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CHAPTER TJIE 1-' 0URTEENTH. 

THE JEW 'S I.A S'! NIGIIT Al IVL. 

Tim court was paved from floor to roof with human faces. 
Inquisitive and eager eyes peered from every inch of space; 
from the rail before the dock, away into the harpest angle of 
the smallest corner in the gallerie , all looks were fixed upon one 
man-the Jew. Before him and behind, above, below, on the 
right and on the left- he seemed to stand surrounded by a fir
mament all bright with beaming eyes. 

He stood there, in all this glare of living light! with one hand 
resting on the wooden slab before him, the other held to his ear, 
and his head thrust forward to enable him to catch with greater 
distinctness every word that fell from the presidi11g judge, who 
was delivering his charge to the jury. At times he turned his 
eyes sharply upon them to observe the effect of the slightest 
feather-weight in his favour; and when the points against him 
were stated with terrible distinctne s. looked towards his counsel 
in mute appeal that he would even then urge something in his 
behalf. Beyond these manife tations of anxiety, he stirred not 
]1and or foot. He had scarcely moved ince the trial began; 
and now that the j udge cea~ed to peak, he still remained in the 
same strained attitude of close attention, with his gaze bent on 
him as though he listened still. 

A slight bustle in the court recalled him to himself, and 
looking round, he saw that the jurymen had turned together to 
consider of their verdict. A hi eyes wandered to the gallery, 
he could see the people ri:::ing above each other to see his face: 
some hastily applying their glasses to their eyes, and others 
whispering their neighbours with looks ex pre. sive of abhor
rence. A few there were ,vho seemed unmindful of him, and 
looked only to the jury in impatient wonder how they could 
delay, but in no one face-not even among the ':omen, of whom 
there were many thcre--could he read the farntest sympathy 
with him, or any feeling but one of all-absorbing interest that 
he should be condemned. 

As he saw all this in one bewildered o-Iance, the death-like 
stillness came again, and looking back, he ~aw that the jurymen 
had turned towards the judge. Hush ! 

They only sought permis~ion to retire. 
He looked wistfully into their faces, one bv one, when they 
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eel out ac; though to see which way the gr atcr nmnbc1 I ,int: but 'that wa fruitle . The jailer touched him on thL boulder. He followed mechanically to the end of the dock, rnl at down on a chair. The man pointed it out, or he hould 
not have een it. 

IJc looked up into the gallery arrain. 'ome of the people ,iere •atinrr, and ome fanning themselves with handkerchief , for the crowded place was very hot. There wa one young man k tching his face in a little note-book. He wondered whether it wa like, and looked on when the artist broke hi pencil-point uncl made another with his knife, as any idle pectator might 
hare clone. 

In the :ime way, when he turned his eyes towards the judge, hi . mind began to bu. y itself with the fashion of his dre . , and \\hat it co t, and how he put it on. There was an old fat gentleman on the bench, too, who had gone out ome half an hour bdorc, and now came back. He wondered within him elf whether thi man had been to get his dinner, what he had had, and where he had had it, ancl pursued this train of carele s thought until ome new object caught his eye and roused another. 
J. 'ot that all this time his mind was for an in tant free from 

one oppre. ive, overwhelming sense of the grave that opened at hi. foet; it was ever present to him: but in a vague and general 11ay, and he could not fix his thoughts upon it. Thu , ven 11hile he trembled and turned, burning hot at the idea of speedy 1lcath, he fell to counting the iron spikes before him, and wondering how the head of one had been broken off, and whether they would mend it or leave it as it wa . Then he thought of all the horrors of the gallows and the scaffold, and stopped to watch a man sprinkling the floor to cool it-and then went on to think again. 
At length there was a cry of silence, and a breathles. look from all toward the door. The jury returned and pa eel him rlo.e. Ile could glean nothing from their face ; they might as wl'll have been of stone. Perfect stillness en ued - not a ru tlc-not a breath-Guilty. 
The buildin()' rang with a tremendous shout, and another, and nother, and then it echoed deep loud groan -, that gathered tr~ngth a they welled out, like angry thunder. It wa a peal of Joy from the populace outside, greeting the news that he Muld die on Monday. 
The noi c ub -ided, and he wa a ked if he had anythin<T to Y why ~entence of death should not be pas. ed upon him. He h d r~--umed hi li tening attitude, and looked intently at hi qu tton r while the demand wa made, but it wa.· twice rel att-d b fore he emed to hear it, and then he onh· muttl'n d 1~· t I~ " an old man- an old man- an old n1.m-ai°1d o dr p-

P11!~ 111~0 a whi~per, wa ::.il •nt again. . . l h~ JUdr,, a urned th black cap; and th1.: p11--oner ull ~ uo 
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with the same a!r and ge tur_e. A wom~n in the gallery uttered 
some exclarnat10n , called forth by this dread solemnity. he 
looked hastily up, as if angry at the interruption, and bent' for. 
ward yet more attentively. The addres. was solemn and im
pressive, the sentence fearful to hear; but he stood like a marble 
figure, without the motion of a nerve. His haggard face was 
still thrust forward, his under-jaw hanging down, and his eyes 
staring out before him, when the jailer put his hand upon his 
arm, and beckoned him away. Ile gazed stupidly about him 
for an in stant, and obeyed. 

They led him through a paved room under the court, where 
some prisoners were waiting till their turns came, and others 
were talking to their friends, who crowded round a grate which 
looked into the open yard. There was nobody there to speak 
to him; but as he passed, the pri oners fell back to render him 
more visible to the peuple who were clinging to the bars, and 
they assailed him with opprobrious name , and creeched and 
hissed. He hook his fist, and would have spat upon them; 
but his conductors hurried him on through a gloomy passage, 
lighted by a few dim lamps, into the interior of the prison. 

Here he was searched, that he might not have about him the 
means of anticipating the law; this ceremony performed, they 
led him to one of the condemned cells, and left him there
alone. 

He sat down on a stone bench opposite the door, which served 
for seat and bedstead, and casting his bloodshot eyes upon the 
ground, tried to collect his thoughts. After a while_ he began 
to remember a few di.jointed fragments of what the Judge had 
said, though it had seemed to him at the time that he could not 
hear a word. These gradually fell into their proper places, and 
by degrees suggested more, so that in a little time he had tl_1e 
whole almost as it was delivered. To be hanged by the neck t'.11 
he was dead-that was the end. To be hanged by the neck till 
he was dead. 

As it came on very dark he beo-an to think of all the men he 
' b had known who had died upon the scaffold-some ~f them 

through his means. They rose up in such quick success10n. that 
he could hardly count them. He had seen some of them_die:
and joked too, because they died with prayers upon then- hps. 
With what a rattling noise the drop went down; and how s~d
denly they changed from strong and vigorous men to dangling 
heaps of clothes ! 

Some of them mio-ht have inhabited that very cell-sat upon 
that very spot. It bwas very dark; why didn't they bring a 
light? The cell had been built for many years-scores of ~en 
must have passed their last hours there~it was like sitti~g m: 
vault strewn with dead bodies-the cap, the noose, the pmw_ne 
arms-the faces that he knew even beneath that hideous veil
Light, light! 
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At Iencrth when his hands were raw with beating again t the heavy do~r and walls, two men appeared, one beari[lg a candle, which he thrust into an iron candlestick fixed against the wall, and the other dragging in a mattress on which to pass the night, for the prisoner was to be left alone no more. 
Then came night-dark, dismal, silent night. Other watchers are glad to hear the church-clocks strike, for they tell of life and comin()' day. To the Jew they brought despair. The boom of every ir~n bell came laden with the one deep hollow soundDeath. ·what availed the noise and bustle of cheerful morning, which penetrated even there, to him? . It was another form of knell, with mockery added to the warnrng. . 
The day passed off-day, there was no day; 1t was gone as soon as come-and night came on again; night so long and yet so short; long in its dreadful silence, and short in its fl eeting hours. One time he raved and blasphemed, and at another howled and tore his hair. Venerable men of his own persuasion had come to pray beside him, but he had driven them away with curses. They renewed their charitable efforts, and he beat them off. 
Saturday night; he had only one night more to live. And as· he thought of this, the day broke-Sunday. 
It was not until the night of this last awful day that a withering sense of his helpless desperate state came in its rull intensity upon his blighted soul; not that he had ever held any defined or positive hopes of mercy, but that he had never been able to consider more than the dim probability of dying so soon. He had spoken little to either of the two men who relieved each other in their attendance upon him, and they, for their parts, made no effort to rouse his attention. He had mt there awake, but dreaming. Now he started up every minute, and with gasping mouth and burning skin hurried to and fro, in such a paroxysm of fear and wrath, that even they-used to such sights -recoiled from him with horror. He grew so terrible at last in all the tortures of his evil conscience, that one man could not bear to sit there, eyeing him alone, and so the two kept watch together. 

He cowered down upon his stone bed, and thought of the past. He had been wounded with some missiles from the crowd ~n the day of his capture, and his head was bandaged with a h?en cloth. His red hair hung down upon his bloodless face; his beard was torn and twisted into knots; his eyes shone with a terrible light; his unwashed flesh crackled with the fever that b~rnt him up. Eight-nine-ten. If it was not a trick to frighten him, and those were the real hours treading on each 0!her's heels, where would he be when they came round again ! li,leven. Another struck ere the voice of the hour before had feased to vibrate. At eight he would be the only mourner in lls own funeral train; at eleven-- -
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Those dreadful walls of N ewgate, whic~ have hidden so much 
misery and such unspeakable anguish, not only from the eyes, 
but too often and too long from the thoughts of men, never held 
so dread a spectacle as that. The few who lingered as they 
passed and wondered what the man was doing who was to be 
huna to-morrow, would have slept but ill that night, if they 
could have seen him then. 

Frum early in the evening until nearly midnight, little groups 
of two and three presented themselves at the lodge-gate, and in
quired with anxious faces whether any reprieve had been received. 
These being answered in the negative, communicated the wel
come intelligence to clusters in the street, who pointed out to 
one another the door from which he must come out, and showed 
where the scaffold would be built, and, walking with unwilling 
steps away, turned back to conjure up the scene. By degrees 
they fell off one by one, and for an hour in the dead of night the 
street was left to solitude and darkness. 

The space before the prison was cleared, and a few strong 
barriers, painted black, had been already thrown across the road 
to break the pressure of the expected crowd, when Mr. Brown
low and Oliver appeared at the wicket, and presented an order 
of admission to the prisoner, signed by one of the sheriffs. 
They were immediately admitted into the lodge. 

" Is the young gentleman to come too, sir?" said the man 
whose duty it was to conduct them. " It's not a sight for 
children, sir." 

" It is not indeed, my friend," rejoined Mr. Btownlow, "but 
my business with this man is intimately connected with him, and 
as this child has seen him in the full career of his success and 
villany, I think it better-even at the cost of some pain and fear 
-that he should see him now." 

These few words had been said apart, so as to be inaudible_ to 
Oliver. The man touched his hat, and glancing at him w!th 
some curiosity, opened another gate opposite to that at _wh!ch 
they had entered, and led them on through dark and wmdrng 
ways towards the cells. 

" This," said the man, stopping in a gloomy passage where a 
couple of workmen were making some preparations in profoun_d 
silence,-" this is the place he passes through. If you step thi 
way, you can see the door he goes out at." 

He led them into a stone kitchen, fitted with coppers for 
dressing the prison food, and pointed to a door. There ~vas a,n 
open grating above it, through which came the sound of m~n 8 

voices, mingled with the noise of hammering and the throwrng 
down of boards. They were putting up the scaffold . 

From this place they passed through several st1:ong gates, 
opened by other turnkeys from the inner side, and havrng e~tered 
an open yard, ascended a flight of narrow steps, and came _mt?:, 
passage with a row of strong doors on the left hand. l\fotionIOn 
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them to remain where they were, the turnkey knocked at one of the,e with hi bunch ?f keys. The two atteml_a.nt: after a little dii~perino- came out mto the passage, stretchmg themselve. a if glad ~f!he ~emporary reli~f~ and ~notioned the vi itor to follow the Jailer into the cell. l hey did so. 
The condemned criminal was seated on hi bed, rocking himelf from side to side, with a countenance more like that of a nared bea. t than the face of a man. His mind wa evidently 

11 anclerino- to his old life, for he continued to mutter, without ,reining ionscious of their presence otherwise than as a part of hi vi~ion. 
"Good boy, Charley-well done! "-he mumbled. '' Oliver too, ha! ha! ha! Oliver too-quite the gentleman now-quite the-take that boy away to bed." 
The jailer took the di engaged ha_nd of Oliveri and whispering him not to be alarmed, looked on without speakrng. "Take him away to bed "-cried the Jew. " Do you hear me, ome of you ? He has been the--tbe-somehow the cause of all this. It's worth the money to bring him up to itBolter's throat, Bill; never mind the girl-Bolter's throat as dt'ep a· you can cut. Saw his head off." 
"Fagin," said the jailer. 
"That's me!" cried the Jew, falling instantly into precisely the same attitude of listening that he had assumed upon hi s trial. "An old man, my Lord; a very old, old man." " II ere," said the turnkey, laying his hand upon his breast to keep him down. " Here's somebody wants to see you, to ask you ome questions, I suppose. Fagin, Fagin. Are you a man?" 
"I shan't be one long," replied the Jew, looking up with a face retaining no human expression but rage and terror. "Strike them all dead !-what right have they to butcher me?" A he spoke he caught sight of Oliver and Mr. Brownlow, and hrinking to the furthest corner of the seat, demanded to know what they wanted there . 

. " teady," said the turnkey, still holding him down. " ow, ,1r, tell him what you want-quick, if you please, for he grows wor5e a the time gets on." 
"You have some papers," said l\1r. Brownlow advancing, 'which were placed in your hands for better security, by a man called Monks." 
' It'- all a lie together," replied the Jew. " I haven't onenot one." 

For the love of God," said l\f r. Brownlow solemnly, " do not ay that now, upon the very verge of death; but tell me 11 here they are. You know that Sikes is dead; that l\1onk has confe · ed ; that there is no hope of any further gain. ,vhere are the e papers?" 
I Oliver ' cried the Jew, beckoning to him. " Here, here. • -t me whi per to you." 



OLIVER TWIST. 

" I am not afraid," . aicl Oliver in a low voice, as he relin
quished Mr. Brownlow's hand. 

"The papC'rs," said t lw Jew, _drawing him towards him, "are 

in a can,·a,~ bag, i11 a lwk a little way up the chimney in the 

top fro1,1,t-roo111. I want to tall to yo11, m_y clear-I wan t to talk 

to VOii. 

'' Yl' , yes," r eturn d Oliv r. " Let me . a_y a prayer. Do. 

Let me sa_y one prayer; say only one upon your knees with me 
and w will ta! k ti II rnorni ng." ' 

"Outside, outside," repli ed the Jew, pu'-hing the boy before 

him towards the door, and looking va antl_y over his head. 

" a_y I've gone to sleq> the '11 h lieve !JOit. You can get 

me out if you take me so. 1 'o w then, now then." 

" Oh ! (Jod forn-ive thi s wret<:hc<l man! " cried the boy with a 

bur. t of tear . . 
" That's right that's ri!:{ht,' aid the Jew. " That '11 help 

us on. This door fir,-t; if I . hake and tr mhle a we pa the 

gallo11s, don't you mind, but hurry on . • ·ow, now, now." 

" llavc ·ou nothing else to a k him, ir? 'inqui red the turn
key. 

" Tooth r question,'' rq>li ecl :\Ir. Brownlow. " If I hoped 

we could recall him to a en ,p of hi-, po-;ition-" 

" Nothing will do that . ir ·, replied the man, haking his 

head . " You had bctt l' r leave him." 
The door of t!te cell opcnl'cl, and the attendant returned . 

"Pre~;,, on, pres. on," cried the Jew. '' Soft ly, bu t not so 
slow. Fa,-te r, faster ! " 

. The men laid hands upon him, and cli engaging Oli ve_r from 

his gra p, held him back. Ile" rithecl and struggled with the 

power of desperation, and sent up shriek upon hriek that pene

trated even those ma. "i"e wall ·, and rann- in their ear un til they 

reached the open •anl. 
It was some time before they left the prison, for Oli,·er nearly 

wooned after thi · frightful cene, and wa so weak , that for an 

hour or more he had not the trenn-th to walk . 
b ] " 

Day wm, dawninn- "hen they agai11 emerged. A g reat mn _ti· 
tude had already a ,-embled ; the window wc>re filled with 

people moki1w and playing- card to beguile the ti1~e; the 

crowd were pu bing quarrelling, and joking. Every thing told 

of life and animation, but one dark clu ·te r of object in the ver_v 

centre of a ll-the black ta<re , the cro · -beam, the rope, and all 

the hideous apparatu of d~th. 

CHAPTER THE FIFI'EE ·r11, 

A~D LAT. 

'l'11E fortunes of tho e who have fio- ured in this tale are nearla 

closed, and what little remains to th~ir historian to relate is tol 

in few and simple words. 
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Before three ~ont!1s had _passed, Rose Fl~ming and Harry 
Mavlie wrre married 111 the village church, winch was henceforth 
to be the scene of the young clergyman's labours; on the same 
day they entered into pos ession of !heir new and happy home. 

l\'[rs. Maylie took up her abode with her son and daughter-in
law, to enjoy, during the tranquil remainder of her days, the 
crreatest felicity that age and worth can know-the contempla
tion of the happines of tho e on whom the warmest affections 
and tenderest cares of a well-spent life have been unceasingly 
bestowed. 

It appeared, on a full and careful inve, tigation, th~t if the 
wreck of property remaining in the cu tody of Monks (which 
hatl never prospered either in hi hand or in tho e of bis mo
ther) were equally divided between him elf and Oliver, it would 
yield to each little more than three thou and pounds. By the 
provisions of hi father's" ill, Oliver would have been entitled to 
the whole; but fr. Brownlow, unwilling to deprive the elder 
son of the opportunity of retrieving hi former \'ice and pur u
ing an honest career, propo ed this mode of distribution, to 
which his young charge mo t joyfully acceded. 

l\lonks, still bearino- tliat a,sumed name. retired with hi por
tion to a di taut part of the 1. 'ew \Vorld, where, having quickly 
squandered it, he once more fell into hi.;; old courses, and, after 
undergoing a long confinement for ome fresh act of fraud and 
knawry, at length unk under an attack of hi· old di order, and 
died in prison. As far from horn, diec.l the chief remaining 
members of his friend Fagin' gang. 

Mr. Brownlow adopt d Oliver a hi own . on, and remoYing 
with him and the old hou .ekeeper to within a mile of the par
sonage house, where hi dear friend re idcd, gratified the only 
r~maining wi h of Oliver' warm and earnc!,,l heart, a11tl thus 
lmked together a little ociety, who e condition approached a 
nearly_ to one of per~ ct happine m, can ever be known in thi 
changmg world. 

Soon after the marriage of the young p oplc, the worthy 
docto~ returned to hert ey, where, bereft of the pr sence of his 
old friends, he would have been di contented if hi:. temperament 
had admitted of such a feelino-, and would have turned quite 
peevish if he had known how~ For two or three months he 
c~ntented himself with hinting that he feared the air began to 
u~sagree with him, and then finding that the place really was to 
h~m no longer what it had been before, settled his business on 
his_assist_ant, took a bachelor's cottage just outside the village of 
which his youno· fri end was pa tor, and in tantaneously reco-
ve d H b · · fi · ~e · ere he took to o-arclemng, plantmg, ::,Ju ng, carpen-
tering, and various other p~nsuits of a similar kind, all under
taken w~th his characteri tic irnpetuo ity; and_ in each and all, 
e has smce become famous throughout the ne1glibourhood as a 

most profound authority. 
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B efore his removal, he had managed to contract a stron()' 
friendship for Mr. Grimwig, which that eccen tric aentlema~ 
cordially reciprocated. He is accordingly visited by hGn a great 
many times in the course of the year, and on all such occasions 
l\Ir. Grimwig plants, fishes, and carpen ters with great ardour 
doing everything in a very singular and unprecedented manner~ 
but always maintaining, with his favourite as everation, that hi; 
mode is the right one. On Sundays, he never fails to criticise 
the sermon to_ the _young clcrgym~n's face, always informing 
1\lr. Losberne rn stnct confidence afterwards, that he considers 
it an excellent performance, but thinks it as well not to say so. 
It is a standing and very favourite joke for :Mr. Brownlow to 
rally him on his old prophecy concerning Oliver, and to remind 
him of the night on which they sat ,~ith the watch between them 
waiting his return ; but Mr. Grimwig contends that he was 
right in the main, and in proof thereof remarks that Oliver did 
uot come back, after all, which always calls forth a laugh on his 
side, and increases his good humour. 

l\Ir. Noah Claypole, receiving a free pardon from the crown 
in consequence of being admitted approver against the J ew, and 
considering his profes$ion not altogether as safe a one as he 
could wish, was for some little time at a loss for the means of a 
livelihood, not burdened with too much work. After some con
sideration he went into bminess as an informer, in which calling 
he realizes a genteel subsistence. His plan is to walk out once 
a-week during church time, attended by Charlotte in respectable 
attire. The lady faints away at the doors of charitable publi
cans, and the gentleman being accommodated with threepenny
worth of brandy to restore her, lays an information next day, 
and pockets half the penalty. Sometimes Mr. Claypole faints 
himself, but the result is the same. 

1\1r. and Mrs. Bumble, deprived of their situations, were gra
dually reduced to great indigence and misery, and finally be
came paupers in that very same workhouse in which they had 
once lorded it over others. 1\Ir. Bumble has been beard to say, 
that in this reverse and degradation he has not even spirits to 
be thankful for being separated from his wife. 

As to Mr. Giles and Brittles, they still remain in their ~Id 
posts, although the form er is bald, and the last-named boy q~1te 
grey. They sleep at the parsonage, but divide their attent10ns 
so equally between its inmates, and Oliver, and Mr. Brownlow, 
and Mr. Losberne, that to this day the villagers have never been 
able to discover to which establishment they properly bel~ng. 

Master Charles Bates, appalled by Sikes's crime, fell rnto a 
train of reflection whether an honest life was not, after all, the 
best. Arriving at the conclusion that it certainly was, he 
!m:ned his back upon the scenes of the past, resolved to amend 
it 111 some new sphere of action. He struggled hard and. s_uf
fored much for some time; but having a contented dispos1twn 
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and a good purpose, succeeded in the end ; and, from being a farmer's drudge and a carrier's lad, is now the merriest young (J'razier in all Northamptonshire. 0 
And now the hand that traces these words falters as it approaches the conclusion of its task, and would weave for a little longer space the thread of these adventures. 
I would fain linger yet with a few of those among whom I have so long moved, and share their happiness by endeavouring to depict it. I would show Rose Maylie in all the bloom and grace of early womanhood, shedding upon her secluded path in life such soft and gentle light, as fell on all who trod it with her, and shone into their hearts,-I would paint her the life and joy of the fireside circle and the lively summer group ; I would follow her through the sultry fields at noon, and hear the low tones of her sweet voice in the moonlit evening walk; I would watch her in all her goodness and charity abroad, and the smiling untiring discharge of domestic duties at home; I would paint her and her dead sister's child happy in their mutual love, and passing whole hours together in picturing the friends whom they had so sadly lost; I would summon before me once again those joyous little faces that clustered round her knee, and listen to their merry prattle ; I would recall the tones of that clear laugh, and conjure up the sympathising tear that glistened in that soft blue eye. These, and a thousand looks and smiles and turns of thought and speech-I would fain recall them every one. How Mr. Brownlow went on from day to day, filling the mind of his adopted child with stores of knowledge, and becom~ng attached to him more and more as his nature developed Itself, and showed the thriving seeds of all he could wish him to become-how he traced in him new traits of his early friend, that awakened in his own bosom old remembrances, melancholy and yet sweet and soothing-how the two orphans, tried by adversity, remembered its lessons in merc;y to others, and mutual love, and fervent thanks to Him who had protected and preserved them-these are all matters which need not to be told ; for I have said that they were truly happy; and without strong affection, and humanity of heart, and gratitude to that Being whose code is mercy, and whose great attribute is benevolence to all things that breathe, true happiness can never be attained. Within the altar of the old village church there stands a white marble tablet, which bears as yet but one word,-" Agnes ! " There is no coffin in that tomb; and may it be many, mauy years before another name is placed above it. But if the spirits of the Dead ever come back to earth to visit spots hallowed by ~he ,love-the love beyond the grave-of those w?om they knew in life, I do believe that the shade of that poor girl often hovers about that solemn nook-ay, though it is a church, and she was weak and erring. 

VOL. v. 
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