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OB ABTOPE

SR,

Yapipa [InkkeHrc (1812-1870) — ofuH 13 BeIMYAIIIINX aHIJIO-
A3BIYHBIX TP03anKoB XIX Beka, T'yMaHNUCT, KITaCCUK MUPOBOI /-
TepaTypbl. Ero nposa nponusana ocTpoymueM, HOBIMABILMM Ha
OpUIMHAIbHOCTD HAIMOHAIbHOTO XapaKTepa 1 06pasa MBIIIIEHNA,
M3BECTHOTO B MMpe KaK «aHIIMICKIUI IOMOp».

InkkeHc popwica 7 despasa 1812 ropa B ropopke JIeHAIOpT,
67m3 IToprcmyTa. Ero oTer; 6b11 0BOIHO COCTOATEIBHBIM YMHOBHI-
KOM, 4€/I0BEKOM BeChMa JIETKOMbIC/ICHHBIM, HO BECE/IBIM U [OOPOJIyILI-
HbpiM. CBOMX fieTell, M B YaCTHOCTM MajieHbKoro Japrbsa, Mmucrep
JIVKKeHC OKpY»K1T 3a00TO¥ 1 1acKoit. Bypyminii mcaTenb yHaceno-
BaJI OT OTIIa 6OraToe BOOOPasKeHMe, ITKOCTh CII0BA, TI0-BIUMIMOMY,
MIPUCOEIHYB K 9TOMY HEKOTOPYIO XM3HEHHYI0 CEPbe3HOCTD 1 IPAK-
TUYHOCTD, YHAC/IE[IOBAHHYIO OT MaTepM, Ha IJIeYV KOTOPOII Majammu
BCe JKUTeIICKIE 3a60THI II0 COXPaHEHMIO G/IaTOCOCTOSIHYISI CEMbIL.

Borarble clocOGHOCTY MaJTbuMKa BOCXVIIA/IY POAMTEIe, M apTHh-
CTMYECKM HACTPOECHHDbII OTel} OyKBa/IbHO M3BOAM ChIHA, 3aCTaBIIAA
€0 Pa3bIrPhIBATh Pa3Hble CIIEHBI, IeTUThCS BIIEYATIEHIAMM, UMIIPO-
BUSMPOBATb, YATATh CTUXU U T. i. [IMKKEHC IPeBPATU/ICA B Ma/leHb-
KOTO aKTepa, He IMIIEHHOTO THIEC/IaBsL.

OpnHako ceMbst [IMKKeHCOB ObUTa BAPYT pasopeHa moTma. Orery
OKa3aJICAl B JJO/ITOBOJA TIOPbMe, MaTh BBIHY K/IeHa OblTa 60pOTLCA C -
e TOI. VI3HeKeHHBII, XPYIIKUIT 37I0pOBbeM, IIOMHbII (haHTa3Mii, 3HAI0-
1uit ceGe IieHy Ma/IbuMK IIOMaJI B TsDKEble YCIoBMA — Ha HabpuKy
TI0 IPOM3BOJICTBY BaKChI.

Bcro cBoro mocrenyronyro >xusHb JIMKKeHC CUMTAal pa3OpeHne ce-
MBJ 11 3TY CBOIO BAKCY BE/TMYANIINM OCKOPO/IEHIIEM, He3aCTy)KeHHBIM
U YHUBUTENbHBIM yziapoM. OH He 0611 06 9TOM BCIIOMMHATD, HO
VIMEHHO 371€Ch, «Ha JIHe», [IMKKeHC [T0YePIIHYJI TOPSIIyI0 TI000Bb K 061~
JKEHHDBIM, K Hy)KJZ[aIOILU/IMCH, IIPOHMKCA ITIOHMMaHNEM UX CTpaI[aHI/IﬁI,
6/113K0 TTO3HAKOMITICA C TAKMMI Y)KacCalOLIVMI COLa/IbHBIMM SABJIe-
HMAMY, KaK TOTJALTHIE IKOJIBI 1 OE[JHBIX JIeTelt 1 IPUIOTDI, KaK 9KC-
TUTyaTalis IeTCKOTO TPyfia Ha (habpyKax, KakK JO/TOBbIE TIOPbMBIL.



Ob ABTOPE

FOHbIM JIMKKeHCOM BIafieNio KOOCCaIbHOe YecTonobme. Meura
0 TOM, YTOOBI BEPHYTbCA B PSI/IbI COCTOATEbHBIX JIIOJEI, 3aXBaTI/IA
HOJIPOCTKA.

JIuteparypHast fiesiTeIbHOCTD [IMKKeHca Ha9aIach ¢ paboTsI pe-
HopTepoM. PacIpuBIIascs OMUTNYeCKas )XU3Hb, TTTyOOKIIT MHTe-
pec K febaTaM, IPOUCXOAMBIINM B IIAp/IaMeHTe, 1 K COOBITHAM, KO-
TOPBIMM 3T Ae6AThI COIPOBOXK/IANICH, TTOBBICHIN MHTEPeC aHIINII-
CKOVI IyO/IMKM K TIpecce, KONMMYECTBO U TUPAXKM Ta3eT BO3POCIN,
YBEIMYI/IACh TOTPEeOHOCTD B ra3eTHBIX paboTHMKax. CaMble epBbie
peropTepckue 3afjaHiiA, BBIIOTHEHHBIE [IMKKEHCOM, ObIIN TIOTHBI
VIPOHVN, OT/INYA/IVICh KIBOCTBIO M3JIOKEHIIsT, GOTraTCTBOM SI3BIKA.

ITepBbIM pOMaHOM, TIPUHECIINM €My MICATeNI0 C/IaBy, ObIIN
«ITocMepTHbIe 3armycKyt [IMKBUKCKOTO Kity6ay. 24-7IeTHUIT aBTOP, OT
IIPUPOJIBI KKIYILMI CIaCThs, BECENbs, B IEPBOJN CBOEI KHITE IIPO-
XOJIUT MUMO TEMHBIX CTOPOH >XM3HM. JJOOPOAyILIHei i1, ONTIMM-
CTIYHBIIL, 6/IATOPOIHENIIINTT CTAPBII IyAAK, IMSI KOTOPOTO — MIICTEp
IMuKBMK — yTBEpAM/ICA B MUPOBOIL IMTEPATYpeE ITIe-TO HENOMIANIEKy
ot Bermkoro JJoH-Kuxora, — 910 06pas crapoit f06poit AHIIMN.

ITorom 65 «[JaByz Kormmepdmnbay n «[Tom6m i coiay, « Hrkomac
Hukkmb6u», u «Harn o6mmit apyr», «XomnopgHblit om» 1 «Tskenbie
BpeMeHa». Ho craBa mycaresis CTpeMmUTeIbHO BbIPOC/IA IIOCIE TOSB-
nenis «IIpuxmodennit Onusepa Teucra» (1838), ucTopun cupoTsl,
IOIIABIIIETO B JIOHAOHCKIE TPYIOOBL. Ma/IbuyK BCTpedaeT Ha CBOEM
IyTN HU30CTb 1 OIATOPOSICTBO, JOfEl MPeCTYIHBIX 1 H0OPOIIO-
panounbix. XKecrokas cyapba oTcTymaeT mepes ero MCKpeHHUM
CTpeMJIeHMeM K YeCTHOI )KM3HN. B pomaHe npeficTaBeHbl KapTH-
HBI KM3HM aHIIMIicKoro obmecTBa XIX Beka — OT pabOTHBIX [I0-
MOB U JIOH/JOHCKOTO /{Ha 10 0011jeCTBa GOraThIX U IO-ANKKEHCOBCKI
TobpocepedHbIX 6y prKya-6marofererneil. B arom pomane JInkkeHc
BBICTYIIAeT KaK I'yMaHNUCT. POMaH BBI3BaJI IIMPOKMIT OOIIeCTBEHHBII
pesonaHc. ITocste ero BBIXOja COCTOSIIICH CKaH/[a/IbHbIE Pa30yparerb-
cTBa B pabOTHBIX JoMax JIOHIOHA, I/ie Hellla/JHO SKCIUTyaTUpOBAICsa
JeTCKUIL TPYJ 1 KOTOPBIE, 110 CYTH, OBUIV TIOPbMAMIL.

[Mocnennmit ero poman, «TatHa SpsuHa Jpyna», MOMHBIN TaWH-
CTBEHHBIX U 37I0BEIX HAMEKOB, OCTA/IC HEOKOHYEHHBIM. 9 MIOHA
1870 ropa JIuKKeHC, MU3HYPEHHDII KOTOCCA/IbHBIM TPYIOM, CTIOXKHOI
CeMeITHON >KU3HBIO ¥ MHOYKECTBOM BCAKMX HEIPUATHOCTEN, yMep OT
UHCY/IBTA.



ChapterI

SR,

Among other public buildings in a certain town,
which for many reasons it will be prudent to refrain
from mentioning, and to which I will assign no ficti-
tious name, there is one anciently common to most
towns, great or small: to wit, a workhouse'; and in this
workhouse was born; on a day and date which I need
not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as it can be of
no possible consequence to the reader, in this stage of
the business at all events; the item of mortality whose
name is prefixed to the head of this chapter.

For a long time after it was ushered into this world
of sorrow and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained
a matter of considerable doubt whether the child would
survive to bear any name at all; in which case it is
somewhat more than probable that these memoirs

' workhouse — (6pum., ucm.) pabOTHBII 1OM, TOM TP -
3peHusi Jyist GEMHAKOB C XKECTKUM PEXMMOM 1 00513aTe/IbHOI!
paboToit B 10/1b3y 6/IaTOTBOPUTEILHBIX OOIIECTB U IIPUXO-
JIOB, B BeJIeHNUM KOTOPBIX TaKye JOMa HaXOIVUINCh



OLIVER TWIST

would never have appeared; or, if they had, that being
comprised within a couple of pages, they would have
possessed the inestimable merit of being the most
concise and faithful specimen of biography, extant in
the literature of any age or country.

Although I am not disposed to maintain that the
being born in a workhouse, is in itself the most fortunate
and enviable circumstance that can possibly befall a
human being, I do mean to say that in this particular
instance, it was the best thing for Oliver Twist that could
by possibility have occurred. The fact is, that there was
considerable difficulty in inducing Oliver to take upon
himself the office of respiration, — a troublesome
practice, but one which custom has rendered necessary
to our easy existence; and for some time he lay gasping
on a little flock mattress, rather unequally poised
between this world and the next: the balance being
decidedly in favour of the latter. Now, if, during this
brief period, Oliver had been surrounded by careful
grandmothers, anxious aunts, experienced nurses, and
doctors of profound wisdom, he would most inevitably
and indubitably have been killed in no time. There being
nobody by, however, but a pauper old woman, who was
rendered rather misty by an unwonted allowance of
beer; and a parish surgeon who did such matters by
contract; Oliver and Nature fought out the point
between them. The result was, that, after a few struggles,
Oliver breathed, sneezed, and proceeded to advertise
to the inmates of the workhouse the fact of a new burden
having been imposed upon the parish, by setting up as
loud a cry as could reasonably have been expected from



a male infant who had not been possessed of that very
useful appendage, a voice, for a much longer space of
time than three minutes and a quarter.

As Oliver gave this first proof of the free and proper
action of his lungs, the patchwork coverlet which was
carelessly flung over the iron bedstead, rustled; the pale
face of a young woman was raised feebly from the
pillow; and a faint voice imperfectly articulated the
words, ‘let me see the child, and die’

The surgeon had been sitting with his face turned
towards the fire: giving the palms of his hands a warm
and a rub alternately. As the young woman spoke, he
rose, and advancing to the bed’s head, said, with more
kindness than might have been expected of him:

‘Oh, you must not talk about dying yet’

‘Lor' bless her dear heart, no!” interposed the nurse,
hastily depositing in her pocket a green glass bottle, the
contents of which she had been tasting in a corner with
evident satisfaction.

‘Lor bless her dear heart, when she has lived as long
as I have, sir, and had thirteen children of her own, and
all on 'em dead except two, and them in the wurkus
with me, she’ll know better than to take on in that way,
bless her dear heart! Think what it is to be a mother,
there’s a dear young lamb do!

Apparently this consolatory perspective of a mother’s
prospects failed in producing its due effect. The patient
shook her head, and stretched out her hand towards the
child.

' Lor = Lord — Tocrons

CHAPTER I



OLIVER TWIST

The surgeon deposited it in her arms. She imprinted
her cold white lips passionately on its forehead; passed
her hands over her face; gazed wildly round; shuddered;
fell back — and died. They chafed her breast, hands,
and temples; but the blood had stopped forever. They
talked of hope and comfort. They had been strangers
too long.

‘It’s all over, Mrs. Thingummy!” said the surgeon at
last.

‘Ah, poor dear, so it is!” said the nurse, picking up
the cork of the green bottle, which had fallen out on the
pillow, as she stooped to take up the child. ‘Poor
dear!

“You needn’t mind sending up to me, if the child
cries, nurse, said the surgeon, putting on his gloves with
great deliberation. ‘It’s very likely it will be troublesome.
Give it a little gruel if it is’ He put on his hat, and,
pausing by the bed-side on his way to the door, added,
‘she was a good-looking girl, too; where did she come
from?’

‘She was brought here last night; replied the old
woman, by the overseer’s' order. She was found lying
in the street. She had walked some distance, for her
shoes were worn to pieces; but where she came from,
or where she was going to, nobody knows.

The surgeon leaned over the body, and raised the
left hand. “The old story; he said, shaking his head, ‘no
wedding-ring, I see. Ah! Good-night!’

! overseer = overseer of the poor — (6pum, ucm.) nipu-
XOZCKUIT IIOTIeYNTeIb 110 IPU3PEHNI0 OeTHBIX



The medical gentleman walked away to dinner; and
the nurse, having once more applied herself to the green
bottle, sat down on a low chair before the fire, and
proceeded to dress the infant.

What an excellent example of the power of dress,
young Oliver Twist was! Wrapped in the blanket which
had hitherto formed his only covering, he might have
been the child of a nobleman or a beggar; it would have
been hard for the haughtiest stranger to have assigned
him his proper station in society. But now that he was
enveloped in the old calico robes which had grown
yellow in the same service, he was badged and ticketed,
and fell into his place at once — a parish child — the
orphan of a workhouse — the humble, half-starved
drudge — to be cuffed and buffeted through the
world — despised by all, and pitied by none.

Oliver cried lustily. If he could have known that he
was an orphan, left to the tender mercies of church-
wardens and overseers, perhaps he would have cried
the louder.

CHAPTER I
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Chapter II

SR,

For the next eight or ten months, Oliver was the
victim of a systematic course of treachery and deception.
He was brought up by hand. The hungry and destitute
situation of the infant orphan was duly reported by the
workhouse authorities to the parish authorities. The
parish authorities inquired with dignity of the
workhouse authorities, whether there was no female
then domiciled in ‘the house’ who was in a situation to
impart to Oliver Twist, the consolation and nourishment
of which he stood in need. The workhouse authorities
replied with humility, that there was not. Upon this, the
parish authorities magnanimously and humanely
resolved, that Oliver should be ‘farmed, or, in other
words, that he should be dispatched to a branch-
workhouse some three miles off, where twenty or thirty
other juvenile offenders against the poor-laws, rolled
about the floor all day, without the inconvenience of
too much food or too much clothing, under the parental
superintendence of an elderly female, who received the
culprits at and for the consideration of sevenpence-



halfpenny per small head per week. Sevenpence-half-
penny’s worth per week is a good round diet for a child;
a great deal may be got for sevenpence-halfpenny, quite
enough to overload its stomach, and make it
uncomfortable. The elderly female was a woman of
wisdom and experience; she knew what was good for
children; and she had a very accurate perception of what
was good for herself. So, she appropriated the greater
part of the weekly stipend to her own use, and consigned
the rising parochial generation to even a shorter
allowance than was originally provided for them.
Thereby finding in the lowest depth a deeper still; and
proving herself a very great experimental philoso-
pher.

Everybody knows the story of another experimental
philosopher who had a great theory about a horse being
able to live without eating, and who demonstrated it so
well, that he had got his own horse down to a straw a
day, and would unquestionably have rendered him a
very spirited and rampacious animal on nothing at all,
ifhe had not died, four-and-twenty hours before he was
to have had his first comfortable bait of air. Unfortunately
for the experimental philosophy of the female to whose
protecting care Oliver Twist was delivered over, a similar
result usually attended the operation of her system; for
at the very moment when the child had contrived to
exist upon the smallest possible portion of the weakest
possible food, it did perversely happen in eight and a
half cases out of ten, either that it sickened from want
and cold, or fell into the fire from neglect, or got half-
smothered by accident; in any one of which cases, the
miserable little being was usually summoned into

CHAPTER II
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another world, and there gathered to the fathers it had
never known in this.

Occasionally, when there was some more than
usually interesting inquest upon a parish child who had
been overlooked in turning up a bedstead, or inadver-
tently scalded to death when there happened to be a
washing — though the latter accident was very scarce,
anything approaching to a washing being of rare
occurrence in the farm — the jury would take it into
their heads to ask troublesome questions, or the
parishioners would rebelliously affix their signatures to
aremonstrance. But these impertinences were speedily
checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the
testimony of the beadle’; the former of whom had always
opened the body and found nothing inside (which was
very probable indeed), and the latter of whom invariably
swore whatever the parish wanted; which was very self-
devotional. Besides, the board made periodical
pilgrimages to the farm, and always sent the beadle the
day before, to say they were going. The children were
neat and clean to behold, when they went; and what
more would the people have!

' beadle — Hu3IIee TOMKHOCTHOE NUI[O B IPUXOIE, TIEp-
BOHAYa/IbHO OBbII KYPhEePOM HPUXOACKMX COOpaHMiL, a Tak-
)K€ TIPOCTBIM VCIIOTHUTE/IEM PACIOPSDKEHMIT YMHOBHM-
Ka, BEJAIOIIEro B MPUXOJie IpU3PeHeM OeIHbIX, HO BCKO-
pe cTan paKTUIeCcKy 3aMeHsITh 9TOr0 YMHOBHIUKA, IPUCBOUB
ero QyHKIMM, — OH IO CBOEMY IIPOM3BOIIY pelIan BOIPOC
0 MaTtepuaabHOM [TOIOKEHNUI HEMMYIIUX, OCYILeCTBILS [O-
JIMLEIICKIIT HaI30p B Pa0OTHOM JIOMe, B LIePKBIL, & HEPELKO
U B TIpefefiax MpUXoa



It cannot be expected that this system of farming
would produce any very extraordinary or luxuriant
crop. Oliver Twist’s ninth birthday found him a pale
thin child, somewhat diminutive in stature, and de-
cidedly small in circumference. But nature or inheritance
had implanted a good sturdy spirit in Oliver’s breast. It
had had plenty of room to expand, thanks to the spare
diet of the establishment; and perhaps to this circumstance
may be attributed his having any ninth birth-day at all.
Be this as it may, however, it was his ninth birthday; and
he was keeping it in the coal-cellar with a select party of
two other young gentleman, who, after participating with
him in a sound thrashing, had been locked up for
atrociously presuming to be hungry, when Mrs. Mann,
the good lady of the house, was unexpectedly startled by
the apparition of Mr. Bumble, the beadle, striving to undo
the wicket of the garden-gate.

‘Goodness gracious! Is that you, Mr. Bumble, sir?’
said Mrs. Mann, thrusting her head out of the window
in well-affected ecstasies of joy. ‘(Susan, take Oliver and
them two brats upstairs, and wash em directly.) — My
heart alive! Mr. Bumble, how glad I am to see you,
surely!” <...>

Mrs. Mann ushered the beadle into a small parlour
with a brick floor; placed a seat for him; and officiously
deposited his cocked hat and cane on the table before
him. <...>

‘And now about business, said the beadle, taking out
aleathern pocket-book. ‘The child that was half-baptized

Oliver Twist, is nine year old to-day’

CHAPTER II
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‘Bless him!” interposed Mrs. Mann, inflaming her
left eye with the corner of her apron.

‘And notwithstanding a offered reward of ten pound,
which was afterwards increased to twenty pound.
Notwithstanding the most superlative, and, I may say,
supernatral exertions on the part of this parish, said
Bumble, ‘we have never been able to discover who is
his father, or what was his mother’s settlement, name,
or condition’

Mrs. Mann raised her hands in astonishment; but
added, after a moment’s reflection, ‘How comes he to
have any name at all, then?’

The beadle drew himself up with great pride, and
said, ‘I inwented it’

“You, Mr. Bumble!”

‘I, Mrs. Mann. We name our fondlings in alphabetical
order. The last was a S, — Swubble, I named him. This
was a T, — Twist, I named him. The next one comes will
be Unwin, and the next Vilkins. I have got names ready
made to the end of the alphabet, and all the way through
it again, when we come to Z.

‘Why, you're quite a literary character, sir!” said
Mrs. Mann.

‘Well, well; said the beadle, evidently gratified with
the compliment; ‘perhaps I may be. Perhaps I may be,
Mrs. Mann! He finished the gin-and-water, and added,
‘Oliver being now too old to remain here, the board
have determined to have him back into the house. I
have come out myself to take him there. So let me see
him at once’



Tl fetch him directly; said Mrs. Mann, leaving the
room for that purpose. Oliver, having had by this time
as much of the outer coat of dirt which encrusted his
face and hands, removed, as could be scrubbed off in
one washing, was led into the room by his benevolent
protectress.

‘Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver; said Mrs.
Mann.

Oliver made a bow, which was divided between the
beadle on the chair, and the cocked hat on the table.

‘Will you go along with me, Oliver?” said Mr. Bumble,
in a majestic voice.

Oliver was about to say that he would go along with
anybody with great readiness, when, glancing upward,
he caught sight of Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the
beadle’s chair, and was shaking her fist at him with a
furious countenance. He took the hint at once, for the
fist had been too often impressed upon his body not to
be deeply impressed upon his recollection.

‘Will she go with me?” inquired poor Oliver.

‘No, she can’t; replied Mr. Bumble. ‘But she’ll come
and see you sometimes’

This was no very great consolation to the child.
Young as he was, however, he had sense enough to make
a feint of feeling great regret at going away. It was no
very difficult matter for the boy to call tears into his
eyes. Hunger and recent ill-usage are great assistants if
you want to cry; and Oliver cried very naturally indeed.
Mrs. Mann gave him a thousand embraces, and what
Oliver wanted a great deal more, a piece of bread and
butter, less he should seem too hungry when he got to

CHAPTER II
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the workhouse. With the slice of bread in his hand, and
the little brown-cloth parish cap on his head, Oliver was
then led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home
where one kind word or look had never lighted the gloom
of his infant years. And yet he burst into an agony of
childish grief, as the cottage-gate closed after him.
Wretched as were the little companions in misery he was
leaving behind, they were the only friends he had ever
known; and a sense of his loneliness in the great wide
world, sank into the child’s heart for the first time.

Mr. Bumble walked on with long strides; little Oliver,
firmly grasping his gold-laced cuff, trotted beside him,
inquiring at the end of every quarter of a mile whether
they were ‘nearly there’ To these interrogations Mr.
Bumble returned very brief and snappish replies; for
the temporary blandness which gin-and-water awakens
in some bosoms had by this time evaporated; and he
was once again a beadle.

Oliver had not been within the walls of the
workhouse a quarter of an hour, and had scarcely
completed the demolition of a second slice of bread,
when Mr. Bumble, who had handed him over to the
care of an old woman, returned; and, telling him it was
aboard night, informed him that the board had said he
was to appear before it forthwith.

Not having a very clearly defined notion of what a
live board was, Oliver was rather astounded by this
intelligence, and was not quite certain whether he ought
to laugh or cry. He had no time to think about the
matter, however; for Mr. Bumble gave him a tap on the
head, with his cane, to wake him up: and another on



the back to make him lively: and bidding him to follow,
conducted him into a large white-washed room, where
eight or ten fat gentlemen were sitting round a table. At
the top of the table, seated in an arm-chair rather higher
than the rest, was a particularly fat gentleman with a
very round, red face.

‘Bow to the board, said Bumble. Oliver brushed
away two or three tears that were lingering in his eyes;
and seeing no board but the table, fortunately bowed
to that.

‘What’s your name, boy?’ said the gentleman in the
high chair.

Oliver was frightened at the sight of so many
gentlemen, which made him tremble: and the beadle
gave him another tap behind, which made him cry.
These two causes made him answer in a very low and
hesitating voice; whereupon a gentleman in a white
waistcoat said he was a fool. Which was a capital way
of raising his spirits, and putting him quite at his ease.

‘Boy, said the gentleman in the high chair, ‘listen to
me. You know you're an orphan, I suppose?’

‘What's that, sir?’ inquired poor Oliver.

“The boy is a fool — I thought he was, said the
gentleman in the white waistcoat.

‘Hush!” said the gentleman who had spoken first.
“You know you've got no father or mother, and that you
were brought up by the parish, don’t you?’

‘Yes, sir; replied Oliver, weeping bitterly.

‘What are you crying for?” inquired the gentleman
in the white waistcoat. And to be sure it was very
extraordinary. What could the boy be crying for?

CHAPTER II
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