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CAST OF CHARACTERS: 

CHARLES DICKENS: 50, Upper Class 

OLIVER BROWNLOW: 21, Surrey Accent, Middle Class 

JACK DAWKINS / DODGER: 24, East End accent, rough edges 

NOAH CLAYPOLE: 26, Midlands with Eastenders gruffness 

BETSY: 22, East End, soft tones 

AGGIE THE WHORE 

CATTLE HERDER 

ELDERLY GENTLEMAN 

 

 

SCENE 1-1: INTRODUCTION 

(FX: A VERY FAINT VIOLIN PIECE, A TICKING CLOCK, SIGNIFYING A 

DRAWING ROOM AS CHARLES DICKENS NARRATES.) 

CHARLES DICKENS: 

Chapter One. In which an older, wiser Oliver Twist returns to 

London Town to regain a stolen fortune. 

(FX: THE MUSIC FADES SLIGHTLY.) 

CHARLES DICKENS: 

Once upon a time, there was a young orphan by the name of 

Oliver Twist. He was raised in the misery of the workhouse and 

cast out for daring to ask for more. Oliver was soon 

apprenticed to an Undertaker, where he was beaten by an older 

apprentice, Noah Claypole. Eventually Oliver escaped from this 

world into a far more frightening one, named London. 

There he was taken in by an old man and his ward, Fagin and 

the Artful Dodger, and Oliver soon found that this life was 

even worse than the one he’d run from. Fagin and Dodger forced 

Oliver to rob, to steal – and he would soon have been thrown 
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in jail were it not for Mister Brownlow, a kindly gentleman 

who took Oliver into his care. For the first time, Oliver 

found peace. 

But it didn’t last long, for Fagin's accomplice Bill Sikes 

kidnapped Oliver, forcing him to steal for Fagin once more. It 

was a wretched life and Fagin’s protégé Nancy was the only 

friend that Oliver had. When Nancy was murdered, and Sikes was 

killed in an accidental hanging, Oliver began to dream of 

escape again. 

This time, luck was on his side; Fagin and Dodger finally 

faced justice. Dodger was deported to Australia. Fagin was 

given the noose. And Oliver was adopted by the Kindly Mister 

Brownlow, as they left London for a new life. 

(FX: THE MUSIC FADES AWAY NOW AS THE SOUNDS OF THE 1851 

STREETS OF LONDON FADE UP; SHOUTING, CARRIAGES, MEN HERDING 

CATTLE.) 

CHARLES DICKENS: 

But only stories have happy endings. Twelve years later, in 

the year eighteen fifty-one, Oliver returned to London once 

more. He was penniless, and at the mercy of others, just as he 

was all those years earlier… 

 

SCENE 1-2: EXT. STREETS OF LONDON - DAY 

(FX: IT’S A BUSY STREET, WITH PEOPLE SELLING FROM MARKET 

STALLS, CONVERSATIONS, MEN HERDING CATTLE. NOTHING MORE THAN 

BACKGROUND NOISE, HOWEVER, AS OLIVER WALKS ALONE DOWN THE 

STREET.) 

OLIVER: 

Excuse me? (BEAT) I say, hello? 

CATTLE HERDER: 

You stand there, lad and the cattle’ll run you over.  

OLIVER: 

Oh, right. Thank you. Might I ask if you know the way to 

Clerkenwell? 

CATTLE HERDER: 

You want the Inns of Court? 
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OLIVER: 

Yes, sir. Grays Inn Road. But I’ve lost my bearings. (RUEFUL) 

I’ve not been here for a long time. 

CATTLE HERDER: 

Well I take my cows up past Kings Cross, thataway. You can – 

OLIVER: 

(INTERRUPTING) Oh, I know the way from there. Thank you – 

(FX: OLIVER BUMPS INTO A MAN) 

OLIVER: 

I’m so sorry! 

ELDERLY GENTLEMAN: 

Watch where you’re going! 

OLIVER: 

Yes sir. I will, sir.  

ELDERLY GENTLEMAN: 

Gutter scum like you should watch out for your betters.  

OLIVER: 

Yes sir. Sorry, sir. 

 (FX: THE CATTLE FADE OFF – OLIVER STANDS ALONE ON THE 

STREET.) 

OLIVER: 

(TO HIMSELF) I hate this place. 

(FX: AGGIE, A DRUNKEN STREET WHORE STOMPS OVER) 

AGGIE: 

Ere! What the bloody ‘ell do you think you’re gawpin’ at? 

OLIVER: 

I wasn’t staring at you, I swear! I was looking at the 

booksellers behind you – 

AGGIE: 

Yeah? Well go look at some other ‘bookseller’! I don’t do 

freebies for people like you! 

OLIVER: 

I’m truly sorry, I never meant to… 
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DODGER: 

Ah, Aggie. She’s no Nancy to be sure, but she could teach you 

a trick or two if you wanted. 

OLIVER: 

Dodger!  

DODGER: 

Good to be remembered...I heard you were off to make your 

money with your new Daddy, Oliver. 

OLIVER:  

And I heard you were in Australia, Dodger. 

DODGER: 

Reminding me about my incarceration... that's no way to greet 

an old friend. (BEAT) But you never were a friend, were you? 

You were a plague upon us. A hindrance. (BEAT) A murderer. 

OLIVER: 

That’s not fair. You used me. You took me off the street and 

you taught me to steal for you. 

DODGER: 

I took you off the street and gave you food in your belly and 

a safe place to lay your head. Do you know what would have 

happened to you if I hadn’t come by? If I hadn’t seen you 

lying in that doorway, your face covered in dirt and tears, 

your feet bloody and blistered? (BEAT) It wasn't a pretty fate 

you were looking at. The fate of a ten-year-old, pretty, 

blonde innocent boy on the streets of London. 

OLIVER: 

You don’t know that would have happened. 

DODGER: 

Oh we both know. I gave you life, Oliver. (BEAT) You look like 

you’re walking somewhere. Let me join you. 

(FX: OLIVER AND DODGER WALK ALONG THE STREETS – AS THEY WALK, 

MARKET TRADERS CALL OUT TO DODGER. HE’S WELL KNOWN.) 

TRADERS: 

Alright Mister Dawkins! Have a loaf on me! 

DODGER: 

(Taking the bread, eating a piece) Too kind... These is my 

streets, see, same as they ever were. The thing about 
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Australia is it isn’t a life sentence. I did my six years and 

then came back. 

OLIVER: 

How? 

DODGER: 

I got well-paid work out there. Enough for me to come back 

when my time was up, better dressed than when I left. And it 

was like nothing changed. (BEAT) Well, apart from Nancy and 

Fagin and Sikes all being dead and that. 

OLIVER: 

And today, you just happen to be walking down the same street 

as me. Am I supposed to believe this is just an accident? 

DODGER: 

Oh no. That’d be stupid. I’ve had eyes on you since Hampstead. 

And I paid Ezra to lead you to me. 

OLIVER: 

If this is about what happened to Fagin– 

DODGER: 

Fagin was a mad old bloke with a thing for handkerchiefs. He’s 

better off dead. 

OLIVER: 

Then if it’s about my money– 

DODGER: 

(LAUGHING) Oh Twist, ever the optimist. Thinking I’m after you 

for your money, when I know that you don’t have any. 

OLIVER: 

You don’t know that. 

DODGER: 

I know everything, Oliver. I know how Brownlow died, and how 

you spent your inheritance on his treatments and his debts. 

The debts that were incurred when his solicitors wouldn’t give 

any of his hard-earned money to you. (BEAT) How am I doing so 

far? 
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OLIVER: 

It’s a book keeping error, nothing more. 

DODGER: 

They’re not going to give it to you. They’ll dispute your 

legal claim, and you know damned well they’ll drag it out 

through the courts. And looking at you, Twist, I don’t think 

you’ve got two pennies to rub together, let alone enough to 

contest your claim in a court of law.  

OLIVER: 

You’re wrong. 

DODGER: 

Am I? Who gets the money if they don’t give it to you? 

OLIVER: 

Mister Brownlow didn’t have any other dependants- 

DODGER: 

I said, who gets the money? 

OLIVER: 

They do, I suppose. 

DODGER: 

Damn right they do. And you thought that Fagin and Bill Sikes 

were the biggest crooks you’d met? You ain’t seen the half of 

it, me old chum. What would you have done with the money, 

anyway? 

OLIVER: 

Paid off my debts and got on with my life. Become a 

schoolteacher, or maybe even a bookseller. 

DODGER: 

And what will you do if you don’t get the money? I can’t see 

people buying books from a pauper. Where would you get your 

stock from? Stolen goods, that’s where.  
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OLIVER: 

I won’t steal. 

DODGER: 

That’s what they all say. (BEAT) I’ll tell you what, my dove. 

I’ll make you a promise. For old times’ sake. 

OLIVER: 

Go on. 

DODGER: 

Your mate Charley found honest labour. You found a father. The 

rest of us? Not so good. 

OLIVER: 

What do you mean? 

DODGER: 

Toby Crackit had his neck stretched five years ago at Newgate. 

Billy Two Fingers became a snakesman, and then fell from the 

third floor of the Royal Exchange. (EMOTIONAL) Little Petey 

joined the army, killed six months later. Tommy Chitling 

hanged himself after Bet died in childbirth. 

OLIVER: 

Are you alright? 

DODGER: 

Just dust in the eye. Look, I could go on. For every ten of 

us, two, maybe three still live. So, I’ll make you a promise, 

because you were one of Fagin’s family whether you like it or 

not. And because of that, if they do stiff you out of your 

money today, come and find me.  

OLIVER: 

Why, so you can laugh at me? 

DODGER: 

No, so I can get it for you, somehow. 
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OLIVER: 

Just like that? What’s the pull, Dodger? What do you want from 

me? 

DODGER: 

The offices of Babcock and Willis are up there on the left. Go 

and speak to them, find out your destiny. I’ll see you later. 

OLIVER: 

And if you don’t? 

DODGER: 

Then find me in Field Lane, where it all started. Good luck, 

Twist. You’re gonna need it. 
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SCENE 1-3. THAMES DOCKS – NIGHT 

(FX: WE CAN HEAR BOAT BELLS AND HORNS DEEP IN THE DISTANCE AS 

OLIVER WALKS ALONG ECHOING COBBLED STEPS.) 

OLIVER: 

I’m sorry mother, father. I let you both down. I can’t believe 

I thought they’d help me! 

(FX: BETSY WALKS TOWARDS OLIVER) 

BETSY:  

(FAINT) Hello? Is there anyone there? 

OLIVER: 

Don’t worry, I’m not worth mugging. 

(FX: THE FOOTSTEPS STOP. BETSY HAS ARRIVED.) 

BETSY: 

Oh, you weren’t kidding. You don’t wanna be walking down here 

late at night, mister. In this fog, they’ll have you down 

before they see you. 

OLIVER: 

Nancy? 

BETSY: 

Why’d you say that? 

OLIVER: 

I’m sorry, the fog, I couldn’t make you out... 

BETSY: 

Why’d you call me Nancy? 

OLIVER: 

Because for a moment you looked like someone I once knew. 

BETSY: 

My sister was called Nancy. Died over ten years back. How 

could you know her? 

OLIVER: 

It’s difficult to explain. I was a child-  

BETSY: 

Ah Jesus, you were one of Fagin’s brats, weren’t ya! Done well 

for yourself since then, have you? Don’t look it. 
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OLIVER: 

It’s been a bad week. 

BETSY: 

Couldn’t tell. (BEAT) Well, little Fagin brat, if you don’t 

want it getting worse, you’ll get out into the Strand, or 

somewhere with gas lamps. You're just waiting for a quick end 

down here. There are some nasty people around. 

OLIVER: 

Then why are you down here? 

BETSY: 

Maybe I’m one of them. Stay safe, Fagin brat. 

(FX: BETSY WALKS OFF) 

OLIVER: 

Wait! Don’t go! I’m –- (BEAT) (TO HIMSELF) I’m the reason your 

sister’s dead. 

(FX: A CLICK OF A LOCKET BEING OPENED.) 

OLIVER: 

I’ve got no fight left in me. (BEAT) They won. 

(FX: THE SOUND OF TWO MEN, WALKING ON THE COBBLES. IT’S DODGER 

AND NOAH, BUT THEIR VOICES ARE PUT ON, GRUFF.) 

NOAH: 

Well, well, well. What do we have here? 

OLIVER: 

I was just leaving. I don’t want to cause any trouble. 

NOAH: 

You ain’t gonna cause us anythin’, lad. You’re hangin’ around 

south of Temple in the dead of night. (BEAT) Nobody in their 

right mind does that – unless they have a death wish or 

somethin’. 

DODGER: 

Do you have a death wish? 

OLIVER: 

No, but I’ve had a really bad day. I’ll just go– 

NOAH: 

(INTERRUPTING, SHOUTING) Did I tell you to move?  
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(FX: FOOTSTEPS GET CLOSER.) 

NOAH: 

Tell you what. You give us what money you have, and whatever 

that trinket is that’s in your hand and we’ll let yer walk. 

How’s that sound? 

OLIVER: 

Look, Here’s a guinea. It’s all I have in the world. It’s 

yours, if you just leave me alone. 

(FX: A COIN IS THROWN AND CAUGHT.) 

DODGER: 

And what’s in yer hand? 

OLIVER: 

Just a cheap old locket, with a picture of my mother and 

father inside. It’s all I have left of them. Please, just let 

me walk away. It’s really nothing of consequence. 

DODGER: 

Con-se-quence! ‘Ark at the well-spoken young toff!  

NOAH: 

Look at him, throwin’ guineas around like they’re nothin’. You 

a posh one? Slummin’ it in the gutters for some slap and 

tickle with the dollymops? 

OLIVER: 

No. 

NOAH: 

Then show me the locket you’ve got in yer hand. 

OLIVER: 

Over my dead body. 

NOAH: 

Lovely grub. My favourite kind. 

(FX: WHUMPH! OLIVER IS PUNCHED HARD IN THE GUT. NOAH KICKS AT 

HIM, TWO, THREE TIMES. OLIVER GROANS IN PAIN WITH EACH HIT.) 

DODGER: 

Aw, look - he's trying to get up! 
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NOAH: 

Don't even think about it, son. 

OLIVER: 

(CHARGING AT THEM) Raarghhh!!!! 

(FX: THE SOUND OF NOAH AND OLIVER TUMBLING ONTO THE FLOOR.) 

NOAH: 

You little bleeder! I’m gonna slit yer throat for that! 

DODGER: 

Suggs! Someone’s coming! Grab the locket and go! 

OLIVER: 

(WEAK) No… 

(FX: THE TWO FOOTSTEPS RUN OFF INTO THE FOG.) 

(FX: A NEW SET OF FOOTSTEPS WALK UP.) 

OLIVER: 

Please… help… 

DODGER: 

(NORMAL VOICE) I dunno, Twist. I leave you alone a couple of 

hours, and already you’re making new friends. 

OLIVER: 

Dodger? 

DODGER: Let’s get you up. Bloody hellfire, that’s a nasty cut 

you've got there. 

OLIVER:  

They took my locket. It was all I had left of my parents.  

DODGER: 

Don’t worry about that now, Twist. Come on, you need a stiff 

drink. 

(FX: THEY WALK OFF.) 
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SCENE 1-4. A PUB SALOON. NIGHT 

(FX: A PUB NEAR THE STRAND. BUSY, LOUD AND OBNOXIOUS. OLIVER 

AND DODGER ARE AT A CORNER TABLE.) 

DODGER: 

(PLONKS A TANKARD ON THE TABLE) Here, drink that. 

OLIVER: 

(TAKES A SWIG) You were right, Dodger. About everything. 

DODGER: 

Yeah, I know. It’s a curse. So, let’s get this trinket of 

yours back. 

OLIVER: 

How? 

DODGER: 

Well, for a start they’ll need to fence it. I might be able to 

help, - I can ask about and suchlike. What did the robbers 

look like?  

OLIVER: 

I couldn't see their faces through the fog. And it sounded 

like they disguised their voices. 

DODGER: 

Hats? Scarves? 

OLIVER: 

Uh, bowler hats. (REMEMBERS) Wait, one was called Suggs. 

DODGER: 

You sure about that? 

OLIVER: 

His friend shouted it when they ran. Why? 
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DODGER: 

Because Suggs and Holland are well known around here. And they 

both wear bowlers. (BEAT) You’re lucky though. 

OLIVER: 

I don’t feel it. 

DODGER:  

Well you should. They’re usually to be found around Seven 

Dials, or pocketing in the Tyburn crowds. If they'd killed 

you, the crushers would never have pegged them for it. They 

don't frequent this area, see. Makes em uncomfortable. 

OLIVER: 

Can you find the robbers? And get my locket back? Or give me 

the address and a stick, and I’ll go there myself. 

(FX: OLIVER RISES) 

DODGER: 

Whoa there! There’s an easier way. I’ll let my business 

associate sort it out. Here he comes. 

(FX: NOAH WALKS OVER TO THEM. THE PUB IS NOTICABLY QUIETER NOW 

HE’S HERE.) 

OLIVER: 

Bill Sikes! 

DODGER: 

Jesus, you took a real lump to the head, didn’t ya! Sikes is 

dead! Don’t you recognise your old mate Noah? 

OLIVER: 

Noah? 

DODGER: 

Noah Claypole! Worked for Sowerberry the Undertaker with you! 
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NOAH: 

Evening Dodger. (BEAT) Work’us. 

OLIVER: 

You’re working with Noah Claypole? 

DODGER:  

Call him the Sikes to my Fagin. Now, Noah, I need a little 

favour. Suggs and Holland took a little locket from Oliver 

just a few minutes ago. Could you be a devil and get it back 

for me? 

NOAH: 

Suppose. I know where they drink. I’ll go have a word and meet 

you back at the lair. (BEAT) Later, Work’us. 

(FX: NOAH WALKS OFF.) 

DODGER: 

Why does he call you work us? 

OLIVER: 

He's saying Workhouse. It’s his way of reminding me of my 

place. 

DODGER: 

Well tonight your place is by my side. Come on, I’ll treat you 

to a pie and ale. Then we’ll go back to Fagin's old place and 

you can rest up. 

OLIVER: 

I can’t pay you, Dodger. I can’t do anything. 

DODGER: 

Don't be so sure about that, Oliver, my lad. 

 


