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Chapter One

Orphan Oliver

“That boy was born to be hanged!” roared the warden of the workhouse.

“What boy’s that, Mr Bumble?” asked the matron.

“What boy? Oliver Twist, ma’am! That boy will dangle from the hangman’s rope some day, or my name’s not Bumble.”

His name was Bumble.

But the boy’s father’s name wasn’t Twist. And Oliver was not the name his mother would have chosen if she’d given him a name before she died giving birth to him in the workhouse.

Above all, this boy was not born to be hanged. He was born to be a hero.

“What’s he done, Mr Bumble?” asked the matron. “What was his crime?”

“His crime? I hardly dare to tell you. At dinner today, he only asked for more!”

“Oh, Mr Bumble! He never did!”

Dinner in the workhouse that day and every day was a small bowl of gruel, which was like greasy washing-up water. It was horrible.

Who could possibly want more?

But growing boys get hungry.

The boys drew straws.

Oliver Twist was the unlucky winner.

That day at dinner Oliver finished his gruel, same as always. Licked his spoon clean and the bowl as well – so clean they never needed washing.

Then he took a deep breath, stood up, picked up his bowl and his spoon and started walking.

The dining room fell silent.

Every eye was on him.

Oliver could hear the sound of his own breath, the slip-slap of his bare feet on the cold stone floor. The beat of his heart was like thunder in his ears.
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