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1
My Beginning

To begin my life with the beginning of my life, I record
that I was born on a Friday, at twelve o’clock at night,
at Blunderstone, in Suffolk'. My father had died six
months before I came into the world.

Looking back, the first persons I can remember are my
mother with her pretty hair and youthful shape, and
Peggotty, our servant, with no shape at all, and cheeks
and arms so hard and red that I wondered the birds didn’t
peck her in preference to apples.

There comes out gf the cloud, our house, with the
bedroom windows standing open to let in the sweet-
smelling air. Now I am in the garden at the back—a home
of butterflies, as I remember it, with a high fence; where
the fruit hangs on the trees, riper and richer than fruit
has ever been since, in any other garden. Now we are
playing in the winter evenings, dancing about the parlour?.
When my mother is out of breath and rests herself in an
arm-<chair, I watch her winding her bright curls round
her fingers, and straightening her waist, and nobody knows
better than I do that she likes to look so well, and is proud
of being so pretty.

Peggotty and I were sitting one night by the parlour fire,
alone. [ had been reading to Peggotty, when the garden
bell rang. We went out to the door; and there was my
mother, looking unusually pretty, I thought, and with her
a gentleman with beautiful black hair and whiskers, who
had walked home with us from church last Sunday .

! An eastern county of England.

? Usually the best room in the house; the room in which guests
were received and entertained. The word is an old one, and has been
replaced by 'sitting-room’.
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3 DAVID COPPERFIELD

As my mother stooped down to take me in her arms and
kiss me, the gentleman patted me on the head; but some-
how, I didn’t like him and I was jealous that his hand
should touch my mother’s in touching me—which it did.

My mother turned to thank the gentleman for taking
so much trouble as to bring her home.

Peggotty shut the door, and we all went into the parlour.

Gradually, I became used to seeing the gentleman with
the black whiskers, though I liked him no better than at
first.

One autumn morning I was with my mother in the front
garden, when Mr Murdstone—I knew him by that name
now—came by, on horseback. He said he was going to
Lowestoft’ to see some friends who were there, and
merrily proposed to take me on the saddle before him if
I would like the ride.

I had a great desire to go, so Mr Murdstone and I were
soon off.

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

‘Halloa, Murdstone!’ they said.

‘And who’s this young man?’ said one of the gentle-
men.

‘That’s Davy,’ replied Mr Murdstone.

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

‘Copperfield,” said Mr Murdstone.

‘What!” cried the gentleman, ‘The pretty little widow’s
son?

‘Quinion,’ said Mr Murdstone, ‘take care, if you please.
Somebody’s sharp.’

‘Who is?’ said the gentleman, laughing.

I looked up, quickly; being curious to know, but they
only laughed.

! A fishing port on the east coast of England.
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We went home early in the evening. My mother asked
me all about the day I had had, and what they had said and
done. I mentioned what they had said about her, and
I saw she was pleased.

It was probably about two months afterwards, as we
were sitting as before, one evening, that Peggotty said
suddenly:

‘Master Davy, how should you like to go along with me
and spend a fortnight at my brother’s at Yarmouth'?
There’s the sea; and the boats and ships; and the fisher-
men; and the beach; and my nephew Ham to play with—’

I replied that it would indeed be a treat.

‘But what’s my mother to do while we are away?
said I, putting my small elbows on the table to argue the
point.

‘Oh, bless you!’ said Peggotty, ‘Don’t you know? She’s
going to stay for a fortnight with Mrs Grayper.”

Oh! If that was it, I was quite ready to go, and it was
all arranged that night.

The day soon came. We were to go in a carrier’s cart,
which departed in the morning after breakfast.

I am glad to remember that when the carrier began to
move, my mother ran out at the gate, and called to him
to stop, that she might kiss me once more.

As we left her standing in the road, Mr Murdstone came
up to where she was, and seemed to be angry with her for
being so moved. I was looking back round the side of
the cart, and wondered what business it was of his, and
Peggotty seemed to wonder also.

! Another fishing port.
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I Have a Change

THE carrier’s horse shuffled along, with his head down, and
1 was quite tired, and very glad, when we saw Yarmouth.

Peggotty’s nephew Ham was waiting for us at the inn®.
He was a huge, strong fellow of six feet high, broad in
proportion; but with a boy’s face that gave him quite a
gentle look.

Ham’s house by the sea

Ham carrying me on his back and a small box of ours
under his arm, and Peggotty carrying another small box,
we came out upon a stretch of low, flat ground I had
already seen at a distance; when Ham said,

‘There’s our house, Master Davy!’

! A small hotel for lodging travellers. Nowadays the word is
usually reserved for a public house in which alcoholic liquor can be
consumed.



