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OLIVER TWIST; 
OR, THE PARISI[ BOY'S PROGRESS. 

BY noz. 
I LL U ST It ATE D O Y O E O R O E C R U I K S II A N K. 

CHAPTER THE FOURTEENTH. 

COMPRISING FURTHER P4.RTJ OULARS OF OLIVE1t's STAY AT nrn. BRO\tNLOw's, 
WITH THE RE:\fARK.\llLE PREDICTION WIIICR 01\E MR. GRIMWIG 

UTTERED CONCERNING nn1, WIJE'\ llE wn,T OUT ON AN ERRAND . 

OLIVER soon recovered from the fainting-fi t into which l\Ir. 
Brownlow's abrupt exclamation hn.d thrown him; and the sub
ject of the picture wa carefully avoided, both by the old gentle
man and Mrs. Bedwin, in the conversation that ensued, which 
indeed bore no reference to Oliver's hi tory or prospects, but 
was confined to such topics as might amuse without exciting 
him. He was till too weak to get up to breakfast; but, when 
he came down into the housekeeper's room next clay, his first 
act was to ca tan cager glance at the wall, in the hope of again 
looking on the face of the beautiful lady. His expectations 
were di appointed, however, for the picture had been removed. 

"Ah!" said the housekeeper, watching the direction of Oli
ver's eyes. "It i gone, you sec.'' 

"I see it is, ma'am," replied Oliver, with a sigh. "\Vhy 
have they taken it away?" 

"It has been taken down, child, because ~Ir. Brownlow said, 
that, as it seemed to worry yo11, perhaps it might prevent your 
getting well, you know," rejoined the old lady. 

"Oh, no, indeed it didn't worry me, ma'am," said Oliver. "I 
liked to ee it; I quite loved it." 

",ven, well!" said the old lady, good-humouredly; "you 
get well as fast as ever you can, dear, and it shall be hung up 
again. There, I promise you that ; now let us talk about some
thing else." 

This was all the information Oliver could obtain about the 
picture at that time, and as the old lady had been so kind to 
him in his illnes , he endeavoured to think no more of the sub
ject just then; so listened attentively to a great many stories she 
told him about an amiable and handsome daughter of hers, who 
was married to an amiable and handsome man, and lived in the 
country; and a son, who was clerk to a merchant in the West 
Indies, and who was also such a good young man, and wrote 
such dutiful letters home four times a year, that it brought the 
tears ~nto her eyes to talk about them. "\,Vhen the olJ lady had 
exp~tiated a long time on the excellences of her children, and the 
merits of her kind good husband besides, who had been dead 
and gone, poor dear soul! just six-and-twenty years, it was time 
to ?ave tea; and after tea she began to teach Oliver cribbage, 
which he learnt as quickly as she could teach, and at which 
game they played, with great interest and gravity, until it was 
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time for the invalid to have some warm wine and water, with a 
slice of dry toast, and to go cosily to bed. 

They were happy days those of Oliver's recovery. Every. 
thing was so quiet, and nea_t, and orderly, ev~rybody so kind 
and gentle, that after the n01se and turbulence rn the midst of 
which he had always lived, it seemed like heaven itself. He 
was no sooner strong enough to put his clothes on properly 
than Mr. Brownlow caused a complete new suit, and a new cap' 
and a new pair of shoes, to be provided for him. As Olivei 
was told that he might do what he Eked with the old. clothes, 
he gave them to a servant who had been very kind to him, and 
asked her to sell them to a J cw, and keep the money for herself. 
This she very readily did; and, as Oliver looked out of the par
lour window, and saw the Jew roll them up in his ba(J' and 
walk away, he felt quite delighted to think that they° were 
safely gone, and that there was now no possible danger of his 
ever being able to wear them again. They were sad rags, to 
tell the truth ; and Oliver had never had a new suit before . 

. One evening, about a week after the affair of the picture, as 
Oliver was sitting talking to Mrs. Bedwin, there came a mes
sage down from Mr. Brownlow, that if Oliver Twist felt pretty 
well, he should like to see him in his study, and talk to him a 
little while. 

"Bless us, and save us! wash your hands, and let me part 
your hair nicely for you, child," said Mrs. Bedwin. "Dear 
heart alive! if we had known he would have asked for you, we 
would have put you a clean collar on, and made you as smart as 
sixpence." 

Oliver did as the old lady bade him, and, although she la
mented grievously meanwhile that there was not even time to 
crimp the little frill that bordered his shirt-collar, he looked so 
delicate and handsome, despite that important personal advan
tage, that she went so far as to say, looking at him with great 
complacency from head to foot, that she really didn't think it 
would have been possible on the lonaest notice to have made 
much difference in him for the better. 

0 

Thus encouraged, Oliver tapped at the study door, and_, on 
Mr. Brownlow calling to him to come in, found himself 1~ a 
little back room, quite full of books, with a window lookrng 
into some pleasant little gardens. There was a table draw~ up 
before the window, at which Mr. Brownlow was seated readrng. 
When he saw Oliver, he pushed the book away from him, ~nd 
told him to come near the table and sit down. Oliver complied, 
marvelling where the people could be found to read such a 
great number of books as seemed to be written to make the 
world wiser,-which is still a marvel to more experienced people 
than Oliver Twist every day of their lives. . 

"There a1·e a gooJ many books, are there not, my boy?" said 
Mr. Brownlow, obscrvino- the curiosity with which Oliver sur
vl'yed the ::,bel vcs that rc~ched from the floor to the ceiling 



ln'tt, 
1Ilifl 

OLIVER TWIST. 217 

"A great number, sir," replied Oliver; "I never saw so many." 
"You shall read them if you behave well," said the old gen

tleman kindly; "and you will like that, better than looking at 
the outsides,-that is, in some cases, because there are books 
of which the backs and covers are by far the best parts." 

"I suppose they are those heavy ones, sir," said Oliver, point
ing to some large quartos with a good deal of gilding about the 
binding. 

'' Not those," said the old gentleman, patting Oliver on the 
head, and smiling as he did so; "but other equally heavy ones, 
though of a much smaller size. How should you like to grow 
up a clever man, and write books, eh ?". ,, . . 

"I think I would rather read them, s1r, replied Ohver. 
"What! wouldn't you like to be a book-writer?" said the 

old gentleman. 
Oliver considered a little while, and at last said he should 

think it would be a much better thing to be a bookseller; upon 
which the old gentleman laughed heartily, and declared he had 
said a very good thing, which Oliver felt glad to have done, 
though he by no means knew what it was. 

"Well, well," said the old gentleman, composing his features, 
"don't be afraid; we won't make an author of you, while there's 
an honest trade to be learnt, or brick-making to turn to." 

"Thank you, sir," said Oliver; and at the earnest manner 
of his reply the old gentleman laughed again, and said some
thing about a curious instinct, which Oliver, not understanding, 
paid no very great attention to. 

"Now," said Mr. Brownlow, speaking if possible in a kinder, 
but at the same time in a much more serious manner than 
Oliver had ever heard him speak in yet, "I want you to pay 
great attention, my boy, to what I am going to say. I shall 
talk to you without any reserve, because I am sure you are as 
well able to understand me as many older persons would be." 

" Oh, don't tell me you are going to send me away, sir, 
pray!'' exclaimed Oliver, alarmed by the serious tone of the old 
gentleman's commencement; "don't turn me out of doors to 
wander in the streets again. Let me stay here and be a servant. 
Don't send me back to the wretched place I came from. Hav~ 
mercy upon a poor bov, sir; do!" 

"My dear child,"" said the old gentleman, moved by the 
warmth of Oliver's sudden appeal, "you need not be afraid of 
my desertmg you, unless you give me cause." 

"I never, never will, s1r," interposed Oliver. 
"I hope_ not,'' rejoined the old gentleman ; " I do not think 

you ever will. I have been deceived before, in the objects whom 
I have endeavoured to benefit; but I feel strongly disposed to 
trust you~ nevertheless, and more strongly interested in your 
behalf than I can well account for, even to myself. The persons 
on whom I have bestowed my dearest love lie deep in their 
grav~s; but, although the happiness and delight of my life lie 
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buried there too, I have not made a coffin of my heart, and 
sealed it up for ever on my best affections. Deep affliction has 
only made them stronger; it ought, I think, for it should refine 
our nature." 

As the old gentleman said this in a low voice, more to him
self than to his companion, and remained silent for a short time 
afterwards, Oliver sat quite still, almost afraid to breathe. 

"Well, well," said the old gentleman at length in a more 
cheerful voice, " I only say this, because you have a vouncr 
heart; and knowing that I have suffered great pain and soi 
row, you will be more careful, perhaps, not to wound me again. 
You say you are an orphan, without a friend in the world; and 
all the inquiries I have been able to make confirm the statement. 
Let me hear your story; where you came from, who brought 
you up, and how you got into the company in which I found 
you. Speak the truth ; an<l if I find you have committed no 
crime, you will never be friendless while I live." 

Oliver's sobs quite checked his utterance for some minutes; 
and just when he was on the point of beginning to relate how 
he had been brought up at the farm, and carried to the work
house by Mr. Bumble, a peculiarly impatient little double
knock was heard at the street-door, an<l the servant, running 
up stairs, announced l\'Ir. Grimwig. 

"Is he coming up?" inquired l\Ir. Brownlow. 
"Yes, sir," replied the servant. "He asked if there were 

any muffins in the house, and, when I told him yes, he said he 
had come to tea." 

Mr. Brownlow smiled, and, turning to Oliver, said Mr. Grim
wig was an old friend of his, and he must not mind his being a 
little rough in his manners, for he was a worthy creature at 
bottom, as he had reason to know. 

" Shall I go down stairs, sir t' inquired Oliver. 
" No," replied Mr. Brownlow; " I would rather you stopped 

here." 
At this moment there walked into the room, supporting him

self by a thick stick, a stout old gen tleman, rather lame in one 
leg, who was dressed in a blue coat, striped waistcoat, n~nkeen 
breeches and gaiters, and a broad-brimmed white hat, with t!1e 
sides turned up with green. A very small-plaited shirt-f~ill 
stuck out from his waistcoat, and a very lono- steel watch-chai~, 
with nothing but a key at the end, dangh~d loosely below it. 
The ends of his white neckerchief were twisted into a ball about 
the size of an orange ;-the variety of shapes into which his 
countenance was twisted defy description. He had a manne~ 
of screwing his head round on one side when he spoke, ~nl 
!ook~n&' out of ~he corners of his eyes at the same ti_me, ,~]1JC; 
Irresistibly remmded the beholder of a parrot. In tins attitud 
~e fixed himself the moment he made his appearance; and, l_10Idd 
~ng out a ~mall piece of orange-peel at arm's length, exclaime 
rn a growhug, discontented voice, lu 
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"Look here! do you see this? Isn't it a most wonderful 
and extraordinary thing that I can't call at a man's house but I 
find a piece of this cursed poor-surgeon's-friend on the staircase? 
J 've been lamed with orange-peel once, and I know orange-peel 
will be my death at last. It will, sir; orange-peel will be my 
death or I '11 be content to eat my own head, sir!'' This was 
the b~ndsome offer with which Mr. Grirnwig backed and con
firmed nearly every assertion he made; and it was the more 
sinO'ular in his ea e, becau e, even admitting, for the sake of 
argument, the po sibility of scientific improvements being ever 
brought to that pass which will enable a gentleman to eat his 
own head in the event of hi being so disposed, 1\Ir. Grimwig's 
head was such a particular! y large one, that the most sanguine 
man alive could hardly entertain a hope of being able to get 
through it at a sitting, to put entirely out of the question a 
very thick coating of powder. 

"I '11 eat my head, sir," repeated l\1r. Grim wig, striking his 
stick upon the around. " Hallo ! what 's that ?" he added, 
looking at Oliver, and retreating a pace or two. 

"This is youn(J' Oliver Twist, whom we were speaking 
about," said Ir. Brownlow. 

Oliver bowed. 
"You don't mean to say that' the boy that had the fever, I 

hope?" said l\Ir. Grimwig, recoiling a little further. "vVait a 
minute, don't speak: stop-" continued Mr. Grimwig abruptly, 
losing all dread of the fever in hi triumph at the di,covery ; 
"that's the boy that had the orange! If that's not the boy, 
sir, that had the orange, and threw this bit of peel upon the 
stairca e, I '11 eat my head and his too." 

"No, no, he has not had one," said :Mr. Brownlow, laughing. 
"Come, put down your hat, and speak to my young friend." 

"I feel strongly on this ubject, ir," said the irritable old gen
tleman, drawing off his gloves. "There's always more or less 
orange-peel on the pavement in oul' street, ancl I know it's put 
there by the surgeon's boy at the corner. A young woman 
~tumbled over a bit last night, and fell against rny gardcn-rail
rngs; directly she got up I saw her look towards his infernal 
red lamp with the pantomime-light. 'Don't go to him,' I call
ed ?ut of the window, 'he's an assassin,-a man-trap!' So 
he ls. If he is not--" Here the irascible old gentleman 
gave a great knock on the ground with his stick, which was al
ways understood by his friends to imply the customary offer 
w~1enever it was not expre sed in words. Then, still keeping his 
sti~k in his hand, he sat down, and, opening a double eye-glass 
winch he wore attached to a broad black riband, took a view of 
Oliver, who, seeing that he was the object of inspection, colour
ed, and bowed again. 

''That's the boy, is it?" said Mr. Grimwig, at length. 
"That is the boy," replied Mr. Brownlow, nodding good

humouredly to Oliver. 
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"How are you, boy?" said Mr. Grimwig . 
. " A great deal better, thank you, sir," replied Oliver. 
Mr. Brownlow, seeming to apprehend that his singular friend 

was about to say something disagreeable, asked Oliver to step 
down stairs, and tell Mrs. Bedwin they were ready for tea 
which, as he did not half like the visitor's manner, he was verl 
happy to do. 

"He is a nice-looking boy, is he not?" inquired Mr. Brown. 
low. 

"I don't know," replied Grimwig, pettishly. 
'' Don't know?" 
"No, I don't know. I never see any difference in boys. I 

only know two sorts of boys,-mealy boys, and beef-faced boys." 
"And which is Oliver?" 
"Mealy. I know a friend who's got a beef-faced boy; a 

fine boy they call him, with a round head, and red cheeks, and 
glaring eyes; a horrid boy, with a body and limbs that appear 
to be swelling out of the seams of his blue clothes-with the 
voice of a pilot, and the appetite of a wolf. I know him, the 
wretch!" 

"Come," said Mr. Brownlow, "these are not the characteris
tics of young Oliver Twist; so he needn't excite your wrath." 

"They are not," replied Grimwig. " He may have worse." 
Here Mr. Brownlow coughe<l impatiently, which appeared to 

afford Mr. Grimwig the most exquisite delight. 
"He may have worse, I say," repeated Mr. Grimwig. 

" Where does he come from ? Who is he? W hat is he ? He 
has had a fever-what of that ? Fevers are not peculiar to 
good people, are they? Bad people have fevers sometimes, 
haven't they, eh? I knew a man that was hung in J amaica for 
murdering ·his master; he had had a fever six times; he wasn't 
recommended to mercy on that account. Pooh! nonsense!" 

Now, the fact was, that, in the inmost recesses of his own 
heart, Mr. Grimwig was strongly disposed to admit that Oliver's 
appearance and manner were unusually prepossessing, but he 
h_ad a strong a~petite for contradiction, sharpened on this ?c.ca· 
s10n by the fi ndmg of the orange-peel; and inwardly determrnmg 
that no man should dictate to him whether a boy was well-look
ing or not, he had resolved from the £rst to oppose his frie~1d. 
W hen Mr. Brownlow admitted that on no one point of inqmry 
could he yet return any satisfactory answer, and that he ha~ 
postponed any investigation into Oliver's previous history un~il 
he thought the boy was stron(I' enouo-h to bear it, Mr. Grimwig 
chuckled maliciously, and de~anded~ with a sneer, whether the 
housek~eper w_as i,n the habit of counting the plate at night; be
ca~1 se, if sh~ d1dn t find a table-spoon or two missing some sun
shm y m~rnmg, why, he would be content to --, et cetera .. 

All tlns Mr. Brownlow althouo-h himself somewhat of an 1111• 
' b . l petuous gentleman, knowin O' his friend's peculiarities, bore wit 1 

great good humour; and asbMr. Grim wig, at tea, was gracious-

ntl 

l)JI 

II 

I" 

I.a 



OLIVER TWIST. 

ly plea cd to :press his l'ntin'. nppnwal of the muffins, matter: 
went on wry smoothly, ·u1tl Ohn•r, who made om' of the party, 
began to frcl lllOrL' at hi.· ca--l' than he had _vet done in the fierce 
old <rcntkman\ pr ':,,l llCC. 

, ~\.nd wh1.:n an ) ou goin~ to lll'ar n full, trnc, and particular 
account of the life and adH•nt un's of Oli, er Twi!->t ?" a-,kc1l 
Grimwi<r of )Ir. Brownlow at the rn11cl11. ion of th· llll'al: look
in<r ~idL~nn at )]i\'er as Ill' r '~umul th' suhjl't't. r:. To-nu;rrow morninrr ·• n pliul i'\lr. Brownlow. "I woul1l 
rather he wa. alone with llll' at tlw time. olll<.! up to me to-
morrow morning at tl n o'dol'k, mv dcar." 

"Ye., .ir ·• ;-cpliul Oliwr. II:, au. WNl'll with ·omc hc~ita
tion, b ~HI:-' lw wa l'onfu~ cl h • l\lr. (1ri111wig's looking so hard 
at him. 

' I 11 t 11 y 11 whnt," whi p r •d that •"t'ntlcm·tn to i\lr. 
Brownlow; • he won't r 1m up to you to-morTow morning. I 
~aw him hL. iL'lt . Ile i d i, in~ · 11, my d ar fri nd." 

•I'll WL•nr h i 11ot.' I"'pli ·d lr. Hrow11lcrn, warmly. 
If he i not," id Ir. ( ,rinrn ig '' I 'II --" and clown 

went th tit'k. 
' I ·n an w r for that hoy' truth ,,it 1 my life:· aid )Ir. 

Brownlow, kn king th' t, 1 ·. 
"And I for hi fnl hool, ith my head ,. r jui111:d ,Ir. (:rim

wi~ kno king the table al . 
'\re .hall , nicl lr. Bro,,111 ,.,. d1l ·ki111r hi. ri i11g pa -

ion. 
\\e will' r pli d [r. (,1imwig . with a provoking mil•; 

' we ,,ill: 
A fate would ha\' it, ~Ir:-.. n d vin chane r1 to hri110' in at 

thi · momc11t a mnll pnrl' •l of h , ,k which l\l r. Hrownl~w had 
that morning pur ha c1 c ft h • ide 1tical ho, k ta ll-k l'J> r w)l() 
ha alr a<ly fi,.,ur •cl in thi . hi tc ry ; which hrn·ing laicl 011 the 
table, he prq,:mcl to 1 . ,. th r ,111. 

'· top th hov, i\l r . H ·<hdn ., ~lid i\Ir. Brownlow; 'there is 
bOmcthing to go.back.'' 

' He ha gon , ir," n·pli d :;\Jr . Be<hdn. 
" all after hi111,'' ·ticl • Ir. Brown Im ; it' particular. lk 's 

a poor man and till v ar not paid for. Till re arc ·onw hooh; 
to be tak n back, too:" 

. The trcet-cloor wa ~ opcnul. Oli\'l'r ran 011 • way, and the 
girl another, an<l Ir. H •cl,,in toml 011 the step and stTl':lllll'<l 
for t~c boy; but th r • was rn, hoy in sight, and both Oli\'l'r all<l 
the g-i~·l n:turnecl in a. breath le. s :,late to report that there were 
no tidings of him. 

"Dear me, I am \'l'ry :orry for that,"L', ·claimed l\Ir. Brownlow; 
"I particularly wi. bed thosl' hooks to he returned to-night." 

'.' end Oliver with thcm,"said l\Ir. (;rim vig-, "ith an ironical 
srmle; "he will he sure to ddi\'cr thl'm safely, you know." 

"Y cs; <lo l<.'t me ta.kl' ll1c111 if you 1>leasL' sir " said Oliver · " I '11 ' ' ' ' run all the wuy, ir" 
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The old gentleman was just going to say ~l~at Oliver should 
not go out on any account, when a most mabc10us cou(J'h from 
Mr. Grim wig determine<1 him that he should, and by hi: prompt 
discharge of the commission prove to him the injustice of his 
suspicions, on this head at least, at once. 

"You shall go, my dear," said the old gentleman. "The 
books are on a chair by my table. Fetch thew down." 

Oliver, delighted to be of use, brought down the books under 
his arm in a great bustle, and waited, cap in hand, to hear 
what message he was to take. 

" You are to say," said Mr. Brownlow, glancing steadily at 
Grimwig,-" you are to say that you have brough t those books 
back, and that you have come to pay the four pound ten I owe 
him. This is a five-pound note, so you will have to bring me 
back ten shillings change." 

"I won't be ten minutes, sir," replied Oliver, eagerly; and, 
J1aving buttoned up the bank-note in his jacket pocket, and 
placed the books carefully under his arm, he made a respectful 
bow, and left the room. l\lrs. Bed win followed him to the street
door, giving him many directions about the nearest way, and 
the name of the booksellel', and the name of the street, all of 
which Oliver said he clearly understood; and , having super
added many injunctions to be sure and not take cold, the care
ful old lady at length permitted him to depart. 

"Bless his sweet face!" said the old lady, looking after him. 
"I can't bear, somehow, to let him go ou t of my sight." 

At this moment Oliver looked gaily round, and nodded be
fore he turned the corner. The old lady smilingly returned his 
salutation, and, closing the door, went back to her own room. 

" Let me see; he '11 be back in twenty minutes, at the _lon~
est," said Mr. Brownlow, pulling out his watch, and placmg It 
on the table. " It will be dark by that t ime." 

"Oh ! you really expect him to come back, do you?" in
quired Mr. Grimwig. 

"Don't you?" asked l\Ir. Brownlow, smiling. . . 
T he spirit of contradiction was stronu in Mr. Gnmw1g's 

breast at the moment, and it was rend:i·ed stronger by his 
friend's confident smile. 

"No," he said, smiting the table with his fist, "I do not. 
The boy has got a new suit of clothes on his hack, a set of valu
abl_e ~o?ks _under h~s arm, and _a five-pound note in his pocket; 
he ·11 Jorn his old friends the thieves, and laugh at you. If ever 
that 1:>oy returns to this house, sir, I '11 eat my head." 

W ith these words he drew his chair closer to the table, and 

there the two friends sat in silent ex pectation, with the wa.tch 
between them. It is worthy of remark as illustrating the 1?1

• 

portance we attach to our own j udgm;nts and the pride with 

which we put for th our most rash and ha~ty conclusions, tbat, 
although Mr. ~ rim wig was not a ba?-hearted man,_ and wou~~ 
have been unfe1gnedl y sorry to see lus respected fnend dup 
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and deceived, he really did most earnestly and strongly hope at 
that moment that Oliver Twist might not come back. Of such 

contradictions is human nature made up! 
It grew so dark that the figures on the dial wer_e scarcely_di.s

cernible; but there the two old gentlemen contmued to sit m 

silence, with the watch Letween them. 

CHAPTER THil FIFTEENTH. 

SBEWINO HOW VERY FOND OF OLIVER TWI T, THE MERnY OLD JEW AND 

Jill S K ANCY Wl'.RE. 

IF it did not come trictly within the cope and bearing of my 
lono--considered intention and plans regarding this prose epic 
(fo; such I mean it to be,) to leave the two old gentlemen sitting 
with the watch between them long after it grew too dark to see 
it, and both doubting Oliver's return, the one in triumph, and 
the other in orrow, I might take occa ion to entertain the 
reader with many wi e refl ection - on the obviou impolicy of 
ever attempting to do good to our fellow-creatur s where there 
is no hope of earthly reward; or rather on the trict policy of 
betraying some slight degree of charity or sympathy in one par
ticularly unpromi ing ca c, and then abandoning such weak
n_esses for ever. I am aware that, in advising even this slight 
dereliction from the path of pru<lenc and worldline s, I lay 
myselfopen to the cen ure of many excellent and respectable per
sons, who have long walked therein; but I venture to contend, 
nevertheless, that the advantages of the proceeding arc manifold 
and lasting. A thus: if the obj ect elected should happen most 
unexpectedly to turn out well, and to thriv and amend upon 
the assistance you have affo rded him, he will, in pure gratitude 
and fulness of heart, laud your goodne s to the skies; your 
character will be thu e tablished, and you will pass through 
the world as a most estimable per. on, who does a vast deal of 
~ood in secret, not one-twentieth part of which will ever see the 
light. If, on the contrary, his bad character become notorious, 
and his profligacy a by-word, you place yourself in the excel
lent position of having attempted to bestow relief most disinter
estedly; of having become rnisanthropical in consequence of the 
treachery of its object; and of having made a rash and solemn 
vo~v, ( which no one regret more than your elf,) never to help or 
re~1eve any man, woman, or child again, lest you should be si
n_ularly deceived. I know a great uumbcr of persons in both 
situations at this moment, and I can safely assert that th y arc 
t?e most generally respected and esteemed of any in the whole 
circle of my acquaintance. 

But, as Mr. Brownlow was not one of these; as he obstinately 
persevered in doing good for its own sake, and the gratification 
of h7art it yielded him; as no failure dispirited him, and no in
gratitude in individual cases tempted him to wreak his vc11g 'anc 
on tl:e whole human race, I shall not enter into any such di
gression in this place : and, if this be not a sufficient ren ·011 for 
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this determination, I have a better, a_nd, i_ndeed, ~ wholly un
answerable one, already stated ; which 1s, that 1t forms 11 part of my original intention so to do. 0 

In the obscure parlour of a low public-house, situate in the 
filthiest part. of Littl~ Saffron-Hill,-a ?ark an~ gloomy den, 
where a flarmg gas-light burnt all day m the wmter-time and 
where no ray of sun ever shone in the summer,-ther: sat 
brooding over a little pewter measure and a small glass, stron(l'~ 
ly impregnated with the smell of liquor, a man in a velvete~n 
c~at, ~rab shorts, h~lf-boots, and stocki~gs, whom, even by that 
dim hght, no experienced agent of pohce would have hesitated 
for one instant to recognise as Mr. W illiam Sikes. At his feet 
sat a white-coated, red-eyed dog, who occupied himself alter
nately in winking at his master with both eyes at the same time, 
and in licking a large, fresh cut on one side of his mouth, 
which appeared to be the result of some recent conflict. 

"Keep qµiet, you warmint ! keep quiet!" said Mr. Sikes, 
suddenly breaking silence. Whether ];)is meditations were so 
intense as to be disturbed by the dog's winking, or whether his 
feelings were so wrought upon by his reflections that they required 
all the relief derivable from kicking an unoffending animal to 
allay them, is matter for argument and consideration. What
ever was the cause, the effect was a kick and a curse bestowed 
upon the dog simultaneously. 

Dogs are not generally apt to revenge injuries inflicted upon 
them by their masters ; but Mr. Sikes's dog, having faults of 
temper in common with his owner, and labouring perhaps, at this 
moment, under a powerful sense of injury, made no more ~do 
but at once fixed his teeth in one of the half-boots, and, havmg 
given it a good hearty shake, retired, growling, under a form: 
thereby just escaping the pewter measure which Mr. Sikes le
v clled at his head. 

" You would, would you?" said Sikes, seizing the pokN in 
one hand, and deliberately opening with the other a large clasp
knife, which he drew from his pocket. " Come here, you bom 
devil ! Come here ! D'ye hear ?" 

The dog no doubt heard, because M r. Sikes spoke in the ve~y 
harshest key of a very harsh voice; but, appearing to entertain 
some unaccountable objection to havino· his throat cut, he re
mained wh~re he was, and growled more

0
nercely than b~fore, at 

the same time grasping the end of the poker between his teeth, 
and biting at it like a wild beast. 

. This resistance only infuriated Mr. Sikes the more; so, droi: 
pmg upon his knees, he beaan to assail the animal most furi· 
o_u sly. The dog jumped f1~m right to left, and from left to 
nght, snapping, growling, and barking; the man thrust allcl 
swore, and struck and blasphemed · and the strno·o-le was reach. , bO I mg a mo t critical point for one or other when, the door . u< · 
denly opening, the dog darted out, leavi~g Bill Sikc with thc 
poker aml the cla,,p.J...nife in his hands. 
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· There must always be two parties to n quarrel, says the old 
adage ; and Mr. Sikes, being disappointed of the dog's presence, 
at once transferred the quarrel to the new-comer. 

"What the devil do you come in between me and my dog 
for?" said Sikes with a fierce gesture. 

"J didn't know, my dear, I didn't know," replied Fagin 
humbly-for the Jew was the new-comer. 

"Didn't know, you white-livered thief!" growled Sikes. 
"Couldn't you hear the noise?" 

"Not a sound of it, as I'm a living man, Bill," replied the 
Jew. 

"Oh no, you hear nothing, you don't," retorted Sikes with a 
fierce sneer, " sneaking in and out, so as nobody hears how you 
come or go. I wish you had been the dog, Fagin, half a mi
nute ago." 

"Why?" inquired the Jew with a forced smile. 
"'Cause the government, as cares for the lives of such men as 

you, as haven't half the pluck of curs, lets a man kill his dog how 
he likest replied Sikes, shutting the knife up with a very expres
sive look; "that's why." 

The .Tew rubbed his hands, and, sitting down at the table, 
affected to laugh at the pleasantry of his fricnd,-obviously 
very ill at his ease, however. 

"Grin away," said Sikes, replacing the poker, and surveying 
him with savage contempt ; "grin away. You '11 never have the 
laugh at me, though, unless it's behind a nightcap. I 've got 
the upper hand over you, Fagin; and, d- me, I '11 keep it. 
There. If I go, you go; so take care of me." 

"·well, well, my dear," said the Jew, "I know all that; we 
-we-have a mutual interest, Bill,-a mutual interest." 

" Humph!" said Sikes, as if he thought the interest lay 
rather more on the Jew's side than on his. "Well, what have 
you got to say to me?" 

"It's all passed safe through the melting-pot," replied Fagin, 
"and this is your share. It 's rather more than it ought to be, 
my dear; but as I know you '11 do me a good turn another time, 
and--" 

'' 'Stow that gammon," interposed the robber impatiently. 
"Where is it? Hand over!" 

"Yes, yes, Bill; give me time, give me time," replied the 
Jew soothingly. " Here it is-all safe." As he spoke, he drew 
forth an old_ cotton handkerchief from his breast, and, untying 
a l~rge knot m one corner, produced a small brown-paper packet, 
which Sikes snatching from him, hastily opened, and proceeded 
to count the sovereigns it contained. 

"This is all, is it?" inquired Sikes. 
" All," replied the Jew. 
"You haven't opened the parcel and swallowed one or two 

as you come along, have you?" iuquired Sikes suspicious! y. 
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"'Don't put on a inj nred look at the question ; you 'vc done it 
many a time. Jerk the tinkler." 

These words, in plain English, conveyed an injunction to 
rin()' the bell. It was answered by another Jew, youn()'er 
tha~ Fagin. but nearly as vile and repulsive in appearance. I') 

Bill Sikes merely pointed to the empty measure, and the.Tew 
perfectl 1 understanding the hin ~' retire? to fill i!, previous]; 
exchangrng a remarkable look with ] agrn, who raised his eyes 
for an instant as if in expectation of it, and shook his head in 
reply so slightly that the action would have been almost imper
ceptible to a. third person. It was lost upon Sikes, who was 
stooping at the moment to tie the hoot-lace which the doo- had 
torn. Possibly if he ha.cl observed the brief interchange tr sig
nals, he might have thought that it boded no good to him. 

"Is anybody here, Barney?" inquired Fagin, speaking-now 
that Sikes was looking on-without raising his eyes from the 
ground. 

"Dot a shoul," replied Barney, whoi-e words, whether they 
came from the heart or not, made their way through the nose. 

"Nobody?" inquired Fagin in a tone of surprise, which per
haps might mean that Barney was at liberty to tell the truth. 

"Dobody hut Biss Dad1,;y," replied B:irney. 
"Miss Nancy!" exclaimed Sikes. ",vhere? Strike me 

blind, if I don't honor that 'ere girl for her native talents." 
"She's bid ha.vid a plate of boiled beef id the bar," replied 

Barney. 
" Send her here," said Sikes, pouring out a glass of liquor; 

" send her here." 
Barney looked timidly at Fagin, as if for permission; the 

Jew remaining silent, and not lifting his eyes from the ground, 
he retired, and presently returned ushering in Miss Nancy, 
who was decorated with the bonnet, apron, basket, and street• 
door key complete. . 

" You are on the scent, are you, Nancy?'' inquired Sikes, 
proffering the glass. . 

"Yes, I am, Bill," replied the young lady, disposing of its 
contents; "and tired enouo-h of it I am, too. The young 
brat's been ill and confined t°o the crib ; and--" 

"Ah, Nancy, dear!" said Fagin, looking up. 
Now, whether a peculiar contraction of the Jew's red e~e

brows, and a half-closing of his deeply-set eyes, warne_d Miss 
Nancy that she was disposed to be too communicative, 1s not a 
matter of much importance. The fact is all we need care fdr 
here; and the fact is, that she suddenly checked herself, an ' 
with several gracious smiles upon Mr. Sikes, turned the conve_r· 
sation to other matters. In about ten minutes' time, Mr. Fagin 
was seized with a fit of couo-hino· upon which Miss Nancy 
pulled her shawl over her shot~ldcr~: and declared it was time t~ 
go. Mr. Sikes, 6ndino- that he was walkin()' a short part of hcdI 

h. lf h o . I .. an way imse , expressed his intention of accompanymg 1e1 • 
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they went away together, followed at a little distance hy the 
doCT who slunk out of a back-yard as soon as his master was ~, 
out of sight. 

The Jew thrust his head out of the room door when Sikes 
had left it, looked after him as he walked up the dark passage, 
shook his clenched fist, muttered a deep curse, and then with a 
horrible grin reseated himself at the table, where he was soon 
deeply absorbed in the interesting pages of the Hue and Cry. 

:Meanwhile Oliver Twist, little dreaming that he was within 
80 very short a distance of the merry old gentleman, was on his 
wav to the book tall. \Vhen he got into Clerkenwell he acci
dentally turned down a by-street which was not exactly in his 
way; but not disc~ver~ng his mist~ke till _he h:.i_d g~t halfw~y 
down it, and knowmg it must lead m the nght dll'ect10n, he did 
not think it worth while to turn back, and so marched on as 
quickly as he could, with the books under his arm. 

He was walking along, thinking how happy and contented he 
ought to feel, and how much he would gi \ ' C for only one look at 
poor little Dick, who, starved and beaten, might be lying dead 
at that very moment, when he was startled by a young woman 
screaming out very loud, "Oh, my dear brother!" and he had 
hardly looked up to see what the matter was, when he was 
stopped by having a pair of arms thrown tight round his neck. 

"Don't!" cried Oliver struggling. "Let go of me. Who is 
it? What are you stopping me for?" 

The only reply to thi , was a great number of loud lamen
tations from the youna woman who had embraced him, and 
who had got a little basket and a street-door key in her hand. 

"Oh my gracious !" said the young w,oman, " I've found 
him! Oh, Oliver! Oliver! Oh, you naughty boy, to make 
me suffer such distress on your account! Come home, dear, 
come. Oh, I've found him. Thank gracious goodness heavins, 
I've found him!" vVith these incoherent exclamations the 
young woman burst into another fit of crying, and got so dread
fully hysterical, that a couple of women who came up at the 
moment asked a butcher's boy, with a shiny head of hair 
anointed with suet, who was also looking on, whether he didn't 
think he had better run for the doctor. To which the butcher's 
boy, who appeared of a lounging, not to say indolent disposi
tion, replied that he thought not. 

"Oh, no, no, never mind," said the young woman, grasping 
Oliver's hand; "I'm better now. Come home directly, you 
cruel boy, come." 

"What's the matter, ma'am?" inquired one of the women. 
"Oh, ma'am," replied the young woman, "he ran away near 

a month ago from his parents, who are hard-working and re
spectable people, and joined a set of thieves and bad characters, 
and almost broke his mother's heart." 

"Young wretch!" said one woman. 
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" ro home, do you little brute,' aid the other. 
' I'm not'' replied Oliver, greatly alarmed. '' I don't kn 

her. I haven't got any i ter, or father and mother cith1:r. l, 
an orphan; I live at P entonville." 

"Oh, only hear him, how he braves it out!" cried the )OU 
woman. 

"Why, it's Nancy!" exclaimed Oliver, who nowsawhl'r( 
for the fir t time, and tarted back in irrepre, ible a toni,hm nL 

" You sec he knows me," cried Nancy, appealing to thl' h • 
~tandcr-. "He can't help himself. 1'Iakc him come h0ni, 
there 's good people, or he '11 kill his dear mother and fath r, 
and break my heart!" 

",virnt the devil's thi ?" said a man, bur ting out of a l>eer-
. hop, with a white dog at his heels; "young Oliver! omc horn 
to your poor mother, you young dog ! come home dircctlv.'' 

" I don't belong to them. I don't know them. Help ! litlp ! ' 
cried Oliver, struggling in the man's powerful grasp. 

" Help ! " repeated the man. "Y cs; I '11 help you )OU 
young ra cal ! "\Vhat books are these? You've been a tL-alinr, 
'cm, have you? Give 'cm here !" ,/\Tith these words the man 
tore the volumes from his grasp, and struck him violently n 
the head. 

"That's right!" cried a looker-on, from a garret wimlo, . 
" That's the only way of bringing him to his senses!" 

" To be sure," cried a sleepy-faced carpenter, casting an ap
pro\'ing look at the garret-window. 

'' It '11 do him good!" said the two women. 
"And he shall have it, too!'' rejoined the man, admini~tcrin" 

another blow, and seizing Oliver by the collar. ' Corne onyJU 
·oung Yillain ! Here, Bull' -eye, mind him, boy! mind hun r ,v ak with recent illness, stnpified by the blow:. and th 

!--uddenne s of the attack, terrified by the fierce growlin~ of th 
dog and the brutality of the man, aud overpowered b · the ~o 
, iction of the bystanders th..t he was really the hardened littl 
wretch he ,\ a described to be, \\ hat could one poor chil<l Jo, 
Darkness had set in; it wa a low neiirhbourhoocl ; no help '1 

m-ar; resistance \\US u cless. In another moment hewn dr "· 
gl'd into a labyrinth of dark, narrow courts, and forced nlo_n 
tht'm at a pac' which rendered the few cries he dared to gi 
uttnancc to, wholly unintelligible. It was of little 111001 ll 
i ndc d, \\ hether they were in telli i,·ible or not, for tlll'rC wa 1 
body to care for them had they b~en ever so plain. . * . 

Tlw ga -lamp we1e lighted; Ir . Beclwin was waitio' 0 • 
iou l y at the open door; the . crvant had run up the l 
t,~l'11ty time, to l.' if there were any trace of Olinr; 
till the t,w old g'l'lltl lltlll ~nt pr cn·ri11gly in th • dark I • 

lour. ,,ith the , nlt"h l, bH!UI them. 
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