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DAVID COPPERFIELD K%
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CHAPTER 1
I AM BORN

Whether I shall turn out to be the hero of my own life, or
whether that station will be held by anybody else, these pages
must show. To begin my life with the beginning of my life, I
record that I was born (as I have been informed and believe)
on a Friday, at twelve o’clock at night. It was remarked that
the clock began to strike, and I began to cry, simultaneously.

In consideration of the day and hour of my birth, it was de-
clared by the nurse, and by some sage women in the neigh-
bourhood who had taken a lively interest in me several months
before there was any possibility of our becoming personally
acquainted, first, that [ was destined to be unlucky in life; and

secondly, that I was privileged to see ghosts and spirits;

Not to meander ? myself, at present, I will go back to my
birth.

I was born at Blunderstone, in Suffolk, or ’there by’, as
they say in Scotland. 1 was a posthumous child. My father’s
eyes had closed upon the light of this world six months, when
mine opened onit. There is something strange to me, even

now, in the reflection that he never saw me.

An aunt of my father’s, and consequently a great-aunt of
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A DAVID COPPERFIELD %
mine, of whom I shall have more to relate by and by, was the
principal magnate of our family. Miss Trotwood, or Miss
Betsey, as my poor mother always called her, when she
sufficiently overcame her dread of this formidable ¥ personage

to mention her at all (which was seldom).

‘Here! Peggotty! ’cried Miss Betsey, opening the parlour
door.
‘Tea. Your mistress is a little unwell. Don’t dawdle. ’

Having issued this mandate with as much potentiality as if
she had been a recognized authority in the house ever since it
had been a house, and having looked out to confront the a-
mazed Peggotty coming along the passage with a candle at the
sound of a strange voice, Miss Betsey shut the door again,
and sat down as before: with her feet on the fender, the skirt
of her dress tucked up, and her hands folded on one knee.

‘You were speaking about its being a girl, said Miss
Betsey. ‘I have no doubt it will be a girl. 1 have a presen-
timent that it must be a girl. Now child, from the moment of
the birth of this girl -’

‘Perhaps boy, ' my mother took the liberty of putting in.

‘I tell you I have a presentiment that it must be a girl, ’
returned Miss Betsey. Don’t contradict. From the moment
of this girl’s birth, child, I intend to be her friend. I intend
to be her god mother, and I beg you'll call her Betsey Trot-
wood Copperfield. There must be no mistakes in life with
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6 DAVID COPPERFIELD @3
THIS Betsey Trotwood. There must be no trifling with HER
affections, poor dear. She must be well brought up, and
well guarded from reposing any foolish confidences where

they are not deserved. 1 must make that MY care. '

‘The baby, "said my aunt. ‘How is she?’

‘Ma’am, "retumned Mr. Chillip, ‘I apprehended ¥ you had
known. It’s a boy. ’

My aunt said never a word, but took her bonnet by the
strings, in the manner of a sling, aimed a blow at Mr.
Chillip’s head with it, put it on bent, walked out, and never
came back.

She vanished like a discontented fairy; or like one of those
supernatural beings, whom it was popularly supposed I was

entitled to see; and never came back any more.
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R DAVID COPPERFIELD %

CHAPTER 3
I HAVE A CHANGE

But at this point Peggotty — I mean my own peculiar
Peggotty — made such impressive motions to me not to ask
any more questions, that I could only sit and look at all the
silent company, until it was time to go to bed. Then, in the
privacy of my own little cabin, she informed me that Ham and
Em’ly were an orphan nephew and niece, whom my host had
at different times adopted in their childhood, when they were
left destitute V: and that Mrs. Gummidge was the widow of
his partner in a boat, who had died very poor. He was but a
poor man himself, said Peggotty, but as good as gold and as

true as steel — those were her similes.

At last the day came for going home. [ bore up against
the separation from Mr. Peggotty and Mrs. Gummidge, but

my agony of mind at leaving little Em’ly was piercing.

‘Master Davy, ' said Peggotty, untying her bonnet with a
shaking hand, and speaking in a breathless sort of way.
‘What do you think? You have got a Pa!’

I trembled, and turned white. Somélhing ~ I don't know

what, or how — connected with the grave in the churchyard,
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10 DAVID COPPERFIELD B%Q
and the raising of the dead, seemed to strike me like an
unwholesome ¥ wind.

‘A new one, 'said Peggotty.

‘A new one? I repeated.

Peggotty gave a gasp, as if she were swallowing something
that was very hard, and, putting out her hand, said:

‘Come and see him. ’

‘I don’t want to see him. ’

‘ — And your mama, 'said Peggotty.

I ceased to draw back, and we went straight to the best
parlour, where she left me. On one side of the fire, sat my
mother; on the other, Mr. Murdstone. My mother dropped
her work, and arose hurriedly, but timidly I thought.

‘Now, Clara my dear, ’said Mr. Murdstone. ‘Recollect!
control yourself, always control yourself! Davy boy, how do
vou do?’

I gave him my hand.  After a moment of suspense, [went and
kissed my mother. she kissed me, patted me gently on the
shoulder, and sat down again to her work. I could not look at
her, 1 could not look at him, I knew quite well that he was
looking at us both; and I turned to the window and looked out

there, at some shrubs that were droopingtheir heads in the cold.
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12 DAVID COPPERFIELD {%

CHAPTER 4
I FALL INTO DISGRACE

‘Mr. Murdstone! Sir! 'I cried to him. ‘Don’t! Pray don’t
beat me! I have tried to learn, sir, but I can’t learn while
you and Miss Murdstone are by. I can’t indeed!’

‘Can’t you, indeed, David? he said. ‘We'll try that. ’

He had my head as in a vice, but I twined round him
somehow, and stopped him for a moment, entreating ¥ him
not to beat me. It was only a moment that 1 stopped him, for
he cut me heavily an instant afterwards, and in the same
instant I caught the hand with which he held me in my
mouth, between my teeth, and bit it through. It sets my
teeth on edge to think of it.

He beat me then, as if he would have beaten me to death.
Above all the noise we made, [ heard them running up the
stairs, and crying out — 1 heard my mother crying out —
and Peggotty. Then he was gone; and the door was locked
outside; and I was lying, fevered and hot, and torn, and
sore, and raging in my puny 2 way, upon the floor.

How well 1 recollect, when | became quiet, what an un-
natural stillness seemed to reign through the whole house!
How well I remember, when my smart and passion began to

cool, how wicked [ began to feel!



