OLIVER – PLAYSCRIPT

Props:

Wooden / tin Bowls 

Brass Topped Mace for Mr Bumble

Extra large bowl for soup 

Ladle for soup

Handkerchiefs 

Scarves

Bundle tied to a stick 

Street Sellers’ baskets 

Fake food, 
Fake roses /flowers, 
Fake strawberries
Frying pan

Strings-o-sausages 

Toasting Fork 

Wallets

Walking sticks 

Pocket watches

Bird in stand cage 

Beer mugs 

Stools for bar 

£5 note   

Gun that fires 

Wooden Box for Fagin’s jewels

Fake jewels
Pack of card
Costumes:

All Boys:

Torn trousers 

Torn shirts

Cloth caps

Fagins boys:

Waistcoats

Cravats

Fingerless gloves
Dodger:

Top hat, dress coat
All Women/Sellers: 
Victorian syle dresses

Plain girls blouses

Flared skirts

Frilly petticoats
Shawls



Victorian mop caps

Bonnets

Fagin:


Frock coat, waistcoat, cravat, flat black hat

Bill:


overcoat, tall hat, boots

Mr Bumble

itary style coat/trousers, admirals hat

Mr Brownlow:
Smart dress coat, top hat
Oliver:


White nightshirt

All:


plain separates in bright/rainbow colours (shorts, skirts, tshirts, shirts, etc)

Cast list:

Narrator:

Nidhi and Charlotte

Oliver:


Poppy

Mr Bumble:

Matthew

Mrs Bumble:

Caroline
Dodger:

George
Charlie:

Daisy

Fred:


Bella

Fagin:


James

Bill:


Adam D

Nancy:


Aimee

Beth:


Rhianna Y

Molly:


Ella

Jane:


Morgan

Mr Brownlow:

Stephen

Policemen:

Jamie and Adam T

Sellers:


Georgia, Rianna P, Kate, Matthew, Zach, Rhianna Y, Ella, Morgan, 

Workhouse/Fagins boys:
George, Daisy, Bella, Georgia, Rianna P, Kate, Zach, Spencer, Caroline

Lighting:

Mark, Elliott
and others
Stage hands

Songs & Dances
No.
Song



Who




Dance
Coordinator
1
Food, Glorious Food

All: Oliver 1 line


All

EB
2
Oliver!



Mr & Mrs Bumble/boys

-

WW
3
Where is love?


Oliver






WW
5
Consider yourself

Dodger & Oliver/sellers

All

WW
6
Pick a Pocket


Fagin/boys



Fagin/boys
EB

7 
It’s a fine life:


Nancy/Beth/Molly/Jane



WW
8
I’d do anything

Dodger/Charlie/Fred/Oliver/

All

WW


Nancy/Beth/Molly/Jane

9
Be back soon


Fagin/Charlie/Fred/


All

EB

Oliver/boys


10
Oom-pah-pah


Nancy/Beth/Moly/Jane/all

All

JD

12
As long as he needs me
Nancy/Beth/Molly/Jane/

Group 1
EB

13
Who will buy?

Sellers/ Oliver



Sellers

JD
14
Reviewing the situation
Fagin/Charlie/Fred




WW

Scene 1: Workhouse
Narrator enters stage.

Narrator:
The year is 1837.  Victoria has become Queen of England.  A new poor law has promised to solve the problem of the poor by making them pay for themselves, in workhouses.  9 years ago, a young woman was brought to the workhouse after collapsing the street of a town very close to Great Horwood.  She gave birth to a son.  She gave him her only possession: a locket (holds up locket).  With her last breath, she kissed her baby, and died.  
Mr & Mrs Bumble enter stage
Narrator: 
Mr Bumble, the proprietor of the workhouse, was a person of extremely high importance …. to himself (Mr Bumble looks proud).  (aside to audience) Some people, when they get a bit of power, they let it go straight to their head (picture of X). Mrs Bumble does not share his opinion. (Mrs Bumble looks in disgust at Mr Bumble, shaking her head).Mr Bumble named the orphaned baby Oliver Twist.  Oliver was brought up in the workhouse.   It has not been an easy life…
Bell rings.  Music starts and children walk on stage singing:

Song: Food, Glorious Food
As the song ends, Mr and Mrs Bumble enter and the boys scatter to their rows.

Mr Bumble:
(singing) For what we are about to receive, may the Lord make us truly thankful
Boys:  

Aaaaaaaameeeen.

Mr Bumble raises his staff, pauses, and brings it down.

Boys eat their gruel in 3 long and 3 short scoops, then lick bowls.
Boys then huddle around and pick straws.  Oliver draws short straw and walks hesitantly to Mr Bumble. Mr Bumble looks horrified as Oliver approaches
Oliver: 
Please sir, can I have some more?
Mr Bumble:
What did you say, boy?

Oliver: 
Please sir, can I have some…..more?

Mr Bumble
MORE?!
Oliver panics and runs away

Song: Oliver!
Everyone clears the stage at end of song.
Narrators appear.

Oliver walks across stage with stick & bundle

Narrator: 
After his disgrace, Oliver was sold to a poor life at an undertakers, but after even more mistreatment he fled, and chose to seek his fortune in London.  Without shelter and food, he walked for 7 days, and finally arrived at his destination, feeling scared, hungry, and very alone…
Scene 2: Marketplace
Oliver stands alone in empty/still Marketplace, centre stage.  Sings solo:
Song: Where is Love?
Oliver hangs head and cries.  Sellers come on, bustling, calling out, knocking Oliver who carries on crying.  Dodger walks on, looking for opportunities to pick-pocket.  Oliver notices and starts to watch Dodger, sniffing and wiping eyes.

Dodger:
What you staring at?  Aint you ever seen a toff before?

Oliver:

No, sorry, I haven’t.

Dodger:
Ah, that’s all right.  (Stealing apple for Oliver)  ‘ungry are ya?

Oliver:

I’m starving.  I’ve been walking for seven days.

Dodger:
Runaway are ya?  Who you runnin' away from then – the beak?
Oliver:

The who?

Dodger:
Don’t you even know what the beak is?  The magistrate! Cor, you are green.  Why you ‘ere’ then?

Oliver:

I’ve come to London to seek my fortune.

Dodger:
Oh, you ave, ave ya?  Got any lodgins? Money?  
Oliver:

(shaking head) Not a farthing!  Do you live in London?

Dodger:
Yep.  I suppose you want some place to sleep tonight, eh?

Oliver:

Do you know of anywhere?

Dodger:
(Scratching head and thinking very hard) As it so ‘appens, I do know of a respectable old gentleman what’ll give you lodgings for nothing.

Oliver:

(Surprised) Really?  He must be a very kind old gentleman.
Dodger:
(Stammering, obviously not telling the truth) Oh, yes, he’s very kind, and I’m a particular favourite of his.  Well now, anyway.  If, er, you’re coming along, I’d betta know who you are.

Oliver:
My name’s Oliver, Oliver Twist.

Dodger:
And mine’s Jack Dawkins (bows), better known to my more hintimate friends as the Artful Dodger.

Oliver:
(Shaking hands vigorously, looking very happy) Pleased to meet you Mr Dodger!  Are you sure the old gentleman won’t mind?
Dodger:
Mind?...

Song: Consider Yourself

Scene 3: Fagin’s Den
Boys are sitting around playing cards, drinking and smoking, some play fighting, etc.  Fagin is sitting in far corner, back to audience, with sausages on a pan, long fork.
Narrator:
Clerkenwells in East London was far removed from the grand city that Oliver had first seen.  Run down warehouses over open sewers provided dark and shady lodgings for those too desperate or too dangerous to live elsewhere.   Mind you, property prices are on the up. Perhaps, in 150 years or so, they could be worth millions! Ha ha ha. (walk off stage)

Dodger:
Ere, Fagin, I brought a new friend to see ya!  Oliver Twist.

Fagin turns very slowly.

Oliver:

(In awe)  Sir. (Bows).

Fagin:
(Oozing charm)  Well, I ‘ope I shall ‘ave the honour of getting to know you better, my dear.  We are very glad to see you Oliver – very.  (Looking at other boys)  Aren’t we my dears?

Boys cheer/shout and grab Oliver’s things.  There is chaos as Oliver looks scared.

Fagin:
(Shouting gruffly)  LEAVE IM ALONE!!  (Turns to Oliver and puts nice face and voice back on)  So, you ‘ave come to London to seek your fortune, ‘ave you Oliver?  Well, we must see what we can do to ‘elp you.  Mustn’t we?
Oliver:
Oh, thank you sir!

Charlie:
(Mimicking)  Oh, thank you sir.  (Other boys laugh.)
Fagin:
Shut it!

Oliver looks around him.

Fagin:
Ah, you’re staring at the, er, pocket handkerchiefs my dear.  We just ang em up ready for the wash – ain’t that right lads?

Boys:
(Sarcastically and drawn out)  Ye-ah! (All laugh.)
Oliver:
Is this a laundry then?

Fred:
Yeah, that’s right – a laundry!  Ha, ha, ha, ha.

Fagin:
A laundry would be very nice, but no – (whispering) our line of business pays a little better, don’t it boys?

Boys:
(Raising eyebrows) Ye-ah!
Oliver:
What do you do then Sir?

Fagin:
Well, Oliver, it’s like a game – just a game.  Watch…
Fagin rubs hands, flexes fingers, pushes down fingers on gloves.  Takes hankies, watches, etc from box and puts in various pockets.  Dodger tries to take watch out of Fagin’s hand – Fagin slaps his hand.  Boys all laugh.  Fagin struts about as music starts.
Fagin:  
You see Oliver…

Song: Pick a Pocket or Two

Fagin:
Right!  Put em all back in the box!
Boys:
Aw!

Boys put trinkets back.

Fagin:
All of em!

Charlie returns and puts another watch in box.


(Fiercely) Come ere!.... (Smiles and pats him on cheek)  Good boy.  What a crook!

Charlie laughs.

Fagin:
We’ve all bin ‘ard at work today, ‘aven’t we boys?
Boys:
Yeah.

Fagin:
What you got Dodger?

Dodger:
(Handing over wallets)  Couple o’ wallets.

Fagin:
Lined?

Dodger:
Course.  Only the best for you, Fagin.

Fagin:
(Quietly)  Hmm, not as heavy as it could be.  (Remembering Oliver is there)  Er, very nicely made.  Ingenious workman,  ain’t he Oliver?

Oliver:
(Admiringly)  Did he make it himself?

Charlie:
(Laughing)  Yeah, wiv ‘is own lily-white ‘ands.  Ha ha ha ha.

Fagin:
Shut it!  Yes, our Dodger is very clever.  E’s a right little Bill Sykes!
Oliver:
Who’s Bill Sikes sir?

Fagin:
(Carefully)  Ah, he’s a very clever gentleman.  You’ll meet ‘im later, Oliver.  (Brightening)  So, Charlie.  What you got then?
Charlie:
(Handing over 2 handkerchiefs)  Couple o’ wipes.

Fagin:
(Inspecting hankies)  Hmm, you haven’t embroidered ‘em too well, though, my dear.  You shall have to unpick the stitching so we can start again.

Fred:
Yeah – so we can put on our trademark, eh Fagin?!

Fagin:
That’s right, my dear.  And you can learn how to do that, Oliver – and how to make wallets just like Dodger.

Oliver:
Really, Mr Fagin?  Oh thank you.  I shall work very hard.

Bill, Nancy, Bet, Molly and Jane arrive.

Fagin:

Right, that’s enough now boys.  Get on wiv yer omework!
Dodger and Oliver end up in far, rear corner, talking.  Other boys sit, some eating, some drinking, playing cards, practising picking pockets, etc.

Nancy and her friends look happy and start talking to boys near them, ruffling hair, etc.  Bill looks very moody and goes up to Fagin, without speaking.  Starts handing over loot, one item at a time.  Fagin looks pleased.
Fagin:

Beautiful!  Beautiful.  You done well Bill.  Such a professional!

Fagin starts to back away casually with loot.  Bill snaps his fingers, menacingly.

Fagin:
Oh, Bill, you don’t think I’d forget to pay you, would you?  I’m ‘urt, Bill, ‘urt!  You know I wouldn’t do that to an old friend like you.  I was just going to put this down first.

Bill holds out hand, Fagin hands over money looking innocent, Bill looks at him even more menacingly Fagin hands over more money, reluctantly but a bit scared.

Fagin:
Now, then, why don’t you ‘ave a drink wiv me, Bill and we can plan our next job?

Bill and Fagin go to sit down – Nancy looks adoringly at Bill as he passes her, but he just ignores her.  Bill and Fagin start talking quietly, with Bill still looking moody.

Charlie:
(Standing in disgust)  Urgh!  These sausages are mouldy!

Fagin:
(Looking up)  Shut up and drink yer gin!
Charlie sits back down and Fagin resumes conversation.

Nancy:
Ain’t we going to the Crown, Bill?
Bill:
(Turning around, very impatient, voice gruff and raised)  For gawd’s sake, woman!  I am trying to ave a conversation ere!
Nancy:
(Looking lovingly and hopefully)  Bill, you do love me, don’t you?

Bill:
(Exasperated, voice still raised)  Of course I do, I lives wiv ya don’t I?!

Bill shakes head and turns back to conversation with Fagin.  Nancy smiles, lovestruck. Sings with Beth, Molly and Jane. Boys join in chorus
Song: It’s a Fine Life

Bill exits at beginning of last verse – when Nancy looks rather sad.  Fagin continues drinking.  After song, Nancy turns and sees Dodger, who looks up at same time.
Dodger:
Ah, ladies.  You must come and meet our new boy.

Beth:
Well, what ave we got ere then?

Fagin:
Ladies, this is our new Lodger, Mr Oliver Twist, Hesquire.

Oliver bows and boys laugh.  The women smile, amused.
Molly:
Charmed!

Jane:
What a Gent!

Dodger:
Oh, yes, we’re all ladies and gentleman, ere.  We’re all quality.
Nancy:
Now don’t you take any notice, Oliver.  Just cos you’ve got manners and they ain’t.

Dodger:
What d’you mean, ain’t got no manners?  I’m a regular gent, I am.  (Putting on posh voice, to Molly and Jane )  Permit me to assist you across the road.
Molly:
(Also acting posh)  Oh, we was only going to the palace actually.

Jane: 
To ‘ave tea with our Vic!

Dodger:
Well, then allow me the privilege to hescort you in me own carriage.

Boys form ‘carriage.’
After you…

Song: I’d Do Anything.

At end of song, all laugh, smile, etc.

Nancy:

Come on then, girls,  I  don’t want to keep Bill waiting.
Beth:

Bye boys.  Nice to meet you Oliver.

Exit Nancy and girls.  Dodger, Charlie and Oliver approach Fagin.

Dodger:
Fagin, Oliver says e wants to come to work wiv us.

Fagin:
(Thinking) E does, does e?  Well, why not.  You’ve got to start somewhere and you couldn’t be in better ands than wiv Dodger and Charlie ere.  I say, Oliver, is it possible perchance that my kerchief is protruding from my pocket?
Oliver:
Yes, sir, I can just see the edge.

Fagin:
Well, then, see if you can take it out without my feeling it.  Like you saw the others do.

Fagin hums (‘rum pum pum’) and dodges out the way a few times...  Oliver removes long line of handkerchiefs tied together, with some difficulty and ends up falling down behind Fagin.

Fagin:

(Still looking forward)  Is it…. gone?

Oliver:

Yes, Mr Fagin – look!

Fagin:
(Faking astonishment)  Well, that’s a surprise I must say.  What a clever boy you are, Oliver.  I never saw a sharper lad.  Ere’s a shilling for ya.
All boys rush forward and surround Fagin, holding out hands.

Fagin:
Er, I’ll have to go to the bank.  (Shouts)  Now off to work all of yer!
Dodger:
Right, boys, time to go!...

Song: Be Back Soon.

Scene 4: Marketplace
Dodger and Charlie look for opportunities to pick pockets.  Oliver stands to a side watching, not really knowing what is going on.  Dodger and Charlie steal old gentleman’s wallet. Oliver, shocked, gasps out loud.   Man turns round, Dodger and Charlie run off, and Oliver freezes, petrified.  Dodger hides at edge of stage, watching.
Mr Brownlow:
(Holding out hand) Give it back, boy…

Oliver just stands, looking more afraid.



Come on, boy, give it back to me.

Oliver runs away.  


Stop! Police!

Brownlow, police etc, chase Oliver around stage.  Policemen manage to lose Oliver several times. Oliver is eventually caught, being grabbed by his collar by both policemen and dragged to centre of the stage.  Brownlow and shopkeeper approach.

Policeman1:
And who are you, please sir?
Brownlow:
My name is Mr Brownlow.  I live in Mayfair.

Policeman 2
And is this the boy who stole your wallet, Sir?

Brownlow:
Well, that’s the boy I saw but the shopkeeper has just informed me that two other boys stole the wallet. This boy had nothing to do with it.
Policeman1:
Why did you run off then, lad?

Oliver just stands and stares, terrified.

Brownlow:
It’s all right, boy.  There’s nothing to be afraid of.  Where are your parents?

Oliver:
(Nervously) I, I don’t have any, sir.  I’m an orphan.

Brownlow:
Well, who looks after you?  Where do you live?

Oliver:
I – I can’t say, sir.

Brownlow:
Well, I shall look after you then.  At least I can make some amends.  Come along.

Oliver and Brownlow walk to side of stage.   Dodger gets up and runs off other way 

Narrator:
Oliver goes home with  Brownlow, a  kind and very rich man.  Brownlow feels sorry for Oliver, and wants to make it up to him for accusing him of theft. Brownlow wants to offer Oliver a good and caring home.  There is something about Oliver that reminds Brownlow of his niece, who ran away from home 10 years ago…
Picture:

Narrator:  
This should be the end of the story.  But there are those who are worried that Oliver will talk.  About Fagin…about Bill…

Scene 5: Fagin’s Den
Boys are sitting quietly around the edges, watching nervously.  Bill, Fagin and Nancy sit at a table in the centre.  Dodger sits to the side.  Bill hits stick on the floor loudly.

Bill:
(Menacingly)  We’ve got to get ‘im back, do you ere?  We’ve gotta fink ov somefing!
Fagin:
It’s gotta be done carefully, by somebody the boy trusts.  (Looks at Nancy.)
Nancy:
(Standing up and backing off) Don’t you look at me.  I won’t do it, Fagin.  Why can’t you leave the boy alone?  E’s ‘appy and e’s got the chance of a decent life!
Fagin:
We av to get im back, Nancy, my dear.  Just think of the trouble it would cause if he talked.  Think of what would ‘appen to your Bill.  You wouldn’t want that, would you Nancy?

Bill:
(Fiercely, looking Nancy straight in the eye)  It’s okay.  She will go Fagin!
Nancy:
(Hands on hips, looking back at Bill determinedly)  No, she won’t go Fagin!

Fagin and the boys look nervous.  Bill moves close to Nancy and glares at her.
Bill:
(Shouts as loud and fiercely as possible)  YES SHE WILL, FAGIN!!

Nancy cowers and looks down at the floor.  Bill starts to walk away.

Bill:
(Quieter but victorious)  She will Fagin.

Bill and Nancy exit stage.  Fagin and boys sit in stunned silence.
Fagin:
(Trying to relieve tension)  All right, boys.  Time for bed!
Boys look at each other nervously and lie down. Fagin takes a seat on centre.  Charlie and Jack get up and sit either side of him.
Fagin: 

Whats worrying you, my boys?

Charlie:
Wot if Oliver talks, or they can’t get im back?  What if you gets nabbed, Fagin?

Fagin:
I wont get nabbed, don’t you worry.  But if I ave to do one, you know you will be ok, don’t you?

Fred:
We can’t get along without you, Fagin!

Fagin: 
It’ll be fine, boys, you know enough to look after yourselves if need be.
Fred
But’ ow you gonna look after urself if we leave?

Fagin: 
Hmmm…

Song: Reviewing the Situation.

Scene 6: Brownlow’s Home
Narrator:
Oliver wakes up at the home of Mr Brownlow:  clean, safe and cared for.  He cannot believe his luck.  Is it a dream?  Will it last?

Oliver stands centre wearing a clean nightshirt.   Sellers emerge onto stage.
Song: Who will buy?

As the song ends, Nancy appears to the side and waves at Oliver.  Oliver happily runs to her.  Bill appears, throws a blanket over Oliver and drags him offstage.
Scene 6: Inside Tavern
Fagin sitting at a table, looking worried.  Enter Nancy and Bill, dragging Oliver.  Beth, Molly and Jane follow.  Fagin stands up.
Fagin:
Delighted to see you, my dear.

Bill:
(Grabbing Oliver by the collar and bending over him, speaks menacingly)  What ‘ave you said about us, boy?

Oliver:
(Stammering, terrified, in quiet voice)  N-n-n-nothing, Sir.

Bill:
(Shouting)  What did you tell ‘em?!

Oliver shakes and looks terrified.  Fagin looks worried.  Nancy walks over and puts a hand on Bill’s arm, which he shrugs off.

Nancy:
Oh, leave ‘im be, Bill.  If the boy said he didn’t say anything, then he didn’t say anything.  (Taking Oliver by the shoulders and leading him off)  Come on Oliver.

Bill straightens up but doesn’t stop looking suspiciously at Oliver.

Fagin:
Let’s ‘ave a drink, Bill.  We a’ve to stay calm!

Bill:
(Still looking at Oliver, as he sits down)  Calm, eh?

Beth:
Bill, let me get you a drink. Usual? (aside to Molly and Jane) Nancy’s talked to Brownlow

Molly:

What? Why would she talk to him? Has she dobbed us all in?

Beth:
No! She just wants to get Oliver back to Brownlow. He’s the best chance the boy will have, of havin a family, a real life..

Jane:

You’re right.  How can we help them?

Beth:

She’s trying to get the boy to Brownlow tonight
Molly and Jane nod

Nancy:
Bill, I’ll just put the boy to bed.

Bill:
(Looks up)  Oi.  (Flicks his head to the corner)  Put ‘im there.


Nancy obeys reluctantly.



And don’t you move boy.

Oliver sits with knees huddled to chest, shaking.  Nancy looks around worried…

Song:  Oom-pah-pah

Nancy and Oliver start to leave at end of song.  Bill notices though and follows.  Fagin calls out warning.

Fagin:

Bill, don’t be aisty! No voilence, Bill!
Nancy runs with Oliver across stage, Bill catches up with them and drags them off scene (behind screen).  A scream.  Bill appears, holding Oliver by the scruff of the neck, both looking shocked and scared, and runs across the stage, passing Beth, Molly and Jane, who look at him and then go to the screen.  Beth screams.  

Brownlow rushes up, with policemen blowing whistles.  Others appear on the stage, looking shocked, shaking heads, etc.

Policeman: 
Who did this? Did you see?
Beth, Molly and Jane:
 (together, with hatred): Bill Sykes! 

Beth:
And he’s got Oliver!
Molly: He’ll have gone to Fagin’s.  We’ll show you where…
All run offstage
Policeman: 
(offstage) (blows whistle) Get him!
Fagin:

(offstage) Boys! We’re changing lodgins!!
Boys and Fagin run across the stage, followed by Bill with Oliver.  The crowd, led by Mr Brownlow and the Policeman, chase Bill and Oliver around the hall.  Boys run around scattering the treasures.  Finally the policeman doubles back to the stage as the rest of the crown chase Bill on to it.  Face to face, the Policeman shoots Bill, who falls and is dragged off stage by the crowd. Cheers.   Brownlow arrives and hugs Oliver. Mr and Mrs Bumble walk on stage.
Mr Bumble:
Sir, I have travelled from Buckinghamshire to provide you with information about this boy!

Brownlow:
What is it sir?
Mr Bumble:
When she died after his birth, his unfortunate mother left behind this locket (holds up locket). My wife kept it for, er, safekeeping… I knew you would be grateful to have it delivered to you (holds out hand expectantly)
Browlow (taking locket and opening it): It is her, my niece! Oliver, you are my great nephew!
Mr Bumble: 
(still with hand out) Ahem….

Brownlow:
Are you expecting a reward for this, you despicable man?! If you had brought this information to light before Oliver would not have had to endure what he has.  You should be locked up!

Mr Bumble:
But sir!  It was not me! My wife took the locket!
Mr Brownlow:
That, sir, is irrelevant. The law supposes that your wife, as your possession, does what you tell her to do.

Mr Bumble:
Well if that is what the law supposes, sir, then the law is an ass!  If that is the understanding of the law, then the law must not be married! Storms off stage.  Mrs Bumble follows, clipping her husband around the ear.
Brownlow and Oliver leave.  Crowd leaves. Narrators come  to the centre of the stage. 

Narrator:  
So there you have it.   For our young hero, this, ahem,  lucky,  coincidence  means a happy ending after his tragic beginning.  But what of our other characters? A few loose ends still need tying up…

Fagin walks nervously onto the stage. He turns out his empty pockets, looking mournful
Fagin:

Can somebody change?  It’s possible.



Maybe it’s too late – but it’s possible.



All my dearest companions and treasures,



I’ve left them behind.



I’ll turn a leaf over and who can tell



What I may find.

Starts to walk off stage when Dodger appears from behind the screen, folding his arms and looking up at Fagin.

Fagin:
Yes, young man, and do I have the honour of your acquaintance?
Dodger hands over a wallet, which Fagin looks over.


Lined?

Dodger:
Only the best….   Lovely workmanship, ain’t it?
Fagin continues singing…

Fagin:
I’m reviewing… the situation.

Dodger:
Once the villain, you’re a villain to the end.

Fagin:
Your light fingers…

Dodger:
Your inspiration.

Both:
What a team.

Dodger:
Am I your partner?

Fagin:
More a friend.


For your talent is employable


So make your life enjoyable.


A world with pockets open wide


Awaits your whim to grope inside.

Dodger:
Collections undetectable.

Fagin:
We might retire respectable.

Dodger:
Together until our dying day.

Fagin:
The living proof that crime can pay.

Both:
I think we’ll have to work it out again!!

THE END
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