
OLIVER TWIST OR THE PARISH BOY'S PROGRESS BY CHARLES DICKENS CHAPTER I TREATS OF THE PLACE WHERE OLIVER TWIST WAS BO RN AN D OF TH E CIRCUMSTANCES ATTENDING HIS BIRTH Among other public buildings in a certain town, which for many reasons it will be prudent to refrain fr
om mentioning, and to which I will assign no fictitious name, there is one anciently common to most towns, great or small: to wit, a workhouse; an d in this workhou se  w as born; on a day and date which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as it can be of no possible consequence to the reader, in this stag

e of the business at all events; the item of mortality whose name is prefixed to the head of this chapter. For a long time after it was ushered into this world of sor row  an d trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained a matter of considerable doubt whether the child would survive to bear any name at all; in which ca
se it is somewhat more than probable that these memoirs would never have appeared; or, if they had, that being comprised within a couple of pages, they would hav e p ossessed the inestimable merit of being the most concise and faithful specimen of biography, extant in the literature of any age or count

ry. Alth oug h I am not disposed to maintain that the being born in a workhouse, is in itself the most fortunate and enviable circumstan c e that can pos sibly befall  a hum an being, I do mean to say that in this particular instance, it was the best thing for Oliver Twist that could by possibility have occurred. 
The  fac t is,  that there was considerable difficulty in inducing Oliver to take upon himself the office of respiration,--a tr oubl esome practi ce, but on e which  custom has rendered necessar y to our easy existence; and for some time he lay gasping on a little flock mattress, rather unequally po

ised between this world and the next: the balance being decidedly in favour of the latter. Now, if, during this brief period, Ol iver h ad been surr ounded b y care fu l grandmothers, anxious aunt s, experienced nurses, and do ctors of profound wisdom, he would most inevitably and i
ndubitably have been killed in no time. There being nobody by, however, but a pauper old woman, who was rendered rat her mis ty by an unw onted all owa nc e of beer; and a parish su rgeon who did such matters by contract; Oliver and Nat ure fought out the poi
nt between them . Th e re sult was , that, after a few strugg les, Oliver breathed, sneezed, and proceeded to advertise to the inmates  of the  workh ouse the fact  of a n ew bur den ha ving bee n imposed upon the parish,  by se tti n g up as loud a cry as  could reasonably h
ave been expect ed fr om a  mal e inf ant who had not b een possessed of that very useful appendage, a voice, for a much  longer space of time than thr ee min utes and a q uarte r. As Oliver gav e this first proof of the free and pro per action of his lungs , the patchwork cov
erlet which was care less ly flu ng over the  iron bedstead, rustled; th e pale face of a young woman  was raised feebly f rom the pillow; an d a fain t vo ice im per fe ctly ar ticulated the word s, 'Let me see  the child, and di
e.' The surgeon had been sitting with his face turn ed towards the fire: gi ving the palms of his ha nds a warm and a rub alternately. As the  you ng wo ma n spoke,  he rose, and adv ancing to the b ed's h ead, said, 
with more kindness than might have been expec ted  of him : 'Oh, you must not ta lk about dyin g yet.' 'Lor bless h er dear heart , no!' interpos ed  th e nurs e, hasti ly depositing i n her p ocket a 
green glass bottle, the contents of which she ha d been tasting in a c orner wit h evident satisfaction. 'Lor  bless her d ear heart, wh en she has liv ed as long as I ha ve, sir, a nd had t
hirteen children of her own, and all on 'em dead exc ept two, and th em in the wur kus with me, she'll kn ow better th an to take on  in that way,  bles s her dea r heart! T hink wh
at it is to be a mother, there's a dear young lam b do. ' Ap paren tly th is conso latory per spe ctive of a mother's  prospec ts failed  in produci ng it s due eff ect. The  p atient s h
ook her head, and st retched out her hand tow ards the c hild. T he su rgeon  dep osited it i n her a rms. She i mprinted her cold wh ite lips  passionately
 on its forehead; p assed her hands over her fa ce; g azed wildly  roun d; shu dde red; fel l bac k--an d di ed. They  chaf ed her br ea st, hands
, and temples; b ut the blood had stopped forev er. They talked of hope and comfort. They h ad  b e en  stra n gers t oo lo n g. 'It's all 
over, Mrs. Thin gummy!' said the surgeon at last. 'A h, poor dear, so it is!' said the nurse , picking u p the  cor k of the  gree n bo ttle, which had fa llen out o
n the pillow,  as she stooped to take up the child. 'Poor  dear!' 'You needn't mind send ing up to me, if t he chi ld cri es, nur se,' sai d th e su rgeon,  puttin g on his gl
oves with great deliberation. 'It's very likely it will be troubl esome. Give it a little gruel if  it is.' He put on his  hat, a nd, pau sing b y t he bed -side on his way
 to the d oor, added, 'She was a good-looking girl, too; where did  she come from?' 'She was b rought h ere last night,' replie d the o ld wo ma n, 'b y the o versee r's order. S
he was  found lying in the street. She had walked some distance, for her shoes were worn to piec es; but w here she came fro m, or  where she was go ing  to, nobody knows.' The sur geon leaned
 ove r the body, and raised the left hand. 'The old story,' he said, shaking his head : 'no wed ding -ring, I se e. Ah! Good -night!' The medical gentleman walked away to dinner;  and the nurse, having on ce more appli ed herself to the gree n bottle, sat 
do wn on a low chair before the fire, and proceeded to dress the infant. What an excellent  example of th e power o f dress, you ng Oliver Twist was! Wrapped in the blanket which had hitherto formed his on ly covering, h e might have been the child of a
 nobleman or a beggar; it would have been hard for the haughtiest stranger to  have assigned him  his proper stati on in soci ety. But no w that he was enveloped in the old calico robes whic h had grown yellow i n the sam e service, he was badged and ti

cketed, and fell into his place at once--a parish child--the orphan of a workhouse--the humble, half-starved drudge--to be  cuffed and  buffeted th rough the world--despised by all, and pitied by none. O liver cried lustily. If h e could ha ve known that he was an orpha
n, left to the tender mercies of church-wardens and overseers, pe rhaps he would have cried the louder. CHAPTER I I TREATS OF  OLIVER T WIST'S GRO WTH, EDUCATION, AND BOARD For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was th e victim of a systematic cour se of treacher
y and deception. He was brought up by hand. The hungry and d estitute situation of the infant orphan was duly reported by  the workhous e authoritie s to the paris h authorities. The parish authorities inquired with dignity of the workhouse autho rities, whet her there was no f emale then do
miciled in 'the house' who was in a situation to impart to Olive r Twist, the consolation and nourishment of which he stood in need . The workhouse authorities replied with humility, that there was not. Upon this , the parish au thorities magnanimously and humanely resolved, that Oliver s hould be 'farmed,' or, in other words, that he should be dispatche d to a branch-work
house some three miles off, where twenty or thirty other juv enile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled about the floor all day, without the inconvenience of too much food or too much clothing, under the paren tal superintend ence of an elderly female, who received the culprits at and for the  consideration of sevenpence-halfpenny per small he ad per week. Sevenpence-halfpenny's worth per week is a good round diet for a child; a great deal may be g
ot for sevenpence-halfpenny, quite enough to overload its  stomach, and make it uncomfortable. The elderly female was a woman of wisdom and experience; she knew what was good for children; and she had a very accurate perception of what was good for herself. So, she appropriated the gre ater part of the weekly stipend to her own use, and c onsigned the rising parochial generation to even a shorter allowance than was originally provided for them. 
Thereby finding in the lowest depth a deeper still; and p roving herself a very great experimental philosopher. Everybody knows the story of another experimental philosopher who had a great theory about a hor se being able to live without eating, and who demonstrated it so well, that he had go t his own horse down to a s traw a day, and would unquestionably have rendered him a very
 spirited and rampacious animal on nothing at all, if h e had not died, four-and-twenty hours before he was to have had his first co mfortable bait of a ir. Unfortunately for, the experimental philosophy of the fem ale to whose protecting care Oliver Twist was delivered over, a similar result usually  attended the operation of her system; for at the very moment when the child had contrived to exi st upon the smallest possible portion of the weakest possible f
ood, it did perversely happen in eight and a half ca ses out of ten, either that it sickened from want and cold, or fell into the fire f rom ne glect, or got half-smothered by accident; in any on e of which cases, the miserable little being was usually summoned into another worl d, and there gathered to the fathers it had never known in this. Occasionally, when there was som e more than 
usually interesting inquest upon a parish child w ho had been overlooked in turning up a bedstead, or inadvertently scalded to  death  when there happened to be a washing--though the latter accid ent was very scarce, anything approaching to a washing being of rare occurrence in th e farm--the jury wo uld take it into their heads to ask troublesome questions, or the parishioners would rebe lliously affix their signatures to a remonstrance. 

But these impertinences were speedily check ed by the evidence of the surgeon, and the testimony of the beadle; the forme r of whom had always opened the body and found nothing inside (which was very probable indeed), and the latter of whom invariably swore whatever the parish wanted; w hich was very se lf-devotional. Besides, the board made periodical pilgrimages to the farm, and a lways se nt the beadle the day before, to say they were goi
ng. The children were neat and clean to  behold, when they went; and what more would the people have! It cannot be expec ted that this system of farming would produce any very extraordinary or lux uriant crop. Oliver Twist's ninth birth day found him a p ale thin child, somewhat dimi nutive in stat ure, and decidedly small in circumference. But nature or inheritance had implante d a goo d sturdy spirit in Oliver's breast. It had had plenty 

of r oom to expand, thanks to the sp are diet of the establishment; and perhaps to this circumstance may be attribu ted hi s having any ninth birth-day at all. Be this as it may, however, it was his nint h birthday; and he was keeping it in the coal-c ellar with a select party of two other you ng gentlem an, who, after participating with him in a sound thrashing, had been locked up for at rocio usly presuming to be hungry, when Mrs. Mann, the 
good lad y of the house, was unexp ectedly startled by the apparition of Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo th e wick et of the garden-gate. 'Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?' said Mrs. Mann, thrusting her head out of  t he wind ow in w el l-affected ecstasies of joy. '(S usan, ta ke Oliver and them two brats upstairs, and wash 'em directly.)--My heart alive! Mr. Bum ble, how glad I am to see you, sure-ly!' Now, Mr. Bumble
 was a fat ma n, and a choleric; so , instead of responding to this open-hearted salutation in a kindred spirit, he g ave th e little wicket a tremendous shake, and then bestowed upon it a kick which co uld have emanated from no leg but a  b eadle's.  'Lor, o nl y think,' said Mrs. Mann, runni ng o ut,--for the three boys had been removed by this time,--'only think of that! That I should h av e forgotten that the gate was bolted on the inside, on
 account of them dear children!  Walk in sir; walk in, pray, Mr. Bumble, do, sir.' Although this invitation was acc ompa nied with a curtsey that might have softened the heart of a church-warden, it b y no means mollified the beadle. 'Do  yo u t hink this respectful or proper c on duct, Mrs. Mann,' inquired Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane, 'to keep the parish officers a wai ting at your garden-gate, when they come here upon 
po rochial business with the  porochial orphans? Are you aweer, Mrs. Mann, that you are, as I may say, a po rochi al delegate, and a stipendiary?' 'I'm sure Mr. Bumble, that I was only a telling o ne or two of the dear children as is s o fo nd of yo u, that it  w as you a coming,' replied Mrs. Mann with great humility. Mr. Bumble had a great idea of his oratorical powers and his import ance. He had displayed the one, and vindicated the ot
he r. He relaxed. 'We ll , well, Mrs. Mann,' he replied in a calmer tone; 'it may be as you say; it may be. L ead th e way in, Mrs. Mann, for I come on business, and have something to say.' Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a smal l par lour wit h a brick  flo or; placed a seat for him; and o fficiously deposited his cocked hat and cane on the table before him. Mr. Bumble wiped from h is forehead the perspiration which his walk had engen
de r ed, glanced complac ently at the cocked hat, and smiled. Yes, he smiled. Beadles are but men: and Mr. Bu mble smiled. ' Now don't you be offended at what I'm a going  to say,' observed Mrs. Mann, with c aptiv ating sw eetness.  'Yo u've had a long walk, you know,  or I wouldn't mention it. Now, will you take a little drop of somethink, Mr. Bumble?' 'Not a drop. N or a drop,' said Mr. Bumble, waving his right hand in a 
dignifie d, but placid manner. 'I think you will,' said Mrs. Mann, who had noticed the tone of the refusal,  and t he gesture tha t had accompani ed it. 'Just a leetle drop, with a little cold wat er, and a lump of sugar.' Mr. Bumble  coug hed. 'No w, just a leetl e drop,' said Mrs. Mann persuasively. 'What is it?' inquired the beadle. 'Why, it's what I'm obliged to keep a little of in the house, to  put into the blessed infants' Daffy, when they ain't well,
 M r. Bu mble,' replied Mrs. Mann  as she opened a corner cupboard, and took down a bottle  and glass. 'It's gin.  I'll not deceive yo u, Mr. B. It's gin.' 'Do you give the children Daffy, Mrs. Mann?' inquired Bumble, follow ing with  his eye s the  interesting process of mixing. 'Ah, bless 'em, that I do, dear as it is,' replied the nurse. 'I couldn't see 'em suffer before my very e yes, you know sir.' 'No'; said Mr. Bumble approvingly; 'n
o, you c ould n ot. You ar e a huma ne woman, Mrs. Mann.' (Here she set down the glass .) 'I s hall take a early  opportunity of me ntioning it to the board, Mrs. Mann.' (He d rew it towards him.) 'You feel as a m other, Mrs. Ma nn.' (He  stirr ed the gin-and-water.) 'I--I drink your health with cheerfulness, Mrs. Mann'; and he swallowed half of it. 'And now about busines s,' said the beadle, taking out a leathern pocket-book. 'Th
e child that was  ha lf-baptiz ed Oliver Twist , is nine year old to-day.' 'Bless him!' interpo sed M rs. Mann, inflam ing  her  left eye with the corner of her apron. 'A nd n otwiths tandi ng a offered reward of ten pound, which was afterwards increased to twenty pound. Notwithstand ing the most superlative, and, I may say, supernat'ral exer
tio ns on  the pa rt of thi s parish ,' said Bumble, 'we h ave never been able to discover who i s his father, or what w as h is mother' s set tlement, name, or condition.' Mrs. Man n raised her hands in astonishment; but added, after a moment's reflection, 'How comes he to have any name at all, then?' The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and said, 'I inwented it.' 'You, Mr. Bumb le!' 'I, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical or
de r. T he last  was a S ,--Swub ble, I named him. This wa s a T,--Twist, I named him. The next one comes will b e Un w in, a nd the next Vilkins. I have got names  ready made to the end of the alphabet, and all the way through it again, when we come to Z.' 'Why, you're quite a literary character, sir!' said Mrs. Mann. 'Well, well,' said the beadle, evidently gratified with the  compliment; 'perhaps I may be. Perhaps I may be, Mrs. M
an n. ' He fi nished t he gin-a nd-water, and added, 'Oliver be ing now too old to rema in he re, the board hav e det ermin ed to have him back into the house . I have come out myself to take him there. So let me see him at once.' 'I'll fetch him directly,' said Mrs. Mann, leavin g the room for that pur
pose. Ol iver, h aving ha d by thi s time as much of the outer coat of di rt which encruste d his  face and hands, r emov ed, as cou ld be  scrubbed off in one washing, wa s led in to the room by his benevolent protectress. 'Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver,' said Mrs. Mann. Oliver made  a bow, which was divided between the beadle on the chair, a
nd  the c ocked hat on t he table . 'Will you  go along with me, Oliver?'  said Mr. B umbl e, in a majestic voi ce. Oli ver w as about to say that he would g o along with anybody with great readiness, when, glancing upward, he caught sight of Mrs. Mann, who had got behind t he beadle's chair, and was shaking her fist at him with a furious countenance. He took t
he  hint at onc e, fo r the fis t had been  to o often impressed upon his  bo dy n ot to be deeply imp ressed  upon his r ecolle ction. 'Will she go with me?' in quired p oor Oliver. 'No, she can 't,' replied Mr. Bumble. 'Bu t she'll come and see you sometimes.' This was no very great consolation to the child. Young as he was, however, he had
 se nse  enoug h to  make a  feint of fe elin g g reat regret at going away. It was  no very dif ficult matter for the boy to call tea rs into his eyes. Hunger and re cent ill- usage are great assistants if you want to  cry; a nd Oliver cried very naturally indeed. Mrs. Mann gave him a thousand embraces, and what Oliver wanted a great deal 
more,  a piec e of bre ad and butter, les s h e sh ould seem too hungry when he go t to the w orkhouse. With the slice of br ead in h is hand, and the little b rown-cl oth par ish cap on his head, Olive r was th en led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home where one kind word or look had never lighted the gloom of  his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony of childis
h grief, a s the c ottage-g ate clos ed after hi m. Wre tched as w ere the little com panio ns in misery he was leaving behind, they were the only friends  he had  ever known; and a sen se of hi s loneli ness in the great wide worl d, sank  into th e child's heart for the first time. Mr. Bum ble walked on with long strides;  little Oliver, fir mly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted beside him, inqu
iring at the end o f every quarter of a mile w het her  they were 'ne arly there. ' T o the se interrogations Mr. Bumble returned very brief and snappish replies; for the temporary blandness which gin-and-water aw akens i n some  bosoms had by this time e vaporat ed; and  he was once again a beadle. Oliver h ad no t been within the walls of th e wor khouse a quart er of an hour, and had scarcely completed the demoliti
on of a second s lice of  bread, when Mr. Bu mbl e, who had  ha nde d him o ver to  the care of an old woman, returned; and, telling him it was a board night, informed him that the boa rd had said he was to a ppear b efore it forthwith. Not having a ver y clearl y define d notion of what a live  board was, O liver was r ather astounded by this in telligence,  and was not qui te certain whether he ought to laugh or cry. He had no ti
me  to think about t he matter, h owever; fo r M r. B umble gav e hi m a t ap on th e he ad, with his cane, to wake him up: and another on the back to make him lively: and bidding him to fol low, conducted him int o a larg e white- washed room, where eight or ten fa t gentle men were sitting roun d a table. At t he  top o f t he table, seated in an ar m- chair ra ther higher than the r est, was  a particularly fat ge
ntl eman with a ver y round,  red face. 'Bo w to  the board, ' s aid B umble. Oliver brushed away two or three tears that were lingering in his eyes; and seeing no board but the table,  fortunately bowed to t hat. 'W hat's yo ur name, boy?' said the ge ntleman  in the high chair. Oliver was  frightened a t the  sight of so many gentlemen, wh ich made  him  tremble: and the  beadle  gave him another t
ap behind, which made him cry. These  tw o causes made  him  answ er in a very  low and hesitating voice; whereupon a gentleman in a white waistcoat said he was a fool. Which  was a capital way of ra ising his spirits, and putti ng him quite at his ea se. 'Boy,' sai d the gentleman in the high c hair, 'l isten to me. You  know you'r e an or phan, I suppose?' 'What's
 th at, sir?' inquired poor Oliver . 'The boy  is a fool--I though t he was,'  said the gentl eman in the  white waist coat. 'Hush!' said the g entleman who had spok en first . 'You k now you've got no father o r moth er, and  that you were brough t up by the p arish , do n't y ou?' 'Yes, sir,' replied Oliv er, w eepi ng bitterly. 'Wh at are you c rying f or?' in quired the gentlema
n i n the  white waistcoat. And to be sure it was  ve ry extraord ina ry. W hat  could the boy be crying for? 'I hope you say  your prayer s every night,' said ano ther gentleman in a gru ff voic e; 'and p ray for the people who fee d you, a nd take care of you--like a Chr istian.' 'Yes, sir,' s tam mere d the boy. The gentlem an w ho spoke l ast was uncons ciousl y righ t. It wo uld ha ve been very like a 
Ch ristia n, and a marvellously good Chri stia n to o, if Oliver ha d pra ye d for the people who fed and took care  of him. But he hadn' t, becau se nobo dy had taught him. 'We ll! You have come here to be e ducated,  and taught a useful trade ,' said t he red-f aced gentleman in the  high chair. ' So yo u'll b egin  to pick oakum to-morr ow morn ing a t six o'clock,' ad ded the  surly  one in  the w hite waistcoat. For t
he comb ination  of both the se blessin gs in t he one sim ple  process of picking oaku m, Oliver bowe d low by  the directio n of the beadle, a nd was then hurried a way to a large ward; wh ere, on  a rough , hard bed, he sobbed him self to s leep. W hat a novel illustration  of the tende r law s of Engl and! They let the paup ers go to  slee p! Poor Oliver! H e little t hough t, as h e lay sleeping in happy u
nc onsci ousne s s of all ar ound him,  th at t he board h ad  that  very day arrived at a d ecision  which w ould exercis e the mo st materi al influence over all hi s future fo rt u nes. Bu t they had. And  this was it: The member s of this  board were very sage, deep, philosophica l me n; a nd when they came to turn  the ir at tenti on to the workho use, the y found out at once,
 w hat  ordin ary f olks wo uld never ha ve discovered --t he poor people liked it! It was a reg ular pla ce of pu blic entertain ment for  the poo rer classes; a tavern w here there  was nothin g to pa y; a publi c breakfast, dinner, tea, a nd supp er all th e year round; a brick a nd mortar el ysiu m, w her e it was all play and no  wo rk. ' Oho! ' said the board,  lookin g very  knowi ng; 'w e are the fellows to 
set  th is to ri ghts; w e'll stop  it all, in no ti me.' So, the y e stablished the r ul e, that all poor p eople sh ould hav e the alterna tive (for  they wo uld compel nobody, n ot they), o f bein g star ved by  a gradua l process in the house, o r by a q uick on e out of it. With this vie w, they cont racte d wit h th e water-works to lay on  an unlim ited supply of water; and wit h a co rn-fact or to s upply periodically s
ma ll qu antitie s of oat meal; an d issued three m eals of thin  gr ue l  a day, w ith an onion  twice a  week, a nd half a roll of Sunda ys. They  made a g reat  many other wise and hu mane regulations, havi ng reference  to th e lad ies,  which it is not necess ary to re peat;  kindly undertoo k to div orce p oor ma rried people, in conseque
nc e of t he gre at expe nse of a  suit in Doctors' Commons; and , in stea d of co mpelling a m an to su pport his fam ily, as they had theret ofore done, took his  family away from him, and made him a bachelor! There is no saying how many applica nts for relief , und er th ese last two heads, might hav e sta rted up in all classes of socie ty, if it  had no t bee n coupled with the 
wo rkho use; b ut the board w ere long-headed men, and had pro vide d f or thi s difficulty. The relie f was insepa rable fr om the workhouse and the gr ue l; and that frightened  people. For the first six months after Oliver Twist was removed, the system was in full operation. I t was  rath er e xpensive at first, in con seq uenc e of t he increase in th e under taker' s bill, a nd th e necessity of takin
g in  th e cloth es  of all th e paupers,  which fluttered l oo sel y on the ir wasted, s hrunken  forms, after  a week  or two's  gruel. But the numbe r of wo rk ho use inmates got thin as well as the paupers; and the board were in ecstasies. The room in  which the boys  wer e fe d, was a large stone ha ll, w ith a  cop per at one end: o ut of wh ich the master, dres
sed in  an ap ron  for the purpose, a n d assisted by one  o r tw o w omen, ladl ed the gr uel at mealti mes. Of  this fes tive composition each  boy h ad  o ne porringer, and no more--except on occasions of great public rejoicing, when he had two  ounces an d a quarter of bread bes ides. The bowls  never wanted washing. Th
e boys p olished  them with thei r spoons t ill th ey shone again; a nd  wh en they had perform ed this oper ation (w hich nev er took very long, the spoo n s be ing nearly as large as the bowls), they would sit staring at the copper, with such eager ey es, as if they could have devoured the very bricks of which it was composed; employing themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers mos
t assiduously, w ith the view of catching u p a ny stray splashes of  g rue l th at mi ght have been c ast ther eon. Boy s have generally exce llen t ap pe tites. Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the tortures of slow starvation for three m onths: at last they got so voracious and wild with hunger, that one boy, who was tall for his age, and hadn't been used to that sort of thing (f
or his father had  kept a small co ok-shop), hin ted  darkly to his co mp anio ns,  that  unless he h ad another basin of gr uel pe r di em, he was afraid he might some night happen to eat the boy who slept next him, who ha ppened to be a weakly youth of tender age. He had a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitl y belie
ved him. A coun cil wa s held; l ots were c ast  wh o should w a lk up t o t he master after supper that evening,  and ask for more; an d it fe ll t o Oli ver Twist. The evening arrived; the boys took their places. Th e master, in his cook's uniform, stationed himself at the copper; his pauper assistants r anged t
hemselves behind h im ; the gru el was ser ved  ou t; and a lo n g gr ace  was said over the short commons. The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered  ea ch other,  an d winked at Oliver; while his next neighbors nudged him. Chil d as he was, he was desperate with hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and advancing to the master, basin and spoon
 in hand, said: somew hat alar med at his ow n te merity: 'Ple as e, sir, I want some  more.' The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale. He gazed i n s tup efie d astonishment on the small rebel for some seconds, and then clung for suppor t to the copper. The assistants w ere paralysed with wo nder; the boys with fear. 'What!' said the master at le
ngth, in a faint voice. 'Pl ease, sir ,' replied O l ive r, 'I want s o me more.' Th e master aimed a blow at Oliver's head with the ladle; pinioned him in his arm ; an d shrie ked aloud for the beadle. The board were sitting in solemn conclave, when Mr. Bumbl e rushed into t he room in great excitement , an d addressing the ge ntleman in the high chair, said, 'Mr. Limbkins, I beg y

our pardon, sir! Oliver Twist ha s asked fo r more!' The r e wa s a general start. Horror was depicted on every countenance. 'For more!' sai d M r. Limb kin s. 'Compose yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly.  Do  I understand that he asked  for more , after he had eate n the su pper allotted by the 
d ietary?' 'He did, sir,' replied B umble. 'Th at boy will be hun g,' sa id the gentleman in the white waistcoat. 'I know that boy will be hung.' Nob ody  controv ert ed the prophetic gentl eman's opinion . An animated discus sion took pl ace. Oliv er was ordered into ins ta nt con fin ement; and a bill was nex t morning pasted o
n th e outside of the gate, offeri ng a rewar d o f fiv e pounds t o any body w ho would tak e Oliver Twist off the  ha nds of th e pa rish. In other wo rds, five pounds and Oliver T wist we re offered to any man  or woman who  wa nted an apprentice to any trad e, b usiness, or callin g. 'I nev er wa s more  convi nced of anything in 
my lif e,' said the gentleman in the white wai stco at, as he k nocked at  the g ate and read the bill next morning : 'I never wa s m ore convinced o f anything in my life, t han I am  that th at boy will come to b e hung.' As  I pur po se t o show in the sequel wheth e r the white waistcoate d gentle man w as righ t or n ot, I should perhaps
 mar th e interest of this narrat ive (suppo sin g it to posses s any at al l), if I ven tured to hint just yet, whet her the life of Oliver Tw ist had t his violent termina tion or no. CHAPTER III RELA TES HO W OLIVER TWIST WA S VERY N EAR GETTING A P LACE WHICH WOUL D N OT HAVE BEEN A  SINEC URE F or a we ek aft er the commission 
of the imp ious and profane off ence of ask ing  for  more, O liver remain ed a close prisoner in th e dark and solitary r oo m to whi ch h e had been co nsigned by the wisdo m and m ercy of the board. It appears,  at first si ght not unreas onable to suppose, t hat, if he  had  entertained a be coming  feelin g of re spect for the prediction of
 the gentlem an in the white wa istcoat, he w oul d have e stabl ished that  sage individ ual's prophetic ch aracter, once and fo r e ver, by tyin g on e end of his p ocket-handkerchief to  a hook  in the wall, and attaching hi mself to th e other. To the perfo rma nce o f this  feat, however, th ere was  one obstac le: na mely, that pocket-ha
ndkerchiefs b eing decided a rticles of luxury, had bee n, for all futu re times and ages, re mov ed from the noses of  pa upers by the  exp ress order of  the board, in council assemb led: sol emnly given and pron ounced u nder their hands a nd seals. There was a sti ll gre ater o bstacle in Oliver' s youth  and childishness. 
He only cried bi tterly all day; and, when the long, dismal nig ht came  on, spre ad his little h ands  before his eyes to shu t out the dark ness, and cr ouching in the corner,  tried to sleep: ever an d anon wa king with a start an d tremble, and draw ing hims elf cl oser and closer t o the w all, as  if to f eel ev en its cold hard surf
ace were a protect ion in the gloom and loneliness which su rround ed him. Let it not be supposed by the enemies of 'the system ,' that, du ring the period o f his solitary incarcera tion, Oliver was denie d the ben efit of exercise, th e pleasure of societ y, or the advanta ges of r eligio us con solati on. As for exercise, 
it was nice cold weat her, and he was allowed to perform hi s abluti ons eve ry morning u nd er the pump, in a ston e yard, in the p resence of Mr. Bumble, who prev ented h is catc hing cold, and caused  a tinglin g sensation to perv ade his frame, by re peat ed applicat ions of the cane.  As for society,  he was carried  every other day int
o the hall where the boy s dined, and there sociably flogge d as a p ublic w arning and e xample. And so fa r from being denied t he advantages of r eligious c onsolation, he was kic ked into  the sa me apartment every e vening at  pr ayer-tim e, and there permitte d to liste n to, and console his mind with, a general supplicat io n of the boys, containi
ng a special clause, therei n inserted by authority of the bo ard, in w hich th ey entreated to b e made good, virtuo us, contented, and o bedient, a nd to be guarded from  the sin s and v ices of Oliver Twist: w hom the su pplicati on distinctly set fort h to  be u nder the exclusive patron age and prot ection of the powers
 of wickedness, and an article  di rect from the manufacto ry of the  very Devil himself . It ch anced one morning,  while Oliver's affair s were in  this auspicious and c omforta ble stat e, that Mr. Gamfield, c himney-s we ep, w ent his way down the  Hig h Str eet, d eeply cogitating in h is mi nd h is ways and mea
ns of paying certain arrea rs of rent, for which his  landlor d had  become rath er pressing. Mr. G amfield's most san guine estimate of his finances  could not raise them  within full five  pounds of the desired  amount ; an d, in a species of arit hme tical desp eration, he was alte rnat ely cudgelling h
is brains and his d onkey, when passing  the wor khou se, his eyes encountered the b ill on the gate. 'Wo--o!' said Mr.  Gamfield to the donk ey. The donkey  was in a state of prof ound  ab str action: wondering, p robably, whe the r he wa s destined to b
e regaled with a c ab bage-stalk or tw o when h e ha d disposed of t he two sacks of s oot with which the little  cart wa s laden; so, without n oticing the word of co mma nd, he jogged onward. M r. Gamfield gr owl ed a fierc e imprecation 
on the donkey gene rally, but m ore parti cularl y o n his eyes; and, running after him, bestowed a blow o n his head, which would  inevita bly have beaten in any skull but a donkey's. Then, catching hold  of th e brid le, he gave his jaw a sharp wrench, by  way of gentle  reminder that 

he was not h i s o wn ma ster; and  by these me ans  turned him round. He then gave him another blow o n the head, just to stun hi m till he came back again. Having completed these arrangements, he wal ked u p to the  gate, to read the bill. The gentleman wi th the w hite waistcoat 
w as standing  at  the  gate  with his h ands behind hi m, after having delivered himself of some profound sen timents  in the board-room . Having witnessed the little dispute between Mr. Gamfield and the donke y, he s miled joy ously when that person came up to r ead t he bill, fo r he saw at once
 th at Mr. Gam fie ld wa s exactly  the sort of master Oliver Twist  w anted. Mr. Gamfield smiled, too, as he perused the docum ent; for five pound s was just the sum he had b een wish ing  for; and, as to the boy w ith  w hich it was encumbered, Mr. Gamfield , kno wing  wh at the dietary of th
e wo rkhouse was, well kn ew  he would be  a nice sm all pattern, just the very  th ing for register stoves. So, he spelt the bill through  again , from beginning to  end; and then, touc hin g h is fur  ca p i n token of hu mil ity, accosted the gentleman in the w hite waistco at. 'This here boy, si
r, wot the parish wants to  'pr entis,' said Mr. G amfield. 'A y, my man,' said th e gentleman in the white waistcoat, with a condesce nd ing smile. 'What of him?' 'If the parish v oul d li ke him  to  le arn a right pl easant trad e, in a good 'spec table chim bley- sw eepin' bisness,' said M
r. Gamfi eld, 'I wants a 'pre nti s, and I am ready  to take h im.' 'Walk in,' said t he gentleman in the white waistcoat. Mr. Gamfield ha ving lingered behin d, to give the donke y a not her  bl ow  on  the head, an d anoth er wrench of the  jaw, a s a caution no t to run 
away in hi s absence, follow ed the gentleman with  the white waistcoat into th e room where Oliver had first seen him. 'It's a nas ty  trade,' said Mr. Lim bkins, when Gamfi eld  ha d a gai n s tat ed his wis h. 'Young boys have been sm othe red in
 chimneys b efore now,' said another gentleman. ' That's aca use they damp ed the straw afore they lit it in the chimbley to m ak e 'em come down ag ain,' said Gamfield; 'that's all smoke, and no blaze; vereas  sm oke ain't o' no us e at all 
in making a bo y come down, for it only sinds him  to sleep, and that's wot he  likes. Boys is wery obstinit, and wery lazy, Ge n' l'men, and there's n othink like a good hot blaze to make 'em come down v ith a run. It's humane too,  g en
'l'men, acause, e ven if they've stuck in the chim bley, roast ing their feet makes  'em struggle to hextricate theirselves.' The g en tleman in the white waistcoat appeared very much amused by this e xplanation; but his mirth was speedily che
cked by a look from  Mr. Limbkins. The board th en proceed ed to converse among them selves for a  f ew mi nutes, but in so low a tone, that the words 'saving of expe nditur e,' 'looked well in
 the accounts,' 'have a  printed report publish ed,' were a lone audible. These onl y chanc ed to be  heard , indeed, or a ccount of th eir bei ng ver y freq uently
 repeated with great emp hasis. At length th e whisperi ng ceased; and the memb ers of the b oard, ha ving r esumed their  seats and th eir so lemnity, Mr . Lim bkins sai
d: 'We have considered your  proposition , and we d on't approve of it.' 'Not at all, ' said the gentleman in the white waistc oa t. 'Dec idedly not,' added the other members. A s Mr. Gamfield  did happen to labour under the sligh t i
mputation of having bruised thr ee or four boys t o death already, it occurred to him that the board had, perhaps, in so m e una ccountable f reak, taken it into their hea d s t hat this extrane ous circumstance ought to 

influence their proceedings. It wa s very unlik e their general mode of doing bus i ne ss, if they had; but still, as h e had n o particular wish to revive the rumour, h e twis ted his cap in his han ds, and walked sl ow
ly from the table. 'So you won't let m e have him,  gen'l'men?' said Mr. Gamfield, pausing n ear the door. 'No,' re pl ied M r. Limbkins;  'at least, as it's a nasty business, we think you ought to t ake somethi ng l
ess than the premium we offered.' Mr. Ga mfield's cou ntenance brightened, as, with a quick step,  he returned to the tab le , and  said, 'What' l l you  give, gen'l'men? Come! Don't be t oo hard on  a poor man. What'll

 you give?' 'I should say, three pound ten was plenty,'  said Mr. Limbkins. 'Ten shillings too much ,' said the gentleman  i n the white waistc oat . 'Come!' said Gamfield; 'say four p oun d, ge n'l'm en. Say fou r pound, and 
y ou've got rid of him for good and all. Th ere!' 'Thre e pound ten,' repeated Mr. L imbkins, firmly. 'Co me! I'll split the diff'ere nce, ge n'l'men,' urged G amfield. 'Three pound fifteen.' 'N ot a farthing more,' was the firm reply of Mr . Limbkins. 'Y
ou 're desperate hard upon me, gen'l'me n,' said  Gamfield, wavering. 'Pooh ! pooh! nonsense!' said the gen tle man  in th e whi te wa istcoat. ' He'd be cheap with nothing at all, as a prem ium. Take h
im, you silly fellow! He's just the boy f or you.  He wants the stick, now a nd then: it' ll do him good; and  his boa rd needn't co me very expensive, for he hasn't been ov erfed sin
ce he  was born. Ha! ha! ha!' Mr. Gamf ield gave a n arch look at the faces ro und the table, and, observing a smile on a ll of them, gradu ally broke into a smile h ims elf. The bargain was made. Mr. B umble
, was a t once instructed that Oliver T wist and his  indentures were to be conv eyed before the magistrate, for signature and approval, that very af ternoon. In p urs uanc
e of this determination, little Oliver, to his exce ssive astonishment, was rele ased from bondage, and ordered to put himself into a clean shirt. He had hardly achieved this very unusual gymnastic performance, when Mr. Bumble brought him,  with his ow
n hands, a  basin of gruel, and the holiday allo wance of two ounces and a q uarter of bread. At this tremendous sight, Oliver began to cry very piteously: thinking, not unnaturally, that the board must have determined to kill him for som e use ful purpose, or they never would ha
ve begun to fatten him up in that  way. 'Don't ma ke your eyes red, Oliver, but ea t your food and be thankful,' said Mr. Bumble, in a tone of impressive pomposity. 'You're a going to be made a 'prentice of, Oliver.' 'A prentice, sir!' said the c hild, trem bling. 'Yes, Oliver,' said Mr. Bumbl e. 'T he kin
d and blessed gentleman which  is so many par ents to you, Oliver, when you have none of your own: are a going to 'prentice' you: and to set you up in life, and make a man of you: although the expense to the parish is three pound te n!--three pound ten, Oliver!--seventy shillins --one h undre d and f
orty sixpences!--a nd all for a naughty orphan  which nobo dy can't love.'  As Mr. Bumble paused to take breath, after delivering this address in an awful voice, the tears rolled down the poor child's face, and he sobbed bitterly. ' Come,' s aid Mr. Bumble, somewhat less pom pously , for it was gratify
ing to his feelings to o bserv e the effect h is eloquence  had produce d; 'Come, Oliver! Wipe your eyes with the cuffs of your jacket, and don't cry into your gruel; that's a very foolish action, Oliver.' It certainly  was, fo r t here was quite enough water in  it alr eady . On their
 way to the magistrate, Mr. B um ble instructed  Oliver that a ll he would h ave to do, would be to look very happy, and say, when the gentleman asked him if he wanted to be apprenticed, that he should like it ver y m uch indeed; both of which injun ction s O liver pro mis
ed to obey: the rather as Mr. Bumble threw in a g entle hint, tha t if he failed in  either partic ular, there was no telling what would be done to him. When they arrived at the office, he was shut up in a little room by himself, and ad mo nished by Mr. Bumble to stay there,  until he  c ame ba
ck to fetch him. There the boy remain ed, with a pal pitating heart,  for half an h our. At the expiration of which time Mr. Bumble thrust in his head, unadorned with the cocked hat, and said aloud: 'Now, Oliver, my d ear, co me to the gentleman.' As Mr. Bumbl e said th is, he p
ut on a grim and threatening look, a nd added, in a  low voice, 'M ind what I to ld you, you young rascal!' Oliver stared innocently in Mr. Bumble's face at this somewhat contradictory style of address; but that g entleman  prevented his offering any remark th ere upon, b y leading
 him at once into an adjoining room : the door of w hich was ope n. It was a la rge room, with a great window. Behind a desk, sat two old gentleman with powdered heads: one of whom was reading the new spaper; w hile the other was perusing, with the aid of a pair  of  tortoise-
shell spectacles, a small piece of p archment whi ch lay before  him. Mr.  Limbkins was standing in front of the desk on one side; and Mr. Gamfield, with a partially washed face, on the other; while t wo or three bluf f-looking men, in top-boots, were loung ing about. T he old g entle man with the 
spectacles gradually dozed off, ov er the little bit of parchmen t; and th ere was a short pause, after Oliver  had been stationed by Mr. Bumble in front of the desk. 'T his is the boy, y ou r worship,' said Mr. B
umble. The old gentleman who w as reading the newspap er raise d his hea d for a moment, and pulled the  other old g entle ma n b y th e s leev e;  wher eu pon
, the last-mentioned old gentlema n woke up. 'Oh , is this the boy ?' said the old gentleman. 'This is him, sir,' replied Mr. Bumble. 'Bow to the magistrate, my dear.' Oliver roused himself, and m ade his best obeisance. He had been wondering, with his eye s fixed on  the  ma gist rat es' po wde
r, whether all boards were born with that white stuff on  their heads, and were boards from thenceforth on that account. 'Well,' said the old gentleman, 'I suppose he's fond of chimney-swe eping?' 'He doats on it, yo ur worship,' replied Bumble; giving Oliver a s l y pinch, to intima te that he had better not say he
 didn't. 'And he will be a sweep,  will he?' inquir ed the ol d gen tleman. 'If we was to bind him to any other trade to-morrow, he'd run away simultaneous, your worship,' replied Bumble. 'And  this man that's to be his mas ter--you, sir--you'll treat him well, and  feed him, a nd do a ll that sort  of thing, will you?' said the old g
entleman. 'When I says I will, I means I will,' re plied Mr. G amfiel d doggedly. 'You're a rough speaker, my friend, but you look an honest, open-hearted man,' said the old gentleman: turning his spectacles in the direction of the candidate for Oliver's premium, whose villainous countenance wa s a regular stamped receipt for cruelty. But the magistrate was hal
f blind and half childish, so he  couldn't re asonably be ex pected to d iscern w hat other people did. 'I hope I am, sir,' said Mr. Gamfield, with an ugly leer. 'I have no doubt you are, my friend,' replied the old gentleman: fixing his spectacles more firmly on his nose, and looking about him for the inkstand. It was the critical moment of Oliver's fate. If the inkstand had been where the 
old gentleman thought it was , he would have dipped hi s pen int o it, and s igned the indentures, and Oliver would have been straightway hurried off. But, as it chanced to be immediately under his nose, it followed, as a matter of course, that he looked all over his desk for it, without finding it; and happening in the course of his search to look straight before him, his gaze enc


