g‘ BE/RFR"ELZE "RIERIMD

Oliver Twist

5 Charles Dickens 5t &
s

£

._[ -
' ol J 73 % / _J
: Y il » e, ST

= HIY

I

EnRERHARNEF HIIT R T B CEIC

R HRTEMEX ARG, LR



ZEHRALIL
Oliver Twist

Charles Dickens

o A H—0r AHEEX
“ X w OF

BOeRMEE K



BEBREELRERT)
BB ERSR B (CIP) 5

FHEIIL  F /() I E /i (Dickens, C & -
Bt BB HARAFT,2001 2

L. 0.4k I RiB-i80 Y, M
V. H319. 4: T

FERARHE CIP 22 202000)58 49432 &

FHAMIL
L B OmE
J?&s“f ﬂ)rtﬁ.‘uﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁ
(P AT REWE 555 5 #5 4 .200040)
(LRI AR
I £ % - v 1T N
A sxm 1230mm 1732 LI3K:6 5 F¥.147 000
2001 42 A% 1R 2001 4 2 JI8 1 IRETRY
H#.1 - 12 000 1

ISBN:7-5062-4902 2 'H- 276
EM.R.00 T



BORREELAZRIINBRES

I
T & OB % B

W T muREUHS)

E ¥ Ein DEEE
K B 2 B
s % B K RAW
By



P

Bk L LFRARGE KPR S X 2R S FAEEL
SANERBEFRT YRR ELIGHREM.

BATH AT RAOAMD KSR FAE ST ELLEFZLS
HRRERBE B L L 512 APE ErpiliPeiss
8. B, 8L Fid b &k P ERGHiEZR KETF
X'ELLERREMET .

AFNHEEEE RS L4 T

1. HARA RS H B THRERICE S, & 448
HH ARy T oH B

20 WA BT T AT RIBREARE ¥ L
A

3. B AEARE R TER B A S TR,

4. ¥dFa)F MEKMAE Ar S bS04
3}/

5. % N ERREE5TB 7 X R mpLic" R, R
I A F AL 6 3R 2 T vlik ik H AT B T 8 269 £4e

T MAR, AR %, ki A 35 E

LBV AR S UM AR 8
2001 % 2 A



([r uex ’/;z./gl

Brief comment and general introduction

IS L .

Dickens has made a child the center of his novel, and
through what has happened to the boy, 1S trying to show
the readers a true nicture of the real life of the common
people in the nineteenth century England. About this book,
he once said, " have perhaps the best subject | have ever
thought of. | have thrown my whole heart into Oliver, |
wished to show, 11 hitle Oliver, the principle of Good sur-
viving through every adverse circumstance, and triumphing
at last. ™

Borm and brought up in the terrible workhouse, littie
Oliver was expelled for asking for more food. He then fell
into the Fagin's gang and became part of the criminal un-
derworld where he learmned how to acquire the art of sur-
vival in a pitiless world. The story s a realistic picture, as
well as a bitter irdictment, of a hypocritical society
which poverty reduces the human spirit,
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1. 4% . Oliver Twist L ¥ F 8
2. Te% . Charles Dickens WARNT DA (1812—1870)
3, EFEAW.

Oliver (L)

Fagin ()

Mr. Browniow (HBAE)

Nancy (Hr)

Sikes (A 3TN )

Monks (BTN )

4, |AFZ X . Third person narration (= ABrBL)

5. Good Quotations: (#9-F)

(1) " Please, sir, | want some more.”

(2) The bowis never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their
Spoons.

(3) Let no man talk of murderers escaping justice, and hint that Providence
must sleep. There were twenty score of violent deaths in one long minute of that

agony .

(4) The young lady was ir the lovely bloom and spring-time of womanhood .
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(5) He never once forgot the blessing through the struggles and sufferings, the
troubles and changes of his after life .

(6) It is not improbable that if Mr. Bumble had been possessed of this informa-
tion at an earlier period of the interview, he might have imparted a very different
colouring to his little history .

(7) He clasped his hands together, and involuntarily uttered a subdued excla-
mation of horror. A mist came before his eyes ; the cold sweat stood upon his ashy
face ; his limbs failed him ; and he sank upon his knees .

(8) It was a happy time. The days were peaceful and serene; the nights
brought with them neither fear nor care ; no languishing in a wretched prison, or as-
sociating with wretched men ; nothing but pleasant and happy thoughts .

(9) There was such peace and beauty in the scene ; swak so much of brightness
and mirth in the sunny landscape ; such blithesome music in the songs of the summer
birds ; such freedom in the rapid flight of the rook, careering overhead ; so much of
life and joyousness in all; that, when the boy raised his aching eyes and looked
about, the thought instinctively occurred to him——that this was not a time for
death; that Rose could surely never die when humbler things were all so glad and
gay ; that graves were for cold and cheerless winter . not for sunlight and fragrance .
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1 OLIVER TWIST IS BORN INTO A
MISERABLE WORLD

Among other pubtic buildings in a certain town, which
for many reasons it will be prudent to refrain from mention-
ing, and to which | will assign ro fictitious® name, there
is one anciently common to most towns, great or
small: to wit, a workhouse®; and in this workhouse
was bom——on a day and date which | need not trou-
ble myself to repeat, inasmuch® as it can be of no
" possible consequence to the reader, in this stage of
the business at ali events——an item of mortality
whose name 1s prefixed to the head of this chapter.

Under the workhouse system, sevenpence-
halfpenny’s worth per week is a good round diet for a
child; a great deal may be got from sevenpence-half-
penny, quite enough to overload its stomach, and
make it uncomfortable.

It cannot be expected that this system of farming
would produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant®
crop. Oliver Twist's ninth birthday found him a pale
thin child, somewhat diminutive® in stature, and
decidedly small in circumference®.

But nature or inheritance had implanted a good
sturdy® spirit in Oliver's breast. it had had plenty of
room to expand, thanks to the spare diet of the estab-
lishment; and perhaps to this circumstance which may
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be attributed to his having any ninth birth-day at ail.

Be this as 1t may, however, 1t was his ninth birth-
day; and he was keeping i1t in the coal-cellar with a se-
lect party of two other young gentlemen, who, after
participating with him in a sound thrashir_)g®, had been
locked up for atrociously” presuming to be hungry,
when Mrs. Mann, the good lady of the house, was un-
expectedly startled by the apparition® of Mr, Bumble,
the beadi€?, stnving to undo the wicket of the gar-
den-gate,

‘Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble,
sir?’ said Mrs. Mamn, thrusting her head out of the
window in well-affectod ecstasies of joy. ‘ My heart
alive! Mr. Bumbie, how glad | am to see you, sure-
yt’

Now, Mr. Burble was a fat man, and d_gl;eﬁ_c@;
so, instead of responding to this open-hearted saluta-
tion 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
beadle’s.

‘Oliver being now too old to remain here, the
board have determined to have him back. | have come
out myself to take him there, So let me see him at
once. " Said the beadle.

“I'll fetch him directly,” said Mrs, Mann, leaving

the room for that purpose. Oliver | having had by this
time as much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted

- iIiC
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his face and hands | removed , as could be scrubbed
off in one washing , was ed nc the room by his
benevolent protectress.

‘Make a bow 10 the gentierman, Olver,’ said
Mrs. Mann,

Oliver made a bow, which was divicded between
the beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the
table.

‘Will you go along with me, Ohver?’ said Mr,
Bumble, in a majestic voice.

Qliver was of course glad to go along with any-
body with great readiness.

With the slice of bread in his hand, and the little
brown-cloth parish cap on his head, Oliver was then
led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home
where one kind word or 100« had never lighted the
gloom of his infant years.

And yet he burst nto ar agony of childish grief,
as the cottage-gate 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 sense of his loneliness m the great wide world,
sank into the child's heart for the first time,

-SRI
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A CRIME?

Qliver had not been within the walls of the work- .
house a quarter of an hour, and had scarcely complet-
ed the demolition’™ of a second slice of bread, when
Mr. Bumble, who had handed him over to the care of
an old woman, retumed; and, teling him it was a
board night, informed him that the board had said he
was to appear before it forthwith™.

‘Bow {0 the board,” said Bumble,

Qliver bowed low by the direction of the beadle,
and was then hurned away to a large ward; where, on
a rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself o sleep, What
a novel illustration of the tender laws of England! They
let the paupers® go to sleep!

Poor Qliver! He hittle thought, as he lay sleeping
in happy unconsciousness of all around him, that the
board had that very day arrived at a decision which
would exercise the most matenal influence over all his
future fortunes. But they had. And this was it:

The members of this board were very sage®
dosp, philosophical® men; and when they came to
tumn their attention to the workhouse , they found out
at once, what ordinary folks would never have dis-
covered— the poor people liked it}

®m-BEC

IS A BOY'S GOOD APPETITE
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the poorer classes; a tavern'” where there was nothing |
to pay; a public breakfast, dnrer, tea, and supper all
the year round; a brick and mortar?'elysiur® , where it
was all play and no work,

‘Oho!” said the board, {ooking very knowing;
‘we are the fellows to \s/e;t\ft@&igﬁnﬁ@\j\s; we'll stop it
all, inno time. * So, they estabhished the rule, that all
poor people should have the altemative of being
starved by a gradual process in the house, or by a
quick one out of 1t |

For the first six months after Ohiver Twist was re-
moved, the system was in full operation. It was rather
expenstve at first, 1n conseguence of the increase In
the undertaker's bill, and the necessity of taking in the
clothes of all the paupers, which fluttered® loosely on
their wasted, shrunken forms, after a week or two's
g@g@. But the number of workhouse inmates got thin
as well as the paupers; and the board were In ec-
stasies®.

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large
stone hall, with a copper at one end: out of which the
master, dressed in an apron® for the purpose, and as-
sisted by one or two womer, ladled the gruel at meal-
times.

Of this festive composition each boy had one por-

ringer, and no more—excep” on occasions of great1
public rejoicing, when ne had two aunces and a quarter
of bread besides.

w-HREic
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The bowis never wanted washing. The boys
polished them with their spoons till they shone again .
and when they had performed this operation, they
would sit staring at the copper, with such eager eyes,
as if they could have devoured the very bricks of which
it was composed; employing themselves, meanwhile,
in sucking therr fingers most assiduousty”, with the
view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel that
might have been cast 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 vora-
cious® and wild with hunger, that one boy, who was
tall for his age, and hadn't been used to that sort of
thing, hinted darkly to his companions, that unless he
had another basin of gruel per diem, he was afraid he
might some night happen to eat the boy who slept next
to him, who happened to be a weakly youth of tender
age.

He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly®
believed him. A council was held; lots were cast who
should walk up to the master after supper that
evening, and ask for more; and 1t fell to Oliver Twist.

The evening arrived; the boys took their places.
The master, in his cook's uniform, stationed himself at
the copper; his pauper assistants ranged themselves
behind hm; the gruel was served out; and a long
grace was said over the short commons.

®-PBAICT
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The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered to
each other, and winked at Ohiver, His next neighbours
nuaged him. Child as he was, he was desperate with 1
hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the |
table and advanced to the master, basin and Spoon in |
hand. Somewhat alarmed at his own temerity”, he | (Dlti'meriti] ». # & . & B
said, ‘Please, sir, | want some more,

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he tumed
very pale. He gazed in stupefied® astonishment on the | @[ 'stjurpifai] v. 48 .#, 4& °L
small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for sup- %
port to the copper. The assistants were paralysed with
wonder; the boys with fear.

‘What!’ said the master at length, in a faint
voice.

‘Please, sir,” replied Oliver, ‘| want some
more. ’

The master aimed a blow at Oliver's head with
the ladle; pinioned® him in his anm; and shrieked aloud | B[ 'pinjon] v. #4E (A X 3%
for the beadle. )R, AT

The board were sitting in solemn conclave®, | @[ 'kopkleiv] n. %4 % &4
when Mr. Bumble rushed into the room in great excite-
ment, and addressing the gentleman in the high cnarr,
sad, ‘Mr. Limbkins, | beg vour pardon, sir! Oliver
Twist has asked for more!’

There was a general start. Horror was depicted® | ®[di'pikt] vr. # ik, ¥ 5, %
on every countenance. ARF,EHR

‘For more!” said Mr. Limbkins * Compose® your- | ®kem'pouz] v. (12) &2, 4
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that he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper *
aliotted by the dietary?’

‘He did, sir,’ replied Bumble. ,

‘That boy will be hung,” said the gentleman in
the white warstcoat. ‘! know that toy will be hung. ’

Nobody controverted”’ the prophetic gentleman's | (D[ 'kontrovart] of. KB, 4%
opinion.  An animated discussion took place. Qhver
was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was
next moming pasted on the cutside of the gate, offer- |
ing a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take
Olver Twist off the hands of the parish.

In other words, ftive pounds and Ofiver Twist
were offered to any man or woman who wanted an ap-
prentice to any trade, business, or calling.

*I never was more convinced of anything in my
Ife,’ said the gentleman in the white waistcoat, as he
knocked at the gate and read the bill next moming: ‘!
never was more convinced of anything in my life, than !
am that that boy will come to be hung. ’




& lewer st

n-sRie

3 FIGHTING FOR HIS DIGNITY

Mr. Bumble had been despatched to make various
preliminary inquiries, with the view of finding out some
captain or others who wanted a cabin-boy without any
friends, and was returning to the workhouse to commu-
nicate the result of his mission. When he encountered
at the gate, no less a person than Mr. Sowerberry,
the parochial® undertaker®,

‘By the way, * said Mr. Bumble, ‘you don't know
anybody who wants a boy, do you? A parochial pren-
. tis, Who is at present a dead-weight; a milistone, as |

may say, round the parochial throat? Liberal terms,
Mr.  Sowerberry, liberal temms?’ As Mr. Bumble

spoke, he raised his cane to the bill above him, and
gave three distinct raps upon the words ° five
pounds’ , which were printed thereon in Roman capitals
of gigantic size,

‘Gadso!’ said the undertaker, taking Mr. Bumble
by the gilt-edged lapel® of his official coat. ‘ That's
just the very thing | wanted to speak to you about. You
know—dear me, what a very elegant button this is,
Mr. Bumble! | never noticed it before, ’

‘Yes, | think 1t rather pretty,”’ said the beadle,
glancing proudly downwards at the large brass buttons
which embellished his coat, “The tie is the same as

ahm mmwmaleial et Mam Aot Cvme A o o aL
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