Oliver Twist

Oliver goes to London

position in society than himself. Noah intended to repay to Oliver
every insult he had ever received, and to make the new boy’s life a
misery.

After a few weeks, Mr Sowerberry decided that he liked Oliver’s
appearance enough to train him in the undertaking business.
Oliver’s permanent expression of sadness was very suitable, the
undertaker thought, for collecting dead bodies from houses and
accompanying the coffins to funerals.

One day Mr Bumble came to tell them abour a woman who had
died in an extremely poor part of the town, and Sowerberry and
Oliver went to collect the body. They went down dirty narrow
streets where the houses on either side were tall and large, but very
old. Some of the houses were almost falling down, and had to be
supported by huge blocks of wood. The area was so poor that even
the dead rats in the street looked as though they had died of hunger.

They found the right house, and climbed the dark stairs to a
miserable little room. Some children watched them from the
shadows as they entered. Something lay beneath a blanket on the
floor in one corner. A man and an old woman stood near the body.
Oliver was afraid to look at them. With their thin faces and sharp
teeth, they looked like the rats he had seen outside.

As Sowerberry began to measure the body for a coffin, the man
knelt on the floor and cried out, ‘She starved to death, I tell you!
That’s why she died?” He fell to the floor, and all the children behind
him started to cry. Sowerberry and Oliver, their work done, left as
fast as they could.

They returned the next day with the coffin and four nien from
the workhouse who weré to carry it. The man and the old woman
followed the coffin to the church, and waited silently by the grave
for the priest to arrive. When at last he came, he hurried through the
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long wait for the priest
have cold water thrown over him.

burial prayers, and as quickly as possible (it was only a wow, m_wnﬂ m“s
i u i d. At this point the husband, who

the coffin was put into the groun . . ;

had not moved once during his wife’s burial — not even during the

— suddenly fainted to the ground and had to

‘So how did you like it, Oliver?’ asked Sowerberry later, as they

alked home.
"’ “Not very much, sir,” Oliver answered truthfully.

“You'll get used to it, my boy.’ , .
Oliver wondered how long that would take, and waBmEmawm_W:M
all the way back to the shop, thinking about everything that he ha

seen and heard.
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£l s hmu
Oliver was now officially an undertaker’s assistant. It Em.m a Mo” :
i 1 alo
i i ffins were selling well. Oliver gaine
sickly time of year, and co i aineca ot
i i i d was interested to see how
of experience in a short time, an . : e
moanmﬁnoln were after a death in the family. During M:%W?roa
a
i le, he saw that the people who
some rich people, for example, ad
cried the loudest in church usually recovered the %mmﬁmmn m?ﬂémn :
He noticed how in other wealthy families the wife or the ﬂm w:
i —just
often seemed quite cheerful and calm despite the recent deart ; _M.m
i is,
as if nothing had happened. Oliver was very surprised to see a _ _n
and greatly admired them for controlling their sadness 50 SmZ‘ .
He was treated badly by most of the people mno:.sm him, Nmmn
was jealous because Oliver went out to burials while he was le
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back in the shop, so he treated him even worse than before.
Charlotte treated him badly because Noah did. And Mrs Sowerberry
was his enemy because Mr Sowerberry was supposed to be his
friend.

One day something happened which might seem unimportant,
but which had a great effect on Oliver’s future. Noah was in a
particularly bad mood one dinner-time, and so he tried to make
Oliver cry by hitting him, pulling his hair, and calling him horrible
names. This was all unsuccessful, so he tried personal insults.

‘Workhouse, how’s your mother?’ he asked.

‘She’s dead,’ replied Oliver, his face going red with emotion,

Noah hoped that Oliver was going to cry, so he continued. “What
did she die of, Workhouse?’

‘Of a broken heart, I was told.
cheek.

“Why are you crying, Workhouse?”

Oliver remained silent, and Noah grew braver. “You know, I feel
very sorry for you, Workhouse, but the truth is your mother was a
wicked woman.’

Oliver seemed suddenly to wake up. “What did you say?’

‘She was so bad it was lucky she died, or she would have ended

]

i 3

And a tear rolled down Oljver’s

up in prison, or hung,

His face bright red with anger, Oliver jumped up, seized Noah’s
throat, and shook the older boy so violently that his teeth nearly fell
out. Then he hit him with all his strength and knocked him to the
ground.

‘He’ll murder me!” screamed Noah, ‘Charlotte! Help! Oliver’s
gone mad —"

Charlotte and Mrs Sowerberry ran in and screamed in horror.
They took hold of Oliver and began to beat him. Then Noah gotup
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Charlotte took hold of Oliver and began to beat him.
i h
d started to kick him from behind. When they were all tired, they
an

i i i llar
forced Oliver, who was still fighting and shouting, into the ce

d locked it. . o "
p gwmn Sowerberry sat down, breathing heavily. ‘He’s like a wil

i P
ﬂ_mam-__u m_.wo mmw& ‘We nOEH& N: —..m.c.ﬂ Twn—._ EEHQ@HO& n our Um&m.
a . LW
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‘I hope Mr Sowerberry doesn’t take any more of these dreadful
Q..mewom from the workhouse,” said Charlotte. ‘Poor N rm .
nearly killed!” Mrs Sowerberry looked at Noah mwamﬁrn“m :.émm

| Noah, who was twice Oliver’s size, pretended to rub 2 Fon
e tears from
moéaqvmn mrm:.im n_o.w“ cried Mrs Sowerberry. ‘He’ll kick that door

nin ten minutes.” They could hear Oliver banging and kicki

at the cellar door. ‘Noah — run and get Mr Bumble.’ e

So Noah ran through the streets as quickly as rm. could to fetch
the beadle. When he reached the workhouse, he waited fo i i .
to make sure his face was suitably rearful and Emrﬁmmmmn B

As soon as Mr Bumble came out, Noah cried, ‘Mr w:FE 'M
Bumble! It’s Oliver Twist, sir. He’s become violent. He t .n.m i
murder me, sir! And Charlotte, and Mrs Sowerberry .mm émm_.m N
. Mr _.wﬂEZn was shocked and angry. ‘Did he? I'll come u . h
immediately and beat him with my stick.’ P

When he arrived at the sh ; e
i e shop, Oliver was still kicking wildly ar the

. Let ,En o.:n_, he shouted from the cellar, when he heard Mr
umble’s voice. ‘I’m not afraid of you!’
m .HH? Bumble m.x.u@ﬁnm for a moment, amazed and even rather
m:w ﬁnmﬁn_ by this change in Oliver. Then he said to Mrs
owerberry, ‘It’s the meat that’s caused thi
th ’

e is, you know.

Meat, Bmmma. You've fed him too well here. Back in the
workhouse this would never have happened.’

‘I knew i
I was too generous to him,’ said Mrs Sowerberry, raisin
her eyes to the ceiling. , ¢

. At that Boamm.m Mr Sowerberry returned and, hearing what had
appened (according to the ladies), he beat Oliver so hard that even
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Mr Bumble and Mrs Sowerberry were satisfied. Mr Sowerberry
was not a cruel man, but he had no choice. He knew that if he didn’t
punish Oliver, his wife would never forgive him.

That night, alone in the room with the coffins, Oliver cried bitter,
lonely tears. He did not sleep, and very early in the morning, before
anyone was awake, he quietly unlocked the shop door and left the
house. He ran up the street and through the town as far as the main
road, where he saw a sign thar told him it was just seventy miles
from there to London. The name London gave the boy an idea.
That huge place! Nobody, not even Mr Bumble, could ever find him
there! He had heard old men in the workhouse say it was a good
place for brave boys, and that there was always work there for those
that wanted it. It would be the best place for him. He jumped to his
feet and walked forward again.

But after only four miles he began to realize just how far he
would have to walk. He stopped to think about it. He had a piece of
bread, a rough shirt, two pairs of socks and a penny. But he could
not see how these would help him get to London any faster, so he
continued walking.

He walked twenty miles that day. The only thing he had o eat
was his piece of bread and some water which he begged from houses
near the road. He slept the first night in a field, feeling lonely, tired,
cold and hungry. He was even hungrier the next morning when he
woke up, and he had to buy some more bread with his penny. That
day he walked only twelve miles. His legs were so weak that they
shook beneath him.

The next day he tried to beg for money, but large signs in some
villages warned him that anyone caught begging would be sent to
prison. Travellers on the road refused to give him money; they said
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he was a lazy young dog and didn’t deserve anything. Farmers
threatened to send their dogs after him. When he waited outside
pubs, the pub-owners chased him away because they thought he
had come to steal something. Only two people were kind enough to
feed him: an old woman and a gate-keeper on the road. If they had
not given him some food, he surely would have died like his mother.

Early on the seventh morning of his journey, Oliver finally
reached the little town of Barnet, just outside London. Exhausted,
he sat down at the side of the road. His feer were bleeding and he
was covered in dust. He was too tired even to beg. Then he noticed
that a boy, who had passed him a few minutes before, had returned,
and was now looking at him carefully from the opposite side of the
road. After a long time the boy crossed the road and said to Oliver,

‘Hello! What’s the matter then’

The boy was about Oliver’s age, but was one of the strangest-
looking people he had ever seen. He had a dirty, ordinary boy’s
face, but he behaved as if he were an adult. He was short for

his age
and had little, sharp,

ugly eyes. His hat was stuck on top of his head
but it looked as though it would blow oft at any minute. He wore
aman’s coat which reached almost down to his feet, with sleeves so
long that his hands were completely covered.

‘I'm very tired and hungry,” answered Oliver, almost crying.
been walking for a week .’

‘Tve

‘A week! The magistrate’s order, was it?’

‘The magistrate? What’s that?’

‘A magistrate’s a kind of judge,’ explained the surprised young
gentleman. He realized Oliver did not have much experience of the
world. ‘Never mind that. You want some food,” he went on. ‘I
haven’t got much money but don’t worry — I’ll pay.’

The boy helped Oliver to his feet, and took him to a pub. Meat,
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bread, and beer were placed before Oliver, and his new friend urged

him to satisfy his hunger. While Oliver was nmism,. the strange boy
looked at him from time to time with .mnnmﬁ attention.

‘Going to London?’ he asked him finally.

“Yes.

‘Got anywhere to live?’

‘No.’

‘Money?’

nz bd . - .
IZHM strange boy whistled, and put his arms into his pockets as far

im. ¢ ant to
as the big coat sleeves would allow him. ‘I suppose you w
i don’t you?’
leep somewhere tonight, . ,
m waao * replied Oliver. ‘T haven't slept under a roof since I starte
£
my journey.’
“Well, don’t worry.
a very nice old gentleman there who

ve got to be in London tonight, and I know
11 let you live in his place and

en ask you for money!
sonm”mﬁa was deeply grateful for this offer of shelter and talked for

i kins, but
a long time with his new friend. His name was Jack Dawkins,

he was usually called “The Artful Dodger’. ‘Artful’ because he was

! " because he was
very clever at getting what he wanted; and ‘Dodger’ bec

erv good at not getting caught when he did manHEs.m émoﬂmm

v

dqum:m he heard this, Oliver felt rather ao:vﬁmsﬁ,mvocﬁ rmidm mcw :

friend. However, he wanted first to meet the kind old m..w:ﬁ nﬁm o

M mms who would help him. After that, he could decide whethe
ondon, :

to continue the friendship with the Artful Dodger.
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Oliver in London

For some reason the Dodger did not want to enter London during
daylight, so it was nearly eleven o’clock at night when they got near
the centre. Oliver had never seen a dirtier or more miserable place,
The streets in this district were narrow and muddy, and there were
terrible smells everywhere. Children wandered around even at this
time of night, in and out of the many shops, playing and screaming.
The pubs were full of people fighting, and big, evil-looking men
stood in doorways or at dark corners. Oliver almost wanted to run
away, but just then the Dodger pushed open a door and pulled
Oliver into a dark hall.

‘Who's there?’ a voice cried out.

‘It’'s me,’
the hall.

‘Who’s the other one?’

‘A new friend.’

They went up some dark and broken stairs. Oliver could hardly

said the Dodger. The faint light of a candle appeared in

see where he was going, but the Dodger seemed to know the way,
and helped Oliver up. They entered a room with walls that were
black with age and dirt. In front of the fire was a table with a candle
stuck into a bottle of beer, and an old man, with a horribly ugly face
and red hair, stood next to the fire cooking. He was wearing a dirty
old coat and seemed to divide his attention between his cooking and
a number of silk handkerchieves, which were hanging near the fire.
There were several rough beds in the room. Four or five boys, about
the same age as the Artful Dodger, sat round the table, smoking and
drinking like middle-aged men. They all looked up when the

1R

Oliver in London

Lurge Crunkichinks .
My friend Oliver Twist,’ the Dodger said to Fagin.

Dodger and Oliver entered. ﬁ .
,%Em is him, Fagin,” the Dodger said to the old man. My friend

Oliver Twist.’
Fagin smiled and shook Oliver’s hand. Then all the young

gentlemen came up to him and shook both his hands very hard,
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: : ; ¢ betray old
especially the hand which held his few possessions. One of the boys hanging is!” he murmured. ‘Dead men can never talk, or betray
was particularly kind. He even put his hands in Oliver’s pockets so friends!”

that Oliver would not have to empty them himself when he went to

At that moment he looked up and saw Oliver watching him. He

i i bread
bed. The boys would probably have been even more helpful, but closed the lid of the box with a loud crash, and picked up a brea

Fagin hit them on their heads and shoulders until they left Oliver
alone.

‘We're very glad to see you, Oliver,” said Fagin. ‘I see you’re
staring at the handkerchieves, my dear. Aren’t there a lot? We've
just taken them all out to wash them, that’s all! Ha! Ha! Ha?

This seemed to be a joke, as the old gentleman and all his young
friends gave loud shouts of laughter. Then supper began. Oliver ate
his share of the food and was then given a glass of gin-and-water.
Fagin told him to drink it fast. Immediately afterwards, Oliver felt
himself lifted onto one of the beds and he sank into a deep sleep.

When he woke, it was late morning. Fagin was the only other
person in the room, and he was boiling coffee in a pan. When the
coffee was done, he turned towards Oliver and looked closely at the
boy. Oliver was only just awake and his eyes were half-closed, so he
seemed to be still fast asleep. Fagin then locked the door and from
a hidden hole in the floor, he took out a small box, which he placed
carefully on the table. His eyes shone as he opened it and took out
a gold watch covered in jewels.

‘Aah!” he said to himself. “What fine men they were! Loyal to the
end. They never told the priest where the jewels were. Nor about
old Fagin. Not even at the very end. And why should they? It was
already too late. It wouldn’t have stopped the rope going round
their necks?’

Fagin took out at least six more watches, as well as rings and
bracelets and many other valuable pieces of jewellery. He looked at
them with pleasure, then replaced them. ‘What a good thing
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knife from the table. “Why are you watching me? What have you
seen? Tell me — quick!’ . o
‘I couldn’t sleep any longer, sir,” said Oliver, terrified, ‘I'm very

]
sortry. . .
i still
“You weren’t awake an hour ago? Fagin asked fiercely,

holding the knife. ol

¢ ise I wasn’t, sir,” replie iver.

,W_HNWMMHQ. my dear,’ Fagin said, putting down the _ﬂ:,mn and
becoming once again the kind old gentleman. He _m:.mrnm. I on.HM
tried to frighten you, my dear. You're a brave boy, Oliver! And di
you see any of the pretty things?’

“Yes, sir.’ . .

‘Ah,’ said Fagin, turning rather pale. “They — they’re mine,

i ave, in my old age.’

O_mewﬂﬂoﬂmnnwa c&w the old man lived in such an old, &HQ

place, when he had so many watches, but then he thought that it

must cost Fagin a lot of money to look after the Dodger and the
other boys. So he said nothing, and got up and washed. When he
turned towards Fagin, the box had disappeared.

Soon the Dodger entered with a cheerful young man named

s.

OrﬂHMMm_NHM been at work this morning?’ Fagin asked the Dodger.
‘Hard at work,” answered the Dodger. ,
‘Good boys, good boys!” said Fagin. “What rm:&. you mon.u
‘A couple of pocket-books and some handkerchieves.

‘Good workers, aren’t they, Oliver?’ said the old man.
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Very good,’ said Oliver. The others all started laughing, thoug!

Oliver in London

. Gkl e

Oliver held up the bottom of the pocket with one hand, as he had

Oliver saw hi . ;
-l nothing funny in his answer. Fagin inspected thS€en the Dodger hold it, and pulled the handkerchief lightly out of
eves and told the two boys that they were extremely welit with the other.

EmMM and that he was very pleased with their work.
ter Uammrmmmn, they played a very strange game. The cheerful old
man put a watch in his jacket pocket, with a guard-chain round hi

k
neck, and a notebook and a handkerchief in his trouser pockethis

Th
en he went up and down the room holding a walking stick, juston like this,
and I'll show you how to take the marks out of handkerchieves.’

like t
H TM old gentlemen who walked in the streets. Sometimes he
sto i i

pped at the fireplace, and sometimes at the door, pretending to

stare with great interest i i
constantly look est Hwﬁo shop windows. He would then stealing from the old gentleman’s
y look round, as if afraid of thieves, touching all his man.

w%nwﬂm in such a natural and funny way that Oliver laughed until
W, e .ﬂmmnm ran down his face. All the time, the two boys followed
Wm”.. m<wﬂw<crnaﬁ and every time he turned round, they moved out
of his sight so quickly that i i i
Bl s ELhe y that it was impossible to follow their
M:.E:M“ the Dodger bumped into him accidentally from behind
an ﬂa that moment both boys took from him, very quickly EM,.
Mwﬁn a m:mm&fnvmﬁu handkerchief, and notebook. If the old “sm:
elt a hand in any of his pockets he cried out, and then th
began again. , SE
) Later, the boys went out again to do some more work. When
w ey @ma gone, Fagin turned to Oliver. “Take my advice, my dear,’
) 3
e said. gm%m them your models. Especially the Dodger. He’ll be um
great man ?B,mm_b and will make you one too, if you copy him. Is
B«. handkerchief hanging out of my pocket, my dear?’ .
Yes, sir,” said Oliver, .
‘See if you can rake it out, wi
. , without my feeling it. Just
them doing it when we were playing.’ Bt Justasyonsaw
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‘Has it gone?’ asked Fagin.

‘Here it is, sir,” said Oliver, showing it in his hand.

“You're a clever boy, my dear;’ said the old gentleman, putting
hand on Oliver’s head. ‘I've never seen a quicker boy. If you go
you'll be the greatest man :n London. Now come here

the connection was between playing at
pocket and becoming a great

But he followed him quietly to the table and was soon deeply

Oliver wondered what

involved in his new study.

Oliver remained in Fagin’s room for many days,
marks and names out of the handkerchieves and sometimes playing
the same game as before. One evening two young ladies came to
cheerful party followed. Oliver thought they were

picking the

visit, and a very

very nice, friendly girls.
The Dodger and Charley Bates went out to work every day, but

sometimes came home with no handkerchieves, and Fagin would
get very angry. Once he even knocked them both down the stairs
and sent them to bed with no dinner because they had returned with
nothing.

At last, the morning came when Oliver was allowed to go out to
work with the two other boys. There had been no handkerchieves
for him to work on for several days and there was not very much to
eat for dinner. The three boys set out, but they walked so slowly
that Oliver thought they were not going to work at all. Then
suddenly the Dodger stopped and put his finger to his lips.

“What’s the matter?’ demanded Oliver.
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‘Be quiet!’ replied the Dodger. ‘Do you see that old man outsid
the bookshop? He’s the one.’

Oliver looked from the Dodger to Charley Bates with grea
surprise and confusion, but he had been told not to ask questions
The two boys walked quickly and secretly across the road toward
the old gentleman. Oliver followed behind them, watching in silen
amazement.

The old gentleman looked quite rich; he wore gold glasses, whitt
trousers, and had an expensive walking stick under his arm. He hat
picked up a book and was standing there, reading it with greal
concentration — just as if he were in his own armchair at home,
Oliver, his eyes wide with horror and alarm, watched as the Dodget :
put his hand in the old gentleman’s pocket, took out a handkerchie
and handed it to Charley Bates. Then the two of them ran round th
corner as fast as they could.

Suddenly, the whole mystery of the handkerchieves, and th
watches, and the jewels, and Fagin, became clear. Oliver stood for
a moment in terror, the blood rushing through him until he felt rn_
was on fire. Then, confused and frightened, he started to run. At the
same time, the old gentleman, putting his hand to his pocket and S
realizing his handkerchief was missing, turned round. He saw *
Oliver running away, so he naturally thought Oliver was the thief.
With loud cries of ‘Stop thief?’, he ran after Oliver with the book
still in his hand.

The old gentleman was not the only one who started shouting.
The Dodger and Charley Bates, not wanting to attract attention to Oliver, his eyes wide with horror and alarm, xuanwmm Ma the Dodger
themselves by running down the street, had stopped round the first put.lis bandin:the old gentismanss pockel,
corner. When they realized what was happening, they also shoutedp the street stopped what they were doing and U.nmmu to shout
‘Stop thief!” and joined in the chase like good citizens. ‘hemselves. Many joined in the chase with enthusiasm and soon

The cry of ‘Stop thief!” always causes great excitement. Everybody here was a big crowd running after Oliver.
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Finally, they caught the exh
vy they caugh | mmnwwnmwmﬂma Nom.. He fell down on ' “Yes, ] am,’ replied the old gentleman, ‘but I'm not sure that this
€d roun . i ; .
ﬁw A P i g mm:LHm:Bm: wM Mn”ww:w took the handkerchief. I don’t really want to take him
3 ﬂmuu Tﬁ & : 3 E ] -
e answered, leaning over Oliver. ‘But 'm afraid he’s hi “Too late. He must go before the magistrate now.’
it s g youe Oliver was locked in a small stone cell, which was disgustingly
ey din M M.mw Eomn:w. .>Dm Lhurt my harty and smelly. As the key turned in the lock, the old gentleman
oy oked at him with an expressiomid to himself thoughtfully, ‘There’s something in that boy’s face
v Ly omt e gl 2 oz . He could be innocent. Where have I seen someone like him
B B e m,D n_ow\m:_wﬁ n_s:n_.‘_ mud and dust aefore?’ After thinking about this for a few minutes, he said, ‘Noj it
. the. no ; ooked wildly at all the faqust be imagination.” He sighed unhappily, and began reading the
g fim. At that moment a policeman arrived and togok again

Oliver by the collar. *
r. ‘Come on, get up,’ i ’ .
‘It wasn’t me, sir,” said O:Sw m._ W.u il sghly. Some time later, the officer touched his shoulder and told him
) » T, I00OK1 ¢ . . "
boys. They’re here somewhere.’ ’ ng round. ‘It was two otlhat the court was ready. A magistrate was a judge who dealt with
re. 5 . 4 . . .
mall crimes in local courts, and the magistrate for this district was

‘Oh no, they aren’t,’ replied th i
as the Dodger and Owumln_u _M ma ﬂ.uornma.nm:. In fact, he was riglyell known. His name was Mr Fang and he was a disagreeable,
crowd had caught Oliver NOME@EQQ disappeared as soon as tyad-tempered man. Today he was in a particularly bad mood. He

E e on, get up!’ . :

,HUos_ﬂ hurt him,’ said the old mms&mam % ;.ouﬁw”& mumwﬂw wﬁ the old gentleman, and asked sharply,

‘ e . ; : o are you?
vmn_nwwﬂ%m. MW% M_wn policeman, tearing Oliver’s jacket half off b My name, sit, is Brownlow.’

1rted him up. 2 .
P ‘Officer! What is this man charged with?’

The three of them s :
tart 4
o, rted walking, followed by the excitt ‘He’s not charged, sir,” answered the officer. ‘He's accusing the

boy.
The magistrate looked at Mr Brownlow from head to foot. ‘And
5 what have you got to say?’
. Mr Brownlow began to explain. ‘1 was standing outside a
Oliver’s life changes Pt
Ol ) ‘Be quiet, sir!” shouted Mr Fang. ‘Policeman! Now —you arrested
o MMMMHWM EWM_: wo the nearest police station. The officer at ththe _uom What happened?’ : '
ed at the boy, ‘A . u : ’
old gentleman, ‘Are uw‘o: _”MMﬂrMM wocsw thief, eh?” He turned to th The policeman told the magistrate what he had heard, and how
person who was robbed, sir? he had searched Oliver afterwards and found nothing.

Rl
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‘Are there any witnesses?’ asked the magistrate.

‘None,’ answered the policeman.

Mr Fang then turned to Mr Brownlow and angrily told him to
describe what had happened. Mr Brownlow explained that he had
run after the boy only because he saw him running away. He did not
think that the boy was the actual thief and he hoped that the boy
would not be punished. ‘He’s been hurt already,” he added, ‘and
now I’m afraid he’s very ill.’

‘I don’t believe that for a moment,” said Mr Fang unpleasantly.
He turned to Oliver. ‘Come now, don’t try any clever tricks with
me! What’s your name?” he demanded.

Oliver tried to reply, but he was too weak to speak. He was
deadly pale, and he felt the room spinning round him. At last he
managed to whisper a request for water, but the magistrare refused
angrily. Suddenly, Oliver fainted and fell to the floor.

Mr Fang stared at him angrily. ‘Guilty. Three months’ prison,’
he said immediately. ‘Let him lie there. He’ll soon be tired of that.’
Mr Fang stood up. ‘This court is now closed.’

At that moment a man in an old black coat rushed in. ‘Stop!” he
shouted. ‘Don’t take the boy away. [ saw it all. I'm the bookshop
owner.’

Mr Fang’s face was black with anger at this unexpected
interruption, but the bookshop owner demanded to be heard. He
described exactly what had really happened. He had seen two boys
steal the handkerchief and then run away, leaving Oliver to be
arrested.

In a final burst of bad temper, Mr Fang said that his time had
been wasted. He announced that Oliver was innocent, and ordered
everybody out of the court.

The order was obeyed, and as Mr Brownlow turned to go down

Aan

Oliver’s life changes

the street, he saw Oliver lying on the pavement, shaking, his face as
white as death.

“Poor boy! Poor boy!” said Mr Brownlow, bending over him. He
called a coach quickly, laid Oliver on the seat, and drove away.

The coach stopped at a neat house in a quiet, shady street in
north London. Oliver was gently carried in to a bed, and received
more care and kindness than he had ever had in his life. But he had
a fever, and for many days he lay there unconscious. When he
eventually awoke, weak, thin and pale, he looked anxiously around
the room.

“What room is this? Where am I1?* he said. “This is not the place
I fell asleep in.’

Mrs Bedwin, the motherly old housekeeper, heard his words,
and instantly came to him. ‘Hush — be quiet, my dear, or you'll be
ill again. Lie down.’

He lay down, and woke up again much later. After a while, he
was able to sit up in a chair, although he was still too weak to walk.
In this new position he could see a picture of a woman hanging on
the wall opposite. “Who is that, madam?’ he asked the old
housekeeper.

‘I don’t know, my dear. Do you like it?’

“The eyes look so sad, and they seem to be staring at me. Asif the
person was alive, and wanted to speak to me but couldn’t.

“You're weak and nervous after your illness,” Mrs Bedwin said
kindly. ‘Don’t worry about things like that.’

Later that day Mr Brownlow came in, having heard that the boy
was a little better at last. He was delighted to see that Oliver could
sit up. But when he saw Oliver’s face clearly, Mr Brownlow stared
hard at him.

‘I hope you're not angry with me, sir,” said Oliver anxiously.
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