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KT - PHEHEREE ) David Copperfield

was born at Blunderstone, in
Suffolk, or“there by”, as they
say in Scotland. I was a posthumous
child. My father’s eyes had closed upon
the light of this world six months, when
mine opened on it. In the shadowy

CHAPTER L remembrance that I have of my first
I AM BORN. childish associations with his white
ER | shall turn out to be the hers of my own ife, i = i
Bt e o b AT grave-stone in the churchyard, and of the
these nares must show.  To bemin mrv |ife with Se

indefinable compassion I used to feel for
it lying out alone there in the dark night,
when our little parlour was warm and bright with fire and candle.

An aunt of my father’s, Miss Trotwood, or Miss Betsey, had been married to a husband
younger than herself, who was very handsome with an incompatibility of temper. He went to
India with his capital. Anyhow, from India tidings of his death reached home, within ten years.
For immediately upon the separation, she took her maiden name again, bought a cottage in a
hamlet on the sea-coast a long way off, established herself there as a single woman with one
servant.

She was mortally affronted by my father’s marriage, on the ground that my mother was“a
wax doll”. He was double my mother’s age when he married, and of but a delicate constitution.
He died a year afterwards, and, as I have said, six months before I came into the world.
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One afternoon in March, the wind
was blowing furiously. A woman was
winding her way, covering her hat by her hand
from time to time, not let it gone. She pushed

the door to the yard, heading a two-stair house-

my home where I was born. Giving up knocking
the front door, she went to the window, peeping into
the room. There was a beautiful lady, my beloved mother,
sitting by the fireplace, petting the brede with the welcome-

new-baby bliss, sobbing. She was worried about me—a newly-born baby without a father.

The unknown visitor knocked the widow hardly to make sure about her appearance,
frowning. My mother was shocked by this visitor, and paralysed. The woman pointed the front
door and cried, “Open the door!”

Coming along with the gale, the women stepped into the house. The visitor stood right
in front of my mother, examining her and said, “Mrs. Copperfield, I think?” she said. “Yes,” My

mother answered, “Please come in.” Then she introduced herself, Miss Betsey.
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They sat down. Suddenly my mother burst into tear again. “Oh tut, tut, tut!” said Miss
Betsey in a hurry. “Don’t do that! Come, come!” She observed my mother, said “You
are such a baby.” My mother couldn’t stop crying and worrying her future, because she was a
widow and going to be a young mother. “I am all in a tremble,” faltered my mother. “I don’t know
what the matter is. I shall die, I am sure!”

“Nonsense!” Miss Betsey said. She sat in a very peculiar way, with the skirt of her dress
tucked up, her hands folded on one knee, and her feet upon the fender. She told my mother that
my father was her favourite nephew, but they lost contact for a long time, which could explain
why she didn’t meet my mother before. Then she wondered whether the coming baby was girl,
and she was so sure about that. She was so willing
to be the baby’s God mother and would name her
Trotwood Betsey Copperfield.

Here came into Miss Peggotty with teaboard
and candles. Before she could serve the tea to the
guest, my mother was nearly out of breath and
suddenly fainted. Miss Betsey urged Peggotty to call
the doctor.
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t was already midnight. The wind was

Istill howling. My house was lit up, Miss

Betsey walking around in the parlour anxiously. My

eccentric-behaved grand-aunt, with her hat tied

over her left arm, stopping her ears with jewellers

cotton. She was waiting for the result of the newly-
born baby restlessly.

The doctor, Mr. Chillip, went into my house

in a hurry. He introduced himself politely, but Miss

Betsey didn't hear his coming until she turned around and realized this poor man’s appearance.
She stared right at him and said, “Can’t you speak?”

The doctor expressed his congratulations and informed her that both mother and the baby
were very well. However, Miss Betsey only cared about the fact I was a girl or not. When Mr.
Chillip ensured her that I was a boy, she was in a great disappointment. She rolled her hat and
banged Mr. Chillip on the head badly. The poor doctor was frightened, since he never met such a
mad and odd woman.

Miss Betsey never said a word afterwards, put on her hat, rushed out of the front door
heatedly, then darted herself into the night.

On that night was I born named David Copperfield.
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‘J .7ear in and year out, I grew up into a big
boy. Without a father, I was in good care

of my soft and kind mother, my simple and honest
Peggotty, who gave me a happy childhood. We three
made a perfect family.

On my father’s festa, my mother, Peggotty and

I went to his tomb to show our respect. As soon as

upon the sight of the gravestone, my mother started

sobbing. Although I never met my father and didn’t know him at all, deeply in my heart, he was
a good father and a husband. Both of us missed him very much, especially my mother. In front of
his gravestone, I felt he must be very lonely underground.

Afterwards, we went to the church. I felt so bored, because the priest’s words meant
nothing to me at all. I quietly looked around myself. Quite a few people were there. Another
bored boy with tangled hair made faces to me when he saw me. Several sheep wandered in the
yard. Out of all this, I found a gentleman was looking at us all the time.

I never could imagine it was that properly-dressed gentleman who made a great impact on

my life in the future. He dragged my dear mother and me from a world of happiness into misery.
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remembered one night,

Peggotty and I were sitting
by +he fire, alone. I was reading a
story about crocodiles to Peggotty
while she was sewing. I was
tired of reading, and dead sleepy.
Peggctty seemed to swell and grow
immensely large. But I insisted to
wait for my mother instead of going

to sleep.

“Peggotty,” said I, suddenly,
“were you ever married?”

“Lord, Master Davy,” replied Peggotty. “No”

“But were you ever married, Peggotty?” I insisted. “You are a very handsome woman, aren’t
you?”I thought her in a different style from my mother, certainly; but I considered her of another
type of beauty.

“Me? Handsome? Oh, dear Davy, no!”She bended and gave me a hug to thank me for my
compliments. Peggotty asked me to continue reading the story. The doorbell rang. I stood up
quickly and rushed to the door. Once I opened it, there stood my beautiful mother. I felt she was
even prettier than usual. There was a man standing beside her, it was the gentleman we saw in
the church that day.
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“This young fellow has a
privilege,” He said. He patted
my shoulder, touched my mother’s hand, I
saw it. I didn’t like him at all.

Mother blamed me for not greeting to
him and said, “David, don’t be rude. I troubled
this gentleman, Mr. Murdstone, sending me
home, you should thank him.”

I still wasn’t willing to say a word,

murmured “Good night” to him, even didn’t

look at him. He insisted to stretch out of his right hand, wanted to shake with me. I was so
reluctant to give him my left hand intentionally—a wrong one for handshaking. Then he acted as
gentlemen, kissed my mother’s hand for good night. He was extremely annoying and disgusting

to me.

Mother was in such a good mood. She turned on the music and danced with me. Peggotty
smelled mother’s unusual thrill, and checked, “Hope you have had a pleasant evening, ma’am,” “A
stranger or so makes an agreeable change?” suggested Peggotty.

As soon as I was lying down in the elbow-chair, I went into a sound sleep, didn't remember

or hear anything further.
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was awoken by Peggotty and my mother’s
quarrel.I found them both in tears, and
both talking loudly.

“Not such a one as this, Mr. Copperfield
wouldn't have liked,” said Peggotty. “That I say, and
that I swear!”

“Good Heavens!” cried my mother, “why you
are so aggravating, you'll drive me mad! Was ever

any poor girl against by her servants as I am!”

“And my dear boy,” cried my mother, coming to the elbow-chair in which I was, and
caressing me, “Is it to be hinted to me that I am wanting in affection for my precious treasure,
the dearest little fellow that ever was!”

“Nobody never went and hinted no such a thing,” said Peggotty.

My mother cuddled me and cried out, “Am I a naughty mama to you, Davy? Am I a nasty,
cruel, selfish, bad mama? I don’t love you at all, do I?” “Yes, you love me and you are a good
mama,” I cried too. “Oh, I never meant to hurt you, ma’am,” cried Peggotty. “I never meant.”

At this, we all fell a-crying together.
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aybe the next day or someday later, when Peggotty helped me washing, all in a

Msudden and secret way, Peggotty asked: “Master Davy, how would you like to go
along with me and spend a fortnight at my brother’s at Yarmouth? Wouldn't that be a treat?”

“Is your brother an agreeable man, Peggotty?” I inquired before I took it, because I didn't
want to meet some bad fellows.

“Oh, what an agreeable man he is!” cried Peggotty. “There’s the boat and the sea.” She kind
of aroused my curiosity.

First thing came into my mind was my mother. I never left her before. I asked Peggotty,
“What would my mama do when we were away? She can't live in this big room all by herself.”

“Don’t you know?” Peggotty wondered, but
quickly she changed her tone back to a pleasant way.
“Gee, she’s going to be with friends. Oh, she is going
to have plenty of company.” I was cheered up by her
words, “Is that it? I am ready to go!”

I was so childish at that time that I couldn’t

realize my two-week absence in this house was the

turning point in our lives.
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oon came the day for my long trip. My
Sdeparture with my mother is still crystal
clear in my recollection. She looked at me as if she
would never let me go, as if she would never see me
again, kissing me goodbye.
She embraced me tightly, urged repeatedly to
Peggotty and Mr. Barkis, the carrier.

“Take preciously care to him please, Peggotty.”

Mother said to Peggotty. Peggotty returned to her, “Youd better look after yourself, ma’am.”

Mr. Barkis seemed sort of irritable, whipping the horses, ready to go. Mother told him as
well, “Please drive safely, Mr. Barkis, will you?”

The coach started. I turned away and waved to her until my beautiful mama and our old
house became a vague vista. From a far distance, I saw that annoying Mr. Murdstone coming
with his horse. He showed my mother the way back to the house. I was a bit troubled by what
I had seen, feeling uncomfortable. But the enthusiasm for the first long trip and anticipation of

the life along the sea wiped out this unpleasant scene.
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