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Chapter One
In the Workhouse

Oliver Twist was born in a workhouse; and on the day that he

was born his poor young mother died.

“She was a good-looking girl,” said the doctor, pausing by the

bedside. “Where did she come from?” X /5

Butnobodykncw s ) R

“Shewasbroughthcmhstmght, mdthe /%ﬁﬁ’
_ 3, woh wmfoundlymgmthemeet.

tobenmeyunold,andhewuspen g 1
the coal cellar with two other boys, who had been locked up
there with him, after a sound thrashing from Mrs. Mann, be-
cause they had actually complained that they were hungry.

Mrs. Mann had just drawn the bolt of the cellar door when
she was startled to sce Mr. Bumhle—thebeadleofthework

house where Oliver was born—trying to undo the latch of the
garden gate.

“Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?” said Mrs.
Mann, thrusting her head out of the window. And then she whis-
pered to the girl who helped her, “Susan, take Oliver and them
two other brats upstairs, and wash ’em directly. My heart alive!
Mr. Bumble, how glad I am to see you, surely.”

“l am sure, Mr. Bumble(lwas only a-telling the dear children,
as is so fond of you, that it was you a-commg,'jmdMn Mann.
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Well, well, Mrs. Mann,” replied the beadle.“Lead the way,
Mrs. Mann, for I have come on business.”
Mrs. Mann ushered him into a small parlour with a brick floor,
and officiously put his cocked hat and cane on the table before
him

“Now” said M. Bumble, “The child that was baptized Oliver
Twist is nine years old today. And notwithstanding an offered
reward, we have never been able to discover who his father is,

or what was his mother’s name.”

“How comes he to have any name at all, then?” asked Mrs. Mann.

The bcadledmwhﬁnieww and said, “I in-
vented it,” '

“You, Mr. Bumble?”

“I, Mrs. Mann. We name our foundlings in reg’lar alphabet
order. The last was S,—Swubble, I named him. This was a T—
Twist, I named Asm. The next one that comes will be Unwin,
and the next Vilkins and so on.” '

“Why, you’re quite a lit’rary character, sir!” said Mrs. Mann.

“Well, well,” said the beadle, “perhaps I may be. Perhaps I
may be, Mrs. Mann.” He added that Oliver being now too old
to remain at the baby farm, the managers had determined to
have him back into the House. “I have come out myself to take
him there,” said Mr. Bumble.

- Mr. Bumble took him away to the old workhouse where he
was born, and into a large whitewashed room, where eight or
ten fat gentlemen were sitting round a table.

-They were the managers of the workhouse, and after having
asked Oliver his name, they told him that as he had no father or
mother or anybody belonging to him, he was to be educated
there, and taught a useful trade.
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In the Workhouse
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Life at the workhouse was not any better than at Mrs. Mann’s,
and there was not much more to eat; one boy, indeed, got so
ravenous at last that he hinted darkly to his companions that
mmﬂlg_mcm more to cat he, was afraid he would
wake up so hungry some night that he would eat the boy that
slept next him.

So a council was held, and lots cast as to who should
walk up to the master after supper that evening, and ask for
more; and the lot fell on Oliver Twist.

The boys were fed in a large stone hall, with a large pot at the
end in which th -@‘I;*p s cooked. The evening arrived; and
the boys took their places. The master took his station at the pot
and ladled out the gruel into basins. Each boy was allowed one
basim more.

The boys swallowed it ravenously; it soon disappeared, and
then they whispered and winked at Oliver.

Oliver rose from his seat. It was a bold thing to do; but he was
desperate with hunger, and, advancing to the master with his basin
in his hand, he said, trembling: “Please, sir, I want some more.”

“What?” said the master.

“Please, sir, I want some more.”

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with the ladle; then
he held him by the arms, and shouted for the beadle.

Mr. Bumble came rushing in.

“Oliver Twist has asked for more!”

Then there was a tremendous fuss. Oliver was confined in a
dark and solitary room, and the next morning a notice was hung
on the outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to
anybody who would take him off the hands of the parish and

apprentice him to a trade.




