


CAST LIST 
 ‘OLIVER’’  
 
Cast of 10:- 

1. : Fagin 
2. Bill Sikes 
3. : Dodger 
4. Nancy 
5. : Brownlow 
6. : Bet 
7. Oliver 
8. : Charlie 
9. : Rose  
10. Bumble 

All other parts played by one of these ten 
 
 
 

 OLIVER; with a TWIST 

SONG: LONDON TOWN ( modified tune of London Bridge is Falling Down) LONDON 
London Town  is Falling down 
Everywhere you look is brown 
Tide of mud, stains of blood 
Sewage running like a  flood 
 
Camberwell and Wapping Stairs 
Rags and faces full of cares 
Stepney,  Bow and Hackney Marsh  
Summers sweaty, winters harsh 
 
How d’you live? Get a crust 
Begging , stealing what you must 
Cockney voices , screeching noise 
Starving girls and dirty boys 
 
Caked in filth! Live like rats 
Scratch through dust on muddy flats 
Down the sewers, fear the tide 
Thames is stinking, deep and wide 
 
Got no Muvver, got no Pa 
The folks Up West are LadiDah 
Steal from Rich to  Feed the Poor? 
Getting caught , it’s Newgate’s Law 



 

Under the reign of Victoria, 16 million became 26 million. Half the babies died before 
the age of one.  

* mini tableaux plus gestus @’’ooh anuvver one dead’ 

Sewage ran through the streets, the Thames stank 

*worra whiff 

 and crime and disease spiralled out of control. Between 9 and 17 persons shared a 
single room,  

*Move over!! 

sometimes two families in a room. Orphans roamed the streets and slept in doorways, 
on roofs, in little burrows on Hackney Marshes. 

*Nice rabbit hole here Charlie! 

Hangings were a common occurrence and children under 14 were hanged for stealing. 
While as many as 20 were hanged in a single session, the pick pockets would be 
‘working the crowd’. 

*Nice pickings! 

Among other public buildings in a certain town, there is one anciently common to most 
towns, great or small: to wit, a workhouse;  

What is a workhouse? 

SONG: WORKHOUSE BLUES 

Being poor 
That’s a crime 
 come in the workhouse  
And do your time 
Men to the left 
Women to the right 
Out of mind  
And out of sight 
Pick the rope 
Till  your fingers bleed 
Workhouse gruel 
 That’s All you need 



Aint seen my wife 
She can’t see me 
High wall between us 
Since  1843  
Children too, taken away 
Workhouse rules so you can stay 
 

*A Warkuss is a place where a man regains his bachelorhood, loses his paunch and takes 
regular exercise 

* Goodbye wife, cheerio kids- been nice knowing yer! 

The members of the Parish Charity board: 

*sage,  

*deep,  

*philosophical  

Workhouse! A regular holiday camp! 

 the poor people liked it!  

 ; a tavern where there was nothing to pay;  

 a public breakfast, dinner, tea, and supper all the year round; 

  a brick and mortar elysium, where it was all play and no work. 

 And what was the envy of the rest of the population- FREE divorce and NO noisy 
kiddies to bother you! 

 "Oho!" said the board; We ‘ve  contracted with the water-works to lay on an unlimited 
supply of water;  

*and with a corn-factor to supply three meals of thin gruel a day, with an onion twice a 
week, and half a roll on Sundays.  

*This enviable relief was inseparable from the workhouse and the gruel; and that 
frightened people who might otherwise have been tempted by a release from matrimony! 

*It DID cost us a packet in funerals , BUT what was the saving on Parish funds! 

*the number of workhouse inmates got thin as well as the paupers; and the board were in 
ecstasies.  



*And in this Elysium was born the item of mortality with whom we shall be  expending 
the traffic of our stage.  

## 

, "Let me see the child, and die."  

"Oh, you must not talk about dying yet."  

"Lor bless her dear heart, no!" Says the nurse, hastily depositing in her pocket a green 
glass bottle, "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."  

"It's all over, Mrs. Thingummy!" said the surgeon at last.  

"Ah, poor dear, so it is!" said the nurse, "Poor dear!"  

"You needn't mind sending up to me, if the child cries, nurse," said the surgeon "It's very 
likely it will be troublesome. Give it a little gruel if it is." "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!"  

What an excellent example of the power of dress, young Oliver Twist was! He might 
have been the child of a nobleman; 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 churchwardens and overseers, perhaps he would have cried the louder.  

The parish Authorities decreed that, no parents being in the case;Oliver should be 
"farmed", or, in other words, that he should be despatched 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 for the consideration of sevenpence-halfpenny per small head per week.  

*Sevenpence-halfpenny'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 exact perception of what was good for herself. So, she appropriated 
the greater part of the weekly stipend to her own use,  

*Thereby finding in the lowest depth a deeper still. 

* As many as two out of every ten farmed babies survived! 

The rest 

*fell in the fire 

* smothered under a rug 

*Drownded in the well 

* Failed to thrive! 

Occasionally, when there was some more than usually interesting inquest upon a parish 
child who had been overlooked ,or inadvertently scalded to death- the jury *might* take 
it into their heads to ask troublesome questions. But these impertinences were speedily 
checked by the evidence of the surgeon, and the testimony of the beadle. 

Oliver Twist's ninth birth-day found him ..still alive! 

*only just 



*somewhat diminutive in stature, and decidedly small in circumference.  

"And now about business," said the beadle, taking out a leathern pocket-book. "The child 
that was half-baptized Oliver Twist, is nine year old to-day."  

"Bless him!"  

" Notwithstanding the most superlative, and, I may say, supernat'ral 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; "How comes he to have any name at all, 
then?"  

The beadle, "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 as 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, "perhaps I may be. "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."  

"I'll fetch him directly," said Mrs. Mann"Make a bow to the gentleman, Oliver," said Mrs. 
Mann.  

Oliver made a bow."Will you go along with me, Oliver?" said Mr. Bumble, in a majestic 
voice 

 Mrs. Mann, who had got behind the beadle's chair, and was shaking her fist at him with a 
furious countenance 

"Will she go with me?" inquired poor Oliver.  

"No, she can't," replied Mr. Bumble.  

Oliver was then led away by Mr. Bumble from the wretched home  ( they mime walking 
miles and miles, comedy walking showing the status and character of both) 

*where not  one kind word or look had ever 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,  

*Goodbyeeeeeeeee Oliver ( fading into quietness and distance) 

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. 

SONG: HUNGRY FOR LOVE 

Never knew a mother’s love 

Or a Father’s neither 

Never had a kind word spoken to me 

I wonder if I ‘ll ever deserve it 

I see them smile and I see them laugh 

I see them eating and I see them snug 

They treat me worse than they treat their dog 

Will I ever get what their pets have? 

I’m starving, I’m hungry, but food isn’t the only thing that I want 

I’d give my last crust for a word from a friend 

A tender look and a moment to mend 

Will this hunger ever have a good end 

O God above to you my prayer I send 

For no one down here can hear me 

Seems like no one will ever come near me. 

I’m hungry for love 

Hungry for love 



For love can make you hungry 

If you have no one you can give your heart to. 

# Hungry for love (2) 

Is there no pity sitting in the clouds sees into the bottom of my soul? 

Angels look upon me, a poor boy aching with cold 

The years I’ve been starved  have taken their toll 

Will I find love from someone, before I get old? 

Hungry, hungry hungry and it’s love I need 

Hungry for more than food can feed 

When I see a  stranger’s face  I ask them this: 

Is there anybody   here can offer me love? 

I long for warmth, the arms I miss 

 

Someone to watch over me, to calm my fears 

 

Too much to hope for in this vale of tears? 

Maybe in the next world I’ll meet my Mother again 

My mother that died giving me life 

 

## 

 

"Bow to the board," said Bumble. Oliver,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.  

"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. What could the 
boy be crying for?  

"I hope you say your prayers every night," said another gentleman in a gruff voice; "and 
pray for the people who feed you, and take care of you -- like a Christian."  

"Yes, sir," stammered the boy.  

"Well! You have come here to be educated, and taught a useful trade," said the red-faced 
gentleman in the high chair.  

"So you'll begin to pick oakum to-morrow morning at six o'clock," added the surly one in 
the white waistcoat. ‘That boy will surely hang, gentlemen. Mark my words! He shall 

surely be hanged.’’ 

Oliver bowed low by the direction of the beadle, and was then hurried away to a large 
ward: where, on a rough, hard bed, he sobbed himself to sleep. What a noble illustration 
of the tender laws of England! They let the paupers go to sleep!  

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a copper at one end:. 
The bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their spoons till they 
shone again; and  they would sit staring at the copper, with such eager eyes, as if they 
could have devoured the very bricks of which it was composed.  

Oliver Twist and his companions suffered the tortures of slow starvation for three 
months: at last they got so voracious and wild with hunger, that  
*one boy, who was tall for his age, hinted darkly to his companions, that unless he had 
another basin of gruel per diem, he was afraid he might some night happen to eat the boy 
who slept next him, who happened to be a weakly youth of tender age.  
* Gawd ‘elp me but you look like a tasty morsel! 



*A council was held; lots were cast who should walk up to the master after supper that 
evening, and ask for more; and it fell to 
* Oliver Twist.  

The evening arrived; The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered each other, and winked 
at Oliver; while his next neighbours nudged him. Child as he was, he was desperate with 
hunger, and reckless with misery. He rose from the table; and advancing to the master, 
basin and spoon in hand, said: somewhat alarmed at his own temerity:  

"Please, sir, I want some more."  

The master was a fat, healthy man; but he turned very pale and then clung for support to 
the copper. The assistants were paralysed with wonder; the boys with fear.  

"What!" said the master at length, in a faint voice.  

"Please, sir," replied Oliver, "I want some more."  

The master aimed a blow at Oliver's head with the ladle;  

*pinioned him in his arms;  

*and shrieked aloud for the beadle.  

 
 

 
 

"Mr. Limbkins, I beg your pardon, sir! Oliver Twist has asked for more!"  

There was a general start. Horror was depicted on every countenance.  

"For more!" said Mr. Limbkins. "Compose yourself, Bumble, and answer me distinctly. 
Do I understand that he asked for more, after he had eaten the supper allotted by the 
dietary?"  

"He did, sir," replied Bumble.  
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"That boy will be hung," said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. "I know that boy will 
be hung."  

. Oliver was ordered into instant confinement; and a bill was next morning pasted on the 
outside of the gate, offering a reward of five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver 
Twist off the hands of the parish. 

"I never was more convinced of anything in my life," said the gentleman in the white 
waistcoat, "I never was more convinced of anything in my life.. that.. that  BOY will 
come to be hung."  

 Who’ll take this boy- and a crisp white FIVE pound note along of him!? 
 *Me! Cried the chimney sweep-‘I can’t seem to keep ‘em alive for long 

somehow..!? 
 Me! Cried the undertaker- ‘And I’ll take less than wot the sweep wants! I’ve a 

mind to ‘ave ‘im, as he does looks so werry wondrous pitiful! 

*Take him! He's just the boy for you. He wants the stick, now and then: it'll do him good; 
and his board needn't come very expensive, for he hasn't been over-fed since he was born. 
Ha! ha! ha!"  

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

"A 'prentice, sir!" said the child, trembling.  

"Yes, Oliver," said Mr. 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 expense to the parish is three 
pound ten! -- three pound ten, Oliver! -- seventy shillins -- one hundred and forty 
sixpences! -- and all for a naughty orphan which nobody can't love."  

 the tears rolled down the poor child's face, and he sobbed bitterly.  

"Come," said Mr. Bumble, "Come, Oliver! Wipe your eyes with the cuffs of your jacket, 
and don't cry into your gruel; that's a very foolish action, Oliver." It certainly was, for 
there was quite enough water in it already.  

"Well!" exclaimed Mr. Bumble. "Well! Of all the ungratefullest, and worst-disposed boys 
as ever I see, Oliver, you are the -- "  

"No, no, sir," sobbed Oliver, clinging to the hand which held the well-known cane; "no, 
no, sir; I will be good indeed; indeed, indeed I will, sir! I am a very little boy, sir; and it is 
so -- so -- "  

"So what?" inquired Mr. Bumble in amazement.  



"So lonely, sir! So very lonely!" cried the child. "Everybody hates me. Oh! sir, don't, 
don't pray be cross to me!" The child beat his hand upon his heart; and looked in his 
companion's face, with tears of real agony.  

 

At the Sowerberry’s?? Oliver gets bullied by the other boy, and as a result runs away to 
seek his fortune in London! 

if it had not been for a good-hearted turnpike-man, and a benevolent old lady, Oliver's 
troubles would have been shortened by the very same process which had put an end to his 
mother's; in other words, he would most assuredly have fallen dead upon the king's 
highway. But the turnpike-man gave him a meal of bread and cheese; and the old lady, 
who had a shipwrecked grandson wandering barefoot in some distant part of the earth, 
took pity upon the poor orphan, and gave him what little she could afford -- and more -- 
with such kind and gentle words, and such tears of sympathy and compassion, that they 
sank deeper into Oliver's soul, than all the sufferings he had ever undergone. 

Early on the seventh morning after he had left his native place, Oliver limped slowly into 
the little town of Barnet. 

* he sat, with bleeding feet and covered with dust, upon a door-step.  

   *. He had no heart to beg. And there he sat.  

   He had been crouching on the step for some time:  

*wondering at the great number of public-houses (every other house in Barnet was a 
tavern, large or small),  

he was roused by observing that a boy, who had passed him carelessly some minutes 
before, had returned, and was now surveying him most earnestly from the opposite side 
of the way. He took little heed of this at first; but the boy remained in the same attitude of 
close observation so long, that Oliver raised his head, and returned his steady look. 
Upon this, the boy crossed over; and, walking close up to Oliver, said,  

   "Hullo, my covey! What's the row?"  

 

 

 

 



 Dodger’s SONG: 

Apples and pears 
Up the stairs 
Catch the Peelers unawares 
Trouble and strife? 
She’ll have your life 
Pays to be handy wiv a knife 
 
Butcher’s hook 
Go by the book 
Find you a tidy little nook 
Tit for tat 
Oo wants a cat? 
Oi stop yer staring at my ‘at 
 
Coo aint you green 
Might fetch a bean 
Tidiest cove I ever seen 
Could do with a berth 
For what  it’s worth 
Cushiest lodgings on this earth 
 
 
 

   The boy was about his own age: but one of the queerest looking boys that Oliver had 
ever seen. He was a snub-nosed, flat-browed, common-faced boy enough; and as dirty a 
juvenile as one would wish to see; but he had about him all the airs and manners of a 
man. He was short of his age: with rather bow-legs, and little, sharp, ugly eyes. 

 His hat was stuck on the top of his head so lightly, that it threatened to fall off 
every moment -- and would have done so, very often, if the wearer had not had a 
knack of every now and then giving his head a sudden twitch, which brought it 
back to its old place again. He wore a man's coat, which reached nearly to his 
heels. He had turned the cuffs back, half-way up his arm, to get his hands out of 
the sleeves: apparently with the ultimate view of thrusting them into the pockets of 
his corduroy trousers; for there he kept them.  

 He was, altogether, as roystering and swaggering a young gentleman as ever stood 
four feet six, or something less, in his bluchers.  

   "Hullo, my covey! What's the row?"   

   "I am very hungry and tired," replied Oliver: "I have walked a long way. I have been 
walking these seven days."  



   "Walking for sivin days!" said the young gentleman. "Oh, I see. Beak's order, eh? But," 
he added, noticing Oliver's look of surprise, "I suppose you don't know what a beak is, 
my flash com-pan-i-on."  

   Oliver mildly replied,’’a bird's mouth’’?   

   "My eyes, how green!" exclaimed the young gentleman. "Why, a beak's a madgst'rate; 
and when you walk by a beak's order, it's not straight forerd, but always a going up, and 
nivir a coming down agin. Was you never on the mill?"  

   "What mill?" inquired Oliver.  

   "What mill! Why, the mill -- the mill as takes up so little room that it'll work inside a 
Stone Jug; But come, "you want grub, and you shall have it. I'm at low-water-mark 
myself -- only one bob and a magpie; but, as far as it goes, I'll fork out and stump. Up 
with you on your pins. There! Now then! Morrice!"  

    
an adjacent chandler's shop, where he purchased a sufficiency of ready-dressed ham and 
a half-quartern loaf, or, as he himself expressed it, "a fourpenny bran!" the ham being 
kept clean and preserved from dust, by the ingenious expedient of making a hole in the 
loaf by pulling out a portion of the crumb, and stuffing it therein. Taking the bread under 
his arm, the young gentleman turned into a small public-house, and led the way to a tap-
room in the rear of the premises. Here, a pot of beer was brought in, by direction of the 
mysterious youth;.  

   "Going to London?" said Dodger.  

   "Yes."  

   "Got any lodgings?"  

   "No."  

   "Money?"  

   "No."  

   The strange boy whistled; and put his arms into his pockets, as far as the big coat 
sleeves would let them go.  

   "Do you live in London?" inquired Oliver.  

   "Yes. I do, when I'm at home," replied the boy. "I suppose you want some place to 
sleep in to-night, don't you?"  



   "I do, indeed," answered Oliver. "I have not slept under a roof since I left the country."  

   "Don't fret your eyelids on that score," said the young gentleman. "I've got to be in 
London to-night; and I know a 'spectable old genelman as lives there, wot'll give you 
lodgings for nothink, and never ask for the change -- that is, if any genelman he knows 
interduces you. And don't he know me? Oh, no! Not in the least! By no means. Certainly 
not!"  

   The young gentleman smiled, Oliver discovered that his friend's name was Jack 
Dawkins, and that he was "The artful Dodger,"   As John Dawkins objected to their 
entering London before nightfall, it was nearly eleven o'clock when they reached the 
turnpike at Islington. They crossed from the Angel into St. John's Road; struck down the 
small street which terminates at Sadler's Wells Theatre; through Exmouth Street and 
Coppice Row; down the little court by the side of the workhouse; across the classic 
ground which once bore the name of Hockley-in-the-Hole; thence into Little Saffron Hill; 
and so into Saffron Hill the Great: along which the Dodger scudded at a rapid pace, 
directing Oliver to follow close at his heels.  

   *. A dirtier or more wretched place he had never seen. The street was very narrow and 
muddy, and the air was impregnated with filthy odours. There were a good many small 
shops; but the only stock in trade appeared to be heaps of children, who, even at that time 
of night, were crawling in and out at the doors, or screaming from the inside. The sole 
places that seemed to prosper amid the general blight of the place, were the public-
houses; and in them, the lowest orders of Irish were wrangling with might and main. 
*drunken men and women were positively wallowing in filth; and from several of the 
door-ways, great ill-looking fellows were cautiously emerging  

  * Oliver was just considering whether he hadn't better run away…! 

   "Now, then!" cried a voice from below, in reply to a whistle from the Dodger.  

   "Plummy and slam!" was the reply.  

    "There's two on you," "Who's the t'other one?"  

   "A new pal," replied Jack Dawkins, pulling Oliver forward.  

   "Where did he come from?"  

   "Greenland. Is Fagin up stairs?"  

 
 
 



 
 

   "Yes, he's a sortin' the wipes. Up with you!’’  

 The walls and ceiling of the room were perfectly black with age and dirt.  
 There was a deal table before the fire: upon which were a candle, stuck in a 

ginger-beer bottle, two or three pewter pots, a loaf and butter, and a plate.  
 In a frying-pan, which was on the fire, and which was secured to the mantelshelf 

by a string, some sausages were cooking; and standing over them, with a toasting-
fork in his hand, was a very old shrivelled Jewish gentleman. 

  He seemed to be dividing his attention between the frying-pan and a clothes-
horse, over which a great number of silk handkerchiefs were hanging. 

  Several rough beds made of old sacks, were huddled side by side on the floor.  
 Seated round the table were four or five boys, none older than the Dodger, 

smoking long clay pipes, and drinking spirits with the air of middle-aged men. 

   "This is him, Fagin," said Jack Dawkins; "my friend Oliver Twist."  

   The Jew grinned; and, making a low obeisance to Oliver, took him by the hand, and  

Fagin:= I hope I should have the honour of your intimate acquaintance.  

SONG:- 

A Respectable Old Gentleman 
  
 
A Respectable Old Gentleman am I 
I never would stoop to crimes not I 
Ask me if I’m crooked, ask me if I’d swipe 
And I can  answer ‘What a load of tripe!’ 
Don’t I look straight, don’t I look posh? 
Every day more honest with better nosh 
Who are these boys what live along of me? 
Why they came to me for Charity 
I lend them a bed and a sausage or two 
If it warnt for me what would they do? 
 
A kind old gennelman that’s what I be 
The boys find  a kind old Uncle in Me 
Paying me with hankerchiefs and coins they find 
Lucky little bleeders aint they, mind? 
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Where they finds ‘em I dunno 
It’s not my business , I’m too slow 
Sometimes a wallet they finds in the muck 
Sharp little eyes and lots of luck 
If it warnt for luck where would we be 
A Respectable Old Gentleman like me!? 
 
Yes Respectable Respect ABLE  
I’m a respeckible gennelman. 
Heheee hee eheee hahahaaaheeeeeee 
There are no flies on me! 
Stealing you say?  Oh shocking , never! 
And picking pockets- that just aint clever. 
As if I would , oh would I lie? 
As if I’d stoop, oh no no no 
Won’t never catch me sink so low 
 
You won’t catch me  
You just won’t …CATCH ME!!. 
 

Upon this, the young gentlemen with the pipes came round him, and shook both his hands 
very hard -- especially the one in which he held his little bundle. One young gentleman 
was very anxious to hang up his cap for him; and another was so obliging as to put his 
hands in his pockets, in order that, as he was very tired, he might not have the trouble of 
emptying them, himself, when he went to bed. These civilities would probably have been 
extended much farther, but for a liberal exercise of the Jew's toasting-fork on the heads 
and shoulders of the affectionate youths who offered them.  

   "We are very glad to see you, Oliver, very," said the Jew. "Dodger, take off the 
sausages; and draw a tub near the fire for Oliver. Ah, you're a-staring at the pocket-
handkerchiefs! eh, my dear! There are a good many of 'em, ain't there? We've just looked 
'em out, ready for the wash; that's all, Oliver; that's all. Ha! ha! ha!"  

   the Jew then mixed him a glass of hot gin and water: telling him he must drink it off 
directly, because another gentleman wanted the tumbler. Oliver did as he was desired. 
Immediately afterwards he felt himself gently lifted on to one of the sacks; and then he 
sunk into a deep sleep.  

 

Fagin: Oliver? Are you asleep, my boy? 

 Fagin stepped gently to the door: which he fastened. He then drew forth: as it seemed to 
Oliver, from some trap in the floor: a small box, which he placed carefully on the table. 
His eyes glistened as he raised the lid, and looked in. Dragging an old chair to the table, 
he sat down; and took from it a magnificent gold watch, sparkling with jewels.  


