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1. My Birth

1 should begin my story at the beginning of my
life. T was born on a Friday at 12 o’clock at night.

The place of my birth was Blunderstone' in Suf- = -

folk?. My father had died six months earlier.

Thinking of the past, the first persons I can
remember are my mother and Peggotty, our ser-
vant. My mother had pretty hair and a lovely
shape; but Peggotty had no shape® at all. Her
cheeks and arms were very hard and red. 1 was
surprised the birds did not try to eat her instead of*
apples.

I can still remember our house, with the bed-
room windows opened to let in the fresh air. At
the back of the house was the garden, with a high
fence round it. Here there were butterflies and

fruit trees. The fruit on these trees was riper and

1. Blunderstone : i & 8 fifr58 (b 48) 2. Suffolk . 5 & 7%
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juicier than any I have seen since, in any other gar-
den. Sometimes on cold evenings we played and
danced in the parlour'. 1 remember my mother,
out of breath, resting in a chair and twisting the
ends of her hair round her fingers. I knew well
how proud she was of being so pretty.

Peggotty and I were sitting one night by the
parlour fire, alonme. 1 was reading to Peggotty
when the bell rang. We went to the door. My
mother was there, looking especially pretty, I
thought. With her was a gentleman with beautiful
black hair. I remembered that he had walked home
with us from church last Sunday.

My mother bent down to take me in her arms
and kiss me. The gentleman put his hand on my
head; somehow I didn’t like him. 1 was jealous
that when he touched my hand he also touched my
mother’s hand, which was holding me.

My mother thanked the gentleman for taking
the trouble to bring her home. Then Peggotty shut
the door and we all went into the parlour.

Gradually T got used to? seeing the gentleman

with the black hair. However, 1 did not learn to

1. patlour . &% 2. got used to: JMF (FHBH AR Rz
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like him.

One morning I was with my mother in the
front garden when Mr. Murdstone arrived — 1
knew that was his name now — riding a horse. He ‘
said he was going to Lowestoft’ to see some friends
there. He merrily suggested taking me with him on
his horse, if I would like the ride.

I had a great desire to go, and so Mr. Murd-
stone and 1 soon left.

We went to a hotel by the sea. In the hotel
two gentlemen were smoking cigars in a room by
themselves.

‘Hallo, Murdstone]’ they said.

‘And who’s this young man?’ said one of the
gentlemen.

‘That’s Davy,’ replied Mr. Murdstone.

‘Davy who?’ said the gentleman, ‘Jones?’

‘Copperfield,”’ said Mr. Murdstone.

‘What]’ cried the gentleman, ‘the pretty lit-
tle widow’s son?’ )

‘Quinion,” said Mr. Murdstone, ‘take care
please. Somebody is not stupid.’ ‘

‘Who isn’t?’ said the gentleman, laughing.

I looked up quickly, being curious to knowj;

1. Lowestoft : ¥ 4 B 3G 5h 8F (b )






but they only laughed.

We went home early in the evening. My
mother asked me about everything we had done,
and what they had said. 1 mentioned what they had
said about her, and I saw that she was pleased.

About two months afterwards, Peggotty and I
were sitting in the parlour one evening; my mother
was out again. Peggotty said suddenly:

‘Master Davy', would you like to go with me
to Yarmouth?? I am going to stay for two weeks
with my brother. There is the sea; and the boats
and ships; and the fishermen; and the beach; and
my nephew Ham to play with...’

1 replied that it would be great fun.

‘But what will my mother do while we are
away?’ said I. 1 put my small elbows on the table
while T argued.

‘Oh dear, Davy! Haven’t you heard? She’s
going to stay for two weeks with Mrs. Grayper.’

Ohi I my mother was going to Mrs.
Grayper’s, 1 was quite content to go. Qur plans
were all worked out that night.

The day soon arrived. We travelled in a

1. Master Davy ;. kT2 (master JIZE A% BIVERRFE)
2. Yarmouth . e # (Bh 42D



carrier’s cart', leaving in the morning after break-
fast.

Just as we were leaving, my mother ran out to
the gate. She called out to the carrier to stop so.
she could kiss me once more. I cried and my moth-
er cried too. I am glad to remember this detail.

We left her standing in the road. Then Mr.
Murdstone went to my mother; he seemed to be
angry with? her for crying. I was looking back
round the side of the cart. I wondered why he in-

terfered, and Peggotty seemed to wonder also.

1. carrier’s cart:iZ G % 2. be angry with: Xfe- 45
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2. A Holiday

The carrier’s horse took us lazily‘and slowly to
Yarmouth. I was quite tired, and very glad, when
we arrived at the small hotel. Peggotty’s nephew,
Ham, was waiting there for us. Ham was a huge,
strong man. He was six feet tall and very broad;r

but his young face made him look quite like a boy.
‘ Ham carried me home on his back, and he and
Peggotty carried our two small boxes. After a
while we came to a piece of low, flat ground. Ham
said ,

“There is our house, Master Davy!’

I looked all around me as far as I could see’. 1
could not see a house anywhere. There was some
kind of old black boat pulled up on dry ground not
far away. It had an iron pipe sticking out of it for a
chimney. The smoke from this chimney made it
look very warm and comfortable. I couldn’t see

anything else that looked like a house.

1. as far as I could see; RIE HHE %K



‘Is that it?” said I. “That thing like a ship?’

“That’s it, Master Davy,” replied Ham.

The idea of living in a real boat delighted me.
There was a door on one side, and little windows.
If it had been designed as a house it would have
seemed too small and unsuitable. But now it
seemed a perfect place to live in.

We were welcomed by a very polite woman. 1
had seen her at the door when we were about a
quarter of a mile away. With her was a most beau-
tiful little girl. She would not let me kiss her when
I offered to. Instead she ran away and hid herself.

A little later, after dinner, a man came home.
He had a lot of hair and a pleasant face. He was
Peggotty’s brother.

‘T am glad to see you, sir,’ said Mr. Peggot-
ty. ‘You will find we’re rough, but you’ll find
we’re friendly. ’ I thanked him. I said I was sure 1
was going to be happy in such a lovely place.

After tea the door was shut, and everything
was warm and comfortable. We sat and talked for
a long time. Peggotty, her brother ( Mr.
Peggotty), Ham and Emily were there. So was the
woman who had welcomed us at the door. Her
name, I discovered, was Mrs. Gummidge.

Later, when we were alone, Peggotty told me



that Mr. Peggotty was Ham and Emily’s uncle.
When their parents died they had no money and
nowhere to live. Mr. Peggotty had cared for them
ever since. Mrs. Gummidge was the widow of his
partner in a boat. Peggotty told me he had been
very poor.

As 1 went to sleep 1 heard the wind roaring
out at sea'. The sound was quite frightening. 1
was glad to think that Mr. Peggotty was a good
person to have near by if anything happened.

Nothing did happen, however. In the morning
I got out of bed and went out with little Emily to
pick up stones on the beach.

“You are a skilful sailor, I suppose?’ I said to
Emily.

‘No,’ replied Emily, shaking her head, ‘I’'m
afraid of the sea.’

‘Afraid!” I said, looking at the sea boldly.
‘I’m not!’

‘Oh! But it is cruel,’” said Emily, ‘I have
seen it destroy a boat as big as our house. Ishould
like to be rich. Me and uncle and Ham and Mrs.
Gummidge. We would not mind when there was

stormy weather. Not for ourselves, anyhow. But

1.1 heard. . . at sea: U7 L 1E LML B8



