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Charles Dickens

was born in England in 1812. He was the second
of eight sons in a poor family. Much of what he
writes is based on personal experience. When
Dickens’ father could not pay his bills, he was
sent to prison. Dickens’ mother and brothers

were forced to work hard at different jobs in
order to pay off the debts. Charles Dickens knew
firsthand about the misery and hunger of a poor
life.




Oliver Twist

Oliver Twist

Oliver Twist is an abused orphan

®%8 with nothing to hope for. And yet,

B despite all the bad things that hap-

el
L%

N pen to him, he does keep on lov-
Mm,:,
: t ing and trusting, eventually en-
, dearing himself to everyone he

|
meets, as well as to the reader.

Now Anne de Graaf has
" rewritten this moving story, using
simpler, more modern language.

Here is one of Dickens’s
classic stories, taken from the past
and made readable for children in the present.

Anne de Graaf is the author of 27 children’s books published in
more than 30 countries. Nearly 3 million of her books have sold world-
wide. She lives in The Netherlands with her husband and their two
children.

José Pérez Montero has illustrated more than sixty children’s
books. He studied Fine Arts in Madrid and has been painting profes-

sionally for more than thirty years. He lives in Madrid with his wife

and their two sons.
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Over a hundred and fifty years
ago, in a small town in England, a baby
was born. This happened inside a
workhouse', a place for the poor and
desperate’.  The baby was to be called
Oliver Twist.

For several moments after Oliver
was born, the doctor and nurse who had
delivered® him were not sure if he

would live. The tiny baby lay gasping*

o R B
on a little mattress®, poised halfway @ #an

@ MR A A
between this world and the next®.

Then suddenly, little Oliver @ kAL AL WG
sneezed’ and began to cry. There O ki
) © (2 BEARZA
was a movement in the nearby bed D %
as the pale face of a young woman @ Epn

raised feebly® from the pillow’. In a @ #nx




* Oliver Twist

faint! voice she asked, “Let me
see the child, and die”. {ﬁ M5
“You shouldn’t talk about £ “EFRERRER)

dying yet,” the doctor said. P o

“Lord bless her dear heart Sl 5/ ## 2
no!”? the nurse added. But the 3 B AARRRBERS L
woman just shook her head and g Zi . |
stretched out her hands towards g @ e

the child.
The doctor brought the

qab ==

crying Oliver to his mother. She held him in her arms, kissed his head
with white lips, then passed her hands over his face. Then she looked
around her wildly, shuddered’, fell back onto the pillow and died.

The doctor felt her pulse* and shook his head. “It’s all over. Here,
take the child. He probably will keep on crying, give him some gruel’.
Ah, it’s a pity about his mother. She was pretty. Do you know where
she came from?”

The nurse shook her head.  “She was brought here last night,
found lying in the street®. Her shoes were worn to pieces, but where she
came from, or where she was going to, nobody knows.”

The doctor leaned’ over the body as he put on his hat. “No
wedding ring®, I see. Good night.” He sighed® and left the nurse with

the screaming' child.




She wrapped' him in a thin robe? worn
by other orphan® babies. It marked him for
all the world to see, a humble half-starved*
baby to be despised® by all and pitied by
none. If Oliver had known what lay ahead

of him, he would have cried even louder.

9wk )




Growing Up

As a baby Oliver was kept in a
room with other orphan babies,
allowed to roll on the dirty floor,
and never given enough food.! One
woman watched over the children,

Mrs. Mann, and she was more

interested in her pay than in the

growth of the orphans. In fact, eight of the ten babies brought to the
orphanage’ around the same time as Oliver, soon died. Sometimes it
was from the cold, or from sicknes§3, but mostly it was because Mrs.

Mann simply let them starve to death*.

The people in charge of® the

@ ritefinFF 60 b orphanage and the workhouse for
B, TR ERbvE4E
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older orphans were called the
board®. One of them was a man
@ #r named Mr. Bumble. The board had

@ nt decided they should save some
©® £¥2

money by feeding the children
@ #refnvty—x v -

less”. It was as if they were trying




ST to raise' them as cheaply and with as little
QD #x
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@ nFHEA Twist managed to survive his babyhood?,
O rrmeELr by the time he reached his ninth birthday,
@ %
O wx

love as possible.

This meant that even though Oliver

he was pale and thin.

On the day that Oliver turned nine,

Mr. Bumble came to the orphanage to take
Oliver away and put him in a workhouse. This meant that he would
work long, hard hours, and still not get enough to eat. But all Oliver
knew was that he was leaving the only home he had ever known.

Mrs. Mann sent for® Oliver. While she and Mr. Bumble waited, he
told her that they had never been able to find out anything about
Oliver’s father or poor, dead mother.

Mrs. Mann asked, “Well, how did he get his name then?”

“I invented it,” Mr. Bumble said with great pride.

“You, Mr. Bumble! How clever!”

“Yes, Mrs. Mann I am. You see, we name our orphans in alpha-
betical order”. The last was Swubble. This was a T, for Twist.”

At that moment little Oliver entered the room. Mrs. Mann had made
sure the outer coat of dirt on his face® and hands had been scrubbed
off . “Bow’ to the gentleman, Oliver,” Mrs. Mann said.

Mr. Bumble asked him, “Will you go along with me, Oliver?”

Oliver was feeling hungry and unsure. Mrs. Mann gave him a
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piece of bread so he would not seem too hungry at the workhouse.
Then Mr. Bumble led him away from the wretched' home where he
had never heard one kind word during all his early years. All the same,
he burst into tears as the gate closed after

him. As sad as his little friends had been?,
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they were the only friends he had ever

known. A sense of loneliness® in the great

%*@&s?n—a i y

wide world sank into the child’s heart for

the first time.




In the Workhouse

Once they reached the workhouse, Mr.
Bumble brought Oliver before the board. When
Oliver saw the room full of frowning' old men
hefeltscared”.  “Bowtothe gentlemen,” Mr.
Bumble whispered®. Oliver bowed.

“Boy,” said the man at the head of the

table, “you know you’re an orphan, I suppose?”

“What’s that, sir?” asked poor Oliver as he started weeping again.
No one had ever bothered* to
teach him anything and he did
not know what the word meant.

“The boy is a fool!” one
man yelled®.

“Hush!” the first man said.
“You say your prayers®, don’t
you?”

Oliver did not know what
this was either, but he nodded

anyway.
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