Dodger, Fagan, Sikes, Nancy
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(DODGER enters breathlessly in a panic.)

DODGER
Fagin! Fagin! Fagin!

FAGIN
(crossing to DODGER)
Dodger! Where’s Oliver? Where's the boy?

DODGER
Got took away in a coach!

FAGIN
Who coach? What coach? Where coach?

DODGER
He got nabbed on the job! They took him to court. We waited
outside. The old man we dipped, come out of the court with
Oliver and took him away... in a coach!

FAGIN
Where to? Quick? Speak!

DODGER
To the posh side of town... Chepstowe Gardens, Bloomsbury. I
run all the way.

FAGIN
(fretfully)
We were supposed to look after him. We were supposed to
bring him back with us. We were supposed to never let him out
of our sight!

SIKES
(aloud)
Who?
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FAGIN
A new boy. Went out on his first job today with Dodger.
I'm afraid that he may say something which will get us into
trouble.

(SIKES starts towards FAGIN, who stares vacantly ahead.)
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SIKES
Somebody must find out what’s been done, or said. If he hasn’t
talked yet, there’s still a chance we might get him back without
suspicion. We’ll nab him the very moment he dares to step out
of that house. Now who's gonna go?

(They all look around at each other.)

DODGER
I suppose it'll have to be me—

FAGIN
You shut your trap, Dodger. You've caused enough trouble.
(He looks at NANCY.)
It’s got to be done quiet. We don’t want any fuss.
(smirking at NANCY)
The very thing! Nancy my dear, you're so good with the boy.

NANCY
It’s no good trying it on with me.

(SIKES crosses to her menacingly.)

SIKES
And just what do you mean by that remark?

(NANCY looks at SIKES.)

NANCY
What [ say, Bill. I'm not going. Why can’t you leave the boy
alone? He won’t do you no harm. Why can’t you leave him
where he is, where he’ll get the chance of a decent life?

SIKES
You'll get him back here my girl. Or else.

(SIKES stares threateningly at NANCY. FAGIN hurries
across and speaks pleadingly at NANCY.)
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FAGIN
Nancy my dear, if he talked, think what would happen to us.
Think what would happen to Bill. It'd be the gallows for him,
Nancy, the gallows! You wouldn't let that happen would you,
my dear? Not to Bill? Not to your Bill?

SIKES
She’ll go, Fagin. The rest of you clear out!

(SIKES gives NANCY one last threatening look and
leaves. FAGIN looks at NANCY, who turns the other




