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CHAPTER THE THIRD 

RELATF.S IIOW OLIVER TWIST WA S VERY l\EAR GETTING A PL ACF, WHICH 

WOULD l\OT HAVE BEEN A Sll\ECURE. 

Fon a week after the commi,:;sion of the impious and profane 
offence of asking for more, Oliver remained a close prisoner in 
the dark and solitary room to which be had been consigned by 
the wisdom and mercy of the board. It appears, at fir st sight, 
not unreasonable to supposc>, that, if he had entertained a becom
ing feeling of rcspc>ct for the prediction of the gen tleman in the 
white waistcoat, he would have established that age individual's 
prophetic character, once and for ever, by tying one end of his 
pocket handkerchief to a hook in the wall, and attaching him
self to the other. To the performance of this feat, however, 
there was one obstacle, namely, that pocket-handkerchiefs being 
decided articles of luxury, had been, for all future times and 
ages, removed from the noses of paupers b_y the express order of 
the board in council assembled. solemnly given and pronounced 
under their hands and seals. There was a sti ll greater obstacle 
in Oliver's youth and childishness. He only cried bitterly all 
day; and when the long, dismal night came on, he spread his 
little hands before his eyes to shut out the darkness, and crouch
ing in the corner, tried to sleep, ever and anon waking with a 
start and tremble, and drawing himself closer and closer to the 
wall, as if to feel even its cold hard surface were a protection in 
the gloom and loneliness which surrounded him. 

L et it not be supposed by the enemies of " the system," that, 
during the period of hi s solitary incarceration, Oliver was denied 
the benefit of exercise, the pleasure of society, or the advantages 
of religious consolation. As for exercise, it was nice cold wea
ther, and he was allowed to perform his ablutions every morning 
under the pump, in a stone yard, in the presence of .Mr. Bum
ble, who prevented his catching cold, and caused a tingling sen
sation to pervade his frame, by repeated applications of the 
cane; as for society, he was carried every other day into t~e 
hall ,~here the boys dined, and there.sociably flogged as a pubhc 
warmng and example; and, so far from being denied the ad
vantages of religiou s consolation, he was kicked into the same 
3:partment every evening at prayer-time, and there permitted to 
listen to, and c?n_sole bis mind with, a gt>neral supplication of 
the b~ys, contarnmg a special clause therein inserted by the 
authonty of the board, in which they entreated to be made 
good, virtuous, contented, and obedient, and to be guarded 



1 l.l\'l,lt \\J T. 

Jr11111 th in a11d \i<"l' of Olin•r T,, i t, ,, hmn the uppli at ion 
di tinctly .. t fo1 th to he under the ·xclu i, e patronage and pro
tl ·tion of the pow ·r of "ick clnc and an articl • dir ct from 
th• ma1111factc;r of th• dL \ii him elf. 

It chunc ·cl one morning "hilc OlivN'. nff'1ir w r in thi 
nu piciou an<l comfortable . tat ·, that . Ir. ( , , mfi lei chimne_r-
w q> r, ,,a wendinO' his way down th· Ili11h- trt.: t deeply 

co(J'itating in hi mi11cl his way. and mean of pa) in,r · rt.iin 
arr •ar of rC'nt, for \\ hich hi: landlord had bt>comc rath r pre -
ing. I\I r. ,amfil'ld' mo t . an1ruinc calcul.1tion of fund could 
not rai e them within full fi\'c pouncl:-. of the de. ired amount; 
1111d, in a sp cies of arithmetical cksperation he wa. alternate!: 
cudgelling his brain and hi-; donkey, v,hen, pa . in,r th e work
hou. •, hi ye' ncountered the bill on the gat •. 

' \Voo !" aid :\Ir. amficld to the donkey. 
Th· donkey was in a tate of profound ab,-traction,-woncler

ing, probably, whether he was destined to be rcgal C'<l with a cab
hag •- talk or two, when he had di~po. eel of the two . ack. of 
oot with which the little cart wa · laden; ·o, without noticin6 

ti}(' word of command, he jog-gecl onward·. 
Ir. Gamfield growled a fierce imprecation on the clonke ' 

generally, but more particularly on hi eye · ; and, running 
after him, bC'stowecl a blow on hi head which would inevit
ably hav beaten in any -kull but a donke , ; then catching 
hold of the bridle, he gave hi · jaw a harp wrench b way of 
gent! reminder that he wa - not hi own ma~ter: an I, having 
by the. e means turned him round he gave him another blow on 
the head, ju t to ·tun him till he came back again; and ha, ing 
done ·o walked up to the gate to read the bill. 

Th gentl man with the ,\ hite wai tcoat wa tanding at the 
Yate with hi· hand behind him, after having d •!iv reel him ·elf 

of ome profound ntim nt:,, in the board-room. Ila,·ing wit
ne eel the little di pute between Mr. Gamfield and the donkey, 
he mil >d joyou ly when that per ·on came up to reall the bill, 
for he aw at once that Ir. Gamficld wa ju ... t l:X'tc:tly the ort 
of ma ·tcr liver Twi t wanted. ~Ir. Gamfield miled too, a he 
peru ·ed the document for ti ve pound - wa ju t the um he had 
h · •n wi bing for· and, a· to the boy with whi ·h 1t ,,a· encum
bered, i Ir. Gamfield, knowing what the dietary of the work
hou ' wa well knew he would be a nice mall pattern ju -,t the 
ver · thino• for recri ter tove·. o h pelt the bill through 
. "ain from bcginnincr to end ; and then,. touching hi fur cap 
rn token of humility, acco te<l the gent! man in the white wai t-
oat. 

•· 'I hi h •re b y ir, wot the pari h want to 'prenti ," aid 
Ir. Uamfidd. J 

• Y ·. my man , aid the O'Cntl man in the white wai tcoat, 
\\ ith a con f. · •ndin _ mil •· wh t of him?" 

" lt the pari,-h vould like him to learn a light plea :mt trn I 
l 
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in a crood 'spectable chimbley-sweepin' bisness," said Mr. Gam
field~" I wants a 'prentis, and I'm rea~y to take him." 

"'-'Talk in," !.aid the gentleman wllh the white waistcoat. 
And Mr. Garnfield having lingered behind, to give th~ donkey 
another blow on the head, and another wrench of the Jaw, as a 
caution not to run a.way in bis absence, followed the gentleman 
with the white waistcoat into the room where Oliver had first 
seen him. 

"It's a nasty trade," said Mr. Limbkins, when Gamfield had 
again stated his wish. 

" Young boys have been smothered in chimneys before now," 
said another gentleman. 

" That\; a.cause they damped the straw afore they lit it in 
the chimbley to make 'em. come down again," said Gamfield; 
., that's all smoke, and no blaze; vereas smoke ain't o' no use at 
all in ma.kin' a boy come down; it only sinds him to sleep, and 
that's wot he likes. Boys is wery obstinit, and wery lazy, 
gen'lm'n, and there's nothink like a good hot blaze to make 'em 
come down vith a run; it's humane too, gen'lm'n, a.cause, even 
if they've stuck in the chirnbley, roastin' their feet makes 'em 
struggle to hextricate theirselves." 

The gentleman in the white waistcoat appeared very much 
amused with this explanation; but his mirth was speedily 
checked by a look from l\Ir. Limbkins. The board then pro
ceeded to converse among themselves for a few minutes; but in 
so low a tone that the words " saving of expenditure," "look 
well in the accounts," "have a printed report published," were 
alone audible; and they only chanced to be heard on account of 
their being very frequently repeated with great emphasis. 

At length the whispering ceased, and the members of the 
board having resumed their seats, and their solemnity, Mr. 
Limbkins said, 

"We have considered your proposition, and we don't ap-
prove of it." 

'' Not at all," said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. 
"Decidedly not," added the other members. 
As Mr. Gamfield did happen to labour under the slight 

imputation of having bruised three or four boys to death al
ready, it occurred to him that the board had perhaps, in some 
unaccountable freak, taken it into their heads that this extra
neous circumstance ought to influence their proceedings. It 
was very unlike their general mode of doing business, if they 
had; but still, as he had no particular wish to revive the ru
mour, he twisted his cap in his hands, and walked slowly from 
the table. 

"So you won't let me have him, gen'lm'n," said Mr. Gam
field, pausing near the door . 
. "No," rel?lied Mr. Limbkins; "at lea1ot, as it's a nasty bu

su_1ess, we thmk you ought to take something less than the pre
mium we offered." 
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Mr. Gamfield's countenance brightened, as, with a quick step 
he returned to the table, and said, 

'' What '11 you give, gen'lm'n? Come, don't be too hard 
on a poor man. What '11 you give?" 

" I should say three pound ten was plenty," said Mr. Limb
kins. 

" Ten shillings too much," said the gentleman in the white 
waistcoat. 

" Come," said Gamfield ;" " say four pound, gen'lm'n. Say 
four pound, and you 've got rid of him for good and all. 
There!" 

" Three pound ten," repeated Mr. Limbkins, firmly. 
" Come, I '11 split the difference, gen'lm'n," urged Gamfield. 

" Three pound fifteen." 
" Not a farthing more," was the firm reply of Mr. Limbkins. 
" You're desp'rate hard upon me, gen'lm'n,'' said Gamfield, 

wavering. 
" Pooh! pooh ! nonsense !" said the gentleman in the white 

waistcoat. " H e'd be cheap with nothing at all, as a premium. 
Take him, you silly fellow! He's just the boy for you. He 
wants the stick now and then; it '11 do him good; and his 
board needn't come very expensive, for he hasn't been overfed 
since he was born. Ha ! ha ! ha !" 

Mr. Gamfield gave an arch look at the faces round the table, 
and, observing a smile on all of them, gradually broke into a 
smile himself. The bargain was made, and Mr. Bumble was 
at once instructed that Oliver Twist and his indentures were 
to be conveyed before the magistrate for signature and approval, 
that very afternoon. 

In pursuance of this determination, little Oliver, to his ex
cessive astonishment, was released 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 own hands a ba in of gruel, and the holiday al
lowance of two ounces and a quarter of bread; at sight of which 
Oliver began to cry very piteously, thinking, not unnaturally, 
that the board must have determined to kill him for some 
useful purpose, or they never would have begun to fatten him 
up in this way. 

" Don't make your eyes red, Oliver, but eat your food, 
and be thankful," said l\lr. Bumble, in a tone of impressive 
pomposity. " You 're a-going to be made a 'prentice of, 
Oliver." 

" A 'prentice, sir!" said the child, trembling. 
" Yes, Oliver,'' said 1\Ir. Bumble. '' The kind and blessed 

gentlemen which is so many parents 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 expence 
to the parish is three pound ten !-three pound ten, Oliver !-
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seventy shillin's !-one hundred and forty sixpences !-and all 
for a nau<Thty orpha11 which nobody can love." 

As l\fr~Bumble paused to take brC'ath after delivering this 
address, in an awful voice, the tear rolled down the poor child's 
face, anc.l he sobbed bitterly. 

" Come," said Ir. Ilurnulc, somewhat le.· pompou . ly; for it 
was <Tratifyincr to hi~ feelings to ob. erve the effect hi eloquence 
had prodL;cecf "Come, Oliver, \\ipe your eye· ,~ith the cuff's 
of your jacket, and don't cry into your gru l; that's a very 
foofo,h action, Oliver." It certainly wa. , for there wa quite 
enough water in it already. 

On their way to the 111agi~trates Ir. Bumble instructed 
OE, er that all he woulcl have to do, would be to look very 
happy, aml $:.ty, \\ hen the gt•ntkman a. kcd him if he wanted to 
be apprentict•d, that he ~lwuld like it, cry much indeed; both 
of which injunctiom, OliH•r promi-.ccl to ohe_y, the more readily 
a-, :\Ir. Bumble tlm·,, in a gentle hint, that if he failed in either 
particular, there \\ .b no ll•lling ,~ hat would be done to him. 
\\' hen they arrived at the oflice hL· ,, a-. hut up in a little room 
by him ' t•lr', and admoni-.hed b) :\Ir. Bumble to tay there until 
he <'arne b ·1ck to frtch him. 

Ther the boy remained ,, ith a palpitating heart for half an 
hour, at the C).piration of which tim e :\Ir. Bumble thru tin his 
head, unadorned ,, ith the cocked-hat, and ~aid aloud, 

" Tow Oli\C~r, mv d tar, come to the <Tl'ntlcmen.' A Mr. 
Bumble aid this, he ·put on a grim and threatening look, and 
added in a low Yoit:L', '' .i\Iintl what I told ·ou, ·ou young 
ra cal." 

OliYer stared i11noec11tlv in ~ Ir. Bumble':-. face at thi ome
what contracl1ctor_v st_) le· of aclclre;. ; but that gentleman pre
Yented hi · offering any r mark thereupon, by leading him at 
once into an adjoining room, the door of which wa open. It 
wa · a large room with a great windtm ; and behind a de-k sat 
two old gentlemen \\ith po,,derec.l heads one of whom wa' read
ing the newspaper, while the other ,,a-, peru ing, with the aid of 
a pair of tortoi e- hell -.pectacks. a small piece of parchment 
which lay before him. :\Ir. Lim bk in-, "a.;; standing in front of 
the cle k, on one :,,ide; and :\Ir. Uandidd, ,, ith a partially wa hed 
face, on the other; while two or three bluff-looking men in top
boots were loungino· about. 

The old gentleman ,,ith the pectacles <Traclually dozed off, 
over the little bit of parchment; and the1~ wa · a· hort pause 
after Oliver bad been stationed by :\lr. Bumble in front of the 
desk. 

" This is the boy, your worship," said ?\Ir. Bumble. 
Th~ old gentleman \\ ho wa:, re~,ding the newspaper raised his 

head for a 111 0 m nt, and pulkd the other old g ntlcrnan by the 
sleeve, whereupon the last-mentioned old rrentleman woke up. 

" 01 . l . I b " · 0 
1, 1s t us t 1e oy? ~md the old gentleman. 
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" Thi is him, sir," replied fr. Bumble. " Bow to the ma
gi trate, my dear." 

Oliver rou ed him elf, and made his be t obeLance. He had 
been wondering, with his eye fixed on the magi trate.' powder, 
whether all boards were born with that white tuff on their 
head , and were boards from thenceforth, on that account. 

" \Vell," said the old gentleman, "I suppo e he's fond of 
chimney- weeping?" 

" He dotes on it, your worship,'' replied Bumble, giving 
Oliver a ly pinch, to intimate that he had better not ~ay he 
didn't. 

" And he will be a sweep, will he?" inquired the old gen
tleman. 

" If we was to bind him to any other trade to-morrow, he'd 
run away simultaneou ly, your worship," replied Bumble. 

" And this man that's to be his master,-you, sir,-you '11 
treat him well, and feed him, and do all that sort of thing,-will 
you?" said the old gentleman. 

" \Vhen I says I will, I means I will," replied Mr. Gamfield 
doggedly. 

"You 're a rough speaker, my friend, but you look an honest, 
open-hearted man," said the old gentleman, turning his spec
tacles in the direction of the candidate for Oliver's premium, 
whose villanous countenance was a regular stamped receipt for 
cruelty. But the magistrate was half blind, and half childish, 
so he couldn't reasonably be expected to discern what other 
people did. 

" I hoJJe I am, sir," said Mr. Gamfield with an ugly leer. 
" I have no doubt you are, my friend," replied the old gentle

man, 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 wa , he would 
have dipped his pen into it and signed the indentures, and Oliver 
would have been straightway hurried off. But, as it chanced to 
be immediately unJer his nose, it followed as a matter of course 
that he looked all over his desk for it, without finding it; and 
happenin()' in the course of his search to look straight before 
him, hi gaze encountered the pale and terrified face of Oliver 
Twi·t, who, despite all the admonitory looks and pinche - of 
Bumble, was regarding the very repulsive countenance of his 
future ma ter with a mingled expression of horror and fear, too 
palpable to be mistaken even by a half-blind magi trate. 

The old gentleman stopped, laid down hi pen, and looked 
from Oliver to l\Ir. Lirnbkin , who attempted to take snuff with 
a cheerful and unconcerned a pect. 

" My boy," aid the old gentleman, leaning over the desk. 
li,·er started at the ound,-he might be excused for doing so, 
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for the words were kindly said, and strange sounds frighten one. 
He trembled violently, and burst into tears. 

" My boy," said the old gentleman, " you look pale and 
alarmed. ,vhat is the matter?" 

'' Stand a little away from him, bead!e," said the ot~er magis
trate layina aside the paper, and leanrng forward with an ex
pres;ion ·of ;ome interest. "Now, boy, tell us what's the mat
ter: don't be afraid." 

Oliver fell on his knees, and, clasping his hands together, 
prayed that they would order him back to the dark room,-that 
they would starve him-beat him-kill him if they pleased
rather than send him away, with that dreadful man. 

" Well!" said Mr. Bumble, raising his hands and eyes with 
most impressive solemnity,-" Well! of all the artful and de
signing orphans that ever I see, Oliver, you are one of the most 
bare-facedest." 

" Hold your tongue, beadle," said the second old gentleman, 
when Mr. Bumble harl given vent to this compound adjective. 

" I beg your warship's pardon," said l\1r. Bumble, incredu
lous of his havin"' heard aright,-" did your worship speak to 
me?" 

" Yes-hold your tongue." 
Mr. Bumble was stupified with astonishment. A beadle 

ordered to hold his tongue! A moral revolution. 
The old gentleman in the tortoise-shell spectacles looked at his 

companion: he nodded significantly. 
" vVe refuse to sanction these indentures," said the old gentle

man, tossing aside the piece of parchment as he spoke. 
" I hope,'' sta~mered Mr. Limbkins,-" I hope the magis

trates will not form the opinion that the authorities have been 
guilty of any improper conduct, on the unsupported testimony 
of a mere child." 

" The magistrates are not called upon to pronounce any opi
nion on the matter," said the second old gentleman sharply. 
" Take the boy back to the workhouse, and treat him kindly. 
He seems to want it." 

That same evening the gentleman in the white waistcoat most 
positively and decidedly affirmed, not only that Oliver woulri be 
hung, but that he would be drawn and quartered into the bar
g3:in. 1\l_r. Bumble _shook liis head with gloomy mystery, and 
said he wished he might come to o-ood; to which Mr. Gamfield 
replied, that he wished he mio·ht iome to him which, although 
he agreed with the beadle in ~10st matters ,;ould seem to be a 
wish of a totally opposite description. ' 

The next morning the public were once more informed that 
Ol~ver Twist was again to let, and that five pounds would be 
paid to anybody who would take possession of him. 
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CHAPTER THE FOURTH, 

OLIVER, BEING OFFERED ANOTHER PLACE, MAKES HIS FIR T ENTRY INTO 
PUBLIC LIFE. 

IN great families, when an advantageous place cannot be ob
tained, either in possession, reversion, remainder, or expectancy, 
for the young man who is growing up, it is a very general cus
tom to send him to sea. The board, in imitation of so wise and 
salutary an example, took couusel together on the expediency of 
shipping off Oliver Twist in some small trading vessel bound to 
a good unhealthy port, which suggested itself as the very best 
thing that could possibly be done with him; the probability 
being, that the skipper would either flog him to death, in a playful 
mood, some day after dinner, or knock his brains out with an 
iron bar,-both pastimes being, as is pretty generally known, 
very favourite and common recreations among gentlemen of that 
class. The more the case presented itself to the board in this 
point of view, the more manifold the advantages of the step ap
peared; so they came to the conclusion that the only way of pro
viding for Oliver effectually, was to send him to ea without rlclay. 

Mr. Bumble had been despatched to make various preliminary 
inquiries, with the view of finding out some captain or other who 
wanted a cabin-boy without any friends; and wa'S returning to 
the workhou e to communicate the re ult of his mi sion, when he 
encountered just at the gate no less a person than Mr. Sower
berry, the parochial undertaker. 

Mr. Sowerberry was a tall, gaunt, large-jointed man, attired 
in a suit of threadbare black, with darned cotton stockings of 
the same colour, and shoes to answer. His features were not 
naturally intended to wear a smiling aspect, but he was in ge
neral rather given to profe sional jocosity; his step was elastic, 
and his face betokened inward pleasantry, as he advanced to 
Mr. Bumble and hook him cordially by the hand. 

" I have taken the measure of the two women that died last 
night, Mr. Bumble," said the undertaker. 

,. You '11 make your fortune, l\lr. Sowerberry," said the 
beadle, as he thrust bis thumb and forefinger into the proffered 
snuff-box of the undertaker, which was an ingenious little model 
of a patent coffin. "I say you '11 make your fortune, Mr. ower
berry," repeated Mr. Bumble, tapping the unJertaker on the 
shoulder in a friendly manner with hi cane. 

" Think so?" said the undertaker in a t.one which half ad
mitted and half di puted the probability of the event. "The 
prices allowed by the board are very small, Mr. Bumble." 

"So are the coffin ," replied the beadle, with precisely as near 
an approach to a laugh as a great official ou~ht to indulge in. 

1\lr. Sowerberry was much tickled at tlus, as of course he 
ought to he, and laughed a long time without cessation .. "Well, 
well, Mr. Bumble," he said at length," there's nu denymg that, 



OLIVER TWJST. 

since the new system of feeding has come in, the coffins are 
something narrower and more shallow than they u ed to be; but 
we must have some profit, Mr. Bumble. \Yell-seasoned timber 
is an expensive article, sir; and all the iron handles come by 
canal from Birmingham " 

"VV ell, well," said fr. Bumble, '' every trade has its draw. 
backs, and a fair profit is of cour. e allowable." 

"Of course, of course," replied the undertaker; "and if I 
don't g·et a profit upon thi~ or th at particular article, why, I 
make it up in the long run, you ee-he ! he! he!" 

"Just so," said :Mr. Bumble. 
" ThouO'h I mu, t say,"-con tinu ed the und ertaker, resuming 

the current of ob, crvation. which the beadle had interrupted,
" though I mu t ay, Ir. Bulllble, that I have to contend 
aO'ainst one very great di !-,advantage, which i , that all the stout 
p~ople go off the q uicke!->t-1 mean that the people who have 
been better off, and have paid rates for many year , are the firt 
to sink when they come into the house; and let me tell you, Mr. 
Bumble, that three or four inches on~r one' calculation makes a 
great hole in one's profit·, e:opccially when one has a family to 
provide for, ir." 

As l\Ir. Sowerbcrry aid this with the becornincr indignation of 
an ill-used man, and a l\Ir. 13urnble fdt that it rather tended to 
convey a reflection on the honour of the parish, the latter gen
tleman thought it aclvi!->able to ·hange the ubject; and Oliver 
Twist being u ppermo t in hi.., mind, he made him his theme. 

"By the bye," said Ir. Bumble, • you don't know anybody 
who wants a boy, do you-a porochial 'pr ntis, who is at present 
a dead-weight-a mill-stone, a" I may .ay-roun<l the parochial 
throat? Liberal term , Ir. -.o ,,·erberry-ltberal terms;"-and, 
as Mr. Bumble spoke, he rai eel hi~ ca;1e to the bill above him, 
and gave three distinct rap.:; upon the \\'Orel '' five pounds," 
which were printed therein in Roman capital- of gigantic size. 

"Gadso !" said the und ertaker, taking Mr. Bumble by the 
gilt-edged lappel of his official coat; " that's ju ·t the very thing 
1 wanted to peak to you about. You J...now-dear me, what a 
very elegant button this is, l\fr. Bumble; I never noticed it be
fore." 

" Yes, I think it is rather pretty," aid the b~adle, gla~cing 
proudly downwards at the larO'e bra - buttons which embellished 
his coat. " The <lie is the sa1~e a the parochial seal,-the Good 
Samaritan healing the ick and bruised man. The board pre
~ented it to me on New-year's morning, Mr. Sowerberry. I put 
Jt on, I remember, for the first time, to attend the inquest on 
that reduced tradesman who died in a doorway at midnight." 
, •~ I r7collect," said the undertaker. "Tl{e jury brought in 

Die~ from exposure to the cold, and want of the common ne
cessanes of life,'-diJn't they ?" 

Mr. Bumble nodded. 
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"And they made it a special verdict, I think," said the under
taker, "by adding some words to the effect, that if the relieving 
officer had--" 

" Tush-foolery!" interposed the beadle angrily. "If the 
board attended to all the nonsense that ignorant jurymen talk, 
they'd have enough to do." 

•• Very true," said the undertaker; "they would indeed." 
"Juries," said Mr. Bumble, grasping his cane tightly, as was 

his wont when working into a passion,-" juries is ineddicated, 
vulgar, grovelling wretches." 

,. So they are," said the undertaker. 
"They haven't no more philosophy or political economy 

about 'em than that," said the beadle, snapping his fingers con
temptuously. 

"No more they have," acquiesced the undertaker. 
" I despise 'em," said the beadle, growing very red in the face. 
"So do I," rejoined the undertaker. 
"And I only wish we'd a jury of the independent sort in the 

house for a week or two," said the beadle; " the rules and 
regulations of the board would soon bring their spirit down 
for them." 

" Let 'em alone for that," replied the undertaker. So say
ing, he smiled approvingly to calm the rising wrath of the in
dignant parish officer. 

Mr. Bumble lifted off his cocked-hat, took a handkerchief 
from the inside of the crown, wiped from his forehead the per
spiration which his rage had engendered, fixed the cocked-hat 
on again ; and, turning to the undertaker, said in a calmer 
voice, 

" Well ; what about the boy ?" 
" Oh!" replied the undertaker, "why, you know, Mr. Bum

ble, I pay a good deal towards the poor's rates." 
"Hem!" said Mr. Bumble. "Well?" 
" Well," replied the undertaker, " I was thinking that if I 

pay so much towards 'em, I've a right to get as much out of 
'em as I can, Mr. Bumble; and so-and so-I think I '11 take 
the boy myself." 

Mr. Bumble grasped the undertaker by the arm, and led him 
into the building. Mr. Sowerberry was closeted with the 
board for five minutes, and then it was arranged that Oliver 
should go to him that evening"' upon liking,"-a phrase which 
means, in the case of a parish apprentice, that if the master find, 
upon a short trial, that he can get enough work out of a boy 
without putting too much food in him, he shall have him for a 
term of years, to do what he likes with. 

When little Oliver was taken before "the gentlemen" that 
evening, and informed that he was to go that night as general 
house-lad to a coffin-maker's, and that if he complained of his 
situation, or ever came back to the parish again, he would be 
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sent to sea, there to be drowned, or knocked on the head, a, the 
case might be, he evinced :o l:ttle emotion, that they b_y com
mon consent pronounced l11111 a hardened young ra cal and 
ordered l\1r. Bumble to remove him forthwith. ' 

ow, although it was very natural that the board, of all 
people in the world, should feel in a great :-,late of virtuou asto. 
nishrnent and horror at the :-.mallt' t token:;_of w~nt of (eeling on 
the part of an_vbodv, tht'y were rather out 111 th1. particular in. 
stance. The ~imple fact wa:--, that Oliver, in. lead of po es ino 
too little feeling, po ,-,e s cl rather too much, and was in a fai~ 
way of being reduced to a tate of brutal tupidity and sullen
ness for life by the ill usage he had received. He heard the 
new of hi de:-;tination in perfect :-,ilence, and, having had his 
luggage put into hi-; h:rncl.-11 hich wa ' not Yery difficult to 
carry, ina-,much a. it wa. all compri ed within the limits of a 
brown paper parcel, about half a foot . q11are by three inches 
deep,- he pulled hi-, cap over hi-, eye , and once more attaching 
himself to Mr. Bumble' coat cuff, wa led a11ay by that digni
tary to a new :--cene of . uffering. 

For some time ~Ir. Bumble drew Ii,· r along, without no
tice or remark, for the beadle carri cl his head very erect, as a 
beadle always hcrnld; and, it being a windy day, little Oliver 
was completely en:-,hrouded by the kirh of :\Ir. Bumble'- coat 
a they blew open, and di,clo::-ed to great ac\Yantage hi flapped 
waistcoat and drab plu»h knec-brleche . they drew near to 
their de tination, ho11u·er :\Ir. Bumble thought it expedient to 
look down and ee that the b l>,Y II a" in good order for in pection 
by his new ma ter, which he accordincrly did with a fit and be
coming air of graciou pntronagc. 

"' Oliver!" aid :\Ir. Bumble. 
" Ye-, ir," replied OliYer, in a low, tre11111lou Yoice. 
" Pull that cap off of your eye~, and hold up your head, sir." 
Although Oliver did as he wa desired at once, and pa,sed 

the back of hi unoccupil.?d hand bri--kly aero: hi eyes, he left 
a tear in them when he lo keel up at ·11is conductor. A Mr. 
Bumble gazed ternly upon him, it rolled down hi. cheek. It 
wa followed by another, and another. The child made a stron_g 
effort, but it was an un ucces ful one; and, withdrawing his 
other hand from 1\Ir. Burnble's, he covered hi face with both, 
and wept till the tear' prung out from between his thin and 
bony fingers. 

"_,v_ell !" exclaimed l\Ir. Bumble, stopping hort, and darting 
at his little charge a look of in ten e malignity,-" well, o_f alt 
the ungratefullest, and worst-di posed boy as ever I ee, Oliver, 
you are the --" 

" No, no, ir," sobbed Olil'er clino-i1w to the hand which 
!1eld the_ well-known cane; ' no, ;10, si~; I will be good ind:e~; 
rndeed, rndeed, I will, .ir ! I am a very little boy, sir; and it 15 

so-so-" 
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"So what?" inquired Mr. Bumble in amazement. 
"So lonely, sir-so very lonely," cried the child. " Every

body hates me. Oh! sir, don't be cross to me. I feel as if I 
had been cut here, sir, and it was all bleeding away;" and the 
child beat his hand upon his heart, and looked into his compa
nion's face with tears of real agony. 

Mr. Bumble regarded Oliver's piteous and helpless look with 
some astonishment for a few seconds, hemmed three or four 
times in a husky manner, and, after muttering something about 
" that troublesome cough," bid Oliver dry his eyes and be a 
good boy; and, once more taking hi.,; hand, walked on with him 
in silence. 

The undertaker had just put up the shutters of his shop, and 
was making some entries in his day-book by the light of a most 
appropriately dismal candle, when Mr. Bumble entered. 

"Aha!" said the undertaker, looking up from the book, and 
pausing in the middle of a word; "is that you, Bumble?" 

" No one else, Mr. Sowerberry," replied the beadle. " Here, 
I've brought the boy." Oliver rnaJe a bow. 

" Oh! that's the boy, is it?" said the undertaker, raising the 
candle above his head to get a full glimpse of Oliver. "Mrs. 
Sowerberry ! will you come here a moment, my dear?" 

Mrs. Sowerberry emerged from a little room behind the shop, 
and presented the form of a short, thin, squeezed-up woman, 
with a vixenish countenance. 

"1\1y dear," said Mr. Sowerberry, deferentially, "this is the 
boy from the workhouse that I told you of." Oliver bowed 
again. 

" Dear me!" said the undertaker's wife, " he's very small." 
"vVhy, he is rather small," replied Mr. Bumble, looking at 

Oliver as if it were his fault that he wasn't bigger; " he is 
small,-there's no denying it. But he '11 grow, .Mrs. Sower
berry,-he'll grow." 

"Ah! I dare say he will," replied the lady pettishly, "on 
our victuals and our drink. I see no saving in parish children, 
not I; for they always cost more to keep than they're worth: 
however, men always think they know best. There, get down 
stairs, little bag o'bones." With this, the undertaker's wife 
opened a side door, and pushed Oliver down a steep flight of 
stairs into a stone cell, damp and dark, forming the ante-room to 
the coal-cellar, and denominated " the kitchen," wherein sat a 
slatternly girl in shoes down at heel, and blue worsted stockings 
very much out of repair. 

" Here, Charlotte," said Mrs. Sowerberry, who had followed 
Olver down, "give this boy some of the cold bits that were put 
by for Trip: he hasn't come home since the morning, so he 
may go without 'em. I dare say he isn't too dainty to eat 'em, 
-are you, boy ?" 

Oliver, whose eyes had glistened at tbe mention of meat, and 
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who was trembling with eagerness to de~our it, replied in thenega. 
tive; and a plateful of coarse broken victuals was set Lefore him. 

I wish some well-fed philosopher, whose meat and drink 
turn to uall within him, whose blood is ice, and whose heart 
is iron ~ould have seen Oliver Twist clutching at the dainty 
viands' that the dog had neglected, and witnessed the horrible 
avidity with which !1e tore the hit~ asunder with_ all the ferocity 
of famine :-there 1s only one thmg I should like better; and 
that would be to see him make the same sort of meal himself 
with the same relish. ' 

" Well," said the undertaker's wife, when Oliver had finished 
his supper, which she had regarded in silent horror, and with 
fearful auguries of his future appetite, "have you done?" 

There being nothing eatable within his reach, Oliver replied 
in the affirmative. 

" Then come with me," said Mrs. Sowerberry, taking up a 
dim and dirty lamp, and leading the way up stairs; "your 
bed's under the counter. You won't mind sleeping among the 
coffins, I suppose ?-but it doesn't much matter whether you 
will or not, for you won't sleep any where else. Come; don't 
keep me here all night." 

Oliver lingered no lon;-er, but meekly followed his new 
mistress. 

A REMNANT OF THE TIME OF IZAAK WALTON. 

VENATOR, AMATOR, EBRIOLUS, 

Venator. 
Gooo morrow, good morrow! say whither ye go,
To the chase aboYe, or the woods below? 
Brake and hollow their quarry hold, 
Streams are bright with backs of gold: 
'Twere shame to lose so fair a day,-
So, whither ye wend, my masters, say. 

Amator. 
The dappled herd in peace may graze, 
The fish fling back the sun's bright rays; 
I bend no bow, I cast no line, 
The chase of Love alone is mine. 

Ebriolus. 
Your venison and pike 
Ye may get as ye like, 

They grace a board right well; 
But the sport for my share 
ls the chase of old Care, 

When the wine-cup tolls his knell. 

Venator. 
Give ye good-den, my masters twain 
l 'll flout ye, when we meet again : ' 
Sad lover, lay thee down and pine; 
Go thou, and blink o'er thy noon-day wine· 
I' II to the woods. " ' ell may ye fare ' 
\V ith two such deer as Love and Care. 
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