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OLIVER TWIST

Introduction

Charles Dickens was born in 1812, the second of eight children. When
he was twelve years old, his father went to prison because he owed
money. Charles went out to work to help his family. He never forgot
this terrible time when he was poor, and later used his experiences in
some of his stories.

In his twenties, Charles found work writing about London life for
newspapers and magazines. Some of these articles were published as a
book called Pickwick Papers. This is how Charles Dickens became
famous at the age of twenty-four. |

A year later, Charles began to write the story of Oliver Twist as a
monthly magazine serial. It was published as a book in 1838. Oliver
Twist tells the story of a poor orphan, Oliver, who survives starvation
and life with the evil Fagin. Fagin, by training Oliver to be a pickpocket,
does his best to destroy the young boy’s childish innocence.

Charles Dickens wrote many more famous novels, including Nicholas
Nickleby , David Copperfield, A Christmas Carol and Great Expectations.
He died in 1870 at the age of fifty-eight and is buried in Westminster
Abbey, London.
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OLIVER TWIST

CHAPTER ONE

Hungry |

I the workhouse of a small town north of London, a pale young woman
raised her head feebly from her pillow. She touched a locket around her
neck, then the ring on her finger. “Give these to the child, ” she said to
the nurse by her bed.

“I will, my dear, ” the old woman replied.

The nurse placed the newborn baby into its mother’s arms. The
young woman kissed its forehead with her cold white lips, shuddered —
and died.

“Where did she come from?” the doctor asked.

“Nobody knows, ” the nurse said.

Oliver cried loudly. And if he had known that he was an orphan, he
would probably have cried even louder. . .

After his birth, Oliver was sent to an orphanage where he had to
live on the smallest amount of food possible. There he grew into a pale,
thin child. On his ninth birthday, Mr Bumble, who looked after the
orphans for the parish church, came to see him.

“Oliver is too old to stay here,” he told the old woman who ran
the orphanage. “It’s time he went to live in the workhouse where he will
be taught a useful trade. Then he can earn his keep. Let me see him at
once. ”

Mr Bumble had to wait a long time. He did not know that Oliver
was spending his birthday in the coal-cellar. Why? He had dared to

. 7.
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complain that he was hungry!

“Will you come with me, Oliver?” Mr Bumble asked gently when
the boy came into the room.

Oliver, hearing the kindness in the man’s voice, took his chance.
He began to cry. “I am hungry,” he wept.

“Bring him some bread!” Mr Bumble ordered.

With two slices of bread and butter in his hand and a small brown
parish cap on his head, Oliver went with Mr Bumble. He was glad to
leave that wretched house where no kind word or look had ever brightened
the gloom of his early years.

There was one rule in the workhouse — all the poor people who
lived there had to starve slowly! They were given oatmeal and water
three times a day, an onion twice a week and half a bread roll on
Sundays.

'y

“ Somebody will have to ask for more,” one of the boys said.
“We shall draw lots. ” It was Oliver who picked the short straw. That
evening, when all the boys had emptied their bowls, they winked at
Oliver. He got up from the table and held his empty bowl out to the
master.
“Please, sir, I want some more,” he said.
There was a long silence.
“What! ” the astonished man said at last.
“Please, sir, I want some more,” Oliver said again.
The master picked up a big spoon and beat Oliver about the head.
“Mr Bumble!” he shouted. “Oliver Twist has asked for more!”
Oliver was locked up alone in a room. When night came, he put
his hands over his eyes to shut out the darkness. The next morning, this

notice appeared on the gate of the workhouse.
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| REWARD
£5 to take boy in as an apprentice

At Jast, a week later, Mr Bumble unlocked the door of the room.
“You are going to work for Mr Sowerberry,” he told Oliver. “Now
put your cap on straight and hold up your head, boy. ”

“Yes, sir,” Oliver replied in a trembling voice.

They reached Mr Sowerberry’s shop just as he was closing up the
shutters on the windows. The shopkeeper lifted up his candle to look at
Oliver. “Mrs Sowerberry!” he called. “He’s here!”

Mrs Sowerberry came from a little room behind the shop and peered
closely at Oliver. “Dear me!” she said, “he is very small. ”

“He'll grow, Mrs Sowerberry,” Mr Bumble replied.

“] dare say he will,” she grumbled, “and eat and drink us out of
the house. ” She opened a small door. “Get down there, little bag
o’bones!” she cried.

She pushed Oliver down a steep flight of stairs into a dark kitchen
where an untidy girl sat by the fire. “Charlotte,” Mrs Sowerberry
shouted as she followed him. “Give this boy some of the cold bits
o’meat the dog didn’t want. ”

Oliver’s eyes lit up at the thought of some meat. It was awful to see
how eagerly he tore that terrible food apart. When he had finished it,
Mrs Sowerberry picked up a dim lamp and led the way back upstairs.

“You won’t mind sleeping among the coffins, I suppose?” she asked,
“but it doesn’t matter whether you do or don’t. Your bed’s under the
counter. ”

Oliver worked very hard at the undertakers and his sad face was just
right for attending funerals. At the end of a month’s trial, Mr Sowerberry

took him on as an apprentice undertaker. He would have been almost
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happy if it hadn’t have been for Noah.

Noah Claypole also worked for Mr Sowerberry. He was jealous of
Oliver and treated him badly. One day, when Oliver and Noah went
down to the kitchen to eat, Noah began to tease Oliver. He pulled his
hair and tweaked his ears.

“Sneak!” he hissed. “I’d like to see yer hanged!”

Oliver did not let himself cry.

“How’s yer mother?” Noah asked at last.

“She’s dead, ” Oliver replied, his cheeks turning red. Don't say
anything about her to me!”

“Yer mother was a real bad 'un,” Noah sneered.

“What did you say?” Oliver asked angrily.

“A bad ’'un,” Noah repeated, “and it were a good thing she died
before she was hung. ”

Red with anger, Oliver jumped up and seized Noah by the throat.
He shook him until his teeth chattered in his head. Then‘, with one great
blow, he knocked him to the floor.

“Charlotte! ” Noah cried. “The new boy’s murdering me! Help!
Help! Oliver’s gone mad! Charlotte!”

Charlotte and Mrs Sowerberry rushed in and dragged Oliver,
struggling and shouting, away from the other boy. Then Mr Sowerberry
beat him with a stick. That night, when he was finally left alone, Oliver
wept before falling into a troubled sleep. He awoke as the first ray of
light glinted through the gaps in the shutters across the shop window.

“I am not going to let them beat me any more,” he thought proudly.

“I shall run away and seek my fortune a long way from here. ”

Oliver got up and unlocked the door. Then, looking quickly from

_right to left, he went outside and set off up the hill.
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CHAPTER TWO

Fagin takes Olyver in

As soon as Oliver reached the road, he began to run, hiding in the
hedgerows every time somebody passed by. At last, he came to a
milestone; LONDON 70 miles.

“I shall go there!” he thought. “It’s so big that nobody will find
me!”

Oliver went twenty miles that day. He ate only a dry crust of bread
and some water. When night came, he turned into a field and crept
under a bundle of hay. He felt frightened at first, but he was so tired
that he soon fell asleep.

The next day, he could walk only twelve miles because his feet
were sore and his legs were so weak that they trembled. Some people
were very kind and gave him scraps of bread and cheese. He stumbled
on for several days until, at last, he arrived in the little town of Barnet,
a few miles north of London. It was so early that all the shops were still
closed. Oliver sat on a cold doorstep to rest. A boy, wearing a man’s
coat nearly down to the ground, came over to him. He was short, with
bowed legs, and sharp, ugly eyes.

“What’s the matter?” the boy asked.

“] am very hungry and tired,” Oliver told him with tears in his
eyes. “I have been walking for seven days. ”

“You want grub, you shall have it,” the boy replied, dragging

Oliver to his feet. “ My name’s Jack Dawkins — but my friends call me
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the Artful Dodger because I'm good at avoiding trouble. Call me Dodger
for short. ”

The Dodger took Oliver to an inn.

“Going to London?” the Dodger asked as they tucked into ham,
bread and beer.

“Yes,” Oliver said.

“Got any lodgings? Any money?” he asked.

Oliver shook his head.

“I suppose you want a place to sleep tonight?” the Dodger said. -

“I do,” Oliver replied.

“T've got to be in London tonight and I know a respectable old
gentleman wot’ll give you lodgings for nothink, ” the Dodger told him.

The Dodger didn’t want to reach London before dark, so it was
nearly eleven o’clock when they came to the outskirts of the city. Oliver

glanced around him . He had never seen a more wretched place . The
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