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Charles Dickens

was born in England in 1812. He was the second
of eight sons in a poor family. Much of what he
writes is based on personal experience. When
Dickens’ father could not pay his bills, he was
sent to prison. Dickens’ mother and brothers
were forced to work hard at different jobs in
order to pay off the debts. Charles Dickens knew
firsthand about the misery and hunger of a poor
life.
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David Copperfield

David Copperfield is the story of a boy who is sent away from home to a
school where he is beaten. He is forced to fend for himself in dark and
dangerous London. Yet he becomes even more optimistic and sensitive,
despite all the evil the world throws at him. Good conquers evil, compassion

triumphs over indifference.

Now Anne de Graaf has rewritten this moving story, using simpler,
more modern language.

Here is one of Dickens’ classic stories, taken from the past and made
readable for children in the present.

Anne de Graaf is the author of 27 children’s books published in
more than 30 countries. Nearly 3 million of her books have sold worldwide.
She lives in The Netherlands with her husband and their two children.

José Pérez Montero has illustrated more than sixty children’s books.
He studied Fine Arts in Madrid and has been painting professionally for

more than thirty years. He lives in Madrid with his wife and their two sons.
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I Am Born

Whéther I will turn out to be! a hero will be told in these pages.
To tell the story of my life I begin at the béginning. 1 was born on a
Friday at midnight, and I began to cry right away. Some said I was
destined? to be unlucky, and the story which follows will prove them
either right or wrong.

I was born after death. What this means is I was born after my
father’s death. His eyes had closed upon the light of this world® before
mine even opened on it. It is strange to me that he never saw me. My
first memory of him is of the white gravestone in the churchyard®, and
the strange feeling I had been thinking about it out there in the dark
night, while we sat in a warm house, bright with fire and candles.

Probably the most important person in our family was my father’s

aunt Miss Trotwood, or Miss Betsey,

as my poor mother always called |
her. My father had once been a ‘

favorite of hers’, Ibelieve, but she
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had not liked his marrying my .

mother. He was twice my mother’s
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age' when they married, and not in
good health. In fact, my father P P EBER—4E

died a year after the wedding, six fl @ ¥
_ B O TAERF
months before I came into the D AIRERTFLOER

world. l P anix
If being born on a Friday has [l & ¥ X A%
ik 0 &t B
brought me bad luck then it is g : ;]{*

Miss Betsey s fault®. For she came

to Suffolk to visit my mother on o
that Friday. She walked right up the garden and pressed her nose
against the window®. My mother was sitting by the fire, looking at it
through her tears. It was a bright, windy March aftemoon. When she
saw Miss Betsey she cried out, but Miss Betsey motioned for her® to
open the door.

“Mrs. David Copperfield, 1 think,” said Miss Betsey.

“Yes,” said my mother faintly®.

“I am Miss Trotwood. I’ m sure you’ve heard of me,” said the
visitor.

My mother said she had and invited Miss Betsey inside’. The two
women sat down and there was a short silence, and then my mother
began to cry again.

“Oh poor thing, why you’re just a child. Now I came to tell

you that this baby must be a girl, and I beg® you’ll call her Betsey
Trotwood Copperfield. I will be her friend and godmother’. Now tell




me, was David good to you? How did you two meet?”

“We were very happy,” said my mother. “I took care of the
children in a family where Mr. Copperfield came to visit. He was very
kind and later asked me to marry him.”

“And how much money did Mr. Copperfield leave you?”

“A hundred and five pounds a year,” said my mother. And then
she became so sick that my aunt called for the maid', who was named
Peggotty, and my mother was brought upstairs®

The doctor was called for and when he arrived Miss Betsey asked
him each time he came downstairs, “Well, how is she?”

Each time he answered, “We are ... we are progressing® slowly.”
Then Miss Betsey would stuff* her ears with cotton’.

Finally, after one especially long trip upstairs®, the doctor returned
to Miss Betsey and said, “Well, ma’am, I am happy to congratulate’

»”

you.

“How is she?” Miss Betsey asked again.

“She will soon be fine. You

q #x

O MR L !
D HE § good.

@ x4 “And she. How is she?” said
o M % my aunt sharply. “The baby, how is

{e may visit her soon. It may do her

B ERERTRERMEE & che?”

J: K
& f(x)ME—i The doctor cocked® his head
to one side like a friendly bird.
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“Ma’am, it’s a boy.”
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My aunt said nothing. She took her |
bonnet! by the strings? hit the doctor on the
head with it and walked out, never to come
back again. She vanished? into the land of

dreams and shadows, the very place from where I had just been born.
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I Observe!

I can remember many things from when I was small. I can
remember my mother being young and pretty, and the smell of
Peggotty’s storage room? off the kitchen: soap, picki.  peprerd
candles and coffee, all in one whiff’, I can remember in the yard there
was an empty dog kennel®, I can remember g¢oingto chie 7and I can
remember the first time a gentleman with beautiful black hair « i
us home?® from church.

This man’s name was Mr. Murdstone. He liked to watch my

mother and he liked to touch her hand. Peggotty did not like the way

my mother started wearihg all her

pretty dresses again, instead of the 1 RE
black she had been wearing since 2 BaF
3 RE;ER

my father’s death. And Peggotty 4 ERE
especially did not like the way Mr. ‘ 5 FA&ERE—A%IL
Murdstone leaned® so close to my 6 #%

. 7T AEEHMAA
mother whenever they were walking : 8 RAMEDE
in the garden. 9 H%

Peggotty and I saw this one day
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from the window when she was brush-

I #hHx ing my hair. She pushed the brush in-
i zi s to my scalp? way too hard. Cn that day
4 E# I was going away with Mr. Murdstone
5 Hhkia on his horse, to visit some of his
:» J;:;% friends.

8 fe.. Kit . I rode behind him? all the way to
9 Fkth;yhmey a hotel by the sea.The two gentlemen
10 &R  who met us were smoking cigars*
t };-Zi:i? when we rode up®. “Hello Murdstone!
12 B%& ~~ Who’s your little friend?”

“That’s Davy. Davy Copper-
field,” said Mr. Murdstone.

“What! Bewitching® Mrs. Copperfield’s boy?” cried the gentle-
man. “The pretty little widow?”

These words I carried back to my mother later that evening, when
she was tucking® me into bed. I can remember her face even now, so
girlish®,  so lovely, flushed" and laughing. “What was it they said,
Davy? Tell me again. I can’t believe it.”

Can I say of her face, gone as | know it is!l, that it was never more
beautiful?

Mr. Murdstone paid more and more attention to my mother, and
she told me she had to go out visiting neighbors almost every evening.

Then it seems like only a short time later that her tender® face was cry-
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ing as she hugged' me goodbye. I was going
away on a vacation’ with Peggotty, to her
brother’s® by the sea. I was half afraid that
an earthquake® or fiery’ mountain would stop
our trip, so I looked forward to it. Peggotty
was not just my mother’s faithful maid, she
was also my nanny® and had helped raise’

me. [ trusted her, yet knew I would be away

from my mother for two weeks.
It is strange to me even now how eager I was to leave my happy
home. To think how little I suspected® I was leaving the life I had al-

ways known.
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My mother stood there kissing me.
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I cried and my mother cried too. I felt
her heart beat against mine. When I drove
away with Peggotty Mr. Murdstone came
up to where my mother stood. He put his arm around her waist !, even

as she stood waving? through her tears3,




