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CHARLES DICKENS 

 

OLIVER TWIST 

 

The room in which the boys were fed, was a large stone hall, with a copper at one end: out of which the 

master, dressed in an apron for the purpose, and assisted by one or two women, ladled the gruel at 

mealtimes. Of this festive composition each boy had one porringer, and no more—except on occasions of 

great public rejoicing, when he had two ounces and a quarter of bread besides.  

The bowls never wanted washing. The boys polished them with their spoons till they shone again; and 

when they had performed this operation (which never took very long, the spoons being nearly as large as 

the bowls), 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; employing themselves, meanwhile, in sucking their fingers most 

assiduously, with the view of catching up any stray splashes of gruel that might have been cast thereon. 

Boys have generally excellent appetites. 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, and hadn't been used to that sort of thing (for his father had kept a small cook-shop), 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. He had 

a wild, hungry eye; and they implicitly believed him. 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 boys took their places. The master, in his cook's uniform, stationed himself at the 

copper; his pauper assistants ranged themselves behind him; the gruel was served out; and a long grace 

was said over the short commons. The gruel disappeared; the boys whispered each other, and winked at 

Oliver; while his next neighbors 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. He gazed in stupefied astonishment on the 

small rebel for some seconds, 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 arm; and shrieked aloud for 

the beadle.  

The board were sitting in solemn conclave, when Mr. Bumble rushed into the room in great excitement, 

and addressing the gentleman in the high chair, said,  

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

'That boy will be hung,' said the gentleman in the white waistcoat. 'I know that boy will be hung.'  

Nobody controverted the prophetic gentleman's opinion. An animated discussion took place. 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. In other 

words, five pounds and Oliver Twist were offered to any man or woman who wanted an apprentice to any 

trade, business, or calling.  

'I never was more convinced of anything in my life,' said the gentleman in the white waistcoat, as he 

knocked at the gate and read the bill next morning: 'I never was more convinced of anything in my life, 

than I am that that boy will come to be hung.'  

 

GREAT EXPECTATIONS 

 

My young conductress locked the gate, and we went across the courtyard. It was paved and clean, but 

grass was growing in every crevice. The brewery buildings had a little lane of communication with it, and 

the wooden gates of that lane stood open, and all the brewery beyond stood open, away to the high 

enclosing wall; and all was empty and disused. The cold wind seemed to blow colder there than outside 

the gate; and it made a shrill noise in howling in and out at the open sides of the brewery, like the noise of 

wind in the rigging of a ship at sea.  

 [She said] “As to strong beer, there’s enough of it in the cellars already, to drown the Manor House.”  

 “Is that the name of this house, miss?”  

“One of its names, boy.”  

“It has more than one, then, miss?”  

“One more. Its other name was Satis; which is Greek, or Latin, or Hebrew, or all three—or all one to 

me—for enough.”  

“Enough House,” said I; “that’s a curious name, miss.”  

“Yes,” she replied; “but it meant more than it said. It meant, when it was given, that whoever had this 

house could want nothing else. They must have been easily satisfied in those days, I should think. But 

don’t loiter, boy.”  
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Though she called me “boy” so often, and with a carelessness that was far from complimentary, she was 

of about my own age. She seemed much older than I, of course, being a girl, and beautiful and self-

possessed; and she was as scornful of me as if she had been one-and-twenty, and a queen.  

We went into the house by a side door, the great front entrance had two chains across it outside,—and the 

first thing I noticed was, that the passages were all dark, and that she had left a candle burning there. She 

took it up, and we went through more passages and up a staircase, and still it was all dark, and only the 

candle lighted us.  

At last we came to the door of a room, and she said, “Go in.”  

I answered, more in shyness than politeness, “After you, miss.”  

To this she returned: “Don’t be ridiculous, boy; I am not going in.” And scornfully walked away, and—

what was worse—took the candle with her.  

This was very uncomfortable, and I was half afraid. However, the only thing to be done being to knock at 

the door, I knocked, and was told from within to enter. I entered, therefore, and found myself in a pretty 

large room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of daylight was to be seen in it. It was a dressing-

room, as I supposed from the furniture, though much of it was of forms and uses then quite unknown to 

me. But prominent in it was a draped table with a gilded looking-glass, and that I made out at first sight to 

be a fine lady’s dressing-table.  

Whether I should have made out this object so soon if there had been no fine lady sitting at it, I cannot 

say. In an arm-chair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on that hand, sat the 

strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see.  

She was dressed in rich materials,—satins, and lace, and silks,—all of white. Her shoes were white. And 

she had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal flowers in her hair, but her hair was 

white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some other jewels lay sparkling on 

the table. Dresses, less splendid than the dress she wore, and half-packed trunks, were scattered about. 

She had not quite finished dressing, for she had but one shoe on,—the other was on the table near her 

hand,—her veil was but half arranged, her watch and chain were not put on, and some lace for her bosom 

lay with those trinkets, and with her handkerchief, and gloves, and some flowers, and a Prayer-Book all 

confusedly heaped about the looking-glass.  

It was not in the first few moments that I saw all these things, though I saw more of them in the first 

moments than might be supposed. But I saw that everything within my view which ought to be white, had 

been white long ago, and had lost its lustre and was faded and yellow. I saw that the bride within the 

bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the flowers, and had no brightness left but the brightness 

of her sunken eyes. I saw that the dress had been put upon the rounded figure of a young woman, and that 

the figure upon which it now hung loose had shrunk to skin and bone. Once, I had been taken to see some 

ghastly waxwork at the Fair, representing I know not what impossible personage lying in state. Once, I 

had been taken to one of our old marsh churches to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich dress that had 

been dug out of a vault under the church pavement. Now, waxwork and skeleton seemed to have dark 

eyes that moved and looked at me. I should have cried out, if I could.  

“Who is it?” said the lady at the table.  

“Pip, ma’am.”  
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“Pip?”  

“Mr. Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come—to play.”  

“Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.”  

It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding objects in detail, and 

saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that a clock in the room had stopped at 

twenty minutes to nine.  

“Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. “You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since you 

were born?”  

I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended in the answer “No.”  

“Do you know what I touch here?” she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her left side.  

“Yes, ma’am.” (It made me think of the young man.)  

“What do I touch?”  

“Your heart.”  

“Broken!”  

She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile that had a kind 

of boast in it. Afterwards she kept her hands there for a little while, and slowly took them away as if they 

were heavy.  

“I am tired,” said Miss Havisham. “I want diversion, and I have done with men and women. Play.”  

I think it will be conceded by my most disputatious reader, that she could hardly have directed an 

unfortunate boy to do anything in the wide world more difficult to be done under the circumstances.  

“I sometimes have sick fancies,” she went on, “and I have a sick fancy that I want to see some play. 

There, there!” with an impatient movement of the fingers of her right hand; “play, play, play!”  

For a moment, with the fear of my sister’s working me before my eyes, I had a desperate idea of starting 

round the room in the assumed character of Mr. Pumblechook’s chaise-cart. But I felt myself so unequal 

to the performance that I gave it up, and stood looking at Miss Havisham in what I suppose she took for a 

dogged manner, inasmuch as she said, when we had taken a good look at each other,—  

“Are you sullen and obstinate?”  

“No, ma’am, I am very sorry for you, and very sorry I can’t play just now. If you complain of me I shall 

get into trouble with my sister, so I would do it if I could; but it’s so new here, and so strange, and so 

fine,—and melancholy—.” I stopped, fearing I might say too much, or had already said it, and we took 

another look at each other.  
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Before she spoke again, she turned her eyes from me, and looked at the dress she wore, and at the 

dressing-table, and finally at herself in the looking-glass.  

“So new to him,” she muttered, “so old to me; so strange to him, so familiar to me; so melancholy to both 

of us! Call Estella.”  

As she was still looking at the reflection of herself, I thought she was still talking to herself, and kept 

quiet.  

“Call Estella,” she repeated, flashing a look at me. “You can do that. Call Estella. At the door.”  

To stand in the dark in a mysterious passage of an unknown house, bawling Estella to a scornful young 

lady neither visible nor responsive, and feeling it a dreadful liberty so to roar out her name, was almost as 

bad as playing to order. But she answered at last, and her light came along the dark passage like a star.  

Miss Havisham beckoned her to come close, and took up a jewel from the table, and tried its effect upon 

her fair young bosom and against her pretty brown hair. “Your own, one day, my dear, and you will use it 

well. Let me see you play cards with this boy.”  

“With this boy? Why, he is a common laboring boy!”  

I thought I overheard Miss Havisham answer,—only it seemed so unlikely,—“Well? You can break his 

heart.”  

So we sat down to cards.  

It was then I began to understand that everything in the room had stopped, like the watch and the clock, a 

long time ago. I noticed that Miss Havisham put down the jewel exactly on the spot from which she had 

taken it up. As Estella dealt the cards, I glanced at the dressing-table again, and saw that the shoe upon it, 

once white, now yellow, had never been worn. I glanced down at the foot from which the shoe was 

absent, and saw that the silk stocking on it, once white, now yellow, had been trodden ragged. Without 

this arrest of everything, this standing still of all the pale decayed objects, not even the withered bridal 

dress on the collapsed form could have looked so like grave-clothes, or the long veil so like a shroud.  

So she sat, corpse-like, as we played at cards; the frillings and trimmings on her bridal dress, looking like 

earthy paper. I knew nothing then of the discoveries that are occasionally made of bodies buried in 

ancient times, which fall to powder in the moment of being distinctly seen; but, I have often thought 

since, that she must have looked as if the admission of the natural light of day would have struck her to 

dust.  

“He calls the knaves Jacks, this boy!” said Estella with disdain, before our first game was out. “And what 

coarse hands he has! And what thick boots!”  

I had never thought of being ashamed of my hands before; but I began to consider them a very indifferent 

pair. Her contempt for me was so strong, that it became infectious, and I caught it.  


