear,Ó said Mr. Sowerberry humbly. ÒI

thought you didnÕtwant to hear, my dear. I was only going to
sayÑÓ

ÒOh, donÕttell me what you were going to say,Óinterposed
Mrs. Sowerberry. ÒI am nobody; donÕtconsult me, pray. I donÕt
want to intrude upon your secrets.ÓAs Mrs. Sowerberrysaid this,
she gave an hysterical laugh, which threatened violent
consequences.

ÒBut,my dear,Ósaid Sowerberry, ÒI want to ask your advice.Ó
ÒNo, no, donÕtask mine,Óreplied Mrs. Sowerberry, in an affect-
ing manner: Òask somebody elseÕs.ÓHere, there was another
hysterical laugh, which frightened Mr. Sowerberry very much.
This is a very common and muchapproved matrimonial courseof
treatment, which is often very effective It at once reduced Mr.
Sowerberry to begging, as a special favour, to be allowed to say
what Mrs. Sowerberry was most curious to hear. After a short
duration, the permission was most graciously conceded.

ÒItÕsonly about young Twist, my dear,Ósaid Mr. Sowerberry.
ÒA very goodlooking boy, that, my dear.ÓÒHe need be, for he
eats enough,Ó observed the lady.

ÒThereÕsan expressionof melancholy in his face,my dear,Óre-
sumed Mr. Sowerberry, Òwhich is very interesting. He would
make a delightful mute, my love.Ó

Mrs. Sowerberry looked up with an expressionof considerable
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wonderment. Mr. Sowerberry remarked it and, without allowing
time for any observation on the good ladyÕs part, proceeded.

ÒI donÕtmean a regular mute to attend grownup people, my
dear, but only for childrenÕspractice. It would be very new to
have a mute in proportion, my dear. You may dependupon it, it
would have a superb effect.Ó

Mrs. Sowerberry, who had a good deal of taste in the under-
taking way, was much struck by the novelty of this idea; but, as it
would havebeencompromising her dignity to havesaid so, under
existing circumstances,shemerely inquired, with much sharpness,
why such an obvious suggestionhad not presenteditself to her
husbandÕsmind before?Mr. Sowerberry rightly construed this, as
an acquiescencein his proposition; it was speedily determined,
therefore, that Oliver should be at once initiated into the myster-
iesof the trade; and, with this view, that he should accompanyhis
master on the very next occasion of his services being required.

The occasion was not long in coming. Half an hour after
breakfast next morning, Mr. Bumble entered the shop; and sup-
porting his caneagainst the counter, drew forth his large leathern
pocketbook: from which he selecteda small scrapof paper, which
he handed over to Sowerberry.

ÒAha!Ósaid the undertaker, glancing over it with a lively coun-
tenance; Òan order for a coffin, eh?ÓÒFor a coffin first, and a
porochial funeral afterwards,Óreplied Mr. Bumble, fastening the
strap of the leathern pocketbook: which, like himself, was very
corpulent.

ÒBayton,Ósaid the undertaker, looking from the scrapof paper
to Mr. Bumble. ÒI never heard the name before.Ó

Bumble shook his head, as he replied, ÒObstinatepeople, Mr.
Sowerberry; very obstinate. Proud, too, IÕm afraid, sir.Ó

ÒProud,eh?Óexclaimed Mr. Sowerberry with a sneer.ÒCome,
thatÕs too much.Ó ÒOh, itÕs sickening,Ó replied the beadle.
ÒAntimonial, Mr. Sowerberry!Ó ÒSo it is,Ó asquiesced the
undertaker.

ÒWeonly heard of the family the night before last,Ósaid the
beadle; Òand we shouldnÕthave known anything about them,
then, only a woman who lodges in the samehouse made an ap-
plication to the porochial committee for them to send the
porochial surgeonto seea woman as was very bad. He had gone
out to dinner; but his Òprentice(which is a very clever lad) sent
Ôem some medicine in a blackingbottle, offhand.Ó
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ÒAh, thereÕs promptness,Ó said the undertaker.
ÒPromptness,indeed!Óreplied the beadle.ÒButwhatÕsthe con-

sequence;whatÕsthe ungrateful behaviour of these rebels, sir?
Why, the husband sendsback word that the medicine wonÕtsuit
his wifeÕscomplaint, and so she shanÕttake itÑsays she shanÕt
take it, sir! Good, strong, wholesomemedicine, as was given with
great successto two Irish labourers and a coalheaver,ony a week
beforeÑsent Ôemfor nothing, with a blackinÕbottlein,Ñand he
sends back word that she shanÕt take it, sir!Ó

As the atrocity presenteditself to Mr. BumbleÕsmind in full
force, he struck the counter sharply with his cane, and became
flushed with indignation.

ÒWell,Ó said the undertaker, ÒI neÑverÑdidÑÓ
ÒNeverdid, sir!Óejaculatedthe beadle.ÒNo, nor nobody never

did; but now sheÕsdead, weÕvegot to bury her; and thatÕsthe dir-
ection; and the sooner itÕs done, the better.Ó

Thus saying, Mr. Bumble put on his cocked hat wrong side
first, in a fever of parochial excietment; and flounced out of the
shop.

ÒWhy,he was so angry, Oliver, that he forgot evento ask after
you!Ó said Mr. Sowerberry, looking after the beadleas he strode
down the street.

ÒYes,sir,Ó replied Oliver, who had carefully kept himself out
of sight, during the interview; and who was shaking from head to
foot at the mere recollection of the sound of Mr. BumbleÕs voice.

He neednÕthaven taken the trouble to shrink from Mr.
BumbleÕsglance,however; for that functionary, on whom the pre-
diction of the gentleman in the white waistcoat had made a very
strong impression, thought that now the undertaker had got Oliv-
er upon trial the subject was better avoided, until such time as he
should be firmly bound for sevenyears,and all danger of his be-
ing returned upon the hands of the parish should be thus
effectually and legally overcome.

ÒWell,Ósaid Mr. Sowerberry, taking up his hat. Òthe sooner
this job is done, the better. Noah, look after the shop. Oliver, put
on your cap, and comewith me.ÓOliver obeyed,and followed his
master on his professional mission.

They walked on, for sometime, through the most crowded and
denselyinhabited part of the town; and then, striking down a nar-
row street more dirty and miserablethan any they had yet passed
through, paused to look for the house which was the object of
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their search.The houseson either side were high and large, but
very old, and tenantedby peopleof the poorest class:as their neg-
lected appearancewould have sufficiently dentoed, without the
concurrent testimony afforded by the squalid looks of the few
men and women who, with folded arms and bodies half doubled,
occasionally skulked along. A great many of the tenementshad
shopfronts; but thesewere fast closed,and mouldering away; only
the upper rooms being inhabited. Somehouseswhich had become
insecurefrom ageand decay,were preventedfrom falling into the
street, by huge beams of wood reared against the walls, and
firmly planted in the road; but even these crazy dens seemedto
have been selected as the nightly haunts of some houseless
wretches, for many of the rough boards which supplied the place
of door and window, were wrenched from their positions, to af-
ford an aperture wide enough for the passageof a human body.
The kennel was stagnantand filthy. The very rats, which hereand
there lay putrefying in its rottenness, were hideous with famine.

There was neither knocker nor bellhandle at the open door
where Oliver and his master stopped; so, groping his way cau-
tiously through the dark passage,and bidding Oliver keepcloseto
him and not be afraid the undertaker mounted to the top of the
first flight of stairs. Stumbling against a door on the landing, he
rapped at it with his knuckles.

It was openedby a young girl of thirteen or fourteen. The un-
dertaker at once saw enough of what the room contained, to
know it was the apartment to which he had been directed. He
stepped in; Oliver followed him.

There was no fire in the room; but a man was crouching,
mechanically, over the empty stove. An old woman, too, had
drawn a low stool to the cold hearth, and was sitting besidehim.
There were some ragged children in another corner; and in a
small recess, opposite the door, there lay upon the ground,
something covered with an old blanket. Oliver shuddered as he
casthis eyestoward the place,and crept involuntarily closer to his
master; for though it was covered up, the boy felt that it was a
corpse.

The manÕsfacewas thin and very pale; his hair and beard were
grizzly; his eyes were blookshot. The old womanÕsface was
wrinkled; her two remaining teeth protruded over her under lip;
and her eyeswere bright and piercing. Oliver was afriad to look
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at either her or the man. They seemedso like the rats he had seen
outside.

ÒNobody shall go near her,Ósaid the man, starting fiercely up,
as the undertaker approachedthe recess.ÒKeepback! Damn you,
keep back, if youÕve a life to lose!Ó

ÒNonsense,my good man,Ó said the undertaker, who was
pretty well used to misery in all its shapes. ÒNonsense!Ó

ÒI tell you,Ó said the man: clenching his hands, and stamping
furiously on the floor,ÑÓI tell you I wonÕthave her put into the
ground. She couldnÕt rest there. The worms would worry
herÑnot eat herÑshe is so worn away.Ó

The undertaker offered no reply to this raving; but producing a
tape from his pocket, knelt down for a moment by the side of the
body.

ÒAh!Ó said the man: bursting into tears, and sinking on his
kneesat the feet of the dead woman; Òkneeldown, kneel down
Ñkneel round her, every one of you, and mark my words! I say
shewas starved to death. I never knew how bad shewas, till the
fever came upon her; and then her bones were starting through
the skin. There was neither fire nor candle; she died in the
darkÑin the dark! She couldnÕteven see her childrenÕsfaces,
though we heard her gaspingout their names.I beggedfor her in
the streets: and they sent me to prison. When I came back, she
was dying; and all the blood in my heart has dried up, for they
starved her to death. I swear it before the God that saw it! They
starved her!Ó He twined his hands in his hair; and, with a loud
scream, rolled grovelling upon the floor: his eyesfixed, and the
foam covering his lips.

The terrified children cried bitterly; but the old woman, who
had hitherto remained as quiet as if she had been wholly deaf to
all that passed,menacedthem into silence.Having unloosenedthe
cravat of the man who still remainedextendedon the ground, she
tottered towards the undertaker.

ÒShewas my daughter,Ó said the old woman, nodding her
head in the direction of the corpse; and speaking with an idiotic
leer, more ghastly than eventhe presenceof death in sucha place.
ÒLord, Lord! Well, it IS strangethat I who gavebirth to her, and
was a woman then, should be alive and merry now, and shelying
ther: so cold and stiff! Lord, Lord!Ñto think of it; itÕsas good as
a playÑas good as a play!Ó
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As the wretched creature mumbled and chuckled in her
hideous merriment, the undertaker turned to go away.

ÒStop,stop!Ósaid the old woman in a loud whisper. ÒWill she
be buried tomorrow, or next day, or tonight? I laid her out; and I
must walk, you know. Sendme a large cloak: a good warm one:
for it is bitter cold. We should havecakeand wine, too, before we
go! Never mind; sendsomebreadÑonly a loaf of bread and a cup
of water. Shall we have some bread, dear?Ó she said eagerly:

catching at the undertakerÕscoat, as he once more moved to-
wards the door.

ÒYes, yes,Ó said the undertaker,Òof course. Anything you
like!Ó He disengagedhimself from the old womanÕsgrasp; and,
drawing Oliver after him, hurried away.

The next day, (the family having beenmeanwhile relievedwith
a halfquartern loaf and a piece of cheese,left with them by Mr.
Bumble himself,) Oliver and his master returned to the miserable
abode; where Mr. Bumble had already arrived, accompanied by
four men from the workhouse, who were to act asbearers.An old
black cloak had beenthrown over the rags of the old woman and
the man; and the bare coffin having been screwed down, was
hoisted on the shoulders of the bearers, and carried into the street.

ÒNow, you must put your best leg foremost, old lady!Ó
whispered Sowerberry in the old womanÕsear; Òwe are rather
late; and it wonÕtdo, to keep the clergyman waiting. Move on,
my men,Ñas quick as you like!Ó

Thus directed, the bearerstrotted on under their light burden;
and the two mourners kept as near them, as they could. Mr.
Bumble and Sowerberry walked at a good smart pace in front;
and Oliver, whose legs were not so long as his masterÕs,ran by
the side.

There was not so great a necessityfor hurrying as Mr. Sower-
berry had anticipated, however; for when they reached the
obscure corner of the churchyard in which the nettles grew, and
where the parish graves were made, the clergyman had not ar-
rived; and the clerk, who was sitting by the vestryroom fire,
seemedto think it by no means improbable that it might be an
hour or so, before he came.So, they put the bier on the brink of
the grave; and the two mourners waited patiently in the damp
clay, with a cold rain drizzling down, while the ragged boys
whom the spectaclehad attracted into the churchyard played a
noisy gameat hideandseekamong the tombstones,or varied their
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amusementsby jumping backwards and forwards over the coffin.
Mr. Sowerberry and Bumble, being personal friends of the clerk,
sat by the fire with him, and read the paper.

At length, after a lapse of something more than an hour, Mr.
Bumble, and Sowerberry, and the clerk, were seen running to-
wards the grave. Immediately afterwards, the clergyman
appeared:putting on his surplice as he came along. Mr. Bumble
then thrashed a boy or two, to keep up appearances;and the rev-
erend gentleman, having read as much of the burial service as
could be compressedinto four minutes, gave his surplice to the
clerk, and walked away again.

ÒNow, Bill!Ó said Sowerberry to the gravedigger.ÒFill up!Ó It
was no very difficult task, for the grave was so full, that the up-
permost coffin was within a few feet of the surface. The
gravediggershovelled in the earth; stamped it loosely down with
his feet: shouldered his spade; and walked off, followed by the
boys, who murmured very loud complaints at the fun being over
so soon.

ÒCome,my good fellow!Ó said Bumble, tapping the man on
the back.

ÒThey want to shut up the yard.Ó
The man who had never once moved, since he had taken his

station by the grave side, started, raised his head, stared at the
person who had addressedhim, walked forward for a few paces;
and fell down in a swoon. The crazy old woman was too much
occupied in bewailing the loss of her cloak (which the undertaker
had taken off), to pay him any attention; so they threw a can of
cold water over him; and when he cameto, saw him safely out of
the churchyard, locked the gate, and departed on their different
ways.

ÒWell, Oliver,Ó said Sowerberry, as they walked home, Òhow
do you like it?ÓÒPrettywell, thank you, sirÓreplied Oliver, with
considerable hesitation. ÒNot very much, sir.Ó ÒAh, youÕll get
used to it in time, Oliver,Ó said Sowerberry. ÒNothing when you
ARE used to it, my boy.Ó Oliver wondered, in his own mind,
whether it had taken a very long time to get Mr. Sowerberry used
to it. But he thought it better not to ask the question; and walked
back to the shop: thinking over all he had seen and heard.
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6

Oliver, Being Goaded by the Taunts of
Noah, Rouses into Action, and Rather

Astonishes Him

THE MONTHÕStrial over, Oliver was formally apprenticed. It
was a nice sickly season just at this time. In commercial

phrase, coffins were looking up; and, in the course of a few
weeks,Oliver acquired a great deal of experience.The successof
Mr. SowerberryÕsingenious speculation, exceededeven his most
sanguine hopes. The oldest inhabitants recollected no period at
which measleshad been so prevalent, or so fatal to infant exist-
ence;and many were the mournful processionswhich little Oliver
headed,in a hatband reachingdown to his knees,to the indescrib-
able admiration and emotion of all the mothers in the town. As
Oliver accompanied his master in most of his adult expeditions
too, in order that he might acquire that equanimity of demeanour
and full command of nerve which was essentialto a finished un-
dertaker, he had many opportunities of observing the beautiful
resignation and fortitude with which some strongminded people
bear their trials and losses.

For instance; when Sowerberry had an order for the burial of
somerich old lady or gentleman,who was surrounded by a great
number of nephewsand nieces,who had beenperfectly inconsol-
able during the previous illness, and whose grief had beenwholly
irrepressibleevenon the most public occasions,they would be as
happy among themselvesas need beÑquite cheerful and conten-
tedÑconversing together with as much freedom and gaiety, as if
nothing whatever had happenedto disturb them. Husbands, too,
bore the loss of their wives with the most heroic calmness.Wives,
again, put on weedsfor their husbands,as if, so far from grieving
in the garb of sorrow, they had made up their minds to render it
as becoming and attractive as possible. It was observable, too,
that ladiesand gentlemenwho were in passionsof anguishduring
the ceremony of interment, recovered almost as soon as they
reachedhome, and becamequite composedbefore the teadrinking
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was over. All this was very pleasant and improving to see;and
Oliver beheld it with great admiration.

That Oliver Twist was moved to resignation by the exampleof
thesegood people, I cannot, although I am his biographer, under-
take to affirm with any degree of confidence; but I can most
distinctly say, that for many months he continued meekly to sub-
mit to the domination and illtreatment of Noah Claypole: who
usedhim far worse than before, now that his jealousy was roused
by seeingthe new boy promoted to the black stick and hatband,
while he, the old one, remained stationary in the muffincap and
leathers. Charlotte treated him ill, becauseNoah did; and Mrs.
Sowerberry was his decidedenemy,becauseMr. Sowerberry was
disposedto be his friend; so, betweenthesethree on one side,and
a glut of funerals on the other, Oliver was not altogether as com-
fortable as the hungry pig was, when he was shut up, by mistake,
in the grain department of a brewery.

And now, I come to a very important passagein OliverÕshis-
tory; for I have to record an act, slight and unimportant perhaps
in appearance,but which indirectly produced a material changein
all his future prospects and proceedings.

One day, Oliver and Noah had descendedinto the kitchen at
the usual dinnerhour, to banquet upon a small joint of muttonÑa
pound and a half of the worst end of the neckÑwhen Charlotte
being called out of the way, there ensueda brief interval of time,
which Noah Claypole, being hungry and vicious, considered he
could not possibly devote to a worthier purpose than aggravating
and tantalising young Oliver Twist.

Intent upon this innocent amusement,Noah put his feet on the
tablecloth; and pulled OliverÕshair; and twitched his ears;and ex-
pressed his opinion that he was a ÒsneakÓ;and furthermore
announced his intention of coming to seehim hanged, whenever
that desirable event should take place; and entered upon various
topics of petty annoyance, like a malicious and illconditioned
charityboy as he was. But, making Oliver cry, Noah attempted to
be more facetious still; and in his attempt, did what many some-
times do to this day, when they want to be funny. He got rather
personal.

ÒWorkÕus,Ó said Noah, ÒhowÕs your mother?Ó
ÒSheÕsdead,Óreplied Oliver; ÒdonÕtyou say anything about

her to me!Ó OliverÕscolour rose as he said this; he breathed
quickly; and there was a curious working of the mouth and
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nostrils, which Mr. Claypole thought must be the immediate pre-
cursor of a violent fit of crying. Under this impressionhe returned
to the charge.

ÒWhat did she die of, WorkÕus?Ó said Noah.
ÒOf a broken heart, some of our old nursestold me,Óreplied

Oliver: more as if he were talking to himself, than answering
Noah. ÒI think I know what it must be to die of that!Ó

ÒTol de rol lol lol, right fol lairy, WorkÕus,Ósaid Noah, as a
tear rolled down OliverÕscheek. ÒWhatÕsset you a snivelling
now?Ó

ÒNot YOU,Ó replied Oliver, sharply. ÒThere; thatÕsenough.
DonÕt say anything more to me about her; youÕd better not!Ó

ÒBetter not!Ó exclaimed Noah. ÒWell! Better not! WorkÕus,
donÕtbe impudent. YOUR mother, too! She was a nice Ôunshe
was. Oh, Lor!Ó And here, Noah nodded his head expressively;
and curled up as much of his small red nose as muscular action
could collect together, for the occasion.

ÒYerknow, WorkÕus,Ócontinued Noah, emboldenedby Oliv-
erÕssilence,and speaking in a jeering tone of affected pity: of all
tones the most annoying: ÒYerknow, WorkÕus,it canÕtbe helped
now; and of courseyer couldnÕthelp it then; and I am very sorry
for it; and IÕmsure we all are, and pity yer very much. But yer
must know, WorkÕus,yer mother was a regular rightdown bad
Ôun.Ó

ÒWhat did you say?Ó inquired Oliver, looking up very quickly.
ÒA regular rightdown bad Ôun, WorkÕus,Óreplied Noah,

coolly. ÒAnd itÕsa great deal better, WorkÕus,that shedied when
she did, or else sheÕdhave been hard labouring in Bridewell, or
transported, or hung; which is more likely than either, isnÕt it?Ó

Crimson with fury, Oliver started up; overthrew the chair and
table; seizedNoah by the throat; shook him, in the violenceof his
rage, till his teeth chattered in his head; and collecting his whole
force into one heavy blow, felled him to the ground.

A minute ago, the boy had looked the quiet child, mild, dejec-
ted creaturethat harsh treatment had madehim. But his spirit was
roused at last; the cruel insult to his dead mother had set his
blood on fire. His breast heaved; his attitude was erect; his eye
bright and vivid; his whole person changed, as he stood glaring
over the cowardly tormentor who now lay crouching at his feet;
and defied him with an energy he had never known before.

ÒHeÕllmurder me!Ó blubbered Noah. ÒCharlotte! Missis!
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HereÕsthe new boy a murdering of me! Help! Help! OliverÕsgone
mad! CharÑlotte!Ó

NoahÕsshouts were responded to, by a loud scream from
Charlotte, and a louder from Mrs. Sowerberry; the former of
whom rushed into the kitchen by a sidedoor, while the latter
pausedon the staircasetill shewas quite certain that it was con-
sistent with the preservation of human life, to come further down.

ÒOh, you little wretch!Ó screamed Charlotte: seizing Oliver
with her utmost force, which was about equal to that of a moder-
ately strong man in particularly good training. ÒOh, you little
ungrateful, murderous, horrid villain!Ó And between every syl-
lable, Charlotte gave Oliver a blow with all her might:
accompanying it with a scream, for the benefit of society.

CharlotteÕsfist was by no meansa light one; but, lest it should
not be effectual in calming OliverÕswrath, Mrs. Sowerberry
plunged into the kitchen, and assistedto hold him with one hand,
while shescratchedhis facewith the other. In this favourable pos-
ition of affairs, Noah rose from the ground, and pommelled him
behind.

This was rather too violent exerciseto last long. When they
were all wearied out, and could tear and beat no longer, they
draggedOliver, struggling and shouting, but nothing daunted, in-
to the dustcellar, and there locked him up. This being done, Mrs.
Sowerberry sunk into a chair, and burst into tears.

ÒBlessher, sheÕsgoing off!Ó said Charlotte. ÒA glassof water,
Noah, dear. Make haste!ÓÒOh! Charlotte,Ó said Mrs. Sower-
berry: speaking as well as she could, through a deficiency of
breath, and a sufficiency of cold water, which Noah had poured
over her head and shoulders. ÒOh! Charlotte, what a mercy we
have not all been murdered in our beds!ÓÒAh! Mercy indeed,
maÕam,Ówas the reply. I only hope thisÕllteach master not to
have any more of these dreadful creatures, that are born to be
murderers and robbers from their very cradle.

Poor Noah! He was all but killed, maÕam,when I come in.Ó
ÒPoor fellow!Ó said Mrs. Sowerberry: looking piteously on the
charityboy.

Noah, whose top waistcoatbutton might havebeensomewhere
on a level with the crown of OliverÕshead, rubbed his eyeswith
the inside of his wrists while this commiseration was bestowed
upon him, and performed some affecting tears and sniffs.

ÒWhatÕsto be done!Ó exclaimed Mrs. Sowerberry. ÒYour
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masterÕsnot at home; thereÕsnot a man in the house, and heÕll
kick that door down in ten minutes.ÓOliverÕsvigorous plunges
against the bit of timber in question, rendered this occurance
highly probable.

ÒDear,dear! I donÕtknow, maÕam,Ósaid Charlotte, Òunlesswe
send for the policeofficers.ÓÒOr the millingtary,Ó suggestedMr.
Claypole.

ÒNo, no,Ósaid Mrs. Sowerberry: bethinking herself of OliverÕs
old friend. ÒRunto Mr. Bumble, Noah, and tell him to comehere
directly, and not to lose a minute; never mind your cap! Make
haste! You can hold a knife to that black eye, as you run along.

ItÕll keep the swelling down.Ó
Noah stopped to make no reply, but started off at his fullest

speed; and very much it astonished the people who were out
walking, to seea charityboy tearing through the streetspellmell,
with no cap on his head, and a claspknife at his eye.
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7

Oliver Continues Refractory

N OAH Claypole ran along the streetsat his swiftest pace,and
pausednot once for breath, until he reachedthe workhouse-

gate. Having rested here, for a minute or so, to collect a good
burst of sobs and an imposing show of tears and terror, he
knocked loudly at the wicket; and presentedsuch a rueful face to
the aged pauper who opened it, that even he, who saw nothing
but rueful faces about him at the best of times, started back in
astonishment.

ÒWhy, whatÕs the matter with the boy!Ó said the old pauper.
ÒMr. Bumble! Mr. Bumble!Ócried Noah, wit wellaffected dis-

may: and in tones so loud and agitated, that they not only caught
the ear of Mr. Bumble himself, who happenedto be hard by, but
alarmed him so much that he rushed into the yard without his
cocked hat, Ñwhich is a very curious and remarkable circum-
stance:as showing that even a beadle, acted upon a sudden and
powerful impulse, may be afflicted with a momentary visitation of
loss of selfpossession, and forgetfulness of personal dignity.

ÒOh, Mr. Bumble, sir!Ó said Noah: ÒOliver, sir, ÑOliver
hasÑÓ ÒWhat?What?Óinterposed Mr. Bumble: with a gleam of
pleasurein his metallic eyes.ÒNot run away; he hasnÕtrun away,
has he, Noah?ÓÒNo, sir, no. Not run away, sir, but heÕsturned
wicious,Óreplied Noah. ÒHetried to murder me, sir; and then he
tried to murder Charlotte; and then missis. Oh! What dreadful
pain it is! Such agony, please,sir!Ó And here, Noah writhed and
twisted his body into an extensive variety of eellike positions;
thereby giving Mr. Bumble to understand that, from the violent
and sanguinary onset of Oliver Twist, he had sustainedseverein-
ternal injury and damage, from which he was at that moment
suffering the acutest torture.

When Noah saw that the intelligence he communicated per-
fectly paralysed Mr. Bumble, he imparted additional effect
thereunto, by bewailing his dreadful wounds ten times louder
than before; and when he observed a gentleman in a white
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waistcoat crossing the yard, he was more tragic in his lamenta-
tions than ever: rightly conceiving it highly expedient to attract
the notice, and rouse the indignation, of the gentleman aforesaid.

The gentlemanÕsnotice was very soon attracted; for he had not
walked three paces,when he turned angrily round, and inquired
what that young cur was howling for, and why Mr. Bumble did
not favour him with something which would render the seriesof
vocular exclamations so designated, an involuntary process?

ÒItÕsa poor boy from the freeschool,sir,Óreplied Mr. Bumble,
Òwho has been nearly murderedÑall but murdered, sir, Ñby
young Twist.Ó

ÒBy Jove!Óexclaimed the gentleman in the white waistcoat,
stopping short. ÒI knew it! I felt a strangepresentiment from the
very first, that that audacious young savagewould come to be
hung!Ó

ÒHehas likewise attempted, sir, to murder the femaleservant,Ó
said Mr. Bumble, with a face of ashy paleness.

ÒAnd his missis,Ó interposed Mr. Claypole.
ÒAnd his master, too, I think you said, Noah?Ó added Mr.

Bumble.
ÒNo! heÕsout, or he would have murdered him,Ó replied

Noah. ÒHe said he wanted to.Ó ÒAh! Said he wanted to, did he,
my boy?Ó inquired the gentleman in the white waistcoat.

ÒYes, sir,Ó replied Noah. ÒAnd please, sir, missis wants to
know whether Mr. Bumble can spare time to step up there, dir-
ectly, and flog himÑ Òcause masterÕs out.Ó

ÒCertainly,my boy; certainly,Ósaid the gentlemanin the white
waistcoat: smiling benignly, and patting NoahÕshead, which was
about three inches higher than his own. ÒYouÕrea good boyÑa
very good boy. HereÕsa penny for you. Bumble, just step up to
SowerberryÕswith your cane, and seedwhatÕsbest to be done.
DonÕt spare him, Bumble.Ó

ÒNo, I will not, sir,Ó replied the beadle. And the cocked hat
and canehaving been,by this time, adjusted to their ownerÕssat-
isfaction, Mr. Bumble and Noah Claypole betook themselveswith
all speed to the undertakerÕs shop.

Here the position of affairs had not at all improved. Sower-
berry had not yet returned, and Oliver continued to kick, with
undiminished vigour, at the cellardoor. The accounts of his fero-
city as related by Mrs. Sowerberry and Charlotte, were of so
startling a nature, that Mr. Bumble judged it prudent to parley,
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before opening the door. With this view he gavea kick at the out-
side, by way of prelude; and, then, applying his mouth to the
keyhole, said, in a deep and impressive tone:

ÒOliver!Ó
ÒCome; you let me out!Ó replied Oliver, from the inside.
ÒDo you know this here voice, Oliver?Ó said Mr. Bumble.
ÒYes,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒAinÕtyou afraid of it, sir? AinÕtyou atrembling while I speak,

sir?Ó said Mr. Bumble.
ÒNo!Ó replied Oliver, boldly.
An answer so different from the one he had expectedto elicit,

and was in the habit of receiving, staggeredMr. Bumble not a
little. He steppedback from the keyhole; drew himself up to his
full height; and looked from one to another of the three bystand-
ers, in mute astonishment.

ÒOh, you know, Mr. Bumble, he must be mad,Ó said Mrs.
Sowerberry.

ÒNo boy in half his sensescould venture to speakso to you.Ó
ÒItÕsnot Madness,maÕam,Óreplied Mr. Bumble, after a few mo-
ments of deep meditation. ÒItÕsMeat.Ó ÒWhat?Óexclaimed Mrs.
Sowerberry.

ÒMeat, maÕam,meat,Ó replied Bumble, with stern emphasis.
ÒYouÕveoverfed him, maÕam.YouÕveraised a artificial soul and
spirit in him, maÕamunbecominga personof his condition: as the
board, Mrs. Sowerberry, who are practical philosophers, will tell
you. What have paupers to do with soul or spirit? ItÕsquite
enough that we let Ôemhave live bodies. If you had kept the boy
on gruel, maÕam, this would never have happened.Ó

ÒDear,dear!Óejaculated Mrs. Sowerberry, piously raising her
eyes to the kitchen ceiling: Òthis comes of being liberal!Ó

The liberality of Mrs. Sowerberry to Oliver, had consistedof a
profuse bestowal upon him of all the dirty odds and ends which
nobody elsewould eat; so there was a great deal of meeknessand
selfdevotion in her voluntarily remaining under Mr. BumbleÕs
heavy accusation.Of which, to do her justice, shewas wholly in-
nocent, in thought, word, or deed.

ÒAh!Ósaid Mr. Bumble, when the lady brought her eyesdown
to earth again; Òtheonly thing that can be done now, that I know
of, is to leave him in the cellar for a day or so, till heÕsa little
starved down; and then to take him out, and keep him on gruel
all through the apprenticeship. He comes of a bad family.
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Excitable natures, Mrs. Sowerberry! Both the nurse and doctor
said, that that mother of his made her way here, against diffi-
culties and pain that would have killed any welldisposedwoman,
weeks before.Ó

At this point of Mr. BumbleÕsdiscourse, Oliver, just hearing
enough to know that someallusion was being made to his moth-
er, recommenced kicking, with a violence that rendered every
other sound inaudible. Sowerberry returned at this juncture. Oliv-
erÕs offence having been explained to him, with such
exaggerationsas the ladies thought best calculated to rouse his
ire, he unlocked the cellardoor in a twinkling, and draggedhis re-
bellious apprentice out, by the collar.

OliverÕsclothes had been torn in the beating he had received;
his face was bruised and scratched;and his hair scatteredover his
forehead. The angry flush had not disappeared, however; and
when he was pulled out of his prison, he scowledboldly on Noah,
and looked quite undismayed.

ÒNow, you are a nice young fellow, ainÕtyou?Ósaid Sower-
berry; giving Oliver a shake, and a box on the ear.

ÒHe called my mother names,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒWell, and what if he did, you little ungrateful wretch?Ósaid

Mrs. Sowerberry. ÒShe deserved what he said, and worse.Ó
ÒShe didnÕtÓ said Oliver.
ÒShe did,Ó said Mrs. Sowerberry.
ÒItÕs a lie!Ó said Oliver.
Mrs. Sowerberry burst into a flood of tears.
This flood of tears left Mr. Sowerberry no alternative. If he

had hesitated for one instant to punish Oliver most severely, it
must be quite clear to every experienced reader that he would
have been, according to all precedentsin disputes of matrimony
established,a brute, an unnatural husband, an insulting creature,
a baseimitation of a man, and various other agreeablecharacters
too numerous for recital within the limits of this chapter. To do
him justice, he was, as far as his power wentÑit was not very ex-
tensiveÑkindly disposedtowards the boy; perhaps,becauseit was
his interest to be so; perhaps, becausehis wife disliked him. The
flood of tears, however, left him no resource;so he at once gave
him a drubbing, which satisfied even Mrs. Sowerberry herself,
and rendered Mr. BumbleÕssubsequentapplication of the paro-
chial cane,rather unnecessary.For the rest of the day, he was shut
up in the back kitchen, in company with a pump and a slice of

CHARLES DICKENS

47



bread; and at night, Mrs. Sowerberry, after making various re-
marks outside the door, by no means complimentary to the
memory of his mother, looked into the room, and, amidst the
jeers and pointings of Noah and Charlotte, ordered him upstairs
to his dismal bed.

It was not until he was left alone in the silenceand stillnessof
the gloomy workshop of the undertaker, that Oliver gaveway to
the feelings which the dayÕstreatment may be supposedlikely to
have awakened in a mere child. He had listened to their taunts
with a look of contempt; he had borne the lash without a cry: for
he felt that pride swelling in his heart which would have kept
down a shriek to the last, though they had roasted him alive. But
now, when there were none to seeor hear him, he fell upon his
kneeson the floor; and, hiding his face in his hands, wept such
tears as, God sendfor the credit of our nature, few so young may
ever have cause to pour out before him!

For a long time, Oliver remained motionless in this attitude.
The candle was burning low in the socket when he rose to his
feet. Having gazedcautiously round him, and listened intently, he
gently undid the fastenings of the door, and looked abroad.

It was a cold, dark night. The stars seemed,to the boyÕseyes,
farther from the earth than he had ever seenthem before; there
was no wind; and the sombre shadowsthrown by the treesupon
the ground, looked sepulchral and deathlike, from being so still.
He softly reclosedthe door. Having availed himself of the expir-
ing light of the candle to tie up in a handkerchief the few articles
of wearing apparel he had, sat himself down upon a bench, to
wait for morning.

With the first ray of light that struggled through the crevicesin
the shutters, Oliver arose,and again unbarred the door. One tim-
id look aroundÑone momentÕspause of hesitationÑhe had
closed it behind him, and was in the open street.

He looked to the right and to the left, uncertain whither to fly.
He rememberedto have seenthe waggons, as they went out,

toiling up the hill. He took the sameroute; and arriving at a foot-
path acrossthe fields: which he knew, after somedistance,led out
again into the road; struck into it, and walked quickly on.

Along this samefootpath, Oliver wellrememberedhe had trot-
ted beside Mr. Bumble, when he first carried him to the
workhouse from the farm. His way lay directly in front of the cot-
tage. His heart beat quickly when he bethought himself of this;
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and he half resolved to turn back. He had come a long way
though, and should lose a great deal of time by doing so. Besides,
it was so early that there was very little fear of his being seen;so
he walked on.

He reachedthe house.There was no appearanceof its inmates
stirring at that early hour. Oliver stopped, and peepedinto the
garden. A child was weeding one of the little beds;as he stopped,
he raised his pale face and disclosed the features of one of his
former companions. Oliver felt glad to seehim, before he went;
for, though younger than himself, he had beenhis little friend and
playmate. They had beenbeaten,and starved,and shut up togeth-
er, many and many a time.

ÒHush, Dick!Ó said Oliver, as the boy ran to the gate, and
thrust his thin arm between the rails to greet him. ÒIs any one
up?Ó

ÒNobody but me,Ó replied the child.
ÒYou musnÕtsay you saw me, Dick,Ó said Oliver. ÒI am run-

ning away. They beat and illuse me, Dick; and I am going to seek
my fortune, some long way off. I donÕtknow where. How pale
you are!Ó

ÒI heard the doctor tell them I was dying,Ó replied the child
with a faint smile. ÒI am very glad to seeyou, dear; but donÕt
stop, donÕt stop!Ó

ÒYes,yes, I will, to say goodbÕyeto you,Ó replied Oliver. ÒI
shall seeyou again, Dick. I know I shall! You will be well and
happy!Ó

ÒI hope so,Óreplied the child. ÒAfter I am dead, but not be-
fore. I know the doctor must be right, Oliver, becauseI dream so
much of Heaven,and Angels,and kind facesthat I neverseewhen
I am awake. Kiss me,Ósaid the child, climbing up the low gate,
and flinging his little arms round OliverÕsneck. ÒGoodbÕye,dear!
God bless you!Ó

The blessingwas from a young childÕslips, but it was the first
that Oliver had ever heard invoked upon his head; and through
the strugglesand sufferings,and troubles and changes,of his after
life, he never once forgot it.
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8

Oliver Walks to London. He Encounters on
the Road a Strange Sort of Young

Gentleman

OLIVER reached the stile at which the bypath terminated;
and once more gained the highroad. It was eight oÕclock

now. Though he was nearly five miles away from the town, he
ran, and hid behind the hedges,by turns, till noon: fearing that he
might be pursued and overtaken. Then he sat down to rest by the
sideof the milestone,and beganto think, for the first time, where
he had better go and try to live.

The stoneby which he was seated,bore, in large characters,an
intimation that it was just seventy miles from that spot to Lon-
don. The name awakened a new train of ideas in the boyÕs mind.

London!Ñthat great place!ÑnobodyÑnot even Mr.
BumbleÑcould ever find him there! He had often heard the old
men in the workhouse, too, say that no lad of spirit needwant in
London; and that there were ways of living in that vast city,
which those who had been bred up in country parts had no idea
of. It was the very place for a homelessboy, who must die in the
streets unless some one helped him. As these things passed
through his thoughts, he jumped upon his feet, and again walked
forward.

He had diminished the distance between himself and London
by full four miles more, before he recollectedhow much he must
undergo ere he could hope to reach his place of destination. As
this consideration forced itself upon him, he slackenedhis pacea
little, and meditated upon his means of getting there. He had a
crust of bread, a coarseshirt, and two pairs of stockings, in his
bundle. He had a penny tooÑa gift of SowerberryÕsafter somefu-
neral in which he had acquitted himself more than ordinarily
wellÑin his pocket. ÒA clean shirt,Ó thought Oliver, Òis a very
comfortable thing; and so are two pairs of darned stockings; and
so is a penny; but they small helps to a sixtyfive milesÕwalk in
winter time.Ó But OliverÕsthoughts, like those of most other
people, although they were extremely ready and active to point
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out his difficulties, were wholly at a loss to suggestany feasible
mode of surmounting them; so, after a good deal of thinking to
no particular purpose, he changed his little bundle over to the
other shoulder, and trudged on.

Oliver walked twenty miles that day; and all that time tasted
nothing but the crust of dry bread, and a few draughts of water,
which he beggedat the cottagedoors by the roadside. When the
night came,he turned into a meadow; and, creepingcloseunder a
hayrick, determined to lie there, till morning. He felt frightened at
first, for the wind moaned dismally over the empty fields: and he
was cold and hungry, and more alone than he had ever felt be-
fore. Being very tired with his walk, however, he soon fell asleep
and forgot his troubles.

He felt cold and stiff, when he got up next morning, and so
hungry that he was obliged to exchange the penny for a small
loaf, in the very first village through which he passed.He had
walked no more than twelve miles, when night closed in again.
His feet were sore, and his legs so weak that they trembled be-
neath him. Another night passedin the bleak damp air, madehim
worse; when he set forward on his journey next morning he could
hardly crawl along.

He waited at the bottom of a steephill till a stagecoachcame
up, and then beggedof the outside passengers;but there were very
few who took any notice of him: and eventhose told him to wait
till they got to the top of the hill, and then let them seehow far he
could run for a halfpenny. Poor Oliver tried to keep up with the
coach a little way, but was unable to do it, by reason of his fa-
tigue and sore feet. When the outsides saw this, they put their
halfpenceback into their pockets again, declaring that he was an
idle young dog, and didnÕtdeserveanything; and the coachrattled
away and left only a cloud of dust behind.

In some villages, large painted boards were fixed up: warning
all persons who begged within the district, that they would be
sent to jail. This frightened Oliver very much, and made him glad
to get out of those villages with all possibleexpedition. In others,
he would stand about the innyards, and look mournfully at every
one who passed:a proceeding which generally terminated in the
landladyÕsordering one of the postboys who were lounging
about, to drive that strangeboy out of the place, for shewas sure
he had come to steal something. If he beggedat a farmerÕshouse,
ten to one but they threatenedto set the dog on him; and when he

CHARLES DICKENS

51



showed his nose in a shop, they talked about the beadleÑwhich
brought OliverÕsheart into his mouth,Ñvery often the only thing
he had there, for many hours together.

In fact, if it had not beenfor a goodheartedturnpikeman, and
a benevolent old lady, OliverÕs troubles would have been
shortened by the very sameprocesswhich had put an end to his
motherÕs;in other words, he would most assuredly have fallen
dead upon the kingÕshighway. But the turnpikeman gave him a
meal of bread and cheese;and the old lady, who had a ship-
wrecked grandson wandering barefoot in somedistant part of the
earth, took pity upon the poor orphan, and gave him what little
she could affordÑand moreÑwith such kind and gently words,
and such tears of sympathy and compassion,that they sank deep-
er into OliverÕs soul, than all the sufferings he had ever
undergone.

Early on the seventhmorning after he had left his native place,
Oliver limped slowly into the little town of Barnet. The window-
shutters were closed; the street was empty; not a soul had
awakenedto the businessof the day. The sun was rising in all its
splendid beauty; but the light only served to show the boy his
own lonesomenessand desolation, as he sat, with bleeding feet
and covered with dust, upon a doorstep.

By degrees,the shutters were opened; the windowblinds were
drawn up; and people began passing to and fro. Some few
stopped to gazeat Oliver for a moment or two, or turned round
to stare at him as they hurried by; but none relieved him, or
troubled themselvesto inquire how he came there. He had no
heart to beg. And there he sat.

He had been crouching on the step for some time: wondering
at the great number of publichouses(every other house in Barnet
was a tavern, large or small), gazing listlessly at the coachesas
they passedthrough, and thinking how strange it seemedthat
they could do, with ease,in a few hours, what it had taken him a
whole week of courageand determination beyond his yearsto ac-
complish: when he was roused by observing that a boy, who had
passedhim carelesslysomeminutes before, had returned, and was
now surveying him most earnestly from the opposite side of the
way. He took little heed of this at first; but the boy remained in
the sameattitude of close observation so long, that Oliver raised
his head,and returned his steadylook. Upon this, the boy crossed
over; and walking close up to Oliver, said
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ÒHullo, my covey! WhatÕs the row?Ó
The boy who addressedthis inquiry to the young wayfarer,

was about his own age:but one of the queerestlooking boys that
Oliver had evenseen.He was a snubnosed,flatbrowed, common-
faced boy enough; and as dirty a juvenile as one would wish to
see;but he had about him all the airs and mannersof a man. He
was short of his age: with rather bowlegs, and little, sharp, ugly
eyes.His hat was stuck on the top of his head so lightly, that it
threatened to fall off every momentÑand would have done so,
very often, if the wearer had not had a knack of every now and
then giving his head a suddentwitch, which brought it back to its
old place again. He wore a manÕscoat, which reachednearly to
his heels.He had turned the cuffs back, halfway up his arm, to get
his handsout of the sleeves:apparently with the ultimated view of
thrusting them into the pocketsof his corduroy trousers; for there
he kept them. He was, altogether, as roystering and swaggeringa
young gentlemanas ever stood four feet six, or something less,in
the bluchers.

ÒHullo, my covey! WhatÕsthe row?Ó said this strange young
gentleman to Oliver.

ÒIam very hungry and tired,Óreplied Oliver: the tearsstanding
in his eyesas he spoke. ÒI have walked a long way. I have been
walking these seven days.Ó

ÒWalking for sivin days!Ósaid the young gentleman. ÒOh, I
see.BeakÕsorder, eh? But,Ó he added, noticing OliverÕslook of
surprise, ÒI suppose you donÕtknow what a beak is, my flash
companion.Ó

Oliver mildly replied, that he had always heard a birdÕsmouth
described by the term in question.

ÒMy eyes, how green!Ó exclaimed the young gentleman.
ÒWhy,a beakÕsa madgstÕrate;and when you walk by a beakÕsor-
der, itÕsnot straight forerd, but always agoing up, and niver a
coming down agin. Was you never on the mill?Ó

ÒWhat mill?Ó inquired Oliver.
ÒWhat mill! Why, THE millÑthe mill as takes up so little

room that itÕll work inside a Stone Jug; and always goes better
when the windÕslow with people, than when itÕshigh; acos then
they canÕtget workmen. But come,Ósaid the young gentleman;
Òyouwant grub, and you shall have it. IÕmat lowwatermark my-
selfÑonly one bob and a magpie; but, as far as it goes, IÕllfork
out and stump. Up with you on your pins. There! Now then!
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Morrice!Ó
Assisting Oliver to rise, the young gentleman took him to an

adjacent chandlerÕsshop, where he purchased a sufficiency of
readydressedham and a halfquartern loaf, or, as he himself ex-
pressedit, Òa fourpenny bran!Ó the ham being kept clean and
preservedfrom dust, by the ingenious expedient of making a hole
in the loaf by pulling out a portion of the crumb, and stuffing it
therein. Taking the bread under his arm, the young gentlman
turned into a small publichouse, and led the way to a taproom in
the rear of the premises.Here, a pot of beer was brought in, by
direction of the mysterious youth; and Oliver, falling to, at his
new friendÕsbidding, made a long and hearty meal, during the
progress of which the strange boy eyed him from time to time
with great attention.

ÒGoingto London?Ósaid the strangeboy, when Oliver had at
length concluded.

ÒYes.Ó
ÒGot any lodgings?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
ÒMoney?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
The strangeboy whistled; and put his arms into his pockets,as

far as the big coatsleeves would let them go.
ÒDo you live in London?Ó inquired Oliver.
ÒYes.I do, when IÕmat home,Óreplied the boy. ÒI suppose

you want some place to sleep in tonight, donÕt you?Ó
ÒIdo, indeed,ÓansweredOliver. ÒIhavenot slept under a roof

since I left the country.Ó ÒDonÕtfret your eyelids on that score.Ó
said the young gentleman.ÒIÕvegot to be in London tonight; and
I know a Òspectableold gentlemanas lives there, wotÕllgive you
lodgings for nothink, and neverask for the changeÑthat is, if any
genelmanhe knows interducesyou. And donÕthe know me?Oh,
no! Not in the least! By no means. Certainly not!Ó

The young gentelman smiled, as if to intimate that the latter
fragments of discourse were playfully ironical; and finished the
beer as he did so.

This unexpected offer of shelter was too tempting to be res-
isted; especially as it was immediately followed up, by the
assurancethat the old gentleman referred to, would doubtless
provide Oliver with a comfortable place, without loss of time.
This led to a more friendly and confidential dialogue; from which

OLIVER TWIST

54



Oliver discovered that his friendÕsname was Jack Dawkins, and
that he was a peculiar pet and protege of the elderly gentleman
before mentioned.

Mr. DawkinÕsappearancedid not say a vast deal in favour of
the comforts which his patronÕsinterest obtained for those whom
he took under his protection; but, as he had a rather flightly and
dissolute mode of conversing, and furthermore avowed that
among his intimate friends he was better known by the sobriquet
of ÒTheArtful Dodger,ÓOliver concluded that, being of a dissip-
ated and carelessturn, the moral preceptsof his benefactor had
hitherto been thrown away upon him. Under this impression, he
secretly resolved to cultivate the good opinion of the old gentle-
man as quickly as possible; and, if he found the Dodger
incorrigible, as he more than half suspectedhe should, to decline
the honour of his farther acquaintance.

As John Dawkins objected to their entering London before
nightfall, it was nearly elevenoÕclockwhen they reachedthe turn-
pike at Islington. They crossed from the Angel into St. JohnÕs
Road; struck down the small street which terminates at SadlerÕs
Wells Theatre; through Exmouth Streetand Coppice Row; down
the little court by the side of the workhouse; across the classic
ground which once bore the name of HockleyintheHole; thence
into Little Saffron Hill; and so into Saffron Hill the Great: along
which the Dodger scuddedat a rapid pace,directing Oliver to fol-
low close at his heels.

Although Oliver had enoughto occupy his attention in keeping
sight of his leader, he could not help bestowing a few hasty
glanceson either side of the way, as he passedalong. A dirtier or
more wretched place he had never seen.The street was very nar-
row and muddy, and the air was impregnated with filthy odours.

There were a good many small shops; but the only stock in
trade appearedto be heapsof children, who, evenat that time of
night, were crawling in and out at the doors, or screamingfrom
the inside. The sole placesthat seemedto prosper amid the gener-
al blight of the place, were the publichouses; and in them, the
lowest orders of Irish were wrangling with might and main.
Covered ways and yards, which here and there diverged from the
main street, disclosed little knots of houses,where drunken men
and women were positively wallowing in filth; and from several
of the doorways, great illlooking fellows were cautiously

CHARLES DICKENS

55



emerging, bound, to all appearance,on no very welldisposed or
harmless errands.

Oliver was just consideringwhether he hadnÕtbetter run away,
when they reachedthe bottom of the hill. His conductor, catching
him by the arm, pushedopen the door of a housenear Field Lane;
and drawing him into the passage, closed it behind them.

ÒNow, then!Ó cried a voice from below, in reply to a whistle
from the Dodger.

ÒPlummy and slam!Ó was the reply.
This seemedto be somewatchword or signal that all was right;

for the light of a feeblecandle gleamedon the wall at the remote
end of the passage;and a manÕsface peepedout, from where a
balustrade of the old kitchen staircase had been broken away.

ÒThereÕstwo on you,Ó said the man, thrusting the candle
farther out, and shielding his eyes with his hand. ÒWhoÕsthe
tÕother one?Ó

ÒA new pal,Ó replied Jack Dawkins, pulling Oliver forward.
ÒWhere did he come from?Ó
ÒGreenland. Is Fagin upstairs?Ó
ÒYes,heÕsa sortinÕthe wipes. Up with you!Ó The candle was

drawn back, and the face disappeared.
Oliver, groping his way with one hand, and having the other

firmly graspedby his companion, ascendedwith much difficulty
the dark and broken stairs: which his conductor mounted with an
easeand expedition that showed he was well acquainted with
them.

He threw open the door of a backroom, and drew Oliver in
after him.

The walls and ceiling of the room were perfectly black with
age and dirt. There was a deal table before the fire: upon which
were a candle, stuck in a gingerbeerbottle, two or three pewter
pots, a loaf and butter, and a plate. In a fryingpan, which was on
the fire, and which was secured to the mantelshelf by a string,
some sausageswere cooking; and standing over them, with a
toastingfork in his hand, was a very old shrivelled Jew, whose vil-
lainouslooking and repulsive face was obscured by a quantity of
matted red hair. He was dressedin a greasy flannel gown, with
his throat bare; and seemedto be dividing his attention between
the fryingpan and the clotheshorse,over which a great number of
silk handkerchiefsl were hanging. Severalrough bedsmade of old
sacks, were huddled side by side on the floor. Seatedround the
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table were four or five boys, none older than the Dodger, smoking
long clay pipes, and drinking spirits with the air of middleaged
men. Theseall crowded about their associateas he whispered a
few words to the Jew;and then turned round and grinned at Oliv-
er. So did the Jew himself, toastingfork in hand.

ÒThis is him, Fagin,Ósaid Jack Dawkins; Òmy friend Oliver
Twist.Ó The Jew grinned; and, making a low obeisanceto Oliver,
took him by the hand, and hoped he should have the honour of
his intimate acquaintance.Upon this, the young gentleman with
the pipes came round him, and shook both his hands very
hardÑespecially the one in which he held his little bundle. One
young gentleman was very anxious to hang up his cap for him;
and another was so obliging as to put his hands in his pockets, in
order that, as he was very tired, he might not have the trouble of
emptying them, himself, when he went to bed. These civilities
would probably be extendedmuch farther, but for a liberal exer-
cise of the JewÕstoastingfork on the headsand shoulders of the
affectionate youths who offered them.

ÒWe are very glad to see you, Oliver, very,Ó said the Jew.
ÒDodger, take off the sausages;and draw a tub near the fire for
Oliver. Ah, youÕreastaring at the pockethandkerchiefs! Eh, my
dear. There are a good many of Ôem,ainÕt there? WeÕvejust
looked Ôemout, ready for the wash; thatÕsall, Oliver; thatÕsall.
Ha! Ha! Ha!Ó

The latter part of this speech,was hailed by a boisterous shout
from all the hopeful pupils of the merry old gentleman. In the
midst of which they went to supper.

Oliver ate his share,and the Jewthen mixed him a glassof hot
ginandwater: telling him he must drink it off directly, becausean-
other gentleman wanted the tumbler. Oliver did as he was
desired. Immediately afterwards he felt himself gently lifted on to
one of the sacks; and then he sunk into a deep sleep.
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9

Containing Further Particulars Concerning
the Pleasant old Gentleman, and His Hope-

ful Pupils

IT WAS late next morning when Oliver awoke, from a sound,
long sleep.There was no other person in the room but the old

Jew, who was boiling some coffee in a saucepanfor breakfast,
and whistling softly to himself as he stirred it round and round,
with an iron spoon. He would stop every now and then to listen
when there was the least noise below: and when he had satistified
himself, he would go on whistling and stirring again, as before.

Although Oliver had roused himself from sleep, he was not
thoroughly awake. There is a drowsy state, betweensleepingand
waking, when you dream more in five minutes with your eyeshalf
open, and yourself half conscious of everything that is passing
around you, than you would in five nights with your eyes fast
closed,and your senseswrapt in perfect unconsciousness.At such
time, a mortal knows just enough of what his mind is doing, to
form some glimmering conception of its mighty powers, its
bounding from earth and spurning time and space,when freed
from the restraint of its corporeal associate.

Oliver was preciselyin this condition. He saw the Jew with his
halfclosedeyes;heard his low whistling; and recognisedthe sound
of the spoon grating against the saucepanÕssides:and yet the self-
same senseswere mentally engaged,at the same time, in busy
action with almost everybody he had ever known.

When the coffee was done, the Jew drew the saucepanto the
hob. Standing, then in an irresolute attitude for a few minutes, as
if he did not well know how to employ himself, he turned round
and looked at Oliver, and called him by his name. He did not an-
swer, and was to all appearances asleep.

After satisfiying himself upon this head, the Jew steppedgently
to the door: which he fastened.He then drew forth: as it seemed
to Oliver, from some trap in the floor: a small box, which he
placed carefully on the table. His eyesglistened as he raised the
lid, and looked in. Dragging an old chair to the table, he sat
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down; and took from it a magnificent gold watch, sparkling with
jewels.

ÒAha!Ósaid the Jew, shrugging up his shoulders, and distort-
ing every feature with a hideous grin. ÒCleverdogs! Clever dogs!
Staunch to the last! Never told the old parson where they were.
Never poached upon old Fagin! And why should they? It
wouldnÕthave loosenedthe knot, or kept the drop up, a minute
longer. No, no, no! Fine fellows! Fine fellows!Ó

With these,and other muttered reflections of the like nature,
the Jew once more deposited the watch in its place of safety. At
least half a dozen more were severallydrawn forth from the same
box, and surveyed with equal pleasure; besidesrings, brooches,
bracelet, and other articles of jewellery, of such magnificent ma-
terials, and costly workmanship, that Oliver had no idea, evenof
their names.

Having replaced these trinkets, the Jew took out another: so
small that it lay in the palm of his hand. There seemedto be some
very minute inscription on it; for the Jew laid it flat upon the
table, and shading it with his hand, pored over it, long and earn-
estly. At length he put it down, as if despairing of success;and,
leaning back in his chair, muttered:

ÒWhat a fine thing capital punishment is! Dead men never re-
pent; dead men never bring awkward stories to light. Ah, itÕsa
fine thing for the trade! Five of Ôemstrung up in a row, and none
left to play booty, or turn whitelivered!Ó

As the Jew uttered these words, his bright dark eyes,which
had been staring vacantly before him, fell on OliverÕsface; the
boyÕseyeswere fixed on his in mute curiousity; and although the
recognition was only for an instantÑfor the briefest spaceof time
that can possibly be conceivedÑit was enough to show the old
man that he had been observed.

He closedthe lid of the box with a loud crash; and, laying his
hand on a bread knife which was on the table, started furiously
up. He trembled very much though; for, evenin his terror, Oliver
could see that the knife quivered in the air.

ÒWhatÕsthat?Ó said the Jew. ÒWhat do you watch me for?
Why are you awake? What have you seen? Speak out, boy!
QuickÑquick! For your life.

ÒI wasnÕt able to sleep any longer, sir,Ó replied Oliver, meekly.
ÒI am very sorry if I have disturbed you, sir.Ó
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ÒYou were not awake an hour ago?Ósaid the Jew, scowling
fiercely on the boy.

ÒNo! No, indeed!Ó replied Oliver.
ÒAreyou sure?Ócried the Jew:with a still fiercer look than be-

fore: and a threatening attitude.
ÒUpon my word I was not, sir,Ó replied Oliver, earnestly. ÒI

was not, indeed, sir.Ó ÒTush, tush, my dear!Ó said the Jew, ab-
ruptly resuming his old manner, and playing with the knife a
little, before he laid it down; as if to induce the belief that he had
caught it up, in mere sport. ÒOf course I know that, my dear. I
only tried to frighten you. YouÕrea brave boy. Ha! Ha! youÕrea
brave boy, Oliver.Ó The Jewrubbed his handswith a chuckle, but
glanced uneasily at the box, notwithstanding.

ÒDid you seeany of these pretty things, my dear?Ósaid the
Jew, laying his hand upon it after a short pause.

ÒYes, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒAh!Ósaid the Jew, turning rather pale. ÒTheyÑtheyÕremine,

Oliver; my little property. All I have to live upon, in my old age.
The folks call me a miser, my dear. Only a miser; thatÕs all.Ó

Oliver thought the old gentleman must be a decided miser to
live in such a dirty place, with so many watches; but, thinking
that perhapshis fondnessfor the Dodger and the other boys, cost
him a good deal of money, he only cast a deferential look at the
Jew, and asked if he might get up.

ÒCertainly, my dear, certainly,Ó replied the old gentleman.
ÒStay.ThereÕsa pitcher of water in the corner by the door. Bring
it here; and IÕll give you a basin to wash in, my dear.Ó

Oliver got up; walked acrossthe room; and stooped for an in-
stant to raise the pitcher. When he turned his head, the box was
gone.

He had scarcelywashedhimself, and made everything tidy, by
emptying the basin out of the window, agreeablyto the JewÕsdir-
ections, when the Dodger returned: accompanied by a very
sprightly young friend, whom Oliver had seen smoking on the
previous night, and who was now formally introduced to him as
Charley Bates.The four sat down, to breakfast, on the coffee,and
some hot rolls and ham which the Dodger had brought home in
the crown of his hat.

ÒWell,Ósaid the Jew, glancing slyly at Oliver, and addressing
himself to the Dodger, ÒI hope youÕvebeenat work this morning,
my dears?Ó
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ÒHard,Ó replied the Dodger.
ÒAs nails,Ó added Charley Bates.
ÒGood boys, good boys!Ósaid the Jew. ÒWhat have you got,

Dodger?Ó ÒA couple of pocketbooks,Ó replied that young
gentlman.

ÒLined?Ó inquired the Jew, with eagerness.
ÒPrettywell,Óreplied the Dodger, producing two pocketbooks;

one green, and the other red.
ÒNot so heavyas they might be,Ósaid the Jew,after looking at

the insides carefully; Òbut very neat and nicely made. Ingenious
workman, ainÕt he, Oliver?Ó

ÒVery indeed, sir,Ó said Oliver. At which Mr. Charles Bates
laughed uproariously; very much to the amazement of Oliver,
who saw nothing to laugh at, in anything that had passed.

ÒAnd what have you got, my dear?Ósaid Fagin to Charley
Bates.

ÒWipes,Óreplied Master Bates; at the same time producing
four pockethandkerchiefs.

ÒWell,Ósaid the Jew, inspecting them closely; ÒtheyÕrevery
good ones,very. You havenÕtmarked them well, though, Charley;
so the marks shall be picked out with a needle, and weÕllteach
Oliver how to do it. Shall us, Oliver, eh? Ha! Ha! Ha!Ó

ÒIf you please, sir,Ó said Oliver.
ÒYouÕdlike to be able to make pockethandkerchiefsas easyas

Charley Bates, wouldnÕt you, my dear?Ó said the Jew.
ÒVery much, indeed, if youÕll teach me, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
Master Bates saw something so exquisitely ludicrous in this

reply, that he burst into another laugh; which laugh, meeting the
coffee he was drinking, and carrying it down some wrong chan-
nel, very nearly terminated in his premature suffocation.

ÒHe is so jolly green!Ósaid Charley when he recovered,as an
apology to the company for his unpolite behaviour.

The Dodger said nothing, but he smoothed OliverÕshair over
his eyes,and said heÕdknow better, by and by; upon which the
old gentleman, observing OliverÕscolour mounting, changed the
subject by asking whether there had beenmuch of a crowd at the
execution that morning? This made him wonder more and more;
for it was plain from the replies of the two boys that they had
both been there; and Oliver naturally wondered how they could
possibly have found time to be so very industrious.

When the breakfast was clearedaway; the merry old gentlman
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and the two boys played at a very curious and uncommon game,
which was performed in this way. The merry old gentleman,pla-
cing a snuffbox in one pocket of his trousers, a notecasein the
other, and a watch in his waistcoat pocket, with a guardchain
round his neck, and sticking a mock diamond pin in his shirt:
buttoned his coat tight round him, and putting his spectaclecase
and handkerchief in his pockets, trotted up and down the room
with a stick, in imitation of the manner in which old gentlmen
walk about the streetsany hour in the day. Sometimeshe stopped
at the fireplace, and sometimesat the door, making believethat he
was staring with all his might into shopwindows. At such times,
he would look constantly round him, for fear of thieves, and
would keep slapping all his pockets in turn, to seethat he hadnÕt
lost anything, in sucha very funny and natural manner, that Oliv-
er laughed till the tears ran down his face. All this time, the two
boys followed him closely about: getting out of his sight, so
nimbly, every time he turned round, that it was impossible to fol-
low their motions. At last, the Dodger trod upon his toes, or ran
upon his boot accidently, while Charley Bates stumbled up
against him behind; and in that one moment they took from him,
with the most extraordinary rapidity, snuffbox, notecase,watch-
guard, chain, shirtpin, pockethandkerchief,eventhe spectaclecase.
If the old gentlman felt a hand in any one of his pockets, he cried
out where it was; and then the game began all over again.

When this gamehad beenplayed a great many times, a couple
of young ladies called to seethe young gentleman; one of whom
was named Bet, and the other Nancy. They wore a good deal of
hair, not very neatly turned up behind, and were rather untidy
about the shoesand stockings. They were not exactly pretty, per-
haps; but they had a great deal of colour in their faces, and
looked quite stout and hearty. Being remarkably free and agree-
able in their manners,Oliver thought them very nice girls indeed.
As there is no doubt they were.

The visitors stoppeda long time. Spirits were produced, in con-
sequenceof one of the young ladies complaining of a coldnessin
her inside; and the conversation took a very convivial and im-
proving turn. At length, Charley Batesexpressedhis opinion that
it was time to pad the hoof. This, it occurred to Oliver, must be
French for going out; for directly afterwards, the Dodger, and
Charley, and the two young ladies, went away together, having
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been kindly furnished by the amiable old Jew with money to
spend.

ÒThere,my dear,Ósaid Fagin. ÒThatÕsa pleasant life, isnÕtit?
They have gone out for the day.Ó

ÒHave they done work, sir?Ó inquired Oliver.
ÒYes,Ósaid the Jew; Òthat is, unlessthey should unexpectedly

come acrossany, when they are out; and they wonÕtneglect it, if
they do, my dear, depend upon it. Make Ôemyour models, my
dear.

Make Ôemyour models,Ótapping the fireshovel on the hearth
to add force to his words; Òdoeverything they bid you, and take
their advice in all mattersÑespecially the DodgerÕs,my dear. HeÕll
be a great man himself, and will make you one too, if you take
pattern by him.ÑIs my handkerchief hanging out of my pocket,
my dear?Ó said the Jew, stopping short.

ÒYes, sir,Ó said Oliver.
ÒSeeif you can take it out, without my feeling it; as you saw

them do, when we were at play this morning.Ó
Oliver held up the bottom of the pocket with one hand, as he

had seenthe Dodger hold it, and drew the handkerchief lighty out
of it with the other.

ÒIs it gone?Ó cried the Jew.
ÒHere it is, sir,Ó said Oliver, showing it in his hand.
ÒYouÕrea clever boy, my dear,Ósaid the playful old gentle-

man, patting Oliver on the head approvingly. ÒI never saw a
sharper lad. HereÕsa shilling for you. If you go on, in this way,
youÕllbe the greatestman of the time. And now come here, and
IÕll show you how to take the marks out of the handkerchiefs.Ó

Oliver wondered what picking the old gentlemanÕspocket in
play, had to do with his chancesof being a great man. But, think-
ing that the Jew, being so much his senior, must know best, he
followed him quietly to the table, and was soon deeply involved
in his new study.
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10

Oliver Becomes Better Acquainted With the
Characters of His New Associates; and

Purchases Experience at a High Price. Being
a Short, But Very Important Chapter, In this

History

FOR MANY days, Oliver remained in the JewÕsroom, picking
the marks out of the pockethandkerchief, (of which a great

number were brought home,) and sometimestaking part in the
gamealready described:which the two boys and the Jew played,
regularly, everymorning. At length, he beganto languish for fresh
air, and took many occasionsof earnestlyentreating the old gen-
tleman to allow him to go out to work with his two companions.

Oliver was renderedthe more anxious to be actively employed,
by what he had seenof the stern morality of the old gentlemanÕs
character. Whenever the Dodger or Charley Batescame home at
night, emptyhanded,he would expatiate with great vehemenceon
the misery of idle and lazy habits; and would enforce upon them
the necessityof an active life, by sending them supperlessto bed.
On one occasion, indeed, he even went so far as to knock them
both down a flight of stairs; but this was carrying out his virtuous
precepts to an unusual extent.

At length, one morning, Oliver obtained the permission he had
so eagerly sought. There had been no handkerchiefs to work
upon, for two or three days,and the dinners had beenrather mea-
gre. Perhapsthesewere reasonsfor the old gentlemanÕsgiving his
assent;but, whether they were or no, he told Oliver he might go,
and placed him under the joint guardianship of Charley Bates,
and his friend the Dodger.

The three boys sallied out; the Dodger with his coatsleeves
tucked up, and his hat cocked, as usual; Master Batessauntering
along with his hands in his pockets; and Oliver between them,
wondering where they were going, and what branch of manufac-
ture he would be instructed in, first.

The pace at which they went, was such a very lazy, illlooking
saunter, that Oliver soon began to think his companions were
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going to deceivethe old gentleman, by not going to work at all.
The Dodger had a vicious propensity, too, of pulling the caps
from the headsof small boys and tossing them down areas;while
Charley Bates exhibited some very loose notions concerning the
rights of property, by pilfering divers applesand onions from the
stalls at the kennel sides,and thrusting them into pockets which
were so surprisingly capacious,that they seemedto undermine his
whole suit of clothes in every direction. These things looked so
bad, that Oliver was on the point of declaring his intention of
seekinghis way back, in the bestway he could; when his thoughts
were suddenlydirected into another channel,by a very mysterious
change of behaviour on the part of the Dodger.

They were just emergingfrom a narrow court not far from the
open square in Clerkenwell, which is yet called, by some strange
perversion of terms, ÒTheGreenÓ:when the Dodger made a sud-
den stop; and, laying his finger on his lip, drew his companions
back again, with the greatest caution and circumspection.

ÒWhatÕs the matter?Ó demanded Oliver.
ÒHush!Óreplied the Dodger. ÒDo you seethat old cove at the

bookstall?Ó ÒThe old gentleman over the way?Ó said Oliver.
ÒYes, I see him.Ó ÒHeÕll do,Ó said the Doger.

ÒA prime plant,Ó observed Master Charley Bates.
Oliver looked from one to the other, with the greatestsurprise;

but he was not permitted to make any inquiries; for the two boys
walked stealthily acrossthe road, and slunk close behind the old
gentleman towards whom his attention had beendirected. Oliver
walked a few pacesafter them; and, not knowing whether to ad-
vance or retire, stood looking on in silent amazement.

The old gentleman was a very respectablelooking personage,
with a powdered head and gold spectacles.He was dressedin a
bottlegreen coat with a black velvet collar; wore white trousers;
and carried a smart bamboo caneunder 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 elbowchair, in his own study. It is very pos-
sible that he fancied himself there, indeed; for it was plain, from
his abstraction, that he saw not the bookstall, 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.

What was OliverÕshorror and alarm as he stood a few paces

CHARLES DICKENS

65



off, looking on with his eyelids as wide open as they would pos-
sibly go, to see the Dodger plunge his hand into the old
gentlemanÕspocket, and draw from thencea handkerchief! To see
him hand the sameto Charley Bates;and finally to behold them,
both running away round the corner at full speed!

In an instant the whole mystery of the hankerchiefs, and the
watches, and the jewels, and the Jew, rushed upon the boyÕs
mind.

He stood, for a moment, with the blood so tingling through all
his veins from terror, that he felt as if he were in a burning fire;
then, confused and frightened, he took to his heels; and, not
knowing what he did, made off as fast as he could lay his feet to
the ground.

This was all done in a minuteÕsspace.In the very instant when
Oliver began to run, the old gentleman, putting his hand to his
pocket, and missing his handkerchief, turned sharp round. Seeing
the boy scudding away at such a rapid pace, he very naturally
concluded him to be the depredator; and shouting ÒStopthief!Ó
with all his might, made off after him, book in hand.

But the old gentlemanwas not the only person who raised the
hueandcry. The Dodger and Master Bates, unwilling to attract
public attention by running down the open street, had merely re-
tured into the very first doorway round the corner. They no
sooner heard the cry, and saw Oliver running, than, guessingex-
actly how the matter stood, they issued forth with great
promptitude; and, shouting ÒStopthief!Ó too, joined in the pur-
suit like good citizens.

Although Oliver had beenbrought up by philosophers, he was
not theoretically acquaintedwith the beautiful axiom that selfpre-
servation is the first law of nature. If he had been, perhaps he
would have beenprepared for this. Not being prepared, however,
it alarmed him the more; so away he went like the wind, with the
old gentleman and the two boys roaring and shouting behind him.

ÒStopthief! Stop thief!Ó There is a magic in the sound. The
tradesman leaves his counter, and the carman his waggon; the
butcher throws down his tray; the baker his basket; the milkman
his pail; the errandboy his parcels; the schoolboy his marbles; the
paviour his pickaxe; the child his battledore. Away they run, pell-
mell, helterskelter, slapdash:tearing, yelling, screaming,knocking
down the passengersas they turn the corners, rousing up the
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dogs, and astonishing the fowls: and streets,squares,and courts,
reecho with the sound.

ÒStop thief! Stop thief!Ó The cry is taken up by a hundred
voices,and the crowd accumulateat 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, ÒStop thief! Stop thief!Ó

ÒStopthief! Stop thief!Ó There is a passion FOR HUNTING
SOMETHING deeply implanted in the human breast. One
wretched breathlesschild, panting with exhaustion; terror in his
looks; agaony in his eyes; large drops of perspiration streaming
down his face; strains every nerve to make head upon his pur-
suers;and as they follow on his track, and gain upon him every
instant, they hail his decreasingstrength with joy. ÒStopthief!Ó
Ay, stop him for GodÕs sake, were it only in mercy!

Stoppedat last! A cleverblow. He is down upon the pavement;
and the crowd eagerlygather round him: eachnew comer, jostling
and struggling with the others to catch a glimpse. ÒStandaside!Ó
ÒGive him a little air!Ó ÒNonsense! He donÕt deserve it.Ó
ÒWhereÕsthe gentleman?ÓÒHerehis is, coming down the street.Ó
ÒMake room there for the gentleman!ÓÒIs this the boy, sir!Ó
ÒYes.Ó

Oliver lay, coveredwith mud and dust, and bleeding from the
mouth, looking wildly round upon the heapof facesthat surroun-
ded him, when the old gentleman was officiously dragged and
pushed into the circle by the foremost of the pursuers.

ÒYes,Ó said the gentleman, ÒI am afraid it is the boy.Ó
ÒAfraid!Ó murmured the crowd. ÒThatÕs a good Ôun!Ó
ÒPoor fellow!Ó said the gentleman, Ôhehas hurt himself.Ó ÒI

did that, sir,Ósaid a great lubberly fellow, stepping forward; Òand
preciously I cut my knuckle aginÕhis mouth. I stopped him, sir.Ó
The follow touched his hat with a grin, expecting something for
his pains; but, the old gentleman, eyeing him with an expression
of dislike, look anxiously round, as if he contemplated running
away himself: which it is very possiblehe might haveattempted to
do, and thus haveafforded another chase,had not a police officer
(who is generally the last person to arrive in such cases)at that
moment made his way through the crowd, and seizedOliver by
the collar.
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ÒCome, get up,Ó said the man, roughly.
ÒIt wasnÕtme indeed, sir. Indeed, indeed, it was two other

boys,Ósaid Oliver, clasping his hands passionately, and looking
round. ÒThey are here somewhere.Ó

ÒOh no, they ainÕt,Ósaid the officer. He meant this to be iron-
ical, but it was true besides;for the Dodger and Charley Bateshad
filed off down the first convenient court they came to.

ÒCome, get up!Ó
ÒDonÕt hurt him,Ó said the old gentleman, compassionately.
ÒOhno, I wonÕthurt him,Óreplied the officer, tearing his jack-

et half off his back, in proof thereof. ÒCome,I know you; it wonÕt
do. Will you stand upon your legs, you young devil?Ó

Oliver, who could hardly stand, made a shift to raise himself
on his feet, and was at once luggedalong the streetsby the jacket-
collar, at a rapid pace. The gentleman walked on with them by
the officerÕsside; and as many of the crowd as could achievethe
feat, got a little ahead, and stared back at Oliver from time to
time. The boys shouted in triumph; and on they went.
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11

Treats of Mr. Fang the Police Magistrate;
and Furnishes a Slight Specimen of His

Mode of Administering Justice

THE OFFENCE had been committed within the district, and
indeed in the immediate neighborhood of, a very notorious

metropolitan police office. The crowd had only the satisfaction of
accompanying Oliver through two or three streets, and down a
place called Mutton Hill, when he was led beneath a low arch-
way, and up a dirty court, into this dispensary of summary
justice, by the back way. It was a small paved yard into which
they turned; and here they encountereda stout man with a bunch
of whiskers on his face, and a bunch of keys in his hand.

ÒWhatÕs the matter now?Ó said the man carelessly.
ÒA young foglehunter,Ó replied the man who had Oliver in

charge.
ÒAreyou the party thatÕsbeenrobbed, sir?Óinquired the man

with the keys.
ÒYes,I am,Óreplied the old gentleman;Òbut I am not sure that

this boy actually took the handkerchief. IÑI would rather not
press the case.Ó

ÒMust go before the magistrate now, sir,Ó replied the man.
ÒHis worship will be disengagedin half a minute. Now, young
gallows!Ó

This was an invitation for Oliver to enter through a door
which he unlocked as he spoke, and which led into a stone cell.
Here he was searched;and nothing being found upon him, locked
up.

This cell was in shapeand size something like an area cellar,
only not so light. It was most intolably dirty; for it was Monday
morning; and it had been tenanted by six drunken people, who
had been locked up, elsewhere,since Saturday night. But this is
little. In our stationhouses,men and women are every night con-
fined on the most trivial chargesÑthe word is worth notingÑin
dungeons,compared with which, those in Newgate, occupied by
the most atrocious felons, tried, found guilty, and under sentence
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of death, are palaces.Let any one who doubts this, compare the
two.

The old gentlemanlooked almost as rueful as Oliver when the
key grated in the lock. He turned with a sigh to the book, which
had been the innocent cause of all this disturbance.

ÒThereis something in that boyÕsface,Ósaid the old gentleman
to himself as he walked slowly away, tapping his chin with the
cover of the book, in a thoughtful manner; Òsomething that
touches and interests me. CAN he be innocent? He looked
likeÑBye the bye,Óexclaimed the old gentleman,halting very ab-
ruptly, and staring up into the sky, ÒBlessmy soul!Ñwhere have I
seen something like that look before?Ó

After musing for some minutes, the old gentleman walked,
with the same meditative face, into a back anteroom opening
from the yard; and there, retiring into a corner, called up before
his mindÕseye a vast amphitheatre of faces over which a dusky
curtain had hung for many years. ÒNo,Ósaid the old gentleman,
shaking his head; Òit must be imagination.

He wandered over them again. He had called them into view,
and it was not easy to replace the shroud that had so long con-
cealed them. There were the faces of friends, and foes, and of
many that had beenalmost strangerspeering intrusively from the
crowd; there were the facesof young and blooming girls that were
now old women; there were facesthat the grave had changedand
closed upon, but which the mind, superior to its power, still
dressedin their old freshnessand beauty, calling back the lustre of
the eyes, the brightness of the smile, the beaming of the soul
through its mask of clay, and whispering of beauty beyond the
tomb, changedbut to be heightened,and taken from earth only to
be set up as a light, to sheda soft and gentle glow upon the path
to Heaven.

But the old gentleman could recall no one countenance of
which OliverÕsfeaturesbore a trace. So,he heaveda sigh over the
recollections he awakened;and being, happily for himself, an ab-
sent old gentleman, buried them again in the pagesof the musty
book.

He was roused by a touch on the shoulder, and a requestfrom
the man with the keys to follow him into the office. He closedhis
book hastily; and was at once usheredinto the imposing presence
of the renowned Mr. Fang.

The office was a front parlour, with a panelled wall. Mr. Fang
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sat behind a bar, at the upper end; and on one sidethe door was a
sort of wooden pen in which poor little Oliver was already depos-
ited; trembling very much at the awfulness of the scene.

Mr. Fang was a lean, longbacked, stiffnecked, middlesized
man, with no great quantity of hair, and what he had, growing on
the back and sides of his head. His face was stern, and much
flushed. If he were really not in the habit of drinking rather more
than was exactly good for him, he might have brought action
against his countenance for libel, and have recovered heavy
damages.

The old gentleman bowed respectfully; and advancing to the
magistrateÕsdesk,said suiting the action to the word, ÒThat is my
name and address,sir.Ó He then withdrew a pace or two; and,
with another polite and gentlemanly inclination of the head,
waited to be questioned.

Now, it so happenedthat Mr. Fangwas at that moment perus-
ing a leading article in a newspaperof the morning, adverting to
some recent decision of his, and commending him, for the three
hundred and fiftieth time, to the special and particular notice of
the Secretaryof State for the Home Department. He was out of
temper; and he looked up with an angry scowl.

ÒWho are you?Ó said Mr. Fang.
The old gentleman pointed, with some surprise, to his card.
ÒOfficer!Ó said Mr. Fang, tossing the card contemptuously

away with the newspaper. ÒWho is this fellow?Ó
ÒMy name, sir,Ósaid the old gentleman,speakingLIKE a gen-

tleman, Òmy name, sir, is Brownlow. Permit me to inquire the
name of the magistrate who offers a gratuitous and unprovoked
insult to a respectableperson,under the protection of the bench.Ó
Saying this, Mr. Brownlow looked around the office as if in
search of some person who would afford him the required
information.

ÒOfficer!Ó said Mr. Fang, throwing the paper on one side,
ÒwhatÕsthis fellow chargedwith?Ó ÒHeÕsnot chargedat all, your
worship,Ó replied the officer. ÒHe appearsagainst this boy, your
worship.Ó His worshp knew this perfectly well; but it was a good
annoyance, and a safe one.

ÒAppearsagainst the boy, doeshe?Ósaid Mr. Fang, surveying
Mr. Brownlow contemptuously from head to foot. ÒSwear him!Ó

ÒBeforeI am sworn, I must beg to say one word,Ó said Mr.

CHARLES DICKENS

71



Brownlow; Òandthat is, that I really never,without actual experi-
ence, could have believedÑÓ

ÒHold your tongue, sir!Ó said Mr. Fang, peremptorily.
ÒI will not, sir!Ó replied the old gentleman.
ÒHold your tongue this instant, or IÕllhave you turned out of

the office!Ó said Mr. Fang. ÒYouÕrean insolent impertinent fel-
low. How dare you bully a magistrate!Ó

ÒWhat!Ó exclaimed the old gentleman, reddening.
ÒSwearthis person!Ósaid Fang to the clerk. ÒIÕllnot hear an-

other word. Swearhim.Ó Mr. BrownlowÕsindignaton was greatly
roused; but reflecting perhaps, that he might only injure the boy
by giving vent to it, he suppressedhis feelingsand submitted to be
sworn at once.

ÒNow,Ósaid Fang, ÒwhatÕsthe chargeagainst this boy? What
have you got to say, sir?ÓÒI was standing at a bookstallÑÓ Mr.
Brownlow began.

ÒHold your tongue, sir,Ósaid Mr. Fang. ÒPoliceman!WhereÕs
the policeman? Here, swear this policeman. Now, policeman,
what is this?Ó

The policeman, with becoming humility, related how he had
taken the charge;how he had searchedOliver, and found nothing
on his person; and how that was all he knew about it.

ÒAre there any witnesses?Ó inquired Mr. Fang.
ÒNone, your worship,Ó replied the policeman.
Mr. Fang sat silent for someminutes, and then, turning round

to the prosecutor, said in a towering passion.
ÒDo you mean to state what your complaint against this boy

is, man, or do you not? You have beensworn. Now, if you stand
there, refusing to give evidence,IÕllpunish you for disrespectto
the bench; I will, byÑÓ

By what, or by whom, nobody knows, for the clerk and jailor
coughed very loud, just at the right moment; and the former
dropped a heavy book upon the floor, thus preventing the word
from being heardÑaccidently, of course.

With many interruptions, and repeatedinsults, Mr. Brownlow
contrived to state his case;observing that, in the surprise of the
moment, he had run after the boy becausehe had saw him run-
ning away; and expressinghis hope that, if the magistrate should
believehim, although not actually the thief, to be connectedwith
the thieves, he would deal as leniently with him as justice would
allow.
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ÒHe has been hurt already,Ó said the old gentleman in
conclusion.

ÒAndI fear,Óhe added,with great energy,looking towards the
bar, ÒI really fear that he is ill.Ó ÒOh! Yes, I dare say!Ósaid Mr.
Fang, with a sneer.ÒCome,none of your tricks here, you young
vagabond; they wonÕtdo. WhatÕsyour name?ÓOliver tried to
reply but his tongue failed him. He was deadly pale; and the
whole place seemed turning round and round.

ÒWhatÕsyour name, you hardenedscoundrel?ÓdemandedMr.
Fang. ÒOfficer, whatÕshis name?ÓThis was addressedto a bluff
old fellow, in a striped waistcoat, who was standing by the bar.
He bent over Oliver, and repeated the inquiry; but finding him
really incapable of understanding the question; and knowing that
his not replying would only infuriate the magistrate the more, and
add to the severity of his sentence; he hazarded a guess.

ÒHesayshis nameÕsTom White, your worship,Ósaid the kind-
hearted thieftaker.

ÒOh, he wonÕtspeak out, wonÕthe?Ósaid Fang. ÒVery well,
very well. Where does he live?ÓÒWherehe can, your worship,Ó
replied the officer; again pretending to receive OliverÕs answer.

ÒHas he any parents?Ó inquired Mr. Fang.
ÒHe says they died in his infancy, your worship,Ó replied the

officer: hazarding the usual reply.
At this point of the inquiry, Oliver raised his head; and, look-

ing round with imploring eyes,murmured a feeble prayer for a
draught of water.

ÒStuffand nonsense!Ósaid Mr. Fang:ÒdonÕttry to make a fool
of me.ÓÒI think he really is ill, your worship,Ó remonstrated the
officer.

ÒI know better,Ó said Mr. Fang.
ÒTakecare of him, officer,Ó said the old gentleman,raising his

hands instinctively; ÔheÕllfall down.Ó ÒStandaway, officer,Ó cried
Fang;Òlethim, if he likes.ÓOliver availed himself of the kind per-
mission, and fell to the floor in a fainting fit. The men in the
office looked at each other, but no one dared to stir.

ÒI knew he was shamming,Ósaid Fang, as if this were incon-
testableproof of the fact. ÒLethim lie there; heÕllsoon be tired of
that.Ó

ÒHow do you propose to deal with the case,sir?Óinquired the
clerk in a low voice.
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ÒSummarily,Óreplied Mr. Fang. ÒHe stands committed for
three monthsÑhard labour of course. Clear the office.Ó

The door was opened for this purpose, and a couple of men
were preparing to carry the insensibleboy to his cell; when an eld-
erly man of decent but poor appearance,clad in an old suit of
black, rushed hastily into the office, and advanced towards the
bench.

ÒStop,stop! donÕttake him away! For HeavenÕssake stop a
moment!Ó cried the new comer, breathless with haste.

Although the presiding Genii in such an office as this, exercise
a summary and arbitrary power over the liberties, the good name,
the character, almost the lives, of Her MajestyÕssubjects, expe-
cially of the poorer class;and although, within suchwalls, enough
fantastic tricks are daily played to make the angels blind with
weeping; they are closed to the public, savethrough the medium
of the daily press.(Footnote:Or were virtually, then.) Mr. Fang
was consequentlynot a little indignant to seean unbidden guest
enter in such irreverent disorder.

ÒWhat is this? Who is this? Turn this man out. Clear the of-
fice!Ó cried Mr. Fang.

ÒI WILL speak,Ócried the man; ÒI will not be turned out. I
saw it all. I keep the bookstall. I demand to be sworn. I will not
be put down. Mr. Fang, you must hear me. You must not refuse,
sir.Ó

The man was right. His manner was determined; and the mat-
ter was growing rather too serious to be hushed up.

ÒSwearthe man,Ó growled Mr. Fang. With a very ill grace.
ÒNow, man, what haveyou got to say?ÓÒThis,Ósaid the man: ÒI
saw three boys: two others and the prisoner here: loitering on the
opposite side of the way, when this gentleman was reading. The
robbery was committed by another boy. I saw it done; and I saw
that this boy was perfectly amazedand stupified by it.Ó Having
by this time recovereda little breath, the worthy bookstall keeper
proceededto relate, in a more coherent manner the exact circum-
stances of the robbery.

ÒWhy didnÕt you come here before?Ó said Fang, after a pause.
ÒI hadnÕt a soul to mind the shop,Ó replied the man.

ÒEverybodywho could havehelpedme, had joined in the pursuit.
I could get nobody till five minutes ago; and IÕverun here all the
way.Ó
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ÒThe prosecutor was reading, was he?Óinquired Fang, after
another pause.

ÒYes,Óreplied the man. ÒThevery book he has in his hand.Ó
ÒOh, that book, eh?Ó said Fang. ÒIs it paid for?Ó

ÒNo, it is not,Ó replied the man, with a smile.
ÒDearme, I forgot all about it!Ó exclaimed the absentold gen-

tleman, innocently.
ÒA nice person to prefer a charge against a poor boy!Ó said

Fang, with a comical effort to look humane. ÒI consider, sir, that
you have obtained possessionof that book, under very suspicious
and disreputable circumstances;and you may think yourself very
fortunate that the owner of the property declinesto prosecute.Let
this be a lessonto you, my man, or the law will overtake you yet.
The boy is discharged. Clear the office!Ó

ÒDÑn me!Ó cried the old gentleman, bursting out with the
rage he had kept down so long, ÒdÑn me! IÕllÑÓÒClearthe of-
fice!Ó said the magistrate. ÒOfficers, do you hear? Clear the
office!Ó

The mandate was obeyed; and the indignant Mr. Brownlow
was conveyedout, with the book in one hand, and the bamboo
cane in the other: in a perfect phrenzy of rage and defiance. He
reached the yard; and his passion vanished in a moment. Little
Oliver Twist lay on his back on the pavement, with his shirt un-
buttoned, and his temples bathed with water; his face a deadly
white; and a cold tremble convulsing his whole frame.

ÒPoorboy, poor boy!Ó said Mr. Brownlow, bending over him.
ÒCall a coach, somebody,pray. Directly!Ó A coach was obtained,
and Oliver having been carefully laid on the seat, the old gentle-
man got in and sat himself on the other.

ÒMay I accompany you?Ósaid the bookstall keeper, looking
in.

ÒBlessme, yes, my dear sir,Ó said Mr. Brownlow quickly. ÒI
forgot you. Dear, dear! I have this unhappy book still! Jump in.
Poor fellow! ThereÕs no time to lose.Ó

The bookstall keeper got into the coach; and away they drove.
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12

In Which Oliver is Taken Better Care of
Than He Ever Was Before. and in which the
Narrative Reverts to the Merry old Gentle-

man and His Youthful Friends

THE COACH rattled away, over nearly the same ground as
that which Oliver had traversed when he first entered Lon-

don in company with the Dodger; and, turning a different way
when it reachedthe Angel at Islington, stopped at length before a
neat house, in a quiet shady street near Pentonville. Here, a bed
was prepared, without loss of time, in which Mr. Brownlow saw
his young charge carefully and comfortably deposited; and here,
he was tended with a kindness and solicitude that knew no
bounds.

But, for many days,Oliver remained insensibleto all the good-
nessof his new friends. The sun roseand sank, and roseand sank
again, and many times after that; and still the boy lay stretchedon
his uneasybed, dwindling away beneaththe dry and wasting heat
of fever. The worm doesnot work more surely on the dead body,
than does this slow creeping fire upon the living frame.

Weak, and thin, and pallid, he awoke at last from what seemed
to have beena long and troubled dream. Feeblyraising himself in
the bed, with his head resting on his trembling arm, he looked
anxiously around.

ÒWhat room is this? Where have I been brought to?Ó said
Oliver. ÒThisis not the place I went to sleepin.ÓHe uttered these
words in a feeblevoice, being very faint and weak; but they were
overheard at once. The curtain at the bedÕshead was hastily
drawn back, and a motherly old lady, very neatly and precisely
dressed, rose as she undrew it, from an armchair close by, in
which she had been sitting at needlework.

ÒHush,my dear,Ósaid the old lady softly. ÒYou must be very
quiet, or you will be ill again; and you have been very bad,Ñas
bad asbad could be, pretty nigh. Lie down again; thereÕsa dear!Ó
With those words, the old lady very gently placed OliverÕshead
upon the pillow; and, smoothing back his hair from his forehead,
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looked so kindly and loving in his face, that he could not help pla-
cing his little withered hand in hers, and drawing it round his
neck.

ÒSaveus!Ósaid the old lady, with tears in her eyes.ÒWhat a
grateful little dear it is. Pretty creetur! What would his mother feel
if she had sat by him as I have, and could see him now!Ó

ÒPerhapsshe does see me,Ó whispered Oliver, folding his
hands together; Òperhapsshehas sat by me. I almost feel as if she
had.Ó

ÒThat was the fever, my dear,Ó said the old lady mildly.
ÒI supposeit was,Óreplied Oliver, Òbecauseheaven is a long

way off; and they are too happy there, to come down to the bed-
side of a poor boy. But if sheknew I was ill, shemust have pitied
me, even there; for she was very ill herself before she died. She
canÕtknow anything about me though,Óadded Oliver after a mo-
mentÕssilence.ÒIf shehad seenme hurt, it would have made here
sorrowful; and her facehasalways looked sweetand happy, when
I have dreamed of her.Ó

The old lady made no reply to this; but wiping her eyesfirst,
and her spectacles,which lay on the counterpane,afterwards, as if
they were part and parcel of those features, brought some cool
stuff for Oliver to drink; and then, patting him on the cheek,told
him he must lie very quiet, or he would be ill again.

So, Oliver kept very still; partly becausehe was anxious to
obey the kind old lady in all things; and partly, to tell the truth,
becausehe was completely exhausted with what he had already
said. He soon fell into a gentle doze, from which he was
awakenedby the light of a candle: which, being brought near the
bed, showed him a gentleman with a very large and loudticking
gold watch in his hand, who felt his pulse,and said he was a great
deal better.

ÒYou ARE a great deal better, are you not, my dear?Ósaid the
gentleman.

ÒYes, thank you, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒYes,I know you are,Ósaid the gentleman: ÒYouÕrehungry

too, anÕt you?Ó ÒNo, sir,Ó answered Oliver.
ÒHem!Ósaid the gentleman.ÒNo, I know youÕrenot. He is not

hungry, Mrs. Bedwin,Ó said the gentleman: looking very wise.
The old lady made a respectful inclination of the head, which

seemedto say that shethought the doctor was a very clever man.
The doctor appeared much of the same opinion himself.
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ÒYou feel sleepy, donÕt you, my dear?Ó said the doctor.
ÒNo, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒNo,Ósaid the doctor, with a very shrewd and satisfied look.

ÒYouÕrenot sleepy. Nor thirsty. Are you?Ó ÒYes, sir, rather
thirsty,Ó answered Oliver.

ÒJustas I expected,Mrs. Bedwin,Ósaid the doctor. ÒItÕsvery
natural that he should be thirsty. You may give him a little tea,
maÕam,and some dry toast without any butter. DonÕtkeep him
too warm, maÕam;but be careful that you donÕtlet him be too
cold; will you have the goodness?Ó

The old lady dropped a curtsey. The doctor, after tasting the
cool stuff, and expressinga qualified approval of it, hurried away:
his boots creaking in a very important and wealthy manner as he
went downstairs.

Oliver dozed off again, soon after this; when he awoke, it was
nearly twelve oÕclock.The old lady tenderly bade him goodnight
shortly afterwards, and left him in chargeof a fat old woman who
had just come:bringing with her, in a little bundle, a small Prayer
Book and a large nightcap. Putting the latter on her head and the
former on the table, the old woman, after telling Oliver that she
had come to sit up with him, drew her chair closeto the fire and
went off into a seriesof short naps, chequeredat frequent inter-
vals with sundry tumblings forward, and divers moans and
chokings. These,however, had no worse effect than causing her
to rub her nose very hard, and then fall asleep again.

And thus the night crept slowly on. Oliver lay awake for some
time, counting the little circles of light which the reflection of the
rushlightshadethrew upon the ceiling; or tracing with his languid
eyesthe intricate pattern of the paper on the wall. The darkness
and the deep stillness of the room were very solemn; as they
brought into the boyÕsmind the thought that death had beenhov-
ering there, for many days and nights, and might yet fill it with
the gloom and dread of his awful presence,he turned his face
upon the pillow, and fervently prayed to Heaven.

Gradually, he fell into that deeptranquil sleepwhich easefrom
recent suffering alone imparts; that calm and peaceful rest which
it is pain to wake from. Who, if this were death, would be roused
again to all the strugglesand turmoils of life; to all its cares for
the present;its anxieties for the future; more than all, its weary re-
collections of the past!

It had beenbright day, for hours, when Oliver openedhis eyes;
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he felt cheerful and happy. The crisis of the diseasewas safely
past. He belonged to the world again.

In three daysÕtime he was able to sit in an easychair, well
propped up with pillows; and, as he was still too weak to walk,
Mrs. Bedwin had him carried downstairs into the little housekeep-
erÕsroom, which belonged to her. Having him set, here, by the
fireside, the good old lady sat herself down too; and, being in a
state of considerabledelight at seeinghim so much better, forth-
with began to cry most violently.

ÒNevermind me, my dear,Ósaid the old lady; ÒIÕmonly hav-
ing a regular good cry. There; itÕsall over now; and IÕmquite
comfortable.Ó

ÒYouÕre very, very kind to me, maÕam,Ó said Oliver.
ÒWell, never you mind that, my dear,Ó said the old lady;

ÒthatÕsgot nothing to do with your broth; and itÕsfull time you
had it; for the doctor saysMr. Brownlow may come in to seeyou
this morning; and we must get up our best looks, becausethe bet-
ter we look, the more heÕllbe pleased.ÓAnd with this, the old
lady applied herself to warming up, in a little saucepan,a basin
full of broth: strong enough, Oliver thought, to furnish an ample
dinner, when reduced to the regulation strength, for three hun-
dred and fifty paupers, at the lowest computation.

ÒAreyou fond of pictures, dear?Óinquired the old lady, seeing
that Oliver had fixed his eyes,most intently, on a portrait which
hung against the wall; just opposite his chair.

ÒI donÕtquite know, maÕam,Ósaid Oliver, without taking his
eyes from the canvas; ÒI have seenso few that I hardly know.
What a beautiful, mild face that ladyÕs is!Ó

ÒAh!Ósaid the old lady, Òpaintersalways make ladiesout pret-
tier than they are, or they wouldnÕtget any custom, child. The
man that invented the machine for taking likenessesmight have
known that would never succeed;itÕsa deal too honest. A deal,Ó
said the old lady, laughing very heartily at her own acuteness.

ÒIsÑis that a likeness, maÕam?Ó said Oliver.
ÒYes,Ósaid the old lady, looking up for a moment from the

broth; ÒthatÕs a portrait.Ó ÒWhose, maÕam?Ó asked Oliver.
ÒWhy, really, my dear, I donÕtknow,Ó answeredthe old lady

in a goodhumoured manner. ÒItÕsnot a likenessof anybody that
you or I know, I expect. It seems to strike your fancy, dear.Ó

ÒIt is so pretty,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒWhy, sure youÕrenot afraid of it?Ó said the old lady:
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observing in great surprise, the look of awe with which the child
regarded the painting.

ÒOh no, no,Ó returned Oliver quickly; Òbut the eyeslook so
sorrowful; and where I sit, they seemfixed upon me. It makesmy
heart beat,Óadded Oliver in a low voice, Òasif it was alive, and
wanted to speak to me, but couldnÕt.Ó

ÒLord saveus!Óexclaimed the old lady, starting; ÒdonÕttalk in
that way, child. YouÕreweak and nervous after your illness. Let
me wheel your chair round to the other side; and then you wonÕt
seeit. There!Ósaid the old lady, suiting the action to the word;
Òyou donÕt see it now, at all events.Ó

Oliver DID seeit in his mindÕseyeasdistinctly as if he had not
altered his position; but he thought it better not to worry the kind
old lady; so he smiled gently when she looked at him; and Mrs.
Bedwin, satisfied that he felt more comfortable, salted and broke
bits of toastedbread into the broth, with all the bustle befitting so
solemn a preparation. Oliver got through it with extraordinary
expedition. He had scarcely swallowed the last spoonful, when
there came a soft rap at the door. ÒComein,Ó said the old lady;
and in walked Mr. Brownlow.

Now, the old gentleman came in as brisk as need be; but, he
had no sooner raisedhis spectacleson his forehead,and thrust his
hands behind the skirts of his dressinggownto take a good long
look at Oliver, than his countenanceunderwent a very great vari-
ety of odd contortions. Oliver looked very worn and shadowy
from sickness, and made an ineffectual attempt to stand up, out of
respectto his benefactor,which terminated in his sinking back in-
to the chair again; and the fact is, if the truth must be told, that
Mr. BrownlowÕsheart, being large enough for any six ordinary
old gentlemenof humanedisposition, forced a supply of tears into
his eyes,by somehydraulic processwhich we are not sufficiently
philosophical to be in a condition to explain.

ÒPoorboy, poor boy!Ósaid Mr. Brownlow, clearing his throat.
ÒIÕmrather hoarse this morning, Mrs. Bedwin. IÕmafraid I have
caught cold.Ó

ÒI hope not, sir,Ó said Mrs. Bedwin. ÒEverything you have
had, has been well aired, sir.Ó ÒI donÕtknow, Bedwin. I donÕt
know,Ó said Mr. Brownlow; ÒI rather think I had a damp napkin
at dinnertime yesterday;but never mind that. How do you feel,
my dear?ÓÒVery happy, sir,Ó replied Oliver. ÒAnd very grateful
indeed, sir, for your goodness to me.Ó ÒGood by,Ó said Mr.
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Brownlow, stoutly. ÒHaveyou given him any nourishment, Bed-
win? Any slops, eh?ÓÒHehas just had a basin of beautiful strong
broth, sir,Óreplied Mrs. Bedwin: drawing herself up slightly, and
laying strong emphasison the last word: to intimate that between
slops, and broth will compounded, there existed no affinity or
connection whatsoever.

ÒUgh!Ósaid Mr. Brownlow, with a slight shudder; Òacouple
of glassesof port wine would have done him a great deal more
good. WouldnÕt they, Tom White, eh?Ó

ÒMy name is Oliver, sir,Óreplied the little invalid: with a look
of great astonishment.

ÒOliver,Ó said Mr. Brownlow; ÒOliver what? Oliver White,
eh?Ó ÒNo, sir, Twist, Oliver Twist.Ó

ÒQueername!Ósaid the old gentleman. ÒWhat made you tell
the magistrate your name was White?ÓÒI never told him so, sir,Ó
returned Oliver in amazement.

This sounded so like a falsehood, that the old gentleman
looked somewhat sternly in OliverÕsface. It was impossible to
doubt him; there was truth in every one of its thin and sharpened
lineaments.

ÒSomemistake,Ósaid Mr. Brownlow. But, although his motive
for looking steadily at Oliver no longer existed, the old idea of the
resemblancebetween his features and some familiar face came
upon him so strongly, that he could not withdraw his gaze.

ÒI hope you are not angry with me, sir?Ósaid Oliver, raising
his eyes beseechingly.

ÒNo, no,Óreplied the old gentleman.ÒWhy! whatÕsthis? Bed-
win, look there!ÓAs he spoke, he pointed hastily to the picture
over OliverÕshead,and then to the boyÕsface.There was its living
copy. The eyes,the head, the mouth; every feature was the same.
The expression was, for the instant, so precisely alike, that the
minutest line seemedcopied with startling accuracy! Oliver knew
not the causeof this sudden exclamation; for, not being strong
enough to bear the start it gavehim, he fainted away. A weakness
on his part, which affords the narrative an opportunity of reliev-
ing the reader from suspense,in behalf of the two young pupils of
the Merry Old Gentleman; and of recordingÑ That when the
Dodger, and his accomplishedfriend Master Bates, joined in the
hueandcry which was raised at OliverÕsheels, in consequenceof
their executing an illegal conveyanceof Mr. BrownlowÕspersonal
property, as has been already described,they were actuated by a
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very laudable and becomingregard for themselves;and forasmuch
as the freedom of the subject and the liberty of the individual are
among the first and proudest boastsof a truehearted Englishman,
so, I needhardly beg the reader to observe,that this action should
tend to exalt them in the opinion of all public and patriotic men,
in almost asgreat a degreeasthis strong proof of their anxiety for
their own preservation and safety goes to corroborate and con-
firm the little code of laws which certain profound and
soundjudging philosophers have laid down as the mainsprings of
all NatureÕsdeedsand actions: the said philosophers very wisely
reducing the good ladyÕsproceedings to matters of maxim and
theory: and, by a very neat and pretty compliment to her exalted
wisdom and understanding, putting entirely out of sight any con-
siderations of heart, or generousimpulse and feeling. For, these
are matters totally beneatha female who is acknowledgedby uni-
versal admission to be far above the numerous little foibles and
weaknesses of her sex.

If I wanted any further proof of the strictly philosophical
nature of the conduct of theseyoung gentlemenin their very delic-
ate predicament, I should at once find it in the fact (also recorded
in a foregoing part of this narrative), of their quitting the pursuit,
when the general attention was fixed upon Oliver; and making
immediately for their home by the shortest possiblecut. Although
I do not mean to assertthat it is usually the practice of renowned
and learned sages,to shorten the road to any great conclusion
(their courseindeedbeing rather to lengthen the distance,by vari-
ous circumlocations and discursivestaggerings,like unto those in
which drunken men under the pressureof a too mighty flow of
ideas, are prone to indulge); still, I do mean to say, and do say
distinctly, that it is the invariable practice of many mighty philo-
sophers,in carrying out their theories, to evincegreat wisdom and
foresight in providing against every possible contingency which
can be supposedat all likely to affect themselves.Thus, to do a
great right, you may do a little wrong; and you may take any
means which the end to be attained, will justify; the amount of
the right, or the amount of the wrong, or indeed the distinction
betweenthe two, being left entirely to the philosopher concerned,
to be settled and determined by his clear, comprehensive,and im-
partial view of his own particular case.

It was not until the two boys had scoured,with great rapidity,
through a most intricate maze of narrow streetsand courts, that
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they ventured to halt beneatha low and dark archway. Having re-
mained silent here, just long enough to recover breath to speak,
Master Batesuttered an exclamation of amusementand delight;
and, bursting into an uncontrollable fit of laughter, flung himself
upon a doorstep, and rolled thereon in a transport of mirth.

ÒWhatÕs the matter?Ó inquired the Dodger.
ÒHa! Ha! Ha!Ó roared Charley Bates.
ÒHold your noise,Ó remonstrated the Dodger, looking cau-

tiously round. ÒDo you want to be grabbed, stupid?Ó
ÒI canÕthelp it,Ó said Charley, ÒI canÕthelp it! To see him

splitting away at that pace, and cutting round the corners, and
knocking up againÕthe posts, and starting on again as if he was
madeof iron aswell as them, and me with the wipe in my pocket,
singing out arter himÑoh, my eye!ÓThe vivid imagination of
Master Bates presented the scenebefore him in too strong col-
ours. As he arrived at this apostrophe, he again rolled upon the
doorstep, and laughed louder than before.

ÒWhatÕllFagin say?Óinquired the Dodger; taking advantageof
the next interval of breathlessnesson the part of his friend to pro-
pound the question.

ÒWhat?Ó repeated Charley Bates.
ÒAh, what?Ó said the Dodger.
ÒWhy,what should he say?Óinquired Charley: stopping rather

suddenly in his merriment; for the DodgerÕsmanner was impress-
ive. ÒWhat should he say?Ó

Mr. Dawkins whistled for a couple of minutes; then, taking off
his hat, scratched his head, and nodded thrice.

ÒWhat do you mean?Ó said Charley.
ÒToor rul lol loo, gammon and spinnage,the frog he wouldnÕt,

and high cockolorum,Ósaid the Dodger: with a slight sneeron his
intellectual countenance.

This was explanatory, but not satisfactory. Master Batesfelt it
so; and again said, ÒWhat do you mean?ÓThe Dodger made no
reply; but putting his hat on again, and gathering the skirts of his
longtailed coat under his arm, thrust his tongue into his cheek,
slapped the bridge of his nosesomehalfdozen times in a familiar
but expressivemanner, and turning on his heel, slunk down the
court. Master Bates followed, with a thoughtful countenance.

The noise of footsteps on the creaking stairs, a few minutes
after the occurrence of this conversation, roused the merry old
gentlemanashe sat over the fire with a saveloyand a small loaf in
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his hand; a pocketknife in his right; and a pewter pot on the triv-
et. There was a rascally smile on his white face as he turned
round, and looking sharply out from under his thick red eye-
brows, bent his ear towards the door, and listened.

ÒWhy, howÕsthis?Ómuttered the Jew: changing countenance;
Òonly two of Ôem?WhereÕsthe third? They canÕthave got into
trouble. Hark!Ó

The footsteps approached nearer; they reached the landing.
The door was slowly opened; and the Dodger and Charley Bates
entered, closing it behind them.

OLIVER TWIST

84



13

Some New Acquaintances are Introduced to
the Intelligent Reader, Connected With

Whom Various Pleasant Matters are
Related, Appertaining to this History

WHEREÕSOliver?Ó said the Jew, rising with a menacing
look. ÒWhereÕsthe boy?Ó The young thieves eyed their

preceptor as if they were alarmed at his violence; and looked un-
easily at each other. But they made no reply.

ÒWhatÕsbecomeof the boy?Ósaid the Jew, seizingthe Dodger
tightly by the collar, and threatening him with horrid impreca-
tions. ÒSpeak out, or IÕll throttle you!Ó

Mr. Fagin looked so very much in earnest,that Charley Bates,
who deemedit prudent in all casesto be on the safeside,and who
conceivedit by no meansimprobable that it might be his turn to
be throttled second,dropped upon his knees,and raised a loud,
wellsustained, and continuous roarÑsomething between a mad
bull and a speaking trumpet.

ÒWill you speak?Óthundered the Jew: shaking the Dodger so
much that his keeping in the big coat at all, seemedperfectly
miraculous.

ÒWhy, the traps havegot him, and thatÕsall about it,Ó said the
Dodger, sullenly. ÒCome,let go oÕme, will you!Ó And, swinging
himself, at one jerk, clean out of the big coat, which he left in the
JewÕshands, the Dodger snatchedup the toasting fork, and made
a pass at the merry old gentlemanÕswaistcoat; which, if it had
taken effect, would have let a little more merriment out, than
could have been easily replaced.

The Jew stepped back in this emergency,with more agility
than could havebeenanticipated in a man of his apparent decrep-
itude; and, seizingup the pot, prepared to hurl it at his assailantÕs
head.But Charley Bates,at this moment, calling his attention by a
perfectly terrific howl, he suddenly altered its destination, and
flung it full at that young gentleman.

ÒWhy, what the blazes is in the wind now!Ó growled a deep
voice. ÒWho pitched that Ôere at me? ItÕs well itÕs the beer, and not
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the pot, as hit me, or IÕdhave settled somebody. I might have
knowÕd,as nobody but an infernal, rich, plundering, thundering
old Jew could afford to throw away any drink but waterÑand
not that, unlesshe done the River Company every quarter. WotÕs
it all about, Fagin?DÑme, if my neckhandkercheranÕtlined with
beer! Come in, you sneakingwarmint; wot are you stopping out-
side for, as if you was ashamed of your master! Come in!Ó

The man who growled out thesewords, was a stoutlybuilt fel-
low of about fiveandthirty, in a black velveteencoat, very soiled
drab breeches,laceup half boots, and grey cotton stockings which
incloseda bulky pair of legs,with large swelling calves;Ñthe kind
of legs,which in such costume,always look in an unfinished and
incomplete statewithout a setof fetters to garnish them. He had a
brown hat on his head, and a dirty belcher handkerchief round
his neck: with the long frayed endsof which he smearedthe beer
from his face as he spoke. He disclosed,when he had done so, a
broad heavycountenancewith a beard of three daysÕgrowth, and
two scowling eyes;one of which displayed various particoloured
symptoms of having been recently damaged by a blow.

ÒCome in, dÕye hear?Ó growled this engaging ruffian.
A white shaggydog, with his facescratchedand torn in twenty

different places, skulked into the room.
ÒWhy didnÕtyou come in afore?Ósaid the man. ÒYouÕreget-

ting too proud to own me afore company, are you? Lie down!Ó
This command was accompaniedwith a kick, which sent the

animal to the other end of the room. He appearedwell usedto it,
however; for he coiled himself up in a corner very quietly, without
uttering a sound, and winking his very illlooking eyes twenty
times in a minute, appearedto occupy himself in taking a survey
of the apartment.

ÒWhatare you up to? Illtreating the boys, you covetous,avari-
cious, insatiable old fence?Ó said the man, seating himself
deliberately. ÒI wonder they donÕtmurder you! I would if I was
them. If IÕd been your Òprentice, IÕd have done it long ago,
andÑno, I couldnÕthave sold you afterwards, for youÕrefit for
nothing but keeping as a curiousity of ugliness in a glassbottle,
and I suppose they donÕt blow glass bottles large enough.Ó

ÒHush! Hush! Mr. Sikes,Ósaid the Jew, trembling; ÒdonÕt
speak so loud!Ó ÒNone of your mistering,Ó replied the ruffian;
Òyou always mean mischief when you come that. You know my
name: out with it! I shanÕtdisgrace it when the time comes.Ó
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ÒWell, well, thenÑBill Sikes,Ósaid the Jew, with abject humility.
ÒYouseemout of humour, Bill.Ó ÒPerhapsI am,Óreplied Sikes;ÒI
should think you was rather out of sorts too, unlessyou mean as
little harm when you throw pewter pots about, as you do when
you blab andÑÓ ÒAreyou mad?Ósaid the Jew, catching the man
by the sleeve, and pointing towards the boys.

Mr. Sikescontented himself with tying an imaginary knot un-
der his left ear, and jerking his head over on the right shoulder; a
piece of dumb show which the Jew appearedto understand per-
fectly. He then, in cant terms, with which his whole conversation
was plentifully besprinkled, but which would be quite unintelli-
gible if they were recorded here, demanded a glass of liquor.

ÒAnd mind you donÕtpoison it,Ó said Mr. Sikes,laying his hat
upon the table.

This was said in jest; but if the speakercould haveseenthe evil
leer with which the Jew bit his pale lip as he turned round to the
cupboard, he might have thought the caution not wholly unneces-
sary, or the wish (at all events) to improve upon the distillerÕs
ingenuity not very far from the old gentlemanÕs merry heart.

After swallowing two of three glassesof spirits, Mr. Sikescon-
descendedto take some notice of the young gentlemen; which
graciousact led to a conversation, in which the causeand manner
of OliverÕscapture were circumstantially detailed, with suchalter-
ations and improvements on the truth, as to the Dodger appeared
most advisable under the circumstances.

ÒIÕmafraid,Ó said the Jew, Òthat he may say something which
will get us into trouble.Ó ÒThatÕsvery likely,Ó returned Sikeswith
a malicious grin. ÒYouÕreblowed upon, Fagin.ÓÒAnd IÕmafraid,
you see,added the Jew, speakingas if he had not noticed the in-
terruption; and regarding the other closely as he did so,ÑÕIÕm
afraid that, if the game was up with us, it might be up with a
good many more, and that it would come out rather worse for
you than it would for me, my dear.ÓThe man started, and turned
round upon the Jew. But the old gentlemanÕsshoulders were
shruggedup to his ears;and his eyeswere vacantly staring on the
opposite wall.

There was a long pause.Every member of the respectableco-
terie appeared plunged in his own reflections; not excepting the
dog, who by a certain malicious licking of his lips seemedto be
meditating an attack upon the legs of the first gentlemanor lady
he might encounter in the streets when he went out.

CHARLES DICKENS

87



ÒSomebodymust find out wotÕsbeendone at the office,Ósaid
Mr. Sikesin a much lower tone than he had taken sincehe came
in.

The Jew nodded assent.
ÒIf he hasnÕtpeached,and is committed, thereÕsno fear till he

comes out again,Ósaid Mr. Sikes, Òand then he must be taken
care on. You must get hold of him somehow.Ó

Again the Jew nodded.
The prudence of this line of action, indeed, was obvious; but,

unfortunately, there was one very strong objection to its being ad-
opted. This was, that the Dodger, and Charley Bates,and Fagin,
and Mr. William Sikes,happened,one and all, to entertain a viol-
ent and deeplyrooted antipathy to going near a policeoffice on
any ground or pretext whatever.

How long they might have sat and looked at each other, in a
stateof uncertainty not the most pleasantof its kind, it is difficult
to guess.It is not necessaryto make any guesseson the subject,
however; for the sudden entrance of the two young ladies whom
Oliver had seenon a former occasion,causedthe conversation to
flow afresh.

ÒThe very thing!Ó said the Jew. ÒBetwill go; wonÕtyou, my
dear?Ó ÒWheres?Ó inquired the young lady.

ÒOnly just up to the office, my dear,Ó said the Jew coaxingly.
It is due to the young lady to say that shedid not positively af-

firm that she would not, but that she merely expressed an
emphatic and earnestdesire to be ÒblessedÕif shewould; a polite
and delicate evasion of the request, which shows the young lady
to have beenpossessedof that natural good breeding which can-
not bear to inflict upon a fellowcreature, the pain of a direct and
pointed refusal.

The JewÕscountenancefell. He turned from this young lady,
who was gaily, not to saygorgeouslyattired, in a red gown, green
boots, and yellow curlpapers, to the other female.

ÒNancy, my dear,Ósaid the Jew in a soothing manner, Òwhat
do YOU say?ÓÒThat it wonÕtdo; so itÕsno useatrying it on, Fa-
gin,Ó replied Nancy.

ÒWhat do you mean by that?Ósaid Mr. Sikes,looking up in a
surly manner.

ÒWhat I say, Bill,Ó replied the lady collectedly.
ÒWhy, youÕrejust the very person for it,Ó reasonedMr. Sikes:

Ònobody about here knows anything of you.Ó
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ÒAnd as I donÕtwant Ôemto, neither,Ó replied Nancy in the
samecomposedmanner, ÒitÕsrather more no than yes with me,
Bill.Ó

ÒSheÕll go, Fagin,Ó said Sikes.
ÒNo, she wonÕt, Fagin,Ó said Nancy.
ÒYes, she will, Fagin,Ó said Sikes.
And Mr. Sikeswas right. By dint of alternate threats, promises,

and bribes, the lady in question was ultimately prevailed upon to
undertake the commission. Shewas not, indeed, withheld by the
sameconsiderations as her agreeablefriend; for, having recently
removedinto the neighborhood of Field Lane from the remote but
genteelsuburb of Ratcliffe, shewas not under the sameapprehen-
sion of being recognised by any of her numerous acquaintance.

Accordingly, with a clean white apron tied over her gown, and
her curlpapers tucked up under a straw bonnet,Ñboth articles of
dress being provided from the JewÕsinexhaustible stock,ÑMiss
Nancy prepared to issue forth on her errand.

ÒStop a minute, my dear,Ó said the Jew, producing, a little
covered basket. ÒCarry that in one hand. It looks more respect-
able, my dear.Ó

ÒGiveher a doorkey to carry in her tÕotherone, Fagin,Ósaid
Sikes;Òit looks real and genivine like.Ó ÒYes,yes, my dear, so it
does,Ósaid the Jew, hanging a large streetdoor key on the fore-
finger of the young ladyÕs right hand.

ÒThere;very good! Very good indeed, my dear!Ósaid the Jew,
rubbing his hands.

ÒOh, my brother! My poor, dear, sweet, innocent little broth-
er!Óexclaimed Nancy, bursting into tears, and wringing the little
basket and the streetdoor key in an agony of distress.ÒWhat has
becomeof him! Where have they taken him to! Oh, do have pity,
and tell me whatÕsbeen done with the dear boy, gentlemen;do,
gentlemen, if you please, gentlemen!Ó

Having uttered those words in a most lamentable and heart-
broken tone: to the immeasurable delight of her hearers: Miss
Nancy paused,winked to the company, nodded smilingly round,
and disappeared.

ÒAh,sheÕsa clevergirl, my dears,Ósaid the Jew, turning round
to his young friends, and shaking his head gravely, as if in mute
admonition to them to follow the bright example they had just
beheld.

ÒSheÕsa honour to her sex,Ósaid Mr. Sikes, filling his glass,
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and smiting the table with his enormous fist. ÒHereÕsher health,
and wishing they was all like her!Ó

While these,and many other encomiums,were being passedon
the accomplished Nancy, that young lady made the best of her
way to the policeoffice; whither, notwithstanding a little natural
timidity consequentupon walking through the streetsalone and
unprotected, she arrived in perfect safety shortly afterwards.

Entering by the back way, she tapped softly with the key at
one of the celldoors, and listened. There was no sound within: so
she coughed and listened again. Still there was no reply: so she
spoke.

ÒNolly, dear?Ómurmured Nancy in a gentle voice; ÒNolly?Ó
There was nobody inside but a miserable shoelesscriminal, who
had been taken up for playing the flute, and who, the offence
againstsocietyhaving beenclearly proved, had beenvery properly
committed by Mr. Fang to the House of Correction for one
month; with the appropriate and amusing remark that since he
had so much breath to spare, it would be more wholesomely ex-
pended on the treadmill than in a musical instrument. He made
no answer: being occupied mentally bewailing the loss of the
flute, which had been confiscated for the use of the county: so
Nancy passed on to the next cell, and knocked there.

ÒWell!Ó cried a faint and feeble voice.
ÒIsthere a little boy here?Óinquired Nancy, with a preliminary

sob.
ÒNo,Ó replied the voice; ÒGod forbid.Ó
This was a vagrant of sixtyfive, who was going to prison for

NOT playing the flute; or, in other words, for begging in the
streets,and doing nothing for his livelihood. In the next cell was
another man, who was going to the sameprison for hawking tin
saucepanswithout license;thereby doing something for his living,
in defiance of the Stampoffice.

But, as neither of these criminals answered to the name of
Oliver, or knew anything about him, Nancy made straight up to
the bluff officer in the striped waistcoat; and with the most
piteous wailings and lamentations, rendered more piteous by a
prompt and efficient use of the streetdoor key and the little bas-
ket, demanded her own dear brother.

ÒI havenÕt got him, my dear,Ó said the old man.
ÒWhere is he?Ó screamed Nancy, in a distracted manner.
ÒWhy, the gentlemanÕs got him,Ó replied the officer.
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ÒWhat gentleman! Oh, gracious heavens!What gentleman?Ó
exclaimed Nancy.

In reply to this incoherent questioning, the old man informed
the deeply affected sister that Oliver had been taken ill in the of-
fice, and discharged in consequenceof a witness having proved
the robbery to have been committed by another boy, not in cus-
tody; and that the prosecutor had carried him away, in an
insensible condition, to his own residence: of and concerning
which, all the informant knew was, that it was somewhere in
Pentonville, he having heard that word mentioned in the direc-
tions to the coachman.

In a dreadful state of doubt and uncertainty, the agonised
young woman staggeredto the gate,and then, exchangingher fal-
tering walk for a swift run, returned by the most devious and
complicated route she could think of, to the domicile of the Jew.

Mr. Bill Sikesno sooner heard the account of the expedition
delivered, than he very hastily called up the white dog, and, put-
ting on his hat, expeditiously departed:without devoting any time
to the formality of wishing the company goodmorning.

ÒWe must know where he is, my dears; he must be found,Ó
said the Jew greatly excited. ÒCharley, do nothing but skulk
about, till you bring home somenews of him! Nancy, my dear, I
must have him found. I trust to you, my dear,Ñto you and the
Artful for everything! Stay, stay,Ó added the Jew, unlocking a
drawer with a shaking hand; ÒthereÕsmoney, my dears. I shall
shut up this shop tonight. YouÕllknow where to find me! DonÕt
stop here a minute. Not an instant, my dears!Ó

With thesewords, he pushed them from the room: and care-
fully doublelocking and barring the door behind them, drew from
its placeof concealmentthe box which he had unintentionally dis-
closed to Oliver. Then, he hastily proceeded to dispose the
watches and jewellery beneath his clothing.

A rap at the door startled him in this occupation. ÒWhoÕs
there?Ó he cried in a shrill tone.

ÒMe!Ó replied the voice of the Dodger, through the keyhole.
ÒWhat now?Ó cried the Jew impatiently.
ÒIshe to be kidnapped to the other ken, Nancy says?Óinquired

the Dodger.
ÒYes,Óreplied the Jew, Òwherevershelays hands on him. Find

him, find him out, thatÕsall. I shall know what to do next; never
fear.Ó
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The boy murmured a reply of intelligence: and hurried down-
stairs after his companions.

ÒHe has not peachedso far,Ó said the Jew as he pursued his
occupation. ÒIf he means to blab us among his new friends, we
may stop his mouth yet.Ó
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14

Comprising Further Particulars of OliverÕs
Stay at Mr. BrownlowÕs, With The Remark-

able Prediction Which One Mr. Grimwig
Uttered Concerning Him, When He Went

out on an Errand

OLIVER soon recovering from the faintingfit into which Mr.
BrownlowÕsabrupt exclamation had thrown him, the sub-

ject of the picture was carefully avoided, both by the old
gentleman and Mrs. Bedwin, in the conversation that ensued:
which indeed bore no referenceto OliverÕshistory or prospects,
but was confined to such topics as might amusewithout exciting
him. He was still too weak to get up to breakfast; but, when he
came down into the housekeeperÕsroom next day, his first act
was to cast an eagerglanceat the wall, in the hope of again look-
ing on the face of the beautiful lady. His expectations were
disappointed, however, for the picture had been removed.

ÒAh!Ósaid the housekeeper,watching the direction of OliverÕs
eyes.ÒIt is gone, you see.ÓÒI see it is maÕam,Óreplied Oliver.
ÒWhy have they taken it away?ÓÒIt has beentaken down, child,
becauseMr. Brownlow said, that as it seemedto worry you, per-
haps it might prevent your getting well, you know,Ó rejoined the
old lady.

ÒOh, no, indeed. It didnÕtworry me, maÕam,Ósaid Oliver. ÒI
liked to seeit. I quite loved it.Ó ÒWell, well!Ó said the old lady,
goodhumouredly; Òyouget well as fast as ever you can, dear, and
it shall be hung up again. There! I promise you that! Now, let us
talk about something else.ÓThis was all the information Oliver
could obtain about the picture at that time. As the old lady had
been so kind to him in his illness, he endeavoured to think no
more of the subject just then; so he listened attentively to a great
many stories she told him, about an amiable and handsome
daughter of hers, who was married to an amiable and handsome
man, and lived in the country; and about a son, who was clerk to
a merchant in the West Indies; and who was, also, such a good
young man, and wrote such dutiful letters home four times ayear,
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that it brought the tears into her eyesto talk about them. When
the old lady had expatiated, a long time, on the excellencesof her
children, and the merits of her kind good husband besides,who
had beendeadand gone,poor dear soul! Just sixandtwenty years,
it was time to have tea. After tea she began to teach Oliver crib-
bage:which he learnt as quickly as shecould teach: and at which
gamethey played, with great interest and gravity, until it was time
for the invalid to havesomewarm wine and water, with a sliceof
dry toast, and then to go cosily to bed.

They were happy days, those of OliverÕsrecovery. Everything
was so quiet, and neat, and orderly; everybodyso kind and gentle;
that after the noise and turbulence in the midst of which he had
always lived, it seemedlike Heaven itself. He was no sooner
strong enough to put his clothes on, properly, than Mr. Brown-
low causeda completenew suit, and a new cap, and a new pair of
shoes,to be provided for him. As Oliver was told that he might
do what he liked with the old clothes, he gave them to a servant
who had been very kind to him, and asked her to sell them to a
Jew, and keep the money for herself. This she very readily did;
and, as Oliver looked out of the parlour window, and saw the
Jewroll them up in his bag and walk away, he felt quite delighted
to think that they were safely gone, and that there was now no
possible danger of his ever being able to wear them again. They
were sad rags, to tell the truth; and Oliver had never had a new
suit before.

One evening,about a week after the affair of the picture, as he
was sitting talking to Mrs. Bedwin, there came a messagedown
from Mr. Brownlow, that if Oliver Twist felt pretty well, he
should like to see him in his study, and talk to him a little while.

ÒBlessus, and saveus! Wash your hands, and let me part your
hair nicely for you, child,Ósaid Mrs. Bedwin. ÒDearheart alive! If
we had known he would have askedfor you, we would have put
you a clean collar on, and made you as smart as sixpence!Ó

Oliver did as the old lady bade him; and, although she lamen-
ted grievously, meanwhile, that there was not even time to crimp
the little frill that bordered his shirtcollar; he looked so delicate
and handsome, despite that important personal advantage, that
shewent so far as to say: looking at him with great complacency
from head to foot, that shereally didnÕtthink it would have been
possible, on the longest notice, to have made much difference in
him for the better.
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Thus encouraged, Oliver tapped at the study door. On Mr.
Brownlow calling to him to come in, he found himself in a little
back room, quite full of books, with a window, looking into some
pleasant little gardens. There was a table drawn up before the
window, at which Mr. Brownlow was seatedreading. When he
saw Oliver, he pushedthe book away from him, and told him to
come near the table, and sit down. Oliver complied; marvelling
where the people could be found to read such a great number of
books as seemedto be written to make the world wiser. Which is
still a marvel to more experiencedpeople than Oliver Twist, every
day of their lives.

ÒThereare a good many books, are there not, my boy?Ósaid
Mr. Brownlow, observing the curiosity with which Oliver sur-
veyed the shelves that reached from the floor to the ceiling.

ÒA great number, sir,Óreplied Oliver. ÒI never saw so many.Ó
ÒYoushall read them, if you behavewell,Ósaid the old gentleman
kindly; Òand you will like that, better than looking at the out-
sides,Ñthat is, some cases;becausethere are books of which the
backs and covers are by far the best parts.ÓÒI supposethey are
those heavy ones, sir,Ó said Oliver, pointing to some large quar-
tos, with a good deal of gilding about the binding.

ÒNot always those,Ósaid the old gentleman,patting Oliver on
the head, and smiling as he did so; Òthereare other equally heavy
ones, though of a much smaller size. How should you like to
grow up a clever man, and write books, eh?Ó

ÒI think I would rather read them, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
ÒWhat! wouldnÕtyou like to be a bookwriter?Ó said the old

gentleman.
Oliver considered a little while; and at last said, he should

think it would be a much better thing to be a bookseller; upon
which the old gentleman laughed heartily, and declared he had
said a very good thing. Which Oliver felt glad to have done,
though he by no means knew what it was.

ÒWell, well,Ó said the old gentleman, composing his features.
ÒDonÕtbe afraid! We wonÕtmake an author of you, while thereÕs
an honest trade to be learnt, or brickmaking to turn to.Ó

ÒThank you, sir,Ó said Oliver. At the earnest manner of his
reply, the old gentlemanlaughed again; and said something about
a curious instinct, which Oliver, not understanding, paid no very
great attention to.

ÒNow,Ósaid Mr. Brownlow, speaking if possible in a kinder,
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but at the sametime in a much more seriousmanner, than Oliver
had ever known him assumeyet, ÒI want you to pay great atten-
tion, my boy, to what I am going to say. I shall talk to you
without any reserve;becauseI am sureyou are well able to under-
stand me, as many older persons would be.Ó

ÒOh, donÕttell you are going to sendme away, sir, pray!Ó ex-
claimed Oliver, alarmed at the serioustone of the old gentlemanÕs
commencement!ÒDonÕtturn me out of doors to wander in the
streetsagain. Let me stay here, and be a servant. DonÕtsend me
back to the wretched place I camefrom. Have mercy upon a poor
boy, sir!Ó

ÒMy dear child,Ó said the old gentleman, moved by the
warmth of OliverÕssuddenappeal; Òyouneednot be afraid of my
deserting you, unless you give me cause.Ó

ÒI never, never will, sir,Ó interposed Oliver.
ÒI hope not,Ó rejoined the old gentleman.ÒI do not think you

everwill. I havebeendeceived,before, in the objectswhom I have
endeavouredto benefit; but I feel strongly disposedto trust you,
nevertheless;and I am more interested in your behalf than I can
well account for, evento myself. The personson whom I havebe-
stowed my dearestlove, lie deepin their graves;but, although the
happinessand delight of my life lie buried there too, I have not
made a coffin of my heart, and sealedit up, forever, on my best
affections. Deep affliction has but strengthened and refined
them.Ó

As the old gentlemansaid this in a low voice: more to himself
than to his companion: and as he remained silent for a short time
afterwards: Oliver sat quite still.

ÒWell, well!Ó said the old gentleman at length, in a more
cheerful tone, ÒI only say this, becauseyou have a young heart;
and knowing that I have suffered great pain and sorrow, you will
be more careful, perhaps, not to wound me again. You say you
are an orphan, without a friend in the world; all the inquiries I
have beenable to make, confirm the statement.Let me hear your
story; where you come from; who brought you up; and how you
got into the company in which I found you. Speakthe truth, and
you shall not be friendless while I live.Ó

OliverÕssobscheckedhis utterance for someminutes; when he
was on the point of beginning to relate how he had beenbrought
up at the farm, and carried to the workhouse by Mr. Bumble, a
peculiarly impatient little doubleknock was heard at the

OLIVER TWIST

96



streetdoor: and the servant, running upstairs, announced Mr.
Grimwig.

ÒIs he coming up?Ó inquired Mr. Brownlow.
ÒYes,sir,Ó replied the servant. ÒHe asked if there were any

muffins in the house; and, when I told him yes, he said he had
come to tea.Ó

Mr. Brownlow smiled; and, turning to Oliver, said that Mr.
Grimwig was an old friend of his, and he must not mind his being
a little rough in his manners;for he was a worthy creatureat bot-
tom, as he had reason to know.

ÒShall I go downstairs, sir?Ó inquired Oliver.
ÒNo,Óreplied Mr. Brownlow, ÒI would rather you remained

here.ÓAt this moment, there walked into the room: supporting
himself by a thick stick: a stout old gentleman,rather lame in one
leg, who was dressedin a blue coat, striped waistcoat, nankeen
breechesand gaiters, and a broadbrimmed white hat, with the
sidesturned up with green.A very smallplaited shirt frill stuck out
from his waistcoat; and a very long steel watchchain, with noth-
ing but a key at the end, dangled loosely below it. The endsof his
white neckerchiefwere twisted into a ball about the sizeof an or-
ange; the variety of shapes into which his countenance was
twisted, defy description. He had a manner of screwing his head
on one side when he spoke; and of looking out of the corners of
his eyesat the sametime: which irresistibly reminded the beholder
of a parrot. In this attitude, he fixed himself, the moment he made
his appearance;and, holding out a small piece of orangepeelat
armÕs length, exclaimed, in a growling, discontented voice.

ÒLook here! Do you seethis! IsnÕtit a most wonderful and ex-
traordinary thing that I canÕtcall at a manÕshouse but I find a
piece of this poor surgeonÕsfriend on the staircase?IÕvebeen
lamed with orangepeelonce, and I know orangepeelwill be my
death, or IÕll be content to eat my own head, sir!Ó

This was the handsomeoffer with which Mr. Grimwig backed
and confirmed nearly every assertion he made; and it was the
more singular in his case,because,evenadmitting for the sakeof
argument, the possibility of scientific improvementsbeing brought
to that passwhich will enablea gentlemanto eat his own head in
the event of his being so disposed,Mr. GrimwigÕshead was such
a particularly large one, that the most sanguineman alive could
hardly entertain a hope of being able to get through it at a

CHARLES DICKENS

97



sittingÑto put entirely out of the question, a very thick coating of
powder.

ÒIÕlleat my head,sir,ÓrepeatedMr. Grimwig, striking his stick
upon the ground. ÒHallo! whatÕsthat!Ó looking at Oliver, and re-
treating a pace or two.

ÒThis is young Oliver Twist, whom we were speakingabout,Ó
said Mr. Brownlow.

Oliver bowed.
ÒYou donÕtmean to say thatÕsthe boy who had the fever, I

hope?Ósaid Mr. Grimwig, recoiling a little more. ÒWait a minute!
DonÕtspeak!StopÑÓ continued Mr. Grimwig, abruptly, losing all
dread of the fever in his triumph at the discovery; ÒthatÕsthe boy
who had the orange! If thatÕsnot the boy, sir, who had the or-
ange, and threw this bit of peel upon the staircase, IÕll eat my
head, and his too.Ó

ÒNo, no, he has not had one,Ósaid Mr. Brownlow, laughing.
ÒCome! Put down your hat; and speak to my young friend.Ó

ÒI feel strongly on this subject, sir,Ósaid the irritable old gen-
tleman, drawing off his gloves. ÒThereÕsalways more or less
orangepeelon the pavement in our street; and I KNOW itÕsput
there by the surgeonÕsboy at the corner. A young woman
stumbled over a bit last night, and fell against my gardenrailings;
directly she got up I saw her look towards his infernal red lamp
with the pantomimelight. ÒDonÕtgo to him,Ó I called out of the
window, ÒheÕsan assassin!A mantrap!Ó So he is. If he is notÑÕ
Here the irascible old gentleman gave a great knock on the
ground with his stick; which was always understood, by his
friends, to imply the customary offer, whenever it was not ex-
pressedin words. Then, still keeping his stick in his hand, he sat
down; and, opening a double eyeglass,which he wore attached to
a broad black riband, took a view of Oliver: who, seeingthat he
was the object of inspection, coloured, and bowed again.

ÒThatÕs the boy, is it?Ó said Mr. Grimwig, at length.
ÒThatÕs the boy,Ó replied Mr. Brownlow.
ÒHow are you, boy?Ó said Mr. Grimwig.
ÒA great deal better, thank you, sir,Ó replied Oliver.
Mr Brownlow, seemingto apprehend that his singular friend

was about to say something disagreeable,asked Oliver to step
downstairs and tell Mrs. Bedwin they were ready for tea; which,
as he did not half like the visitorÕsmanner, he was very happy to
do.
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ÒHe is a nicelooking boy, is he not?Ó inquired Mr. Brownlow.
ÒI donÕt know,Ó replied Mr. Grimwig, pettishly.
ÒDonÕt know?Ó
ÒNo. I donÕtknow. I never seeany difference in boys. I only

knew two sort of boys. Mealy boys, and beeffaced boys.Ó
ÒAnd which is Oliver?Ó
ÒMealy. I know a friend who has a beeffacedboy; a fine boy,

they call him; with a round head, and red cheeks, and glaring
eyes;a horrid boy; with a body and limbs that appear to be swell-
ing out of the seamsof his blue clothes; with the voice of a pilot,
and the appetite of a wolf. I know him! The wretch!Ó

ÒCome,Ósaid Mr. Brownlow, Òtheseare not the characteristics
of young Oliver Twist; so he neednÕt excite your wrath.Ó

ÒTheyare not,Ó replied Mr. Grimwig. ÒHe may have worse.Ó
Here, Mr. Brownlow coughedimpatiently; which appearedto af-
ford Mr. Grimwig the most exquisite delight.

ÒHe may have worse, I say,ÓrepeatedMr. Grimwig. ÒWhere
doeshe come from! Who is he?What is he?He has had a fever.
What of that? Feversare not peculiar to good peope; are they?
Bad peoplehavefeverssometimes;havenÕtthey, eh?I knew a man
who was hung in Jamaicafor murdering his master.He had had a
fever six times; he wasnÕtrecommendedto mercy on that account.
Pooh! Nonsense!Ó

Now, the fact was, that in the inmost recessesof his own heart,
Mr. Grimwig was strongly disposed to admit that OliverÕsap-
pearanceand manner were unusually prepossessing;but he had a
strong appetite for contradiction, sharpenedon this occasion by
the finding of the orangepeel;and, inwardly determining that no
man should dictate to him whether a boy was welllooking or not,
he had resolved, from the first, to oppose his friend. When Mr.
Brownlow admitted that on no one point of inquiry could he yet
return a satisfactory answer; and that he had postponed any in-
vestigation into OliverÕsprevious history until he thought the boy
was strong enough to hear it; Mr. Grimwig chuckled maliciously.
And he demanded,with a sneer,whether the housekeeperwas in
the habit of counting the plate at night; becauseif shedidnÕtfind
a tablespoon or two missing some sunshiny morning, why, he
would be content toÑand so forth.

All this, Mr. Brownlow, although himself somewhat of an im-
petuous gentleman: knowing his friendÕspeculiarities, bore with
great good humour; as Mr. Grimwig, at tea, was graciously
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pleasedto expresshis entire approval of the muffins, matters went
on very smoothly; and Oliver, who made one of the party, began
to feel more at his easethan he had yet done in the fierce old gen-
tlemanÕs presence.

ÒAnd when are you going to hear at full, true, and particular
account of the life and adventuresof Oliver Twist?ÓaskedGrim-
wig of Mr. Brownlow, at the conclusion of the meal; looking
sideways at Oliver, as he resumed his subject.

ÒTomorrow morning,Óreplied Mr. Brownlow. ÒIwould rather
he was alone with me at the time. Come up to me tomorrow
morning at ten oÕclock, my dear.Ó

ÒYes,sir,Ó replied Oliver. He answeredwith some hesitation,
becausehe was confused by Mr. GrimwigÕslooking so hard at
him.

ÒIÕlltell you what,Ó whispered that gentleman to Mr. Brown-
low; ÒhewonÕtcome up to you tomorrow morning. I saw him
hesitate. He is deceiving you, my good friend.Ó

ÒIÕll swear he is not,Ó replied Mr. Brownlow, warmly.
ÒIf he is not,Ó said Mr. Grimwig, ÒIÕllÑÓand down went the

stick.
ÒIÕllanswer for that boyÕstruth with my life!Ó said Mr.

Brownlow, knocking the table.
ÒAnd I for his falsehood with my head!Órejoined Mr. Grim-

wig, knocking the table also.
ÒWe shall see,Ó said Mr. Brownlow, checking his rising anger.
ÒWewill,Ó replied Mr. Grimwig, with a provoking smile; Òwe

will.Ó As fate would have it, Mrs. Bedwin chancedto bring in, at
this moment, a small parcel of books, which Mr. Brownlow had
that morning purchasedof the identical bookstallkeeper, who has
already figured in this history; having laid them on the table, she
prepared to leave the room.

ÒStopthe boy, Mrs. Bedwin!Ó said Mr. Brownlow; Òthereis
something to go back.Ó ÒHe has gone, sir,Ó replied Mrs. Bedwin.

ÒCall after him,Ó said Mr. Brownlow; ÒitÕsparticular. He is a
poor man, and they are not paid for. There are somebooks to be
taken back, too.Ó

The streetdoor was opened. Oliver ran one way; and the girl
ran another; and Mrs. Bedwin stood on the stepand screamedfor
the boy; but there was no boy in sight. Oliver and the girl re-
turned, in a breathlessstate, to report that there were no tidings
of him.
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ÒDearme, I am very sorry for that,ÓexclaimedMr. Brownlow;
ÒI particularly wished those books to be returned tonight.Ó

ÒSendOliver with them,Ósaid Mr. Grimwig, with an ironical
smile; Òhe will be sure to deliver them safely, you know.Ó

ÒYes;do let me take them, if you please,sir,Ósaid Oliver. ÒIÕll
run all the way, sir.ÓThe old gentlemanwas just going to say that
Oliver should not go out on any account; when a most malicious
cough from Mr. Grimwig determined him that he should; and
that, by his prompt dischargeof the commission, he should prove
to him the injustice of his suspicions: on this head at least: at
once.

ÒYou SHALL go, my dear,Ó said the old gentleman. ÒThe
books are on a chair by my table. Fetch them down.Ó

Oliver, delighted to be of use, brought down the books under
his arm in a great bustle; and waited, cap in hand, to hear what
message he was to take.

ÒYou are to say,Ósaid Mr. Brownlow, glancing steadily at
Grimwig; Òyou are to say that you have brought those books
back; and that you have come to pay the four pound ten I owe
him. This is a fivepound note, so you will have to bring me back,
ten shillings change.Ó

ÒI wonÕt be ten minutes, sir,Ó said Oliver, eagerly. Having
buttoned up the banknote in his jacket pocket, and placed the
books carefully under his arm, he made a respectful bow, and left
the room. Mrs. Bedwin followed him to the streetdoor, giving him
many directions about the nearest way, and the name of the
bookseller, and the name of the street: all of which Oliver said he
clearly understood. Having superadded many injunctions to be
sure and not take cold, the old lady at length permitted him to
depart.

ÒBlesshis sweet face!Ósaid the old lady, looking after him. ÒI
canÕt bear, somehow, to let him go out of my sight.Ó

At this moment, Oliver looked gaily round, and nodded before
he turned the corner. The old lady smilingly returned his saluta-
tion, and, closing the door, went back, to her own room.

ÒLet me see;heÕllbe back in twenty minutes, at the longest,Ó
said Mr. Brownlow, pulling out his watch, and placing it on the
table. ÒIt will be dark by that time.Ó

ÒOh! You really expect him to come back, do you?Óinquired
Mr. Grimwig.

ÒDonÕt you?Ó asked Mr. Brownlow, smiling.
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The spirit of contradiction was strong in Mr. GrimwigÕsbreast,
at the moment; and it was rendered stronger by his friendÕscon-
fident smile.

ÒNo,Óhe said, smiting the table with his fist, ÒI do not. The
boy has a new suit of clothes on his back, a set of valuable books
under his arm, and a fivepound note in his pocket. HeÕlljoin his
old friends the thieves,and laugh at you. If ever that boy returns
to this house, sir, IÕll eat my head.Ó

With these words he drew his chair closer to the table; and
there the two friends sat, in silent expectation, with the watch
between them.

It is worthy of remark, as illustrating the importance we attach
to our own judgments,and the pride with which we put forth our
most rash and hasty conclusions,that, although Mr. Grimwig was
not by any meansa badheartedman, and though he would have
been unfeignedly sorry to seehis respectedfriend duped and de-
ceived, he really did most earnestly and strongly hope at that
moment, that Oliver Twist might not come back.

It grew so dark, that the figures on the dialplate were scarcely
discernible;but there the two old gentlemencontinued to sit, in si-
lence, with the watch between them.
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15

Showing How Very Fond of Oliver Twist,
the Merry old Jew and Miss Nancy Were

IN THE obscure parlour of a low publichouse, in the filthiest
part of Little Saffron Hill; a dark and gloomy den, where a flar-

ing gaslight burnt all day in the wintertime; and where no ray of
sun ever shone in the summer: there sat, brooding over a little
pewter measureand a small glass,strongly impregnated with the
smell of liquor, a man in a velveteencoat, drab shorts, halfboots
and stockings, whom evenby that dim light no experiencedagent
of the police would have hesitated to recogniseas Mr. William
Sikes.At his feet, sat a whitecoated, redeyeddog; who occupied
himself, alternately, in winking at his masterwith both eyesat the
same time; and in licking a large, fresh cut on one side of his
mouth, which appeared to be the result of some recent conflict.

ÒKeepquiet, you warmint! Keep quiet!Ó said Mr. Sikes,sud-
denly breaking silence.Whether his meditations were so intenseas
to be disturbed by the dogÕswinking, or whether his feelingswere
so wrought upon by his reflections that they required all the relief
derivable from kicking an unoffending animal to allay them, is
matter for argument and consideration. Whatever was the cause,
the effect was a kick and a curse, bestowed upon the dog
simultaneously.

Dogs are not generally apt to revengeinjuries inflicted upon
them by their masters;but Mr. SikesÕsdog, having faults of tem-
per in common with his owner, and labouring, perhaps, at this
moment, under a powerful senseof injury, madeno more ado but
at once fixed his teeth in one of the halfboots. Having given in a
hearty shake,he retired, growling, under a form; just escapingthe
pewter measure which Mr. Sikes levelled at his head.

ÒYou would, would you?Ósaid Sikes,seizingthe poker in one
hand, and deliberately opening with the other a large claspknife,
which he drew from his pocket. ÒCome here, you born devil!
Come here! DÕye hear?Ó

The dog no doubt heard; becauseMr. Sikesspoke in the very
harshest key of a very harsh voice; but, appearing to entertain
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some unaccountable objection to having his throat cut, he re-
mained where he was, and growled more fiercely than before: at
the same time grasping the end of the poker between his teeth,
and biting at it like a wild beast.

This resistanceonly infuriated Mr. Sikesthe more; who, drop-
ping on his knees,beganto assail the animal most furiously. The
dog jumped from right to left, and from left to right; snapping,
growling, and barking; the man thrust and swore, and struck and
blasphemed;and the struggle was reaching a most critical point
for one or other; when, the door suddenly opening, the dog dar-
ted out: leaving Bill Sikeswith the poker and the claspknife in his
hands.

There must always be two parties to a quarrel, saysthe old ad-
age. Mr. Sikes, being disappointed of the dogÕsparticipation, at
once transferred his share in the quarrel to the new comer.

ÒWhat the devil do you comein betweenme and my dog for?Ó
said Sikes, with a fierce gesture.

ÒI didnÕt know, my dear, I didnÕt know,Ó replied Fagin,
humbly; for the Jew was the new comer.

ÒDidnÕt know, you whitelivered thief!Ó growled Sikes.
ÒCouldnÕtyou hear the noise?ÓÒNot a sound of it, as IÕma living
man, Bill,Ó replied the Jew.

ÒOh no! You hear nothing, you donÕt,Óretorted Sikeswith a
fierce sneer.ÒSneakingin and out, so as nobody hears how you
come or go! I wish you had been the dog, Fagin, half a minute
ago.Ó

ÒWhy?Ó inquired the Jew with a forced smile.
ÒCausethe government, as cares for the lives of such men as

you, as havenÕthalf the pluck of curs, lets a man kill a dog how
he likes,Óreplied Sikes,shutting up the knife with a very express-
ive look; ÒthatÕs why.Ó

The Jew rubbed his hands; and, sitting down at the table, af-
fected to laugh at the pleasantry of his friend. He was obviously
very ill at ease, however.

ÒGrin away,Ó said Sikes, replacing the poker, and surveying
him with savagecontempt; Ògrin away. YouÕll never have the
laugh at me, though, unlessitÕsbehind a nightcap. IÕvegot the up-
per hand over you, Fagin; and, dÑme, IÕllkeep it. There! If I go,
you go; so take care of me.Ó

ÒWell, well, my dear,Ó said the Jew, ÒI know all that;
weÑweÑhave a mutual interest, Bill,Ña mutual interest.Ó
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ÒHumph,Ósaid Sikes, as if he though the interest lay rather
more on the JewÕsside than on his. ÒWell, what have you got to
say to me?Ó

ÒItÕsall passedsafe through the meltingpot,Ó replied Fagin,
Òandthis is your share. ItÕsrather more than it ought to be, my
dear; but as I know youÕll do me a good turn another time,
andÑÓ

ÒStow that gammon,Ó interposed the robber, impatiently.
ÒWhereis it? Hand over!Ó ÒYes,yes, Bill; give me time, give me
time,Ó replied the Jew, soothingly. ÒHere it is! All safe!ÓAs he
spoke, he drew forth an old cotton handkerchief from his breast;
and untying a large knot in one corner, produced a small brown-
paper packet. Sikes,snatching it from him, hastily opened it; and
proceeded to count the sovereigns it contained.

ÒThis is all, is it?Ó inquired Sikes.
ÒAll,Ó replied the Jew.
ÒYou havenÕtopened the parcel and swallowed one or two as

you come along, have you?Óinquired Sikes,suspiciously. ÒDonÕt
put on an injured look at the question; youÕvedone it many a
time. Jerk the tinkler.Ó

Thesewords, in plain English, conveyedan injunction to ring
the bell. It was answeredby another Jew:younger than Fagin, but
nearly as vile and repulsive in appearance.

Bill Sikesmerely pointed to the empty measure.The Jew, per-
fectly understanding the hint, retired to fill it: previously
exchanginga remarkable look with Fagin, who raised his eyesfor
an instant, as if in expectation of it, and shook his head in reply;
so slightly that the action would have been almost imperceptible
to an observant third person. It was lost upon Sikes, who was
stooping at the moment to tie the bootlace which the dog had
torn. Possibly, if he had observedthe brief interchangeof signals,
he might have thought that it boded no good to him.

ÒIsanybody here,Barney?Óinquired Fagin; speaking,now that
that Sikes was looking on, without raising his eyes from the
ground.

ÒDot a shoul,Ó replied Barney; whose words: whether they
came from the heart or not: made their way through the nose.

ÒNobody?Óinquired Fagin, in a tone of surprise: which per-
haps might mean that Barney was at liberty to tell the truth.

ÒDobody but Biss Dadsy,Ó replied Barney.
ÒNancy!Óexclaimed Sikes.ÒWhere?Strike me blind, if I donÕt
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honour that Ôeregirl, for her native talents.ÓÒSheÕsbid havid a
plate of boiled beef id the bar,Ó replied Barney.

ÒSendher here,Ó said Sikes, pouring out a glass of liquor.
ÒSendher here.ÓBarney looked timidly at Fagin, as if for permis-
sion; the Jew reamining silent, and not lifting his eyesfrom the
ground, he retired; and presently returned, ushering in Nancy;
who was decorated with the bonnet, apron, basket, and street-
door key, complete.

ÒYou are on the scent,are you, Nancy?Óinquired Sikes,prof-
fering the glass.

ÒYes,I am, Bill,Ó replied the young lady, disposing of its con-
tents; Òandtired enough of it I am, too. The young bratÕsbeenill
and confined to the crib; andÑÓ

ÒAh, Nancy, dear!Ó said Fagin, looking up.
Now, whether a peculiar contraction of the JewÕsred eye-

brows, and a half closing of his deeplyset eyes, warned Miss
Nancy that she was disposed to be too communicative, is not a
matter of much importance. The fact is all we needcare for here;
and the fact is, that shesuddenlycheckedherself,and with several
gracious smiles upon Mr. Sikes,turned the conversation to other
matters. In about ten minutesÕtime, Mr. Fagin was seizedwith a
fit of coughing; upon which Nancy pulled her shawl over her
shoulders,and declared it was time to go. Mr. Sikes,finding that
he was walking a short part of her way himself, expressedhis in-
tention of accompanyingher; they went away together, followed,
at a little distant, by the dog, who slunk out of a backyard as
soon as his master was out of sight.

The Jew thrust his head out of the room door when Sikeshad
left it; looked after him as we walked up the dark passage;shook
his clenchedfist; muttered a deepcurse;and then, with a horrible
grin, reseatedhimself at the table; where he was soon deeply ab-
sorbed in the interesting pages of the HueandCry.

Meanwhile, Oliver Twist, little dreaming that he was within so
very short a distanceof the merry old gentleman,was on his way
to the bookstall. When he got into Clerkenwell, he accidently
turned down a bystreet which was not exactly in his way; but not
discovering his mistake until he had got halfway down it, and
knowing it must lead in the right direction, he did not think it
worth while to turn back; and so marched on, as quickly as he
could, with the books under his arm.

He was walking along, thinking how happy and contented he
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ought to feel; and how much he would give for only one look at
poor little Dick, who, starved and beaten, might be weeping bit-
terly at that very moment; when he was startled by a young
woman screamingout very loud. ÒOh, my dear brother!Ó And he
had hardly looked up, to seewhat the matter was, when he was
stopped by having a pair of arms thrown tight round his neck.

ÒDonÕt,Ócried Oliver, struggling. ÒLet go of me. Who is it?
What are you stopping me for?Ó The only reply to this, was a
great number of loud lamentations from the young woman who
had embracedhim; and who had a little basket and a streetdoor
key in her hand.

ÒOhmy gracious!Ósaid the young woman, ÒIhave found him!
Oh! Oliver! Oliver! Oh you naughty boy, to make me suffer such
distresson your account! Come home, dear, come.Oh, IÕvefound
him. Thank gracious goodnessheavins, IÕvefound him!Ó With
these incoherent exclamations, the young woman burst into an-
other fit of crying, and got so dreadfully hysterical, that a couple
of women who came up at the moment asked a butcherÕsboy
with a shiny head of hair anointed with suet, who was also look-
ing on, whether he didnÕtthink he had better run for the doctor.
To which, the butcherÕsboy: who appearedof a lounging, not to
say indolent disposition: replied, that he thought not.

ÒOh, no, no, never mind,Ó said the young woman, grasping
OliverÕshand; ÒIÕmbetter now. Come home directly, you cruel
boy! Come!Ó

ÒOh,maÕam,Óreplied the young woman, Òheran away, near a
month ago, from his parents, who are hardworking and respect-
able people; and went and joined a set of thieves and bad
characters; and almost broke his motherÕs heart.Ó

ÒYoung wretch!Ó said one woman.
ÒGo home, do, you little brute,Ó said the other.
ÒIam not,Óreplied Oliver, greatly alarmed. ÒIdonÕtknow her.

I havenÕtany sister, or father and mother either. IÕman orphan; I
live at Pentonville.Ó

ÒOnly hear him, how he braves it out!Ó cried the young
woman.

ÒWhy, itÕsNancy!Ó exclaimed Oliver; who now saw her face
for the first time; and started back, in irrepressible astonishment.

ÒYou see he knows me!Ó cried Nancy, appealing to the
bystanders.ÒHecanÕthelp himself. Make him comehome, thereÕs

CHARLES DICKENS

107



good people, or heÕllkill his dear mother and father, and break
my heart!Ó

ÒWhat the devilÕsthis?Ósaid a man, bursting out of a beer-
shop, with a white dog at his heels;ÒyoungOliver! Come home
to your poor mother, you young dog! Come home directly.Ó

ÒIdonÕtbelong to them. I donÕtknow them. Help! Help! Cried
Oliver, struggling in the manÕs powerful grasp.

ÒHelp!Órepeatedthe man. ÒYes;IÕllhelp you, you young ras-
cal! What books are these?YouÕvebeena stealing Ôem,have you?
Give Ôemhere.ÓWith thesewords, the man tore the volumes from
his grasp, and struck him on the head.

ÒThatÕsright!Ó cried a lookeron, from a garretwindow.
ÒThatÕs the only way of bringing him to his senses!Ó

ÒTobe sure!Ócried a sleepyfacedcarpenter,castingan approv-
ing look at the garretwindow.

ÒItÕll do him good!Ó said the two women.
ÒAnd he shall have it, too!Ó rejoined the man, administering

another blow, and seizing Oliver by the collar. ÒComeon, you
young villain! Here, BullÕseye, mind him, boy! Mind him!Ó

Weak with recent illness; stupified by the blows and the sud-
dennessof the attack; terrified by the fierce growling of the dog,
and the brutality of the man; overpowered by the conviction of
the bystanders that he really was the hardened little wretch he
was describedto be; what could one poor child do! Darknesshad
set in; it was a low neighborhood; no help was near; resistance
was useless.In another moment he was dragged into a labyrinth
of dark narrow courts, and was forced along them at a pace
which rendered the few cries he dared to give utterance to, unin-
telligible. It was of little moment, indeed, whether they were
intelligible or no; for there was nobody to care for them, had they
been ever so plain.

The gaslamps were lighted; Mrs. Bedwin was waiting
anxiously at the open door; the servant had run up the street
twenty times to seeif there were any tracesof Oliver; and still the
two old gentlemensat, perseveringly,in the dark parlour, with the
watch between them.
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16

Relates What Became of Oliver Twist, After
He Had Been Claimed by Nancy

THE NARROW streetsand courts, at length, terminated in a
large open space; scattered about which, were pens for

beasts,and other indications of a cattlemarket. Sikesslackenedhis
pace when they reached this spot: the girl being quite unable to
support any longer, the rapid rate at which they had hitherto
walked. Turning to Oliver, he roughly commanded him to take
hold of NancyÕs hand.

ÒDo you hear?Ógrowled Sikes,asOliver hesitated,and looked
round.

They were in a dark corner, quite out of the track of
passengers.

Oliver saw, but too plainly, that resistancewould be of no
avail. He held out his hand, which Nancy clasped tight in hers.

ÒGive me the other,Ó said Sikes, seizing OliverÕsunoccupied
hand. ÒHere, BullÕsEye!Ó The dog looked up, and growled.

ÒSeehere, boy!Ó said Sikes,putting his other hand to OliverÕs
throat; Òif he speaks ever so soft a word, hold him! DÕye mind!Ó

The dog growled again; and licking his lips, eyed Oliver as if
he were anxious to attach himself to his windpipe without delay.

ÒHeÕsaswilling asa Christian, strike me blind if he isnÕt!Ósaid
Sikes,regarding the animal with a kind of grim and ferocious ap-
proval. ÒNow, you know what youÕvegot to expect, master, so
call away as quick as you like; the dog will soon stop that game.
Get on, youngÕun!Ó

BullÕseyewagged his tail in acknowledgment of this unusually
endearingform of speech;and, giving vent to another admonitory
growl for the benefit of Oliver, led the way onward.

It was Smithfield that they were crossing, although it might
have been Grosvenor Square, for anything Oliver knew to the
contrary. The night was dark and foggy. The lights in the shops
could scarecelystruggle through the heavy mist, which thickened
every moment and shrouded the streets and houses in gloom;
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rendering the strange place still stranger in OliverÕseyes; and
making his uncertainty the more dismal and depressing.

They had hurried on a few paces, when a deep churchbell
struck the hour. With its first stroke, his two conductors stopped,
and turned their heads in the direction whence the sound
proceeded.

ÒEight oÕ clock, Bill,Ó said Nancy, when the bell ceased.
ÒWhatÕsthe good of telling me that; I can hear it, canÕtI!Ó

replied Sikes.
ÒI wonder whether THEY can hear it,Ó said Nancy.
ÒOf course they can,Ó replied Sikes. ÒIt was Bartlemy time

when I was shopped; and there warnÕta penny trumpet in the
fair, as I couldnÕthear the squeakingon. Arter I was locked up for
the night, the row and din outside made the thundering old jail so
silent, that I could almost have beat my brains out against the
iron plates of the door.Ó

ÒPoor fellow!Ó said Nancy, who still had her face turned to-
wards the quarter in which the bell had sounded.ÒOh, Bill, such
fine young chaps as them!Ó

ÒYes;thatÕsall you women think of,Ó answered Sikes. ÒFine
young chaps! Well, theyÕreas good as dead, so it donÕtmuch
matter.Ó

With this consolation, Mr. Sikes appeared to repressa rising
tendency to jealousy, and, clasping OliverÕswrist more firmly,
told him to step out again.

ÒWait a minute!Ó said the girl: ÒI wouldnÕthurry by, if it was
you that was coming out to be hung, the next time eight oÕclock
struck, Bill. IÕdwalk round and round the place till I dropped, if
the snow was on the ground, and I hadnÕt a shawl to cover me.Ó

ÒAnd what good would that do?Óinquired the unsentimental
Mr. Sikes.ÒUnlessyou could pitch over a file and twenty yards of
good stout rope, you might as well be walking fifty mile off, or
not walking at all, for all the good it would do me. Come on, and
donÕt stand preaching there.Ó

The girl burst into a laugh; drew her shawl more closely round
her; and they walked away. But Oliver felt her hand tremble, and,
looking up in her face as they passeda gaslamp, saw that it had
turned a deadly white.

They walked on, by littlefrequented and dirty ways, for a full
halfhour: meeting very few people, and those appearing from
their looks to hold much the sameposition in societyasMr. Sikes
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himself. At length they turned into a very filthy narrow street,
nearly full of oldclothes shops; the dog running forward, as if
conscious that there was no further occasion for his keeping on
guard, stopped before the door of a shop that was closedand ap-
parently untenanted; the house was in a ruinous condition, and
on the door was nailed a board, intimating that it was to let:
which looked as if it had hung there for many years.

ÒAll right,Ó cried Sikes, glancing cautiously about.
Nancy stooped below the shutters, and Oliver heard the sound

of a bell. They crossedto the opposite sideof the street,and stood
for a few moments under a lamp. A noise, as if a sashwindow
were gently raised, was heard; and soon afterwards the door
softly opened.Mr. Sikesthen seizedthe terrified boy by the collar
with very little ceremony; and all three were quickly inside the
house.

The passagewas perfectly dark. They waited, while the person
who had let them in, chained and barred the door.

ÒAnybody here?Ó inquired Sikes.
ÒNo,Ó replied a voice, which Oliver thought he had heard

before.
ÒIs the old Ôun here?Ó asked the robber.
ÒYes,Óreplied the voice, Òandprecious down in the mouth he

has been. WonÕt he be glad to see you? Oh, no!Ó
The style of this reply, as well as the voice which delivered it,

seemedfamiliar to OliverÕsears: but it was impossible to distin-
guish even the form of the speaker in the darkness.

ÒLetÕshave a glim,Ó said Sikes,Òor we shall go breaking our
necks, or treading on the dog. Look after your legs if you do!Ó

ÒStandstill a moment, and IÕllget you one,Óreplied the voice.
The recedingfootsteps of the speakerwere heard; and, in another
minute, the form of Mr. John Dawkins, otherwise the Artful
Dodger, appeared.He bore in his right hand a tallow candlestuck
in the end of a cleft stick.

The young gentleman did not stop to bestow any other mark
of recognition upon Oliver than a humourous grin; but, turning
away, beckonedthe visitors to follow him down a flight of stairs.
They crossedan empty kitchen; and, opening the door of a low
earthysmelling room, which seemedto have beenbuilt in a small
backyard, were received with a shout of laughter.

ÒOh, my wig, my wig!Ó cried Master Charles Bates, from
whose lungs the laughter had proceeded: Òherehe is! Oh, cry,
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here he is! Oh, Fagin, look at him! Fagin, do look at him! I canÕt
bear it; it is sucha jolly game,I cantÕbear it. Hold me, somebody,
while I laugh it out.Ó

With this irrepressible ebullition of mirth, Master Bates laid
himself flat on the floor: and kicked convulsively for five minutes,
in an ectasy of facetious joy. Then jumping to his feet, he
snatchedthe cleft stick from the Dodger; and, advancing to Oliv-
er, viewed him round and round; while the Jew, taking off his
nightcap, made a great number of low bows to the bewildered
boy. The Artful, meantime,who was of a rather saturnine disposi-
tion, and seldom gave way to merriment when it interfered with
business, rifled OliverÕs pockets with steady assiduity.

ÒLook at his togs, Fagin!Ó said Charley, putting the light so
close to his new jacket as nearly to set him on fire. ÒLook at his
togs! Superfinecloth, and the heavyswell cut! Oh, my eye,what a
game! And his books, too! Nothing but a gentleman, Fagin!Ó

ÒDelightedto seeyou looking so well, my dear,Ósaid the Jew,
bowing with mock humility. ÒTheArtful shall give you another
suit, my dear, for fear you should spoil that Sunday one. Why
didnÕtyou write, my dear, and say you were coming? WeÕdhave
got something warm for supper.Ó

At his, Master Batesroared again: so loud, that Fagin himself
relaxed, and eventhe Dodger smiled; but as the Artful drew forth
the fivepound note at that instant, it is doubtful whether the sally
of the discovery awakened his merriment.

ÒHallo, whatÕsthat?Óinquired Sikes,stepping forward as the
Jew seizedthe note. ÒThatÕsmine, Fagin.ÓÒNo, no, my dear,Ó
said the Jew. ÒMine, Bill, mine. You shall have the books.Ó ÒIf
that ainÕtmine!Ósaid Bill Sikes,putting on his hat with a determ-
ined air; Òmineand NancyÕsthat is; IÕlltake the boy back again.Ó
The Jew started. Oliver started too, though from a very different
cause;for he hoped that the dispute might really end in his being
taken back.

ÒCome! Hand over, will you?Ó said Sikes.
ÒThisis hardly fair, Bill; hardly fair, is it, Nancy?Óinquired the

Jew.
ÒFair, or not fair,Ó retorted Sikes,Òhandover, I tell you! Do

you think Nancy and me has got nothing elseto do with our pre-
cious time but to spendit in scouting arter, and kidnapping, every
young boy as gets grabbed through you? Give it here, you avari-
cious old skeleton, give it here!Ó
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With this gentle remonstrance, Mr. Sikes plucked the note
from between the JewÕsfinger and thumb; and looking the old
man coolly in the face, folded it up small, and tied it in his
neckerchief.

ÒThatÕsfor our shareof the trouble,Ó said Sikes;Òandnot half
enough, neither. You may keep the books, if youÕrefond of read-
ing. If you ainÕt, sell Ôem.Ó

ÒTheyÕrevery pretty,Ó said Charley Bates: who, with sundry
grimaces,had been affecting to read one of the volumes in ques-
tion; Òbeautifulwriting, isnÕtis, Oliver?ÓAt sight of the dismayed
look with which Oliver regarded his tormentors, Master Bates,
who was blessedwith a lively senseof the ludicrous, fell into an-
other ectasy, more boisterous than the first.

ÒTheybelong to the old gentleman,Ósaid Oliver, wringing his
hands; Òto the good, kind, old gentleman who took me into his
house, and had me nursed, when I was near dying of the fever.
Oh, pray send them back; send him back the books and money.
Keep me here all my life long; but pray, pray send them back.
HeÕllthink I stole them; the old lady: all of them who were so
kind to me: will think I stole them. Oh, do have mercy upon me,
and send them back!Ó

With these words, which were uttered with all the energy of
passionategrief, Oliver fell upon his kneesat the JewÕsfeet; and
beat his hands together, in perfect desperation.

ÒThe boyÕsright,Ó remarked Fagin, looking covertly round,
and knitting his shaggyeyebrowsinto a hard knot. ÒYouÕreright,
Oliver, youÕreright; they WILL think you have stolen Ôem.Ha!
Ha!Ó chuckled the Jew, rubbing his hands, Òit couldnÕthave
happened better, if we had chosen our time!Ó

ÒOf course it couldnÕt,Óreplied Sikes;ÒI knowÕdthat, directly
I seehim coming through Clerkenwell, with the books under his
arm. ItÕsall right enough. TheyÕresofthearted psalmsingers,or
they wouldnÕthave taken him in at all; and theyÕllask no ques-
tions after him, fear they should be obliged to prosecute,and so
get him lagged. HeÕs safe enough.Ó

Oliver had looked from one to the other, while these words
were being spoken, as if he were bewildered, and could scarecely
understand what passed; but when Bill Sikes concluded, he
jumped suddenly to his feet, and tore wildly from the room: utter-
ing shrieks for help, which made the bare old house echo to the
roof.
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ÒKeepback the dog, Bill!Ó cried Nancy, springing before the
door, and closing it, as the Jew and his two pupils darted out in
pursuit. ÒKeep back the dog; heÕll tear the boy to pieces.Ó

ÒServehim right!Ó cried Sikes,struggling to disengagehimself
from the girlÕsgrasp. ÒStandoff from me, or IÕllsplit your head
against the wall.Ó

ÒI donÕtcare for that, Bill, I donÕtcare for that,Ó screamedthe
girl, struggling violently with the man, Òthechild shanÕtbe torn
down by the dog, unless you kill me first.Ó

ÒShanÕthe!Ósaid Sikes,setting his teeth. ÒIÕllsoon do that, if
you donÕtkeep off.Ó The housebreakerflung the girl from him to
the further end of the room, just as the Jew and the two boys re-
turned, dragging Oliver among them.

ÒWhatÕs the matter here!Ó said Fagin, looking round.
ÒThe girlÕs gone mad, I think,Ó replied Sikes, savagely.
ÒNo, she hasnÕt,Ósaid Nancy, pale and breathless from the

scuffle; Òno,shehasnÕt,Fagin; donÕtthink it.Ó ÒThenkeep quiet,
will you?Ó said the Jew, with a threatening look.

ÒNo, I wonÕtdo that, neither,Óreplied Nancy, speaking very
loud. ÒCome!What do you think of that?ÓMr. Fagin was suffi-
ciently well acquainted with the manners and customs of that
particular speciesof humanity to which Nancy belonged, to feel
tolerably certain that it would be rather unsafe to prolong any
conversation with her, at present. With the view of diverting the
attention of the company, he turned to Oliver.

ÒSoyou wanted to get away, my dear, did you?Ósaid the Jew,
taking up a jaggedand knotted club which law in a corner of the
fireplace; Ôeh?Ó

Oliver made no reply. But he watched the JewÕsmotions, and
breathed quickly.

ÒWanted to get assistance;called for the police; did you?Ó
sneeredthe Jew, catching the boy by the arm. ÒWeÕllcure you of
that, my young master.Ó

The Jew inflicted a smart blow on OliverÕsshoulderswith the
club; and was raising it for a second,when the girl, rushing for-
ward, wrested it from his hand. Sheflung it into the fire, with a
force that brought someof the glowing coalswhirling out into the
room.

ÒI wonÕt stand by and see it done, Fagin,Ó cried the girl.
ÒYouÕvegot the boy, and what more would you have?ÑLet him
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beÑlet him beÑor I shall put that mark on someof you, that will
bring me to the gallows before my time.Ó

The girl stamped her foot violently on the floor as she vented
this threat; and with her lips compressed,and her handsclenched,
looked alternately at the Jew and the other robber: her face quite
colourless from the passionof rage into which shehad gradually
worked herself.

ÒWhy, Nancy!Ósaid the Jew, in a soothing tone; after a pause,
during which he and Mr. Sikeshad staredat one another in a dis-
concerted manner; Òyou,ÑyouÕremore clever than ever tonight.
Ha! Ha! My dear, you are acting beautifully.Ó

ÒAmI!Ó said the girl. ÒTakecare I donÕtoverdo it. You will be
the worse for it, Fagin, if I do; and so I tell you in good time to
keep clear of me.Ó

There is something about a roused woman: especially if she
add to all her other strong passions,the fierce impulses of reck-
lessnessand despair;which few men like to provoke. The Jewsaw
that it would be hopelessto affect any further mistake regarding
the reality of Miss NancyÕsrage; and, shrinking involuntarily
back a few paces,casta glance,half imploring and half cowardly,
at Sikes:as if to hint that he was the fittest person to pursue the
dialogue.

Mr. Sikes, thus mutely appealed to; and possibly feeling his
personalpride and influence interestedin the immediate reduction
of Miss Nancy to reason; gave utterance to about a couple of
scoreof cursesand threats, the rapid production of which reflec-
ted great credit on the fertility of his invention. As they produced
no visible effect on the object againstwhom they were discharged,
however, he resorted to more tangible arguments.

ÒWhat do you mean by this?Ósaid Sikes;backing the inquiry
with a very common imprecation concerningthe most beautiful of
human features: which, if it were heard above, only once out of
every fifty thousand times that it is uttered below, would render
blindness as common a disorder as measles:Òwhat do you mean
by it? Burn my body! Do you know who you are, and what you
are?Ó

ÒOh,yes,I know all about it,Ó replied the girl, laughing hyster-
ically; and shaking her head from side to side, with a poor
assumption of indifference.

ÒWell, then, keep quiet,Órejoined Sikes,with a growl like that
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he was accustomedto usewhen addressinghis dog, Òor IÕllquiet
you for a good long time to come.Ó

The girl laughed again: evenlesscomposedlythan before; and,
darting a hasty look at Sikes,turned her faceaside,and bit her lip
till the blood came.

ÒYouÕrea nice one,Óadded Sikes, as he surveyed her with a
contemptuous air, Òto take up the humane and genÑteel side! A
pretty subject for the child, as you call him, to make a friend of!Ó

ÒGod Almighty help me, I am!Ó cried the girl passionately;
ÒandI wish I had beenstruck dead in the street, or had changed
placeswith them we passedso near tonight, before I had lent a
hand in bringing him here. HeÕsa thief, a liar, a devil, all thatÕs
bad, from this night forth. IsnÕtthat enough for the old wretch,
without blows?Ó

ÒCome,come, Sikes,Ósaid the Jew appealing to him in a re-
monstratory tone, and motioning towards the boys, who were
eagerly attentive to all that passed;Òwe must have civil words;
civil words, Bill.Ó

ÒCivil words!Ó cried the girl, whose passion was frightful to
see.ÒCivil words, you villain! Yes, you deserveÔemfrom me. I
thieved for you when I was a child not half as old as this!Ó point-
ing to Oliver. ÒI have been in the same trade, and in the same
service, for twelve years since. DonÕtyou know it? Speak out!
DonÕt you know it?Ó

ÒWell, well,Ó replied the Jew, with an attempt at pacification;
Òand,if you have, itÕsyour living!Ó ÒAye,it is!Óreturned the girl;
not speaking, but pouring out the words in one continuous and
vehementscream.ÒIt is my living; and the cold, wet, dirty streets
are my home; and youÕrethe wretch that drove me to them long
ago, and thatÕllkeep me there, day and night, day and night, till I
die!Ó ÒI shall do you a mischief!Óinterposed the Jew, goaded by
these reproaches;Òa mischief worse than that, if you say much
more!ÓThe girl said nothing more; but, tearing her hair and dress
in a transport of passion, made such a rush at the Jew as would
probably have left signal marks of her revengeupon him, had not
her wrists beenseizedby Sikesat the right moment; upon which,
she made a few ineffectual struggles, and fainted.

ÒSheÕsall right now,Ó said Sikes,laying her down in a corner.
ÒSheÕs uncommon strong in the arms, when sheÕs up in this way.Ó

The Jewwiped his forehead:and smiled, as if it were a relief to
have the disturbance over; but neither he, nor Sikes,nor the dog,
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nor the boys, seemedto consider it in any other light than a com-
mon occurance incidental to business.

ÒItÕsthe worst of having to do with women,Ósaid the Jew, re-
placing his club; Òbut theyÕreclever, and we canÕtget on, in our
line, without Ôem. Charley, show Oliver to bed.Ó

ÒI supposeheÕdbetter not wear his best clothes tomorrow, Fa-
gin, had he?Ó inquired Charley Bates.

ÒCertainly not,Ó replied the Jew, reciprocating the grin with
which Charley put the question.

Master Bates,apparently much delighted with his commission,
took the cleft stick: and led Oliver into an adjacentkitchen, where
there were two or three of the bedson which he had slept before;
and here, with many uncontrollable bursts of laughter, he pro-
duced the identical old suit of clothes which Oliver had so much
congratulated himself upon leaving off at Mr. BrownlowÕs;and
the accidental display of which, to Fagin, by the Jew who pur-
chased them, had been the very first clue received, of his
whereabout.

ÒPut off the smart ones,Ósaid Charley, Òand IÕllgive Ôemto
Fagin to take care of. What fun it is!Ó Poor Oliver unwillingly
complied. Master Batesrolling up the new clothes under his arm,
departed from the room, leaving Oliver in the dark, and locking
the door behind him.

The noise of CharleyÕslaughter, and the voice of Miss Betsy,
who opportunely arrived to throw water over her friend, and per-
form other feminine offices for the promotion of her recovery,
might have kept many people awake under more happy circum-
stancesthan those in which Oliver was placed. But he was sick
and weary; and he soon fell sound asleep.
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17

OliverÕs Destiny Continuing Unpropitious,
Brings a Great Man To London to Injure

His Reputation

IT IS the custom on the stage, in all good murderous melodra-
mas, to present the tragic and the comic scenes,in as regular

alternation, as the layers of red and white in a side of streaky ba-
con. The hero sinks upon his straw bed, weighed down by fetters
and misfortunes; in the next scene,his faithful but unconscious
squire regalesthe audiencewith a comic song. We behold, with
throbbing bosoms, the heroine in the grasp of a proud and ruth-
lessbaron: her virtue and her life alike in danger, drawing forth
her daggerto preservethe one at the cost of the other; and just as
our expectationsare wrought up to the highest pitch, a whistle is
heard, and we are straightway transported to the great hall of the
castle;where a greyheadedseneschalsingsa funny chorus with a
funnier body of vassals,who are free of all sorts of places,from
church vaults to palaces,and roam about in company, carolling
perpetually.

Such changesappear absurd; but they are not so unnatural as
they would seemat first sight. The transitions in real life from
wellspreadboards to deathbeds,and from mourningweedsto hol-
iday garments, are not a whit less startling; only, there, we are
busy actors, instead of passivelookerson, which makesa vast dif-
ference.The actors in the mimic life of the theatre, are blind to
violent transitions and abrupt impulses of passion or feeling,
which, presentedbefore the eyesof mere spectators,are at once
condemned as outrageous and preposterous.

As suddenshiftings of the scene,and rapid changesof time and
place, are not only sanctionedin books by long usage,but are by
many consideredas the great art of authorship: an authorÕsskill
in his craft being, by such critics, chiefly estimated with relation
to the dilemmas in which he leaveshis characters at the end of
every chapter: this brief introduction to the presentone may per-
haps be deemedunnecessary.If so, let it be considereda delicate
intimation on the part of the historian that he is going back to the
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town in which Oliver Twist was born; the reader taking it for
granted that there are good and substantial reasonsfor making
the journey, or he would not be invited to proceedupon such an
expedition.

Mr. Bumble emergedat early morning from the workhouseg-
ate, and walked with portly carriage and commanding steps,up
the High Street. He was in the full bloom and pride of beadle-
hood; his cocked hat and coat were dazzling in the morning sun;
he clutched his cane with the vigorous tenacity of health and
power. Mr. Bumble always carried his head high; but this morn-
ing it was higher than usual. There was an abstraction in his eye,
an elevation in his air, which might have warned an observant
stranger that thoughts were passing in the beadleÕsmind, too
great for utterance.

Mr. Bumble stopped not to conversewith the small shopkeep-
ers and others who spoke to him, deferentially, as he passed
along. He merely returned their salutations with a wave of his
hand, and relaxed not in his dignified pace, until he reachedthe
farm where Mrs. Mann tended the infant pauperswith parochial
care.

ÒDrat that beadle!Ósaid Mrs. Mann, hearing the wellknown
shaking at the gardengate.ÒIf it isnÕthim at this time in the morn-
ing! Lauk, Mr. Bumble, only think of its being you! Well, dear
me, it IS a pleasure, this is! Come into the parlour, sir, please.Ó

The first sentencewas addressedto Susan;and the exclama-
tions of delight were uttered to Mr. Bumble: as the good lady
unlocked the gardengate:and showed him, with great attention
and respect, into the house.

ÒMrs. Mann,Ó said Mr. Bumble; not sitting upon, or dropping
himself into a seat,as any common jackanapeswould: but letting
himself gradually and slowly down into a chair; ÒMrs. Mann,
maÕam, good morning.Ó

ÒWell, and good morning to YOU, sir,Ó replied Mrs. Mann,
with many smiles; Òand hoping you find yourself well, sir!Ó

ÒSoso,Mrs. Mann,Ó replied the beadle.ÒAporochial life is not
a bed of roses, Mrs. Mann.Ó ÒAh, that it isnÕt indeed, Mr.
Bumble,Órejoined the lady. And all the infant paupersmight have
chorussed the rejoinder with great propriety, if they had heard it.

ÒA porochial life, maÕam,Ócontinued Mr. Bumble, striking the
table with his cane, Òis a life of worrit, and vexation, and
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hardihood; but all public characters, as I may say, must suffer
prosecution.Ó

Mrs. Mann, not very well knowing what the beadle meant,
raised her hands with a look of sympathy, and sighed.

ÒAh! You may well sigh, Mrs. Mann!Ó said the beadle.
Finding shehad done right, Mrs. Mann sighedagain: evidently

to the satisfaction of the public character: who, repressinga com-
placent smile by looking sternly at his cocked hat, said,

ÒMrs. Mann, I am going to London.Ó
ÒLauk, Mr. Bumble!Ó cried Mrs. Mann, starting back.
ÒTo London, maÕam,Óresumed the inflexible beadle, Òby

coach. I and two paupers,Mrs. Mann! A legal action is a coming
on, about a settlement; and the board has appointed meÑme,
Mrs. MannÑto dispose to the matter before the quartersessions
at Clerkinwell.

And I very much question,Óadded Mr. Bumble, drawing him-
self up, Òwhetherthe Clerkinwell Sessionswill not find themselves
in the wrong box before they have done with me.Ó

ÒOh! You mustnÕtbe too hard upon them, sir,Ó said Mrs.
Mann, coaxingly.

ÒThe Clerkinwell Sessionshave brought it upon themselves,
maÕam,Óreplied Mr. Bumble; Òand if the Clerkinwell Sessions
find that they come off rather worse than they expected, the
Clerkinwell Sessions have only themselves to thank.Ó

There was so much determination and depth of purpose about
the menacing manner in which Mr. Bumble delivered himself of
these words, that Mrs. Mann appeared quite awed by them. At
length she said,

ÒYouÕregoing by coach, sir? I thought it was always usual to
send them paupers in carts.Ó ÒThatÕswhen theyÕreill, Mrs.
Mann,Ó said the beadle.ÒWeput the sick paupersinto open carts
in the rainy weather, to prevent their taking cold.Ó ÒOh!Ósaid
Mrs. Mann.

ÒTheopposition coachcontracts for thesetwo; and takes them
cheap,Ósaid Mr. Bumble. ÒTheyare both in a very low state,and
we find it would come two pound cheaper to move Ôemthan to
bury ÔemÑthat is, if we can throw Ôemupon another parish,
which I think we shall be able to do, if they donÕtdie upon the
road to spite us. Ha! Ha! Ha!Ó

When Mr. Bumble had laugheda little while, his eyesagain en-
countered the cocked hat; and he became grave.
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ÒWeare forgetting business,maÕam,Ósaid the beadle;Òhereis
your porochial stipend for the month.Ó Mr. Bumble produced
some silver money rolled up in paper, from his pocketbook; and
requested a receipt: which Mrs. Mann wrote.

ÒItÕsvery much blotted, sir,Ó said the farmer of infants; Òbut
itÕsformal enough, I dare say. Thank you, Mr. Bumble, sir, I am
very much obliged to you, IÕm sure.Ó

Mr. Bumble nodded, blandly, in acknowledgment of Mrs.
MannÕs curtsey; and inquired how the children were.

ÒBlesstheir dear little hearts!Ósaid Mrs. Mann with emotion,
ÒtheyÕreas well as can be, the dears! Of course, except the two
that died last week. And little Dick.Ó

ÒIsnÕt that boy no better?Ó inquired Mr. Bumble.
Mrs. Mann shook her head.
ÒHeÕsa illconditioned, wicious, baddisposed porochial child

that,Ó said Mr. Bumble angrily. ÒWhere is he?Ó
ÒIÕllbring him to you in one minute, sir,Óreplied Mrs. Mann.

ÒHere,you Dick!Ó After somecalling, Dick was discovered.Hav-
ing had his face put under the pump, and dried upon Mrs.
MannÕsgown, he was led into the awful presenceof Mr. Bumble,
the beadle.

The child was pale and thin; his cheekswere sunken; and his
eyes large and bright. The scanty parish dress, the livery of his
misery, hung loosely on his feeblebody; and his young limbs had
wasted away, like those of an old man.

Such was the little being who stood trembling beneath Mr.
BumbleÕsglance; not daring to lift his eyesfrom the floor; and
dreading even to hear the beadleÕs voice.

ÒCanÕtyou look at the gentleman, you obstinate boy?Ósaid
Mrs. Mann.

The child meekly raisedhis eyes,and encounteredthoseof Mr.
Bumble.

ÒWhatÕsthe matter with you, porochial Dick?Ó inquired Mr.
Bumble, with welltimed jocularity.

ÒNothing, sir,Ó replied the child faintly.
ÒI should think not,Ó said Mrs. Mann, who had of course

laughed very much at Mr. BumbleÕs humour.
ÒYou want for nothing, IÕm sure.Ó
ÒI should likeÑÓ faltered the child.
ÒHeyday!Óinterposed Mr. Mann, ÒI supposeyouÕregoing to
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say that you DO want for something, now? Why, you little
wretchÑÓ

ÒStop, Mrs. Mann, stop!Ó said the beadle, raising his hand
with a show of authority. ÒLike what, sir, eh?ÓÒI should like,Ó
said the child, Òto leavemy dear love to poor Oliver Twist; and to
let him know how often I havesat by myself and cried to think of
his wandering about in the dark nights with nobody to help him.
And I should like to tell him,Ó said the child pressing his small
hands together, and speakingwith great fervour, Òthat I was glad
to die when I was very young; for, perhaps, if I had lived to be a
man, and had grown old, my little sister who is in Heaven, might
forget me, or be unlike me; and it would be so much happier if we
were both children there together.ÓMr. Bumble surveyedthe little
speaker,from head to foot, with indescribableastonishment;and,
turning to his companion, said, ÒTheyÕreall in one story, Mrs.
Mann. That outdacious Oliver had demogalized them all!Ó ÒI
couldnÕthave believed it, sirÓ said Mrs Mann, holding up her
hands, and looking malignantly at Dick. ÒI never see such a
hardened little wretch!Ó ÒTake him away, maÕam!Ósaid Mr.
Bumble imperiously. ÒThis must be stated to the board, Mrs.
Mann.

ÒI hope the gentleman will understand that it isnÕtmy fault,
sir?Ó said Mrs. Mann, whimpering pathetically.

ÒTheyshall understand that, maÕam;they shall be acquainted
with the true state of the case,Ósaid Mr. Bumble. ÒThere;take
him away, I canÕt bear the sight on him.Ó

Dick was immediately taken away, and locked up in the coal-
cellar. Mr. Bumble shortly afterwards took himself off, to prepare
for his journey.

At six oÕclocknext morning, Mr. Bumble: having exchanged
his cocked hat for a round one, and encasedhis person in a blue
greatcoat with a cape to it: took his place on the outside of the
coach, accompanied by the criminals whose settlement was dis-
puted; with whom, in due course of time, he arrived in London.

He experiencedno other crosseson the way, than those which
originated in the perversebehaviour of the two paupers,who per-
sisted in shivering, and complaining of the cold, in a manner
which, Mr. Bumble declared, caused his teeth to chatter in his
head, and made him feel quite uncomfortable; although he had a
greatcoat on.

Having disposedof theseevilminded personsfor the night, Mr.
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Bumble sat himself down in the house at which the coach
stopped; and took a temperatedinner of steaks,oyster sauce,and
porter. Putting a glassof hot ginandwater on the chimneypiece,he
drew his chair to the fire; and, with sundry moral reflections on
the tooprevalent sin of discontent and complaining, composed
himself to read the paper.

The very first paragraph upon which Mr. BumbleÕseyerested,
was the following advertisement.

FIVE GUINEAS REWARD

Whereasa young boy, named Oliver Twist, absconded,or
was enticed, on Thursday evening last, from his home, at
Pentonville; and has not sincebeenheard of. The above re-
ward will be paid to any person who will give such
information as will lead to the discovery of the said Oliver
Twist, or tend to throw any light upon his previous history,
in which the advertiser is, for many reasons, warmly
interested.

And then followed a full description of OliverÕsdress,person, ap-
pearance,and disappearance:with the name and addressof Mr.
Brownlow at full length.

Mr. Bumble opened his eyes; read the advertisement, slowly
and carefully, three severaltimes; and in somethingmore than five
minutes was on his way to Pentonville: having actually, in his ex-
citement, left the glass of hot ginandwater, untasted.

ÒIsMr. Brownlow at home?Óinquired Mr. Bumble of the girl
who opened the door.

To this inquiry the girl returned the not uncommon, but rather
evasive reply of ÒI donÕt know; where do you come from?Ó

Mr. Bumble no sooneruttered OliverÕsname, in explanation of
his errand, than Mrs. Bedwin, who had been listening at the par-
lour door, hastened into the passage in a breathless state.

ÒComein, comein,Ósaid the old lady: ÒIknew we should hear
of him. Poor dear! I knew we should! I was certain of it. Blesshis
heart! I said so all along.Ó

Having heard this, the worthy old lady hurried back into the
parlour again; and seatingherself on a sofa, burst into tears. The
girl, who was not quite so susceptible, had run upstairs
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meanwhile; and now returned with a request that Mr. Bumble
would follow her immediately: which he did.

He was shown into the little back study, where sat Mr. Brown-
low and his friend Mr. Grimwig, with decanters and glasses
before them. The latter gentleman at once burst into the
exclamation:

ÒA beadle. A parish beadle, or IÕll eat my head.Ó
ÒPraydonÕtinterrupt just now,Ó said Mr. Brownlow. ÒTakea

seat,will you?ÓMr. Bumble sat himself down; quite confounded
by the oddity of Mr. GrimwigÕsmanner. Mr. Brownlow moved
the lamp, so as to obtain an uninterrupted view of the beadleÕs
countenance;and said, with a little impatience, ÒNow, sir, you
come in consequenceof having seen the advertisement?ÓÒYes,
sir,Ó said Mr. Bumble.

ÒAnd you ARE a beadle, are you not?Ó inquired Mr. Grimwig.
ÒI am a porochial beadle, gentlemen,Órejoined Mr. Bumble

proudly.
ÒOf course,Óobserved Mr. Grimwig aside to his friend, ÒI

knew he was. A beadleall over!ÓMr. Brownlow gently shook his
head to imposesilenceon his friend, and resumed:ÒDoyou know
where this poor boy is now?Ó

ÒNo more than nobody,Ó replied Mr. Bumble.
ÒWell, what DO you know of him?Óinquired the old gentle-

man. ÒSpeakout, my friend, if you have anything to say. What
DO you know of him?Ó

ÒYou donÕthappen to know any good of him, do you?Ósaid
Mr. Grimwig, caustically; after an attentive perusal of Mr.
BumbleÕs features.

Mr. Bumble, catching at the inquiry very quickly, shook his
head with portentous solemnity.

ÒYou see?Ósaid Mr. Grimwig, looking triumphantly at Mr.
Brownlow.

Mr. Brownlow looked apprehensivelyat Mr. BumbleÕspurse-
dup countenance; and requested him to communicate what he
knew regarding Oliver, in as few words as possible.

Mr. Bumble put down his hat; unbuttoned his coat; folded his
arms; inclined his head in a retrospectivemanner; and, after a few
momentsÕ reflection, commenced his story.

It would be tedious if given in the beadleÕswords: occupying,
as it did, sometwenty minutes in the telling; but the sum and sub-
stance of it was, that Oliver was a foundling, born of low and
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vicious parents. That he had, from his birth, displayed no better
qualities than treachery, ingratitude, and malice. That he had ter-
minated his brief career in the place of his birth, by making a
sanguinary and cowardly attack on an unoffending lad, and run-
ning away in the nighttime from his masterÕshouse. In proof of
his really being the person he representedhimself, Mr. Bumble
laid upon the table the papers he had brought to town. Folding
his arms again, he then awaited Mr. BrownlowÕs observations.

ÒI fear it is all too true,Ó said the old gentleman sorrowfully,
after looking over the papers. ÒThis is not much for your intelli-
gence;but I would gladly have given you treble the money, if it
had been favourable to the boy.Ó

It is not improbable that if Mr. Bumble had beenpossessedof
this information at an earlier period of the interview, he might
have imparted a very different colouring to his little history. It
was too late to do it now, however; so he shook his head gravely,
and, pocketing the five guineas, withdrew.

Mr. Brownlow paced the room to and fro for some minutes;
evidently so much disturbed by the beadleÕstale, that even Mr.
Grimwig forbore to vex him further.

At length he stopped, and rang the bell violently.
ÒMrs. Bedwin,Ó said Mr. Brownlow, when the housekeeper

appeared;Òthat boy, Oliver, is an imposter.ÓÒIt canÕtbe, sir. It
cannot be,Ó said the old lady energetically.

ÒI tell you he is,Óretorted the old gentleman. ÒWhat do you
mean by canÕtbe?We have just heard a full account of him from
his birth; and he has been a thoroughpaced little villain, all his
life.Ó

ÒI never will believe it, sir,Ó replied the old lady, firmly.
ÒNever!ÓÒYou old women never believeanything but quackdoc-
tors, and lying storybooks,Ógrowled Mr. Grimwig. ÒI knew it all
along. Why didnÕt you take my advise in the beginning; you
would if he hadnÕthad a fever, I suppose,eh?He was interesting,
wasnÕthe? Interesting! Bah!Ó And Mr. Grimwig poked the fire
with a flourish.

ÒHewas a dear, grateful, gentle child, sir,Óretorted Mrs. Bed-
win, indignantly. ÒI know what children are, sir; and have done
these forty years; and people who canÕtsay the same, shouldnÕt
say anything about them. ThatÕs my opinion!Ó

This was a hard hit at Mr. Grimwig, who was a bachelor. As it
extorted nothing from that gentleman but a smile, the old lady
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tossed her head, and smoothed down her apron preparatory to
another speech, when she was stopped by Mr. Brownlow.

ÒSilence!Ósaid the old gentleman,feigning an angerhe was far
from feeling. ÒNeverlet me hear the boyÕsname again. I rang to
tell you that. Never. Never, on any pretence, mind! You may
leave the room, Mrs. Bedwin. Remember! I am in earnest.Ó

There were sad hearts at Mr. BrownlowÕs that night.
OliverÕsheart sank within him, when he thought of his good

friends; it was well for him that he could not know what they had
heard, or it might have broken outright.
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18

How Oliver Passed His Time in the Improv-
ing Society of His Reputable Friends

ABOUT noon next day, when the Dodger and Master Bates
had gone out to pursue their customary avocations, Mr. Fa-

gin took the opportunity of reading Oliver a long lecture on the
crying sin of ingratitude; of which he clearly demonstratedhe had
been guilty, to no ordinary extent, in wilfully absenting himself
from the society of his anxious friends; and, still more, in endeav-
ouring to escapefrom them after so much trouble and expense
had been incurred in his recovery. Mr. Fagin laid great stresson
the fact of his having taken Oliver in, and cherishedhim, when,
without his timely aid, he might have perished with hunger; and
he related the dismal and affecting history of a young lad whom,
in his philanthropy, he had succoured under parallel circum-
stances, but who, proving unworthy of his confidence and
evincing a desire to communicate with the police, had unfortu-
nately come to be hanged at the Old Bailey one morning. Mr.
Fagin did not seek to conceal his share in the catastrophe, but
lamented with tears in his eyesthat the wrongheadedand treach-
erous behaviour of the young person in question, had rendered it
necessarythat he should becomethe victim of certain evidencefor
the crown: which, if it were not precisely true, was indispensably
necessaryfor the safety of him (Mr. Fagin) and a few select
friends. Mr. Fagin concluded by drawing a rather disagreeable
picture of the discomforts of hanging; and, with great friendliness
and politeness of manner, expressedhis anxious hopes that he
might never be obliged to submit Oliver Twist to that unpleasant
operation.

Little OliverÕsblood ran cold, as he listened to the JewÕs
words, and imperfectly comprehendedthe dark threats conveyed
in them. That it was possible even for justice itself to confound
the innocent with the guilty when they were in accidental com-
panionship, he knew already; and that deeplylaid plans for the
destruction of inconveniently knowing or overcommunicativeper-
sons,had beenreally devisedand carried out by the Jew on more
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occasionsthan one, he thought by no meansunlikely, when he re-
collected the general nature of the altercations between that
gentlemanand Mr. Sikes:which seemedto bear referenceto some
foregone conspiracy of the kind. As he glanced timidly up, and
met the JewÕssearchinglook, he felt that his pale face and trem-
bling limbs were neither unnoticed nor unrelished by that wary
old gentleman.

The Jew, smiling hideously, patted Oliver on the head, and
said, that if he kept himself quiet, and applied himself to business,
he saw they would be very good friends yet. Then, taking his hat,
and covering himself with an old patched greatcoat, he went out,
and locked the roomdoor behind him.

And so Oliver remainedall that day, and for the greaterpart of
many subsequent days, seeing nobody, between early morning
and midnight, and left during the long hours to communewith his
own thoughts. Which, never failing to revert to his kind friends,
and the opinion they must long ago have formed of him, were sad
indeed.

After the lapseof a week or so, the Jew left the roomdoor un-
locked; and he was at liberty to wander about the house.

It was a very dirty place. The rooms upstairs had great high
wooden chimneypiecesand large doors, with panelled walls and
cornicesto the ceiling; which, although they were black with neg-
lect and dust, were ornamented in various ways. From all of these
tokens Oliver concluded that a long time ago, before the old Jew
was born, it had belongedto better people, and had perhapsbeen
quite gay and handsome: dismal and dreary as it looked now.

Spidershad built their webs in the anglesof the walls and ceil-
ings; and sometimes,when Oliver walked softly into a room, the
mice would scamper across the floor, and run back terrified to
their holes. With these exceptions, there was neither sight nor
sound of any living thing; and often, when it grew dark, and he
was tired of wandering from room to room, he would crouch in
the corner of the passageby the streetdoor, to be as near living
people as he could; and would remain there, listening and count-
ing the hours, until the Jew or the boys returned.

In all the rooms, the mouldering shutters were fast closed: the
bars which held them were screwedtight into the wood; the only
light which was admitted, stealing its way through round holes at
the top: which made the rooms more gloomy, and filled them
with strangeshadows.There was a backgarret window with rusty
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bars outside, which had no shutter; and out of this, Oliver often
gazedwith a melancholy face for hours together; but nothing was
to be descriedfrom it but a confusedand crowded massof house-
tops, blackened chimneys, and gableends.Sometimes,indeed, a
grizzly head might be seen,peering over the parapetwall of a dis-
tant house; but it was quickly withdrawn again; and as the
window of OliverÕsobservatory was nailed down, and dimmed
with the rain and smoke of years, it was as much as he could do
to make out the forms of the different objects beyond, without
making any attempt to be seenor heard,Ñwhich he had as much
chance of being, as if he had lived inside the ball of St. PaulÕs
Cathedral.

One afternoon, the Dodger and Master Bates being engaged
out that evening, the firstnamed young gentlemantook it into his
head to evince some anxiety regarding the decoration of his per-
son (to do him justice, this was by no meansan habitual weakness
with him); and, with this end and aim, he condescendinglycom-
manded Oliver to assist him in his toilet, straightway.

Oliver was but too glad to make himself useful; too happy to
have somefaces,however bad, to look upon; too desirousto con-
ciliate those about him when he could honestly do so; to throw
any objection in the way of this proposal. Sohe at onceexpressed
his readiness;and, kneeling on the floor, while the Dodger sat
upon the table so that he could take his foot in his laps, he ap-
plied himself to a process which Mr. Dawkins designated as
Òjapanninghis trottercases.ÓThe phrase,renderedinto plain Eng-
lish, signifieth, cleaning his boots.

Whether it was the senseof freedom and independencewhich a
rational animal may be supposedto feel when he sits on a table in
an easy attitude smoking a pipe, swinging one leg carelesslyto
and fro, and having his boots cleanedall the time, without even
the past trouble of having taken them off, or the prospective
misery of putting them on, to disturb his reflections; or whether it
was the goodnessof the tobacco that soothed the feelings of the
Dodger, or the mildnessof the beer that mollified his thoughts; he
was evidently tinctured, for the nonce, with a spice of romance
and enthusiasm,foreign to his generalnature. He looked down on
Oliver, with a thoughtful countenance,for a brief space;and then,
raising his head, and heaving a gentle sign, said, half in abstrac-
tion, and half to Master Bates:

ÒWhat a pity it is he isnÕt a prig!Ó
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ÒAh!Ósaid Master CharlesBates;ÒhedonÕtknow whatÕsgood
for him.Ó The Dodger sighedagain, and resumedhis pipe: as did
Charley Bates. They both smoked, for some seconds, in silence.

ÒI suppose you donÕteven know what a prig is?Ósaid the
Dodger mournfully.

ÒI think I know that,Óreplied Oliver, looking up. ÒItÕsa theÑ;
youÕre one, are you not?Ó inquired Oliver, checking himself.

ÒIam,Óreplied the Doger. ÒIÕdscorn to be anything else.ÓMr.
Dawkins gavehis hat a ferocious cock, after delivering this senti-
ment, and looked at Master Bates,as if to denote that he would
feel obliged by his saying anything to the contrary.

ÒI am,Órepeated the Dodger. ÒSoÕsCharley. SoÕsFagin. SoÕs
Sikes.SoÕsNancy. SoÕsBet. So we all are, down to the dog. And
heÕs the downiest one of the lot!Ó

ÒAnd the least given to peaching,Ó added Charley Bates.
ÒHe wouldnÕtso much as bark in a witnessbox, for fear of

committing himself; no, not if you tied him up in one, and left
him there without wittles for a fortnight,Ó said the Dodger.

ÒNot a bit of it,Ó observed Charley.
ÒHeÕsa rum dog. DonÕthe look fierce at any strangecove that

laughs or sings when heÕsin company!Ó pursued the Dodger.
ÒWonÕthe growl at all, when he hearsa fiddle playing! And donÕt
he hate other dogs as ainÕt of his breed! Oh, no!Ó

ÒHeÕs an outandout Christian,Ó said Charley.
This was merely intended as a tribute to the animalÕsabilities,

but it was an appropriate remark in another sense,if Master Bates
had only known it; for there are a good many ladies and gentle-
men, claiming to be outandout Christians, between whom, and
Mr. SikesÕdog, there exist strong and singular points of
resemblance.

ÒWell, well,Ó said the Dodger, recurring to the point from
which they had strayed: with that mindfulness of his profession
which influenced all his proceedings.ÒThishasnÕtgo anything to
do with young Green here.Ó

ÒNo more it has,Ósaid Charley. ÒWhy donÕtyou put yourself
under Fagin, Oliver?ÓÒAnd make your fortunÕout of hand?Óad-
ded the Dodger, with a grin.

ÒAndso be able to retire on your property, and do the genteel:
as I mean to, in the very next leapyear but four that ever comes,
and the fortysecond Tuesday in Trinityweek,Ó said Charley Bates.

ÒI donÕtlike it,Ó rejoined Oliver, timidly; ÒI wish they would
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