DAvID COPPERRELD

By Charles Dickens

Chapter 4
| Fall Into Disgrace

If the room to which my bed was removed
were a sentient thing that could give evidence,
I might appeal to it at this day-who sleeps there
now, | wonder!-to bear witness for me what a
heavy heart | carried to it. | went up there,
hearing the dog in the yard bark after me all
the way while I climbed the stairs; and, looking
as blank and strange upon the room as the
room looked upon me, sat down with my small
hands crossed, and thought.

| thought of the oddest things. Of the shape
of the room, of the cracks in the ceiling, of the
paper on the walls, of the flaws in the window-
glass making ripples and dimples on the
prospect, of the washing-stand being rickety on
its three legs, and having a discontented
something about it, which reminded me of
Mrs. Gummidge under the influence of the old
one. | was crying all the time, but, except that |
was conscious of being cold and dejected, | am
sure | never thought why I cried. At last in my
desolation I began to consider that | was
dreadfully in love with little Em'ly, and had
been torn away from her to come here where
no one seemed to want me, or to care about
me, half as much as she did. This made such a
very miserable piece of business of it, that |
rolled myself up in a corner of the counterpane,
and cried myself to sleep.

| was awoke by somebody saying 'Here he
is!" and uncovering my hot head. My mother
and Peggotty had come to look for me, and it
was one of them who had done it.

'Davy,' said my mother. 'What's the matter?'

| thought it was very strange that she should
ask me, and answered, 'Nothing."' | turned over
on my face, | recollect, to hide my trembling
lip, which answered her with greater truth.
'‘Davy,' said my mother. '‘Davy, my child!

| dare say no words she could have uttered
would have affected me so much, then, as her
calling me her child. I hid my tears in the
bedclothes, and pressed her from me with my
hand, when she would have raised me up.

‘This is your doing, Peggotty, you cruel
thing!" said my mother. 'l have no doubt at all
about it. How can you reconcile it to your
conscience, | wonder, to prejudice my own boy
against me, or against anybody who is dear to
me? What do you mean by it, Peggotty?"

Poor Peggotty lifted up her hands and eyes,
and only answered, in a sort of paraphrase of
the grace | usually repeated after dinner, 'Lord
forgive you, Mrs. Copperfield, and for what
you have said this minute, may you never be
truly sorry!

'It's enough to distract me,' cried my mother.
'In my honeymoon, too, when my most
inveterate enemy might relent, one would
think, and not envy me a little peace of mind
and happiness. Davy, you naughty boy!
Peggotty, you savage creature! Oh, dear me!'
cried my mother, turning from one of us to the
other, in her pettish wilful manner, 'what a
troublesome world this is, when one has the
most right to expect it to be as agreeable as
possible!

| felt the touch of a hand that | knew was
neither hers nor Peggotty's, and slipped to my
feet at the bed-side. It was Mr. Murdstone's
hand, and he kept it on my arm as he said:

‘What's this? Clara, my love, have you
forgotten?-Firmness, my dear!'



'l am very sorry, Edward,' said my mother. 'l
meant to be very good, but I am so
uncomfortable.’

'Indeed!" he answered. 'That's a bad hearing,
so soon, Clara.'

'l say it's very hard | should be made so
now,' returned my mother, pouting; 'and it is-
very hard-isn't it?'

He drew her to him, whispered in her ear,
and kissed her. I knew as well, when | saw my
mother's head lean down upon his shoulder,
and her arm touch his neck-1 knew as well that
he could mould her pliant nature into any form
he chose, as | know, now, that he did it.

'‘Go you below, my love,' said Mr.
Murdstone. 'David and | will come down,
together. My friend," turning a darkening face
on Peggotty, when he had watched my mother
out, and dismissed her with a nod and a smile;
‘do you know your mistress's name?'

'She has been my mistress a long time, sir,'
answered Peggotty, 'l ought to know it.' ‘'That's
true,' he answered. 'But | thought | heard you,
as | came upstairs, address her by a name that
is not hers. She has taken mine, you know.
Will you remember that?'

Peggotty, with some uneasy glances at me,
curtseyed herself out of the room without
replying; seeing, | suppose, that she was
expected to go, and had no excuse for
remaining. When we two were left alone, he
shut the door, and sitting on a chair, and
holding me standing before him, looked
steadily into my eyes. | felt my own attracted,
no less steadily, to his. As I recall our being
opposed thus, face to face, | seem again to hear
my heart beat fast and high.

'David," he said, making his lips thin, by
pressing them together, 'if | have an obstinate

horse or dog to deal with, what do you think |
do?

‘I don't know.'
‘| beat him.'

| had answered in a kind of breathless
whisper, but | felt, in my silence, that my
breath was shorter now.

'l make him wince, and smart. | say to
myself, "I'll conquer that fellow"; and if it were
to cost him all the blood he had, I should do it.
What is that upon your face?'

'Dirt," | said.

He knew it was the mark of tears as well as
I. But if he had asked the question twenty
times, each time with twenty blows, | believe
my baby heart would have burst before | would
have told him so.

"You have a good deal of intelligence for a
little fellow," he said, with a grave smile that
belonged to him, ‘and you understood me very
well, | see. Wash that face, sir, and come down
with me.'

He pointed to the washing-stand, which |
had made out to be like Mrs. Gummidge, and
motioned me with his head to obey him
directly. I had little doubt then, and | have less
doubt now, that he would have knocked me
down without the least compunction, if | had
hesitated.

'Clara, my dear,' he said, when | had done
his bidding, and he walked me into the parlour,
with his hand still on my arm; 'you will not be
made uncomfortable any more, | hope. We
shall soon improve our youthful humours.'

God help me, I might have been improved
for my whole life, | might have been made



another creature perhaps, for life, by a kind
word at that season. A word of encouragement
and explanation, of pity for my childish
ignorance, of welcome home, of reassurance to
me that it was home, might have made me
dutiful to him in my heart henceforth, instead
of in my hypocritical outside, and might have
made me respect instead of hate him. I thought
my mother was sorry to see me standing in the
room so scared and strange, and that, presently,
when | stole to a chair, she followed me with
her eyes more sorrowfully still-missing,
perhaps, some freedom in my childish tread-
but the word was not spoken, and the time for
it was gone.

We dined alone, we three together. He
seemed to be very fond of my mother-1 am
afraid I liked him none the better for that-and
she was very fond of him. | gathered from
what they said, that an elder sister of his was
coming to stay with them, and that she was
expected that evening. | am not certain whether
| found out then, or afterwards, that, without
being actively concerned in any business, he
had some share in, or some annual charge upon
the profits of, a wine-merchant's house in
London, with which his family had been
connected from his great-grandfather's time,
and in which his sister had a similar interest;
but I may mention it in this place, whether or
no.

After dinner, when we were sitting by the
fire, and | was meditating an escape to
Peggotty without having the hardihood to slip
away, lest it should offend the master of the
house, a coach drove up to the garden-gate and
he went out to receive the visitor. My mother
followed him. I was timidly following her,
when she turned round at the parlour door, in
the dusk, and taking me in her embrace as she
had been used to do, whispered me to love my
new father and be obedient to him. She did this
hurriedly and secretly, as if it were wrong, but

tenderly; and, putting out her hand behind her,
held mine in it, until we came near to where he
was standing in the garden, where she let mine
go, and drew hers through his arm.

It was Miss Murdstone who was arrived, and
a gloomy-looking lady she was; dark, like her
brother, whom she greatly resembled in face
and voice; and with very heavy eyebrows,
nearly meeting over her large nose, as if, being
disabled by the wrongs of her sex from
wearing whiskers, she had carried them to that
account. She brought with her two
uncompromising hard black boxes, with her
initials on the lids in hard brass nails. When
she paid the coachman she took her money out
of a hard steel purse, and she kept the purse in
a very jail of a bag which hung upon her arm
by a heavy chain, and shut up like a bite. I had
never, at that time, seen such a metallic lady
altogether as Miss Murdstone was.

She was brought into the parlour with many
tokens of welcome, and there formally
recognized my mother as a new and near
relation. Then she looked at me, and said:

'Is that your boy, sister-in-law?"
My mother acknowledged me.

‘Generally speaking,' said Miss Murdstone, 'l
don't like boys. How d'ye do, boy?'

Under these encouraging circumstances, |
replied that | was very well, and that | hoped
she was the same; with such an indifferent
grace, that Miss Murdstone disposed of me in
two words:

‘Wants manner!'

Having uttered which, with great
distinctness, she begged the favour of being
shown to her room, which became to me from
that time forth a place of awe and dread,



wherein the two black boxes were never seen
open or known to be left unlocked, and where
(for | peeped in once or twice when she was
out) numerous little steel fetters and rivets,
with which Miss Murdstone embellished
herself when she was dressed, generally hung
upon the looking-glass in formidable array.

As well as | could make out, she had come
for good, and had no intention of ever going
again. She began to 'help' my mother next
morning, and was in and out of the store-closet
all day, putting things to rights, and making
havoc in the old arrangements. Almost the first
remarkable thing | observed in Miss
Murdstone was, her being constantly haunted
by a suspicion that the servants had a man
secreted somewhere on the premises. Under
the influence of this delusion, she dived into
the coal-cellar at the most untimely hours, and
scarcely ever opened the door of a dark
cupboard without clapping it to again, in the
belief that she had got him.

Though there was nothing very airy about
Miss Murdstone, she was a perfect Lark in
point of getting up. She was up (and, as |
believe to this hour, looking for that man)
before anybody in the house was stirring.
Peggotty gave it as her opinion that she even
slept with one eye open; but | could not concur
in this idea; for | tried it myself after hearing
the suggestion thrown out, and found it
couldn't be done.

On the very first morning after her arrival
she was up and ringing her bell at cock-crow.
When my mother came down to breakfast and
was going to make the tea, Miss Murdstone
gave her a kind of peck on the cheek, which
was her nearest approach to a kiss, and said:

'‘Now, Clara, my dear, | am come here, you
know, to relieve you of all the trouble I can.
You're much too pretty and thoughtless'- my

mother blushed but laughed, and seemed not to
dislike this character-'to have any duties
imposed upon you that can be undertaken by
me. If you'll be so good as give me your keys,
my dear, I'll attend to all this sort of thing in
future.'

From that time, Miss Murdstone kept the
keys in her own little jail all day, and under her
pillow all night, and my mother had no more to
do with them than I had.

My mother did not suffer her authority to
pass from her without a shadow of protest. One
night when Miss Murdstone had been
developing certain household plans to her
brother, of which he signified his approbation,
my mother suddenly began to cry, and said she
thought she might have been consulted.

‘Clara!" said Mr. Murdstone sternly. 'Clara! |
wonder at you.'

'Oh, it's very well to say you wonder,
Edward!' cried my mother, 'and it's very well
for you to talk about firmness, but you
wouldn't like it yourself.'

Firmness, | may observe, was the grand
quality on which both Mr. and Miss Murdstone
took their stand. However | might have
expressed my comprehension of it at that time,
if I had been called upon, | nevertheless did
clearly comprehend in my own way, that it was
another name for tyranny; and for a certain
gloomy, arrogant, devil's humour, that was in
them both. The creed, as | should state it now,
was this. Mr. Murdstone was firm; nobody in
his world was to be so firm as Mr. Murdstone;
nobody else in his world was to be firm at all,
for everybody was to be bent to his firmness.
Miss Murdstone was an exception. She might
be firm, but only by relationship, and in an
inferior and tributary degree. My mother was
another exception. She might be firm, and must



be; but only in bearing their firmness, and
firmly believing there was no other firmness
upon earth.

'It's very hard," said my mother, ‘that in my
own house-'

'‘My own house?' repeated Mr. Murdstone.
‘Clara!’

'‘OUR own house, | mean,' faltered my
mother, evidently frightened -'l hope you must
know what | mean, Edward-it's very hard that
in YOUR own house | may not have a word to
say about domestic matters. | am sure |
managed very well before we were married.
There's evidence,' said my mother, sobbing;
‘ask Peggotty if I didn't do very well when |
wasn't interfered with!'

'Edward,' said Miss Murdstone, 'let there be
an end of this. | go tomorrow.'

‘Jane Murdstone,' said her brother, 'be silent!
How dare you to insinuate that you don't know
my character better than your words imply?'

'l am sure," my poor mother went on, at a
grievous disadvantage, and with many tears, 'l
don't want anybody to go. | should be very
miserable and unhappy if anybody was to go. |
don't ask much. I am not unreasonable. I only
want to be consulted sometimes. | am very
much obliged to anybody who assists me, and |
only want to be consulted as a mere form,
sometimes. | thought you were pleased, once,
with my being a little inexperienced and
girlish, Edward-1 am sure you said so-but you
seem to hate me for it now, you are so severe.'

'Edward,' said Miss Murdstone, again, 'let
there be an end of this. | go tomorrow.’

‘Jane Murdstone,' thundered Mr. Murdstone.
'‘Will you be silent? How dare you?'

Miss Murdstone made a jail-delivery of her
pocket-handkerchief, and held it before her
eyes.

‘Clara," he continued, looking at my mother,
'you surprise me! You astound me! Yes, | had
a satisfaction in the thought of marrying an
inexperienced and artless person, and forming
her character, and infusing into it some amount
of that firmness and decision of which it stood
in need. But when Jane Murdstone is kind
enough to come to my assistance in this
endeavour, and to assume, for my sake, a
condition something like a housekeeper's, and
when she meets with a base return-'

'Oh, pray, pray, Edward," cried my mother,
‘don't accuse me of being ungrateful. | am sure
| am not ungrateful. No one ever said | was
before. | have many faults, but not that. Oh,
don't, my dear!’

‘When Jane Murdstone meets, | say," he went
on, after waiting until my mother was silent,
‘with a base return, that feeling of mine is
chilled and altered.’

‘Don't, my love, say that!" implored my
mother very piteously. 'Oh, don't, Edward! |
can't bear to hear it. Whatever | am, | am
affectionate. | know | am affectionate. |
wouldn't say it, if | wasn't sure that I am. Ask
Peggotty. | am sure she'll tell you I'm
affectionate.’

‘There is no extent of mere weakness, Clara,
said Mr. Murdstone in reply, ‘that can have the
least weight with me. You lose breath.’

'Pray let us be friends," said my mother, 'l
couldn't live under coldness or unkindness. |
am so sorry. | have a great many defects, |
know, and it's very good of you, Edward, with
your strength of mind, to endeavour to correct
them for me. Jane, | don't object to anything. |
should be quite broken-hearted if you thought



of leaving-' My mother was too much
overcome to go on.

‘Jane Murdstone,' said Mr. Murdstone to his
sister, 'any harsh words between us are, | hope,
uncommon. It is not my fault that so unusual
an occurrence has taken place tonight. | was
betrayed into it by another. Nor is it your fault.
You were betrayed into it by another. Let us
both try to forget it. And as this," he added,
after these magnanimous words, 'is not a fit
scene for the boy- David, go to bed!

I could hardly find the door, through the
tears that stood in my eyes. | was so sorry for
my mother's distress; but | groped my way out,
and groped my way up to my room in the dark,
without even having the heart to say good
night to Peggotty, or to get a candle from her.
When her coming up to look for me, an hour or
so afterwards, awoke me, she said that my
mother had gone to bed poorly, and that Mr.
and Miss Murdstone were sitting alone.

Going down next morning rather earlier than
usual, | paused outside the parlour door, on
hearing my mother's voice. She was very
earnestly and humbly entreating Miss
Murdstone's pardon, which that lady granted,
and a perfect reconciliation took place. | never
knew my mother afterwards to give an opinion
on any matter, without first appealing to Miss
Murdstone, or without having first ascertained
by some sure means, what Miss Murdstone's
opinion was; and | never saw Miss Murdstone,
when out of temper (she was infirm that way),
move her hand towards her bag as if she were
going to take out the keys and offer to resign
them to my mother, without seeing that my
mother was in a terrible fright.

The gloomy taint that was in the Murdstone
blood, darkened the Murdstone religion, which
was austere and wrathful. | have thought,
since, that its assuming that character was a

necessary consequence of Mr. Murdstone's
firmness, which wouldn't allow him to let
anybody off from the utmost weight of the
severest penalties he could find any excuse for.
Be this as it may, | well remember the
tremendous visages with which we used to go
to church, and the changed air of the place.
Again, the dreaded Sunday comes round, and |
file into the old pew first, like a guarded
captive brought to a condemned service.
Again, Miss Murdstone, in a black velvet
gown, that looks as if it had been made out of a
pall, follows close upon me; then my mother;
then her husband. There is no Peggotty now, as
in the old time. Again, | listen to Miss
Murdstone mumbling the responses, and
emphasizing all the dread words with a cruel
relish. Again, | see her dark eyes roll round the
church when she says 'miserable sinners', as if
she were calling all the congregation names.
Again, | catch rare glimpses of my mother,
moving her lips timidly between the two, with
one of them muttering at each ear like low
thunder. Again, | wonder with a sudden fear
whether it is likely that our good old
clergyman can be wrong, and Mr. and Miss
Murdstone right, and that all the angels in
Heaven can be destroying angels. Again, if |
move a finger or relax a muscle of my face,
Miss Murdstone pokes me with her prayer-
book, and makes my side ache.

Yes, and again, as we walk home, | note
some neighbours looking at my mother and at
me, and whispering. Again, as the three go on
arm-in-arm, and | linger behind alone, | follow
some of those looks, and wonder if my
mother's step be really not so light as | have
seen it, and if the gaiety of her beauty be really
almost worried away. Again, | wonder whether
any of the neighbours call to mind, as | do,
how we used to walk home together, she and I;
and | wonder stupidly about that, all the dreary
dismal day.



There had been some talk on occasions of
my going to boarding- school. Mr. and Miss
Murdstone had originated it, and my mother
had of course agreed with them. Nothing,
however, was concluded on the subject yet. In
the meantime, | learnt lessons at home. Shall |
ever forget those lessons! They were presided
over nominally by my mother, but really by
Mr. Murdstone and his sister, who were always
present, and found them a favourable occasion
for giving my mother lessons in that miscalled
firmness, which was the bane of both our lives.
| believe | was kept at home for that purpose. |
had been apt enough to learn, and willing
enough, when my mother and I had lived alone
together. | can faintly remember learning the
alphabet at her knee. To this day, when | look
upon the fat black letters in the primer, the
puzzling novelty of their shapes, and the easy
good-nature of O and Q and S, seem to present
themselves again before me as they used to do.
But they recall no feeling of disgust or
reluctance. On the contrary, | seem to have
walked along a path of flowers as far as the
crocodile-book, and to have been cheered by
the gentleness of my mother's voice and
manner all the way. But these solemn lessons
which succeeded those, | remember as the
death-blow of my peace, and a grievous daily
drudgery and misery. They were very long,
very numerous, very hard -perfectly
unintelligible, some of them, to me-and I was
generally as much bewildered by them as |
believe my poor mother was herself.

Let me remember how it used to be, and
bring one morning back again.

I come into the second-best parlour after
breakfast, with my books, and an exercise-
book, and a slate. My mother is ready for me at
her writing-desk, but not half so ready as Mr.
Murdstone in his easy-chair by the window
(though he pretends to be reading a book), or
as Miss Murdstone, sitting near my mother

stringing steel beads. The very sight of these
two has such an influence over me, that | begin
to feel the words I have been at infinite pains
to get into my head, all sliding away, and going
| don't know where. | wonder where they do
go, by the by?

| hand the first book to my mother. Perhaps
it is a grammar, perhaps a history, or
geography. | take a last drowning look at the
page as | give it into her hand, and start off
aloud at a racing pace while | have got it fresh.
| trip over a word. Mr. Murdstone looks up. |
trip over another word. Miss Murdstone looks
up. I redden, tumble over half-a-dozen words,
and stop. | think my mother would show me
the book if she dared, but she does not dare,
and she says softly:

'Oh, Davy, Davy!

'‘Now, Clara,’ says Mr. Murdstone, 'be firm
with the boy. Don't say, "Oh, Davy, Davy!"
That's childish. He knows his lesson, or he
does not know it.'

'He does NOT know it," Miss Murdstone
interposes awfully.

'l am really afraid he does not," says my
mother.

‘Then, you see, Clara,' returns Miss
Murdstone, 'you should just give him the book
back, and make him know it.'

"Yes, certainly,' says my mother; ‘that is
what | intend to do, my dear Jane. Now, Davy,
try once more, and don't be stupid.’

| obey the first clause of the injunction by
trying once more, but am not so successful
with the second, for | am very stupid. | tumble
down before | get to the old place, at a point
where | was all right before, and stop to think.
But I can't think about the lesson. | think of the



number of yards of net in Miss Murdstone's
cap, or of the price of Mr. Murdstone's
dressing-gown, or any such ridiculous problem
that | have no business with, and don't want to
have anything at all to do with. Mr. Murdstone
makes a movement of impatience which | have
been expecting for a long time. Miss
Murdstone does the same. My mother glances
submissively at them, shuts the book, and lays
it by as an arrear to be worked out when my
other tasks are done.

There is a pile of these arrears very soon,
and it swells like a rolling snowball. The
bigger it gets, the more stupid I get. The case is
so hopeless, and | feel that I am wallowing in
such a bog of nonsense, that | give up all idea
of getting out, and abandon myself to my fate.
The despairing way in which my mother and |
look at each other, as | blunder on, is truly
melancholy. But the greatest effect in these
miserable lessons is when my mother (thinking
nobody is observing her) tries to give me the
cue by the motion of her lips. At that instant,
Miss Murdstone, who has been lying in wait
for nothing else all along, says in a deep
warning voice:

'‘Claral’

My mother starts, colours, and smiles
faintly. Mr. Murdstone comes out of his chair,
takes the book, throws it at me or boxes my
ears with it, and turns me out of the room by
the shoulders.

Even when the lessons are done, the worst is
yet to happen, in the shape of an appalling
sum. This is invented for me, and delivered to
me orally by Mr. Murdstone, and begins, 'If |
go into a cheesemonger's shop, and buy five
thousand double-Gloucester cheeses at
fourpence-halfpenny each, present payment'-at
which | see Miss Murdstone secretly
overjoyed. | pore over these cheeses without

any result or enlightenment until dinner-time,
when, having made a Mulatto of myself by
getting the dirt of the slate into the pores of my
skin, | have a slice of bread to help me out with
the cheeses, and am considered in disgrace for
the rest of the evening.

It seems to me, at this distance of time, as if
my unfortunate studies generally took this
course. | could have done very well if | had
been without the Murdstones; but the influence
of the Murdstones upon me was like the
fascination of two snakes on a wretched young
bird. Even when | did get through the morning
with tolerable credit, there was not much
gained but dinner; for Miss Murdstone never
could endure to see me untasked, and if |
rashly made any show of being unemployed,
called her brother's attention to me by saying,
‘Clara, my dear, there's nothing like work-give
your boy an exercise'; which caused me to be
clapped down to some new labour, there and
then. As to any recreation with other children
of my age, | had very little of that; for the
gloomy theology of the Murdstones made all
children out to be a swarm of little vipers
(though there WAS a child once set in the
midst of the Disciples), and held that they
contaminated one another.

The natural result of this treatment,
continued, I suppose, for some six months or
more, was to make me sullen, dull, and
dogged. | was not made the less so by my
sense of being daily more and more shut out
and alienated from my mother. | believe |
should have been almost stupefied but for one
circumstance.

It was this. My father had left a small
collection of books in a little room upstairs, to
which I had access (for it adjoined my own)
and which nobody else in our house ever
troubled. From that blessed little room,
Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle,



Humphrey Clinker, Tom Jones, the Vicar of
Wakefield, Don Quixote, Gil Blas, and
Robinson Crusoe, came out, a glorious host, to
keep me company. They kept alive my fancy,
and my hope of something beyond that place
and time,-they, and the Arabian Nights, and the
Tales of the Genii,-and did me no harm; for
whatever harm was in some of them was not
there for me; | knew nothing of it. It is
astonishing to me now, how I found time, in
the midst of my porings and blunderings over
heavier themes, to read those books as I did. It
Is curious to me how | could ever have
consoled myself under my small troubles
(which were great troubles to me), by
impersonating my favourite characters in them-
as | did-and by putting Mr. and Miss
Murdstone into all the bad ones-which | did
too. | have been Tom Jones (a child's Tom
Jones, a harmless creature) for a week together.
| have sustained my own idea of Roderick
Random for a month at a stretch, I verily
believe. | had a greedy relish for a few
volumes of VVoyages and Travels-I forget what,
now-that were on those shelves; and for days
and days | can remember to have gone about
my region of our house, armed with the centre-
piece out of an old set of boot-trees-the perfect
realization of Captain Somebody, of the Royal
British Navy, in danger of being beset by
savages, and resolved to sell his life at a great
price. The Captain never lost dignity, from
having his ears boxed with the Latin Grammar.
| did; but the Captain was a Captain and a hero,
in despite of all the grammars of all the
languages in the world, dead or alive.

This was my only and my constant comfort.
When | think of it, the picture always rises in
my mind, of a summer evening, the boys at
play in the churchyard, and | sitting on my bed,
reading as if for life. Every barn in the
neighbourhood, every stone in the church, and
every foot of the churchyard, had some
association of its own, in my mind, connected

with these books, and stood for some locality
made famous in them. | have seen Tom Pipes
go climbing up the church-steeple; | have
watched Strap, with the knapsack on his back,
stopping to rest himself upon the wicket-gate;
and | know that Commodore Trunnion held
that club with Mr. Pickle, in the parlour of our
little village alehouse.

The reader now understands, as well as | do,
what | was when | came to that point of my
youthful history to which I am now coming
again.

One morning when | went into the parlour
with my books, I found my mother looking
anxious, Miss Murdstone looking firm, and
Mr. Murdstone binding something round the
bottom of a cane-a lithe and limber cane,
which he left off binding when | came in, and
poised and switched in the air.

'l tell you, Clara,' said Mr. Murdstone, 'l
have been often flogged myself.'

"To be sure; of course,' said Miss Murdstone.

‘Certainly, my dear Jane,' faltered my
mother, meekly. '‘But-but do you think it did
Edward good?'

'Do you think it did Edward harm, Clara?"
asked Mr. Murdstone, gravely.

‘That's the point,' said his sister.

To this my mother returned, 'Certainly, my
dear Jane,' and said no more.

| felt apprehensive that | was personally
interested in this dialogue, and sought Mr.
Murdstone's eye as it lighted on mine.

'‘Now, David," he said-and | saw that cast
again as he said it- 'you must be far more
careful today than usual.' He gave the cane



another poise, and another switch; and having
finished his preparation of it, laid it down
beside him, with an impressive look, and took
up his book.

This was a good freshener to my presence of
mind, as a beginning. | felt the words of my
lessons slipping off, not one by one, or line by
line, but by the entire page; I tried to lay hold
of them; but they seemed, if | may so express
it, to have put skates on, and to skim away
from me with a smoothness there was no
checking.

We began badly, and went on worse. | had
come in with an idea of distinguishing myself
rather, conceiving that | was very well
prepared; but it turned out to be quite a
mistake. Book after book was added to the
heap of failures, Miss Murdstone being firmly
watchful of us all the time. And when we came
at last to the five thousand cheeses (canes he
made it that day, | remember), my mother burst
out crying.

‘Clara!" said Miss Murdstone, in her warning
voice.

'l am not quite well, my dear Jane, | think,'
said my mother.

I saw him wink, solemnly, at his sister, as he
rose and said, taking up the cane:

"‘Why, Jane, we can hardly expect Clara to
bear, with perfect firmness, the worry and
torment that David has occasioned her today.
That would be stoical. Clara is greatly
strengthened and improved, but we can hardly
expect so much from her. David, you and | will
go upstairs, boy.'

As he took me out at the door, my mother
ran towards us. Miss Murdstone said, 'Clara!
are you a perfect fool?' and interfered. | saw
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my mother stop her ears then, and I heard her
crying.

He walked me up to my room slowly and
gravely-I am certain he had a delight in that
formal parade of executing justice-and when
we got there, suddenly twisted my head under
his arm.

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

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

He had my head as in a vice, but | twined
round him somehow, and stopped him for a
moment, entreating him not to beat me. It was
only a moment that | stopped him, for he cut
me heavily an instant afterwards, and in the
same instant | 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 | was lying, fevered and
hot, and torn, and sore, and raging in my puny
way, upon the floor.

How well | recollect, when | became quiet,
what an unnatural stillness seemed to reign
through the whole house! How well |
remember, when my smart and passion began
to cool, how wicked | began to feel!

| sat listening for a long while, but there was
not a sound. I crawled up from the floor, and
saw my face in the glass, so swollen, red, and
ugly that it almost frightened me. My stripes



were sore and stiff, and made me cry afresh,
when | moved; but they were nothing to the
guilt 1 felt. It lay heavier on my breast than if |
had been a most atrocious criminal, | dare say.

It had begun to grow dark, and | had shut the
window (I had been lying, for the most part,
with my head upon the sill, by turns crying,
dozing, and looking listlessly out), when the
key was turned, and Miss Murdstone came in
with some bread and meat, and milk. These she
put down upon the table without a word,
glaring at me the while with exemplary
firmness, and then retired, locking the door
after her.

Long after it was dark | sat there, wondering
whether anybody else would come. When this
appeared improbable for that night, |
undressed, and went to bed; and, there, | began
to wonder fearfully what would be done to me.
Whether it was a criminal act that | had
committed? Whether | should be taken into
custody, and sent to prison? Whether | was at
all in danger of being hanged?

I never shall forget the waking, next
morning; the being cheerful and fresh for the
first moment, and then the being weighed
down by the stale and dismal oppression of
remembrance. Miss Murdstone reappeared
before | was out of bed; told me, in so many
words, that | was free to walk in the garden for
half an hour and no longer; and retired, leaving
the door open, that | might avail myself of that
permission.

| did so, and did so every morning of my
imprisonment, which lasted five days. If |
could have seen my mother alone, I should
have gone down on my knees to her and
besought her forgiveness; but | saw no one,
Miss Murdstone excepted, during the whole
time-except at evening prayers in the parlour;
to which | was escorted by Miss Murdstone
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after everybody else was placed; where | was
stationed, a young outlaw, all alone by myself
near the door; and whence | was solemnly
conducted by my jailer, before any one arose
from the devotional posture. | only observed
that my mother was as far off from me as she
could be, and kept her face another way so that
| never saw it; and that Mr. Murdstone's hand
was bound up in a large linen wrapper.

The length of those five days I can convey
no idea of to any one. They occupy the place of
years in my remembrance. The way in which |
listened to all the incidents of the house that
made themselves audible to me; the ringing of
bells, the opening and shutting of doors, the
murmuring of voices, the footsteps on the
stairs; to any laughing, whistling, or singing,
outside, which seemed more dismal than
anything else to me in my solitude and
disgrace-the uncertain pace of the hours,
especially at night, when | would wake
thinking it was morning, and find that the
family were not yet gone to bed, and that all
the length of night had yet to come-the
depressed dreams and nightmares | had-the
return of day, noon, afternoon, evening, when
the boys played in the churchyard, and |
watched them from a distance within the room,
being ashamed to show myself at the window
lest they should know | was a prisoner-the
strange sensation of never hearing myself
speak-the fleeting intervals of something like
cheerfulness, which came with eating and
drinking, and went away with it-the setting in
of rain one evening, with a fresh smell, and its
coming down faster and faster between me and
the church, until it and gathering night seemed
to quench me in gloom, and fear, and remorse-
all this appears to have gone round and round
for years instead of days, it is so vividly and
strongly stamped on my remembrance. On the
last night of my restraint, | was awakened by
hearing my own name spoken in a whisper. |



started up in bed, and putting out my arms in
the dark, said:

'Is that you, Peggotty?'

There was no immediate answer, but
presently | heard my name again, in a tone so
very mysterious and awful, that I think I should
have gone into a fit, if it had not occurred to
me that it must have come through the keyhole.

| groped my way to the door, and putting my
own lips to the keyhole, whispered: 'Is that
you, Peggotty dear?"

"Yes, my own precious Davy,' she replied.
'Be as soft as a mouse, or the Cat'll hear us.'

| understood this to mean Miss Murdstone,
and was sensible of the urgency of the case;
her room being close by.

'How's mama, dear Peggotty? Is she very
angry with me?'

| could hear Peggotty crying softly on her
side of the keyhole, as | was doing on mine,
before she answered. 'No. Not very.'

'‘What is going to be done with me, Peggotty
dear? Do you know?'

'School. Near London,' was Peggotty's
answer. | was obliged to get her to repeat it, for
she spoke it the first time quite down my
throat, in consequence of my having forgotten
to take my mouth away from the keyhole and
put my ear there; and though her words tickled
me a good deal, | didn't hear them.

'‘When, Peggotty?'

‘Tomorrow.'
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'Is that the reason why Miss Murdstone took
the clothes out of my drawers?' which she had
done, though | have forgotten to mention it.

'Yes,' said Peggotty. '‘Box.'
‘Shan't | see mama?'
‘Yes,' said Peggotty. ‘Morning.'

Then Peggotty fitted her mouth close to the
keyhole, and delivered these words through it
with as much feeling and earnestness as a
keyhole has ever been the medium of
communicating, | will venture to assert:
shooting in each broken little sentence in a
convulsive little burst of its own.

'‘Davy, dear. If | ain't been azackly as
intimate with you. Lately, as | used to be. It
ain't because I don't love you. just as well and
more, my pretty poppet. It's because | thought
it better for you. And for someone else besides.
Davy, my darling, are you listening? Can you
hear?'

'Ye-ye-ye-yes, Peggotty!" | sobbed.

'‘My own!" said Peggotty, with infinite
compassion. 'What | want to say, is. That you
must never forget me. For I'll never forget you.
And I'll take as much care of your mama,
Davy. As ever | took of you. And | won't leave
her. The day may come when she'll be glad to
lay her poor head. On her stupid, cross old
Peggotty's arm again. And I'll write to you, my
dear. Though I ain't no scholar. And I'll-I'll-'
Peggotty fell to kissing the keyhole, as she
couldn't kiss me.

‘Thank you, dear Peggotty!" said I. 'Oh,
thank you! Thank you! Will you promise me
one thing, Peggotty? Will you write and tell
Mr. Peggotty and little Em'ly, and Mrs.
Gummidge and Ham, that | am not so bad as
they might suppose, and that | sent 'em all my



love -especially to little Em'ly? Will you, if
you please, Peggotty?'

The kind soul promised, and we both of us
kissed the keyhole with the greatest affection-I
patted it with my hand, I recollect, as if it had
been her honest face-and parted. From that
night there grew up in my breast a feeling for
Peggotty which | cannot very well define. She
did not replace my mother; no one could do
that; but she came into a vacancy in my heart,
which closed upon her, and | felt towards her
something I have never felt for any other
human being. It was a sort of comical
affection, too; and yet if she had died, | cannot
think what I should have done, or how I should
have acted out the tragedy it would have been
to me.

In the morning Miss Murdstone appeared as
usual, and told me | was going to school,
which was not altogether such news to me as
she supposed. She also informed me that when
| was dressed, | was to come downstairs into
the parlour, and have my breakfast. There, |
found my mother, very pale and with red eyes:
into whose arms | ran, and begged her pardon
from my suffering soul.

'Oh, Davy!" she said. 'That you could hurt
anyone | love! Try to be better, pray to be
better! | forgive you; but I am so grieved,
Davy, that you should have such bad passions
in your heart.'

They had persuaded her that | was a wicked
fellow, and she was more sorry for that than
for my going away. | felt it sorely. | tried to eat
my parting breakfast, but my tears dropped
upon my bread- and-butter, and trickled into
my tea. | saw my mother look at me
sometimes, and then glance at the watchful
Miss Murdstone, and than look down, or look
away.

‘Master Copperfield's box there!" said Miss
Murdstone, when wheels were heard at the
gate.

| looked for Peggotty, but it was not she;
neither she nor Mr. Murdstone appeared. My
former acquaintance, the carrier, was at the
door. the box was taken out to his cart, and
lifted in.

‘Clara!" said Miss Murdstone, in her warning
note.

'‘Ready, my dear Jane,' returned my mother.
'‘Good-bye, Davy. You are going for your own
good. Good-bye, my child. You will come
home in the holidays, and be a better boy.'

‘Clara!" Miss Murdstone repeated.

‘Certainly, my dear Jane,' replied my mother,
who was holding me. 'l forgive you, my dear
boy. God bless you!'

‘Clara!" Miss Murdstone repeated.

Miss Murdstone was good enough to take
me out to the cart, and to say on the way that
she hoped | would repent, before | came to a
bad end; and then | got into the cart, and the
lazy horse walked off with it.

Chapter 5
| am Sent Away From Home

We might have gone about half a mile, and
my pocket-handkerchief was quite wet
through, when the carrier stopped short.
Looking out to ascertain for what, | saw, to
MY amazement, Peggotty burst from a hedge
and climb into the cart. She took me in both
her arms, and squeezed me to her stays until
the pressure on my nose was extremely
painful, though I never thought of that till
afterwards when | found it very tender. Not a



single word did Peggotty speak. Releasing one
of her arms, she put it down in her pocket to
the elbow, and brought out some paper bags of
cakes which she crammed into my pockets,
and a purse which she put into my hand, but
not one word did she say. After another and a
final squeeze with both arms, she got down
from the cart and ran away; and, my belief is,
and has always been, without a solitary button
on her gown. | picked up one, of several that
were rolling about, and treasured it as a
keepsake for a long time.

The carrier looked at me, as if to inquire if
she were coming back. | shook my head, and
said | thought not. 'Then come up,’ said the
carrier to the lazy horse; who came up
accordingly.

Having by this time cried as much as |
possibly could, I began to think it was of no
use crying any more, especially as neither
Roderick Random, nor that Captain in the
Royal British Navy, had ever cried, that I could
remember, in trying situations. The carrier,
seeing me in this resolution, proposed that my
pocket- handkerchief should be spread upon
the horse's back to dry. | thanked him, and
assented; and particularly small it looked,
under those circumstances.

I had now leisure to examine the purse. It
was a stiff leather purse, with a snap, and had
three bright shillings in it, which Peggotty had
evidently polished up with whitening, for my
greater delight. But its most precious contents
were two half-crowns folded together in a bit
of paper, on which was written, in my mother's
hand, 'For Davy. With my love." | was so
overcome by this, that | asked the carrier to be
so good as to reach me my pocket-
handkerchief again; but he said he thought |
had better do without it, and | thought | really
had, so | wiped my eyes on my sleeve and
stopped myself.
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For good, too; though, in consequence of my
previous emotions, | was still occasionally
seized with a stormy sob. After we had jogged
on for some little time, | asked the carrier if he
was going all the way.

‘All the way where?' inquired the carrier.
‘There," | said.

'‘Where's there?' inquired the carrier.
‘Near London," I said.

'‘Why that horse," said the carrier, jerking the
rein to point him out, 'would be deader than
pork afore he got over half the ground.'

‘Are you only going to Yarmouth then?' |
asked.

‘That's about it," said the carrier. 'And there |
shall take you to the stage-cutch, and the stage-
cutch that'll take you to- wherever it is.’

As this was a great deal for the carrier
(whose name was Mr. Barkis) to say-he being,
as | observed in a former chapter, of a
phlegmatic temperament, and not at all
conversational-1 offered him a cake as a mark
of attention, which he ate at one gulp, exactly
like an elephant, and which made no more
impression on his big face than it would have
done on an elephant's.

'Did SHE make 'em, now?' said Mr. Barkis,
always leaning forward, in his slouching way,
on the footboard of the cart with an arm on
each knee.

'Peggotty, do you mean, sir?"
'‘Ah!" said Mr. Barkis. 'Her.'

"Yes. She makes all our pastry, and does all
our cooking.'



'Do she though?' said Mr. Barkis. He made
up his mouth as if to whistle, but he didn't
whistle. He sat looking at the horse's ears, as if
he saw something new there; and sat so, for a
considerable time. By and by, he said:

'No sweethearts, | b'lieve?'

'‘Sweetmeats did you say, Mr. Barkis?' For |
thought he wanted something else to eat, and
had pointedly alluded to that description of
refreshment.

'Hearts,' said Mr. Barkis. 'Sweet hearts; no
person walks with her!’

'‘With Peggotty?'

'‘Ah!" he said. 'Her.'

'Oh, no. She never had a sweetheart.'
'Didn't she, though!" said Mr. Barkis.

Again he made up his mouth to whistle, and
again he didn't whistle, but sat looking at the
horse's ears.

'So she makes,' said Mr. Barkis, after a long
interval of reflection, 'all the apple parsties,
and doos all the cooking, do she?'

| replied that such was the fact.

'‘Well. I'll tell you what,' said Mr. Barkis.
'P'raps you might be writin' to her?'

'l shall certainly write to her," | rejoined.

'‘Ah!" he said, slowly turning his eyes
towards me. "Well! If you was writin' to her,
p'raps you'd recollect to say that Barkis was
willin'; would you?'

‘That Barkis is willing," | repeated,
innocently. 'Is that all the message?"
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'Ye-es,' he said, considering. "Ye-es. Barkis
is willin".'

‘But you will be at Blunderstone again
tomorrow, Mr. Barkis,' | said, faltering a little
at the idea of my being far away from it then,
and could give your own message so much
better.'

As he repudiated this suggestion, however,
with a jerk of his head, and once more
confirmed his previous request by saying, with
profound gravity, '‘Barkis is willin'. That's the
message,’ | readily undertook its transmission.
While | was waiting for the coach in the hotel
at Yarmouth that very afternoon, | procured a
sheet of paper and an inkstand, and wrote a
note to Peggotty, which ran thus: ‘My dear
Peggotty. | have come here safe. Barkis is
willing. My love to mama. Yours
affectionately. P.S. He says he particularly
wants you to know-BARKIS IS WILLING."...

Thus, Davy is off to school at Salem House.
He is quite alone in the world on the journey
and clearly at the mercy of those he meets
along the way. Upon arrival at the school,
Mr. Murdstone has already tarnished his
reputation with the teachers, so it is a difficult
start. He makes some friends at the school
including Steerforth, a charming, popular,
and manipulative young gentleman. David is
too inexperienced and innocent to see his
faults.

After considerable time, Davy comes home for
a visit and is surprised to meet his new baby
brother. Having arrived home earlier than
expected, Mr. Murdstone and his sister are
out for the day. Therefore, Davy enjoys a
wonderful afternoon with Peggoty, his baby
brother, and his mother who behaves like her
good old self until the Murdstones return.

For the rest of his vacation, he is forced to sit



silently in the parlor all day each day and
looks forward to returning to school.

Back in school, a few months pass until he is
called home again — this time for the funeral
of his mother and baby brother. Now he is in
the sad state of having a guardian that does
not care about him whatsoever.

Peggoty — his only friend on earth - is
dismissed from the house. She convinces the
Murdstones to let her take Davy to her
brother’s house for a visit. With Davy’s
Innocent assistance, Barkis and Peggotty
begin a simple courtship and get married! :-D

When Davy returns “home”, he is completely
neglected by the Murdstones. No money will
be invested in getting him a proper education.
He loses all hope of ever being able to become
a true gentleman like his father.

Mr. Murdstone sends Davy to work in his
factory in London. He is given lodging with
the Micawber family. Mr. and Mrs.
Micawber are a couple of the most known
and beloved characters in British Literature.
They are perpetually in debt and are always
expecting some opportunity to “turn up”.
Mrs. Micawber is known for her repetitive
insistence that she will never leave Mr.
Micawber despite his financial troubles. The
Micawbers are so immersed in their own
troubles, that they never quite notice how
young David is and treat him like a peer,
discussing their troubles with him.

The Micawbers become his family in London.
When the Micawbers are finally carried off to
debtors prison, Davy moves into lodgings
right near the prison where he visits the
Micawbers when he is not working at the
factory. [ Inreal life, when Charles Dickens
was 12 years old, he lived outside Marshalsea
Debtors Prison while his family lived inside.
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His job was to work and earn money to pay
off his father’s debts so his family could be
released. In many ways, this part of David
Copperfield’s story is considered
autobiographical for Charles Dickens
himself. ]

Eventually the Micawbers are released from
prison, and they must leave London. After he
sees them off, Davy is faced with absolute
loneliness in the world.

His thoughts turn to a person he has heard
about — someone who was in attendance the
day of his birth. He hatches a plan...

Chapter 12
Liking Life on My
Own Account No Better,
| Form a Great Resolution

On the last Sunday, the Micawbers invited me
to dinner; and we had a loin of pork and apple
sauce, and a pudding. | had bought a spotted
wooden horse over-night as a parting gift to
little Wilkins Micawber-that was the boy-and a
doll for little Emma. I had also bestowed a
shilling on the Orfling, who was about to be
disbanded.

We had a very pleasant day, though we were
all in a tender state about our approaching
separation.

'l shall never, Master Copperfield,’ said Mrs.
Micawber, 'revert to the period when Mr.
Micawber was in difficulties, without thinking
of you. Your conduct has always been of the
most delicate and obliging description. You
have never been a lodger. You have been a
friend.'

'‘My dear,' said Mr. Micawber; 'Copperfield,’
for so he had been accustomed to call me, of



late, 'has a heart to feel for the distresses of his
fellow-creatures when they are behind a cloud,
and a head to plan, and a hand to-in short, a
general ability to dispose of such available
property as could be made away with.’

| expressed my sense of this commendation,
and said | was very sorry we were going to
lose one another.

'‘My dear young friend," said Mr. Micawber,
'l am older than you; a man of some experience
in life, and-and of some experience, in short, in
difficulties, generally speaking. At present, and
until something turns up (which I am, I may
say, hourly expecting), | have nothing to
bestow but advice. Still my advice is so far
worth taking, that-in short, that | have never
taken it myself, and am the'-here Mr.
Micawber, who had been beaming and smiling,
all over his head and face, up to the present
moment, checked himself and frowned-'the
miserable wretch you behold.’

‘My dear Micawber!" urged his wife.

'l say,' returned Mr. Micawber, quite
forgetting himself, and smiling again, 'the
miserable wretch you behold. My advice is,
never do tomorrow what you can do today.
Procrastination is the thief of time. Collar him!

'‘My poor papa's maxim," Mrs. Micawber
observed.

'‘My dear," said Mr. Micawber, 'your papa
was very well in his way, and Heaven forbid
that I should disparage him. Take him for all in
all, we ne'er shall-in short, make the
acquaintance, probably, of anybody else
possessing, at his time of life, the same legs for
gaiters, and able to read the same description
of print, without spectacles. But he applied that
maxim to our marriage, my dear; and that was
so far prematurely entered into, in
consequence, that | never recovered the
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expense.' Mr. Micawber looked aside at Mrs.
Micawber, and added: 'Not that | am sorry for
it. Quite the contrary, my love." After which, he
was grave for a minute or so.

‘My other piece of advice, Copperfield,' said
Mr. Micawber, 'you know. Annual income
twenty pounds, annual expenditure nineteen
nineteen and six, result happiness. Annual
income twenty pounds, annual expenditure
twenty pounds ought and six, result misery.
The blossom is blighted, the leaf is withered,
the god of day goes down upon the dreary
scene, and-and in short you are for ever
floored. As | am!'

To make his example the more impressive,
Mr. Micawber drank a glass of punch with an
air of great enjoyment and satisfaction, and
whistled the College Hornpipe.

| did not fail to assure him that | would store
these precepts in my mind, though indeed I had
no need to do so, for, at the time, they affected
me visibly. Next morning | met the whole
family at the coach office, and saw them, with
a desolate heart, take their places outside, at
the back.

‘Master Copperfield,' said Mrs. Micawber,
'‘God bless you! I never can forget all that, you
know, and | never would if | could.'

'‘Copperfield,’ said Mr. Micawber, ‘farewell!
Every happiness and prosperity! If, in the
progress of revolving years, | could persuade
myself that my blighted destiny had been a
warning to you, | should feel that | had not
occupied another man's place in existence
altogether in vain. In case of anything turning
up (of which I am rather confident), I shall be
extremely happy if it should be in my power to
Improve your prospects.’

| think, as Mrs. Micawber sat at the back of
the coach, with the children, and | stood in the



road looking wistfully at them, a mist cleared
from her eyes, and she saw what a little
creature | really was. I think so, because she
beckoned to me to climb up, with quite a new
and motherly expression in her face, and put
her arm round my neck, and gave me just such
a kiss as she might have given to her own boy.
I had barely time to get down again before the
coach started, and | could hardly see the family
for the handkerchiefs they waved. It was gone
in @ minute. The Orfling and I stood looking
vacantly at each other in the middle of the
road, and then shook hands and said good-bye;
she going back, I suppose, to St. Luke's
workhouse, as | went to begin my weary day at
Murdstone and Grinby's.

But with no intention of passing many more
weary days there. No. | had resolved to run
away. -To go, by some means or other, down
into the country, to the only relation | had in
the world, and tell my story to my aunt, Miss
Betsey. | have already observed that | don't
know how this desperate idea came into my
brain. But, once there, it remained there; and
hardened into a purpose than which I have
never entertained a more determined purpose
in my life. | am far from sure that | believed
there was anything hopeful in it, but my mind
was thoroughly made up that it must be carried
into execution.

Again, and again, and a hundred times
again, since the night when the thought had
first occurred to me and banished sleep, | had
gone over that old story of my poor mother's
about my birth, which it had been one of my
great delights in the old time to hear her tell,
and which | knew by heart. My aunt walked
into that story, and walked out of it, a dread
and awful personage; but there was one little
trait in her behaviour which I liked to dwell on,
and which gave me some faint shadow of
encouragement. I could not forget how my
mother had thought that she felt her touch her
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pretty hair with no ungentle hand; and though
it might have been altogether my mother's
fancy, and might have had no foundation
whatever in fact, | made a little picture, out of
it, of my terrible aunt relenting towards the
girlish beauty that I recollected so well and
loved so much, which softened the whole
narrative. It is very possible that it had been in
my mind a long time, and had gradually
engendered my determination.

As | did not even know where Miss Betsey
lived, | wrote a long letter to Peggotty, and
asked her, incidentally, if she remembered,;
pretending that I had heard of such a lady
living at a certain place | named at random,
and had a curiosity to know if it were the same.
In the course of that letter, | told Peggotty that
| had a particular occasion for half a guinea;
and that if she could lend me that sum until |
could repay it, | should be very much obliged
to her, and would tell her afterwards what | had
wanted it for.

Peggotty's answer soon arrived, and was, as
usual, full of affectionate devotion. She
enclosed the half guinea (I was afraid she must
have had a world of trouble to get it out of Mr.
Barkis's box), and told me that Miss Betsey
lived near Dover, but whether at Dover itself,
at Hythe, Sandgate, or Folkestone, she could
not say. One of our men, however, informing
me on my asking him about these places, that
they were all close together, | deemed this
enough for my object, and resolved to set out
at the end of that week.

Being a very honest little creature, and
unwilling to disgrace the memory | was going
to leave behind me at Murdstone and Grinby's,
| considered myself bound to remain until
Saturday night; and, as | had been paid a
week's wages in advance when | first came
there, not to present myself in the counting-
house at the usual hour, to receive my stipend.



For this express reason, | had borrowed the
half-guinea, that I might not be without a fund
for my travelling-expenses. Accordingly, when
the Saturday night came, and we were all
waiting in the warehouse to be paid, and Tipp
the carman, who always took precedence, went
in first to draw his money, | shook Mick
Walker by the hand; asked him, when it came
to his turn to be paid, to say to Mr. Quinion
that |1 had gone to move my box to Tipp's; and,
bidding a last good night to Mealy Potatoes,
ran away.

My box was at my old lodging, over the
water, and | had written a direction for it on the
back of one of our address cards that we nailed
on the casks: 'Master David, to be left till
called for, at the Coach Office, Dover.' This |
had in my pocket ready to put on the box, after
| should have got it out of the house; and as |
went towards my lodging, | looked about me
for someone who would help me to carry it to
the booking-office.

There was a long-legged young man with a
very little empty donkey-cart, standing near the
Obelisk, in the Blackfriars Road, whose eye |
caught as | was going by, and who, addressing
me as 'Sixpenn'orth of bad ha'pence,’ hoped 'l
should know him agin to swear to'-in allusion,
| have no doubt, to my staring at him. | stopped
to assure him that | had not done so in bad
manners, but uncertain whether he might or
might not like a job.

"‘Wot job?' said the long-legged young man.
‘To move a box,' | answered.
"Wot box?' said the long-legged young man.

| told him mine, which was down that street
there, and which | wanted him to take to the
Dover coach office for sixpence.
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'‘Done with you for a tanner!" said the long-
legged young man, and directly got upon his
cart, which was nothing but a large wooden
tray on wheels, and rattled away at such a rate,
that it was as much as | could do to keep pace
with the donkey.

There was a defiant manner about this young
man, and particularly about the way in which
he chewed straw as he spoke to me, that | did
not much like; as the bargain was made,
however, | took him upstairs to the room | was
leaving, and we brought the box down, and put
it on his cart. Now, | was unwilling to put the
direction-card on there, lest any of my
landlord's family should fathom what | was
doing, and detain me; so | said to the young
man that | would be glad if he would stop for a
minute, when he came to the dead-wall of the
King's Bench prison. The words were no
sooner out of my mouth, than he rattled away
as if he, my box, the cart, and the donkey, were
all equally mad; and | was quite out of breath
with running and calling after him, when |
caught him at the place appointed.

Being much flushed and excited, | tumbled
my half-guinea out of my pocket in pulling the
card out. | put it in my mouth for safety, and
though my hands trembled a good deal, had
just tied the card on very much to my
satisfaction, when | felt myself violently
chucked under the chin by the long-legged
young man, and saw my half-guinea fly out of
my mouth into his hand.

'‘Wot!" said the young man, seizing me by
my jacket collar, with a frightful grin. 'This is a
pollis case, is it? You're a-going to bolt, are
you? Come to the pollis, you young warmin,
come to the pollis!’

"You give me my money back, if you please,’
said I, very much frightened; 'and leave me
alone.’



'‘Come to the pollis!" said the young man.
"You shall prove it yourn to the pollis.’

‘Give me my box and money, will you,' |
cried, bursting into tears.

The young man still replied: ‘Come to the
pollis! and was dragging me against the
donkey in a violent manner, as if there were
any affinity between that animal and a
magistrate, when he changed his mind, jJumped
into the cart, sat upon my box, and, exclaiming
that he would drive to the pollis straight, rattled
away harder than ever.

| ran after him as fast as | could, but | had no
breath to call out with, and should not have
dared to call out, now, if | had. I narrowly
escaped being run over, twenty times at least,
in half a mile. Now I lost him, now | saw him,
now | lost him, now | was cut at with a whip,
now shouted at, now down in the mud, now up
again, now running into somebody's arms, now
running headlong at a post. At length, confused
by fright and heat, and doubting whether half
London might not by this time be turning out
for my apprehension, | left the young man to
go where he would with my box and money;
and, panting and crying, but never stopping,
faced about for Greenwich, which I had
understood was on the Dover Road: taking
very little more out of the world, towards the
retreat of my aunt, Miss Betsey, than | had
brought into it, on the night when my arrival
gave her so much umbrage.

Chapter 13
The Sequel of My Resolution

With no money or belongings, Davy walks all
the way to Dover via the Dover Road out of
London. It takes him days and he ends up
selling many pieces of clothing off his back
for food money. He learns that not all people
on the road are trustworthy, to say the least.
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He has now arrived in Dover and been
directed to the home of Miss Betsey
Trotwood...

‘This is Miss Trotwood's,’ said the young
woman. 'Now you know; and that's all | have
got to say.' With which words she hurried into
the house, as if to shake off the responsibility
of my appearance; and left me standing at the
garden-gate, looking disconsolately over the
top of it towards the parlour window, where a
muslin curtain partly undrawn in the middle, a
large round green screen or fan fastened on to
the windowsill, a small table, and a great chair,
suggested to me that my aunt might be at that
moment seated in awful state.

My shoes were by this time in a woeful
condition. The soles had shed themselves bit
by bit, and the upper leathers had broken and
burst until the very shape and form of shoes
had departed from them. My hat (which had
served me for a night-cap, too) was so crushed
and bent, that no old battered handleless
saucepan on a dunghill need have been
ashamed to vie with it. My shirt and trousers,
stained with heat, dew, grass, and the Kentish
soil on which | had slept-and torn besides-
might have frightened the birds from my aunt's
garden, as | stood at the gate. My hair had
known no comb or brush since | left London.
My face, neck, and hands, from unaccustomed
exposure to the air and sun, were burnt to a
berry-brown. From head to foot | was
powdered almost as white with chalk and dust,
as if I had come out of a lime-kiln. In this
plight, and with a strong consciousness of it, |
waited to introduce myself to, and make my
first impression on, my formidable aunt.

The unbroken stillness of the parlour
window leading me to infer, after a while, that
she was not there, | lifted up my eyes to the
window above it, where | saw a florid,



pleasant-looking gentleman, with a grey head,
who shut up one eye in a grotesque manner,
nodded his head at me several times, shook it
at me as often, laughed, and went away.

| had been discomposed enough before; but |
was so much the more discomposed by this
unexpected behaviour, that | was on the point
of slinking off, to think how I had best
proceed, when there came out of the house a
lady with her handkerchief tied over her cap,
and a pair of gardening gloves on her hands,
wearing a gardening pocket like a toll-man's
apron, and carrying a great knife. | knew her
immediately to be Miss Betsey, for she came
stalking out of the house exactly as my poor
mother had so often described her stalking up
our garden at Blunderstone Rookery.

'‘Go away!" said Miss Betsey, shaking her
head, and making a distant chop in the air with
her knife. 'Go along! No boys here!

| watched her, with my heart at my lips, as
she marched to a corner of her garden, and
stooped to dig up some little root there. Then,
without a scrap of courage, but with a great
deal of desperation, | went softly in and stood
beside her, touching her with my finger.

'If you please, ma'am,' | began.
She started and looked up.
'If you please, aunt.’

'EH?" exclaimed Miss Betsey, in a tone of
amazement | have never heard approached.

'If you please, aunt, I am your nephew.'

'Oh, Lord!" said my aunt. And sat flat down
in the garden-path.

'l am David Copperfield, of Blunderstone, in
Suffolk-where you came, on the night when |
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was born, and saw my dear mama. | have been
very unhappy since she died. | have been
slighted, and taught nothing, and thrown upon
myself, and put to work not fit for me. It made
me run away to you. | was robbed at first
setting out, and have walked all the way, and
have never slept in a bed since | began the
journey.' Here my self-support gave way all at
once; and with a movement of my hands,
intended to show her my ragged state, and call
it to witness that | had suffered something, |
broke into a passion of crying, which I suppose
had been pent up within me all the week.

My aunt, with every sort of expression but
wonder discharged from her countenance, sat
on the gravel, staring at me, until | began to
cry; when she got up in a great hurry, collared
me, and took me into the parlour. Her first
proceeding there was to unlock a tall press,
bring out several bottles, and pour some of the
contents of each into my mouth. | think they
must have been taken out at random, for I am
sure | tasted aniseed water, anchovy sauce, and
salad dressing. When she had administered
these restoratives, as | was still quite hysterical,
and unable to control my sobs, she put me on
the sofa, with a shawl under my head, and the
handkerchief from her own head under my
feet, lest | should sully the cover; and then,
sitting herself down behind the green fan or
screen | have already mentioned, so that |
could not see her face, ejaculated at intervals,
‘Mercy on us!' letting those exclamations off
like minute guns.

After a time she rang the bell. 'Janet,’ said
my aunt, when her servant came in. 'Go
upstairs, give my compliments to Mr. Dick,
and say | wish to speak to him.'

Janet looked a little surprised to see me
lying stiffly on the sofa (I was afraid to move
lest it should be displeasing to my aunt), but
went on her errand. My aunt, with her hands



behind her, walked up and down the room,
until the gentleman who had squinted at me
from the upper window came in laughing.

‘Mr. Dick,' said my aunt, 'don't be a fool,
because nobody can be more discreet than you
can, when you choose. We all know that. So
don't be a fool, whatever you are.’

The gentleman was serious immediately,
and looked at me, | thought, as if he would
entreat me to say nothing about the window.

T

I make myself known to my Aunt

'‘Mr. Dick,' said my aunt, 'you have heard me
mention David Copperfield? Now don't
pretend not to have a memory, because you
and | know better.'

'David Copperfield?' said Mr. Dick, who did
not appear to me to remember much about it.
'David Copperfield? Oh yes, to be sure. David,
certainly.’

'‘Well," said my aunt, 'this is his boy-his son.
He would be as like his father as it's possible to
be, if he was not so like his mother, too.'

'His son?' said Mr. Dick. 'David's son?
Indeed!’
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'Yes,' pursued my aunt, 'and he has done a
pretty piece of business. He has run away. Ah!
His sister, Betsey Trotwood, never would have
run away.' My aunt shook her head firmly,
confident in the character and behaviour of the
girl who never was born.

'Oh! you think she wouldn't have run away?'
said Mr. Dick.

'Bless and save the man,' exclaimed my
aunt, sharply, 'how he talks! Don't | know she
wouldn't? She would have lived with her god-
mother, and we should have been devoted to
one another. Where, in the name of wonder,
should his sister, Betsey Trotwood, have run
from, or to?’

‘Nowhere,' said Mr. Dick.

‘Well then,' returned my aunt, softened by
the reply, 'how can you pretend to be wool-
gathering, Dick, when you are as sharp as a
surgeon's lancet? Now, here you see young
David Copperfield, and the question | put to
you is, what shall I do with him?'

‘What shall you do with him?' said Mr. Dick,
feebly, scratching his head. 'Oh! do with him?"'

'Yes,' said my aunt, with a grave look, and
her forefinger held up. 'Come! | want some
very sound advice.'

'‘Why, if | was you,' said Mr. Dick,
considering, and looking vacantly at me, 'l
should-' The contemplation of me seemed to
inspire him with a sudden idea, and he added,
briskly, 'l should wash him!'

‘Janet,’ said my aunt, turning round with a
quiet triumph, which | did not then understand,
‘Mr. Dick sets us all right. Heat the bath!"

Although | was deeply interested in this
dialogue, | could not help observing my aunt,
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Mr. Dick, and Janet, while it was in progress,
and completing a survey | had already been
engaged in making of the room.

MY aunt was a tall, hard-featured lady, but
by no means ill-looking. There was an
inflexibility in her face, in her voice, in her gait
and carriage, amply sufficient to account for
the effect she had made upon a gentle creature
like my mother; but her features were rather
handsome than otherwise, though unbending
and austere. | particularly noticed that she had
a very quick, bright eye. Her hair, which was
grey, was arranged in two plain divisions,
under what | believe would be called a mob-
cap; | mean a cap, much more common then
than now, with side-pieces fastening under the
chin. Her dress was of a lavender colour, and
perfectly neat; but scantily made, as if she
desired to be as little encumbered as possible. |
remember that | thought it, in form, more like a
riding-habit with the superfluous skirt cut off,
than anything else. She wore at her side a
gentleman's gold watch, if | might judge from
its size and make, with an appropriate chain
and seals; she had some linen at her throat not
unlike a shirt-collar, and things at her wrists
like little shirt-wristbands.

Mr. Dick, as | have already said, was grey-
headed, and florid: I should have said all about
him, in saying so, had not his head been
curiously bowed-not by age; it reminded me of
one of Mr. Creakle's boys' heads after a
beating-and his grey eyes prominent and large,
with a strange kind of watery brightness in
them that made me, in combination with his
vacant manner, his submission to my aunt, and
his childish delight when she praised him,
suspect him of being a little mad; though, if he
were mad, how he came to be there puzzled me
extremely. He was dressed like any other
ordinary gentleman, in a loose grey morning
coat and waistcoat, and white trousers; and had
his watch in his fob, and his money in his
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pockets: which he rattled as if he were very
proud of it.

Janet was a pretty blooming girl, of about
nineteen or twenty, and a perfect picture of
neatness. Though | made no further
observation of her at the moment, | may
mention here what | did not discover until
afterwards, namely, that she was one of a
series of protegees whom my aunt had taken
into her service expressly to educate in a
renouncement of mankind, and who had
generally completed their abjuration by
marrying the baker.

The room was as neat as Janet or my aunt.
As | laid down my pen, a moment since, to
think of it, the air from the sea came blowing
in again, mixed with the perfume of the
flowers; and | saw the old-fashioned furniture
brightly rubbed and polished, my aunt's
inviolable chair and table by the round green
fan in the bow-window, the drugget-covered
carpet, the cat, the kettle-holder, the two
canaries, the old china, the punchbowl full of
dried rose-leaves, the tall press guarding all
sorts of bottles and pots, and, wonderfully out
of keeping with the rest, my dusty self upon
the sofa, taking note of everything.

Janet had gone away to get the bath ready,
when my aunt, to my great alarm, became in
one moment rigid with indignation, and had
hardly voice to cry out, ‘Janet! Donkeys!

Upon which, Janet came running up the
stairs as if the house were in flames, darted out
on a little piece of green in front, and warned
off two saddle-donkeys, lady-ridden, that had
presumed to set hoof upon it; while my aunt,
rushing out of the house, seized the bridle of a
third animal laden with a bestriding child,
turned him, led him forth from those sacred
precincts, and boxed the ears of the unlucky



urchin in attendance who had dared to profane
that hallowed ground.

To this hour I don't know whether my aunt
had any lawful right of way over that patch of
green; but she had settled it in her own mind
that she had, and it was all the same to her. The
one great outrage of her life, demanding to be
constantly avenged, was the passage of a
donkey over that immaculate spot. In whatever
occupation she was engaged, however
interesting to her the conversation in which she
was taking part, a donkey turned the current of
her ideas in a moment, and she was upon him
straight. Jugs of water, and watering-pots, were
kept in secret places ready to be discharged on
the offending boys; sticks were laid in ambush
behind the door; sallies were made at all hours;
and incessant war prevailed. Perhaps this was
an agreeable excitement to the donkey-boys; or
perhaps the more sagacious of the donkeys,
understanding how the case stood, delighted
with constitutional obstinacy in coming that
way. | only know that there were three alarms
before the bath was ready; and that on the
occasion of the last and most desperate of all, |
saw my aunt engage, single-handed, with a
sandy-headed lad of fifteen, and bump his
sandy head against her own gate, before he
seemed to comprehend what was the matter.
These interruptions were of the more
ridiculous to me, because she was giving me
broth out of a table-spoon at the time (having
firmly persuaded herself that | was actually
starving, and must receive nourishment at first
in very small quantities), and, while my mouth
was yet open to receive the spoon, she would
put it back into the basin, cry ‘Janet! Donkeys!'
and go out to the assault.

The bath was a great comfort. For | began to
be sensible of acute pains in my limbs from
lying out in the fields, and was now so tired
and low that | could hardly keep myself awake
for five minutes together. When | had bathed,
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they (I mean my aunt and Janet) enrobed me in
a shirt and a pair of trousers belonging to Mr.
Dick, and tied me up in two or three great
shawls. What sort of bundle | looked like, |
don't know, but | felt a very hot one. Feeling
also very faint and drowsy, | soon lay down on
the sofa again and fell asleep.

It might have been a dream, originating in
the fancy which had occupied my mind so
long, but | awoke with the impression that my
aunt had come and bent over me, and had put
my hair away from my face, and laid my head
more comfortably, and had then stood looking
at me. The words, 'Pretty fellow,' or 'Poor
fellow," seemed to be in my ears, too; but
certainly there was nothing else, when | awoke,
to lead me to believe that they had been uttered
by my aunt, who sat in the bow-window gazing
at the sea from behind the green fan, which
was mounted on a kind of swivel, and turned
any way.

We dined soon after | awoke, off a roast
fowl and a pudding; | sitting at table, not
unlike a trussed bird myself, and moving my
arms with considerable difficulty. But as my
aunt had swathed me up, | made no complaint
of being inconvenienced. All this time | was
deeply anxious to know what she was going to
do with me; but she took her dinner in
profound silence, except when she
occasionally fixed her eyes on me sitting
opposite, and said, 'Mercy upon us!" which did
not by any means relieve my anxiety.

The cloth being drawn, and some sherry put
upon the table (of which I had a glass), my
aunt sent up for Mr. Dick again, who joined us,
and looked as wise as he could when she
requested him to attend to my story, which she
elicited from me, gradually, by a course of
guestions. During my recital, she kept her eyes
on Mr. Dick, who | thought would have gone
to sleep but for that, and who, whensoever he



lapsed into a smile, was checked by a frown
from my aunt.

"‘Whatever possessed that poor unfortunate
Baby, that she must go and be married again,’
said my aunt, when | had finished, 'l can't
conceive.'

'Perhaps she fell in love with her second
husband," Mr. Dick suggested.

'Fell in love!" repeated my aunt. ‘What do
you mean? What business had she to do it?'

'Perhaps,’ Mr. Dick simpered, after thinking
a little, 'she did it for pleasure.'

'Pleasure, indeed!" replied my aunt. 'A
mighty pleasure for the poor Baby to fix her
simple faith upon any dog of a fellow, certain
to ill-use her in some way or other. What did
she propose to herself, | should like to know!
She had had one husband. She had seen David
Copperfield out of the world, who was always
running after wax dolls from his cradle. She
had got a baby-oh, there were a pair of babies
when she gave birth to this child sitting here,
that Friday night!-and what more did she
want?'

Mr. Dick secretly shook his head at me, as if
he thought there was no getting over this.

'She couldn't even have a baby like anybody
else,’ said my aunt. "Where was this child's
sister, Betsey Trotwood? Not forthcoming.
Don't tell me!"

Mr. Dick seemed quite frightened.

‘That little man of a doctor, with his head on
one side,' said my aunt, ‘Jellips, or whatever his
name was, what was he about? All he could do,
was to say to me, like a robin redbreast-as he
Is- "It's a boy." A boy! Yah, the imbecility of
the whole set of 'em!"
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The heartiness of the ejaculation startled Mr.
Dick exceedingly; and me, too, if | am to tell
the truth.

'‘And then, as if this was not enough, and she
had not stood sufficiently in the light of this
child's sister, Betsey Trotwood,' said my aunt,
'she marries a second time-goes and marries a
Murderer-or a man with a name like it-and
stands in THIS child's light! And the natural
consequence is, as anybody but a baby might
have foreseen, that he prowls and wanders.
He's as like Cain before he was grown up, as
he can be.'

Mr. Dick looked hard at me, as if to identify
me in this character.

‘And then there's that woman with the Pagan
name,' said my aunt, 'that Peggotty, she goes
and gets married next. Because she has not
seen enough of the evil attending such things,
she goes and gets married next, as the child
relates. | only hope,' said my aunt, shaking her
head, 'that her husband is one of those Poker
husbands who abound in the newspapers, and
will beat her well with one.’

| could not bear to hear my old nurse so
decried, and made the subject of such a wish. |
told my aunt that indeed she was mistaken.
That Peggotty was the best, the truest, the most
faithful, most devoted, and most self-denying
friend and servant in the world; who had ever
loved me dearly, who had ever loved my
mother dearly; who had held my mother's
dying head upon her arm, on whose face my
mother had imprinted her last grateful kiss.
And my remembrance of them both, choking
me, | broke down as | was trying to say that
her home was my home, and that all she had
was mine, and that I would have gone to her
for shelter, but for her humble station, which
made me fear that | might bring some trouble
on her -1 broke down, I say, as | was trying to



say so, and laid my face in my hands upon the
table.

‘Well, well!" said my aunt, ‘the child is right
to stand by those who have stood by him-
Janet! Donkeys!

| thoroughly believe that but for those
unfortunate donkeys, we should have come to
a good understanding; for my aunt had laid her
hand on my shoulder, and the impulse was
upon me, thus emboldened, to embrace her and
beseech her protection. But the interruption,
and the disorder she was thrown into by the
struggle outside, put an end to all softer ideas
for the present, and kept my aunt indignantly
declaiming to Mr. Dick about her
determination to appeal for redress to the laws
of her country, and to bring actions for trespass
against the whole donkey proprietorship of
Dover, until tea-time.

After tea, we sat at the window-on the look-
out, as | imagined, from my aunt's sharp
expression of face, for more invaders-until
dusk, when Janet set candles, and a
backgammon-board, on the table, and pulled
down the blinds.

‘Now, Mr. Dick,' said my aunt, with her
grave look, and her forefinger up as before, 'l
am going to ask you another question. Look at
this child.’

'‘David's son?' said Mr. Dick, with an
attentive, puzzled face.

'Exactly so,' returned my aunt. "What would
you do with him, now?'

'Do with David's son?' said Mr. Dick.
'‘Ay," replied my aunt, ‘with David's son.'

'Oh!" said Mr. Dick. "Yes. Do with-I should
put him to bed.’
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‘Janet!" cried my aunt, with the same
complacent triumph that | had remarked
before. 'Mr. Dick sets us all right. If the bed is
ready, we'll take him up to it.’

Janet reporting it to be quite ready, | was
taken up to it; kindly, but in some sort like a
prisoner; my aunt going in front and Janet
bringing up the rear. The only circumstance
which gave me any new hope, was my aunt's
stopping on the stairs to inquire about a smell
of fire that was prevalent there; and janet's
replying that she had been making tinder down
in the kitchen, of my old shirt. But there were
no other clothes in my room than the odd heap
of things | wore; and when | was left there,
with a little taper which my aunt forewarned
me would burn exactly five minutes, I heard
them lock my door on the outside. Turning
these things over in my mind | deemed it
possible that my aunt, who could know nothing
of me, might suspect | had a habit of running
away, and took precautions, on that account, to
have me in safe keeping.

The room was a pleasant one, at the top of
the house, overlooking the sea, on which the
moon was shining brilliantly. After | had said
my prayers, and the candle had burnt out, |
remember how | still sat looking at the
moonlight on the water, as if | could hope to
read my fortune in it, as in a bright book; or to
see my mother with her child, coming from
Heaven, along that shining path, to look upon
me as she had looked when I last saw her
sweet face. | remember how the solemn feeling
with which at length | turned my eyes away,
yielded to the sensation of gratitude and rest
which the sight of the white-curtained bed-and
how much more the lying softly down upon it,
nestling in the snow-white sheets!-inspired. |
remember how I thought of all the solitary
places under the night sky where | had slept,
and how | prayed that | never might be
houseless any more, and never might forget the



houseless. | remember how | seemed to float,
then, down the melancholy glory of that track
upon the sea, away into the world of dreams.

Chapter 14
My Aunt Makes Up
Her Mind About Me

On going down in the morning, | found my
aunt musing so profoundly over the breakfast
table, with her elbow on the tray, that the
contents of the urn had overflowed the teapot
and were laying the whole table-cloth under
water, when my entrance put her meditations
to flight. I felt sure that | had been the subject
of her reflections, and was more than ever
anxious to know her intentions towards me.
Yet | dared not express my anxiety, lest it
should give her offence.

My eyes, however, not being so much under
control as my tongue, were attracted towards
my aunt very often during breakfast. | never
could look at her for a few moments together
but | found her looking at me-in an odd
thoughtful manner, as if | were an immense
way off, instead of being on the other side of
the small round table. When she had finished
her breakfast, my aunt very deliberately leaned
back in her chair, knitted her brows, folded her
arms, and contemplated me at her leisure, with
such a fixedness of attention that | was quite
overpowered by embarrassment. Not having as
yet finished my own breakfast, | attempted to
hide my confusion by proceeding with it; but
my knife tumbled over my fork, my fork
tripped up my knife, | chipped bits of bacon a
surprising height into the air instead of cutting
them for my own eating, and choked myself
with my tea, which persisted in going the
wrong way instead of the right one, until | gave
in altogether, and sat blushing under my aunt's
close scrutiny.

'Hallo!" said my aunt, after a long time.

| looked up, and met her sharp bright glance
respectfully.

'l have written to him," said my aunt.
"To-?'

"To your father-in-law," said my aunt. 'l have
sent him a letter that I'll trouble him to attend
to, or he and I will fall out, I can tell him!'

'‘Does he know where | am, aunt?' | inquired,
alarmed.

'l have told him," said my aunt, with a nod.
‘Shall 1-be-given up to him?' | faltered.
'l don't know,' said my aunt. 'We shall see.’'

'‘Oh! | can't think what | shall do," |
exclaimed, 'if | have to go back to Mr.
Murdstone!

'l don't know anything about it,' said my
aunt, shaking her head. 'l can't say, I am sure.
We shall see.'

My spirits sank under these words, and |
became very downcast and heavy of heart. My
aunt, without appearing to take much heed of
me, put on a coarse apron with a bib, which
she took out of the press; washed up the
teacups with her own hands; and, when
everything was washed and set in the tray
again, and the cloth folded and put on the top
of the whole, rang for Janet to remove it. She
next swept up the crumbs with a little broom
(putting on a pair of gloves first), until there
did not appear to be one microscopic speck left
on the carpet; next dusted and arranged the
room, which was dusted and arranged to a
hair'sbreadth already. When all these tasks
were performed to her satisfaction, she took off



the gloves and apron, folded them up, put them
in the particular corner of the press from which
they had been taken, brought out her work-box
to her own table in the open window, and sat
down, with the green fan between her and the
light, to work.

'l wish you'd go upstairs,' said my aunt, as
she threaded her needle, 'and give my
compliments to Mr. Dick, and I'll be glad to
know how he gets on with his Memorial.'

| rose with all alacrity, to acquit myself of
this commission.

'l suppose,’ said my aunt, eyeing me as
narrowly as she had eyed the needle in
threading it, 'you think Mr. Dick a short name,
eh?’

'l thought it was rather a short name,
yesterday,' | confessed.

"You are not to suppose that he hasn't got a
longer name, if he chose to use it," said my
aunt, with a loftier air. '‘Babley-Mr. Richard
Babley-that's the gentleman's true name.'

| was going to suggest, with a modest sense
of my youth and the familiarity | had been
already guilty of, that I had better give him the
full benefit of that name, when my aunt went
on to say:

'‘But don't you call him by it, whatever you
do. He can't bear his name. That's a peculiarity
of his. Though I don't know that it's much of a
peculiarity, either; for he has been ill-used
enough, by some that bear it, to have a mortal
antipathy for it, Heaven knows. Mr. Dick is his
name here, and everywhere else, now-if he
ever went anywhere else, which he don't. So
take care, child, you don't call him anything
BUT Mr. Dick.'

| promised to obey, and went upstairs with
my message; thinking, as | went, that if Mr.
Dick had been working at his Memorial long,
at the same rate as | had seen him working at
it, through the open door, when | came down,
he was probably getting on very well indeed. |
found him still driving at it with a long pen,
and his head almost laid upon the paper. He
was so intent upon it, that I had ample leisure
to observe the large paper kite in a corner, the
confusion of bundles of manuscript, the
number of pens, and, above all, the quantity of
ink (which he seemed to have in, in half-gallon
jars by the dozen), before he observed my
being present.

'Ha! Phoebus!" said Mr. Dick, laying down
his pen. "How does the world go? I'll tell you
what," he added, in a lower tone, 'l shouldn't
wish it to be mentioned, but it's a-" here he
beckoned to me, and put his lips close to my
ear-'it's a mad world. Mad as Bedlam, boy!'
said Mr. Dick, taking snuff from a round box
on the table, and laughing heartily.

Without presuming to give my opinion on
this question, | delivered my message.

‘Well,' said Mr. Dick, in answer, ‘'my
compliments to her, and I- I believe I have
made a start. | think | have made a start,' said
Mr. Dick, passing his hand among his grey
hair, and casting anything but a confident look
at his manuscript. "You have been to school?'

'Yes, sir,' | answered: 'for a short time.'

'Do you recollect the date,' said Mr. Dick,
looking earnestly at me, and taking up his pen
to note it down, ‘when King Charles the First
had his head cut off?' | said | believed it
happened in the year sixteen hundred and
forty-nine.

'‘Well,' returned Mr. Dick, scratching his ear
with his pen, and looking dubiously at me. 'So



the books say; but | don't see how that can be.
Because, if it was so long ago, how could the
people about him have made that mistake of
putting some of the trouble out of his head,
after it was taken off, into mine?'

| was very much surprised by the inquiry;
but could give no information on this point.

'It's very strange,' said Mr. Dick, with a
despondent look upon his papers, and with his
hand among his hair again, ‘that | never can get
that quite right. | never can make that perfectly
clear. But no matter, no matter!" he said
cheerfully, and rousing himself, 'there's time
enough! My compliments to Miss Trotwood, |
am getting on very well indeed.'

| was going away, when he directed my
attention to the kite.

'‘What do you think of that for a kite?' he
said.

| answered that it was a beautiful one. |
should think it must have been as much as
seven feet high.

'l made it. We'll go and fly it, you and |,
said Mr. Dick. 'Do you see this?'

He showed me that it was covered with
manuscript, very closely and laboriously
written; but so plainly, that as | looked along
the lines, I thought | saw some allusion to King
Charles the First's head again, in one or two
places.

‘There's plenty of string,' said Mr. Dick, ‘and
when it flies high, it takes the facts a long way.
That's my manner of diffusing 'em. | don't
know where they may come down. It's
according to circumstances, and the wind, and
so forth; but I take my chance of that.’
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His face was so very mild and pleasant, and
had something so reverend in it, though it was
hale and hearty, that | was not sure but that he
was having a good-humoured jest with me. So
| laughed, and he laughed, and we parted the
best friends possible.

‘Well, child,’ said my aunt, when | went
downstairs. 'And what of Mr. Dick, this
morning?'

| informed her that he sent his compliments,
and was getting on very well indeed.

'‘What do you think of him?' said my aunt.

| had some shadowy idea of endeavouring to
evade the question, by replying that | thought
him a very nice gentleman; but my aunt was
not to be so put off, for she laid her work down
in her lap, and said, folding her hands upon it:

‘Come! Your sister Betsey Trotwood would
have told me what she thought of anyone,
directly. Be as like your sister as you can, and
speak out!'

'Is he-is Mr. Dick-1 ask because | don't
know, aunt-is he at all out of his mind, then?" |
stammered; for | felt | was on dangerous
ground.

'Not a morsel,’ said my aunt.
'Oh, indeed!" | observed faintly.

'If there is anything in the world,' said my
aunt, with great decision and force of manner,
'that Mr. Dick is not, it's that.'

| had nothing better to offer, than another
timid, 'Oh, indeed!

'He has been CALLED mad,' said my aunt.
'l have a selfish pleasure in saying he has been
called mad, or I should not have had the



benefit of his society and advice for these last
ten years and upwards-in fact, ever since your
sister, Betsey Trotwood, disappointed me.'

'So long as that?' | said.

'‘And nice people they were, who had the
audacity to call him mad,' pursued my aunt.
‘Mr. Dick is a sort of distant connexion of mine
-it doesn't matter how; | needn't enter into that.
If it hadn't been for me, his own brother would
have shut him up for life. That's all.’

I am afraid it was hypocritical in me, but
seeing that my aunt felt strongly on the subject,
| tried to look as if I felt strongly too.

‘A proud fool!" said my aunt. 'Because his
brother was a little eccentric-though he is not
half so eccentric as a good many people-he
didn't like to have him visible about his house,
and sent him away to some private asylum-
place: though he had been left to his particular
care by their deceased father, who thought him
almost a natural. And a wise man he must have
been to think so! Mad himself, no doubt.’

Again, as my aunt looked quite convinced, |
endeavoured to look quite convinced also.

'So | stepped in,' said my aunt, ‘and made
him an offer. | said, "Your brother's sane-a
great deal more sane than you are, or ever will
be, it is to be hoped. Let him have his little
income, and come and live with me. | am not
afraid of him, I am not proud, | am ready to
take care of him, and shall not ill-treat him as
some people (besides the asylum-folks) have
done." After a good deal of squabbling,’ said
my aunt, 'l got him; and he has been here ever
since. He is the most friendly and amenable
creature in existence; and as for advice!-But
nobody knows what that man's mind is, except
myself.’

My aunt smoothed her dress and shook her
head, as if she smoothed defiance of the whole
world out of the one, and shook it out of the
other.

'He had a favourite sister,' said my aunt, 'a
good creature, and very kind to him. But she
did what they all do-took a husband. And HE
did what they all do-made her wretched. It had
such an effect upon the mind of Mr. Dick
(that's not madness, | hope!) that, combined
with his fear of his brother, and his sense of his
unkindness, it threw him into a fever. That was
before he came to me, but the recollection of it
Is oppressive to him even now. Did he say
anything to you about King Charles the First,
child?

'Yes, aunt.'

'‘Ah!" said my aunt, rubbing her nose as if she
were a little vexed. 'That's his allegorical way
of expressing it. He connects his illness with
great disturbance and agitation, naturally, and
that's the figure, or the simile, or whatever it's
called, which he chooses to use. And why
shouldn't he, if he thinks proper!

| said: 'Certainly, aunt.'

'It's not a business-like way of speaking,’
said my aunt, 'nor a worldly way. | am aware
of that; and that's the reason why | insist upon
it, that there shan't be a word about it in his
Memorial.'

'Is it a Memorial about his own history that
he is writing, aunt?'

‘Yes, child,’ said my aunt, rubbing her nose
again. 'He is memorializing the Lord
Chancellor, or the Lord Somebody or other-
one of those people, at all events, who are paid
to be memorialized -about his affairs. |
suppose it will go in, one of these days. He
hasn't been able to draw it up yet, without



introducing that mode of expressing himself;
but it don't signify; it keeps him employed.’

In fact, | found out afterwards that Mr. Dick
had been for upwards of ten years
endeavouring to keep King Charles the First
out of the Memorial; but he had been
constantly getting into it, and was there now.

'l say again,' said my aunt, 'nobody knows
what that man's mind is except myself; and he's
the most amenable and friendly creature in
existence. If he likes to fly a kite sometimes,
what of that! Franklin used to fly a kite. He
was a Quaker, or something of that sort, if | am
not mistaken. And a Quaker flying a kite is a
much more ridiculous object than anybody
else.’

If I could have supposed that my aunt had
recounted these particulars for my especial
behoof, and as a piece of confidence in me, I
should have felt very much distinguished, and
should have augured favourably from such a
mark of her good opinion. But I could hardly
help observing that she had launched into
them, chiefly because the question was raised
in her own mind, and with very little reference
to me, though she had addressed herself to me
in the absence of anybody else.

At the same time, | must say that the
generosity of her championship of poor
harmless Mr. Dick, not only inspired my young
breast with some selfish hope for myself, but
warmed it unselfishly towards her. | believe
that I began to know that there was something
about my aunt, notwithstanding her many
eccentricities and odd humours, to be honoured
and trusted in. Though she was just as sharp
that day as on the day before, and was in and
out about the donkeys just as often, and was
thrown into a tremendous state of indignation,
when a young man, going by, ogled Janet at a
window (which was one of the gravest
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misdemeanours that could be committed
against my aunt's dignity), she seemed to me to
command more of my respect, if not less of my
fear.

The anxiety | underwent, in the interval
which necessarily elapsed before a reply could
be received to her letter to Mr. Murdstone, was
extreme; but | made an endeavour to suppress
it, and to be as agreeable as | could in a quiet
way, both to my aunt and Mr. Dick. The latter
and | would have gone out to fly the great Kite;
but that | had still no other clothes than the
anything but ornamental garments with which |
had been decorated on the first day, and which
confined me to the house, except for an hour
after dark, when my aunt, for my health's sake,
paraded me up and down on the cliff outside,
before going to bed. At length the reply from
Mr. Murdstone came, and my aunt informed
me, to my infinite terror, that he was coming to
speak to her herself on the next day. On the
next day, still bundled up in my curious
habiliments, | sat counting the time, flushed
and heated by the conflict of sinking hopes and
rising fears within me; and waiting to be
startled by the sight of the gloomy face, whose
non-arrival startled me every minute.

MY aunt was a little more imperious and
stern than usual, but I observed no other token
of her preparing herself to receive the visitor so
much dreaded by me. She sat at work in the
window, and | sat by, with my thoughts
running astray on all possible and impossible
results of Mr. Murdstone's visit, until pretty
late in the afternoon. Our dinner had been
indefinitely postponed; but it was growing so
late, that my aunt had ordered it to be got
ready, when she gave a sudden alarm of
donkeys, and to my consternation and
amazement, | beheld Miss Murdstone, on a
side-saddle, ride deliberately over the sacred
piece of green, and stop in front of the house,
looking about her.



'Go along with you!" cried my aunt, shaking
her head and her fist at the window. "You have
no business there. How dare you trespass? Go
along! Oh! you bold-faced thing!'

MY aunt was so exasperated by the coolness
with which Miss Murdstone looked about her,
that | really believe she was motionless, and
unable for the moment to dart out according to
custom. | seized the opportunity to inform her
who it was; and that the gentleman now
coming near the offender (for the way up was
very steep, and he had dropped behind), was
Mr. Murdstone himself.

'l don't care who it is!’ cried my aunt, still
shaking her head and gesticulating anything
but welcome from the bow-window. 'l won't be
trespassed upon. | won't allow it. Go away!
Janet, turn him round. Lead him off!" and |
saw, from behind my aunt, a sort of hurried
battle-piece, in which the donkey stood
resisting everybody, with all his four legs
planted different ways, while Janet tried to pull
him round by the bridle, Mr. Murdstone tried
to lead him on, Miss Murdstone struck at Janet
with a parasol, and several boys, who had
come to see the engagement, shouted
vigorously. But my aunt, suddenly descrying
among them the young malefactor who was the
donkey's guardian, and who was one of the
most inveterate offenders against her, though
hardly in his teens, rushed out to the scene of
action, pounced upon him, captured him,
dragged him, with his jacket over his head, and
his heels grinding the ground, into the garden,
and, calling upon Janet to fetch the constables
and justices, that he might be taken, tried, and
executed on the spot, held him at bay there.
This part of the business, however, did not last
long; for the young rascal, being expert at a
variety of feints and dodges, of which my aunt
had no conception, soon went whooping away,
leaving some deep impressions of his nailed
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boots in the flower-beds, and taking his donkey
in triumph with him.

Miss Murdstone, during the latter portion of
the contest, had dismounted, and was now
waiting with her brother at the bottom of the
steps, until my aunt should be at leisure to
receive them. My aunt, a little ruffled by the
combat, marched past them into the house,
with great dignity, and took no notice of their
presence, until they were announced by Janet.

‘Shall | go away, aunt?' | asked, trembling.

'No, sir,' said my aunt. 'Certainly not!" With
which she pushed me into a corner near her,
and fenced Me in with a chair, as if it were a
prison or a bar of justice. This position |
continued to occupy during the whole
interview, and from it | now saw Mr. and Miss
Murdstone enter the room.

'Oh!" said my aunt, 'l was not aware at first
to whom | had the pleasure of objecting. But |
don't allow anybody to ride over that turf. |
make no exceptions. | don't allow anybody to
doit.’

"Your regulation is rather awkward to
strangers,' said Miss Murdstone.

'Is it!" said my aunt.

Mr. Murdstone seemed afraid of a renewal
of hostilities, and interposing began:

'Miss Trotwood!

'l beg your pardon,' observed my aunt with a
keen look. "You are the Mr. Murdstone who
married the widow of my late nephew, David
Copperfield, of Blunderstone Rookery!-
Though why Rookery, | don't know!

‘I am," said Mr. Murdstone.



"You'll excuse my saying, sir,' returned my
aunt, 'that I think it would have been a much
better and happier thing if you had left that
poor child alone.’

'l so far agree with what Miss Trotwood has
remarked," observed Miss Murdstone, bridling,
'that | consider our lamented Clara to have
been, in all essential respects, a mere child.'

'It is a comfort to you and me, ma'am," said
my aunt, ‘who are getting on in life, and are not
likely to be made unhappy by our personal
attractions, that nobody can say the same of
us.'

'No doubt!" returned Miss Murdstone,
though, | thought, not with a very ready or
gracious assent. 'And it certainly might have
been, as you say, a better and happier thing for
my brother if he had never entered into such a
marriage. | have always been of that opinion.'

'l have no doubt you have,' said my aunt.
‘Janet,’ ringing the bell, 'my compliments to
Mr. Dick, and beg him to come down.’

Until he came, my aunt sat perfectly upright
and stiff, frowning at the wall. When he came,
my aunt performed the ceremony of
introduction.

‘Mr. Dick. An old and intimate friend. On
whose judgement,' said my aunt, with
emphasis, as an admonition to Mr. Dick, who
was biting his forefinger and looking rather
foolish, 'l rely.’

Mr. Dick took his finger out of his mouth,
on this hint, and stood among the group, with a
grave and attentive expression of face.

My aunt inclined her head to Mr.
Murdstone, who went on:

‘Miss Trotwood: on the receipt of your letter,
| considered it an act of greater justice to
myself, and perhaps of more respect to you-'

‘Thank you,' said my aunt, still eyeing him
keenly. "You needn't mind me.’

“To answer it in person, however
inconvenient the journey,' pursued Mr.
Murdstone, 'rather than by letter. This unhappy
boy who has run away from his friends and his
occupation-'

‘And whose appearance,' interposed his
sister, directing general attention to me in my
indefinable costume, 'is perfectly scandalous
and disgraceful.’

‘Jane Murdstone,' said her brother, 'have the
goodness not to interrupt me. This unhappy
boy, Miss Trotwood, has been the occasion of
much domestic trouble and uneasiness; both
during the lifetime of my late dear wife, and
since. He has a sullen, rebellious spirit; a
violent temper; and an untoward, intractable
disposition. Both my sister and myself have
endeavoured to correct his vices, but
ineffectually. And I have felt-we both have
felt, | may say; my sister being fully in my
confidence-that it is right you should receive
this grave and dispassionate assurance from
our lips.'

‘It can hardly be necessary for me to confirm
anything stated by my brother,' said Miss
Murdstone; 'but | beg to observe, that, of all
the boys in the world, | believe this is the worst
boy.'

‘Strong!" said my aunt, shortly.

'‘But not at all too strong for the facts,’
returned Miss Murdstone.

'Ha!" said my aunt. "Well, sir?'



'l have my own opinions,' resumed Mr.
Murdstone, whose face darkened more and
more, the more he and my aunt observed each
other, which they did very narrowly, 'as to the
best mode of bringing him up; they are
founded, in part, on my knowledge of him, and
in part on my knowledge of my own means
and resources. | am responsible for them to
myself, | act upon them, and | say no more
about them. It is enough that | place this boy
under the eye of a friend of my own, in a
respectable business; that it does not please
him; that he runs away from it; makes himself
a common vagabond about the country; and
comes here, in rags, to appeal to you, Miss
Trotwood. | wish to set before you,
honourably, the exact consequences-so far as
they are within my knowledge-of your abetting
him in this appeal.’

The momentous interview

'‘But about the respectable business first,’
said my aunt. 'If he had been your own boy,
you would have put him to it, just the same, |
suppose?'

'If he had been my brother's own boy,'
returned Miss Murdstone, striking in, 'his
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character, I trust, would have been altogether
different.’

‘Or if the poor child, his mother, had been
alive, he would still have gone into the
respectable business, would he?' said my aunt.

'l believe,' said Mr. Murdstone, with an
inclination of his head, 'that Clara would have
disputed nothing which myself and my sister
Jane Murdstone were agreed was for the best.

Miss Murdstone confirmed this with an
audible murmuir.

'Humph!' said my aunt. 'Unfortunate baby!"

Mr. Dick, who had been rattling his money
all this time, was rattling it so loudly now, that
my aunt felt it necessary to check him with a
look, before saying:

‘The poor child's annuity died with her?’
‘Died with her,' replied Mr. Murdstone.

‘And there was no settlement of the little
property-the house and garden-the what's-its-
name Rookery without any rooks in it-upon her
boy?'

'It had been left to her, unconditionally, by
her first husband," Mr. Murdstone began, when
my aunt caught him up with the greatest
irascibility and impatience.

'‘Good Lord, man, there's no occasion to say
that. Left to her unconditionally! I think I see
David Copperfield looking forward to any
condition of any sort or kind, though it stared
him point-blank in the face! Of course it was
left to her unconditionally. But when she
married again-when she took that most
disastrous step of marrying you, in short," said
my aunt, 'to be plain-did no one put in a word
for the boy at that time?'
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'‘My late wife loved her second husband,
ma'am,' said Mr. Murdstone, ‘and trusted
implicitly in him.'

"Your late wife, sir, was a most unworldly,
most unhappy, most unfortunate baby,'
returned my aunt, shaking her head at him.
‘That's what she was. And now, what have you
got to say next?'

‘Merely this, Miss Trotwood,' he returned. 'l
am here to take David back-to take him back
unconditionally, to dispose of him as | think
proper, and to deal with him as I think right. I
am not here to make any promise, or give any
pledge to anybody. You may possibly have
some idea, Miss Trotwood, of abetting him in
his running away, and in his complaints to you.
Your manner, which | must say does not seem
intended to propitiate, induces me to think it
possible. Now | must caution you that if you
abet him once, you abet him for good and all;
if you step in between him and me, now, you
must step in, Miss Trotwood, for ever. | cannot
trifle, or be trifled with. | am here, for the first
and last time, to take him away. Is he ready to
go? If he is not-and you tell me he is not; on
any pretence; it is indifferent to me what-my
doors are shut against him henceforth, and
yours, | take it for granted, are open to him.’

To this address, my aunt had listened with
the closest attention, sitting perfectly upright,
with her hands folded on one knee, and looking
grimly on the speaker. When he had finished,
she turned her eyes so as to command Miss
Murdstone, without otherwise disturbing her
attitude, and said:

"‘Well, ma'am, have YOU got anything to
remark?'

'Indeed, Miss Trotwood,' said Miss
Murdstone, 'all that | could say has been so
well said by my brother, and all that I know to

be the fact has been so plainly stated by him,
that | have nothing to add except my thanks for
your politeness. For your very great politeness,
| am sure,' said Miss Murdstone; with an irony
which no more affected my aunt, than it
discomposed the cannon | had slept by at
Chatham.

'‘And what does the boy say?' said my aunt.
‘Are you ready to go, David?'

| answered no, and entreated her not to let
me go. | said that neither Mr. nor Miss
Murdstone had ever liked me, or had ever been
kind to me. That they had made my mama,
who always loved me dearly, unhappy about
me, and that | knew it well, and that Peggotty
knew it. | said that | had been more miserable
than | thought anybody could believe, who
only knew how young | was. And | begged and
prayed my aunt-1 forget in what terms now, but
| remember that they affected me very much
then-to befriend and protect me, for my father's
sake.

‘Mr. Dick,' said my aunt, ‘what shall | do
with this child?'

Mr. Dick considered, hesitated, brightened,
and rejoined, 'Have him measured for a suit of
clothes directly.’

'‘Mr. Dick,' said my aunt triumphantly, 'give
me your hand, for your common sense is
invaluable.' Having shaken it with great
cordiality, she pulled me towards her and said
to Mr. Murdstone:

"You can go when you like; I'll take my
chance with the boy. If he's all you say he is, at
least | can do as much for him then, as you
have done. But | don't believe a word of it.'

‘Miss Trotwood,' rejoined Mr. Murdstone,
shrugging his shoulders, as he rose, 'if you
were a gentleman-'



'‘Bah! Stuff and nonsense!" said my aunt.
'Don't talk to me!"

'How exquisitely polite!" exclaimed Miss
Murdstone, rising. ‘Overpowering, really!

'Do you think I don't know," said my aunt,
turning a deaf ear to the sister, and continuing
to address the brother, and to shake her head at
him with infinite expression, 'what kind of life
you must have led that poor, unhappy,
misdirected baby? Do you think | don't know
what a woeful day it was for the soft little
creature when you first came in her way-
smirking and making great eyes at her, I'll be
bound, as if you couldn't say boh! to a goose!"

'l never heard anything so elegant!" said
Miss Murdstone.

'Do you think I can't understand you as well
as if | had seen you," pursued my aunt, 'now
that | DO see and hear you-which, I tell you
candidly, is anything but a pleasure to me? Oh
yes, bless us! who so smooth and silky as Mr.
Murdstone at first! The poor, benighted
innocent had never seen such a man. He was
made of sweetness. He worshipped her. He
doted on her boy-tenderly doted on him! He
was to be another father to him, and they were
all to live together in a garden of roses, weren't
they? Ugh! Get along with you, do!" said my
aunt.

'l never heard anything like this person in
my life!" exclaimed Miss Murdstone.

'‘And when you had made sure of the poor
little fool," said my aunt -'God forgive me that |
should call her so, and she gone where YOU
won't go in a hurry-because you had not done
wrong enough to her and hers, you must begin
to train her, must you? begin to break her, like
a poor caged bird, and wear her deluded life
away, in teaching her to sing YOUR notes?'
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"This is either insanity or intoxication,' said
Miss Murdstone, in a perfect agony at not
being able to turn the current of my aunt's
address towards herself; 'and my suspicion is
that it's intoxication.'

Miss Betsey, without taking the least notice
of the interruption, continued to address herself
to Mr. Murdstone as if there had been no such
thing.

‘Mr. Murdstone,' she said, shaking her finger
at him, 'you were a tyrant to the simple baby,
and you broke her heart. She was a loving
baby-1 know that; | knew it, years before you
ever saw her -and through the best part of her
weakness you gave her the wounds she died of.
There is the truth for your comfort, however
you like it. And you and your instruments may
make the most of it.’

‘Allow me to inquire, Miss Trotwood,'
interposed Miss Murdstone, ‘whom you are
pleased to call, in a choice of words in which |
am not experienced, my brother's instruments?'

"It was clear enough, as I have told you,
years before YOU ever saw her-and why, in
the mysterious dispensations of Providence,
you ever did see her, is more than humanity
can comprehend-it was clear enough that the
poor soft little thing would marry somebody, at
some time or other; but I did hope it wouldn't
have been as bad as it has turned out. That was
the time, Mr. Murdstone, when she gave birth
to her boy here,’ said my aunt; 'to the poor
child you sometimes tormented her through
afterwards, which is a disagreeable
remembrance and makes the sight of him
odious now. Aye, aye! you needn't wince!' said
my aunt. 'l know it's true without that.'

He had stood by the door, all this while,
observant of her with a smile upon his face,
though his black eyebrows were heavily



contracted. | remarked now, that, though the
smile was on his face still, his colour had gone
in a moment, and he seemed to breathe as if he
had been running.

‘Good day, sir," said my aunt, ‘and good-bye!
Good day to you, too, ma'am,' said my aunt,
turning suddenly upon his sister. 'Let me see
you ride a donkey over my green again, and as
sure as you have a head upon your shoulders,
I'll knock your bonnet off, and tread upon it!'

It would require a painter, and no common
painter too, to depict my aunt's face as she
delivered herself of this very unexpected
sentiment, and Miss Murdstone's face as she
heard it. But the manner of the speech, no less
than the matter, was so fiery, that Miss
Murdstone, without a word in answer,
discreetly put her arm through her brother's,
and walked haughtily out of the cottage; my
aunt remaining in the window looking after
them; prepared, | have no doubt, in case of the
donkey's reappearance, to carry her threat into
Instant execution.

No attempt at defiance being made,
however, her face gradually relaxed, and
became so pleasant, that | was emboldened to
kiss and thank her; which I did with great
heartiness, and with both my arms clasped
round her neck. | then shook hands with Mr.
Dick, who shook hands with me a great many
times, and hailed this happy close of the
proceedings with repeated bursts of laughter.

"You'll consider yourself guardian, jointly
with me, of this child, Mr. Dick," said my aunt.

'l shall be delighted,’ said Mr. Dick, 'to be
the guardian of David's son.'

‘Very good,' returned my aunt, 'that's settled.
I have been thinking, do you know, Mr. Dick,
that I might call him Trotwood?'
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‘Certainly, certainly. Call him Trotwood,
certainly,' said Mr. Dick. 'David's son's
Trotwood.'

‘Trotwood Copperfield, you mean,’ returned
my aunt.

‘Yes, to be sure. Yes. Trotwood
Copperfield,’ said Mr. Dick, a little abashed.

My aunt took so kindly to the notion, that
some ready-made clothes, which were
purchased for me that afternoon, were marked
‘Trotwood Copperfield’, in her own
handwriting, and in indelible marking-ink,
before I put them on; and it was settled that all
the other clothes which were ordered to be
made for me (a complete outfit was bespoke
that afternoon) should be marked in the same
way.

Thus | began my new life, in a new name,
and with everything new about me. Now that
the state of doubt was over, | felt, for many
days, like one in a dream. I never thought that |
had a curious couple of guardians, in my aunt
and Mr. Dick. | never thought of anything
about myself, distinctly. The two things
clearest in my mind were, that a remoteness
had come upon the old Blunderstone life-
which seemed to lie in the haze of an
immeasurable distance; and that a curtain had
for ever fallen on my life at Murdstone and
Grinby's. No one has ever raised that curtain
since. | have lifted it for a moment, even in this
narrative, with a reluctant hand, and dropped it
gladly. The remembrance of that life is fraught
with so much pain to me, with so much mental
suffering and want of hope, that | have never
had the courage even to examine how long |
was doomed to lead it. Whether it lasted for a
year, or more, or less, | do not know. | only
know that it was, and ceased to be; and that |
have written, and there I leave it.



