GRS L

i
LR YL e d) %




DEFIEE B ITWEL (k=)

Oliver Twist

FabLL

(2300 — 3000 4] )

0 R A AR




BBERRmEB (C1P) iR

TR [EIKEH (Dickens, C.) &; [JEIBH (Doss, L) 5. —Ib&:
REFHRAGIET AR, 2006.8

(RETIER 5 ERE - K 2%4)

ISBN 7-5062-8534-7

I % I O @%- Il EEEFIEY IV. H319.4
o 15 i A B 1548 CIP BB F (2006) 3 103227 &

This edition of Oliver Twist, First Edition is published by arrangement with Pearson
Education Limited and Penguin Books Limited.
This edition copyright ©Penguin Books Ltd 1999

DRFEEW HEWMLE (K=F4)
FHMIL

[& & #: Charles Dickens
M B #: Latif Doss
FERE: HFF TEF

R HABATHRARAIRAE
£ 7 HRBPHERAAILRAT
(Heht: EEREBRN KB 1375 #%: 100010  HiF: 64077922)
B SHEHERERS RS
B Rl JLESIBHENRI BHRIEAT
F A 889x1194 1/32
Ep K. 4.125
RE R: 20065E8 AF 1A 2006 F 8 BE 1 IKENRI
R : B 01 - 2006 - 5073

ISBN 7-5062-8534-7/H.944
MRHmE BOLR




RKERZE HITY ITIFEERM (KFD

HFSEEAFRE R R+ EA RS, RNERFELAE -,
ZEREVERENTAZARE S, 68 OATHEEEY . HFELKRITH,
REABMETEH M EE, Ea—RBITHLERILE, HEERENTLE
58, $E P HERXEEREEF LD, XRERNILTERBRTRE 44K,

A LBAENEEXEEFZ LA RN EAENR G R FHZ -2
AT EAEY, ARLERERS, TEE BRI ER, ABLERE.
EARNE, FANFETELED, HERESEBIFSBEA. AXMFERT,
ZHRAIRSNAEEAGERFERER G2, K, @50 EH 8RR R
I, BB RGN, ABMSEXEEY TR L Eaax e R AEME X, HE
FHAETE R, RGN EEER. £, HHEPABPEXFLEREW
B, REFHEHMAMBAAF L, ERERYE T XELFRBIEE, 17K H1%E
Fidy, KEHSEZEEWATHERELNT, BEMIMAXERAEARH.

2ok BRAIE T 5| EEHFEF TN (Stephen Krashen) #y—MELW
B Ak, EERUSMEH IR, WEEAR R MG TRIMETER
AF, WRBENESHHEEAABIFEHKT, REFTLY, XRFHLF
ATHEFIN—ARNEE, BRNIAGERXNEEEAREL, BEEREH
BB, OB AR R 5 . B AT & R AR TR,
LR A, ¥AERTREHE, THSEFHARD, HREE, HEREREE
TH RS, BRT I EES, R M FENA T AR EES
AT AT, FILEHEHS . S8 EAITBRYEEEY. “MMIGEN ST
WRER” BHIHW. PREIFHENEH Y. ZRE—BRLHHRF|F AL KK
FREE, FMIOTH AR, FAETUBEFR, ESREAEREER
FAREE, ATIEEE CHEERTE.,

Bz o e UG RERER B, BEAERFEE LN, wE-T
FEAeERE, ERAREY, #RTHEE, RTGRNRAET., FoH%k—
AEGEMH, RHRENETHER. KR, FERBOMREREE, TFE
RS, B, ERTHEBR—&, TE—4—GM, EFTEZTEE,
FREEA TS £, FANKBINET, REEEFOM—H, THELRER
ETHAE. MREA, FEREES, R2ARTANIDE— LT, TRELK
RUGEEWNERE. Bk, MR TUE—-RER, ERAKSWEIR: TUB—
BEAFSEMES], BEAEAST L S e, FEESLRES, Fhigspr
VEE—R, HERBEHR. RAAAAERS R B RMGRE.

FEMAAMN, AEFHENSE AR BT 24 FNH# — MR, &
MBI UK G — R H AR Z, NEHFHEH-FFEL, 5WEM,
T EE AT LM AREE,

TS EERF B WEASIT ALY



Introduction

Charles Dickens was one of the most popular writers of all time,
creating some of the best-known characters in English literature.
He was born in Portsmouth, England, in 1812 and moved to
London with his family when he was about two years old. The
family was very poor, and John Dickens, a clerk with the navy,
could not earn enough to support his wife and eight children.
Charles, the second oldest, attended school for a time, but his
formal education was cut short. It was his mother who taught
him to read and helped him develop a deep love of books. The
family’s circumstances forced him to leave school at the age of
twelve. He found a job in a shoe polish factory and, at about the
same time, his father was arrested for debt and sent to prison.

The difficulties the family suffered and the general
hopelessness he saw around him as he was growing up shaped
Dickens’s view of the world and strongly influenced the subject
matter, events and characters that featured in his later writing.
Determined to break out of a life of insecurity, Dickens started
writing for a newspaper. He soon made a name for himself as a
reporter in London’s courts and at the House of Commons.

His first literary success came with the publication, in monthly
parts, of what came to be known as The Pickwick Papers. By the
age of twenty-four he was famous, and he remained so until he
died. In contrast to his public success, though, Dickens’s personal
life was not happy. He married Catherine Hogarth in 1836 and
they had ten children together. However, as time passed they
became increasingly unhappy, and they separated in 1858. Apart
from his writing, Dickens found the time and energy to work for
various charities, demonstrating the concern for people and social
conditions that underlies so much of his writing. Under the strain



of these many activities his health became worse and he died
suddenly in 1870.

Dickens wrote twenty novels, neatly all of which originally
appeared in weekly or monthly parts. By presenting his work in
this way in newspapers and magazines, Dickens was able to reach
people who would never normally buy full-length books. His
wide readership loved the scenes and characters he created that
reflected life in mid nineteenth-century London so well. He
displayed a great understanding of human nature, a strong
sympathy for young people and a keen eye for people and places.
He also wrote a number of works of non-fiction.

During the 1840s, Dickens wrote five ‘Christmas books’. The
first of these, A Christmas Carol, is an extremely well-known story.
It is about the rich and mean Ebenezer Scrooge who, late in life,
learns the meaning of Christmas and discovers happiness by
helping others less fortunate than himself. -

In his later works, including Hard Times, Little Dorrit and Our
Mutual Friend, Dickens presents a much darker view of the world.
His humour is more pointed, concentrating on the evil side of
human experience; in particular, the inhuman social
consequences of industry and trade. Bleak House shows the
unfairness of the legal system and how lawyers could extend the
legal process for their own benefit without any regard for the
damage done to the lives of their clients. David Copperfield is an
exception from this period: a much more light-hearted story and
a lovely description of a young man’s discovery of adult life.

Dickens began writing Oliver Twist in 1837, shortly after
becoming a father for the first time. This is the first novel in
which Dickens speaks out against social evils, in this case the
terrible conditions in the workhouses where poor people were
forced to live if they could not pay their debts. The novel also



paints a lively picture of London’s criminal underworld, showing
how poor children so easily entered into a life of crime under the
influence of adults who took advantage of them for their own
gain. The book is full of unexpected developments and unlikely
occurrences which were much loved by nineteenth-century
readers, and it was received with great enthusiasm on its
publication. Ever since then, the story has been popular and has
reappeared in many forms including stage and film musical
versions.

Oliver’s young mother dies giving birth to him and the child
is brought up in a workhouse, always hungry and cruelly treated.
After working for a time for an undertaker, Oliver runs away to
London where he meets a young thief, the Artful Dodger, and his
friends. The band of pickpockets work for and live with the evil
Fagin, who welcomes Oliver to his home. When Oliver realizes
what the boys are doing, he tries to escape. Fagin hires Bill Sikes,
a violent criminal, to get the boy back again, but Oliver has made
new friends who want to protect him. The struggle between
these friends and the evil men who want to silence Oliver
becomes an exciting and dramatic adventure.
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Chapter 1 Oliver Twist Is Born

Oliver Twist was born in a workhouse, and for a long time after
his birth there was considerable doubt whether the child would
live. He lay breathless for some time, trying to decide between
this world and the next. After a few struggles, however, he
breathed, coughed and gave a loud cry.

The pale face of a young woman was raised weakly from the
bed, and in a faint voice she said, ‘Let me see the child and die’

‘Oh, you must not talk about dying yet, said the doctor, as he
rose from where he was sitting near the fire and advanced towards
her.

‘Goodness, no!” added the poor old woman who was acting as
nurse.

The doctor placed the child in its mother’s arms; she pressed
her cold white lips on its forehead; passed her hands over her face;
looked wildly around, fell back — and died.

‘It’s all over, said the doctor at last.

‘Ah, poor dear, so it is!” said the old nurse.

‘She was a good-looking girl, too, added the doctor. “Where
did she come from?’

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

“The old story, said the doctor, shaking his head as he raised
the dead woman’s left hand. ‘No wedding ring, I see. Ah! Good
night!’

While the nurse dressed him, Oliver cried loudly. If he had
known, though, what the future held for him, the motherless
child would have cried even louder.



Chapter 2 Early Years

For the next eight or ten months Oliver was bottle-fed when
anyone remembered to attend to him. Then he was sent to a
smaller workhouse some three miles away, where twenty or thirty
other young orphans rolled about the floor all day, without the
inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing. They
were in the charge of an elderly woman called Mrs Mann, who
received from the government seven and a half pence each week
for each child. Being a woman of wisdom and experience, she
knew what was good for the children and what was good for
herself. So she kept the greater part of the weekly allowance for
her own use, and gave the children hardly enough to keep them
alive.

It cannot be expected that this system of bringing up chiidren
would produce any very strong or healthy specimens. On his
ninth birthday, Oliver Twist was a pale, weak child, very thin and
rather below average height. But the child was full of spirit.

He was spending his ninth birthday in the coal cellar with two
other children; they had, all three, been beaten by Mrs Mann and
then locked up for daring to say they were hungry. Suddenly, Mrs
Mann was surprised by the appearance of Mr Bumble, a
workhouse official; a fat man, full of a sense of his own
importance. The purpose of his visit was to take Oliver back to
the large workhouse, for he was now too old to remain with Mrs
Mann.

Oliver, whose face and hands had by this time been washed in
a hurry, was led into the room by his kind-hearted protectress.

‘Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver, said Mrs Mann.

Oliver obeyed.

‘Will you go along with me, Oliver?’ said Mr Bumble in his
clear, ringing tones.

Oliver was about to say that he would be happy to go along
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with anybody when, looking upward, he caught sight of Mrs
Mann, who was standing behind Mr Bumble’s chair and making
threatening gestures at him. He understood what she meant at
once.

‘Will she go with me?’ asked poor Oliver.

‘No, she can’t) replied Mr Bumble. ‘But she’ll come and see
you sometimes.

Oliver pretended to be very sad at going away; it was easy for
him to call tears into his eyes. Hunger and recent bad treatment
are of great assistance if you want to cry; and Oliver cried very
naturally indeed. Mrs Mann gave him a thousand kisses and, what
Oliver wanted a great deal more, a piece of bread and butter, so
that he should not seem too hungry when he got to the
workhouse.

Oliver was led away by Mr Bumble from the home where not

a single kind word or look had ever lighted the darkness of his
early years.

*

Life in the workhouse was very severe indeed. The members of
the board of management had ruled that the children should
work to earn their living, and that they should be given three
meals of thin soup a day, with an onion twice a week and half a
cake on Sundays.

The room in which the boys were fed was a large stone hall,
with a huge pot at one end. Out of this the master, assisted by one
or two women, served out the soup at mealtimes. Each boy had
one small bowl, and nothing more — except on public holidays,
when he had a small piece of bread as well. The bowls never
needed washing. The boys polished them with their spoons till
they shone again, and when they had performed this operation
they would sit staring eagerly at the huge pot, as if they could
have eaten that too.



Oliver Twist and his companions suffered terrible hunger in
silence for three months;in the end they became so desperate that
one boy, who was tall for his age, told the others that unless he
had another bowl of soup every day, he was afraid he might some
night eat the boy who slept next to him. He had a wild hungry
eye, and they fully believed him. A council was held; votes were
cast, and it fell to Oliver Twist to walk up to the master after
supper that evening and ask for more.

The evening arrived; the boys took their places. The master, in
his cook’s uniform, stood beside the huge pot with his two
assistants behind him; the soup was served out. It quickly
disappeared; the boys whispered to each other and made signs to
Oliver. He rose from the table and, advancing to the master, bowl
in hand, said, ‘Please, sir, I want some more.

The master was a fat, healthy man, but he turned very pale. He
stared with horror and amazement at the small boy for some
seconds.

“What!” he said finally in a faint voice.

‘Please, sir, replied Oliver, ‘I want some more’

The master aimed a blow at Oliver’s head with his big spoon;
seized him tightly in his arms, and shouted for Mr Bumble.

Mr Bumble, hearing the cry and learning the cause of it,
rushed into the room where members of the board were meeting
and, addressing the gentleman at the head of the table, said: ‘Mr
Limbkins, I beg your pardon, sir. Oliver Twist has asked for more.

There was general alarm. Horror showed on every face.

‘For more!’ said Mr Limbkins. ‘Be calm, Bumble, and answer me
clearly. Do you mean to say that he asked for more, after he had
eaten the supper given by the board?’

‘He did, sir, replied Bumble.

‘That boy will be hanged, said one of the gentlemen on the
board. ‘I know that boy will be hanged one day.

Oliver was locked up at once. Next morning a notice was put
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up on the outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds ta
anybody who would take Oliver Twist away from the workhouse.

Chapter 3 A Chimney Sweep Offers to Take Oliver

For weeks after committing the crime of asking for more, Oliver
remained a prisoner in the dark and lonely room to which he had
been sent by the board as a punishment. But let it not be
supposed by the enemies of ‘the system’ that Oliver, while a
prisoner, was denied the benefit of exercise or the pleasure of
society. As for exercise, it was nice cold weather, and he was
allowed to wash himself every morning under the pump in a
stone yard in the presence of Mr Bumble, who prevented his
catching cold by the repeated use of a stick. As for society, he was
carried every other day into the hall where the boys dined, and
there he was publicly beaten as a warning and example.

It happened one morning that Mr Gamfield, a chimney sweep,
was on his way down the High Street, wondering how to pay the
rent he owed to his landlord. Passing the workhouse, his eyes fell
on the notice on the gate. He walked closer to read it.

One of the gentlemen on the board was standing at the gate.
The chimney sweep, observing him, told him that he wanted an
apprentice and was ready to take the boy offered. The gentleman
ordered him to walk in and took him to Mr Limbkins.

Arrangements were made. Mr Bumble was at once instructed
that Oliver Twist and the papers for his apprenticeship were to be
taken before the magistrate for approval that very afternoon.

On his 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
apprenticed, that he would like it very much indeed.

Eventually they arrived at the office and appeared before the
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magistrate, an old gentleman with a pair of eye-glasses.

‘This is the boy, sir, said Mr Bumble. ‘Bow to the magistrate,
my dear’

Oliver made his best bow.

“Well,’ said the old gentleman. I suppose he’s fond of sweeping
chimneys?’

‘He’s very fond of it, sir, replied Bumble, giving Oliver a
threatening look.

‘And this man that’s to be his master — you, sir — you’ll treat
him well, and feed him, and do all that sort of thing, will you?’
said the old gentleman.

‘When I say I will, I mean I will, replied Mr Gamfield roughly.

“You're a rough speaker, my friend, but you look an honest,
open-hearted man, said the old gentleman, turning his eye-
glasses in the direction of Gamfield, on whose face cruelty was
clearly stamped. But the magistrate was half blind, so he could
not reasonably be expected to see what other people saw.

The magistrate fixed his eye-glasses more firmly on his nose,
and began to look about him for the inkpot.

It was a critical moment in Oliver’s future. If the inkpot had
been where the old gentleman thought it was, he would have
been led away at once. But as it happened to be immediately
under his nose, he looked all over his desk for it without finding
it; and chancing in the course of his search to look straight ahead
of him, his eyes met the pale and frightened face of Oliver Twist,
who was staring at the cruel face of his future master with a
mixture of horror and fear.

The old gentleman stopped, laid down his pen, and looked
from Oliver to Mr Bumble.

‘My boy!’ said the old gentleman, leaning over the desk, ‘you
look pale and alarmed. What is the matter? Stand a little way

from him, Mr Bumble. Now, boy, tell us what’s the matter: don’t
be afraid’



Oliver fell on his knees and, joining his hands together,
begged the magistrate to order him back to the dark room — beat
him — kill him if he liked — rather than send him away with that
awful man.

‘Well”” said Mr Bumble, raising his hands and eyes. “Well! Of all
the ungrateful orphans that I have ever seen, you are one of the
most shameless.’

‘Hold your tongue, said the magistrate. ‘I refuse to sign these
papers. He pushed the documents aside as he spoke. ‘Take the boy
back to the workhouse, and treat him kindly. He seems to need it

Next morning the public were again informed that five

pounds would be paid to anybody who would take possession of
Oliver Twist. '

Chapter 4 Oliver Is Apprenticed to an Undertaker

Mr Bumble was returning one day to the workhouse when he
met at the gate Mr Sowerberry, the undertaker, a tall, bony man
dressed in a worn-out black suit. As Mr Sowerberry advanced to
Mr Bumble, he shook him by the hand and said: ‘I have taken
the measurements of the two women that died last night, Mr
Bumble.

“You’ll make your fortune, Mr Sowerberry, said Mr Bumble.

‘Think so?’ said the undertaker. ‘The prices allowed by the
board are very small, Mr Bumble’

‘So are the coffins, replied the latter.

Mr Sowerberry laughed for a long time at this joke. “Well, well,
Mr Bumble, he said finally, ‘I don’t deny that, since the new
system of feeding has been introduced, the coffins are somewhat
narrower than they used to be; but we must have some profit, Mr
Bumble. Wood is expensive, sir.

“Well, well; said Mr Bumble, ‘every trade has its disadvantages.
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By the way, you don’t know anybody who wants a boy, do you?’

‘Ah!’ exclaimed the undertaker, ‘that’s the very thing I wanted
to speak to you about.You know, Mr Bumble, I think I'll take the
boy myself’

Mr Bumble seized the undertaker by the arm and led him into
the building, where it was quickly arranged that Oliver should go
to him that evening.

Oliver heard this news in perfect silence and, carrying a
brown-paper parcel in his hand, which was all the luggage he
had, he was led away by Mr Bumble to a new scene of suffering.

For some time they walked in silence. As they drew near to Mr
Sowerberry’s shop, Mr Bumble looked down to make sure that
the boy was clean and neat enough to be seen by his new master.

‘Oliver!’ said Mr Bumble. ‘Pull that cap up off your eyes, and
hold up your head’

Oliver did as he was told at once, but when he looked up at
Mr Bumble there were tears in his eyes. Mr Bumble stared at him
coldly. The child made a brave attempt to stop crying, but the
tears rolled down his cheeks and he covered his face with both
hands.

‘Well”” exclaimed Mr Bumble, stopping short and looking at
him with hatred, ‘of all the ungrateful and unpleasant boys I have
ever seen, Oliver, you are the—’

‘No, no, sir, cried Oliver, holding tightly to the hand which
held the stick; ‘no, no, sir; I will be good indeed; indeed I will, sir!
[ am a very little boy, sir; and it is so —so ...

‘So what?’ inquired Mr Bumble in surprise.

‘So lonely, sir! So very lonely!’ cried the child.

The undertaker had just closed his shop and was writing the

details of the day’s business by lamplight when Mr Bumble
entered.

‘Here, Mr Sowerberry, I've brought the boy’
‘Oh! That’s the boy, is it?’ said the undertaker, raising the lamp
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