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PREFACE 

~MARKED in the original Preface to this Book, that 1 did 

find it easy to· get sufficiently far away from it, in the 

<ensations of having finished it, to refer to it with the 
1con1posure which this formal heading would seem to require. 

:-r y interest in it was so recent and strong, and my mind 

was so divided between pleasure and regret-pleasure in the 

\chic,·ement of a long design, regret in the seplration from 

1any companions-that I was in ,do.n::er of wearying the 

e".. der with f\~~(:D..n!ol-1 c<·n~liJences an~ private emotions. 
i . i \ 

Besides which, all that I could have said of the Story to any 

1rpose, I had endeavoured to say in it. 
1 It would concern the reader little, perhaps, to know how 

orrowfully the pen is laid down at the dose of a two·years' 

,imaginative task; or how an Author feels as if he "-ere dis. 

c1issing some portion of himself into the shadowy world, when 

' cro11·d of the creatures of his brain are going from him for 

cl'er. Yet, I had nothing else to tell; unless, indeed, I were 

·o confess (which might be of less moment still), that no one . . . 
Jan ever believe this Narrati,·e in the reading more than I 
be!ie1·ed it in the writing. 

So true are these avowals at the present day, that I can now 
• vii 
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only take the ·re~.~er into one confidence more. Of all m 

boob,·~ like thi~ tli~ .best. It will be easily believed that I 

a fond parent to er;ry child of my fancy, and that no one < 

. e\·er love that famiiy as dearly as I love them. But, like n 

fond parents,) Ji.n·e in my heart of hearts a fa\·ourite cf, . 

. And his iiarrl~ is 0.\ VID COPPERFIELD. 
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DAVID COPPERFIELD 

CHAPTER I 

I AM BORN 

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

In consideration of the day and hour of rpy birth, it was 
declared by the nurse, and by some sage women in the neigh· 

, 1ourhood who had taken a lively interest in me several mont~ 
before there was any possibility of our becoming person:l),..i 

· .cquainted, fil'llt, tbat I was destined to be unlucky in life; arid 
econdly, that I was privile~ed to see ghosts and spirits ; both 
,,,~ g:fts inevitably attaching, ::., they -"elieved, to all unlucky 
'' 1fants of either gender, born towards l'1e small hours on a 
"riday night. 
. I need say nothing here on the first head, because nothing 
11n show better than my history whether that prediction was 
"erified or falsified by the result; On the second branch of 
' e question, I will only remark, that unless I ran through 
1 1t part of my inheritance while I was still a baby, I have not 
. me into it yet. But I do not at all complain of having been 

1•' pt out of this property; and if anybody else should be in the 
... !sent enjoyment of it, he is heartily welcome to keep it. 
~<·1 was born with a caul, which was advertised for sale, in the 

Nspapns, at the low price of fifteen guineas. Whether sea­
,, .ng people Wt!re short of money about that time, or were 

·.il .ort ?f faith and preferred cork jackets, I don't know; all I 
, 1ow ts, that there was but one solitary bidding, and that was 
1 om an attorney connected with the bill-broking business who 

• · •ffer_ed two pounds in cash, and the balance in sherrr, but 
dechned to be guaranteed from drowning on any higher bar"ain. 
· :onsequently the advertisement was withdrawn at a deal loss 

·:-for as to sherry, my poor dear mother's own sherry was in 
· he market then-and ten years afterwards the caul was put up 

B 
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in a raffle down in our part of the country, to fiftv members ut 
half-a-crown a head, the winner to spend live shillings. I was 
present myself, and 1 remember to have felt quite uncom· 
fortable and confused, at a part of myself being disposed of in 
that way. The caul was won, I recollect, by an old lady with 
a hand-basket, whv, very reluctantly, produced from it the 
stipulated live shillings, all in halfpence, and twopence half· 
penny short-as it took an immense time and a great waste of 
arithmetic, to endeavour wtthout any effect to prove to her. It 
is a fact which will be long remembered as remarkable down 
there, that she was never drowned, but died triumphantly in 
bed, at ninety-two. I have understood that it was, to the last, 
her prou<bt boas~ that she never ha 1 been on the water i11 
her ltfe, except upon a bridge; and that over her ten (to which 
she was extremely partial) she, to the last, expressed her indig-. 
nation at the impiety of mariners and others, who had the 
presumption to. go "meandering" about tho. '"orld. It was in 
vain to r<"present to her that some convenier.~es, tea perh.tps 
included, resulted from this objectionable practice. She always 
returned, with greater emphasis and with an instinctiv~ know­
ledge of the strength of her objection, " Let us · h:we no 
meandering.'' 

Not to meander myself, at present,! will go back tom: .:rtl 
I was born at l:llundcrstone, in Suffolk, or "thereby," as th( 

say in Scotland. I was a posthumous child. My father's eye 
had closed upon the light of this world six months when mi!• 
opened on it. There is something strange to me, even no" 
in the reflection that he never saw me; and something strarP 
yet in the shadowy remembrance that~ have of my first child1. 
associations with his white gravestone in the churchyard, a·, 
of the indefinable compassion I used to feel for it lying c• 

1 

alone there in the dark night, when our little parlour was w:u. 
and bright with fire and candle, and the doors of our hou· 
were-almost cruelly, it seemed to me sometimes-bolted att 
locked against it. 

An aunt of my father's, and consequently n great·nupt o 
mine, of whom 1 shall have more to relate by and by, wn· 
the principal magnate of our family. Miss Trotwood, or Mis 
Betsey, as my poor mother always callt-d her, when she sutli 
ciently overcame her dread of this formidable personage w · 
mention her at all (which was seldom), had been married to • ' 
husband younger than herself, who was very handsome, excel· 
in the sense of the homely adage, "handsome is, that handson<­
does "-for he was strongly suspected of having beaten Miss 
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Betsey, and even of having once, on a disputed que!;tion of 
supplies, made some hasty but determined arrangements to 
throw her out of a two pair of stairs' window. These evidences 
of an incompatibility of temper induced Miss Betsey to pay 
him off, and effect a separation by mutual consent. He went 
to India with his capital, and there, according to a wild legend 
in our family, he was once seen riding on an elephant, in com­
pany with a Baboon; but I think it must have been a Baboo­
or a Begum. Any how, from India tidings of his death reached 
home, within ten years. How they affected my aunt, nobody 
knew; for immediately upon the separation she took her maiden 
name again, bought a cottage in a hamlet on the sea-eoast a 
long way off, establishold herself there as a single woman with 
one servant, and was understood to live secluded, ever afterwards, 
in an inflexible retirement. • 

My father had once been a favourite of hers, I believe; but 
she was mortal'. .trronted by his marriage, on the ground that 
my mother was "a wax doll." She had never seen my mother, 
but she knew her to be not yet twenty. My father and Miss 
Betsey never met again. He was double my mother's age when 
he married, and of but a delicate constitution. He died a year 
aft~•wards, and, as I have said, six months before I came into 
tht"c orld. 
" This was the state of matters on the afternoon of, what I 
may be excused for calling, that eventful and important Friday. 
1 can make no claim, therefore, to have known, at that time, 
how matters stood; or to have any remembrance, founded on 
the evidence of my own senses, of what follows. 

My mother was sitting by the fire, but poorly in health, and 
very low in spirits, looking at it through her tears, and despond· 
ing heavily about herself and the fatherless little stranger, who 
was already welcomed by some grosses of prophetic pins in a 
drawer up-stairs, to a world not at all excited on the subject 
of his arrival; my mother, I say, was sitting by the fire, that 
bright, windy March afternoon, very timid and sad, and \'ery 
doubtful of ever coming alive out of the trial that was before 
her, when, lifting her eyes as she dried them, to the window 
opposite, she saw a strange lady coming up the garden. 

My mother had a sure foreboding at the second glance, that 
it was Miss Betsey. The setting sun was glowing on the strange 
lady, over the garden-fence, and she came walking up to the 
door with a fell rigidity of figure and composure of countenance 
that could have belonged to nobody else. 

When she reached the ho~se she gave another proof of her 
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identity. My father had often hinted that she seldom con­
ducted herself like any ordinary Christian; and now, instead 
of ringing the bell, she came and looked in at that identical 
window, pressing the end of her nose against the glass to that 
extent that my poor dear mother used to say it became perfectly 
flat and white in a moment. · 

She gave my mother such a turn, that I have always been 
convinced I am indebted to Miss Betsey for having been born 
on a Friday. 

My mother had left her chair in her agitation, and gone 
behind it in the corner. Miss Betsey, looking round the room, 
slowly and inquiringly, began on the other side, and carried 
her eyes on, like a Saracen's Head in a Dutch clock, until they 
reached my· mother. Then she made a frown and a gesture to 
my mother, like one who was accustomed to be obeyed, to 
come and open the door. My mother went. 

" Mrs. David Copperfield, I think," said Miss Betsey; the 
emphasis referring, perhaps, to my mother's mourning weeds, 
and her condition. 

"Yes," said my mother, faintly. 
" Miss Trotwood," said the visitor. 11 You have heard of 

her, I dare say?" 
My mother answered she had had that pleasure. And she 

had a disagreeable consciousness of not appearing to imply that 
it had been an overpowering pleasure. . 

"Now you see her," said Miss Betsey. My mother bent her 
head, and begged her to walk in. 

They went into the parlour my mother had come from, the 
fire in the best room on the other side of the passage not being 
lighted-not having been lighted, indeed, since my ·father's 
funeral; and when they were both seated, and 'Miss Betsey 
said nothing, n1y mother, after vainly trying to restrain herself, 
began to cry. 

"Oh tut, tut, tut I" said Miss Betsey, in a hurry. "Don't 
do that I Come, come 1" 

My mother couldn't help it notwithstanding, so she cried 
unul she had had her cry out. 

"Take off your cap, child," said Miss Betsey, 11 and let me 
see you. 1

' 

. MY ~I_Jother was too m.uch afraid of her to refuse compliance 
W1th th1s odd request, if she had any disposition to do so. 
Therefore she d1d as she was told, and did it with such nervous 
hbands that her hair (which was luxuriant and beautiful) fell all 
a out her face. 
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"Why, bless my heart!" exclaimed Miss Betsey. "You are 

a v~ry Baby ! " 
My mother was, no doubt, unusually youthful in appearance 

even for her years ; she hung her head, as if it were her fault, 
poor thing, and said, sobbing, that indeed she was afraid she 
was but a childish widow, and would be but a childish mother 
if she lived. In a short pause which ensued, she had a fancy 
that she felt Miss Betsey touch her hair, and that with no 
ungentle hand ; but, looking at her, in her timid hope, she 
found that lady sitting with the skirt of her dress tucked up, 
her hands folded on one knee, and her feet upon the fender, 
frowning at the fire. . 

"In the name of I-lea Yen," said Miss Betsey, suddenly, 
"why Rookery? " 

" Do you mean the house, ma'am?" asked my mother, 
·"Why Rookery I" said Miss Betsey. "Cookery would have 

been more to the purpose, if you had had any practical ideas 
of life, either of you." 

" The name was Mr. Copperfield's choice," returned my 
mother. "When he bought the house, he liked to think that 
there were rooks about it." 

The evening wind made such a disturbance just now, among 
some tall old elm-trees at the bottom of the garden, that neither 
my mother nor Miss Betsey could forbear glancing that way. 
As the elms bent to one another, like giants who were 
whispering secrets, and after a few seconds of such repose, 
fell into a violent flurry, tossing their wild arms about, as if 
their late confidences were really too wicked for their pelce of 
mind, some weather-beaten ragged old rooks'-nests burdening 
their higher branches, swung like wrecks upon a stormy 
sea. 

"Where are the birds?" asked Miss Betsev. 
"The--?" My mother had been thinking of something 

else. 
''The rooks-what has become of them?" asked Miss 

Betsey. 
"There have not been any since we have lived here," said 

my mother. "We thought-ll!r. Copperfield thought-it was 
quite a large~; but the nests were very old ones, and the 
birds have deserted them a long while." 

"David Copperfield all over!" cried Miss Betsey. "1David 
Copperfield from head to foot I Calls a house a rookery when 
there's not a rook near it, and takes the birds on trust, because 
he sees the nests 1" · 
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"Mr. Copperfield," returned my mother, "is dead, and if you 

dare to speak unkindly of him to me-" 
My poor dear mother, I suppose, had some momentary 

intention of committing an assault and battery upon my aunt, 
who could easily have settled her with one hand, even if my 
mother had been in far better training for such an encounter 
than she was that evening. But it passed with the action of 
rising from her chair; and she sat down again very meekly, and 
fainted. 

When she came to herself, or when Miss Betsey had restored 
her, whichever it was, she found the latter standing at the 
window. The twilight was by this time shading down into 
darkness; and dimly as they saw each other, they could not 
have done that without the aid of the fire. 

" Well?" said Miss Betsey, coming back to her chair, as if 
she had only been taking a casual look at the prospect; "and 
when do you expect--" 

"I am all in a tremble," faltered my mother. "I don't know 
what's the matter. I shall die, I am sure I" 

" No, no, no," said Miss Betsey. "Have some tea." 
"Oh dear me, d~ar me, do you think it will do me any 

good?" cried my mother in a helpless manner. 
"Of course it will," said Miss Betsey. "It's nothing bnt 

fancy. What do you call your girl ? " 
"I don't know that it will be a girl, yet, ma'am," said my 

mother innocently. 
"Bless the Baby I" exclaimed Miss Betsey, unconsciously 

quoting the second sentiment of the pincushion in the drawer 
up-stairs, but applying it to my mother instead of me, "I don't 
mean that. I mean your servant." 

"Peggotty," said my mother. 
"Peggotty I" repeated Miss Betsey, with some indignation. 

"Do you mean to s~y, child, that any human being has gone 
into a Christian church, and got herself named Peggotty? " 

"It's her surname," said my mother, faintly. "Mr. Copper· 
field called her by it, because her Christian name was the same 
as mine." 

"Here Peggotty l" cried Miss Betsey, opening the parlour· 
door. "Tea. Your mistress is a little unwell. Don't 
dawdle." 
. Ha,ving issued this mandate with as much potentiality ns 
~ she had been a recognised authority in the house ever since 
lt had been a house, and having looked out to confront the 
amazed Peggotty coming along the passnge with a candle at 
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the sound of a strange voice, :Miss Betsey shut the door 
again, _and sat down as before; with her feet. on the fender, 
the skut of her dress tucked up, and her hands folded on one 
knee. 

" You were speaking about its being a girl," said Miss Betsey. 
"I have no doubt it will be a girl. I hav~ a presentiment 
that it must be a girl. Now, child, from the moment of the 
birth of this girl--" 

"Perhaps boy," my mother took the liberty o( putting in. 
"I tell you I have a presentiment that it must be a girl,'1 

returned Miss Betsey. "Don't contradict. From the moment 
of this girl's birth, child, I intend to be her friend. I intend to 
be her godmother, and I beg you'll call her Betsey Trotwood 
Copperfield. There must be no mistakes in life with tlzis 
Betsey Trotwood. There must be no trifling with lllr affections, 
poor dear. She must be well brought up, and well guarded 
from reposing any . foolish confidences where they are not 
deserved. I must make that my care." 

There was a twitch of Miss Betsey's head, after each of 
these sentences, as if her own old wrongs were working within 
her, and she repressed any plainer reference to them by strong 
constraint. So my mother suspected, at least, as she observed 
her by the low glimmer of the fire: too much scared by Miss 
Betsey, too uneasy in herself, and too subdued and bewildered 
altogether, to observe anything very clearly, or to know what 
to say. 

"And was David good to you, child?" asked Miss Betsey, 
when she had been silent for a little while, and these motions 
of her head had gradually ceru;ed. "Were you comfortable 
together?" 

"We were very happy," said my mother. " Mr. Copperfield 
was only too good to me." · 

"What, he spoilt you, I suppose? " returned Miss Betsey. 
"For being quite alone and dependent on myself in this 

rough world again, yes, I fear he did indeed," sobbed my 
mother. 

" Well! Don't cry I" said Miss Betsey. " You were not 
equally matched, child-if any two people can be equally 
matched-and so I asked the question. You were an orphan, 
weren't you ? " 

"Yes.'> 
"And a governess ? " 
"I was nursery-governess in a family where Mr. Copperfield 

came to visit. Mr. Copperfield was very kind to me, and took 
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a great deal of notice of me, and paid me a good deal of 
attention, and at last proposed to me. And I accepted him. 
And so we were married," said my mother simply. 

"Ha! Poor Baby I" mused Miss Betsey, with her frown 
•till bent upon the fire. "Do you know anything?" 

"I beg your pardon, ma'am," faltered my mother. 
"About keeping house, for instance," said Miss Betsey. 
"Not much, I fear," returned my mother. "Not so 

much as I could wish. . But Mr. Copperfield was teaching 
me-" 

("Much he knew about it himself!") said Miss Betsey in a 
parenthesis. 

-"And I hope I should have improved, being very anxious 
to learn, and he very patient to teach, if the great misfortune 
of his death "-my mother broke down again here, and could 
get no farther. 

"Well, well!" said Miss Betsey. 
-"I kept my housekeeping-book regularly, and balanced it 

with Mr. Copperfield every night," cried my mother in another 
burst of distress, and breaking down again. 

"Well, well ! " said Miss Betsey. "Don't cry any more." 
-"And I am sure we never had a word of difference 

respecting it, except when Mr. Copperfield objected to my 
threes and fives being too much like each other, or to my 
putting curly tails to my sevens and nines," resumed my mother 
in another burst, and breaking down again. . 

"You'll make yourself ill," said Miss Betsey, "and you know 
that will not be good either for you or for my god·daughter. 
Come! You mustn't do it I" 

This argument had some share in quieting my mother, 
though her increasing indisposition had perhaps a larger one. 
There was an interval of silence, only broken by Miss Betsey's 
occasionally ejaculating "Ha I" as she sn.t with her feet upon 
the fender. 

"David has bought an annuity for himself with his money, I 
know," said she, by and by. "What did he do for you?" 

. "Mr. Copperfield," said my mother, answering with some 
dtfficulty, "was so considerate and good as to secure the 
reversion of a part of it to me." . 

"How much?" asked Miss Betsey. 
::A hu~dred and five pounds a year," said my mother. 

He mtght have done worse," said my aunt. 
The word was appropriate to the moment. My mother was 

so much worse that Peggotty, coming in with the tea·board and 
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candles, and seeing at a glance how ill she was,-as Miss 
Betsey might have done sooner, if there had been light enough, 
-conveyed her up-stairs to her own room with all speed : and 
immediately despatched Ham Peggotty, her nephew, who had 
been for some days past secreted in the house, unknown to my 
mother, as a special messenger in case of emergency, to fetch 
the nurse and doctor. 

Those allied powers were considerably astonished, when 
they arrived within a few minutes of each other, to find an 
unknown lady of portentous appearance sitting before the fire, 
with her bonnet tied over her left arm, stopping her ears with 
jewellers' cotton. Peggotty knowing nothing abuut her, and 
my mother saying nothing about her, she was quite a. mystery 
in the parlour; and the fact of her having a magazine of 
jewellers' cotton in her pocket, and sticking the article in her 
ears in that way, did not detract from the solemnity of her 
presence. 

The doctor having been up·stairs and come down again, 
and having satisfied himself, I suppose, that there was a proba­
bility of this unknown lady and himself having to sit there, face 
to face, for some hours, laid himself out to be polite and 
social. He was the meekest of his sex, the mildest of little 
men. He sidled in and out of a room, to take up the less 
space. He walked as softly as the Ghost in Hamlet, and more 
slowly. He carried his head on one side, partly in modest 

. depreciation of himself, partly in ·modest propitiation of every­
body else. It is nothing to say that be hadn't a word to throw 
at a dog. He couldn't have tlmnut1 a word at a mad dog. 
He might have offered him one gently, or half a one, or a 
fragment of one; for be spoke as slowly as he walked ; but be 
wouldn't have been rude to him, and he couldn't have been 
quick with him, for any earthly consideration. 

Mr. Cbillip, looking mildly at my aunt with his head on one 
side, and making her a little bow, said, in allusion to the 
jewellers' cotton, as he softly touched his left ear: 

"Some local irritation, ma'am?" 
"What!" replied my aunt, pulling the cotton out of one ear 

like a cork. 
Mr. Chillip was so alarmed by her abruptness-as he told 

my mother afterwards-that it was a mercy be didn't lose his 
presence of mind. But he reR""Jwcetly: 

''Some local irritation1 ma~aill':-- , 
" Nonsense I" replied my aunt, and corked herself again, at 

one blow. ' 
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11! r. Chillip could do nothing after this, but sit and look at 

her feebly, as she sat and looked at the fire, until he was called 
up-stairs again. After some quarter of an hour's absence, he 
returned. · 

"Well?" said my aunt, taking the cotton out of the ear 
nearest to him. 

"Well, ma'am," returned llfr. Chillip, "we are-we are 
progressing slowly, ma'am." 

"Ba-a-ah I " said my aunt, with a perfect shake on the 
contemptuous mterjection. And corked herself as before. 

Really-really-as Mr. Chillip told my mother, he was 
almost shocked ; speaking in a professional point of view 
alone he was almost shocked. But he sat and looked at her, 
notwithstanding, for nearly two hours, as she sat looking at 
the fire, until he was again called out. After another absence, 
he again returned. 

"Well? " said my aunt, taking out the cotton on that side 
again. . . 

"Well, ma'am," returned Mr. Ch1lhp, "we are-we are 
progressing slowly, ma'am." 

'' Ya-a-ah I" said my aunt. With such a snarl at him, 
that Mr. Chillip absolutely could not bear it. It was really 
calculated to break his spirit, he said afterwards. He preferred 
to go and sit upon the stairs, in the dark and a strong draught, 
until he was again sent for. 

Ham Peggotty, who went \o the national school, and was a 
very dragon at his catechism, and who may therefore be 
regarded as a credible witness, reported next day, that happen· 
ing to peep in at the parlour-door an hour after this, he was 
instantly descried by Miss Betsey, then walking to and fro in a 
state of agitation, and pounced upon before he could make his 
escape. That there were now occasional sounds of feet and 
voices overheard which he inferred the cotton did not exclude, 
from the circumstance of his evidently being clutched by the 
lady as a victim on w-hom to expend her superabundant agita­
tion when the sounds were Joudost. That, marching him 
constantly up and down by the collar (as if he had been taking 
t~o mu_ch laudan~m}, she, ~t t~ose times, shook him, rumpled 
h1s ha~r, made hght of h1s lmen, stopped his ears as if she 
confounded .them w1.th her own, and otherwise touzled and 
maltreated h1m. Th1s was in part confirmed by his aunt, who 
saw h1m at half-past twelve o'clock, soon after his release, 
and affirmed that he was then as red as I was. 

The mild Mr. Chillip could not possibly bear malice at such 
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a time, if at any time. He sidled into the parlour as soon as 
he was at liberty, and said to my aunt in his meekest manner : 

"Well, ma'am, I am happy to congratulate you." 
"What upon?" said my aunt, sharply. 
Mr. Chillip was fluttered again, by the extreme severity of 

my aunt's manner; so he made her a little bow, and gave her 
a little smile to mollify her. 

" Mercy on the man, what's he doing I " cried my aunt, 
impatiently. " Can't he speak?" 

"Be calm, my dear ma'am," said Mr. Chillip, in his softest 
accents. "There is no longer arty occasion for uneasiness, 
ma'am. Be calm." 

It has since been considered almost a miracle that my aunt 
didn't shake him, and shake what he had to say out of him. 
She only shook her o1m head at him, but in a way that made 
him quail. 

"Well, ma'am," resumed Mr. Chillip, as soon as he had 
courage, "I am happy to congratulate you. All is now over, 
ma'am, and well over." 

During the five minutes or so that Mr. Chillip devoted to 
the delivery of this oration, my aunt eyed him narrowly. 

"How is she ? " said my aunt, folding her arms with her 
bonnet still tied on one of them. 

"Well, ma'am, she will soon be quite comfortable, I hope," 
returned Mr. Chillip. " Quite as comfortable as we can expect 
a young mother to be, under these melancholly domestic 

' circumstances. There cannot be any objection to your seeing 
her presently, ma'am. It may do her good." 

"And sk. How is skI" said my aunt, sharply. 
Mr. Chillip laid his head a little more on one side, and 

looked at my aunt like an amiable bird. 
"The baby," said my aunt. ''How is she ? " 
"Ma'am," returned Mr. Chillip, "I apprehended you had 

known. It's a boy." 
My aunt said never a word, but took her bonnet by the 

strings, in the manner of a sling, aimed a blow at Mr. Chillip's 
head with it, put it on bent, walked out, and never eame ba.ck. 
She vanished like a discontented fairy; or like one of those 
supernatural beings whom it was popularly supposed I was 
entitled to see: and never came back any more. 

No. I lay in my basket, and my mother lay in her bed; but 
Betsey Trotwood Copperfield was for ever in the land of . 
dreams and shadows, the tremendous region whence I had so 
lately travelled; and the light upon the window of our room 
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shone out upon the earthly bourne of all surh travellers, and 
the mound above the ash~s and the dust that once was he, 
without whom I had never been. 

CH.\PTER ll 

t ousEgv£ 

THE first objects that asstlme a distinct presence before me, 
as I look far hack, into the blank of my inLmcy, are my mother 
with her pretty hair and youthful shape, and Pe~gotty, with no 
shape at all, and eyes so dark that they seemed to darken the1r 
whole neighbourhood in her face, and cheeks and arms so harJ 
and red tl~at I wondered the birds didn't peck her in preference 
to apples. 

I believe I can remember these two at a little distance apart, 
dwarfed to my sight by stooping down or kneeling on the floor, 
and I going unsteadily from the one to the other. I have an 
impression on my mind which I cannot distinguish from actual 
remembrance, of the touch of Peggotty's forefinger as she used 
to hold it out to me,and of its being roughened by needlework, 
like a pocket nutmeg-grater. 

This may be fancy, though I think the memory of most of 
us can go farther back into such times than many of us suppose ; 
just as I believe the power of observation in numbers of very 
young children to be quite wonderful for its closeness and 
accuracy. Indeed, I think that most grown men who are 
remarkable in this respect, may with greater propriety be said 
not to have lost the faculty, than to have acquired it; the 
rather, as I generally observe such men to retain a certain 
freshness, and gentlenes,, and capacity of bemg pleased, 
which are also an inheritance they have preserved from their 
childhood. 

I might have a misgiving that I am" meandering" in stopping 
to say this, but that it brings me to remark that I build these 
co~dusions, in part upon my own experience of myself; and 
1f 1t should appear from anything I may set down in this 
narrative that I was a child of close observation, or that as 
a man I have a strong memory of my childhood, I undoubtedly 
lay cl01m to both of these characteristics. 

Looking back, as I was saying, into the blank of my infancy, 
the first objects I can remember as standing out by themselves 
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from a confusion of things, are my mother and Peggotty. What 
else do I remember? Let me see. 

There comes out of the cloud, our house--not new to me, 
but quite familiar, in its earliest remembrance. On the ground· 
ftoor is Peggotty's kitchen, opening into a back yard ; with a 
pigeon-bouse on a pole, in the centre, without any pigeons In 
11; a great dog-kennel ·in a comer, without any dog i and a 
quantity of fowls that look tenihly taU to me, walking about in 
a menacing and ferocious m:111ner. There is one cock who gets 
upon a post to crow, and seems to take particular notice of me 
as I look at him through the kitchen window, who makes me 
shiver, he is so fierce. or the geese outside the side-gate who 
come waddling after me with their long necks stretched out 

. when I go that way, I dream at night; as a mao environed by 
wild beasts might dream of lions. 

Here is a long passage-what M enormous perspective 1 
make of it !-leading from Peggotty's kitchen to the front door. 
A dark store-room opens out of it, and that is a place to be 
run p1st at night ; for I don't know what may be among those 
tubs and jars and old tea-chests, when there is nobody in there 
with a dimly-burning light, letting a mouldy air come out ar the 
door, in which there is the sn1ell of soap, pickles, pepper, 
(;I.Udles, and coffee, all at one whitT. Then there are the two 
parlours; the parlour in whicl(we sit of an evening, my mother 
and I and Peggotty-for Peggotty is quite our companion, when 
her work is done Md we are alone-and the best parlour where 
we sit on a Sunday ; grandly, but not so comfortably. There 
is something of a doleful air about that room to me, for Peggotty 
bas told me-l don't know when, but apparently ages ago­
about my father's funeral, Md the company having their black 
doaks put on. One Sunda)' night my mother reads to Peggotty 
and me in there, how Lazarus was raised up from the dead. 
And I am so frightened that they are afterwards obliged to take 
me out of bed, Md show me the quiet churchyard out of the 
bedroom Wl)ldow, with the dead all lying in their graves at rest, 
below the solemn moon. · 
. There is nothing half so green that I know any\\·here, ns the 
grass of that churchyard; nothing half so shady as its rrees; 
nothing half so quiet as its tombstones. The sheep are feeding 
there, when I kneel up, early in the morning, in my little bed 
in a closet within my mother's 11)9m, to look out at it ; and I 
see the red light shining on the sun-dial, :111d think within 
myself, "Is the sun-dial glad, I wonder, that it (;I.Q tell the 
time again?" 
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Here is our pew in the church. What a high-backed pew! 

With a window ncar it, out of which our house can be seen, 
and is seen many times during the morning's service, by 
Peggotty, who likes to make herself as sure as she can that it's 
not being robbed, or is not in flames. But though Peggotty's 
eye wanders, she is much offended if mine does, and frowns to 
me, as I stand upon the seat, thJt I am to look at the clergy­
man. But I can't always look at him-! know htm without 
that white thing on, and I am afraid of his wondering why I 
stare so, and perhaps stopping the service to inquire-and what 
am I to do I It's a dreadful thing to gape, but I must do 
something. I look at my mother, but sh• pretends not to see 
me. 1 look at n boy in the aisle, and h' makes faces at me. 
I look at the sunlight coming in at the open door through the 
porch, and there I see a strny sheep-I don't mean a sinner, 
but mutton-half making up his mind to come into the church, 
I feel that if I looked at him any longer, I might be tempted 
to say something out loud ; and what would become of me 
then! I look up at the monumental tablets on the wall, and 
Jry to think of Mr. Badgers late of this parish, and what the 
(feelings of Mrs. Badgers must have been, when affliction sore, 
long time Mr. Badgers bore, and physicians were in vain. I 

)wonder whether they called in Mr. Chillip, and he was in vain; 
and if so, how he likes to be reminded of it once a week. I 
look from Mr. Chillip, in his Sunday neckcloth, to the pulpit; 
and think what a good place it would be to play in, and what 
a castle it would make, with another boy coming up the stairs 
to attack it, and having the velvet cushion with the tassels 
thrown down on his head. In time my eyes gradually shut 
up; and, from seeming to hear the clergyman singing a 
drowsy song in the hea~ I hear nothing, until I fall off the 
seat with a crash, and am taken out, more dead than alive, by 
Peggotty. 

And now I see the outside of our house, with the latticed 
b~droom windows standing open to let in the sweet·smelling 
au, and the ragged old rooks'-nests still dangling in the elm­
trees at the bottom of the front garden. Now I am in the 
garden at the back, beyond the yard where the empty pigeon­
house and dog~kennel are-a very preserve of butterflies, as I 
remem?er tt, wtth a htgh fence, and a gate nnd padlock; where 
the frutt clusters on the trees, riper and richer than fruit has 
ever been sinc.e, in any other ~arden, and where my mother 
gathers some 111 a ?asket, while I stand by, bolting furtive 
goosebernes, and trymg to look unmoved. A great wind rises, 
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and the summer is gone in a moment. We are playing in the 
winter twilight, dancing about the parlour. When my mother 
is out of breath and rests herself in an elbow-chair, I watch her 
winding her bright curls round her fingers, and straightening her 
waist, and nobody knows better than I do that she likes to look 
so well, and is proud of being so pretty. 

That is among my very earliest impressions. That, and a 
sense that we were both a little afraid of Peggotty, and submitted 
ourselves in most things to her direction, were among the first 
opinions-if they may be so called-that I ever derived from 
what I saw. 

Peggotty and I were sitting one night by the parlour fire, 
alone. I had been reading to Peggotty about crocodiles. I 
must have read very perspicuously, or the poor soul must have 
been deeply interested, for I remember she had a cloudy im· 
pression, after I had done, that they were a sort of vegetable. 
I was tired of reading, and dead sleepy; but having leave, as a 
high treat, to sit up until my mother came home from spending 
the evening at a neighbour's, I would rather have died upon my 
post (of course) than have gone to bed. I had reached that 
stage of sleepiness when Peggotty seemed to swell and grow 
immensely large. I propped m~ eyelids open with my two 
forefingers, and looked perseveringly at her as she sat at work; 
at the little bit of wax-candle she kept for her thread-how old 
it looked, being so wrinkled in all directions !-at the little 
house with a thatched roof, where the yard·measure lived ; at 
her work· box with a sliding lid, with a view of St. Paul's Cathedral 
(with a pink dome) painted on the top; at the brass thimble on 
her finger; at herself, whom I thought lovely. I felt so sleepy, 
that I knew if I lost sight of anything, for a moment, I was 
gone. 

"Pcggotty," says I, suddenly, "were you ever married?' 
"Lord, Master Davy," replied Peggotty. "What's put 

marriage in your head? " 
She answered with such a start, that it quite awoke me. 

And then she stopped in her work, and looked at me, with her 
needle drawn out to its thread's length. 

" But wtre you ever married, Peggotty?" says I. " You 
are a very handsome woman, an't you? " 

I thought her in a different style from my mother, certainly; 
but of another school of beauty, I considered her a perfect 
example. There was a red velvet footstool in the best parlour 
on which my mother had painted a nosegay. The gro•: .. d· 
work of that stool and Peggotty's complexion appeared to me 
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to be one and the same thing. The stool was smooth, and 
l'e~gotty was rough, but that made no tlilfercnce 

'' Me handsome, Davy?" said l'eggotty. "Lawk, no, my 
dear I But what put marriage in your head?" 

"I don't knowl-You mu<tn't marry more than one person 
at a time, may you, Feggotty?" 

"Certainly not," says l'eggotty, with the promptest decision. 
"But if you marry a per>on, and the person dies, why then 

yon may marry another person, muyn~t you, Peggotty?" 
"You 1\IAY," says Peggotty, Hifyou choose, my dear. Thaes 

a matter of opinion." 
"But what is your opinion, Pcggotty?" said I. 
I asked her, and looked curiously at her, because she looked 

so curiously at me. 
"lily opinion is," said Peggotty, taking her eyes from me, 

after a little indecision and going on with her work, "that I 
never was married myself, Master Pavy, and that I don't 
expect to be. That's all I know about the subject." 

"You an't cross, I suppose, Peggotty, are you?" said I, 
after sitting quiet for a minute. 

I really thought she was, she had been so short with me; 
but I was quite mistaken: for she laid aside her work (which 
was a stocking of her own), and opening her arms wide, took 
my curly head within them, and gave it a good squeeze. I 
know it was a good squeeze, because, being very plump, when· 
ever she made any liulc exertion after she was dressed, some 
of the buttons on the back of her gown flew oo·. And I 
recollect two bursting to the opposite side of the parlour, while 
she was huggmg me. 

"Now let me hear some more about the Crorkindills," said 
l'eggotty, who was not quite right in the name yet, "for I an 't 
heard half enough." 

I couldn't quite understand why Peggotty looked so ~ueer, 
or why she was so ready to go back to the crocodiles. How· 
ever, we returned to those monsters, with fresh wakefulness on 
my part, and we left their eggs in the sand for the sun to 
hatch; and. we ran .away from them, and baffled them by con· 
stantly turnmg,, whtch they were unable to do quickly, on 
account of the1r unw1eldy make; and we went into the water 
alt~r them, as nati~es, and put sharp pieces of timber down 
ther~ throats; and m short we ran the whole crocodile gauntlet. 
I dtd, at least; but I had my doubts of Peggotty, who was 
thoughtfully st1ckmg her needle into ,·arious parts of her face 
and arms all the time. 
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We had exhausted the crocodiles, and begun with the 

alligators, when the garden-bell rang. We went out to the 
door ; and there was my mother, looking- unusually pretty, I 
thought, and with her a gentleman with beautiful black hair 
and whiskers, 1vho had walked home with us from church last 
Sunday. 

As my mother stooped down on the threshold to take me 
in her arms and kiss me, the gentleman said I was a more 
highly privileged little fellow than a monarch-or something 
like that; for my later understanding comes, I am sensible, to 
my aid here. 

"What does that mean?" I QSked him, over her shoulder. 
He patted me on the head ; but somehow, I didn't like him 

or his deep voice, and I was jealous that his Jiand should touch 
my mother's in touching me-which. it did. 1 put it away as 
well as I could. 

" Oh, Davy ! " remonstrated my mother. 
"Dear boy !" said the gentleman. "I cannot wonder at 

his devotion I" 
I never saw such a beautiful colour on my mother's face 

before. She gently chid me for being rude ; and, keeping me 
close to her shawl, turned to thank the gentleman for taking 
so much trouble as to bring her home. She put out her hand 
to him as she spoke, and, as he met it with his own, she glanced, 
I thought, at me. 

" Let us say • good night,' my fine boy," said the gentleman, 
when he had bent his head-I saw him !--over my mother's 
little glove. 

"Good night I" said I. _ 
''Come I Let us be the best friends in the world t" said 

the gentleman, laughing. "Shake hands!" 
My right hand was in my mother's left, so I gave him the 

other. 
"Why, that's the wrong hand, Davy ! • laughed the 

gentleman. 
My mother drew my right hand forward, but I 1vas resol~ed, 

for my former reason, not to give it him, and I did not. I 
gave him the other, and he shook it heartily, and said I was a 
brave fellow, and went away. 

At this minute I see him tum round in the garden, and gh·e 
us a last look with his ill-omened black eyes, before the door 
was shut. · 

Peggotty, who had not said a word or moved a finger, 
secured the fastenings instantly, and we all went into the 
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parlour. My mother, comrary to her usual. habit, instead of 
coming to the elbow·chalr by the fire, r<mouned at the other 
end of the room, and sat singing to herself. 

-" Hope you have had a pkasant evening, ma'am," said 
Peggotty, standing as still' as a barrel in the centre of the room, 
with a candle,tick in her hand. 

"Much oblig~d to you, l'eg~c>tty," returned my mother in a 
cheerful voico:, "I have had a :~n· pleasont evening." 

"A stranger or so makes an 'agreeable change," suggested 
Peggotty. · 

•• A very agre<able chang•, indeed," returned my mother. 
l'eggotty continuing to stand motionless in the middle of 

the room, and my mother resuming her singing, l fell asl.eep, 
though I was not so sound asleep but that 1 could hear v01ce~, 
without hearing what they said. When 1 half awoke from th1s 
uncomfortable doze, I found Peggotty and my moth~r both 10 
tears, and both talkinl(. 

" Not such a on~ as this, 1\[r. Copperfield wouldn't have 
liked," said l'eggotty. "That I say, and that I swear!" 

"Good Heavens I" cried my mother, "you'll drive me mad ! 
\\'as ev~r any poor girl so ill-used by her servants as I am I 
Why do I do myself the injustice of calling myself a girl? 
Have 1 never been married, P~gotty?" 

"God knows you have, ma'am, ' returned Peggotty. 
"Then, how can you dare," said my muther-" you know 

I don't mean how can you dare, l'eggotty, but how can you 
have the heart-to make m~ so uncomfurtable and say such 
bitter things to. me, when you are well aware that I haven't, 
out of this place, a single friend to tum to?" 

"The more's the tt'ason,'' returned l'eggotty, "fur saying 
that it won't do. No I That it won't do. No I No price 
could make it do, No! "-I thought l'eggotty would have 
thrown the candlestick away, she was so emphatic with it. 
. " How <:an you be so aggravating," said my mother, shed· 
tng more tea.rs than before, "as to talk in such an unjust 
manner I How can you go on as if it was all settled and 
arranged, Peggotty, when I tell you over and over a~oin, you 
cruel th1ng, that beyond the commonest civilities nothing has 
pa.-sed I You .talk of admiration. What am 1 to do? If 
people are so s11iy as to mdulge the ~entiment, is it my fault? 
What am I to do, I ask you? Would you wish me to shave 
my head and bl3ck ~y face, or disfi~ure myself with a burn, 
or a scald, or somethmg of that sort? I dare say you would, 
Peg;;otty. I dare say you'd quite enjoy it." 
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Peggotty seemed to take this aspersion very much 1o heart, 

I thought. 
"And my dear boy," cried my mother, coming tv the elbo,~­

chair in which I was, and caressing me, "my own little Davy ! 
Is it to be hinted to me that I am wanting in affection for my 
precious treasure, the dearest little fellow that ever was 1" 

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

"You did, Peggotty!" returned my mother. "You know 
you did. What else was it possible to infer from what you 
said, you unkind creature, when you know as well as I do, that 
on his account only last quarter I wouldn't buy myself a new 

· parasol, though' that old green one is frayed the whole way up, 
and the fringe is perfectly mangy? You know it is, Peggotty; 
you can't deny it." Then, turning affectionately to me, with 
her cheek against mine, "Am I a naughty mama to you, 
Davy? Am I a nasty, cruel, selfish, bad mama ? Say I am, 
my child; say 'yes,' dear boy, and Peggotty will love you; 
and Peggotty's love is a great deal better than mine, Davy. I 
don't love you at all, do I ? " 

At this, we all fell a-crying together. I think I was the 
loudest of the party, but I am sure we were all sincere about 
it. I was quite heart-broken myself, and am afraid that in the 
first transports of wounded tenderness I called Peggotty a 
" Beast." That honest creature was in deep affliction, I 
remember, and must have become quite buttonless on the 
occasion ; for a little volley of those explostves went off, when, 
after having made it up with my mother, she kneeled down by 
the elbow-chair, and made it up with me. 

We went to bed greatly dejected. My sobs kept waking me, 
for a long time; and when one very strong sob quite hoisted 
me up in bed, I found my mother sitting on the coverlet, and 
leaning over me. I fell asleep in her arms, after that, and slept 
soundly. 
Wheth~r it was the following Sunday when I saw the gentle­

man agam, or whether there was any greater lapse of time 
· before he re-appeared, I cannot recall. I don't profess to be 
clear about dates. But there he was, in church, and he walked 
home with us afterwards. He came in, too, to look at a 
famous geranium we had, in the parlour-window. It did not 
appear to me that he took .much notice of it, but before he 
went he asked my mother to give him a bit of the blossom. 
She begged him to choose it for himself, but he refused to do 
that-1 could not understand why-so she plucked it for him, 
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and g~ve it into his hanrl. He said he would never, ncn·r 
part with it anv more; ami! thou~llt he must be quite a fool 
not to know th .• t tt would fall to [lleces 111 a day or two. 

PeJ;_~otty hcgan to be k!-.s with ~ts, of an evening, th:m she 
had alwavs been. ~!v mother deterred to her very ontch­
more th:(o usual, it occurreu to me-and we were all three 
excellent friends; still we were different from what we used 
to be, and wt>re not so comfortable among 0ursc!Ycs. Some· 
times I fanri,·d that l'e~~otty perhaps obJeCted to my mother's 
wc;.uinrr all the pretty drt.:s~e.-; she had in b~r drawers, or to 
her goi~1g so often to visit at that nei~hhuur's; but I cuultln\ 
to my satisfaction, make out how it w;ts. 

Graduallv, I became used to seeing the getitleman with the 
black whiskers. I liked him no b,•ttc·r than at l'trst, and had 
the same unt:a"y jealoltsy of him : but if I lw.J any rc.J.son fur 
it berond a child's instinctive di>likc, and a general idea that 
Pe~:(~Jtt\' and I could nHtke much of mv motlwr without any 
hcli;, it' was not tit,. reason tht;t I mi~ht have found 
if I had been t\o such thing came i11to my mind, or 
ne:\r it. I could observe, in little pieces, as it were; but as to 
makin.L; a net of a numbt!r of th~se pieces, and catching anyiHHly 
in it, that was, as yet, beyond me. 

One autumn morni11~ I w,1.; with my mother in the front 
gardc·n, when ~[r. ~lurclstone-1 knew him by that name 
now~came by, on hor~ehack. He rcinl'd up his hoi '>e to 
salute my mother, and said he w~ts going to Lowe~tl)ft to 
sec some frit•nds who were there with a yacht, and merrily 

to take me on the saddle before him if I would 
ride. 

T~t: air wns so cle,lr :ll.1d pleasant, an\1 the hor~e seemed 
to hke the idea of the nde so much hn11Self, as he stood 
snortin~ and pH.wing at th<: g;J.rden-gate, that I had a great 
desire to go. So I was sent up.stairs to Peg~otty to be n.ade 
spruce; and, in the nwantime, Mr. Murdstone dismounted, 
and, with his horse's bridle drawn over his arm, walked slowly 
up and down on the outer side of the sweetbriar fence, 
while my mother walked slowly up and down on the inner, 
to keep him company. I recollect Pcggotty and I peeping 
out at the111 !rom my little window; I recollect how closd)' 
they seenwd to be esttmining the sweetbriar between them, as 
they strolled along; and how, from bein~ in a perfectly an~dic 
temper, l'e~gotty turned cross in a mm~ent, and brushed my 
hair the wrong way, excessively hard. 

Mr. Murdstone and I were soon off, and trotting along on 
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· the green turf by the side of the road. He held me quite 
~asily with one arm, and I don't think I was restless usually; 
but I could not make up my mind w sit in front of him 
without tuwing my head sometimes, and looking up in hi~ 
face. He had that kind of shallow black eye-I want a 
better word to express an eye that has no depth in it to be 
looked into-which, when it is abstracted, seems, from some 
peculiarity of light, to be disfigured, for a moment at a. time, 
by a cast. Several times when I glanced at him, I observed 
that appearance with a sort of awe, and wondered what he 
was thinking about so closely. His hair and whiskers were 
blacker and thicker, looked at so near, than even I had given 
them credit for being. A squareness about the lower part of 
his face, and the dotted indication of the strong black beard 
he shaved close every day, reminded me of the waxwork that 
had travelled into our neighbourhood some half-a-year before. 
This, his regular eyebrows, and the rich white, and black, 
and brown, of his complexion-confound his complexion, and 
his memory !-made me think him, in spite of my misgh•ings, 
a very handsome man. 1 have no doubt that my poor dear 
mother thought him so too. · 

We went to an hotel by the sea, where two gentlemen were 
smoking cigars in a room by themselves. Each of them was 
lying on at least four chairs, and had a ·large rough jacket on. 
In a corner was a heap of coals and boat-cloaks, and a flag, ali 
bundled up together. 

They both rolled on to their feet, in an untidy sort of 
manner, when we came in, and said, "Halloa, .Murdstone ! 
W f! thought you were dead 1 " 

"Not yet," said Mr. Murdstone. 
"And who's this shaver?" said one of the gentlemen, t.~king 

!•old of me. 
"That's Davy," returned Mr. 1\!urdstone 
"Davy who?" said the gentleman. "Jones?" 
" Copperfield," said Mr. Murdstone. 
"What! Bewitching Mrs. Copperfield's incumbrance?" cried 

the gentleman. "The pretty little 11idow?" 
"Quinion," said Mr. Murdstone, "take care, if you pl•ase. 

Somebody's sharp." 
"Who is?~· asked the gentleman, laughing. 
I looked up, quickly ; being curioos to know. 
"Only Brooks of Sheffield," said ~fr. Murdstone. 
I wns quite relieved to find ttnt it was only Brooks of 

Sheffield ; for, at first, I really thcught it 1vas I. 
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There seem~d to be something very comical in the reputation 

of Mr. Brooks of Shetn~ld, for both the gentlemen laughed 
heartily when he was mentioned, and Mr. M urd,tone was a 
good deal amused also .. After some lau~hing, the gentleman 
whom he had called Qunuon satd: 

"And what is the opinion of Hrooks of Sheffield, in reference 
to the projected business I" 

"Why, I don't know that Brooks understands much about it 
at present," replied ~lr. Murdo tone; "but he is not generally 
favourable, I bdieve." 

There was more laughter at this, and Mr. Quinion said he 
would ring the bell for some sherry in which to drink to 
Brooks. This he did; and when the wine came, he made 
me have a little, with a biscuit, and, before. I drank it, stand 
up and say, ''Contusion to Brooks of Sheffield ! " The toast 
was received with great applause, and such hearty laughter 
that it made me laugh too; at which they laughed the more. 
In short, we quite enjoyed our<dves. 

We walked about on the cliff after that, and sat on the 
grass, and looked at things through a telescope-! could 
make out nothing myself when it was put to my eye, but I 
pretended 1 could-and then we came back to the hotel to 
an early dinner. All the time we were out, the two gentle­
men smoked incessantly-which, I thought, if I might judge 
from the smell of their rough coats, they must have been doing, 
ever since the coats had lirst come home from the tailor's. 
I mu't not forget that we went on board the yacht, where 
they all three descended into the rabin, and were busy with 
some papers. I saw them quite hard at work, when I looked 
do1vn through the open skylight. They left me, during this 
time, with a very nice man, with a very large head of red 
hair and a vexy small shiny hat upon it, who had got a cross­
barred shirt or waistcoat on, with "Skylark" in capital letters 
across the chest. I thought it was his name · and that as he 
lived on bo.ard shi~ and hadn't a street·door to put his name 
on, h~ ~ut tt there mstead; but when I called him Mr. Skylark, 
he ea1d It meant the veS'ei. 

1 observed all day that Mr. Murdstone was graver and steadier 
~\~all t)le two gentlemen. They were very gay and careless. 
I hey Joked freely wtth one another, but sddom with him. It 
appeared to me that he w:s more clever and cold than they 
were, and that they regardud him with something of my own 
teelmg .. I remarked that, 3nce or twice, when Mr. Quinion 
was talkmg, he looked at Mr. ll!urdstone sideways, as if to 
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make sure· of his not being displeased ; and that once when 
Mr. Passnidge (the other gentleman) was in high spirits, he 
trod upon his foot, and gave him a secret caution with his 
eyes, to observe Mr. Murdstone, who was sitting stetll and 
silent. Nor do I recollect that lllr • .Murdstone laughed at all 
that day, except at the Sheffield joke-and that, by the bye, was 
his own. 

We went home early in the evening. It was a very fine 
evening, and my mother and he bad another stroll by the 
sweetbriar, while I was sent in to get my tea. When he was 
gone, my mother asked me all about the day I had bad. 
and what they had said and done. 1 mentioned what they . 
had said about her, lllld she laughed, and told me they were 
impudent fellows who talked nonsense-but I knew it pleased 
her. I knew it quite as well as I know it now. I took the 
opponunity of asking if she was at all acquainted with Mr. 
Brooks of Sheffield, but she answered No, only sbe supposed 
he must be a manufacturer in the knife and fork way. 

Can I say of her face-altered as I have reason to remember 
it, perished as I know it is-that it is gone, when here it 
comes before me at this instan~ as distinct as any face that 
I may choose to look on in a crowded street? Can I say 
of her innocent and girlish beauty, that it faded, and was no 
more, when its breath f.'l!ls on my cheek now, as it feU that 
ni~ht? Can I say she ever changed, when my remembfiUlce 
brmgs her back to life, thus only; and, truer to its loving 
youth than I have been, or man ever is, still holds fast what 
It cherished then ? 

I write of her just as she was when I had gone to bed after 
this talk, and she came to bid me good night. She kneeled 
down playfully by the side of the bed, and laying her chin upon 
her hands, lllld laughing, said : 

" What was it they said, D1wy ? T dl rne again. I Cllll't 
believe it." 

"'Bewitching--' " I began. ' . 
My mother put her hands upon my lips to stop me. 
" It was never bewitching," she said, laughing. "It never 

could have been bewitching, D:lvy. Now l know it wasn't!" 
"Yes, it was. 'Bewitching .Mrs. Copperfield." • 1 repeated 

stoutly. " And, 'pretty."' 
"No, no, it was never pretty. Not pretty," interposed my 

mother, laying her iingen on iny lips ag~in, 
" Yes it was. ' Pretty little widow."' 
"What foolish, impudent creatures!" cried my mother, 
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laughing and covering her face, "\\'hat ridiculous men ! 
An't they I Davy dear~-" 

"Well, ~!a." 
" Don't tell Pe~gotty; she- mi~ht be angry with them. I am 

dreadfully angry with them myself; but I would rather Peggotty 
didn't know." 

I promised, of course; and we kissed one another over and 
over again, and I soon fell fast asleep. 

It seems to me, at this distance of time, as if it were the next 
day when Peggotty broa~hed the striking and adventurous 
proposition I am about to mention; but it was probably about 
two months afterwards. 

\l'e were fitting as before, one evening (when my mother 
was out as before), in company with the stocking and the 
yard measure, and the bit of wax, and the box with Saint 
Paul's on the lid, and the crocodile book, when Peggotty 
after looking at me several times, and opening her mouth 
as if she were going to speak, without doing it-which I 
thought was merely gaping, or I should have been rather 
alarmed-said coaxingly: 

"l\!aster llavy, how should you like to go along with me 
and spend a fortnight at my brother's at Yarmouth I \l'ouldn't 
that be a treat?" 

"Is your brother an agreeable man, Peggotty?" I inquired, 
prOVISIOnally. 

"Oh, what an agreeable man he is! " cried Peggotty, 
holding up her hands. "Then there's the sea; and the boats 
and ships; and the fishermen; and the beach ; and Am to 
play with--'' 

Pr·ggotty meant her nephew Ham, mentioned in my first 
chapter ; but she spoke of him as a morsel of English 
Grammar. 

I was flushed by her summary of delights, and replied that 
it would indeed be a treat, but what wouid my mother say? 

"Why then I'll "' good as bet a guinea," said Peggotty, intent 
upon my face, "that she'll let us ~,;o. I'll ask her, if you like, 
as so(;O as ever she comes home. There now ! " 

'' Bnt what's she to do while we are away I" said I, putting 
my small eluows on the table to argue the point. "She can't 
lire by herself." 

If Peggotty were looking for a hole, all of a sudden, in the 
heel of that stocking, it must have been a very little one indeed, 
and not worth darning. 

"I say l Peggotty! She can't live by herself, you know." 
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"Oh bless yon ! " saSd Peggotty 1 looking at me again at 

last. "Don't you know? She's gomg to stay for a fortnight 
with Mrs. Grayper. Mrs. Grayper's going to have a lot of 
company." 

Oh I If that was it, I was quite ready to go. I waited, 
in the utmost impatience, until my mother came home from 
Mrs. Grayper's (for it was that .identical neighbour), to ascertain 
if we could get leave to carry out this great idea. Without 
being nearly so mtlch surprised as I expected, my mother 
entered into it readily ; and it was all arranged that night, and 
my board and lodging during the visit were to be paid for. 

The day soon came for our going. It was such an early 
day that it came soon, even to me, who was in a fever of 
expectation, and half afraid that an earthquake or a fiery 
mountain, or some other great convulsion of nature, might 
interpose to stop the expedition. We were to go in a carrier's 
cart, which departed in the morning after breakfast. I would 
have given any money to have been allowed to wrap myself up 
~ver-night, and sleep in my hat and hoots. 

It touches me nearly now, although I tell it lightly, to 
recollect how eager I was to leave my happy home ; to think 
how little I suspected what I did leave for ever. 

I am glad to recollect that when the carrier's cart was at 
the gate, and my mother stood there kissing me, a grateful 
fondness for her and for the old place I had never turned 
my back upon before, made me cry. I am glad to know that 
my mother cried too, and that I felt her heart beat against 
mine. 

I am glad to recollect that when the carrier began to move, 
my mother ran out at the gate, and called to him to stop, that 
she might kiss me once more. I am glad to dwell upon the 
earnestness and love with which she lifted up her face to mine, 
and did so. 

As we left her standing in the road, Mr. Murdstone came 
~p to where she was, and seemed to expostulate with her for 
being so moved. .I was looking back round the awnino· of 
the cart, and wondered what business it was of his.. Pegggtt)', 
w~o was also. looking back on the other side, seemed any­
thmg but satasfied ; as the face she brought hack in the cart 
denoted. 

I sat looking at Peggotty for some time, in a reverie on this 
supposititious case: whether, if she were employed to lose me 
like the boy in the fairy tale, I should be able to track my way 
home again by the buttons she would shed. 
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CIL\PTER III 

I H.\\"F, A CHA~GE 

THE cnnier's horse was the la7iest horse in the world, I 
should hvpe, and shuftled along, with his head down, as if 
he liked to keep people waiting to whom the packages were 
directed. I fancied, indeed, that he sometimes chuckled 
aud•blv over this rcftecticm, but the carrier said he was only 
troubled with a cou~h. 

The carrier had a way of keeping his head down, like his 
horse, and of drooping sleepily lorward as he drove, with one 
of his at ms on each of his knees. I say "drove," but it struck 
n1e that the cart would have gone to \' armouth quite as well 
without him, for the horse did all that; and as to conversation, 
be had no idea of it but whistling. 

l'eggotty had a basket of relreshments on her knee, which 
would have lasted us out handsomely, if we had been going 
to London by the same conveyance. IV e ate a good deal, and 
slept a good deal. l'eggotty always went to sleep with her 
chill upon the handle of the basket, her hold of which never 
relaxed ; and I could not have believed unless I had heard 
her do it, that one defenceless woman could have snored so 
much. 

We made so many deviations up and down lanes, and were 
•uch a long time delivering a bedstead at a public-house, and 
calling at other plares, that I was quite tired, and very glad, 
wheB we saw Yarmouth. It looked rather spongy and soppy, 
I thought, as I carried• my eye over the great dull waste that 
lay across the river ; and I could not help wondering, if the 
world were really as round as my geography-book sa1d, how 
any part of it came to be so flat. But I reflected that Yarmouth 
might be situated at one of the poles; which would account 
for it. 

As we drew a little nearer! and saw the whole adjacent 
prospect lymg a stra~ght low line under the sky, I hinted to 
l'egg?tty that a mound or so might have improved it; and also 
that 1f the land had ueen a little more separated from the sea, 
and the town and the tide had not been quite so much mixed 
up, like toast and water, it would have been nicer. But 
Peggottr said, with greater emphasis than usual, that we must 
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take things as we found them, and that, for her part, she was 
proud to call herself a Yarmouth Bloater. 

When we got into the street (which was strange enou~h to 
me), and smelt the fish, and pitch, and oakum, and tar, and saw 
the sailors walking about, and the carts jingling up and down 
over the stones, I felt that I had done so busy a place an 
injustice; and said as much to Peggotty, who heard my expres­
sions of delight with great complacency, and told me it was 
well known (I suppose to those who had the good fortune to be 
born Bloaters) that Yarmouth was, upon the whole, the finest 
place in the universe. 

"Here's my Am I'' screamed Peggotty, "growed out of 
knowledge I'' 

He was waiting for us, in fact, at the public-house; and 
asked D1e how I found myself, like an old acquaintance, I 
did not feel, at first, that I knew him as well as he knew me, 
because he had never come to our house since the night I was 
born, and naturally he had the advantage of me. But our 
intimacy was much advanced by his taking me on his back to 
carry me home. He was, now, a huge, strong fellow of six 
feet high, broad in proportion, and round·shouldered ; but 
with a simpering boy's face and curly light hair that gave bim 
quite a sheepish look. He was dressed in a canvas jacket, and 
a pair of such very stiff trousers that they would have stood 
quite as well alone, without any legs in them. And you couldn't 
so properly have said he wore a hat, as that he was covered in 
a-top, like an old building, with. something pitchy. 

Ha.m carrying me on his back and a small box of ours un~er 
his arm, and Peggotty carrying another small box of ours, we 
turned down lanes bestrewn with bits of chips a.nd little hillocks 
of sand, and went past gas-works, rope-walks, boat-builders' 
yards, ship-wrights' yards, ship.breakers'·yards, caulkers' yards, 

. riggers' lofts, smiths' (orges, and a great litter of such places, 
until we came out upon the dull waste I had already s~en at a 
distance ; when Ham said, 

"Yon's our house, Mns'r Davy!" 
I looked in all directions, as far as I could stare over the 

wilderness, and away at the sea, and away at the river, but no 
house could I make out. There was a black barge, or some 
other kind of superannuated boat, not far off, hi"h and dey on 
the ground, with an iron funnel sticking out of it for a chimney 
and smoking very cosily; but nothing else in the way of a 
habitation ·that was visible to mt. 

"That's not it?" said I. "That ship-looking thing?" 
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"That's it, Mas'r Davy," returned Ham. 
If it had been AL\ddin's palace, roc's egg and all, I suppose 

I could not have been more charmed with the romantic idea of 
livin" in it. There was a delightful door cut in the side, and 
it w;s roofed in, and there were little windows in it ; but the 
wonderful charm of it was, that it was a real boat which had 
no doubt been upon the water hundreds of times, and which 
had never been intended to be lived in. on dry land. That 
was the captivation of it to me. If it had ever been meant to 
be liretl in, I might have thought it small, or inconvenient, or 
lonely; but never having been designed for any soch use, it 
became a perft:ct abode. 

It was beautifully clc.m inside, and as tidy as possible. There 
was a table, and a I lutch dock, and a chest of drawers, and on 
the cr>":St of dr~wers there was a tea-tray with a painting on it 
of a lady with a para<ol taking a walk with a military-looking 
child who wa< trundling a hoop. The tray was kept from 
tumbling down by a bible; and the tray, if it had tumbled down, 
would have smashed a quantity of cups and saucers and a tea­
pot that were grouped around the book. On the walls there 
wt.:re some common coloured pictures, framed and f!hzed, ot 
scnpture subjects; such as I have never seen since in the 
hands of pedlars, without seeing the whole interior of Peggotty's 
brotber's house again, at one view. Abraham in red going to 
sacriftce Isaac in blue, and !Janie! in yellow cast into a den of 
green lions, were the most prominent of th<~se. Over the 
little mantel-shelf, was a picture of the Sarah Jane lu~~vr, built 
at Sunderbnd, with a real Itt tie wooden stern stuck on to it; a 
work of art, combining composition with carp01Hry, which I 
considered to he one of the most enviable possessions that the 
world could alford. There were some hooks in the b0ams of 
the ceilin¥. the use of which I did not divine then ; and some 
lockers and boxes and conveniences of that sort, which served 
fur seats and eked out the chairs. 

All this I saw in the f1rst glance after I crossed the threshold 
-child-like, according to my theory-and then Pcggotty opened 
a ltttle door and showed me my bedroom. It was the com· 
pletest and must desirable bedroom ever seen-in the stern of 
the vessel; with a little window, where the rudder used to go 
th~ough ; a little looking-glass, just the right height for me, 
nat led agamst the wall, and framed with oyster-shells ; a little 
bed. wluch there was. just room enough to get into; and a 
nosegay of seaweed m a blue mug on the table. · The walls 
were whitewashed as white as milk, and the patchwork 



David Copperfield 29 
counterpane made my eyes quite ache with its bnghtness. One 
thing I particularly noticec in this delightful house, was the 
smell of fish; which was so searching, that when I took out my 
pocket·handkerchiefto wipe my nose, I found it smelt exactly as 
if it had wrapped up a lobster. On my imparting this discovery 
in confidence to Peggotty, she informed me that her brother 
dealt in lobsters, crabs, and crawfish ; and I afterwards found 
that a heap of these creatures, in a state of wonderful con· 
glomeration with one another, and never leaving off pinching 
whatever they laid hold of, were usually to be found in a little 
wooden outhouse where the pots and kettles were kept. 

We were welcomed by a very civil woman in a white apron, 
whom I had seen curtseying at the door when I was on Ham's 
back, about a quarter of a mile off. Likewise by a most beau· 
ful little girl (or I thought her so), \vith a necklace of blue 
beads on, who wouldn't let me kiss her when I offered to, but 
ran away and hid herself. By and by, when we had dined in 
a sumptuous manner off boiled dabs, melted butter, and 
potatoes, with a chop for me, a hairy man with a very good­
natured face came home. As he called Peggotty "Lass," and 
gave her a hearty smack on the cheek, I had no doubt, from the 
general propriety of her conduc~ that he was her brother; and 
so he turned out-being presently introduced to me as Mr. 
Peggotty, the master of the bouse. 

"Glad to see you, sir,• said Mr. Peggotty. "You'll find us 
rough, sir, but you'll find us ready." 

I thanked him, and replied that I was sure I should be 
happy in such a delightful plD.ce. · 

"How's your Ma, sir?" said Mr. Peggotty. "Did you leave 
her pretty jolly? " · 

I gave Mr. Peggotty to understand that she was as jolly as I 
could wish-and that she desired her compliments-which 
was a polite fiction on my part. . 

" I'm !Du.ch ohleeged to her, I'm sure," said Mr. Peggotty. 
"Well, sar, 1f you can make out here, for a fortnut, 'long wi' 
her," nodding at his sister, "and Ham, and little Em'ly, we 
shall be proud of your company." • 

Having done the honours of his house in this hospitable 
manner, Mr. Peggotty went out to wash himself in a kettleful 
of bot water, remarking that "cold would never get his muck 
off!' ~e soon retumed, greatly impr?ve~ in appeamnce; but 
so rubzcund, that I couldn't help thmkmg his face bad this 
in common with the lobsters, crabs, and cralffish-that it went 
Into the hot water very black and came out very red. 
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After tea, when the door was shut and all was made snug (the 

nights being cold and misty now), it seemed to me the most 
delicious retreat that the imab~nation of man could conce1ve. 
To hear the wind getting up out at sea, to know that the fog 
was creeping over the desolate fiat outside, and to look at the 
fire and think that there was no house near but this one, and 
this one a bo<~t, was like enchantment. Little Em'ly had over­
cume l:er shrness, and was sitting by my side upon the lowest 
and least of the lockers, which was just large enough fur us two, 
and just fitted into the chimney corner. ~irs. l'eggotty, w1th 
the white apron, was knitting on the opposite side of the fire. 
Pcg~otty at her needlework was as much at home with Saint 
Paul's and the bit of wax·candle, as if they had never known 
any other roof. Ham, who had been giving me my first lesson 
in all fours, was trying to r~collect a scheme of telling fortunes 
with the dirty cards, and was printing off fishy impre>sions of his 
thumb on all the cards he turned. Mr Peggntty was smokmg 
his pipe. I felt it was a time for conrersation and confidence. 

"Mr. l'eggotty I" says I. 
II ~Jr," $(!}'She. 
"l>id you give your son the name of Ham, because you 

lived in a sort of ark?" . 
Mr. l'eggotty seemed to think it a deep idea, but answered : 
"No) sir. I never giv him no name.'' 
"Who gave hi111 that name, then?" said I, putting que;tion 

nu111ber two of the catechism to Mr. Peggotty. 
"Why, sir, his lather eiv it him," said Mr. Peggotty. 
"I thought you were Ins father!" 
''My brother Joe was his father," said Mr. Peggotty. 
"Vcad, Mr. I' ·g~otty?" I hinted, after a respectful pause. 
"llrowndca<' said ~lr. I'eggotty. 
I was very much surprised thlt Mr. Peggotty was not Ham's 

father, and began to wonder .whether I was mistaken about his 
rcla1ionship to anybody else there. I was so curious to know, 
that l made up my mind to have it out with Mr. Peggotty. 

''Little Em'ly," I said, glancing at her. "She is your 
daughter, isn't she, lllr. Pcggotty I" 

"No, sir. My brother-in-law, Tom, was her father." 
I couldn't help it, "-Dead, 1lr. Peggotty?" I hinted, 

after another respectful silence. 
"Drownde~d,'' said Mr. Peg~otty. · 
I felt the dJilic~lty of resunung the subject, but had not got 

to the bottom of tt ye~ and mu>t get to the bottom somehow. 
So I said: 



David. Copperfield 
"Haven't you any childtel'l, Mr. Peggotty?" 
"No, mru;ter," he answered, with a short laugh. "I'm a 

bacbeldore.'' 
"A bachelor l" I said, astonished. "Why, who's that, i\lr. 

Peggotty?" Pointing t• the person in the apron who was 
knitting. · 

"That's Missis Gummidge," said Mr. Peggotty. 
"Gummidge, Mr. Peggotty?'' · 
But at this point Peggotty-I mean my own peculiar Peggotty 

-made such impressive motions to me not to ask any more 
questions, that I could only sit and look at all the silent com· 
pany, until it was time to go to bed. Then, in the privacy of 
"'Y own little cabin, she informed me that Ham and Em'ly 
were an OlJ>han nephew and niece, whom my host had at 
differe1h times adopted in their childhood, when they were 
left destitute ; and that Mrs. Gummidge was the widow of his 
partner in a boat, who had died very poor. He was but a poor 
man himself, said Peggotty, but as good as gold and as tr11e as 
steel-those were her similes. The only subject, she informed 
me, on which he ever showed a violent temper or swore an 
oath, was this generosity of his; and if it were ever referred to, 
by any one of them, he struck the table a heavy blow with his 
right hand (had split it on one such occasion), and swore a 
dreadful oath that he would be "Gormed" if he didn't cut and 
run for good, if it was ever mentioned again. It appeared, in 
answer to my inquiries, that nobody bad the least idea of the 
etymology of this terrible verb passive to be g.,rmed ; but that 
they all regarded it as constitutmg n most solemn imprecation. 

I was very sensible of my entertainer's goodness, and listened 
to the women's going to bed in another little crib like mine at 
the opposite end of the boat, and to him and Ham hanging up 
two hammocks for themselves on the hooks I had noticed in 
the roof, in a very luxurious state of mind, enhanced by my 
being sleepy. As slumber gradually stole upon me, I heard 
the wind howling out at sea and coming on across the flat so 
fiercely, that I had a lazy apprehension of the great deep rising 
.;n the night. But I bethought myself that I \\"as in a boat, 
after all; and tbat a man like Mr. P~ggotty was not a bad 
person to have on board if anything did happen. 

Nothing happened, however, worse than morning. Almost 
as soon as it shone upon the oyster-shell frame of my mirror I 
was out of bed, and out with little Em'ly, picking up -stones 
upon the bench. 

"You're quite a s.1ilor, I suppose?" I said to Em'ly. I don't 
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know thlt I supposed anything of the kind! but I felt it an net 
of gallantry to say somcthmg; and a shmu1g sat! close. to us 
made such a pretty little image of itself, at the. moment, m her 
bright eye, that it came into my head to say thts. . 

"No," replied Em'ly, shaking her head, "rm afratd of the 
Sea.~~ · 

"Afraid!" I said, with a becoming air of boldness, and looking 
very big at the mighty ocean. "I ain't! 11 

• 

"Ah! but it's cruel," said Em'ly. "I have seen tt very cruel 
to some of our men. I have seen it tear a boat as big as our 
house all to pieces." 

''I hope it wasn't the boat th~t-;-''. , u r 
"That father was drownded tn? satd Em ly. No. Not 

that one, I nel'er see that boat." 
''Nor him?" I asked her. 
Little Em'ly shook her head. "Not to remember!" 
Here was a coincidence! I immediately went into an ex­

plan:>tiun how I had never seen my own father; and how mv 
mother and I had always lived by ourselves in the happiest 
state ima~inable, and lived so then, and always meant to live 
so; and how my father', gra,·e wa:; in the churdward near our 
house, and shaded bv a tree. beneath the bou~hs of which l had 
walked and heard th~e birds sing many a plea.s~tnt morning. But 
there were some differences between Em'ly's orphanhood and 
mine, it appeared. She had lost her mother hefore her father; 

, and where her father's gra\'e was no one knew, except that it 
w~s so mew here in the depths oi the sea. 

"Besiues," said Em'ly, as she looked about for shells and 
pebbles, "your fatht'r was a gentleman and )'Our mother is a 
lady; and my father was a lisherman and my mother was a 
fisherman's Jaughtc.:r, and my uncle Van is a thhernun." 

1
' l>an is Mr. Pe'"'gotty, is he?" said I. 
"uncle Dan--yonder," answered Em'ly, nodding at the 

boat ·house. 
"Yes. I mean him. He must be very good, I should 

think?" 
. "Good?" said Em'ly. :·If I was ever to be a lady, I'd give 

lum a sky-hlue coat wnh dtamond buttons, nankeen trousers, a 
red velvet waistcoat, a cocked hat, a large gold watch, a silver 
ptpc, and a box of money.'' 

I >aio I had no doubt that Mr. Peggotty well deserved these 
trea,ur:s. I ~Just acknowledge that I felt it difticult to picture 
htm qmte at Ius ease 111 the rannent proposed for htm by his 
grateful little niece, and that I was particularly doubtful of the 
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policy of the cocked bat ; but I kept these senttments to 
myself. 

Little Em'ly had stopped and .looked up at the. sky in her 
enumerat10n of these articles, as tf they were a glonous vtston. 
We went on again, picking up shells and pebbles. 

"You would like to be a lady?" I said. 
Em'ly looked at me, and laughed and nodded "yes." 
"I should like it very much. We would all be gentlefolks 

together, then. Me, and uncle, and Ham, and Mrs. Gummidge. 
We wouldn't mind then, when there come stormy weather.­
Not for our own sakes, I mean. We would for the poor 
fishermen's, to be· sure, and we'd help 'em with money when 
they come to any hurt." 

This.seemed to me to be a very satisfactory, and therefore 
not at all improbable, picture. I expressed my pleasure in 
the contemplation of it, and little Em'ly was emboldened to 
say, shyly, 

" Don't you think you are afraid of the sea, now?" 
It was quiet enough to reassure me, but I have no doubt if 

I had seen a moderately large wave come tumbling in, I should 
have taken to my heels, with an awful recollection of her 
drowned relations. However, I said "No," and I added, 
"You don't seem to be, either, though you say you are;"­
for she was walking much too near the brink of a sort"'f old 
jetty or wooden causeway we had. strolled upon, and I was 
afraid of her falling over. 

"I'm not afraid in this way," said little Em'ly, "But I 
wake when it blows, and tremble to think of Uncle Dan and 
Ham, and believe I hear 'em crying out for help. That's why 
I should like so much to be a lady. But I'm not afraid in this 
way. Not a bit. Look here!" 

She started from my side, and ran along a jagged timber 
which protruded from the place we stood upon, and overhung 
the deep water at some height, without the least defence. The 
incident is so impressed on my remembrance, that if I were a 
draughtsman I could draw its form here, I dare say, accurately 
as it was that day, and little Em'ly springing forward to her 
destruction (as it appeared to me), with a look that I have 
never forgotten, directed far out to sea. 

The light, bold, fluttering little figure turned and came back 
safe to me, and I soon laughed at my fears, and at the cry I 
had uttered ; fruitlessly in any case, for there was no one near. 
But there have been times since, in my manhood, many times 
there have been, when I have thought, Is it possible, among 

c 
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the possibilities of hidden things, that in the sudden r;;shness of 
the child and her wild look so far off, there was any mdciiul 
attraction of her into danger, any tempting her towards him 
permitted on the part of her dead father, that her hfe might 
h"·e a chance of ending that day? There has been a time 
since when I have wondered whether, if the life before her 
could have been revealed to me at a glance, and so revealed as 
that a child could fully comprehend it, and if her preservation 
could have depended on a motion of my hand, I ought to have 
held it up to save her. There has been a time since-! do not 
say it la>ted long, but it has been-when I have asked myself 
the question, would it have been better for little Em'ly to have 
had the waters close ahrl\'e her head that morning in my ;i;;ht; 
and when I have an;wercd Ves, it would have been. 

This may be premature. I ha,·e set it down too soun, 
perhaps. l:ut let it stand. 

\\'c ;trolled a lung way, and loaded ourselves with things th,lt 
we thou;.:ht curious, and put some stranded starfish carefully 
Lack into the water-I hardly know enough of the race at this 
moment to be quite certain whether they had reason to feel 
obliged to us for doing so, or the reverse-and then made our 
way home to 1\lr. Peg,;otty's dwelling. We stopped under the 
lee of the lobster-outhouse to exchange an innocent kiss, and 
went in to breakfast glowing with health and pleasure. 

"Like two young mavishes," Mr. Peggotty 'aid. I knew thi; 
meant, in our local dialect, like two young thrushes, and received 
it as a compliment. 

Of course I was in love with little Em'ly. I am sure I lo,·ed 
that baby quite as truly, quite as tenderly, with greater purity 
and more dtsinLerestedness, th:.n can eoter into the best love of 
a later time of life, high and ennobling as it is. I am sure my 
fancy raised up someLhing round that b\ue·eyed mite of a child, 
which etherealised, and made a very angel of her. It; any sunny 
forenoon, she had spread a little pair of wings, and flown awa\' 
before rny eyes, I don't think I should have regarded it as much 
more than I had had reason to expect. 

We used to walk about that dim old ftat at Yarmouth in a 
lovi~1g manner, hours and hours. The days sported by us, as 
if 1tme had not grown up himself yet, but were a child too. 
and always at play. I told Em'ly I adored her, and that unless 
she c~nfessed she adored me I should be reduced to the 
necessny of krlltng myself with a sword. She said she did and 
1 have no doubt she did. ' 

As to any sense of inequality, or youthfulness, or other 
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difficult; in our way, little Em'ly and I had no such trouble, 
because we had no future. We made no more provision for 
growing older, than we did for growing younger. We were the 
admiration of Mrs. Gummidge and Peggotty, who used to 
whisper of an evening when we sat lovingly, on our little locker 
side by side, "Lor ! wasn't it beautiful!" !VIr. Peggotty smi!ed 
at us from behind his pipe, and Ham grinned all the evenmg 
and did nothing else. They had something of the sort of 
pleasure in us, I suppose, that they might have bad in a pretty 
toy, or a pocket model of the Colosseum. 

I soon found out that Mrs. Gummidge did not always make 
herself so agreeable as she might have been expected to do, 
under the circumstances of her residence with Mr. Peggotty. 
Mrs. Gummidge's was rather a fretful disposition, and she 
whimpered more sometimes than was comfortable for other 
parties in so small an establishment. I was very sorry for her; 
but there were moments when it would have been more 
agreeable, I thought, if Mrs. Gummidge had had a convenient 
apartment of her own to retire to, and had stopped there until 
her spirits revived. 

Mr. Peggotty went occasionally to a public-house called The 
Willing Mind. I discovered this, by his being out on the 
second or third evening of our visit, and by Mrs. Gummidge's 
looking up at the Dutch clock, bet1veen eight and nine, and 
saying he was there, and that, what was more, she had known 
in the morning he would go there. 

Mrs. Gummidge had been in a low state all day, and had 
burst into tears in the forenoon, when the fire smoked. "I 
am a lone lorn creetur'," were Mrs. Gum midge's words, when 
that unpleasant occurrence took place, "and everythink goes 
contrairy with me."· 

"Oh, it'll soon leave off," said Peggotty-I again mean our 
Peggotty-" and, besides, you know, it's not more disagreeable 
to you than to us." 

"I feel it more," said Mrs. Gummidge. 
It was a very cold day, with cutting blasts of wind. Mrs. 

Gummidge's peculiar corner of the fireside seemed to me to be 
the warmest and snuggest in the place, as her chair was certainly 
the easiest, but it didn't suit her that day at all. She was 
constantly complaining of the cold, and of its occasioning a 
visitation in her back which she called "the creeps." At 
last she shed tears on that subject, and said again that she 
was "a lone lorn creetur' and every think went contrairy with 
her.n · 
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"It is certainly very cold,.'' said Peggotty. "Everybody 

must feel it so." 
"I feel it more than other people," said Mrs. Gum midge. 
So at dinner; when Mrs. Gum midge was always helped 

immediately after me, to whom the preference was given as a 
visitor of distinction. The fish were small and bony, and the 
potatoes were a little burnt. We all acknowledged that we felt 
this something of a disappointment; but Mrs. Gummidge said 
>he felt it more than we did, and shed tears again, and made 
that former declaration with great bitterness. 

Accordingly, when Mr. Peg:;otty came home about nine 
o'clock, this unfortunate Mrs. Gummidbe was knitting in her 
corner, in a very wretched and miserable condition. Peggotty 
had been working cheerfully. Ham had been patching up a 
great pair of water boots; and I, with little Em'ly by my side, 
had been reading to them. ~Irs. Gummidge had never made 
any other remark than a forlorn sigh, and had never raised her 
eves since tea. 
· "Well, Mates," said Mr. Peggotty, taking his seat," and how 

are you?" 
\\'e all said something, or looked something, to welcome 

him, except Mrs, Gummidge, who only shook her head over 
her knitting. 

"What's amiss?" said l\lr. Peggotty, with a clap of his 
hands. "Cheer up, old Mawther!" (Mr. Peggotty meant 
old girl.) 

Mrs. Gummidge did not appear to be able to cheer up. 
She took out an old black silk handkerchief and wiped her 
eyes; but instead of putting it in her pocket, kept it cut, and 
wip$d them again, and still kept it out, ready for use. 

"What's amiss, dame?" said Mr. Peggotty. 
"Nothing," returned Mrs. Gummidge. "You've come from 

The Willing Mind, Dan'l?" 
"Why yes, I've took a short spell at The Willing Mind 

to·nigh~" said Mr. Peggotty. 
"I'm sorry I should drive you there," said Mrs. Gum midge . 

. "Drive! I don't want no driving," returned Mr. Peggotty 
With an honest laugh. "I only go too ready." 

. "Very ready," said Mrs. Gum midge, shaking her head, and 
wtpmg her eyes. "Yes, yes, very ready. I ntn sorry it should 
be along of me that you're so re~dy." 
" "Al,ong o' Y.ou I It an't .along o' you!" said ~[r. Peggotty. 

Don t ye believe a b1t on 1t." 
"Ye;, yes, it is," cried Mrs. Gummidge. ''I know what I 
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am. I know that I am a lone lorn creetur,' an ... not o~ly t~at 
everythink goes contrairy with me, but that I go contralry With 
every~dy. Yes, ,Yes, I f~l mor~ ~han other people do, and I 
show 11 more. Its my m1sfortun. . • . 

I really couldn't help thinking, as I sat taking In all th1s, 
that the misfortune e~tended to some other members of that 
family besides Mrs. Gummidge. But Mr. Peggotty made no 
such retort, only answering with another entreaty to Mrs. 
Gummidge to. cheer up. 

"I an't what I could Vlish myself to be, • said Mrs. Gumrnidge. 
"I am far from it I know what I am. My troubles has made 
me contrairy. I feel my troubles, and thty make me contrairy. 
I wish I didn't feel 'em', but I do. I wish I could be hardened 
to 'ern, but I an't. I make the house uncomfortable. I don't 
wonder at it I've made your sister so all day, and Master Davy." 

Here I was suddenly melted, and roared out, "No, you 
haven't, Mrs. Gummidge," in great mental distress. 

"It's far from right that I should do it," said Mrs. Gum midge. 
"It an't a fit return, I had better go into the house atld die. 
I am a lone lorn creetur,' and had much better not make 
myself contrairy here. If thinks must go contrairy with me, 
and I must go contrairy myself, let me go contrairy in my 
parish. Dan' I, I'd better go into the house, and die and be a 
riddance!" 

'Mrs. Gummidge retired with these words, and betook her­
self to bed. When she was gone, Mr. Peggotty, who bad not 
~hibited a traoe of any feeling but the profoundest sympathy, 
looked round upon us, and nodding his head wilh a lively 
expression of that sentiment still animating his face, said in a 
whisper: 

"She's been thinking of the old 'un 1" 
I did not quite understand what old one MI'S. Gummidge 

was supposed to have fixed her mind upon, until Peggotty on 
seeing me to bed, explained that it was the late Mr. Gum midge· 
and that her brother always took that for a received truth o~ 
such occasions, and that it always had a moving efl"ect upon 
him. Some time after he was in his hammock that night, I 
he.ard. him myself repeat to Ham, "Poor thing! She's been 
thinktng o~ the ?ld 'un l" And whenever Mrs. Gummidge was 
ove~come JD a sun1lar manner during the remainder of our stay 
(~h1c~ happene~ some few times), he always s.aid the .same 
thmg m extenua.uon ?f the circumstance, and always with the 
tenderest commiseration. · 

So tKe fortnigbt slipped away, varied by nothing but the 
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variation of the tide, which altered Mr. Peggotty's times of 
going out and coming in, and altered Ham's engag.:ments 
also. When the latter was unemployed, be sometimes walked 
with us to show us the boats and ships, and once or twice he 
took us for a row. I don't know why one slight set of im­
pressions should be more particularly associated with a place 
than another, though I beli.:ve this obtains with most people, 
in reference espwally to the associations of their childhood. 
I never hear the name, or read the name, of Yarmouth, but I 
am reminded of a certain Sunday morning on the beach, the 
bells ringing for church, little Em'ly leaning on my shoulder, 
Ham lazily dropping stones into the water, and the sun, away 
at sea, just breaking through the heavy mist, and showing us 
the ship>, like their own shadows. 

At last the day came for going home. l bore up against the 
separation from Mr. Peggotty and Mrs. Gummidge, but my 
agony of mind at leaving little Em'ly was piercing. We went 
arm-in-arm to the public-house where the carrier put up, and I 
promised, on the road, to write to her. (I reueemed that 
promise afterwards, in characters larger than those in which 
apartments are usually announced in manuscript, as being to 
let.) We were greatly overcome at parting; and if ever in m1· 
life, I have had a void made in my heart, I had one made that 
day. 

Now, all the time I had been on my visit, I had been un­
grateful to my home again, and had thought little or notliing 
about it. But I was no sooner turned towards it, than my 
reproachful young conscience seemed to point that way with a 
st~ady finger;, and I felt, all the more for the sinking of my 
spmts, that It was my nest, and that my mother was my 
comforter and friend. 

This gained upon me as we went along ; so that the nearer 
we drew, and the more familiar the objects became that we 
passed, the more excited I was to get there, and to run into her 
arms. But Peggotty, instead of sharing in these transports, 
tned to check them (though very kindly), and looked confused 
and out of sorts. 

Blunderstone Rookery would come however in spite of 
her, wher: the carrier's horse plensed__:and did. ' How well I 
recollect It, on a cold grey afternoon, with a dull sky threatening 
ram! ' 

'"fhe. door opened, a~d I looked, half laughing and half, 
crying m my pleasant ag1tat1on, for my mother, It was not she,, 
but a strange sen·ant. 



David Copperfield 39 
''Why, Peggotty!" I said, ruefully, "isn't she come 

home?" . 
"Yes, yes, Master Davy," said Peggotty.· "She's come 

home. Wait a bit, Master Davy, and I'll-I'll tell you 
something." . . . 

Between her a<ritation, and her natural awkwardness m 
getting out of th; car~ Peggotty was making a most extra­
ordinary festoon of herself, but I felt too blank and strange to 
tell her so. When she had got down, she took me by the 
hand; led me, wondering, into the kitchen; and shut the 
door. 

"Peggotty!" said I, quite frightened. "What's the 
matter?" 

"Nothing's the matter, bless you, Master Davy dear I " she 
answered, assuming an air of sprightliness. 

"Something's the matter, I'm sure. \Vhere's mama?" 
"Where's mama, Master Davy?" repeated Peggotty. 
"Yes. Why hasn't she come out to the gate, and what have 

we come in here for? Oh, Peggottyl" My eyes were full, 
and I felt as if I were going to tumble down. 

"Bless the precious boy I" cried Peggotty, taking hold of me. 
"What is it? Speak, my pet ! " 

"Not dead, too I Oh, she's not dead, Peggotty? • 
Peggotty cried out No! with an astonishing volume of voice; 

and then sat down, and began. to pant, and said I had given her 
a turn, 

I gave her a hug to take away the tum, or to give her 
another turn in the right direction, and then stood before her, 
looking at her in an~ious inquiry. 

"You see, dear, I should have told you before now," said 
Peggotty, "but I hadn't an opportunity. I ought to have made 
it, perhaps, but I couldn't azackly"-that was always the sub­
stitute for exactly, in Peggotty's militia of words-" bring my 
mind to it." 

"Go on, Peggotty," said I, more frightened than before. 
"Master Davy," said Peggotty, untying her bonnet with a 

shaking hand, and speaking in a breathless sort of way. 
"What do you think? You have got a Pa I" 

I trembled, and turned white. Something-! don't know 
what, or how-connected with the grave in the churchyard, 
and the raising of the dead, seemed to strike me like an 
unwholesome wind. 

"A new one," said Peggotty. 
"A new one?" I repeated. 
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Peggotty gave a gasp, as ~f she were swallowi.ng something 

that wa~ very hard, and, puttmg out her hand, s:ud : 
" Come and see him." 
"I don't want to see him'' 
-" t\nd your mama," said Peggotty. 
I celsed to draw back, and we went straight to the best · 

parlour, where she left me. On one side of the fire, sat my 
mother; on the other, Mr. l\lurdstone. My mother dropped 
her work, and arose hurriedly, but tiinidly I thought. 

"Now, Clara my dear," said ~lr. l\lurdstone. "Recollect! 
control yourself, always control yourself! l>avy boy, how do 
you do?" 

I gave him my hand. After a moment of suspense, I went 
and kis•ed my mother: she kissed me, patted 111e gently on 
the shonlder, nnd sat down again to her work. I could not 
look at her, I could not look at him, I knew quite well that he 
was looking at u~ both; and I turned to the window and looked 
out there at some shrubs that were drooping their heads in 
the cold. 

As soon as I could creep away, I crept upstairs. My old 
rlear bedroom was changed, and I was to lie a long way otT. 
I rambled down-stairs to find anythin~:t that was hke itself, so 
altered it all seemed; and roamed imo the yud. I very soon 
itarted back from there, for the empty dog-kennel was filled up 
with a great dog-<leep·mouthed and black-haired like Him­
and he was very angry at the sight of me, and sprang out to 
get at me. 

CHAPTER IV 

I FALL IN'fO DISGRACE 

IF the room to which my bed was remm·cd were a sentient 
thing that could give evidence, I misht appeal to it at this 
day-who sleeps there n"w, I wonder !-:-to bear witness for 
me .what a hea~y heart I carrie<.! to it. I went up thcr., 
hearing the dog m the yard bark <lfter me all the way while I 
climbed the stairs; and, looking as bl"nk and stmn~e upon the 
room as the room look~d upon me, sat down with my small 
hands crossed, and thought. 

I thought of the oddest things. Of the shape of the room, 
of the cracks in the ceiling, oi the paper on the wall, of the 
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flaws in the window-glass making ripples and dimples on the 
prospect, of the washing-stand being ricketty on its three legs, 
and having a discontented something about it, which reminded 
me of Mrs. Gummidge under the influence of the old one. I 
was crying all the time, but, except that I was conscious of 
being cold and dejected, I am sure I never thought why I cried. 
At last in my desolation I began to consider that I was dread­
fully 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 I rolled myself up in a 
corner of the counterpane, and cried myself to sleep. 

I was awakened 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?" 
I thought it was very strange that she should ask me, and 

answered, "Nothing." I turned over on my face, I recollect, 
to hide my trembling lip, which answered her with greater 
truth. 

"Davy," said my mother. "Davy, my child I" 
I 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 I" said my 
mother. "I have no doubt at all about it. How can you 
reconcile it to your conscience, I 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 I 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, ~oo, when my most inveterate enemy might relent, 
one would thmk, and not envy me a little peace of mind and 
happiness. Davy, you naughty boy l Peggotty, you savage 
creature I Oh, dear me I " 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 I " 

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

"\\hat's this? Clara, my lol'e, have you forgotten?­
Firmnc~s, my dear 1 ,, 

"I am very sorry, Edward," said my mother. "I meant to 
be very 0ood, but I am so uncomlortable." 

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

" I say it's very hard I should be made so now," returned 
my mother, pouting ; "and it is-very hard-isn't it 1" 

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

"Go you bdow, my love," said 1Ir. Murdstone, "David 
and I 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 smil~; "do you know 
your mi~tret-~s's name? 11 

"She has b,·en my mistress a long time, sir,'' answered 
Peg~mty. "I ought to it." 

''That's true," he answered. "But I thought I heard 
you, as I came up-stairs, address her by a name that is not 
hers. She has taken mine, you know. Will you remember 
that I" 

l'eggotty, with some uneasy glances at me, curtseyed herself 
out ot the room without replying; seeing, I suppose, that she 
wa> CXI><:Cted to go, and had no excuse for remaining. When 
we two were ldt alone, he shut the door, and sitting on a chair, 
and huldi11g me standing before him, looked steadily into my 
eyes. I felt my own attracted, no less steadily, to his. As I 
recall our being opposed thus, face to face, 1 seem again to 

1 hc·:u my heart beat fast and htgh. 
"lla1id," he said, making his lips thin, hy pressing them 

to~ether, "if I have an obstin~te horse or dc•g to deal with, 
wli;•t dn you think 1 do 1" 

u I don 1t know. 11 

"1 bvn.t him. 111 

1 had answered in a kind of breathless whisper, but I felt, in 
n•y Silence •hot my breath was shorter now. 

" I n, and smart. I say to myself, 'I'll 
conquer lit;" , .. nd if it were to cost him all the blood 
he had, I she. 0 , 1t. What is that upon your face? " 
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"Dirt," I said. . 
He knew it was the mark of tears as well as I. But tf he 

had asked the question t1venty times, each time with twenty 
blows, I believe my baby heart would have burst before I 
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 under­
stood me very well, I see. Wash that face, sir, and come down 
with me." 

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

" Clara, my dear," he said, when I 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, 1 hope. 
We shall soon improve our youthful humours." 

God help me, 1 might have been improved for my whole 
life, I might have been made another creature perhaps, for 
life, by a kind word at that season. A wor~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 stand­
ing in the room so scared and strange, and that, presently, 
when 1 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 tim~ 
for it was gone. 

We dined alone, we three together. He seemed to be very 
fond of my mother-! am afraid I liked him none the better 
for that-and she was very fond of him. I gathered from what 
they said, that an elder sister of his was cooling to stay with 
them, and that she was expected that evening. I am not 
certain whether I 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 I was 
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meditating an escape to Peggotty without having the hardi· 
hood 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. 1\ly 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 1f 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 ~!iss 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 \'ery heavy eyebrows, 
nearly meeting O\"er her ldrge nose, as if, being dbabled uy 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 bra>S 
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 
b'g 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 uf · 
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 ~!iss Murdstone, "I don't like 

buys. How d'ye do, boy?" 
V nder these encouraging circumstances, I replied that I was 

very well, and that I hoped she was the same; with such an 
iodiffcrent grace, that Miss :\lurdstone disposed of me in two 
words: 

"\Vants manner ! 11 

Having utter~d which with great distinctness, she begged 
the favour ot bemg 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 I pefped in once or twice when she 
was out) numerous little steel fetters and rivets with which 
Miss Murdstone embellished herself \lhen she' was dressed, 
generally hung upon the looking·glass in formidable array. 
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As well as I 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 I 
observed in Miss Murdstone was, her being constantly haunted 
by a suspicion that the servants had a man secreted some· 
where 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 I 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 I could not concur in 
this idea; for I 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-erow. When my mother carne 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, I am come here, you know, to relieve 
you of all \he 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 to 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 sh~ thought she might have been 
consulted. 

"Clara I" said Mr. Murdstone sternly. "Clara! I wonder 
at you." 

" Oh, it's very well to say you wonder, Edward I " cried my 
mother, "and it's very well for you to talk about firmness but 
you wouldn't like it yourself." ' 
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Firmness I may observe, was the grand quality on which 

both Mr. a~d Miss Murdstone took their stand. However l 
might have e'pressed my comprehension of it at that time, if I 
had been called upon, I 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 1 should state it now, was this. Mr. 
~lurdstone was firm; nobody in his world was to be so fum 
as ~lr. Murdstone; nobody else in his world was to be lirm · 
at all, for everybody was to be bent to his firmness. ~!iss 
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 beliel'ing 
there was no other firmness upon earth. 

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

"Jl)· own house?" repeated i.lr. ~I urdstone. "Clara ! " 
" Our own hnuse, I mean," faltered my mother, evidently 

frightened-" 1 hope you must know what I mean, Edward­
it's very hard that in your own house I may not have a word to 
say about domestic matters. I am sure I managed very well 
before we were married. There's evidence," said my mother 
sobbing; "ask Peggotty if I didn't do very well when I wasn't 
interfered with!" 

" Edward," said Miss Murdstone, "let there be an end of 
this. I go to-morrow." 

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

"I am suret my poor mother w~nt on at a grievous 
di~advantage, and with many tears, " I don't want anybody to 
go. I should be very miserable and unhappy if anybody was 
to go. I don't ask much. I am not unreasonable. I only 
want to be consulted sometimes. I am verv much oblioed to 
anybody who assists me, and I cnly want to be consulted as a 
mere f?rrn, S?rnet_imes. I thought you were pleased, once, with 
my bet.ng a httle 1nexpenenced and girlish, Edward-! am sure 
~~:e::.t,? so-but you seem to hat~ me for it now, you are so 

" Edward," said ~I iss Murdstonu, again, "let there be an end 
of this. I go to-morrow." 

"Jane 1\lurdstone," thundered ll!r. Murdstone. "Will you 
be silent ? How dare you ? " 
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Miss Murdstone made a jail-delivery of her pocket-handker· 

chief, and held it btfore her eyes. 
"Clara," he continued, looking at my mother, "you surprise 

me 1 You astound me 1 Yes, I had a satisfaction in the 
thought of marrying an inexperienced and artless person, and 
forming her character, and infusing into it some amount ot that 
firmness and decilion of which it stood in need. But when 
Jane M urdstone is kind enough to come to my as;istance in 
'this endeavour, and to assume, for my sake, a condition some­
thing hke 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. I am sure I am not ungrateful. No 
one ever said I was before. I have many faults, but not that. 
Oh, don't, my dear ! " 

"When Jane 1lurdstone meets, I 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 I I can't bear to hear it. 
Whatever I am, I am affectionate. I know I am affectionate. 
I wouldn't say it, if I wasn't certain that I am. Ask Peggotty. 
I 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 "ith me. 

' You lose breath." 
"Pray let us be friends," said my mother, "I couldn't live 

under coldness or unkindness. I am so sorry. I have a great 
many defects, I know, and it's very good of you, Edward, with 
your strength of mind, to endeavour to correct them for me. 
Jane, I don't object to anything. I 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, I hope, uncommon. It is not my 
fault that so unusual an occurrence has taken place to-night. I 
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" 

I could hardly find the door, through the tears that stood in 
my eyes. I was so sorry for my mother's distress ; but I groped 
my way out, and groped my way up to my room in the dark, 
without even ljaving the heart to say good-night to Peggotty, or 
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to get a candle from her. \\'hen her comitg up to look for me, 
an hour or so afterwards, awoke me, she s.,id that my mother 
had gone to bed poorly, and that ~!r. at d ~!iss Murdstone 
were sitting a.\une. 

Coin~ down next mornin~ mther earlier tlnn usual, I paused 
outside the parlour-do"'• on hearmg my mo her's voice. She 
was very earnestly and humbly entreating i!iss ~!urd,tone's 
pardon, which that lady granted, and a perfect reconciliation 
took place. 1 never knew my mother afterwards to gtve an 
opinion on any m:~tter, without ftrst nppcalmg to !>!iss ~!urd· 
stone, or without having first ascertained by snme sure means, 
what Miss ~lurdstone's opinion was; and I never saw ~!tss 
Murdstonc, 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 fri~ht. 

The gloomy taint that was in the ~!urdstone blood, dorkened 
the Murdstone religion, which was austere and wrathful. I 
have thought, since, that its assuming that character was a 
necessary consequence of Mr. ~~ urdstone's firmness, which 
wouldn't allow him to let anybody off from the utmo't weight 
of the severest penalties he could find any excuse for. Be this 
as it may, I well remember the tr~mendous visa~es with which 
we used to go to church, and the changed air of the place. 

11 Again the dreaded Sunday comes round, and I file into the 
old pew first, like a guarded captive brought to a condemned 
semcc. Again, Miss Murdstone, in a bl.lck 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 
l'eggotty now, as in the old time. A~ain, I listen to 1\!iss 
~I urdstone mumblmg the responses, and emphasising all the 
dread words with a cruel relish. Again, I see her dark eyes 
roll round the church whtn she says "miserable sinners," as if 
she were calhng all the congregation names. Again, I catch 
rare ghmps:s of my mother, IlLoving her lips tintidly between 
the two, with one of them muttering at each other like low 
thunder. Again, I wonder with a sudden fear whether it is 
likely that our go~d old clergyman can be wrong, and Mr. and 
1\!tss Murdstone rtght, and that all the angels in Heaven can be 
dc>:troymg angels. Again, if I move a finger or relax a muscle 
of my face, ~llss Murdstone pokes me with her prayer-book, 
and makes my side ache. 

Yes, and again, as we w~lk home, I note some neighbours 
lookmg at my mother and at me, and whisperiQg. Again, as 
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U1e three go on arm-in-arm, and I linger behind alone, I follow 
some of those looks, and wonder if my mother's step be really 
not so light as 1 have seen it, and if the gaiety of her beauty be 
really almost worried away. Again, I wonder whether any of 
the neighbours call to mind, as I do, how we used to walk 
home together, she and I ; and I 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 
I learnt lessons at horne. . 

Shall I ever forget those lessons! They were presided over 
nominally by my mother, but really by Mr. M urdstone and his 
sister, who were always present, and found them a favourable 
occasion for giving my mother lessons in that miscalled firm­
ness, which was the bane of both our lives. I believe I was 
kept at home for that purpose. ·I had been apt enough to 
learn, and willing enough, when my mother and I had lived 
alone together. I can faintly remember learning the alphabet 
at her krwe. To this day, when I look upon the fat black 
letters in the primer, the puzzling novelty of their shapes, and 
the easy good-nature of 0 and Q and S, seem to present them­
selves again before me as they used to do. But they recall no 
feeling of disgust or reluctance. On the contrary, I seem to 
have \Valked 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, I remember as the death-blow 
at my peace, and a grievous daily drudgtry and misery. They 
were very long, very numerous, very hard-perfectly unintel· 
ligible, some of them, to me-11nd I was generally as much 
bewildered by them ll'i I 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. :t.Iy mother is ready 
for me at her writing-desk, but not half so ready as Mr. Murd· 
stone in his easy-chair by the window (though he pretends to 
be reading a book), or as Miss Murdstone, sitting neu.r my 
mother stringing steel beads. The very sight of these two has 
such an infiuence over me, that I begin to feel the words I 
have been at infinite pains to get into my head, all sliding away, 
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and going I don't know where. I wonder where they do go, 
by-the-by? 

I hand the first book to my m>)ther. l'erhaps it is a grammar, 
perhaps a history or geography. I take a last drownmg look 
at the page as I give it into her hand, and start off aloud at a 
ncing pace while I have got tt fresh. I tnp over a word. :\!r. 
iturdstone looks up. I trip over another word. ~!iss ~lurd­
stone looks up. I redden, tumble over half-a-dozen wnrd;,_ and 
stop. I think my mother would show me the book tl she 
dared, but she does not dare, and she says softly: 

"Oh 1 l>avy, Dary!" 
"Now, Clara," says Mr. ~lurdstonc, "be firm with the boy. 

"Don't say, 'Oh, Davy, D.wy ! ' That's childish. He knows 
his lesson, or he does not know it." 

"He does not know it," ~!iss Murdstone interpo~es 
awfully. 

"I am really afraid h(' dn~s not," says my mother. 
"Then, you see, Clura," returns Miss :llurdstone, "you should 

just give him the book back, and make him know it." 
"Yes, certainly," savs my mother; "that is what I intend to 

do, my dear Jane. Now, Davy, try once more, and don't be 
stupid." 

1 obey the first clause of the injunction by trying once more, 
but am not so successful with the second, for I am very stupid. 
I tumble down before I get to the old place, at a point where 
I was all right before, and stop to think. But I can't think 
about the lesson, I think of the number of yards of net in 
Miss Murds\One's cap, or of the price of Mr. Murdstone's 
dressing·gown, or any such ridiculous problem that l have no 
business with, and don't want to have anything at all to do 
with. Mr. !llurdstone makes a movement of impatience which 
l have been expecting for a long time. Miss Murdstone does 
the S>me. 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 ptle 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 I feel that I am wallowing in such 
a bog of nonset~se, that I give up all idea of getting out, and 
ab~ndon 111\'>olt to my fate. The despairing way in which my 
mother and 1 look at each other, as I blunder on, is truly 
melancholy. But the greatest effect in these miserable lessons 
i~ when rny mot he!' !thinking nobody is observing her) tries to 
gtve me the cue by the motion of her lips. At that instant 
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Miss Murdstone, who has been lying in wait for nothing else 
all along, says in a deep warning voice: 

"Clara!" 
My another starts, colours, and smiles faintly. Mr. Murd· 

stone comt:S out of his chair, takes the book, throws it at me 
or boxes any 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 
I go into a cheesemonger's shop, and buy five thousand double­
Gloucester cheeses at fourpence·halfpenny each, present pay· 
ment "-at which I see Miss Murdstone secretly overjoyed. I 
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 any skin, l 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. I could have done very 
well if I had been without the Murdstones; but the inBuence 
of the Murdstones upon me was like the fascination of two 
snakes on a wretched young bird. Even when I did gel 
through the morning with tolerable credit, there was not much 
gained but dinner; for Miss Murdotone never could endure 
to see me untasked, and if I 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, I 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, dul~ and 
dogged. I was not made the less so by my sense of being 
daily more and more shut out and alienated from my mother, 
I believe I 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 up-stairs, 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 
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Pickle, Humphrey Clinker, Tom Jones, the Vicar of Wakefield, 
Don Quixote, Gil Bias, and Robinson Crusoe, came out, a 
glorious host, to keep me company. They kept alive my fancy, 
and my h~pe 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; 1 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 1 could ever have consoled myself 
under my small troubles (which were great troubles to me), by 
impersonating my favourite characters in them-as I did-and 
by putting Mr. and ~!iss l\!urdstone into all the bad ones­
which I did too. I have been Tom Jones (a child's Tom 
Jones, a harmless creature) for a week together. I have SUS· 

tained my own idea of Roderick Random for a month at a 
stretch, I verily believe. I had a greedy relish for a few 
volumes of Voyages and TraYels-1 forget what, now-that 
were on those shelves; and for days and days I can rcmembe1 
to have gone about my region of our house, armed with th( 
centre·ptece out of an old set of boot-trees-the perfect realisa· 
tion 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. I 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 I think 
of it, the picture always rises in my mind, of a summer evening, 
the boys at play in the churchyard, and I sitting on my bed, 
readtn& as tf for hfe. Every barn in the neighbourhood, every 
stone m the .church, and every foot of the churchprd, had 
some assoctatton of tts own, in my mind, connected with these 
books, and stood for some locality made famous in them. I 
have seen Tom Pipes .go climbing up the church·steeple; 1 
have watched Strap, wtth the knapsack on his back stopping 
to rest himself upon the wicket·gate; and I /mow tltat Com· 
modore. Trunnton held that dub with Mr.l'ickle, in the parlour 
of our httle village alehouse. 

The reader now understands, as well as 1 do what I was 
when I cam~ to th~t point of my youthful histo;y to which I 
am now commg agam. 

One morning when I ~ent into the parlour with my books. 
I found my mother lookmg anxious, Miss Murdstone lookin~ 
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firm and Mr. 1\!urdstone binding something round the bottom 
of ~ cane-a lithe and limber cane, which he left off binding 
when I came in and poised and s1vitched in the air. 

"I tell you.' Clara," said Mr. Murdstone, "I 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. 
I felt apprehensive that I was personally interested in this 

dialogue, and sought Mr. Murdstone's eye as it lighted on 
mine. 

"Now, David," he said-and I saw that cast again as he 
said it-" you must be far more careful to·day 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. I 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 I may so express it, to 
have put skates on, and to skim away from me with a smooth· 
ness there was no checking. 

We began badly, and went on worse. I had come in with 
an idea of distinguishing myself rather, conceiving that I was 
very well prepared; but it turned out to be quite a mistake. 
Book after book was added to the beap 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, I remember), my mother burst out crying. 

"Clara I" said Miss Murdstone, in her warning voice. 
"I am not quite well, my dear Jane, I think," said my 

mother. 
I. saw him wink, solemnly, at his sister, as he rose and said, 

takmg up the cane : 
"Why, ] ane, we can hardly expect Clara to bear, with 

perfect firmness, the worry and torment that David has 
occasioned her to·day. That would be stoicaL Clara is 
greatly strengthened and improved, but we can hardly expect 
so much from her. David, you and I will go up-stairs, boy.'' 
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As he took me out at the door, my mother ran towards us. 

Miss ~1urdstone said, "Clara I are you a perfect fool?" and 
interitred. I saw my mother stop her ears then, and I heard 
het· cryin~. 

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 twrsted my head 
under his arm. 

"l\[r. Murdstone! Sir!" I cried to him. "Don't! Pray 
don't beat me I I have tried to learn, sir, but I can't learn 
while you and 1\liss !l!urdstone are by. I can't indeed!" 

"Can't you, indeed, David?" he said. "We'll try that." 
He had my head as in a vice, but I twined round him some· 

how, and stopped him for a moment, entreating him not to 
beat me. It was only for a moment that I stopped him, for 
he cut me heavrly an instant afterwards, and in the same 
in,tant I caught the hand with which he held me in my mouth, 
between my teeth, and bit it through. It sets my teeth on 
edge to think of it. 

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

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

I 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 fri~htened me. My 
stripes were sore and stiff, and made me cry afresh, when I 
moved; but they were nothing to the guilt I felt. It lay 
heavier on Ill)' breast than if I had been a most atrocious 
criminal, I drrre say. 

It had begun lo grow dark, and I had shut the window (I 
had been lying, for the most part, with mv head upon the sill, 
by turns crying, dozing, and looking listt'cssly out), when the 
k·;y was turned, and Miss Murdstone came in with some 
bread and meat, and milk. These she put down upon the 
t~tble wrthout n word, glaring at me the while with exemplary 
firmneos, and then retired, locking the door after her. 

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

I never shall forget the wakmg next momtng ; the bemg 
cheerful and fresh for the first moment, and then the being 
weighed down by the stale and dismal oppression of remem· · 
brance. Miss Murdstone re-appeared before I was out of bed; 
told me, in so many words, that I was free to walk in the 
garden for half an hour and no longer; and retired, leaving 
the door opeo, that I might avail myself of that pennission. 

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

The length of those, five days 1 can convey no idea of to 
any one. They occupy the place of years in my remembrance. 
The way in which I 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,. 
espec•ally at mght, when I would wake thinking it was morn­
ing, and find that the family were not yet gone to bed and 
that all the length of night had yet to come-the depr~ssed 
dreams an~ mgh tmares l had -the return of day, noon, after­
noon, evemng, when th~ boys pl~yed in the churchyard, and I 
watched them from a dts!ance w•thm the room, being ashamed 
to.show myself at the 111ndow lest they should know 1 was a 
pnsoner--;-th~ strange sensation of never hearing n1yself speak­
the ileet•,ng m.tervals of .so'!lething like cheerfulness, which 
came Wtth eatmg and drmk~,Dg, and went away with it-tbe 
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setting in of rain one r·vcning, with a fresh smell, nnrl its 
coming down faster and I. ·.er between me and the church, 
until it and gathering night eemed 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 re>t,int, I was awakened by heanng 
my own name spoken in a whisper. I started up in bed, and 
putting out my arms in the dark, said: 

"Is that you1 Peg~otty? ~~ 
There was no immediate :umver, but presently I heard my 

name again, in a tone so very mysterious and awful, that I 
think I should have gone into a tit, if it had not occurw.l to 
me that it must have come throu~h the keyhole. 

I groped my wav to the duor, and putting my own lips to 
the keyhole. whisp~red: 

"Is th.1t yuu, Peggotty dear'" 
"Yes, my own precious IJavy," she replied. "Be as soft as 

a mou:;;e, or the Cat'll hear u~." 
I understood this to mean Miss Murdstone, and was sensible 

of the urgency of the case: her room being close by. 
"How's m<lma, dear l'eggotty? Is ;he very angry with 

me?" 
I could hear Pege;otty crying softly on her side of the key· 

hole, as I was doing on mine, before she answered. "No. 
Not very." 

11 \\"hat is going to bl! done with me, Pcg~()tty denr? Do 
you know?" 

•: School. Near London/' was Pcggotty's answer. I W3S 

obhged to get her to repeat it, for she spoke it the first time 
qnne down n1y 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, I didn't 

'heur them. 
"When, l't!ggotty?" 
"To.morrow.'1 

"Is that the reason why Miss 1\lurdstone took the clothes 
out of my drawers?" which she had dune, thou"h I have 
forgo~te~, to. mention it. 

0 

\ ts, sa1d Peg~otty. "Box." 
"Shan't I see mama?" 
"Yes,'' said Peggotty. '' ?\1orning.'' 
Then Peggotty fitted her mouth close to the keyhole, and 

dehvercd these .words through ·it with as much feeling and 
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earnestness as a keyhole has ever been the m.edium of com· 
municating, I ':'ill venture ~o a?sert : shoott~g 1n each broken 
little sentence m a convulstve little burst of tis own. 

"Davy dear. If I ain't been azackly as intimate with you. 
Lately, a; I used to be. It ain't because I don't love you. 
Just us well and more, my pretty poppet. It's because I 
thought it better for you. And for some one else bestdes. 
Davy, my darling, are you listening? Can you hear ? " 

"Ye-ye-ye-yes, Peggotty!" I sobbed. . 
"My own I" said Peggotty, with infinite compassion. 

"What I 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 I took of you. And I 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 1 ain't no scholax. And 
I'll-I'll-" Peggotty fell to kissing the keyhole, as she 
couldn't kiss me. · 

"Thank you, deax 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 I am not so bad .as they might 
suppose, and that I 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 key· 
hole with the greatest affection-! patted it with my hand, I 
reGollect, as if it had been her honest face-and paxted. From 
that night there grew up in my breast a feeling for Peggotty 
which I cannot very well define. She did not replace my 
mother; no one could do that; but she ca~e into a vacancy 
in my heart, which closed upon her, and I 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, I 
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 I was going to school; which was not altogether such news 
to me as she supposed. She also informed me that when 
I was dressed, I was to come down·stairs into the parlour, and 
have my breakfast. There I found my mother, very pale and 
with red eyes : into whose arms I ran, and begged her pardon 
from my suffering soul, 

"Oh, Davy!" she said. "That you could hurt any one I 
love I Try to be better, pray to be better I I forgive you; but 
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I am so grieved, Davy, that you should have such bad passions 
in y()ur heart." 

They had persuaded her that I was a wicked fellow, aud 
she was more sorry for that than for my going away. I felt 
it sorely. I tried to eat my parting breakfast, but my tears 
dropped upon my bread-and-butter, and trickled into my tea. 
I saw my mother look at me sometimes, and then glance at 
the watchful Miss )1 urdstone, and then look down, or look 
away. 

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

I 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 \i·as taken out to his cart, 
and lifted in. 

"Clara!" said Miss Munlstone, 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. 
1 "Certainly, my dear Jane," replied my mother, who was 

holding me. "I forgive you, my dear boy. God bbs 
you! 1

' 

"Cl"ra ! " Miss Murdstone re~ •ated. 
Miss Murdstone was good enott•, to take me out to the cart, 

and to say on the way that she hoped I would repent, before I 
came to a bad end ; and then l got into the cart, and the lazy 
horse walked off with it. 

CHAPTER V 

I AM SENT AWAY I•ROM HOME 

WB might_ have gone about half a mile, and my pocket· 
~~~~~~ercl11ef was quae wet through, when the carrier stopped 

Looking out to ascertain for what, I 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 ttll afterwards when I found it very tender. 
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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 ~orne 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. Alter another and a final squeeze wtth bo.th 
arms, she got down from the cart a.nd ran away; and my belief 
is, and has always been, without a solitary button on her gown. 
I 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. I shook my head, and said 1 thought not. " Then, 
come up," said the carri~r to the lazy horse ; who came up 
accordingly. 

Having by this time cried as much as I possibly c-ould, 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. I thanked him, and assented ; and particularly 
small it looked, under those circumstan~es. 

1 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 mast precious contentS were 
wo hal.f·croWl_ls folded together in a bit of paper, on which 
was wntten, 1D my lnother's hand, "For Davy. With my 
!ove." I was so overcome by this, that I asked the carrier to 
>e .,., good as to reo.eh me my pocket·handkerchief again ; 

,,;,. he thought I had better do without it, and I 
'·~7. had, so I wiped my eyes on my sleeve and 

·oo; though in consequence of my previous 
· still occasionruly seized with a stormy sob. 
•gged on for some little time, I asked the 
-~oing all the way? 
·~e?" inquired the carrier. 

•quired tlieca~;,­
'd. 
,;aid the carrier, jerking the rein to 

,: be deader than pork afore he got 
·I' 

.'to Yarmouth, then?" I llllked. 
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"That's :"~bout it," said the carrier. "And there I shall 

take you to the stage-cutch, and the stage-cutth that'll take 
you !~wherever it is." 

As this was a great deal for the carrier (whose name was 
Mr. Barkis) to say-he being, as I obsen·ed in a former 
chapter, of l\ phlegmatic temperament, and not at all con· 
versationai-I offered him a cake as a mark of attention, 
which he ate at one gulp, exactly like an elephant, :'lnd which 
made no more impression on his big face than it would ha,·e 
done on an elephant's. 

"Did sltt make 'em, now?" said Mr. Barkis, always leaniug 
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. flarkis. "Her." 
''Yes. She makes all our pastry and does all o• 

cooking." 
" Do she though?" said ~It. Bark is. 
He made up his mouth as if to whistle, but he didn' 

whistle. He sat looking at the horse's ears, as if he sa• 
something new there ;. and sat so for a considerable tirni 
lly-and-by, he said: 

"No sweethearts, I b'lieve?" 
"Sweetmeats did you say, Mr. Bark is?" For I thougl 

he want~d something else to eat, and had pointedly allude 
to thM description of refreshment. 

"Hearts," said Mr. Dnrkis. "Sweethearts; no person wall 
with her I" 

" With Peggotty?" 
"Ah I" 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 

"'histle, but sat looking at the horse's ears. 
"So she makes," said Mr. Barkis, after 

refiectlOn, "all the apple parsti<s, and do• 
do she?" 

I replied that such wa.. th• f•<L 
·"\Veil. I'll tell you what," said 

YQU might be writin' to her?" 
"I shall certainly write to her," I i'• ·.· 
"Ah ! " he said, slowly turning his e '· · · · 

If you was writin' to her, p'raps you' 
Bark is was willin'; would you I" 



David Copperfield 6I 

· "That Barkis was willing," I repeated innocently. " Is 
that all the message?" . . 

"Ye-es," he said, considering. "Ye--es. Barku IS 

willin'." . 
"But you will he at Blunderstone agam to-morro~, Mr . 

.Barkis " I said, faltering a little at the idea of my bemg far 
·~way from i~, then, "and could give your own message so 
.,1uch better. 
'.· As he repudiated this suggestion, however, with a jerk of 
~~is head, and once more confirmed his previous request by 
.a.ying, with profouQd gravity, "Bark is is willin'. That's the 
'nessage," I readily undertook its transmission. While I was 
.¥ailing for the coach in the hotel at Yarmouth that very 
. ftemoon, I procured a sheet of paper and an inkstand and 
'vrote a note to Peggotty, which ran thus: My dear Peggotty. 
l have come here safe, Barkis is willing. My love to mama. 
'Yours alfectionately. P.S. He says he particularly Y.-ants 
you to know-Barkis iJ willing." 

When I had taken this commission on myself prospectively, 
Mr. Barkis relapsed into perfect silence; and I, feeling quite 
worn out by all that had happened lat~y, lay down on a sack 
in the cart and fell asleep. I slept soundly until we got to 
Yarmouth: which was so entirely new and strange to me in 
the inn-yard to which we drove, that I at once abandoned a 
latent hope I had had of meetin~ with some of Mr. Peggotty's 
family there, perhaps even with little Em'ly hersel£ 

The coach was in the yard, shining very much all over, 
but without any horses to it as yet ; and tt looked in that 
state as if nothing was more likely than its ever going to 
London. I was thinking this, and wondering what would 
ultimately become of my box, which Mr. Barkis had put 
down on the yard-pavement by the pole (he having driven 
up the yard to turn his cart), and also what would ultimately 
become of me, when a lady looked out of a bow-window where 
some fowls and ioints of meat were hanging up, and said : 

"Is that the little gentleman from Blunderstone? • 
"Yes, ma'am," I sa.id. 
" What name?" inquired the lady. 
" Copperfield, ma'am," I said. 
~That won'.t do," returned the lady. " N obody's dinner is 

illld for here, m that narne." 
«Is it Murdstone, ma'am? • I said. 
"If yo.u're Master Murdstone," said the lady, "why do you 

o and g1ve another name, first r " 
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I explained to the lady how it was, who then rang a bell, • 

and called <Jut, "William ! show the coffee-room ! " upon 
which a waiter came running out of a kitchen on the opposite 
side of a yard to show it, and seemed a good deal surprised; 
when he was only to sl-~w it to me. 

It was a large long room with some large maps in it. I 
doubt if I could have felt much strange· if the maps had beer 
real foreign countries, and I cast away m the middle of then·· 
I felt it was taking a liberty to sit down, with my cap in m ,. 
hand, on the comer of the chair nearest the door; and wher 
the waiter laid a cloth on purpose for me, and put a set o 
casters on it, I think I must have turned red all over witt 
modesty. 

He brought me some chops, and vegetables, and took th 
covers off in such a bouncing manner that I was afraid I mus 
have given him some offence. But he greatly relieved my 
mind by putting a chair for me at the table, and saying very 
affably, "Now, six-foot ! come on I" 

I thanked him, and took my seat at the board; but found 
it extremely difficult to handle my knife and fork with any­
thing like dexterity, or to avoid splashing myself with the 
gravy, while he was standing opposite, staring so hard, and 
making me blush in the most dreadful manner every time 
I caught his eye. After watching me into the second chop, 
lte said: . 

"There's half a pint of ale for you. Will you have it now?" 
I thanked him and said "Yes." Upon which he poured it 

out of a jug into a large tumbler, and held it up against the 
light, and made it look beautiful. 

"My eye!" he said. "It seems a good deal, don't it?" 
"It does seem a good deal," I answered with a smile. F 

it was quite delightful to me to find him so pleasant. !', 
was a twinkling·eyed, pimple-faced man, with his hair standi\g 
upright all o~er his head ; and as he stood with one a\ 
a-ktmbo. holdmg up the glass to the hght with the other hary 
he looked quite friendly. 

"There was a gentleman here yesterday," he said-" a stf~ 
gentleman, by the name of Topsawyer-perhaps you kn 
hm1?" 

" 11 No,'' I said, "I don't think-->' ', 
"In breeches and gaiters, broad-brimmed hat, grey cit 

speckled choker,' sa1d the waiter. er 
"No," I said bashfully, "I haven't the pleasure--" ' a 
"He came in here," said the waiter, looking at the If' 
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uough the tumbler, "ordered a glass of this ale-uoou/i 
rder it-I told him not-drank it, and fell 1ead. It was 
lO old for him, It oughtn't to be drawn; that's the fact." 
I was very much shocked to hear of this melancholy accident, 

nd said I thought I had better have some water. 
"Why, you see," said the waiter, still looking at the light 

hrough the tumbler,. with one of his eyes shut up, "our 
·eople don't like thL.gs being ordered and left. It offends 
:m. But I'll drink it, if you like. I'm used to it, and use 
; everything. I don't think it'll hurt me, if I throw my head 
>ack, and take it off quick. Shall I ? " 

I replied that he would much oblige me by drinking it, if 
1e thought he could do it safely, but by no means· otherwise. 
'ihen he did throw his head back, and take it off quick, I had 
. horrible fear, I confess, of seeing him meet the fate of the 
amented Mr. Topsawyer, and fall lifdess on the carpet. But 
t didn't hurt him. On the contrary, 1 thought he seemed the 
resher for it. 

"What have we got here?" he said, putting a fork into my 
lish. "Not chops?" 

"Chops," I said. 
"Lord bless my soul ! " he exclaimed, "I didn't know they 

1·ere chops. Why a chop's the very thing to take off the bad 
:ffects of that beer I Ain't it lucky?" 

So he took a chop by the bone in one hand, and a potato in 
he other, and ate away with a very good appetite, to my 
~treme satisfaction. He afterwards took another chop, and 
mother potato; and after that another c"op and another 
lOtato. When he had done, he brought me a pudding, and 
oaving set it before me, seemed to ruminate, and to b"come 
.bsent in his mind for some moments. 

" How's the pie?" he said, rousing himself. 
· "It's a pudding," I made answer. 

"Pudding ! " he exclaimed. "Why, bless me, so it is! 
/hat!" looking at it nearer. "You don't mean to say it's a 
alter-pudding?'' 
"Yes, it is indeed." 
"Why, a batter-pudding," he said, taking up a table-spoon, 

is my favourite pudding! Ain't that lucky? Come on, little 
n, and let's see who'll get most." 
The waiter certainly got most. He entreated more than once 

, come in and win, but what with his table-spoon to mv tea­
>OO";• his dispatch to my dispatch, and his appetite to my 
>petlte, I was left far behind at the first mouthful, and had no 
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chance with him. I never saw any one enjoy a pud<lin 
much, I think ; and he laughed, when it was all gone, . 
his enjoyment of it lasted still. 

Finding him so very friendly and companionable, it was 
that I asked for the en and ink and paper, to write to Pe~g 
He not only broug\ it immediately, but was good enou~ 
look over while wrote the letter. When I had tim 
it, he;;:$ked me where I was going to school. 

I said, "Near London," which was all! knew. 
"Oh I my eye ! 11 be said, looking very low· spirited, " I 

sorry for that." 
" 1\'hy?" I asked him. 
"Oh, Lord! 11 he said, shaking his head, "that's the sc 

where they broke the boy's ribs-two ribs-a little bo 
was. I should say he was-let me see-how old are 
about?" 

I told him between eight and nine. 
"That's just his age," he said. "He was eight years 

six months old when they broke his first rib; eight years 
eight months old when they broke his s~cond, and dir 
him.'' 

I could not disguise from myself, or from the waiter, 
this was an unco'mfortable coincidence, and inquired hr 
was done. His answer was not cheering to my spirits, I 
consisted of two dismal words, "With whopping." 

The blowing of the coach-horn in the yard was a seasor 
diversion, which made me get up and hesitatingly inquit 
the mingled pridt! and diflidence of having a purse (wh 
took out my pocket), if there were anything to pay. 

"There's a sheet of letter·paper," he returned. "Did 
ever buy a sheet of letter-paper?" 

l could not remember that I el'er had. 
"It's dear," he said," on account of the duty. Threepi 

That's the way we're taxed in this country. There's noi 
else, except the waiter. Never mind the ink. 1 los! 
that.'' 

"\\'hat should you-what should !-how much ought 
-what 1vr,uld it be right to pay the waiter, if you pleas 
stammered, blushing. 

"If I hadn't a family, anrl that famill' hadn't the cow 
said the waiter, "I wouldn't take a :,ixpence. If I 
>upport a aged pairint, and a lo\'ely sistcr,"-here the 
was greatly ng1tatcd-" I wouldn't take a farthing. If I 
good place, anrl was treated wdl here, I should beg acce 

( 
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of a trifle, instead of taking of it. But I live on broken 
wittles-and 1 sleep on the coals "-here the waiter burst into 
tears. 

I was very much concerned for his misfortunes, and felt that 
any recognition short of ninepence would be mere brutality and 
hardness of heart. Therefore I gave him one of my three 
bright shillings, which he received with much humility and 
veneration, and spun up with his thumb, directly afterwards, to 
try the goodness of. 

It was a little disconcerting to me, to find, when I was being 
helped up behind the coach, that 1 was supposed to have eaten 
all the dinner without any assistance. I discovered this, frotn 
overhearing the lady in the bow-window say to the guard, "Take 
care of that child, George, or he'll burst ! " and from observing 
that the women-servants who were about the place came out to 
look and giggle at me as a young phenomenon. My unfortun­
ate friend the waiter, who had quite recovered his spirits, did 
not appear to be disturbed by this, but joined in the general 
admiration without being at all confused. If I had any doubt 
of him, I suppose this half awakened it ; but I am inclined to 
believe that with the simple confidence of a child, and the 
natural reliance of a child upon superior years (qualities I am 
very sorry r ... ,rhildren should prematurely change for worldly 
wisdom), r· .. :-.:' , ... :rious mistrust of him on the whole, e\"en 

\
then. "' 
. I felt it rather hard, I must own, to be made, without deserv· 
;ing it, the subject of jokes between the coachman and guard 
:as to the coach drawing heavy behind, on account of my 
sitting there, and as to the greater expediency of my travelling 
'1y waggon. The story of my supposed appetite getting wind 
.mong the outstde passengers, they were merry upon it like­
rise ; and asked me whether I was going to be paid for, at 
:hool, as two brothers or three, and whether I was contracted 
r, or went upon the regular terms ; with other pleasant 
estions. But the worst of it was, that I knew I should be 
1amed to eat anything, .when an opportunity offered, and 
.t, after a rather hght dmner, I should remain hungry all 
1t-for I had left my cakes behind, at the hotel, in my hurrv. 
apprehensions were realised. When we ~topped for supp~r 
uldn't muster courage to take any, though I should ha\·e 

~t very much? but sat by the fire and said I didn't want 
ung. Th1s d1d not sav~ me from more jokes, either; for 
ky-votced gentle11\an wtth a rough face, who had been 
out of a sandwich-box nearly all the way, except wheo 

D 
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he had been drinking out of a bottle, said I was like a boa cr 
strictor, who took enough at one meal to last him a long tim 
after which he actually brought a rash out upon himself w 
boiled beef. 

We had started from Yarmouth at three o'clock in the aft 
noon, and we were due in London about eight next mornir 
It was Midsummer weather, and the evening was very pleasa 
When we passed through a villa~e, I pictured to myself wr 
the insides of the houses were like, and what the inhabitat 
were about ; and when boys came running after us, and got 
behind and swung there for a little way, I wondered whet( 
their fathers were alive, and whether they were happy at hon 
I had plenty to think of, therefore, besides my mind runni 
continually o·n the kind of place I was going to-which was 
awful speculatio!l. Sometimes, I remember, I resigned rnys 
to thoughts of home and Peggotty; and to endeavouring, in 
confused blind way, to recall how I had felt, and what sort 
boy I used to be, before I bit Mr. Murdstone: which I could1 
satisfy myself about by any means, I seemed to have bitt, 
him in such a remote antiquity. 

The night was not so pleasant as the evening, for it g 
chilly; and being put between two gentlemen (the rough·fao 
one and another) to prevent my tumbling off t~ ,: -,ach, I w 

, nearly smothered by their falling asleep,'': ... '' :~~<.ely bloc 
mg n•e up. They squeezed me so hz somettmes, that 

j could not help crying out," Oh, if you please I "-which th 
didn't like at all, because it woke them. Opposite me was ; 
elderly lady in a great fur cloak, who looked in the dark mo 
like a haystack than a iady, she was wrapped up to such 
degree. This lady had a basket with her, anrl she hadr 
known what to do with it, for a long time, until she found ths 
on account of my legs being short, it could go underneath m 
It cramped and hurt me so, that it made me perfectly miserab), 
hut if I moved in the least, and made " glass that was in t• 
basket rattle against something else (as it was sure to do), s\ 
gave me the cruellest poke with her foot, and said, "Cmr. 
don't)'"" fidget. Your bones are young enough, /m sure!,~ 

At last the sun rose, and then my companions seemed i 
sleep easier. The difficulties under which they had !abc• ' 
all night, and which had found utterance in the most te 
ga;ps and snorts, are not to be conceived. As the sur 
higher, their sleep became lighter, and 'o they gradually o• 
one awoke. I recollect being very r.\Uch surprised b 
feint everybody made, then, of not havir,g been to sleep ' 
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and by the uncommon indignation with which every one 
repelled the charge. I labour under the same kind of aston· 
ishment to this day, having invariably observed that of all human 
weaknesses, the one to which our common nature is the least 
disposed to confess (I cannot imagine why) is the weakness of 
having gone to sleep in a coach. 

What an amazing place London was to me when I saw it in 
the distance, and how I believed all the adventures of all my 
favourite heroes to be constantly enacting and re-enacting there, 
and how I vaguely made it out in my own mind to be fuller 

'·of wonders and wickedness than all the cities of the earth, I 
need not stop here to relate. We approached it by degrees, and 
~ot, in due time, to the inn in the Whitechapel district, for 
.vhich we were bound. I forget whether it was the Blue Bull, 
)r the Blue Boar ; but I know it was the Blue Something, and 
hat its likeness was painted up on the back of tl e coach. 

The guard's eye lighted on me as he was getting down, and 
.te said at the booking-office door : 

" Is there anybody here for a yoongster booked in the name 
,f Murdstone, from Bloonderstone, Sooffolk, to be left till 
,ned for?" 
· Nobody answered. 

"Try Copperfield, if you please, sir," said I, looking help-
lessly down. >fl 

"Is there anybody .'<e for a yoongster, booked in the name 
of Murd,tone, from Bloonderstone, Sooffolk, but owning to 
the name of Copperfield, to be left till called for?" said the 
guard. " Come ! Is there anybody?" 

No. There was nobody. I looked anxiously around; but 
the inquiry made no impression on any of the bystanders, if I 
except a man in gaiters, with one eye, who suggested that they 
had better put a brass collar round my neck, and tie me up in 
the stable. . 

A ladder was brough~ and I got down after the lady, who 
wa.~ like a haystack: not daring to stir until her basket was 
removed. The coach was clear of passengers by that time, 
the luggage was very soon cleared out, the horses had been 
taken out before the luggage, and now the coach itself was 
wheeled and backed off by some hostlers, out of the way. 
St11l, nobody appeared to claim the dusty youngster from 
Blunderstone, Suffolk. 

More s?litary than Robinson Cruso~, who had noLody to 
look _at hrm, and see t_hat he was solttary, I went into the 
bookmg-office, and, by mvitation of the clerk on duty, passed · 
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behind the couuter, and sat down on the scale at which they 
weighed the luggage. Here, as I sat looking at the parcels, 
packages, and books, and inhaling the smell of stables (ever 
since associated with that morning), a procession of most 
tremendous considerations began to march through my mind. 
Supposing nobody should ever fetch me, how long would they 
consent to keep me there 1 Would they keep me long enougl. 
to spend seven shillings? Should I sleep at night in one o 
those wooden bins, with the other luggage, and wash myself at 
the pump in the yard in the morning ; or should I be turned 
out every night, and expected to come again to be left till 
called for, when the office opened next day? Supposing there 
was no mistake in the case, and Mr. Murdstone had devised 
this plan to get rid of me, what should I do 1 If they allowed 
me to remain there until n 'y seven shillings were spent, I 
couldn't hope to remain there when I began to starve. That 
would obviously be inconvenient and unpleasant· to the 
customers, besides entailing on the lllue Whatever-it-was the 
risk of funeral expenses. If I started off at once, and tried'' 
walk back home, how could I ever find my way, how coulc' •• · 
ever hope to walk so far, how could I make sure of any o :, 
but Peggotty, even if I got back ? If I found out the near 
proper authorities, and offered myself to go for a soldier, or 
sailor, I was such a little fellow that it was most likely they 
wouldn't take me in. These thoughts, and a hundred other 
such thoughts, turned me burning hot, and made me giddy 
with apprehension and dismay. I was in the height of my 
fever when a man entered and whispered to the clerk, who 
presently slanted me off the scale, and pushed me over to him, 
as if I were weighed, bought, delivered, and paid for. 

As I went out of the office, hand in hand with this new 
acquaintance, I stole a hok at him. He was a gaunt, sallow 
young man, with hollow ,, eks, and a chin almost as black as 
Mr. Murdstone's; but there the likeness ended, for his whiskers 
were shaved off, and his hair, instead of being glossy, was rusty 
and dry. He was dressed in a suit of black clothes which 
were rather rusty and dry too, and rather short in the sleeves 
and legs ; and he had a white neckerchief on, that was not 
over-clean. l did not, and do not, suppose that this necker· 
cbief was all the linen he wore, but it was all he showed or 
gave any hint of. 

"You're the new boy?" he said. 
u Yes, sir," I said. 
I supposed I was. I didn't know. 
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, " I'm one of the masters at Salem House," he said. 
1 made him a bow and felt very much overawed. I was so 

ru;hamed to allude to a commonplace thing like my box, to ll 
scholar and a master at Salem House, that we had gone some 
little distance from the yard before 1 had th~ ~ardi~ood to 
nention it. We turned back, on my humbly msmuatmg that 
•t might be useful to me hereafter; a~d he told the clerk that 
the carrier had instructions to call for 11 at noon. 

"If you please, sir," I said, when we had accomplished 
about the same distance as before, " is it far ? • 

''It's down by Blackheath," he said. 
"Is that far, sir?" I diffidently asked. 
"It's a good step," he said. "We shall go by the stage-

coach. It's about six miles." , 
I was so faint and tired, that the idea of holding out for sil&: 

miles more was too much fof me. I took heart to tell him 
that I had had nothing all night, and that if he would allow 

·me to buy something to eat, I should be very much obliged to 
c ·i.m. He appeared surprised at this-1 see him stop and look 
c. t me now-and after considering for a few moments, said he 

..unted to call on an old person who lil'ed not far off, and that 
he best way would be for me to buy some bread, or whatever 

'·I liked best that was wholesome, and make my breakfast at her 
house, where we could get some milk. 

Accordingly we looked in at a baker's window, and after I 
had made a series of proposals to buy C\'etything that was 
bilious in the shop, and be had rejected them one by one, we 
decided in favour of a nice little loaf of brown bread, which 

. cost me threepence. Then, at a grocer's shop, we bought an 
egg and a slice of streaky bacon ; which still left what I thought 
a good deal of chan~e, out of the secQild of the brisht shillings, 
and made me cons1der London · .dery cheap place. These 
provisions laid in, we went on through a great noise and upr()ar 
that eonfused my weary bead beyond description, and o1·er a 
bridge which, no doubt, was London Bridge (indeed I think 
he to!~ me so, but ~ was half asleep), until we came to the poor 
persons house, wh1ch was a part of some alms·houses as I 
knew by their look, and by an inscription on a stone ov~r tile 
gate, which said they were establiohed for twenty-five poor 
women. . 

The Master at Salem House lifted the latch of on~ of a 
number of little black doofS that were all alike and had each 
a little diamond·p~ned window on one side, and another little 
d>amood-paned 111ndow .above ; and we went into the little 
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bouse of one of these poor old women, who was blowing a fire 
to make a little saucepan boil. On seeing the Master enter,. 
the old wom~n stopptd with the bellows on her knee, and said 
something that I thought sounded like " My Charley ! " but on 
seeing me come in too, she got up, and rubbing her hands 
made a confused sort of half curtsey. 

"(Jn you cook this young gentleman's breakfast for him, if 
you please?" said the Master at Salem House. 
· " Can I ? " said the old woman. " Yes can I, sure I" 

"How's Mrs. Fibbitson to·day?" said the Master, looking 
at another old woman in a large chair by the fire, who was such 
a bundle of clothes that I f<:el grateful to this hour for not 

· ha\'ing sat upon her by mistake. 
"Ah, she's poorly," said the first old woman. "It's one 

of her bad days. If the fire 1vas to go out, through any 
accident, I verily believe she'd go out too, and ne\'er come to 
life a.gain.u 

As' they looked at her, I looked at her also. Althou~h it 
was a warm d~y. she seemed to think of nothing but the fire. 
I fancied she was jealous even of the saucepan on it; and I 
have reason to know that she took its impressment into the 
service of boiling my egg and broiling my bacon, in dudgeon ; 
for I saw her, with my own discomfited eyes, shake her fist at 
me once, when those culinary operations were going on, and 
no one else was looking. The sun streamed in at the little 
window, but she sat with her own back and the back of the 
large chair towards it, screening the fire as if she were sedulously 
keeping it warm, instead of it keeping her warm, and watching 
it in a most distrustful manner. The completivn of the pre­
parations for my breakfast, by relieving the fire, gave her such 
extreme joy that she laughed aloud-and a very unmelodious 
laugh she had, I must say. 

I sat down to my brown loaf, my egg, and my rasher of 
bocon, with a basin of milk besides, and made a most delicious 
meal. While I was yet in the full enjoyment of it, the old 
woman of the house said to the Master: 

" Have you got your flute with you?" 
u Yes;'' he returned. 
"Have a blow at it,".said the. old worilan, coaxingly. "Do!" 
The Master, upon th1s, put h1s hand underneath the skirts of 

his coat, and brought out his flute in three pieces, which be 
screwed together, and began 1mmed1ately to play. My im· 
press•on ts, alter many years of consideration that there never 
c.;n have been anybody in the world who pl~yed worse. He 
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made the most dismal sounds I have ever heard produced by 
any means, natural or artifidal .. I don't know what the tunes 
were-if there were such thmgs m the performance at all, whtch 
I doubt-but the influence of the strain upon me was, first, to 
make me think of all my sorrows until I could hardly keep my 
tears back; then to take away my appetite; and lastly, to mal:e 
me so sleepy that I couldn't keep my eyes open. They begm 
to close again, and I begin to nod, as the recollection rises 
fresh upon me. Once more the little room, with its open 
comer cupboard, and its square-backed chairs, and its angular 
little staircase leading to the room above, and its three peacock's 
feathers displayed over the mantelpiece-I remember wondering 
when I first went in, what that peacock would have thought if 
he bad known what his finery was doomed to come to-fades 
from before me, and I nod, and sleep. The flute becomes 
inaudible, the wheels of the coach are heard instead, and I am 
on my journey. The coach jolts, I wake with a start, and the 
flute has come back again, and the Master at Salem House is 
sitting with his lej:s crossed, playing it dolefully, while the old 
woman of the house looks on delighted. She fades in her 
turn, and he fades, and all fades, and there is no flute, no 
Master, no Salem House, no Da~id Copperfield, no anything 
but heavy sleep. 

I dreamed, I thought, that once while he was blowing into 
this dismal flute, the old woman of the house, who had gone 
nearer and nearer to him in her ecstatic admiration, leaned 
over the back of his chair and gave him an affectionate squeeze 
roun.d the neck, which stopped his playing for a moment. I 
was m t~e mtddle state between sleeping and waking, either 
then or 1mmedtately afterwards; for, as he resumed-it was a 
real fact that he had stopped playing-I saw and heard the 
same old woman ask Mrs. Fibbitson if it wasn't delicious 
(meaning the flute), to which Mrs. Fibbitson replied "Ay ay 1 
yes ! " and no~ded at the fire : to which, I am pers;taded: sbe 
gave the credtt of the whole performance. 

When I seemed to have been dozing a long while, the 
Master at Salem House unscrewed his flute into the three 
pieces, put them up as before, and took me away. We found 

• the coach very near at hand, and got upon the roof; but I was 
so dead sleepy, that when we st0pped on the road to t:tke 
up somebody else, they put me inside where there were no 
passenge~s, and where I slept profoundly, until I found the 
coach gam% at a footpace up a steep hill among green leaves. 
Presently, It stopped, and had come to its destination. 
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A short walk brought us-1 mean the Master and me-to 

Salem House, which was enclosed with 11 high brick wall, and 
looked very dull. Over a door in this wail was a board with 
SALEM HousE upon it; and through a grating in this door we 
were surveyed, when \Ve rang the bell, by a surly face, which I 
found, on the door being opened, belonged to a stout man with 
a bull-neck, a wooden leg, overhanging temples, and his hair 
cut close all round his head. 

"The new boy," said the Master. 
The man with the wooden leg eyed me all over-it didn't 

take long, for there was not much of me-and locked the gate 
behind us, and took out the key. We were going up to the 
house, among some dark heavy trees, when he called after my 
conductor. 

"Hallol" 
We looked back, and he was standing at the door of a little 

lodge, where he lived, with a pair of boots in his hand. 
"H•re! The cobbler's been," he said, "since you've been 

out, Mr. Mell, and he says he can't mend 'em any more. He 
says there ain't a bit of the original boot left, and he wonders 
you ex peel it." 

With these words he threw the boots towttrds Mr. Mell, who 
went back a few paces to pick them up, and looked at them 
(very disconsolately, I was afraid) as we went on together. I 
observed then, for the first time, that the boots he had on were 
a good deal the worse for wear, and that his stocking was just 
breaking out in one place, like a bud. 

Salem House \Vas a square brick building with wings, of a 
bare and unfurnished appearance. All about it was so very 
quiet, that I said to Mr. Mell I supposed the boys were out; 
but he seemed surprised at my not knowing that it was holiday­
time. That all the boys were at their several homes, That 
Mr. Creakle, the proprietor, was d01vn by the sea-side with 
Mrs. and Miss Creakle. And that I was sent in holidav·time 
as a punishment for my misdoing. All of which he explained 
to me as we went along. 

I g:11.ed upon the schoolroom into which he took me, as the 
most forlorn and desolate place I had el'er seen. I see it now. 
A long room, with three long rows of desks, and six of forms, 
and bristling all round with pegs for hats and slates. Scraps of 
old copy-books and exercises Iiller the dirty ftoor. Some silk· 
worrns' houses, made of the snme materials, are scattered over 
the desks. Two miserable little white mice, left behind by 
thdr owner, are running up and down in a fusty castle made 
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of pasteboard und wire, looking in all the corners with thei: red 
eyes for anything to eat. A bird, in a cage very little b1g~er 
than himself makes a mournful rattle now and then m hoppmg 
on his perch: two inches high, or dropping from it; but neither 
sings nor chirps. There is a strange unwholesome smell up~n 
the room, like mildewed corduroys, sweet apples wantmg rur, 
and rotten books. There could not well be more ink splashed 
about it, if it had been roofless from its first construction, and 
the skies had rained, snowed, hailed, and blown ink through 
the varying seasons of the year. 

Mr. Mel! having left me while he took his irreparable boots 
up-stairs, I went softly to the upper end of the room, observing 
all this as I crept along. Suddenly I came upon a pasteboard 
placard, beautifully written, which was lying on the desk, and 
bore these words: "J'ak~ C/ll"t: of him. H~ Diles." 

I got upon the desk immediately, apprehensive of at least a 
great dog underneath. But, though I looked all round with 
anxious eyes, I could see nothing of hin1. I was still engaged 
in peering about, when Mr. 1\fell came back, and asked me what 
1 did up there? 

"I beg your pardon, sir," says I, "if you please, I'm looking 
for the dog." 

"Dog 1" says he. "What dog 1" 
" Isn't it a dog, sir?" 
"Isn't what a dog 1" . 
"That's to be taken care of, sir; that bites? 
"~o, Copperfield,_" says. he, gravely, "that's not a dog. 

That s a boy. My mstructlons are, Copperfield, to put this 
placard on your back. I am sorry to make such a beginning 
with you, but I must do it." 

With that he took me down, and tied the placard, which was 
neatly constructed for the purpose, on my shoulders like a 
~napsack; •.nd ~vherever I went, afterwards, I had the consola­
tion of carrymg tt. 

What I suffered from that placard nobody can ima•'ine 
Wh~ther it was possible for people to see me or not, I al~·av~ 
fancted that somebody was reading it. It was no relief to tum 
round and find nobody; for where,•er my back was there I 
Jmagmed somebody always to be. That crud man' with tl e 
wo~~~~ leg a,crgravated my sufferings. He was in authorit~· 
~ 1 he ever saw me leaning against a tree, or a wal~ or tti~ 
"oHs~l e roared out from his lodge-door in a stupendous voice 

· a 0
' you Sir I You Copperfield ! Show that badge con' 

splcuous, or I'll report you I " The playground was a lm,.; 
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gravelled yard, open to all the back of the house and the 
offices; and I knew that the sorvants read it, and the butcher 
read it, and the baker read it ; that everybody, in a word, who 
came backwards and forwards to the house, of a morning when 
I was ordered to walk there, read that I was to be taken care of, 
for I bit. I recollect that I positively began to have a dread of 
myself, as a kind of wild boy who did bite. 

There was an old door in this playground, on which the boys 
had a custom of carving their names. It was completely 
covered with such inscriptions. In my diead of the end of the 
vacation and their coming back, I could not read a boy's name, 
without inquiring in what tone and with what emphasis Ju 
would read, "Take care of him. He bites." There was one 
boy-a certain J. Steerforth-who cut his name very deep and 
very often, who, I conceived, would read it in a rather strong 
voice, and aftenvards pull my hair. There was another boy, 
one Tommy Traddles, who I dreaded would make game of it, 
and pretend to be dreadfully frightened of me. There was a 
third, George Demple, who I fancied would sing it. I bave 
looked, a little shrinking creature, at that door, until the owners 
of all the names-there were five.and-forty of them in the 
school then, Mr. Mell said-seemed to send me to Coventry 
by general acclamation, and to cry out, each in his own way, 
"Take care oi ~im. He bites I" · 

It was tlie same witb the places at the desks and forms. It 
was the same with the groves of deserted bedsteads I peeped 
at, on my way to, and when I was in, my own bed. I reinem· 
ber dreaming night after night, of being with my mother as she 
used to be, or of going to a party at Mr. Peggotty's, or of 
travelling outside the stage-coach, or of dming again with my 
unfortunate friend the waiter, and in all these circumstances 
making people scream and stare, by the unhappy disclosure 
that I had nothing on but my little night·shirt, and that placard. 

In the monotony of my life, and in my constant apprehen· 
sion of the re-opening of the school, it was such an insupport· 
able affiiction! I had long t»ks every day to do witb Mr. 
!\I ell ; but I did them, there bei11g' no Mr. and Miss Murdstone 
here, and got through them without disgrace. Before, and after 
them, I walked about-supervised, as I have mentioned, by 
the man with the wooden leg. How vividly I call to mind the 
damp about the house, the green cracked flagstones in the 
court, an old leaky water· butt, and the discoloured trunks of 
some of the grim trees, which seemed to have dripped more in 
the ram than other trees, and to have blown less in the sun I 
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At one we dined, Mr. Mell and I, at the upper end of a long 
bare dining· room, full of deal tables, and smelhng of fat. 
Then, we bad more tasks until tea, which Mr. Mel! drank out 
of a blue tea-cup, and I out of a .tin pot. All day lo~g, and 
until seven or eight in the evenmg, l'1Ir. Mell,. at his c;>wn 
detached desk in the school-room, worked hard With pen, mk, 
ruler books and writin"·paper, making out the bills (as I found) 
for last half-year. When he had put up his thin;p; for the 
night, he took out his flute, and blew at it, until I almost 
thought he would gradually blow his whole being into the large 
hole at the top, and ooze away at the keys. 

I picture my small self in the dimly-lighted rooms, sitting 
with my head upon my hand, listening to the doleful perform· 
ance of Mr. Mell, and conning to-morrow's lessons. I picture 
myself with my books shut up, still listening to the doleful 
performance of Mr. Mell, and listening through it to what used 
to be at home, and to the blowing of the wind on Yarmouth 
flats, and feeling very sad and solitary. I picture myself going 
up to bed, among the unused rooms, and sitting on my bedside, 
crying for a comfortable word from Peggotty. I picture myself 
coming down-stairs in the morning, and looking through a long 
ghastly .gash of a staircase window at the school-bell hanging 
on the top of an outhouse with a weathercock above it ; and 
dreading the time when it shall ring J. Steerforth and the rest 
to work. Such time is only second, in my foreboding appre­
hensions, to the time when the man with the wooden leg shall 
unlock the rusty gate to give admission to the awful Mr. Creak I e. 
I cannot think I was a very dangerous character in any of these 
aspects, but in all of them I carried the same warning on my 
back. 

Mr. Mell never said much to me, but he was never harsh to 
me. I suppose we were companv to each other, without talk­
ing. I forgot to mention that he would talk to himself 
sometimes, and grin, and clench his fist, and rrrind his teeth, 
and pull his hair in an unaccountable manner~ But he had 
these peculiarities. At first they frightened me, though I soon 
got used to them. 
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CHAPTER VI 

I ENLARGE MY CIRCLE OF ACQUAINTANCE 

I HAD led this life about a month, when the man with the 1vooden 
leg began to stump about with a mop and a bucket of water, 
from which I inferred that preparations were making to receive 
Mr. Creakle and the boys. I was not mistaken ; for the mop 
came into the schoolroom before long, and turned out ~!r. Mel! 
and me, who Jived where we could, and got on how we could, 
for some days, during which we were always in the way of two 
or three young women, who had rarely shown themselves 
before, and were so continually in the midst of dust that I 
sneezed almost as much as if Salem House had been a great 
snuff-box. 

One day I was informed by Mr. Mell that Mr. Creakle would 
be home that evening. In the evening, after tea, I heard that 
he was come. Before bed-time, I was fetched by the man with 
the wooden leg to appear before him. 

Mr. Creakle's part of the house was a good deal more 
comfortable than ours, and he had a snug bit of garden that 
looked pleasant after the dusty playground, which was such a 
desert in miniature, that I thought no one but a camel, or a 
dromedary, could have felt at home in it. It seemed to me a 
bold thing even to take notice that the passage looked comfort· 
able, as I went on my way, trembling, to Mr. Creakle's presence: 
which so abashed me, when I was ushered into it, that I hardly 
saw Mrs. Creakle or ~!iss Creakle (who were both there, in the 
parlour), or anything but Mr. Creakle, a stout gentleman with 
a bunch of watch-chain and seals, in an arm-chair, with a 
tumbler and bottle beside him. 

"So!" said Mr. Creakle. "This is the young gentleman 
whose teeth are to be filed I Turn him round." 

The wooden-legged man turned me about so as to exhibit the 
placard; and having afforded time for a full survey of it, turned 
me about again, with my face to Mr. Creakle, and posted him­
self at Mr. Creakle"s side. 1\lr. Creakle's face was fiery, and 
his eyes were small, and deep in his head ; he had thick veins 
in his forehead, a little nose, and a large chin. He was bald 
on the top of his head; and had some thin wet-looking hair 
that was just turning grey, brushed across each temple, so that 
the two sides interlaced on his forehead. But the circumstance 
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ahout him which impressed me most, was, that he had no voice, 
but spoke in a w~isp~r. The exertion this cost him, or the con­
sciousness of talkmg m that feeble way, made hts angry face so 
much more angry, and his thick veins so much thicker, when 
he spoke, that I am not surprised, on looking back, at this 
peculiarity striking me as his chief one. 

"Now," said Mr. Creakle. "What's the report of this boy?" 
"There's nothing against him yet," returned the man \lith 

the wooden leg. "There has been no opportunity." 
I thought Mr. Creakle was disappointed. I thou~ht Mrs. 

and Miss Creakle (at whom I now glanced for the iirst time, 
and who were, both, thin and quiet) were not disappointed. 

" Come here, sir l" said Mr. Creakle, beckoning to me. 
" Come here l " said the man with the wooden leg, repeating 

the gesture. 
"1 have the ·happiness of knowing your father-in-la1v," 

whispered Mr. Creakle, taking me by the ear ; " and a worthy 
man he is, and a man of a strong character. He knows me, and 
I know him. Do you know me? Hey?" said Mr. Creakle, 
pinching my ear with ferocious playfulness. 

"Not yet, sir," I said, flinching with the pain. 
"Not yet ? Hey? " repeated i\1r. Creakle. "But you will 

soon. Hey ? '' 
"You will soon. Hey? " repeated the man with the wooden 

leg. I afterwards found that he generally acted, with his strona 
voice, as Mr. Creakle's interpreter to the boys. 

0 

I was very much frightened, and said I hoped so, if he 
pleased .. I fdt, all this while, as if my ear were blazing ; he 
pmched tt so hard. 

"I'll tell you what I am," whispered Mr. Creakle, lettincr it 
go at last, with a screw at parting that brought the water i~to 
my eyes. "I'm a Tartar." 

"A Tartar," said the man with the wooden krr. 
"When I say I'll do a thing, I do it," said \rr. Creakle · 

" and when I say I will have a thing done, I will have it done.'! 
" -Will have a thing done, I will have it done," repeated 

the man with the wooden leg. 
"I am a determined character," said Mr. Creakle. "That's 

what I am. I do my duty. That's what I do. My flesh and 
blood," he looked at ~Irs. Creakle as he said this "when it 
rises against me, is not my flesh and blood. I discard it 
Has that fellow," to the man with the wooden le~ " bee~ 
here again ? " ~· 

"No/' was the answer. 
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"No," said Mr. Creak I e. "He knows better. He knows 

me. Let him keep away. I say let him keep away," said Mr. 
Creakle, striking his hand upon the table, and looking at Mrs. 
Creakle, "for he knows me. Now you have begun to know 
me too, my young friend, and you may go. Take him away." 

I was very glad to be ordered away, for Mrs. and Miss 
Creakle were both wiping their eyes, and I felt as uncomfort­
able for them as I did for myself. But I had a petition on my 
mind which concerned me so nearly, that I couldn't help 
saying, though I wondered at my own courage: 

"If you please, sir-" 
Mr. Creakle whispered, "Hah I What's this?" and bent 

his eyes upon me, as if he would have burnt me up with them. 
"If you please, sir," I faltered, "if I might be allowed (I 

am very sorry indeed, sir, for what I did) to take this writing 
off, before the boys come back--" 

Whether Mr. Creakle was in earnest, or whether he only did 
it to frighten me, I don't know, but he made a burst out of his 

1 ,chair, before which I prec.ipitately retreated, without waiting 
for the escort of the man wtth the wooden leg, and never once 
stopped until I reached my own bedroom, where, finding I was 
not pursued, I went to bed, as it was time, and lay quaking, 
for a couple of hours. . 

Next morning Mr. Sharp came hack. Mr. Sharp was the 
first master, and superior to Mr. Mel!. Mr. Mell took his 
meals with the boys, but lllr. Sharp dined and supped at Mr. 
Creakle's table. He was a limp, delicate· looking gentleman, I 
thought, with a good deal of nose, and a way of carrying his 
head on one side, as if it were a little too heavy for him. His 
hair was very smooth and wavy; but I was informed by the 
very first boy who came back that it was a wig (a second-hand 
one l1e said), and that Mr. Sharp went out every Saturday 
afternoon to get it curled. 

It was no other than Tommy Traddles who gave me this 
piece of intelligence. He was the first boy who returned. He 
introduced himself by informing me that I should find his 
name on the right-hand corner of the gate, over the top-holt; 
upon ,;hat I said, "Traddles?" to which he replied, "The 
same, and then he asked me for a full account of myself 
and family. 

It was a happy circumstance for me that Traddles carne 
back first. He enjoyed my placard so much, that he saved 
me from the embarrassment of either disclosure or conceal­
ment, by presenting me to every other boy who came back, 
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great or small, immediately on his arriva.l, m this form of 
.introduction, "Look here! Here's a game!" Happily, too, 
the greater part of the boys came back low-spirited, and were 
not so boisterous at my expense as I had expected. Some of 
them certainly did dance about me like wild Indians, and the 
greater part could not resist the temptation of pretending that 
I was a dog, and patting and smoothing me, lest I should bite, 
and saying, "Lie down, sir I" and ca.lling me Towzer. This 
was naturally confusing, among so many strangers, and cost 
me some tears, but on the whole it was much better than l 
had anticipated. 

I was not considered as being formally received into the 
school, however, until J. Steerforth arrived. Before this boy, 
who was reputed to be a great scholar, and was very good­
looking, and at least half-a-dozen years my senior, I was carried 
as before a magistrate. . He inquired, under a shed in the play. 
ground, into the particulars of my punishment, and was pleased 
to express his opinion that it was "a jolly shame;" for which 
I became bound to him ever afterwards. 

"What money have you got, Copperfield?" he said, walking 
aside with me when he had disposed of my affair in these 
terms. · 

I told him seven shillings. 
"You had better give it to me to take care of," be said. 

"At least, you can if you like. You needn't if you don't 
like." 

I hastened to comply with his friendly suggestion, and 
opening Peggotty's purse, turned it upside d01vn into his hand. 

" Do you want to spend anything now ? " he asked me. 
"No, thank yon," I replied. 
"You can, if you like, you know," said Steerforth. "Say 

the word." 
"No, thank you, sir," I repeated. 
"Perhaps you'd like to spend a couple of shillings or so, in 

a bottle of currant wine by·and-by, up in the bedroom? •• said 
Steerforth. "You belong to my bedroom, I find?" 

It certainly bad not occurred to me before, but I said, Yes, 
I should hke that. 

" Very good,'' said Stcerforth. " You'll be glad to spend 
another shilling or so, in almond cakes, I dare say?" 

I said, Yes, I should like that, too. 
"And another shilling or so in biscuits, and another in fruit, 

eh?" .said Steerforth. "I say, young Copperfield, you're 
gomg 1t!" 



8o David Copperfield 
I smiled because he smiled, but I was a little troubled in my 

mind 1 too. 
"\\'ell!" said Steerforth. "We must make it stretch as far 

as we can; that's all. I'll do the best in my power for you. 
I can go out when I like, and I'll smuggle the prog in." With 
these words he put the money in his pocket, and kindly told 
me not to make myself uneasy; he would take care it should 
be all right. 

He was as good as his word, if that were all right which I 
had a secret misgiving was nearly all wrong-for I feared it 
was a waste of my mother's two half-crowns-though I had 
preserl'ed the piece of paper they were wrapped in: which was 
a precious saving. \\'hen we went up-stairs to bed, he pro.. 
duc<tl the whole seven shillings' worth, and laid it out on my 
bed in the moonlight, saying : 

"There you are, young Copperfield, and a royal spread 
you've got." 

I couldn't think of doing the honours of the feast, at my 
time of life, while he was by: my hand shook at the very 
thought of it. I begged him to do me the favour of presiding; 
and my request being seconded by the other boys who were in 
that room, he acceded to it, and sat upon my pillow, handing 
round the viands-with perfect fairness, 1 must say-and 
dispensing the currant wine in a little glass without a foot, 
which was his own property. As to me, I sat on his left hand, 
and the rest were grouped about us, on the nearest beds and 
on the floor. 

How well I recollect our sitting there, talking in whispers: 
or their talking, and my respectfully listening, I ought rather 
to say; the moonlight falling a little way into the room, through 
the window, painting a pale window on the floor, and the 
greater part of us in shadow, except when Steerforth dipped a 
match into a phosphorus-box, when he wanted to look for any­
thing on the board, and shed a blue glare over us that was 
gone directly! A certain mysterious feeling, consequent on 
the darkness, the secrecy of the revel, and the whisper in 
which everything was said, steals over me again, and I listen to 
all they tell me with a vague feeling of solemnity and awe, 
which makes me glad that they are all so near, and frightens 
me (thou~h I feign to laugh) when Traddles pretends to see a 
ghost in the corner. 

I heard all kinds of things about the school and all belong· 
ing to it. I heard that Mr. Creakle had not preferred his 
claim to being a Tartar without reason; that he was the 
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sternest and most severe of mastern ; that he laid about him, 
right and left, every day of ~is life, charging. in among the 
boys like a trooper, and slashmg away, unmerctfully. That he 
knew nothing himself, but the art of slashing, being more 
ignorant (J. Steerforth said) than the lowest boy in the school; 
that he had been, a good many years ago, a small hop-dealer 
in the Borough, and had taken to the schooling business after 
being bankrupt in hops, and making away with Mrs. Creakle's 
money. Withagooddeal more of that sort, which I wondered 
bow they knew. 

I heard that the man with the wooden leg, whose name was 
Tungay, was an obstinate barbarian who had formerly assisted 
in the hop business, b"t had come into the scholastic line with 
Mr. Creakle, in consequence, 3$ was supposed among the boys, 
of his having broken his leg in Mr. Creakle's service, and 
having done a deal of dishonest work for him, and knowing his 
secrets. I heard that with the sin~le exception of Mr. Creakle, 
Tmigay considered the whole establishment, masters and boys, 
as his natural enemies, and that the only delight of his life was 
to be sour and malicious. I heard that Mr. Creakle had a son, 
who had not been Tungay's friend, and who, assisting in the 
school, had once held some remonstrance with his father on an 
occasion when its discipline was very cruelly exercised, and 
was supposed, besides, to have protested against his father's 
usage of his mother. I heard that .Mr. Creakle had turned 
him out of doors, in consequence, and that Mr. and Mrs. 
Creakle had been in a sad way, ever since. 

But the greatest wonder that I heard of Mr. Creakle was, 
there being one boy in the school on whom he never ventured 
to lay a hand, and that boy being J. Steerforth. Steerforth 
himself confirmed this when it was stated, and said that he 
should like to begin to see him do it. On being asked by a 
mild boy (not me) how he would proceed if he did begin to 
see him do it, he dipped a match into his phosphorus·box on 
purpose to shed a glare over his reply, and said he would 
commence by knocking him down with a blow on the 
forehead from the seven-and·sixpenny ink-bottle that was 
always on the mantelpiece. We sat in the dark for some time, 
breathless. 

I heard that ~lr. Sharp and Mr. Me11 were both supposed to 
be wretchedly paid ; and that when there was hot and cold 
meat for dinner at Mr. Creakle's table, Mr. Sharp was always 
expected to say he preferred cold; which was again corroborated 
by J. Steerforth, the only parlour-boarder. I heard that Mr. 
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Sharp's w1g didn't fit him; and that he needn't be so "bounce­
able ''-somebody else said "bumptious "-about it, becau1e 
his own red hair was very plainly to be seen behind. • 

I heard that one boy, who was a coal-merchant's son, came 
as a set·off against the coal-bill, and was called, on that account, 
"Exchange or Barter "-a name selected from the arithmetic· 
book as expressing this arrangement. I heard that the table­
beer was a robbery of parents, and the pudding an imposition. 
I heard that Miss Creakle was regarded by the school in general 
as being in love with Steerforth ; and I am sure, as I sat in the 
dark, thinking of his nice voice, and his fine face, and his easy 
manner, and his curling hair, I thought it very likely. I heard 
that Mr. Mell was not a bad sort of fellow, but hadn't a sixpence 
to bless himself with; and thaj: there was no doubt that old 
Mrs. Mell, his mother, was as poor as Job. I thought of my 
breakfast then, and what had sounded like ":\!y Charley I" 
but I was, I am glad to remember, as mute as a mouse 
about it. 

The hearing of all this, and a good deal more, outlasted the 
banquet some time. The greater part of the guests had gone 
to bed as soon as the eating and drinking were over ; and we. 
who had remained whispering and listening half undressed, at 
last betook oursdves to bed, too. 

"Good night, young Copperfield," said Steerforth. "I'll 
take care of you." 

"You're very kind," I gratefully returned. "I am very 
much obliged to you." 

"You ha\'en't got a sister, have you?" said Steerforth, 
yawning. · 

"No," I answered. 
"That's a pity," said Steerforth. "If you had had one. I 

should think she would ha,·e been a pretty, timid, little, bright­
eyed sort of girl. I should have liked to know her. Good 
night, young Copperfield." 

"Good night, sir," I replied. 
I thought of him very much after I went to bed, and raised 

myself, I recollect, to look at him where he lay in the moon­
light, with his handsome face turned up, and his head reclining 
easily.on his arm. He was a person of great power in my eyes: 
that was, of course, the reason of my mind running on him. 
No veiled future dimly glanced upon him in the moonbeams. 
There was no shadowy picture of his footsteps, in the garden 
that I dreamed of walking in all night. 
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CHAPTER VII 

MY 11 FIRST HALF 11 AT SALE~! HOUSE 

ScHOOL began in earnest next day. A profound impression 
was made upon me, 1 remember, by the roar of votces tn the 
schoolroom suddenly becoming hushed as death when Mr. 
Creakle entered after breakfast, and stood in the doorway 
looking round upon us like a giant in a story-book surveying 
his captives. 

Tungay stood at Mr. Creakle's elbow. He had no occasion, 
I thought, to cry out "Silence ! " so ferociously, for the boys 
were all struck speechless and motionless. 

Mr. Creakle was seen to speak, and Tungay was heard, to 
this effect. 

"Now, boys, this is a new half. Take care what you're 
about, in this new half. Come fresh up to the lessons, I advise 
you, for I come fresh up to the punishment. I won't flinch. 
It will be of no use your rubbing yourselves; you won't rub 
the marks out that I shall give you. Now get to work, every 
boy!" 

When this dreadful exordium was over, and Tungay had 
stumped out again, Mr. Creakle came to where I sat, and told 
me that if I were famous for biting, he, was famous for biting, 
too. He then showed me the cane, and asked me what I 
thought of that, for a iooth? Was it a sharp tooth, hey? Was 
it a double tooth, hey? Had it a deep prong, hey? Did it 
bite, hey? Did it bite? At every question he gave me a 
fleshy cut with it that made me writhe ; so I was very soon 
made free of Salem House (as Steerforth said), and was very 
soon in tears also. . 

Not that I mean to say these were special marks of dis· 
tinction, which only I received. On the contrary, a large 
majority of the boys (especially the smaller ones) were visited 
with similar instances of notice, as Mr. Creakle made the round 
of the schoolroom. Half the establishment was writhing and 
crying, before the day's work began; and how much of it had 
writhed and cried before the day's work was over 1 am really 
afraid to recollect, lest I should seem to exaggerate. 

I should thmk there never can have been a man who enjoyed 
his profession more than Mr. Cteakle did. He had a delight 
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in htting at the boys, which was like the satisfaction of a 
craving appetite. I am confident that he couldn't reSISt a 
chubby boy, especially ; that there was a fascination in such a 
subject, which made him restless in his mind, until he had 
scored and marked him for the day. I was chubby myself, and 
ought to know. I am sure when I think of the fellow now, my 
blood rises against him with the disinterested indignation I 
should feel if 1 could have known all about him without having 
ever been in his power; but it rises hotly, because I know him 
to have been an incapable brute, who had no more risht to be 
possessed of the great trust he held, than to be Lord High 
Admiral, or Commander·in·Chief-in either of which capacities 
it is probable that he would have done infinitely less mischief. 

Miserable little propiti~tors of a remorseless Idol, how abject 
we were to him I \\'hat a laonch in life I think it now, on 
looking back, to be so mean and servile to a man of such parts 
and pre ten- ions I 

Here I sit at the desk again, watching his eye-humbly 
watching his eye, as he rules a ciphering book for another 
victim whose hands have just been flattened by that identical 
ruler, and who is trying to wipe the sting out with a pocket­
handkerchief. I have plenty to do. 1 don't watch his eye in 
idleness, but because I am morbidlr attracted to it, in a dread 
desire to know what he will do next, and whether it will be my 
turn to suffer, or somebody else's. A lane of small boys 
be)•ond me, with the same interest in his eye, watch it too. I 
think he knows it, though he pretends he don't. He makes 
dreadful mouths as he rules the cipherinp; book ; and now he 
throws his eye sideways down our lane, and we all droop over 
our books and tremble. A moment afterwards we are again 
eyeing him. 1\n unhappy culprit, found guilty of imperfect 
exercise, approaches at his command. The culprit falters 
excuses, and pro!esses a determination to do better to·morrow. 
Mr. Creakle cuts a joke before he beats him, and we laugh at 
it,-m1serable little dogs, we laugh, with our visages as white as 
ashes, and our hearts sinking into our boots. 

Here I sit at the desk again, on a drowsy summer afternoon. 
A buzz and hum go up around me, as if the boys were so mnny 
blue·bonlcs. A doggy sensation of the lukewarm fat of meat 
is upon me (we dined an hour or two ago), and my head is as 
heavy as so much lead. I would give the world to go to sleep. 
I sit with my eye on Mr. Creakle, olin king at him like a young 
owl; when sleep overpowers me for a minute, he still looms 
through my slumber, ruling those ciphering books, until he 
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softly comes behind me and wakes me to plainer perc~ption of 
him with a red ridge across my back. . . 

.. :Here 1 am in the play3found, with my eye sull ~asctnated by 
b · !hough I can't see him. The window at a bttle dtst:mce r:: which I know he is having hi~ d!nner, sta~ds ~or ht[ll, and 
I eye that instead. If be. s~ows b1s tac~ near It, mtne as_sumes 
an imploring and subm1ss1ve expression. If he looks out 
through the glass, the boldest boy (Steerforth excepted) st?ps 
in the middle of a shout or yell, and becomes c~:mtemplatn·e. 
One day, Traddles (th~ most un.fortunate boy m the worl~) 
breaks tbat window accidentally with a ball. I shudder at thts 
moment with the tremendous sensation of seeing it done. and 
feeling that the ball has bounded on to Mr. Creakle's sacred 
head. 

Poor Traddles! In a tight sky·blue suit that made his artns 
and legs like German sausages; or roly-poly puddings, he was 
the merriest and most miserable of all the boys. He was 
always being caned-I think he was caned e~ery day that half­
year, extept one holiday Monday when be was only rulef'd on 
both hands-and was always going to write to bis uncle about 
it, and never did. After laying his head on the desk for a little 
while, he would cheer up somehow, begin to laugh again, and 
draw skeletons all over his slate, before his eyes were dry. I 
used at first to wonder what comfort Traddles found in dr1-wing 
skeletons; and for some time looked upon him as a sort of 
hermit, ~Yho reminded himself by thole symbols of monality 
that canmg couldn't last for ever. But I belie1·e he on!)· did it 
because they were easy, and didn't want any features. 

He was very honourable, Traddles was, and held \t as a 
solemn duty in the boys to stand by one another. He suffered 
for this on sev~ml occasions ; and particularly once, when Steer· 
forth laugh~ m church, and t~e Beadle thought it was Traddles, 
and .took h1m out. I se~ hun now, going away in custod)·, 
de;p1sed by the congregation. He never said who was the real 
offender, though he smarted for it next day, and 11·as imprisoned 
so many hours that. he came forth witb a whole churclll'ardful 
of sk~letons swarmmg all ove~ his Latin Dictionary. hut he 
~a~ hts rewnrd. Steerforth sa•d there ll':ts nothing of the sn~ak 
m fraddles, and we all felt that to be the hi~he<st prai' .F 
my part, I could have gone through a good deal (thou~h I w: 
much less brave tha11 Traddles, and nothing like 50 old) 1 bav~ won such a rocompense. 1 ° 

~ o see Steerforth wo.lk to church before U$, ann·in-:mn with 
llllss Creakle, was one of the great sights of my life. 1 didn't 
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think Miss Creakle equal to little Em'ly in point of beauty, and 
I didn't love her (I didn't dare); but I thought her a young 
lady of extraordinary attractions, and in point of gentility not 
to be surpassed. When Steerforth, in white trousers, carried 
her parasol for her, I felt proud to know him ; and believed 
that she could not choose but adore him with all her heart 
.Mr. Sharp and Mr. Mell were both notable personages in my 
eyes ; but Steerforth was to them what the sun was to two 
stars. 

Steerforth continued his protection of me, and proved a very 
useful friend, since nobody dared to annoy one whom he 
honoured with his countenance. He couldn't-or at all events 
he·didn't-defend me from !l!r. Creakle, who was very severe 
with me ; but whenever I had been treated worse than usual, 
he always told me that I wanted a little of his pluck, and that 
he wouldn't have stood it himself; which I felt he intended for 
encouragement, and considered to be very kind of him. There 
was one advantage, and only one that I know of, in Mr. Creakle's 
severity. He found my placard in his way when he came up or 
down behind the form on which I sa~ and wanted to make a 
cut at me in passing; for· this reason it was soon taken off, and 
I saw it no more. 

An accidental circumstance cemented the intimacy between 
Steerforth and me, in a manner that inspired me with great 
pride and satisfaction, though it sometimes led to inconvenience. 
It happened on one occasion, when he was doing me the honour 
of talking to me in the playground, that I hazarded the observa­
tion that something or somebody-~ forgd what now-was like 
something or somebody in Peregrine Pickle. He said nothing 
at the time; but when I was going to bed at night, asked me if 
I had got that book? 

I told him no, and explained how it was that I had read it, 
and all those other books of which I have made mention; 

"And do you recollect them ? " Steerforth said. · 
Oh, yes, I replied; I had a good memory, and I believed I 

recollected them very well. 
" Then I tell you what, young Copperfield,'' said Steerforth, 

"you shall tell 'em to me. I can't get to sleep very early at 
.night, and I generally wake rather early in the moming. We'll 
go over 'em one after another. We'll make some regular 
Arabian Nights of it." 

! felt extremely flattered by this arrangement, and we 
commenced carrying it into execution that very evening. 
What ravages I committed on my· ·f;;>-vourite authors in the 
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course of my interpretation or them, I am not in a condition 
to say, and should be very unwilling to know; but I h~d a 
profound faith in them, and I had, to the best. of my behet; a 
simple earnest manner of na.rrating what I d1d II<Ul'ate; and 
these qualities went a long way. . 

The drawback was, that I was often sleepy at mght, ~r out 
of spirits and indisposed to resume the story, an~ the~ 1t '11'3$ 

rather hard work, and it must be done i for to disa_Ppotnt or to 
displease Steerforth was of course out of the quesuon. I? the 
111orning too, when I felt weary, and should have enJoyed 
another hour's repose very much, it was a tiresome thing to be 
roused, like the Sultana Scheher:uade, and forced into a long 
·~tory before the getting-up bell rang; but Steerforth was resolute; 
and as he explained to me, in return, my sums and exercises, 
and anything in my tasks that was too hard for me, I was no 
loser by the transaction. Let me do mys.:lf justice, howem. 
I was moved by no interested or selfish motive, nor was I 
moved by fear of hhn. I admired and loved bilb, and his 
1pproval was retum enough. It was so precious to me, that I 
ook back on these trifles, now, with an aching heart. 

Steerforth was considerate too, and showed his consideration, 
n one p:uticular instance, in an unflinching manner that was a 
ittle tantalising, I suspect, to poor Traddles and the resL 
'eggotty's promised letter-what a comfortable letter it was !­
rrived before "the hal(" was many weeks old, and with it ., 
ake in a perfect nest of, oranges, and two bottles of cowslip 
me. Th•s treasure, as tn duty bound, I laid at the feet of 

.• teerforth, and begg~d him to dispense. . 
, " No~, I'll teU you what, young Copperfield," said he : 
th~ Wl~e shall be kept to wet your whistle when you are 

tory·telhng. • 
I ~Jushtd, at the idea, a~d begged him, in my modesty, not 

o thtnlc of .1t. But he sa1d .he had observed I was sometimes 
oarse-a httle roopy was hts exact e~pression-and it should 
e, eve~y !l.rop. devoted to the purpose he h:td mentioned. 
:ccord•~gly, 11. was locked. up In his box, and drawn off b 
ll!lse!C tn a ph1a~ and adnnnistered to me through a piece :,. 
Ulll m. the cork, ~hen I wus supposed to be in want of 

1 "torattve .. Somel!mes, to make it a n•ore sovereign specific, 
l was so ~tnd as to s9ueeze orange juice into it, or to stir it 
> With gmgcr, or dissolve a peppermint drop in it: and 
though I .cannot assert that the flavour wns improv~ lir 
e•e expenments, or that it was exactly the compo nd 
)Uld ha,·e ~hosen ror a stomachic, the last tlting at night :d 
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the first thing in the morning, I drank it gratefully, an< 
very sensible of his attention. 

We seem, to me, to have been months over Peregrine 
months more over the other stories. The institution 
flagged for want of a story, 1 am certain, and the wine : 
out almost as well as the matter. Poor Traddles-1 
think of that boy but with a strange disposition to laugh 
with tears in my eyes--was a sort of chorus, in general 
affected to be convulsed with mirth at the comic parts, a1 
be overcome with fear when there was any passage of an a 
ing character in the narrative. This rather put me out, 
often. It was a great jest of his, I recollect, to pretend tr 

. couldn't keep his teeth from chattering, whenever mentio· 
made of an Alguazil in connexion with the adventures c 
Bias; and I remember that when Gil lllas met the capt' 
the robbers in Madrid, this unlucky joker counterfeited su 
ague of terror, that he was overheard by Mr. Creakle, 
was prowling about the passage, and handsomely flogge 
disorderly conduct in the bedroom. 

Whatever I had within me that was romantic and dre 
was encouraged by so much story-telling in the dark ; m 
that respect the pursuit may not have been very profitab 
me. But the being cherished as a kind of plaything i1 
room, and the consciousness that this accomplishment of 
was bruited about among the boys, and attracted a good 
of notice to me though I was the youngest there, stimubte 
to exertion. In a school carried on by sheer cruelty, wh 
it is presided over by a dunce or not, there is not likely t 
much learnt. I believe our boys were, generally, as ign, 
a set as any schoolboys in existence; they were too 1 
troubled and knocked about to learn ; they could no mor 
that to advantage, than any one can do anything to advar 
in a life of constant misfortune, torment, and worry. Bu1 
little vanity, and Steerforth's help, urged me on somehow; 
without saving me from much, if anything, in the way of pu 
ment, made me, for the time I was there, an exception tc 
general body, insomuch that I did steadily pick up some en 
of knowledge. 

In this I was much assisted by Mr. Mell, who had a Ii 
fm: me that I am grateful to remember. It always gave 
p~rn to observe that Steerforth treated him with systeD 
d<s~amgement, nnd seldom lost an occasion of woundin

1 
feehngs, or rnduc~ng others to do so. This troubled me 
more for a long t1me, because I had soon told Steerforth, ! 
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•hom I could no more keep such a secret than I could keep a 
:ake or any other tangible possession, about the two old wom"n 
~!r. Mell had taken me to see; and I was always afraid that 
)teerforth would let it out, and twit him with it. 

We little thought, any one of us, I dare say, when I ate my 
lreakfast that first morning, and went to sleep under the 
;hadow of the peacock's feathers to the sound of the flute, 
"hat consequences would come of the introduction into 
hose alms-houses of my insignificant person. But the visit 
1ad its unforeseen consequences ; and of a serious sort, too, 
n their way. 

One day when Mr. Creakle kept the h-- · ., from indisposition, 
•hich naturally diffused a lively joy thiv~~ .1 the school, there 
vas a good deal of noise in the course of the morning's work. 
rhe great relief and satisfaction experienced by the boys made 
hem difficult to manage; and though the dreaded Tungay 
lrought his wooden leg in twice or thrice, and took notes of 
he principal offenders' names, no great impression was made 
lY it, as they were pretty sure of getting into trouble to-morrow, 
lo what they would, and thought it wise, no doubt, to enjoy 
hemselves to-day. 
It was, properly, a half-holiday; being Saturday. But as tbc 

10ise in the playground would have disturbed Mr. Creakle, 
md the weather was not favourable for going out walking, we 
vere ordered into school in the afternoon, and set some lighter 
asks than usual, which were made for the occasion. It was 
he day of the week on which Mr. Sharp went out to get his 
•ig curled; so Mr. Mell, who always did the drudgcrv, whatever 
t was, kept school by himself. ' 
If I could associate the idea of a bull or a bear with any one 

:o mild as Mr. Mell, I should think of him, in connexion with 
hat afternoon when the uproar was at its height, as of one 
1f those animals, baited by a thousand dogs. I recall him 
lending his aching head, supported on his bony hand, over the 
lOOk on his desk; and wretchedly endeavouring to get on with 
1is tiresome work, amidst an uproar that might have made the 
)peaker of the House of Commons giddy. Boys started in 
,nd out of their places, playing at puss-in-the-corner with other 
Joys i there were !aughing boys, singing boys, talking boys, 
lancmg boys, ho~vhng boy~; boys shuffled with their feet, boys 
vh1ded ~bout h1m, gnnmng •. makmg face~, mimicking him 
1~hmd h1s b~ck and before h1s eyes; mimicking his poverty, 
us boots, h1s coat, hts mother, everythinN belon<ting to him 
hat they should have had consideration for. 0 
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"Silence I" cried Mr. Mell, suddenly rising up, and stri' 

his desk with the book. '' What does this mean ? 
impossible to hear it. lt's maddening. How can you c 
to me, boys?" 

It was my book that he struck his desk with; and as I s 
beside bim, following his eye as it glanced round the roo 
saw the boys all stop, some suddenly surprised, some 
afraid, and some sorry perhaps. 

Steerforth's place was at the bottom of the school, a· 
opposite end of the long room. He was lounging witl 
back against the w·\1, and his bands in his pockets, and lo 
at Mr. Mel! with ·:: -nouth shut up as if he were whis 
when Mr. lllell looked at him, 

"Silence, l\lr. Steerforth I" said Mr. Me !I . 
"Silence youroelf," said Steerforth, turnit.2 red. "\' 

are you talking to?" 
"Sit down," said Mr. Mel!. 
"Sit down yourself,'' said Steerfortb, "and mind 

business." 
There WlS a titter, and some applause; but Mr. !\fell • 

white, that silence immediately succeeded; and one bol 
had darted out behind him to imitate his mother again, d 
his mind, and pretended to want a pen mended. 

"If you think, Steerforth," said 1\lr. !\fell, "that I ' 
acquainted with the power you c:an establish over ail\ 
here "-he laid his hand, without considering what he • 
I supposed), upon my head-"or that 1 have not ol 
you, within a few minutes, urging your juniors on to ev• 
of outrage against me, you are miMaken." 

"I don't give myself the trouble of thinking at all abo• 
said Steerforth, coolly; "so I'm not n1istaken, as it hap 

" And when you make use of your position of fav1 
here, sir,'' pursued Mr. Mel!, with his lip trembling ver: 
"to insult a gentleman-" 

" A what ?-where is he?" said Steerforth. 
Here somebody cried out, "Shame, J. Steerforth 

b.~d I" lt was Traddles i whom Mr. Melltnstantly dis< 
by bidding him hold his tongue. 

-"To insult one who is not fortunate in life, sir, 
De\'er gave you the least offence, and the many reason 
insulting wbom you are old enough and wise en 
understand," said Mr. Mell, with his lip trembling o 
more, "you commit a mean and base action. Yot 
down or stand up as you please, sir. Copperfield, go 
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.. Jng Copperfield," said Steerforth, coming forward up 

the room, "stop a bit. I tell you what, Mr . .Mell, once for all. 
When you take the liberty of calling me mean or base, or 
anything of that sort, you are an impudent beggar. You are 

· always a beggar, you know; but when you do that, you are an 
. impudent beggar.'' 

I am not clear whether he was going to strike Mr . .Mell, or 
Mr. Mell was going to strike him, or there was any such 
intention on either side. I saw a rigidity come upon the whole 
school as if they had been turned into stone, and found Mr. 
Creakle in the midst of us, with Tungay r"-l:!is side, and :Mrs. 
and Miss Creakle looking in at the door as if they were 
frightened. Mr. Mell, with his elbows on his desk and his face 
in his hands, sat, for some moments, quite still. 

"Mr. Mell,'' said Mr. Creakle, shaking him by the arm; 
and his whisper was so audible n01v, that Tungay felt it 
unnecessary to repeat his words; "you h~v~ not forgotten 
yourself, I hope 1" 

"No, sir, no,'' returned the Master, showing his face, and 
shaking his head, and rubbing his hands in great agiution. 
"No, sir, no. I have remembored myself, I-no, Mr. Creakle, 

' I have not forgotten myself, I-I have remembered myself, sir. 
· I-1-could wish you had remembered me a little sooner, .Mr. 
Creakle. It-it-would have been more kind, sir, more jus~ 
sir. It would have saved me something, sir.'' 

Mr. Creakle, looking hard at Mr. llfell, put his hand on 
Tungay's shoulder, and got his feet upon the form close by, 
and sat upon the desk. After still looking hard at Mr. Mell 
from his throne, as he shook his head, and rubbed his hands, 
and remained in the same state of agitation, Mr. Creakle turned 
to Steerforth, and said: 

"Now, sir, as he don't condescend to tell me, what is this?" 
Steerforth evaded the que•tion for a little while; looking in 

·scorn and anger on his opponent, and remaining silent. I 
could not help thinking even in that interval, I remember, what 
a noble fellow he was in appearance, and how homely and plain 
Mr. Mell looked opposed to him. 

"What did he mean by talking al,out favourites, then?" said 
Steerforth, at length. 1 

"Favourites?" repeated 1\lr. Creakle, with the veins in his 
forehead swelling quickly. "Who talked about favourites?" 

" He did," said Steerforth. 
"And pray, what did you mean by that, sir 1" demanded 

Mr. Creakle, turning angrily on his assistant. 
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"I meant, Mr. Creakle," he returned in a low VOle,•, 

said; that no pupil had a right to avail himself of his pQ 
of favouritism to degrade me." 

"To degrade you 1" said Mr. Creakle. "My stars! 
give me leave to ask you, Mr. What's-your-name;" and 
Mr. Creakle folded his arms, cane and all, upon his chest 
made such a knot of his brOil'S that his little eyes were h 
visible below them; "whether, when you talk about favoc 
you showed proper respect to me? To me, sir," said 
Creakle, darting his head at him suddenly, and drawing it 
again, "the principal of this establishment, and your emplc 

"It was not judicious, sir, I am willing· to admit," sai, 
l\!e,ll. "I should not have done so, if I had been cool." 
~ere Steerforth struck in. 
" Then he said I was mean, and then he said I was base 

then I called him a beggar. If I had been cool, perh; 
shouldn't have called him a beggar. But 1 did, and 1 am 1 

to take the consequences of it." 
Without considering, perhaps, whether there were any o 

quences to be taken, I felt qdte in a glow at this gallant sp' 
It made an impression on the boys, too, for there was a lo1 
among them, though no one spoke a word. · -

" 1 am surprised, Steerforth-although your candour doe1 
honour," said Mr. Creakle, "does you honour, certainly­
surprised, Steerforth, I must say, that you should attach 
an epithet to any person employed and paid in Salem H1 
sir . ., 

Stee,.t~rth gave a short laugh. 
"That's not an answer, sir," said Mr. Creakle, "to 

remark. I expect more than that from you, titeerforth.' 
If Mr. Mell looked homely, ii 'my eyes, before the hand! 

boy, it would be quite impossible 'to say how homely Mr. Cr( 
looked. ''· 

"Let him deny it," ~&.d Steerforth 
"IJeny that he is a beggar, Steerforth?" cried Mr. Cre; 

"Why, where does he go a-begging?" 
"If he is not a beggar himself, his near relation's one," 

Steerforth. "It's all the same." 
He glanced at me, and Mr. l\Iell's hand gently patted 

upon the shoulder. 1 looked up with a flush upon my 
and remorse in my heart, but Mr. Mell's eyes were fixe( 
Steerforth. He continued to pat me kindly on the ~h0u 
but he looked at him. • 

"Since you expect me, Mr. Creakle, to justify my: ," 
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· "and to say what I mean,-what I have to say is, 

1tYO\.HlOther lives on charity in an alms-house." 
Mr. ~[dl still looked at him, and still patteJ me kinrlly on 
~shoulder, and said to himself in a whisper, if I heard right: 
les, I thought so." 
V •. Creakle turned to his assistant, with a severe fro\111 and 

Jl>ed politeness: 
:If- 1w you hear what this gentleman says, ~Ir. }!ell. HJve 
1at •dness, if you please, to set him right before th~ assembled 
.he ' 
~h :s right, sir, without correction," returned 1ir. Mel!, in 
,,. of a dead silence; "what he has said is true." 
it , • ~ good then as declare publicly, will you?' said Mr. 
~akle, pming his head on one side, and rolling his eyes rou·1d 
! school, "whether it ever came to my knowledge tntil tuis 
>ment?" 
"I believe not directly," he returned. 
"Why, you know not," said Mr. Creakle. "r 
m?n 
"I apprehend you never supposed my ,,. 
be very good," replied the assistant. 
sition is, and always has been herP · 
"I apprehend, if you come to 
, veins swelling again big~o· 
wrong position altopr·' 
tool. Mr . .Mel!, w~·· 
tter." 
1

•• There is no tir 
:;ent." 
·Sir, to you!" 
' I take my ler 
' Mel!, glan< 

:ly on the 
leave yo>' 

done 
1'im' 
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hands w:ch Steerforth, while we gave three cheers-! diu r 
quite know what for, but I supposed for Steerforth, a.nd so joir 
in them ardently, though I felt miserable. Mr. Creakle tl 
caned Tommy Traddles for being discovered in tears, instr 
of cheers, on account of Mr. Mell's departure; and went b 
to his sofa, or his bed, or wherever he had come from. : • 

We were ieft to ourselves now, and looked very bl'"l< 
recollect, on one another. For myself, I felt so muc 
reproach and contrition for my part in what had happenr;. t 
nothing would have enabled me to keep back my tears s 
fear that Steertorth, who often looked at me, I sav 
think it unfriendly-or, 1 should rather say, considf 
relative r.ges, and the feeling with which I regar.,,.u 
undutiful-if I showed the emotion which distressed me. 
was verv angry with Traddles, and said he was glad he 
caught it. 

. ., .. _ ,··~"r.Traddles, who had passed the stage of lying wi 
, . ,

1 
the desk, and was relieving himself as usua 

·'''~'~:. ::.eletons, said he didn't care. Mr. Mel 

' l.m, you girl ? " said Steerforth. 
·· : · · ·ned Traddtes. 

· ''"·~.Steerforth. 
;'.(l<t~ Ttaddles. "H• 

: ··~ disdainfully . 
.... , , ·,;/}'11 be bounc 

... As to hiss 
you suppo 
~t he get 

eerfortf 
•·'lOSt a 

ltrem 
·rtl 
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· 'I soon forgot him in the contemplation of Steerforth, who, in 
h~ easy, amateur way, and without any book (he seemed to me 

know everything by heart), took some of his classes until a 
~ew master was found. The new master came from a grammar­
'chool, and before he entered on his duties, dined in the parlour 
me day, to be introduced to Steerforth. Steerforth approved 
>f him highly, and told us he was a Brick. Without exactly 
mderstanding what learned distinction was meant by this, I 
espected him greatly for it, and had no doubt whatever of his 
:uperior knowledge: though he never took the pains with me­
tot that 1 was anybody-that Mr. Mel! had taken. 

There was only one other event in this half-year, out of the 
laily school-life, that made an impression upon me which still 
:urvives. It survives for many reasons. 

One afternoon, when we were all harassed into a state of dire 
:onfusion, and Mr. Creakle was laying about him dreadfully, 
[ungay came in, and called out in his usual strong way: 
'Visitors for Copperfield ! " 

A few words were interchanged between him and Mr. Creakle, 
.s, who the visitors were, and what room they were to be shown 
nto ; and then I, who had, according to custom, stood up on 
he announcement being made, and felt quite faint with astonish­
nent, was told to go by the back stairs and get a clean frill on, 

·are I repaired to the dining-room. These orders I obeyed, 
;uch a flutter and hurry of my young spirits as I had never 
mn before ; and when I got to the parlour-door, and the 
· ght came into my head that it might be my mother-I had 

th· .ught of Mr. or ~!iss Murdstone until then-I drew 
ck my hand from the lock, and stopped to have a sob before 

pVent in. 
t first I saw nobody; but feeling a prc;ssure against the 
·, I looked round it, and there, to my amazement, were Mr. 
orty and Ham, ducking at me with their hats, and squeezing 
.nother agamst the wall. I could n?t help lau~hing; but 
: much more In the pleasure of seemg them, than at the 
•ranee they made. We shook hands in a very cordial way· 
l laughed and laughed, until I pulled out my pocket: 
,,erchief and wiped my e)'es. 
;- Pegg?tty (who never shut his mouth once, I remember, 
· the VISit} showed great conc<rn when he saw me do this 
,g'~ed Ham to say something. ' 
· ,:er. up, Mas'r Davy bor·!" soirl Ham, in his simpering 
. II hy, how you have growed ~" 
·. I grown/" I said, drying my eyes. I was not crying 
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at anything particular that I know of; but somehow it . 
me cry, to see old friends. 

"Growe<.!, Mas'r Davy bor'? Ain't he growed I" said l 
"Ain't he growed I" said Mr. l'eggotty. 
They made me laugh again by laughing at each other 

then we all three laughed until I was in danger of crying a 
" Do you know how mama is, Mr. Peggotty?" I 

"And how my dear, dear old Peggotty is?" 
"Oncommon," said 1\!r. Peggotty. 
"And little Em'ly, and Mrs. Gummidge?" 
"On-common," said Mr. Peggotty. 
There was a silence. Mr. Peggotty, to relieve it, took 

prodigious lobsters, and an enormous crab, and a large co 
bag of shrimps, out of his pockets, and piled them up in H 
arms. 

"You see,'' said Mr. Peggotty, "knowing as you was p: 
to a little relish with your wittles when you was along wit! 
we took the liberty. The old Mawther biled 'em, she 
Mrs. Gummidge biled 'em. Yes," said Mr. Peggotty, sl( 
who I thought appeared to stick to the subject on accoUJ 
having no other subject ready, "Mrs. Gummidge, I do a' 
you, she bil~d 'em." 

I expressed my thanks. Mr. Peggotty, after looking at J: 
who stood smiling sheepishly over the shell-fish, without rna 
any attempt to help him, said: 

"W c come, you see, the wind and tide making in our fa1 
in one of our Yarmouth lugs to Gravesen'. My sister 
wrote to me the name of this here place, and wrote to me 
ever I chanced to come to Gravesen', I was to come over 
inquire for lllas'r Davy, and give her dooty, humbly wis 
him well, and reporting of the fam'ly as they was oncom 
toe-be-sure. Little Em'ly, you see, she'll write to my s 
when I go back as 1 see you, and as you was simi 
oncommon, and so we make it quite a merry-go·round~ 

I was obliged to consider a little before I understood 
Mr. l'eggotty meant by this figure, expressive of a com. 
circle of intelligence. I then thanked him heartily; and J 
with a consciousness of reddening, that I supposed little E 
was altered too, since we used to pick up shells and pe\ 
on the beach. ,; 

"She's getting to be a woman, that's wot she's getti1 ·. 
be," said Mr. Pcggotty. "Ask !tim." 

He meant Ham, who beamed with delight and assent 
•,be bag of shrimps. 
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"Her pretty facet" said :~<ir. Peggotty, with his own shining 

like a light. 
" Her learning ! " said Ham. 
"Her writing!" said Mr. Peggotty. "Why it's as black as 

jet! And so large it is, you might see it anywheres." 
It was perfectly delightful to behold with what enthusiasm 

Mr. Peggotty became inspired when he thought of his little 
favourite. He stands before me again, his bluff hairy face 

. arradiating with a joyful love and pride for which I can find no 
description. His honest eyes fire up, and sparkle, as if their 
depths were stirred by something bright. His broad chest 
heaves with pleasure. His strong loose hands clench them­
selves, in his earnestness; and be emphasises what he says 
with a right arm that shows, in my pigmy view, like a sledge-. 
hammer. 

Ham was quite as earnest as he. I dare say they would 
have said much more about her, if they had not been abashed 
by the unexpected coming in of Steerforth, who, seeing me in 
a corner speaking with two strangers, stopped in a song he was 
singing, and said : " I didn't know you were here, young 
Copperfidd!" (for it was not the usual visiting room) and 
crossed by us on his way out 

I am not sure whether it was in the pride of having such a 
beriend as Steerfortb, or in the desire to explain to him how I 
in ~me to have such a friend as Mr. Peggotty, that I called to 
kn~m as he was going away. But I said, modestly-Good 
thou:aven, how it all comes back to me this long time after· 
onlyrds!-
ba " Don't go, Steerforth, if you please. These are two 
1 Yarmouth boatmen-very kind, good people-who are rela-

rtns of my nurse, and have come from Gravesend to see me." 
doot" Aye, aye?" said Steerforth, returning. "I am glad to see 
J>egg~· How are you ~oth ~ " . 
''I.,; a here was an ease m h1s manner-a gay and hght manner 
. ·e,!!'s, but not swaggering-which I still believe to have borne 
~yt\i11d of enchantment with it. I still believe him, in virtue 

''<;Jncis carriage, his animal spirits, his delightful voice, his 
1\lkmg orne face and figure, and, for aught I know, of some 
:ey in i power of attraction besides (which I think a few people 

d'roperty ), to have carried a spell with him to which it was a 
:J.~rough weakness to yield, and which not many persons could 
. ·h~ugh }d. I could not but see how pleased they were with 
w:!thty ,,rid how they seemed to open their hearts to him in a 

)Ot. 
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" You must let them know ~t home, if you please, 11! 

Peg~otty," I said, "when that letter is sent, that Mr. Stet 
forth is very kind to me, and that I don't know what I shou 
ever do here without him." 

"Nonsense!" said Steerforth, laughing. "You mustD 
tell them anything of the kind." , 

"And if Mr. Steerforth ever comes into Norfolk or Suffoll 
Mr. Peggotty," I said, "while I am there, you may depen: 
upon it I shall bring him to Yarmouth, if he will let me, to se 
your house. You never saw such a good house, Steerforth 
It's made out of a boat!" 

"Made out of a boat, is it?" said Steerforth. "It's tht 
right sort of house for such a thorough-built boatman." 

"So 'tis, sir, so 'tis, sir/' said Ham, grinning. "You'rE 
right, young gen'l'm·n. Mas'r Davy, bor', gen'l'm'n's right. 
A thorough-built boatman I Hor, hor! That's what he is, 
too !'1 

Mr. Peggotty was no less pleased than his nephew, though 
his modesty forbade him to claim a personal compliment so 
vociferously. 

"Well, sir," he said, bowing and chuckling, and tucking in 
the ends of his neckerchief at his breast: "I thankee, sir, I 
thankee ! I do my endeavours in my line of life, sir." 

"The best of men can do no more, Mr. Peggotty," said 
Steerforth. He had got his name already. 

"I'll pound it it's wot you do yoursdf, sir," said Mr. 
Pcggotty, shaking his head, "and wot you do well-right 
well! I thankee, sir. I'm obleeged to you, sir, for your 
welcoming manner of me. I'm rough, sir, but I'm ready­
least ways, I hope I'm ready, you unnerstand. My house ain't 
much for to see, sir, but it's henrty at yotJT sen·ice if ever you 
should come along with 1!as'r Davy to see it. I'm a reg'lar 
Dodman, I am," said Mr. Pe~gotty, by which he meant snail, 
and this was in allusion to his being slow to go, for he had 
attempted to go after every sentence, and had somehow or 
other come back again; •• but I wish you both well, and I 
wish you happy!" 

Ham echoed this sentiment, and we parted with them in 
the heartiest manner. I was almost tempted that evening to 
tell Stcerforth about pretty httle Em'Jy, but I was too timid of 
mentioning her name, and too much afraid of his laughing at 
me. I remember that I thought a good deal, and in an uneasy 
sort of way, about :-r r. Peggotty having said that she wa> 
grtting on to be a woman; but I decided that was nonsense. 
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We transported the sheil-fish, or the "relish" as Mr. 

Peggotty had modestly called i~ up into our room unobserved, 
and made a great supper that evening. But Traddles couldn't 
get happily out of it. He was too unfortunate even to come 
through a supper like anybody else. He was taken ill in the 
night-quite prostrate he was-in consequence of Crab; and 
after being drugged with black draughts and blue pills, to an 
extent which Demple (whose father was a doctor) said was 
enough to undermine a horse's constitution, received a caning 
and six chapters of Greek Testament for refusing to confess. 

The rest of the half-year is a jumble in my recollection of 
the daily strife and struggle of our lives; of the waning summer 
and the changing season ; of ~he frosty mornings when we 
were rung out of bed, and the cold, cold smell of the dark 
nights when we were rung into bed; of the evening schoolroom 
dimly lighted and indift'erently warmed, and the morning 
schoolroom which was nothing but a great shivering-machine; 
of the alternation of boiled beef with roast beef, and boiled 
mutton with roast mutton; of clods of bread-and-butter, dog's­
eared lesson-books, cracked slates, tear-blotted copy-books, 
canings, rolerings, hair-<:uttings, rainy Sundays, suet-puddings, 
ll.lld a dirty atmosphere of ink surrounding all. 

I well remember though, how. the distant idea of the holidays, 
after seeming for an immense time to be a stationary speck, 
began to come towards us, and to grow and grow. How from 
counting months, we came to weeks, and then to days ; and 
how I then began to be afraid that I should not be sent for 
and when I learnt from Steerforth that I liad been sent for, 
and was certainly to go home, had dim forebodings that I 
might break my leg first. How the breaking-up day changed 
its place fast, at last, from the week after next to next week, 
this week, the day after to-morrow, to-morrow, to-day, to-night­
when I was inside the Yarmouth mail, and going home. 

I had many a broken sleep inside the Yarmouth mail, and 
many an incoherent dream of all these things. But when I 
awoke at inten·als, the ground outside the window was not the 
playground of Salem House, and the sound in my ears was not 
the sound of Mr. Creakle gi,·ing it to Traddles, but was the 
sound of the coachman touching up the horses. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

MY IIO!.II>AI'~. ESPECIALlY ONE IL\I'I'Y AFTFRNOON 

W m:N we arrived before day at the inn where the mail stoppet 
whirh was not the inn where my friend the waiter lived, I wa 
shown up to a nire little bedroom, with DoLPHIN painted o 

the door. Very cold I was, I know, notwithstanding the ho 
tea the)' had given me before a large fire down·stairs; and vcr 
g!.1d I was to tum into the Dolphin's bed, pull the Dolphin' 
blankets round mr head, and go to sleep. . 

Mr. Bark is the carrier was to call for me in the morning a 
nine o'clock. I got up at eight, a little giddy from the sl;ort 
ness of my night's rest, and was ready for him before tht 
appointed time. He received nw exactly'" if not five minute: 
had elapsed since we were last togdhcr, and I had only beer 
into the hotel to get change for sixpence, or something of tha 
sort. 

As soon as I and my box were in the cart, anJ the carri<:l 
was seated, the lazy horse walked away with us all at hi: 
accustomed pace. 

"You look very well, Mr. Bark is," I said, thinking he waul( 
like to know it. 

!l!r. Hark is rubbed his cheek with his cuff, and then looke< 
at his cuff as if he expected to find some of the bloom upon it 
bnt made no other acknowledgment of the compliment. 

" I gave your message, !vir. Harkis," I said: "1 wrote \( 
Pegg<)tty." 

"Ah!" 'aid Mr. Bark is. 
~I r. Barkis seemed gruff, and answered drily. 
'\\'asn't it right, Mr. !Jarkis?" I asked, after a littl< 

hesitation. 
"1\'hy, no," said Mr. !Jarkis. 
" Not the m<:ssage ? 11 

"The message was right enough, perhaps," said 1\!r. Bark is 
"but it come to an end there.'' 

Nat understanding what he meant, I repeated inquisitively 
"Came to an end, Mr. Bark is?" 

"Nothing come of it," he explained, looking at me sideways 
11 No answer." 

" There was an answer expected, was there, Mr. Barkis ? 
said I, opening my eyes. For this was a new light to me. 
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"When a man. says be's wil!in', said Mr. Barkis, turning his 
glance slowly on me &gllin, "it's as much as to say, that n1a.n's 
a waitin' for a answer." · 

"Well, Mr. B~rkis?" 
"Well," said Mr. Barkis, carrying his eyes back to his horse's 

ears ; "that man's been a waitin' for a answer ever since." 
" Ha,·e you told her so, Mr. Bark is? " 
• N-no," growled Mr. Barkis, reflecting about it. ''I ain't 

got no call to go and tell her so. I never said six words to her 
myself. I ain't a goin' to tell her so." 

"Would you like me to do it, llfr. Barkis?" said I, 
doubtfully. 

"You might tell her, if you would," said Mr. Barkis, with 
another slow look at me, " that Barkis was a waitin' for a 
answ~r. Says you-what name is it? " 

" Her name ? " 
"Ah I" said Mr. Barkis, with a nod of his head. 
"l'eggotty." . , 
"Chrisen name? Or nat'ml name?" sa1d Mr. Bark1s. 
" Oh, it's not her christian name. Her christian name is 

Clara." 
" Is it though 1 " said Mr. Barkis. 
He seemed to find an immense fund of reflection in this 

circumstance, and sat pondering and inwardly whistling for 
some time. 

"Well f" he resumed at length. "Says you, 'l'eggotty! 
Barkis is a waitin' for a answer.' Says she, perhaps, • Answer 
to what?' Says you, 'To what I told you.' • What is that?' 
says she. • Barkts is wil!in',' says you." 

This extremely artful suggestion Mr. Barkis accompanied 
with a nudge of his elbow that gave me quite a stitch in 
my side. After that, he slouched over his horse in his usual 
manner; DJid made no other reference to the subject except, 
h~lf an hour afterwards, taking a piece of chalk from his 
pocket, and writing up, inside the tilt of the cart, " Clara 
l'e~gotty "-apparently as a private memorandum. 

Ah, what a strange feeling it was to be going home when 
it was not home, and to lind that every object I looked at, 
reminded me of the bnppy old home, which was like a dream 
I could never dream again ! The days when my mother and I 
and Peggotty were all in all to one another, and there was no 
one to come betwe~n us, rose up before me so sorrowfully on 
the road, that I am not sure I was glad to be there-not sure 
but that I would rather have remained away, and forgotten it 
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in Steerforth's company. But there I was ; and soon I w 
at our house, where the bare old elm trees wrung their rna 
hands in the bleak wintry air, and shreds of the old rooks' ne: 
drifted away upon the wind. 

The carrier put my box down at the garden·gate, and J, 
me. I walk~d along the path towards 'the house, glancing 
the windows, and fearing at every step to see Mr. !II urdsto 
or Miss Murdstone lowering out of one of them. No fa 
~ppeared, however; and being come to the house, and knowi 
how to open the door, before dark, without knocking, I we 
in with a quiet, timid step 

God knows how infantine the memory may have been, tl 
was awakened within me by the sound of my mother's voice 
the old parlour, when I set foot in the hall. She was singi 
in a low tone, I think I must have lain in her arms, and hea 
her singing so to me when I was but a baby. The strain • 
new to me, and yet it was so old that it filled my heart brimf1 
like a friend come back from a long absence. 

I believed. from the solitary and thoughtful way in which I 

mother murmured her song, that she was alone. And I WE 

softly into the room. She was sitting by the fire, suckling 
infant, whose tiny hand she held against her neck. Her e~ 
were looking down upon its face, and she sat singing to it. 
~·as so far right, that she had no other companion. 

I spoke to her, and she started, and cried out. But seei 
me, she called me her dear Davy, her own boy! and comi 
half across the room to meet me, kneeled down upon t 
ground and kissed me, and laid my head down on her boS< 
near the little creature that was nestling there, and put its ha 
up to my lips. 

I wish I had died. I wish I had died then, with that feeli 
in my heart! I should have been more fit for Heaven th 
I ever have been since. 

"He is your brother," said my mother, fondling me. "Da· 
my pretty boy I My poor child!" Then she kissed me me 
and more, and. clasped me round the neck. This she ~ 
doing when Peggotty came running in, and bounced do· 
on the ground beside us, and went mad about us both 
a quarter of an hour. 

It seemed that I had not been expected so soon, t 
carrier being much before his usual time. It seemed, t 
that Mr. and Miss Murdstone had gone out upon a visit 
the neighbourhood, and would not retum before night. 
had never hoped for this. I had never thought it possil 
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th.rt we three could be together undisturbed, once more ; and 
I felt, for the time, as if the old days were come back. 

We dined together by the fireside. Peggotty was in attend· 
ance to wait upon us, but my mother wouldn't let her do it, 
and made her dine with us. I had my own old plate, with 
a brown view of a man·of-war in full sail upon it, which 
Ptggotty bad hoarded somewhere all the time I had been 
away, aod would not have had broken, she said, for a hundred 
pounds. I had my own old mug w1th David on it, and my own 
old little knife and fork that wouldn't cut, 

While we were at table, I thought it a favourable occasion 
to tell Peggotty about Mr. Barkis, who;before I had finished 
what I had to tell her, began to laugh, and throw her apron 
over her faee. 

"Peggotty," said my mother. "What's the matter?" 
Peggotty only laughed the more, and held her apron tight 

over her face when my mother tried to pull it away, and sat as 
if her head were in a bag. · 

" What are you doing, you stupid creature?" said my mother, 
laughing. 

"Oh, drat the man ! " cried Peggotty. "He wants to marry 
me." 

"It would be a very good match for you; wouldn't it?" 
said my mother. 

"Oh I I don't know," said Peggotty. '' Don't ask me. I 
wouldn't have him if he was made of gold. Nor I wouldn't 
bave anybody.'' 

"Then, why don't you tell him so, you ridiculous thing?" 
said my mother. 

"Tell him so," retorted Peggotty, looking out of her apron. 
•• He has oeve: said a word to me about it. He knows b~tter. 
If he was to make so bold as say a word to me, I should slap 
his face." 

Her own was as red as ever I saw it, or any other face, 
I think ; but she only covered it again, for a few moments 
at a time, when she was taken with a violent lit of laughter; 
and after two or three of those attaekN, went on with her dinner. 

I remarked that my mother, though she smiled when Peg~ntty 
looked at her, became more serious and thoughtful. (had 
seen at first that she was changed. Her face was \"ery pre~ty 
;til~ but it looked careworn, and too delicate; and her hand 
vas so thin and white that it seemed to me to be almost 
ransparent .. B~t the ~hange to which J '!ow refer was super· 
dded to thts: tt WllS 10 her manner, whtch became anxious 
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and fluttered. At last she said, putting out her hand, 'a 
laying it affectionately on the hand of her old servant: 

" Peggotty dear, you are not going to be married ? " 
" Me, ma'am ? " returned Peggotty, staring. " Lord bl< 

you, no!" 
" Not just yet?" said my mother, tenderly. 
"Never!" cried Peggotty. 
My mother took her hand, and said : 
''Don't leave me, Peggotty. Stay with me. It will not 

for long, perhaps. What should I ever do without you ! " 
"Me leave you, my precious!" cried Peggotty. "Not 

all the world and his wife. Why, what's put that in your si 
little head ? " For Peggotty had been used of old to talk 
my mother sometimes, like a child. 

But my mother made no answer, except to thank her, a 
Peggotty went running on in her own fashion. 

" ~le leave you? I think I see myself. Peggotty go a~ 
from you ? I should like to catch her at it! No, no, n• 
said Pe~gotty, shaking her head, and folding her arms; "r 
she, my dear. It isn't that there ain't some Cats that would 
well enough pleased if she did, but they sha'n't be pleas. 
They shall be aggravated. I'll stay with you till I am a en 
cranky old woman. And when I'm too deaf, and too Ian 
and too blind, and too mumbly for want of teeth, to be of a 
use at all, even to be found fault with, then I shall go to 1 

Davy, and ask him to take me in." 
"And, Peggotty," says I, "I shall be glad to see you, a 

I'll make you as welcome as a queen." 
"Bless your dear heart," cried Peggotty. "I know you wii: 

And she kissed me beforehand, in grateful acknowledgment 
my hospitality. After that, she covered her head up with l 
apron again, and had another laugh about Mr. Barkis. Af 
that, she took the baby out of its little cradle, and nursed 
After that, she cleared the dinner.table; after that, came 
with another cap on, and her work-box, and the yard-measu 
and the bit of wax-candle, all just the same as ever. 

We sat round the fire, and talked delightfully. I told th< 
what a hard master Mr. Creakle was, and they pitied me VI 

much. I told them what a fine fellow Steerforth was, and wl 
a patron of mine, and Peggotty said she would walk a score 
miles to see him. I took the little baby in my arms wher 
was awake, and nursed it lovingly. When it was aleep nga 
I crept close to my mother's side, according to my old custo 
broken now a long time, and sat with my arms embracing I 
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waist, and my little red cheek on her shoulder, and once more 
felt her beautiful hair drooping over me-like an angel's wing 
as I used to think, I recollect-and was very happy indeed. 

While I sat thus, looking at the fire, and seeing pictures in 
the red-hot coals, I almost believed that I had never been away; 
that Mr. and Miss .Murdstone were such pictures, and would 
vanish when the fire got low; and that there was nothing real 
in all that I remembered, save my mother, Peggotty, and I. 

Peggotty darned away at a stocking as long as she could see, 
and then sat with it drawn on her left hand like a glove, and 
her needle in her right, ready to take another stitch whene1·er 
there was a blaze. I cannot conceive whose stockings they 
can hlve been that Peggotty was always darning, or where such 
an unfailing supply of stockings in want of darning can have 
come from. From my earliest infancy she seems to have been 
always employed in that class of needlework, and never by any 
chance in any other. . 

"I wonder," said Peggotty, who was sometimes seized with a 
fit of wondering on some most unexpected topic, "what's 
become of Davy's great aunt?" 

" Lor, Peggotty ! " observed my mother, rousing herself from 
a reverie, "what nonsense you talk ! 11 

"Well, but I really do wonder, ma'am," said Pel(gotty. 
"What can have put such a person in your head?" inquired 

my mother. "Is there nobody else in the world to come 
there?" 

- "I don't know how it is," said Peggotty, "unless it's on 
account of being stupid, but my head never can pick and choose 
people. They come and they go, and they don't come and 
they don't go, just as they like. I wonder what's become of 
h~:r? 1j 

"How absurd you are, Pergotty I" returned my mother. 
"One would suppose you wanted a second visit from her." 

"Lord forbid ! " cried Peggotty. 
"Well, then, don't talk about such uncomfortable things, 

ther_e's a good soul," said my mother. "Miss Betsey is shut 
up m her cottage by the sea, no doubt, and will remain there. 
At all events, she is not likely ever to trouble us again.'' 

"No!" mused Peggotty. "No, that air.'t likely at aii­
I wo~dcr, if she was to die, whether she'd leave Davy 
anythmg?" 

"Good _gracious me, Peggotty," returned my mother, "what 
a nonsensical woman you are I when you know that she ~ook 
offence at the poor dear boy's ever being born at all." 
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"I suppose she wouldn't be inclined to forgive him no 

hinted Peggotty. 
" Why should she be inclined to forgive him now ? " said 

mother, rather sharply. 
"Now that he's got a brother, I mean," said Peggotty. 
My mother immediately began to cry, and wondered n 

Peggotty dared to say such a thing. 
"As if this poor little innocent in its cradle had ever de 

any harm to you or anybody else, you jealous thing I" said s 
"You had much better go and marry Mr. Barkis, the cam 
Why don't you ? " 

"I should make Miss Murdstone happy, if I was to," s 
Peggotty. 

"What a bad disposition you have, l'eggotty! "returned 
mother. "You are as jealous of Miss Murdstone as it 
possible for a ridiculous creature to be. You want to keep 1 

keys yourself, and give out all the things, I suppose? 
shouldn't be surprised if you did. When you knew that 1 

only does it out of kindness and the best intentions I Y 
know she does, Pcggotty-you know it well." 

Pcggotty muttered something to the effect of " Bother 1 

best intentions!" and something else to the effect that th· 
was a little too much of the best intentions going on. 

"I know what you mean, you cross thing," said my moth 
'' I understand you, Peggotty, perfectly. You know I do, a 
I wonder you don't colour up like fire. But one point a 
time. Miss Murdstone is the point now, l'eggotty, and ~ 
sha'n't escape from it.' Haven't you heard her say, over a 
o1·er again, that 'be thinks I am too thoughtless and too-• 
a~'' 

"Pretty," >u~~ested Peggotty. 
"Well," returned my mother, half laughing, "and if she is 

silly as to say so, ,can I ue blamed for it?" 
"No one says you can," said i'eggotty. 
"No, I should hope not, indeed ! " returned my moth 

" Haven't you heard her say, over and over again, that on t 
account she wishes to spare me a great deal of trouble, wh 
'he thinks 1 am not suited for, and which I really don't kn 
myself that I am suited for; and isn't she up early and k 
and going to and fro continually-and doesn't she do all " 
of things, and grope into all sorts of places, coal·holes and p 
tries and I dor.'t know where, that can't be very agreeabl~ 
and do you mean to insinuate that there is not a sort 
devotion in tLat? " 
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" I don't insinuate at all," said Peggotty. 
"You do, Peggotty," returned my mother. "You never. do 

anything else, except your work. You are always msmuatmg. 
You revel in it. And when you talk of 1\Ir. Murdstone's good 
intentions--" 

"I never talked of 'em," said Peggotty. 
"No, Peggotty," returned my ·mother, "but you insinuated. 

That's what I told you just now. That's the worst of you. You 
tui/1 insinuate. I said, at the moment, that I understood you, 
and you see I did. When you talk of 1\!r. Murdstone's good 
intentions, and pretend to slight them (for I don't believe you 
really do, in your heart, Peggotty), you must be as well convinced 
as I am how good they are, and how they actuate him in every­
thing. If he seems to have been at all stern with a certain 
person, Peggotty-you understand, and so I am sure does Davy, 
that I am not alluding to anybody present-it is solely because 
he is satisfied that it is for a certain person's benefit. He 
naturally loves a certain person, on my account; and acts solely 
for a certain person's good. He is better able to judge of it 
than I am.: for I very well know that I am a weak, light, 
girlish creature, and thot he is a firm, grave, serious man. And 
he takes," said my mother, with the tears which were engendered 
in her affectionate nature, stealing down her face, "he takes 
great pains with me ; and I ought to be very thankful to him, 
and very submissive to him even in my thoughts : and when 
I am not, Peggotty, I worry and condemn myself, and fed 
doubtful of my own hear~ and don't know what to do." 

Peggotty sat with her chin on the foot of the stocking, 
looking silently at the fire. 

"There, Peggotty," said my mother, changing her tone, 
"don't let us fall out with one another, for I couldn't bear it. 
You are my true friend, I know, if I have any in the world, 
When I call you a ridiculous creature, or a vexatious thing, or 
anything of that sort, l'eggotty, I only meah that you are my 
true friend, and always have been, crer since the night when 
Mr. Copperfield first brought me home here, and you came out 
to the gate to meet me." 

. Pegg~tty was not slow to respond, and ratify the treaty of 
fnendsh1p by g1vmg me one of her best hugs. I think I had 
S?me ghmpses of the real character of this conversation at the 
t1me; but I am su;e •. now, that the good creature originated it, 
and took. her par~ m 11, merely that my mother might comfort 
~erself wah the httl~ contradictory summary in which she had 
mdulged. The des1gn was efficacious ; for I remember that my 
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mother seemed more at ease during the rest of the even 
and that Peggotty observed her less. 

When we had had our tea, and the ashes were thrown 
and the candles snuffed, I read Peggotty a chapter out of 
Crocodile Book, in remembrance of old times-she took it 
of her pocket : I don't know whether she had kept it there t 
since-and then we talked about Salem House, which brou 
me round again to Steerforth, who was my great subject. 
were very happy ; and that evening, as the last of its race, l 

destined evermore to close that volume of my life, will ne 
pass out of my memory. . 

It was almost ten o'clock before we heard the sound 
wheels. We all got up then; and my mother said hurrie 
that, as it was so late, and Mr. and Miss Murdstone appro 
of early hours for young people, perhaps I had better go tot 
I kissed her, and went up-stairs, with my candle directly, bel 
they came in. It appeared to my childish fancy, as I ascen1 
to the bedroom where I had been imprisoned, that they brou 
a cold blast of air into the house which blew away the 
familiar feeling like a feather. 

I felt uncomfortable about going down to breakfast in 
morning, as I had never set eyes on Mr. M urdstone since 
day when I committed my memorable offence. However, 
it must be done, I went down, after two or three false st: 
half-way, and as many runs back on tiptoe to my own roc 
and presented myself in the parlour. 

He was standing before the fire with his back to it, wl 
· Miss Murdstone made the tea. He looked at me steadily a 
entered, but made no sign of recognition whatever. 

I went up to him, after a moment of confusion, and said: 
beg your pardon, sir. I am very sorry for what 

1 
I did, a 

I hope you will forgive me." 
, "I am glad to hear you are sorry, David," he replied. 

The hand he gave me was the hand I had bitten. I co1 
not restrain my eye from resting for a instant on a red spot u> 
it ; but it was not so red as I turned, when I met that sinis 
expression in his face. . 

"How do you do, ma'am?" I said to Miss Murdstone. 
"Ah, dear me I" sighed Miss Murdstone, giving me the t 

caddy scoop instead of her fingers. "Ho1v long an! I 

holidays?" 
H A month, ma'am.'' 
"Counting from when?" 
11 From to-day, ma'am.'' 
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"Oh I" said Miss Murdstone. "Then here's one day off." 
She kept a calendar of the holidays in this way, and every 

morning checked a day off in exactly the same manner. ~be 
did it gloomily until she came to ten, but when she got mto 
two figures she became more hopeful, and, as the time advanced, 
even jocular. 

It was on this very first day that I had the misfortune to 
throw her, though she was not subject to such weakness in 
general, into a state of violent consternation. I came into the 
room where she and my mother were sitting ; and the baby 
(who was only a few weeks old) being on my mother's lap, I 
took it very carefully in my arms. Suddenly Miss Murdstone 
gave such a scream that I all but dropped it. 

"My dear Jane!" cried my mother. 
"Good heavens, Clara, do you see?" exclaimed l\Iiss 

Murdstone. · 
" See what, my dear Jane?" said my mother ; " where?" 
"He's got it!" cried Miss Murdstone. The boy has got 

the baby I" 
She was limp with horror; but stiffened herself to make a dart 

at me, and take it out of my arms. Then she turned faint, and 
was so very ill that they were obliged to give her cherry·brandy. 
I was solemnly interdicted by her, on her recovery, from touch· 
ing my brother any more on any pretence whatever; and my 
poor mother, who, l could see, wished otherwise, meekly 
confirmed the interdict, by saying, "No doubt you are righ~ 
my dear Jane." 

On another occasion, when we three were together, this 
same dear baby-it was truly dear to me, for our mother's sake 
-was tbe innocent occasion of Miss Murdstone's going into a 
passion. My mother, who had been looking at its eyes as it 
lay upon her lap, said : 

''Davy! come here!" and looked at mine. 
I saw Miss Murdstone lay her beads down. 
"I declare," said my mother, gently, "they are exactly alike. 

I suppose they are mine. I think they are the colour of mine. 
But they are wonderfully alike." 

"What are you talking about, Clara?" said 1\liss 1\lurdstone. 
"My dear Jane," faltered my mother, a little abashed by the 

harsh tone of this inquiry, " I find that the baby's eyes and 
Davy's are exactly alike." 

·~Clara!" said ~1iss 1\furdstone, rising angrily, "you are a 
pos1t1ve fool sometimes." 

"My dear Jane," remonstrated my mother. 
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"A positi1•e fool," said Miss Murdstone. "Who else cc 

compare my brother's baby with your boy? They are no 
all alike. They are exactly unlike. They are utterly dissin 
in all respects. I hope they will ever remain so. I will 
sit here, and hear such comparisons made." With that 
stalked out, and made the door bang after her. 

In short, I was not a favourite with Miss ~urdstone. In st 
I was not a favourite there with anybody, not even • 
myself; for those who did like me could not show it, 
those who did not showed it so plainly that I had a sensi 
consciousness of always appearing constr•ined, boorish, and c 

I felt that I made them as uncomfortable as they made 
If I came into the room where they were, and they were tall 
together and my mother seemed cheerful, an anxious cl 
would steal over her face from the moment of my entrance 
Mr. Murdstone were in his best humour, I checked him 
Miss Murdstone were in her worst, I intensified it. I had 
ception enough to know that my mother was the victim alw 
that she was afraid to speak to me, or be kind to me, lest 
should give them some offence by her manner of doing so, 
receive a lecture aft<rwards ; that she was not only ceaselc 
afraid of her own offending, but of my offending, and une: 
watched their looks if I only moved: Therefore I resolve 
keep myself as much out of their way as I could; and n 
a wintry hour did I hear the church clock strike, when I 
sitting in my cheerless bedroom, wrapped in my little great·• 
poring over a book. 

In the evening, sometimes, I went and sat with Peggot 
the kitchen. There I was comfortable, and not afraid oft 
myself. But neither of these resources was approved of ir 
parlour. The tormenting humour which was dominant I 
stopped them both. I was still held to be necessary tc 
poor mother's training, and, as one of her trials, could nc 
suffered to absent myself. 

" !>avid," said Mr. Murdstone, one day after dinner wt 
was going to leave the room as usual; "I am sorry to ob: 
that you are of a sullen disposition." 

"As sulky as a bear I" said Miss Murdstone. 
I stood still, and hung my he,ld. • 
"Now, David," said Mr. Murdstone, "a sullen obd 

disposition is, of all tempers, the worst." 
"And the boy's is, of all such dispositions that evet I 

seen," remarked his sister, "the most confirmed and stub' 
I think, my dear Clara, even you musl observe it?" 
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"I beg your pardon, my dear Jan e.'' said my mother, "but 
are you quite sure-! am certain you'll excuse me, my dear 
Jane-that you understand Davy?" 

"I should be somewhat ashamed of myself, Cbra," returned 
Miss Murdstone, "if I could not understand the boy, or any 
boy. I don't profess to be profound; but I do lay claim to 
common sense." 

"No doubt, my dear Jane," returned my mother, "yout 
understanding is very vigorous." 

"Oh dear, no ! Pray don't say that, Clara," interposed Miss 
Murdstone, angrily. 

"But I am sure it is," resumed my mother; "and everybody 
knows it is. I profit so much by it myself, in many ways-at 
least I ought to-that no one can be more convinced of it than 
myself; and therefore I speak with great diffidence, my dear 
Jane, I assure you." 

"We'll say I don't understand the boy, Clara," returned Miss 
Murdstone, arranging the little fetters on her wrists. "\\'e'll 
agree, if you please, that I don't understand him at all. He is 
much too deep for me. But perhaps my brother's penetration 
may en.able him to have some insight into his character. And 
I believe my brother was speaking on the subject when we­
not very decently-interrupted him." 
_"I think, Clara," said !IIr. Murdstone, in a low grave voice, 

"that there may be better and more dispassionate judges of 
such a question than you." · 

"Edward," replied my mother, timidly, "you are a far better 
judge of all questions than I pretend to be. Both you and 
Jane are. I only said~" 

"You only said something weak and inconsiderate," he 
replied. "Try not to do it again, my dear Clar3, and keep a 
watch upon yourself." 

My mother's lips moved, as if she answered "Yes, my dear 
Edward," but she said nothing aloud. 

"I was sorry, David, I remarked," said Mr. Murdstone 
turning his head and his eyes stiffly towards me, "to observ~ 
that you are of a sullen disposition. This is not a character 
that I can suffer to develope itself beneath my eyes without an 
effort at Imp~ovement. You must endeavour, sir, to change it 
We must endeavour to change it for you." 

" I beg your pardon, sir,'' I faltered. "I have never meant 
to be sullen since I came back.'' 

"Don't take ref.ugc in a li~, sir!" he returned so fiercely, that 
I saw my mother mvoluntanly put out her trembling hand as if 
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to interpose between us. "You have withdrawn yourse 
your sullenness to your own room. You have kept your 
room when you ought to have been here. You know 1 

once for all, that I require you to be here, and not tl 
Further, that I require you to bring obedience here. 
know me, David. I will have it done." 

Miss Murdstone gave a hoarse chuckle. 
"I will have a respectful, prompt, and ready bearing tow 

myself," he continued, "and towards Jane Murdstone, 
towards your mother. I will not have this room shunned 
it were infected, at the pleasure of a child. Sit down." 

He ordered me like a dog, and I obeyed like a dog. 
"One thing more," he said. "I observe that you hav 

attachment to low and common company. You are nc 
associate with servants. The kitchen will not improve yo 
the many respects in which you need improvement. Of 
woman who abets you, I say nothing--since you, Cl: 
addressing my mother in a lower voice, " from old associat 
and long-established fancies, have a weakness respecting 
which is not yet overcome." 

"A most unaccountable delusion it is I " cried 
Murdstone. · 

"I only say," he resumed, addressing me, "that I disapp 
of your preferring such company as Mistress Peggotty, and 
it is to be abandoned. Now, David, you understand me, 
you know what will be the consequence if you fail to obeJ 
to the letter." 

I knew well-better perhaps than he thought, as far a! 
poor mother was concerned--and I obeyed him to the IE 
I retreated to my own room no more; I took refuge 
Peggotty no more; but sat wearily in the parlour day after 
looking forward to night, and bedtime. 

What irksome constraint I underwent, sitting in the ! 
attitude hours upon hours, afraid to move an arm or a leg 
l\!iss Murdstone should complain (as she did on the 
pretence) of my restlessness, and afraid to move an eye lest 
should light on some look of dislike or scrutiny that would 
new cause for complaint in mine I What intolerable dul 
to sit listening to the ticking of the clock; and watching 
Murdstone's little shiny steel beads as she strung them; 
wondering whether she would ever be married, and if so, to • 
sort of unhappy man; and counting the divisions in the moul 
on the chimney-piece; and wandering away, with my eyes, t< 
ceiling, among the curls and corkscrews in the paper on the 1 



David Copperfield 113 

What walks I took alone, down muddy lanes, in the bad 
winter weather, carrying that parlour, and l\lr. and 1\Iiss 
Murdstone in it, everywhere: a monstrous load that I was 
obliged to bear, a daymare that there was ~o possibility of 
Qreaking in, a weight that brooded on my wtts, and blunted 
them! 

What meals I had in silence and embarrassment, always 
feeling that there were a knife and fork too many, and those 
mine; an appetite too many, and that mine; a plate and' chair 
too many, and those mine; a somebody too many, and that I! 

What evenings, when the candles came, and I was expected 
to employ myself, but not daring to read an entertaining book, 
pored over some hard-headed harder-hearted treatise on 
arithmetic ; when the tables of weights and measures set them· 
selves to tunes, as Rule Britannia, or Away with Melancholy; 
when they wouldn't stand still to be learnt, but would go 
threading my grandmother's needle through my unfortunate 
head, in at one ear and out at the other! 

What yawns and dozes I lapsed into, in spite of all my care; 
what starts I came out of concealed sleeps with ; what answers 
I never got, to little observations that I rarely made; what a 
blank space I seemed, which everybody overlooked, and yet 
was in everybody's way; what a heavy relief it was to hear Miss 
Murdstone hail the first stroke of nine at night, and order me 
to bed! 

Thus the holidays lagged away, until the morning came 
when Miss Murdstone said: "Here's the last day off!" and 
gave me the closing cup of tea of the vacation. 

I was not sorry to go. I had lapsed into a stupid state; but 
I was recovering a little and looking forward to Steerforth, 
albeit Mr. Creakle loomed behind him. Again Mr. Harkis 
appeared at the gate, and again Miss Murdstone in her 
warning voice, said : "Clara I " when my mother bent over me, 
to bid me farewell. 

I kissed her, and my baby brother, and was very sorry then ; 
but not sorry to go away, for the gulf between us was there, 
and the parting was there, every day. And it is not so much 
the embrace she gave me, that lives in my mind, though it was 
as fervent as could be, as what followed the embrace. 

I was in the carrier's cart when I heard her calling to me. 
I looked out, ~nd she stood at the garden·gate alone, holding 
her baby up m her arms for me to see. It was cold still 
1reather ; and not a hair of her head, nor a fold of her dress, 
was stirred, as she looked intently at me, holding up. her child. 
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So I lost her. So I saw her afterwards, in my sleep 

school-a silent presence near my bed-looking at me w 
the same intent face-holding up her baby in her arms . . 

CHAPTER IX 

I HAVI! A MEMORABLE BIRTiiDAY 

I PASS over all that happened at school, until the a• 
versary of my birthday came round in March. Except 1 
Steerforth was more to be admired than ever, I remem 
nothing. He was going away at the end of the half·yea1 
not sooner, and was more spirited and independent than be 
in my eyes, and therefore more engaging than before ; but 
yond this I remember nothing. The great remembrance 
which that time is marked in my mind, seems to have swallo 
up all lesser recollections, and to exist alone. 

It is even difficult for me to believe that there was a ga 
full two months between my return to Salem House and 
arrival of that birthday. I can only understand that the 
was so, because I know it must have been so; otherwi 
should feel convinced that there was no interval, and tba· 
one occasion trod upon the other's heels. 

How well I recollect the kind of day it was I I smell th1 
that hung about the place; 1 se~ the hoar frost, ghostly, thr• 
it; I feel my rimy hair fall clammy on my cheek ; I look 1 

the dim perspective of the schoolroom, with a sputtering Cl 
here and there to light up .the foggy morning, and the b 
of the boys wrll'ltbing and smoking in the row cold as 
blow upon their fingers, and tap their feet upon the floor. 

It was after brealtfast, and we had been summoned in 
the playground, when Mr. Sharp entered and said: 

"David Copperfield is to go mto the parlour." 
I expected a hamper from P~ggotty, and brightened 1 

order. Some of the boys about me pul" in their claim n 
be forgotten in the distribution of the good things, as 
out of my seat with ~r~at alacrity. 

"Don't hurry, Davtd," said Mr. Sharp. "There's time en 
my boy, don't hurry." 

I mi~ht have been surprised by the feeling tone in whi• 
spoke, tf I had given it a thought ; but I gave it none 
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aften;ards. I hurried away to the parlour; and there I found 
Mr. Creakle, sitting at his breakfast with the cane and a news­
paper before him, and Mrs. Creakle with an opened letter in 
her hand. But no hamper. 

" David Copperfield," said Mrs. Creakle, leading me to a 
sofa, and sitting down beside me. " I want to speak to you 
very particularly. I have something to tell you, my child." 

Mr. Creakle, at whom of course I looked, shook his head 
wtthout looking at me, and stopped up a sigh with a very large 
piece of buttered toast. 

" You are too young to ltnow how the world changes every 
day," said Jl!rs. Creakle, "and how the people in it pass away. 
But we all have to learn it, David; some of us when we are 
young, some of us when we are old, some of us at all times of 
our lives." 

I looked at her earnestly. 
"When you came away from home at the end of the 

vacation," said Mrs. Creakle, after a pause, "were they all 
well?" After another pause, "Was your mama well?" 

I trembled without distinctly knowing why, and still looked 
at her earnestly, making no attempt to answer. 

"Because," said she, "I grieve to tell you that I hear this 
morning your mama is very ill." 

A mist rose between Mrs. Creakle and me, and her figure 
seemed to move in it for an instant. Then I felt the burning 
tears run down my face; and it was steady again. 

"She is very dangerously ill," she added. 
l knew all now. 
"She is dead." 
There was no need to tell me so. I had already broken out 

into a desolate cry, and felt an orphan in the wide world. 
She was very kind to me. She kept me there all day, and 

left me alone sometimes ; and I cried, and wore myself to 
sleep, and awoke and cried again. When 1 could cry no more, 
I began to think ; and then the oppression on my breast was 
heaviest, and my grief a dull pain that there was no ease for. 

Atid yet my thoughts were idle; not intent on the calamity 
that weighed upon my heart, but idly loitering near it. I thought 
of our house shut up and hushed. I thought of the little baby, 
who, Mrs. Creak!~ said, had been pining away for some time, 
and who, they beheved, would die too. I thought of my father's 
grave tn the churchyard by our house, and of my mother lying 
there beneath the tree I knew so wdl. I stood upon a chair 
when I was left alone, and looked into the glass to see how red 
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my e'es were, and how sorrowful my face. I considered, a: 
some hours were gone, if my tears were really bard to llow n· 
as they seemed to be, what, in connexion with my loss, it wo 
affect me most to think of when 1 drew near home-for I 
going home to the funeral. I am sensible of having felt 1 
a dignity attached to me among the rest of the boys, and 1 
I was important in my affliction. 

If ever a child were stricken with sincere grief, I was. 
I remember that this importance was a kind of satisfactior 
me, when I walked in the playground that aftemoon while 
boys were in school. When I saw them glancing at me ot 
the windows, as they went up to their classes, I felt distinguis 
and looked more melancholy, and walked slower. When sc 
was over, and they came out and spoke to me, I felt it ra 
good in myself not to be proud to any of them, and to 
exactly the same notice of them all, as before. 

I was to go home next night; not by the mail, but by 
hea,·y night coach, which was called the Farmer, and was 
cipally used by country·people travelling short interme 
distances upon the road. We had no story-telling that eve 
and Traddles insisted on lending me his pillow. I don't I 
what good he thought it would do me, for I had one of my 
but it was all he had to lend, poor fellow, except a she 
letter-paper full of skeletons; and that be gave me at pa 
as a soother of my sorrows and a contribution to my pea 
mind. 

I left Salem House upon the morrow afternoon. I 
thought then that I left i~ never to retum. We travelled 
slowly all night, and did not get into Yarmouth before n: 
ten o'clock in the morning. I looked out for Mr. Barki 
he was not there ; and instead of him a fa~ short-winded, r 
lo<lking, little old man in black, with rusty little buncl 
ribbons at the knees of his breeches, black stockings, . 
broad-brimmed hat, came puffing up to the coacb-windo' 
said: 

"Master Copperfield?" 
4
' Yes, sir." 
"Will you come with me, young sir, if you please," h• 

opening the door, "and I shall have the pleasure of takir 
home?'' 

1 put my hand in his, wondering who he was, and we , 
away to a shop in a narrow street on which was written · 
DRAPER, 'l'AtLOR, HA8£RDASH!i:R, FUNERAL FUttNISHE 
It was a close and stilling little shop; full of all sorts of cl• 



David Copperfield 
made and unmade, including one window full of beaver hats 
and bonMts. We went into a little back-parlour, behind the 
shop, where we found three young women at work on a quantity 
of black materials, which were heaped upon the table, and little 
bits and cuttings of which were littered all over the floor. 
There was a good fire in the room, and a breathless smell of · 
warm black crape. I did not know what the smell was then, 
but I know now. 

The three young women, who appeared to be very industrious 
and comfortable, raised their heads to look at me, and then 
went on with their work. Stitch, stitch, stitch. At the same 
time there came from a workshop across a little yard outside 
the window, a regular sound of hammering, that kept a kind 
of tune: RAT-tat-tat, RAT-tat-tat, RAT-tat-tat, without any 
variation. 

"Well," said my conductor to one of the three young women, 
"How do you get on, Minnie ? " 

"We shall be ready by the trying-on time," she replied gaily, 
without looking up. "Don't you be afraid, father." 

Mr. Orner took off his broad-brimmed hat, and sat down 
and panted. He was so fat that he was obliged to pant some 
time before he could say: 

"That's right." 
"Father I" said Minnie, playfully. "What a porpoise you do 

grow!" 
. "Well, I don't know how it is, my dear," he replied, con­
sidering about it. "I am rather so." 

"You are such a comfortable man, you see," said Minnie. 
".You take things so easy." 

"No use taking 'em otherwise, my dear," said Mr. Orner 
"No, indeed," returned his daughter. "We are all pretty 

gay here, thank Heaven I Ain't we, father?" 
"I hope so, my dear," said Mr. Orner. "As I have got my 

breath now, I think I'll measure this young scholar. Would 
you walk into the shop, Master Copperfield?" 

I preceded .1\lr. Orner, in compliance with his request ; and 
after showing me a roll of cloth which he said was extra 
super, and too _good ~ou~ing for anything short of parents, 
he took my vanous dtmenstons, and put them down in a book. 
While he was recordmg them he called my attention to his stock­
in-trade, and to certain fashions which he said had "just come 
~~;::,and to certain other fashions which he said had "just gone 

"And by that sort of thing we very often lose a little mint 
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of money,'' said Mr. Orner. "But fashions are like hUJ 
beings. They come in, nobody knows when, why, or h 
and they go out, nobody knows when, why, or how. Ev 
thing is like life, in my opinion, if you look at it in that p 
of view.'' 

I was too sorrowful to discuss the question, which w< 
possibly have been beyond me under nny circumstances; 
Mr. Orner took me back into the parlour, breathing with s• 
difficulty on the way. 

He then called down a little break·neck range of s 
behind a door: "Bring up that tea and bread·and·butt< 
which, after some time, during which I sat looking about 
and thinking, and listening to the stitching in the room 
the tune that was being hammered across the yard, appe 
on a tray, and turned out to be for me. 

" I have been acquainted with you,'' said Mr. Orner, ; 
watching me for some minutes, during which I had not n 
much impression on the breakfast, for the black things destn 
my appetite, "I have been acquainted with you a long t 
my young friend." 

" Have you, sir?" 
"All your life," said Mr. Orner. "I may say before it 

knew your father before you. He was five foot nine ar 
half, and he lays in five and twen-ty foot of ground." 

"RAT-tat·tat, RAT-tat-ta~ 1\AT-tat·tat," across the ya 
"He lays in five and twen·ty foot of ground, if he laj 

a fraction,'' said Mr. Orner, pleasantly. "It was either 
request or her direction, I forget which." 

"Do you know how my little brother is, sir?" I inquire; 
Mr. Orner shook his head. 
"RAT--tat·tat, 1\AT-tat·tat, RA1'-tat.tat." 
"He is in his mother's arms," said he. 
"Oh, poor little fellow I Is he dead?" 
"Don't mind it more than you can help," said Mr. 0 

" Yes. The baby's dead." 
My wounds broke out afresh at this intelligence. I lef 

scarcely tasted breakfast, and went and rested my heac 
another table in a corner of the little room, which Mi 
hastily cleared, lest I should spot the mourning that was 
there with my tears. She was a pretty good-natured girl, 
put my hair away from my eyes with a soft, kind touch. 
she was very cheerful at having nearly. finished her work 
being in good time, and was so different from me I 

Presently the tune left off, and a !iOOd·looking young ~ 
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came across the yard into the room .. He ~ad a ~ammer in 
his hand, and his mouth was full of httle na1ls, wh1ch be was 
obliged to take out before he could speak. 

"Well, Joram I" said Mr. Orner. "How do you get on?" 
"All right," said Joram. "Done, sir." . 
Minnie coloured a little, and the other two girls smiled at 

one another. 
"What I you were at it by candle-light last night,. when I 

was at the club, then? Were you?" said Mr. Orner, shutting 
up one eye. 

"Yes," said Joram. ''As you said we could make a little 
trip of it, and go oter together, if it was done, Minnie and me 
-andyou." · 

"Oh I I thought you were going to lea1·e me out altogether," 
said Mr. Orner, laughing till he coughed. 

"-As you was so good as to say that," resumed the young 
man, "why I turned to with a will, you see. Will you give me 
your opinion of it?" ' 

"I will," said 11fr. Orner, rising. "My dear;" and he stopped 
and turned to me ; "would you like to see your--" 

"No, father," Minnie interposed, 
"I thought it might be agreeable, my dear," said Mr. Orner. 

"But perhaps you're right." 
I can't say how I knew it was my dear, dear mother's coffin 

that they went to look at. I bad never heard one making; I 
bad never seen one that I know of: but it came into my mind 
what the noise was, while it was going on ; and when the young 
man entered, I am sure I knew what he had been doing. 

The work being now finished, the two girls, whose names 
1 had not heard, brushed the shreds. and threads from their 
dresses, and went into the shop to put that to rights, and wait 
for customers. Minnie stayed behind to fold up what they 
lad made, and pack it in two baskets. This sbe did upon 
1er knees, bumming a lively little tune the while. Joram, who 
' had no doubt was her lover, came in and stole a kiss from 
1er while she was busy (he didn't appear to mind me, at all), 
nd said her father was gone for the chaise, and he must make 
aste and (let himself ready. Then he went out again; and 
>en she put her thimble and scissors in her pocket, and stuck 
needle threaded with black thread neatly in the. bosom of 
~r gown~ and put on ~er o~ter clothing snuutly, at a little 
ass behmd the door, 1n Which I sa 1r the reflection of h.,. 
eased face. 
All this I observed, sitting at the table in the comer -.rith 
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my head leaning on my hand, and my thoughts running c 
very different things. The chaise soon came round to tl 
front of the shop, and the baskets being put in first, I was p 
in next, and those three followed. 1 remember it as a ki1 
of half chaise-Ctlrt, half pianoforte van, painted of a somt 
colour, and drawn by a black horse with a long tail. Thr 
was plenty of room for us all. 

I do not think I have ever experienced so strange a feeli 
in my life (I am wiser now, perhaps) as that of being w 
them, remembering how they had been employed, and see 
them enjoy the ride. I was not angry with them ; I was m 
afraid of them, as if I were cast away among creatures v 
whom I had no community of nature. Th~y were very cheer 
The old man sat in front to drive, and the two ycung pee 
sat behind him, and whenever he spoke to them leaned 
ward, the one on one side of his chubby face and the othe1 
the other, and made a great deal of him. They would I 
talked to me, too, but I held back, and moped in my con 
scared by their love-making and hilarity, though it was 
from boisterous, and almost wondering that no judgment c 
upon them for their hardness of heart. · 

So, when they stopped to bait the horse, and ate and d 
and enjoyed themselves, I could touch nothing that 
touched, but kept my fast unbroken. So, when we rea 
home, I dropped out of the chaise behind, as quick! 
possible, that I might not be in their company before t 
solemn windows, looking blindly on me like closed eyes 
bright, And oh, how little need I had had to think 
would move me to tears when I came back-seeing the wi 
of my mother's room, and next it that which, in the I 
time, was mine! 

I was in Peggotty's arrlls before I got to the door, an 
took me into the house. Her grief burst out when sh 
saw me ; but she controlled it soon, and spoke in whi 
and walked softly, ns if the dead could be disturbed. 
had not been in bed, I found, for a long time. She ' 
at night still, and watched. As long as her poor dear 
was above the ground, she said, she would never desert I 

Mr. Murdstone took no heed of me when I went in 
parlour, where he was, but snt by the fireside, weeping si 
and pondering in his elbow-chair. Miss Murdstune, wl 
busy at her writing-desk, which was covered with lette 
papers, gave me her cold finger-nails, and asked me, 
iron _whisper, if I had been measured for my mourni: 
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I said: "Yes." 
"And your shirts," said Miss Murdstone; "have you 

brought 'em home?" 
"Yes, ma'am. I have brought home all my clothes." 
This was all the consolation that her firmness administered 

to me. I do not doubt that she had a choice pleasure in 
exhibiting what she called her self-command, and her firmness, 
and her strength of mind, and her common sense, and the 
whole diabolical catalogue of her unamiable qualities, on such 
an occasion. She was particularly proud of her turn for busi­
ness ; and she showed it now in reducing everything to pen 
and ink, and being. moved by nothing. All the rest of that 
day, and from morning to night afterwards, she sat at that 
desk ; scratching composedly with a hard pen, speaking in the 
same imperturbable whisper to everybody; never relaxing a 
muscle of her face, or softening a tone of her voice, or appearing 
with an atom of her dress astray. 

Her brother took a book sometimes, but never read it that 
I saw. He would open it and look at it as if he were reading, 
but would remain for a whole hour without turning the leaf, 
and then put it down and walk to and fro in the room. I 
used to sit with folded hands watching him, and counting his 
footsteps, hour after hour. He very seldom spoke to her, and 
never to me. He seemed to be the only restless thing, except 
the clocks, in the whole motionless house. 

In these. days before the funeral, I saw but little of Peggotty, 
except that, in passing up or down stairs, I always found her 
close to the room where my mother and her baby lay, and 
except that she came to me every night, and sat by my bed's 
head while I went to sleep. A day or two before the burial 
-I think it was a day or two before, but I am conscious of 
confusion in my mind about that heavy time, with nothing 
to mark its progress-she took me into the room. I only 
r~collect tha~ underneath some white covering on the bed, 
wtth a beautlful deanhness and freshness all around it there 
seemed to me to lie embodied the solemn stillness th~t was 
in the house; and that when she would have turned the 
cover gently back, I cried : "Oh no! oh no ! " and held her 
hand. 

If the funeral had been yesterday, I could not recollect it 
better. The very air of the best parlour, when I went in at the 
door, the bright condition of the fire, the shining of the wine in 
the decanters, the patterns of the glasses and plates, the faint 
sweet smell of cake, the odour of Miss Murdstone's dress, and 
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~ur bla.c:k clothes. Mr. Chillip is in the room, and com 
spe:~k to me. 

"And how is Master David? " he says, kindly, 
1 cannot tell him very well. I give him my band, whic 

holds in his. 
" Dear me 1 " says Mr. Chillip, meekly smiling, with 1 

thing shining in his eye. "Our littl~ friends grow up ar 
us. They grow out of our knowledge, ma'am ? " 

This is to Miss Murdstone, who makes no reply. 
"There is a great improvement here, ma'am ? • say~ 

Chillip. 
Miss l\1urdstone merely answers with a. frown and a f. 

bend ; Mr. Chillip, discomfited, goes into a corner, keepir 
with him, and opens his mouth no more. 

I remark this, because I remark everything that happer 
because 1 care about myself, or have done since I came I 
And now the bell begins to sound, and Mr. Orner and ar 
come to make us ready. As Peggotty was wont to tell m• 
ago, the followers of my father to the same grave were 
ready in the same room. 

There are Mr. Murdstone, our neighbour Mr.' Graype 
Chillip, and I. When we .go out to the door, the Beare 
their load ate in the garden ; and they move before us 
the path, and past the elms, and through the gate, and ir 
churchyard, where 1 have so often heard the birds sin1 
summer morning. · 

We stand around the grave. The day seems different 
from every other day, and the tight not of the same cole 
a sadder colour. Now there is a solemn hush, which 1'1 

brought from home with what is resting in the moulc 
while we stand bare-headed, 1 hear the voice of the der. 
sounding remote in the open air, and yet distinct and 
saying: " I am the Resurrection and the Life, saith the : 
Then I hear sobs; and, standing apart among the lool 
l see that good and faithful servant, whom of all the 
upon earth I love the best, and unto whom my childis 
is certain that the Lord will one day say: "Well done.' 

There are many faces that I know, among the little 
faces that I knew in church, when mine was always wo 
there; faces that first saw my mother, when she cam< 
village in her youthful bloom. 1 do not mind them­
nothing but my grief-and yet I see and know them 1 

even in the background, fat away, see Minnie looking 
her eye glancing on her sweetheart, who is near me. 
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It is over, and the earth is filled in, and we tum to come 
away. Before us stands our house, so pretty and unchanged, 
so linked in my mind with the young idea of what is gone, that 
all my sorrow has been nothing to the sorrow it calls forth. 
But they take me on; and Mr. Chillip talks to me; and when 
we get home, put some water to my lips ; and when I ask his 
leave to go up to my room, dismisses me with the gentleness 
of a woman. 

All this, I say, is yesterday's event. Events of later date 
have floated from me to the shore where all forgotten things 
will re-appear, but this stands like a high rock in the ocean. 

I knew that Peggotty would come to me in my room. The 
Sabbath stillness of the time (the day was so like Sunday! I 
have forgotten that) was suited to us both. She sat down by 
my side upon my little bed; and holding my hand, and some­
times putting it to her lips, and sometimes smoothing it with 
hers, as she might have comforted my little brother, told me, in 
her way, all that she had to tell concerning what had happened. 

" She was never well," said Peggotty, "for a long time. She 
was uncertain in her mind, and not happy. When her baby 
was born, I thought at first she would get better, but she was 
more delicate, and sunk a little every day. She used to like to 
sit alone before her baby came, and then she cried ; but after­
wards she used to sing to it-so soft, that I oo~e thought, when 
I heard her, it was like a voice up in the a1,, that was rising 
away. 

" I think she got to be more timid, and more frightened-like, 
of late ; and that a hard word was like a blow to her. But she 
was always the same to me. She never changed to her foolish 
Peggotty, didn't my sweet girl." 

Here Peggotty stopped, and softly beat upon my hand a 
little while. 

"The last time that I saw her like her own old self, was the 
night when ~ou came home, my dear. The day you went 
away, she sa1d to me, 'I never shall see my pretty darling 
again. Something tells me so, that tells the truth I know.' 

"She tried to hold up after that; and many 'a time when 
they told her she was thoughtless and light-hearted.' made 
believe to be so; but it was all a. bygone then. She never 
told ~e.r husband wbat she had told me-she was,afraid of 
saymg 1t to ~nyhody else-till one night, a little more than a 
week btfore 1t happened, when she said to him: 'My dear 1 
think I 1m dying.' ' 
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"• It's off my mind now, Pe,:tgotty,' she told me, when I lai 

her in her bed that night. ' He will believe it more and mor> 
poor fellow, every day for a few days to come ; and then it wi 
be past. I am very tired. If this is sleep, sit by me while 
sleep ; don't leave me. God bless both my children I Go 
protect and keep my fatherless boy 1' 

"I never left her afterwards," said Peggotty. "She ofte 
talked to them two down·stairs-for she loved them ; sl 
couldn't bear not to love any one who was about her-b' 
when they went away from her bedside, she always turned 
me, as if there was rest where Peggotty v.·as, and never fi 
asleep in any other way. 

"On the last night, in the evening, she kissed me, and sai• 
• If my baby should die too, Peggotty, please let them lay hi 
in my arms, and bury us together.' (It was done; for t 
poor lamb !hoed but a day beyond her.) 'Let my dearest b 
go with us to our resting-place,' she said, 'and tell him tl 
his mother, when she lay here, bl.essed him not once, bul 
thousand times.'" 

Another silence followed this, and another gentle beating 
my hand. 

"It was pretty far in the night," said Peggotty, "when ~ 
asked me for some drink; and when she had taken it, gave 
such a patient smile, the dear l-$0 beautiful! 

•• Daybreak had come, and the sun was rising, when she s 
to me, how kind and considerate Mr. Copperfield had alw 
been to her, and how he had borne with her, and told 1 
when she doubted herself, that a loving heart was better : 
stronger than wisdom, and that he was a happy man in h 
'Peggotty, my dear,' she said then, • put me nearer to you,' 
she was very weak. ' Lay your good arm underneath my ne 
she said, 'and turn me to you, for your face is going far 
and I want it to be near.' I put it as she asked ; and 
Davy I the time had come when my first parting words to 
were true-when she was glad to lay her poor head on 
stupid cross old Peggotty's arm-and she died like a child 
had gone to sleep! " 

Thus ended Peggotty's narration. From the moment of 
knowing of the death of my mother, the idea of her as she 
been of late vanished from me. I remembered her, fro"l 
instant, only as the young mother of my earliest imprf.;Si 
who had been used to wind her bright curls round and rc 
her finger, and to dance with me at twilight in the par 
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What Peggotty had told me now, was so far from bringing me 
back to the later period, that it rooted the earlier image in my 
mind. It may be curious, but it is true. In her death she 
winged her way hack to her calm untroubled youth, and 
cancelled all the rest. 

The mother who Jay in the grave, was the mother of my 
infancy; the little crl!"ture in her arms, was myself, as I had 
once been, hushed for ever on her bosom. 

CHAPTER X 

I BECOME NEGLECTED, AND AM PROVIDED FOR 

THE first act of business Miss Murdstone performed when the 
day of the solemnity was over, and light was freely admitted 
into the house, was to give Peggotty a month's warning. 
Much as Peggotty would have disliked such a service, I believe 
she would have retained it, for my sake, in preference to the 
best upon earth. She told me we must part, and told we why; 
and we condoled with one another in all sincerity. 

As to me or my future, not a word was said, or a step taken. 
Happy they would have been, I dare say, if they could have 
dismissed me at a month's warning too. I mustered courage 
once, to ask Miss Murdstone when I was going back to school; 
and she answered drily, she believed I was not going back at 
all. I was told nothing more, I was very anxious to know 
what was going to be done with me, and so was Peggotty; but 
neither she nor I could pick up any information on the 
subject.' 

There was one change in my condition, which, while it re­
lieved me of a great deal of present uneasiness, might have 
made me, if I had been capable of considering it closely, yet 
more uncomfortable about the future. It was this. The con­
straint that had been put upon me was quite abandoned. 
I was so far from being required to keep my dull post in the 
parlour, that on several occasions, when I took my seat there, 
Miss Murdstone frowned to rue to go away. I was so far from 
being warned off from Peggotty's society, that, provided I was 
not in Mr. Murdstone's, I was never sought out or inquired 
for. At first I was in daily dread of his taking my education 
;n hand again, or of Miss Murdstone's devoting herself to it;, 
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but 1 'soon began to think that such fears were groundless, a 
that all 1 had to anticipate was neglect. · 

I do not conceive that this discovery gave me much p• 
then. I was still giddy with the shock of my mother's den 
and in a kind of stunned state as to all tributary things. 1 ( 
recollect, indeed, to have speculated, at odd times, on 1 

possibility of my not being taught any more, or cared for ! 

more; and growing up to be a shabby moody man, loung 
an idle life away, about the village; as well as on the feasibi 
of my getting rid of this picture by going away somewho 
like the hero in a story, to seek my fortune: but these w 
transient visions, day-dreams 1 sat looking at sometimes, 
if they were faintly painted or written on the wall of 
room, and which, as they melted away, left the wall bl 
agam. 

" Peggotty," 1 said in a thoughtful whisper, one even 
when 1 was warming my hands at the kitchen fire. '' 
Murdstone likes me less than he used to. He never li 
me much, Peggotty , but he would rather not even see 
now, if he can help it." 

"Perhaps it's his sorrow," said Peggotty, stroking my hai 
"1 am sure, Peggotty, 1 am sorry too. If l believed it 

his sorrow, I should not think of it at all. But it's not t 1 

oh, no, it's not that. '1 

"How do you know it's not that?" said Peggotty, af1 
silence. 

"Oh, his sorrow is another and quite a different thing. 
is sorry at this moment, sitting by the fireside with : 
Murdstone; but if I was to go in, Peggotty, he woulo 
something besides." 

"What would he be?" said Peggotty. . 
"Angry," I answered, with an involuntary imitation o 

dark frown. "If he was only sorry, he wouldn't look at n 
he does. I am only sorry, and it makes me feel kinder." 

Peggotty said nothing for a little while; and 1 warme( 
hands, as snent as she. 

"Davy," she said at length. 
"Yes, Peggotty ? " 
"1 have tried, my dear, all ways I could think of-a\ 

ways there are, and all the ways there ain't, in short-to 
suitable service here, in Blunderstone; but there's no 
a thing, my love." 

"And what do you mean to.do, Peggotty," says I, wisl 
" Do you mean to go and seek your fortune?" 
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"I expect I shall be forced to go to Yarmouth," replied 

Peggotty, "and live there." 
"You might have gone farther off," I said, brightening a 

little, "and been as bad as lost. I shall see you sometimes, 
my dear· old Peggotty, there. You won't be quite at the other 
end of the world, will you?" 

"Contrary ways, please God ! " cried Peggotty, with great 
animation. "As long as you are here, my pet, I shall come 
over every week of my life to see you. One day every week 
of my life I" · 

I felt a great weight taken off my mind by this promise : but 
even this was not all, for Peggotty went on to say: 

" I'm a going, Davy, you see, to my brother's, first, for 
another fortnight's visit-just till I have had time tO look 
about me, and get to be something like myself again. Now, 
I have been thinking that perhaps, as they don't want you here 
at present, you might be let to go along with me." 

If anything, short of being in a different relation to every 
one about me, Peggotty excepted, could have given me a sense 
of pleasure at that time, it would have been this project of all 
others. The idea of being again surrounded by those honest 
faces, shining welcome on me; of renewing the peacefulness 
of the sweet Sunday morning, when the bells were ringing, the 
stones dropping in the water, and the shadowy ships breaking 
through the mist; of roaming up and down with little Em'ly, 
telling her my troubles, and finding charms against them in 
the shells and pebbles on the beach; made a calm in my 
heart. It was ruffled next moment, to be sure, by a doubt ol 
.Miss Murdstone giving her consent ;.but even that was set at 
rest soon, for she carne out to take an evening grope in the 
store-closet while we were yet in conversation, and Peggotty, 
with a boldness that amazed me, broached the topic OD tho 

spot. b '11 b 'dl h " · · · "The oy w1 e 1 e t ere, sa1d M1ss Murdstone, lookmg 
into a pickle-jar, "and idleness is the root of all evil. But, to 
be sure, he would be idle here-or anywhere, in my opinion." 

Peggotty h>d an angry answer ready, I could see; but she 
swallowed it for my sake, and remained silent. 

"Humph!" said Miss Murdstone, still keeping her eye on 
the pickles ; "it is of more importance than anvthing else-it 
is .of paramount importance-that my brother should not be 
disturbed or made uncomfortable. I suppose I had better 
say yes." . 

r thanked her, without making any demonstration of joy, 



128 David Copperfield · 
lest it should induce her to withdraw her assent. Nor cot 
I help thinking this a prudent course, since she looked at : 
Oil! of the pickle-jar, with as great an access of soumeas Ill 

her black eyes had absorbed its contents. However, the F 
n1ission was given, and was never retracted ; for when · 
month was out, Peggotty and I were ready to depart. 

Mr. Barkis came into the house for Peggotty's boxes. 
had never known him to p3ss the garden-gate before, but 
this occasion he came into the house. And he gave me a lc 
as he shouldered the largest box and went out, which I thou 
had meaning in it, if meaning could ever be said to find 
way into Mr. Bark is's visage. 

Peggotty was naturally in low spirits at leaving what I 
been her home so many years, and where the two str 
attachments of her life-for my mother and myself-had b 
formed. Sbe had been walking in the churchyard, too, ' 
early; and she got into the cart, and sat in it with her h! 
kerchief at her eyes. 

So long as she remained in this condition, Mr, Barkis ! 
no sign of life what~ver. He sat in his usual place 
attitude, like a grent stuffed figure. But when she beg111 
look about her, and to speak to me, he nodded his head 
grinned several times. I have not the least notion at wh 
or what he meant by it. 

"It's a beautiful day, Mr. Bark is I" I said, as an ac 
politeness. 

"It ain't bad," said Mr. Barkis, who generally qualifie< 
speech, and rarely committed himself. 

"Peggotty is quite comfortable now, ll!r. Batkis," I rema1 
for his satisfaction. 

"Is she, though?" said Mr. Bark is. 
After reflecting about it, with a sa£acious air, Mr. B 

eyed her, and said : 
"Are you pretty comfortable?" 
Peggotty laughed, and answered in the nffirmative. 
"Bllt really and truly, you know. Are you?" !p'Owlec 

Barkis, sliding nearer to her on the seat, and nudgmg her 
his elbow. "Are you? Really and truly, pretty comfort 
Are you? Eh?" At eaeb of these inquiries Mr. 1 
shuffled nearer to her, and gave her another nudge; so tl 
last we w~re all crowded together in the left·hand con 
the tart, and I was so squeezed that I could hardly hear 

Peggotty calling his attentioo to my sufferings, Mr. l 
gave me a little more room at once, and got away by de 
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But I could not help observing that he seemed to think he had 
hit upon a wonderful expedient for expressing himself in a 
neat, agreeable, and pointed manner, without the inconvenience 
of inventing conversation. He manifestly chuckled over it 
for some time. By-and·by he turned to Peggotty again, and 
repeating, "Are you pretty comfortable, though?" bore down 
upon us as before, until the breath was nearly wedged out of 
my body. By-and-by he made another descent upon us with 
the same inquiry, and the same result. At length, I got up 
whenever I saw him coming, and standing on the foot-board, 
pretended to look at the prospect; after which I did very 
well. 

He was so polite as to stop at a public-house, expressly on 
our account, and entertain us with broiled mutton and beer. 
Even when Peggotty was in the act of drinking. he was seized 
1vith one of those approaches, and almost choked her. But as 

· we drew nearer to the end of our journey, he had more to do 
and less time for gallantry; and when we got on Yarmouth 
pavement, we were all too much shaken and jolted, I apprehend, 
to have any leisure for anything else. 

~Jr. Peggotty and Ham waited for us at the old place. 
They received me and Peggotty in an affectionate manner, and 
shook hands with Mr. Barkis, who, with his hat on the very 
back of his head, attd a shamefaced leer upon his countenance, 
and pervading his very legs, presented but a vacant appearance, 
I thought. They each took one of Peggotty's trunks, and we 
were going away, when Mr. llarkis solemnly made a sign to me 
wit:h hts forefinger to come under an archway. 

"I say," growled Mr. Barkis, "it was all right.'' 
I looked up into his face, and answered, with an attempt to 

be very profound: "Oh l" 
"It didn't come to an end, there," said Mr. Barkis, nodding 

confidentially. "It was all right." 
Again I answered, 11 Oh ! " 
"You know who was willin'," said my friend. "It was 

Barkis, and Barkis only." 
I nodded assent. 
"It's all right," said lvlr. Barkis, shaking hands· "I'm a 

friend ?f your'n. You made it all right, first. It's ~11 right." 
In hts attempts to be particularly lucid, Mr. Barkis was so 

extremely mysterious that I might have stood looking in his 
face for an hour, and most assuredly should have got as much 
information out of it as out of the face of a clock that had 
stopped, but for Peggotty's calling me away. As we were 

F 
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going along, she asked me what he had said; and i told he 
he had said it was all right. 

"Like his impudence," said Peggotty, "but I don't min• 
that I Davy <lear, what should you think if I was to think c 
being married?'' 

"\\'hy-1 suppose you would like me as much ther 
l'eggotty, as you do now?" I returned, after a little cor 
sideration. 

Greatly to the astonishment of the passengers in the stree 
as well as of her relations going on before, the good soul w1 
obliged to stop and em brace me on the spot, with man 
protestations of her unalterable love. 

"Tell me what should you say, darling?" she asked agai; 
when this was over, and we were walking on. 

"If you were thinking of being married-to lllr. Barki 
l'eggotty ?" 

"Yes," said Peggotty. 
"I should think it would be a very good thing. For th( 

you know, l'eggotty, you would always have the horse and ca 
to bring you over to see me, and could come for nothing, ar 
be sure of coming." 

"The sense of the dear!" cried l'eggotty. "What I ha• 
heen thinking of, this month back! Yes, my precious; ar 
I think I should be more independent altogether, you see; 1 
alone my working with a better heart in my own house, than 
could in anybody else's now. I don't know what I might I 
fit for, now, as a servant to a stranger. And I shall be alwa 
near my pretty's rcsting·place," said Peggotty, musing, 11 and · 
able to see it when I like ; and when I lie down to rest, I m 
be laid not far off from my darling girl ! " 

We neither of us said anything for a little while. 
11 But I wouldn't so much as give it another thought,"" 

l'eg0 >tty, cheerily, "if my Davy was anyways against it-r 
if 1 had been asked in church thirty times three times ov 
and was wearing out the ring in my pocket" 

"Look at me, Peggotty," I replied; "and see if I am 1 

really glad, and don't truly wish it!" As indeed I did, w 
all my heart 

"Well, my life," said Peggotty, giving me a squeer.e, "I h; 
thought of it night and day, every way I can, and I hope 
right way; but I'll think of it again, and speak to my brot 
about it, and in the meantime we'll keep it to ourselves, Da 
you and me. Barkis is a good plain creatur'," said Peggo 
"and if I tried to do my duty by him, I think it would be 
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fault if I wasn't-if I wasn't pretty comfortable," said Peggotty, 
laughing heartily. 

This quotation from Mr. Barkis was so appropriate, and 
tickled us both so much, that we laughed again and again, and 
were quite in a pleasant humour when we came within view of 
Mr. Peggotty's cottage. 

It looked just the same, except that it may, perhaps, haYe 
shrunk a little in my eyes; and Mrs. Gum midge was waiting at 
the door as if she had stood there ever since. All within was 
the same, down to the seaweed in the blue mug in my bedroom. 
I went into the outhouse to look about me; and the very same 
lobsters, crabs, and crawfish possessed by the same desire to 
pinch the world in general, appeared to be in the same state of 
conglomeration in the same old corner. 

But there was no little Em'ly to be seen, so I asked Mr. 
Peggotty where she was. 

"She's at school, sir," said Mr. Peggotty, wiping the heat 
consequent on the porterage of Peggotty's box from his 
forehead; "she'll be home," looking at the Dutch clock, "in 
from twenty minutes to half·an·hour's time. We all on us feel 
the loss of her, bless ye!" 

Mrs. Gummidge moaned. 
" Cheer up, Mawther!" cried Mr. Peggotty. 
"I feel it more than anybody else," said Mrs. Gum midge: 

"I'm a lone lorn creetur', and she used to be a'most the only 
thing that didn't go contrairy with me." 

Mrs. Gummidge, whimpering and shaking her head, applied 
herself to blowing the tire. Mr. Peggotty, looking round upon 
us while she was so engaged, said in a low voice, which he 
shaded with his hand : " The old 'un I " From this I rightly 
conjectured that no improvement had taken place since my last 
visit in the state of Mrs. Gummidge's spirits. 

Now, the whole place was, or it should have been, quite as 
delightful a place as ever; and yet it did not impress me in the 
same way. I felt rather disappointed with it. Perhaps it was 
because little Em'ly was not at home. I knew the way by 
which she would come, and presently found myself strolling 
along the path to meet her. 

A figure appeared in the distance before long, and I soon 
knew it to be Em'ly, who was a little creature still in stature, 
though she was grown. But when she drew nearer, and I Sllw 
her blue eyes looking bluer, and her dimpled face looking 
brighter, and her whole self prettier and gayer, a curious 
feeling came over me that made me pretend not to know her, 
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and pass by as if I were looking at something a long wa 
oft: I have done such a thing since in later life, or I at 
mistaken. 

Little Em'ly didn't care a bit. She saw me well enough 
but instead of turning round and calling after me, ran awa 
laughing. This obliged me to run after her, and she ran s 
fast that we were very near the cottage before I caught her. 

"Oh, it's you, is it?" said little Em'ly. 
" Why, you knew who it was, Em'ly," said I. 
"And didn't yo" know who it was?" said Em'ly. I w< 

going to kiss her, but she covered her cherry lips with h• 
hands, and said she wasn't a baby now, and ran away, lauglili1 
more than ever, into the house. 

She seemed to delight in teasing me, which was a change i 
her I wondered at very much. The tea-table was ready, an 
our little locker was put out in its old place, but instead ' 
coming to sit by me, she went and bestowed her company upa 
that grumbling Mrs. Gummidge: and on Mr. Peggotty 
inquiring why, rumpled her hair all over her face to hide it, a11 

would do nothing but laugh. 
"A little puss it isl" said Mr. Peggotty, patting her with h 

~reat hand.·~ .... 
"So sh' is 1 so sh' is!" cried Ham. "Mas'r Davy bo1 

so sh' is!" and he sat and chuckled at her for some time, in 
~tate of mingl"d admiration and delight, that made his fa• 
a burning red. 

Little Em'ly was spoiled by them all, in fact; and by no 01 

more than Mr. Peggotty himself, whom she could have co:ut 
into anything by only going and laying her cheek against t 
rough whisker. That was my opinion, at least, when I ss 
her do it; and I held Mr. Peggotty to be thoroughly in tl 

·right. But she was so affectionate and sweet-natured, and h: 
such a pleasant manner of being both sly and shy at one 
that she captivated me more than ever. 

She was tender-hearted, too ; for when, as we sat round tl 
fire after tea, an allusion was made by Mr. Peggotty over t 
p1pe to the loss I had sustained, the tears stood in her ey• 
and she looked at me so kindly across the table, that I f• 
quite thankful to her. 

"Ah 1··• said Mr. Peggotty, taking up her curls, and runnu 
tb.em over his hand like water, " here's another orphan, you st 
sir. And here," said Mr. Peggotty, giving Ham n back-hand< 
knock in the chest, "is another of 'm, though he don't Ia< 
much like it." 
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"If I had you for my guardian, Mr. Peggotty," said I, shaking 

my head, " I don't think I should jed much like it." 
"Well said, },fas'r Davy, bor' I" cried Ham in an ecstasy. 

"Hoorah I Well said I Nor more you wouldn't! Hor! 
Hor! "-Here he returned Mr. Peggotty's back-bander, and 
little Em'ly got up and kissed ~Ir. Peggotty. 

"And how's your friend, sir?" said Mr. Peggotty to me. 
"Steer forth?" said I. 
"That's the name I" cried Mr. Peggotty, turning to Ham. 

" I knowed it was something in our way." 
"You said it was Rudderford," observed Ham, laughing. 
"Well!" retorted Mr. Peggotty. "And ye steer with a 

rudder, don't ye? It ain't fur off. How is he, sir? " 
"He was very well indeed when I came away, Mr. Pcggotty." 
"There's a friend!" said Mr. Peggotty, stretching out his 

pipe. "There's a friend, if you talk of friends I Why, Lord 
love my heart alive, if it ain't a treat to look at him I" 

" He is very handsome, is he not ? '' said I, my heart warming 
with this praise. 

"Handsome!" cried Mr. Peggotty. "He stands up to you 
!ike-like a-why I don't kno1v what he don't stand up to you 
like. He's so bold ! " 

"Yes! That's just his character," said I. "He's as bra>·e 
as a lion, and you can't think how frank he is, Mr. Peggotty." 

"And I do suppose, now," said Mr. Peggotty, looking at 
me through the smoke of his pipe, "that in the way of book­
laming he'd take the wind out of almost anything." 

"Yes," said I, delighted; "he knows everything. He is 
astonishingly clever." 

"There's a friend!" murmured Mr. Peggotty, with a grave 
toss of his head. 

"Nothing seems to cost him any trouble," said I. "He 
knows a task if he only looks at it. He is the best cricketer 
you ever saw. He will give you almost as many men as you 
like at draughts, and beat you easily.'' 

Mr. Peg~otty gave his head another toss, as much as to say : 
"Of course he wilL" 

"He is such a speaker," I pursued, "that he can win any­
body over; and I don't know what you'd say if you were to 
he3r him sing, Mr. Pe~gotty." 

Mr. Peggotty gave his head another toss, as much :c; to soy: 
"I have no doubt of it" 

"Then, he's such a generous, fine, noble fellow," soid I, quite 
torried away by my favourite theme," that it's hardly poS>iule to 
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give him as much praise as he deserves. I am sure I can never 
feel thankful enough for the generosity with which he has pro­
tected me, so much younger and lower in the school than 
hirnlil!lf." 

I was running on, very fast indeed, when my eyes rested on 
little Em'ly's face, whtch was bent forward over the table, 
listening with the deepest attention, her breath held, her blue 
eyes sparkling like jewels, and the colour mantling in her 
cheeks. She looked so extraordinarily earnest and pretty, that 
I stopped in a sort of wonder; and they all observ~d her at the 
same time, for as I stopped, they laughed and looked at her. 

"Em'ly is like me," said Peggotty, "and would like to 
see him." 

Ern'ly was confused by out all observing her, and hung down 
her head, and her face was covered with blushes, Glancing up 
presently through her stray curls, and seeing that we were all 
looking at her still (I am sure I, for one, could have looked at 
her for hours), she ran away, and kept away until it was nearly 
bedti01e. 

I lay down in the old little bed in the stern of the boat, and 
the wind carne moaning on across the flat as it had done 
before. But I could not help fancying, now, that it moaned of 
those who were gone ; and instead of thinking that the sea 
might rise in the night and float the boat away, I thought of 
the sea that had risen, since I last heard those sounds, and 
drowned my happy horne. I recollect, as the wind and 
water began to sound fainter in my ears, putting a short clause 
into my prayers, petitioning that I might grow up to marry 
little Em'ly, and so dropping lovingly asleep. 

The days passed protty much as they h•d passed before, 
except-it was a great exception-that little Em'ly and I seldom 
wandered on the beach now. She bad tasks to learn, and 
needlework to do; and was absent during the greater part of 
each day. But 1 felt that we should not have had these old 
wanderings, even if it had been otherwise. Wild and full of 
childish whims as Em'ly was, she was more of a little woman 
than I had supposed. She seemed to have got a great distance 
away from me, in little more than a year. She liked me, but 
she laughed at me, and tormented me ; and when I went to 
meet her, stole horne another way, and was laughing at the 
door when I carne back, disappointed. The best times were 
when she sat quietly at work in the doorway, and I sat on the 
wooden steps at her feet, reading to her. It seems to rn~ at 
this hour, that I have never seen such sunlight as on those brtght 
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April afternoons; that I have never seen such a sunny little 
figure as I used to see, sitting in the doorway of th~ old boat; 
that 1 have never beheld such sky, such water, such glonfied 
ships sailing away into golden air. 

On the very first evening after our arrival, Mr. Barkis 
appeared in an exceedingly vacant and awkward condition, and 
with a bundle of oranges tied up in a handkerchief. As he 
made no allusion of any kind to this property, he was supposed 
to have left it behind him by accident when he went away; 
until Ham, running after him to restore it, came back with the 
information that it was intendtd for Peggotty. After that occa· 
sion he appeared every evening at exactly the same hour, and 
always with a little bundle, to which he never alluded, and 
which he regularly put behind the door, and left there. These 
offerings of affection were of a most various and eccentric 
description. Among them I remember a double set of pigs' 
trotters, a huge pin-cushion, half a bushel or so of apples, a pair 
of jet earrings, some Spanish onions, a box of dominoes, a canary 
bird and cage, and a leg of pickled pork. 

Mr. Barkis's wooing, as I remember it, was altogether of a 
peculiar kind. He very seldom said anything ; but would sit 
by the fire in much the same attitude as he sat in his cart, and 
stare heavily at Peggotty, who was opposite. One night, being, 
as I suppose, inspired by love, he made a dart at the bit of wax· 
candle she kept for her thread, and put it in his waistcoat pocket 
and carried it off. After that, his great delight was to produce 
it when it was wanted, sticking to the lining of his pocket, in a 
partially melted state, and pocket it again when it was done 
with. He seemed to enjoy himself very much, and not to feel 
at all called upon to talk. Even when he took Peggotty out 
for a walk on the flats, he had no uneasiness on that head, I 
believe ; contenting himself with now and then asking her if she 
was pretty comfortable; and I remember that sometimes, after 
he was gone, Peggotty would throw her apron over her face, 
and laugh for half.an·hour. Indeed, we were all more or less 
amused, except that miserable Mrs. Gummidge, whose courtship 
would appear to have be<n of an exactly paralld nature, she 
was so continually reminded by these transactions of the old 
one. 

At length, when the term of my visit was nearly expired, it 
was given out that Peggotty and Mr. Bark is were going to make 
a day's holiday together, and that little Em'ly and I were to 
accompany them. I had but a broken sleep the night before, 
m anticipation of the pleasure of a whole day with Em'ly. We 
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were all nstir betimes in the morning ; and while we were yet 
~~ breakfast, Mr. Barkis app¢ared in the distance, driving a 
chaise-c:~rt towards the object of his affections. 

Pcggotty was dressed as usual, in her neat and quiet mourn­
ing ; but Mr. Barkis bloomed in a new blue coat, of which the 
tailor had given him such good measure, that the cuffs would 
have render~d gloves unnecessary in the coldest weather, while 
the collar was so high that it pushed his hair up on end 
on the top of his head. His bright buttons, too, were of the 
largest size, Rendered complete by drab pantaloons and 
a buff waistcoat, I thought Mr. Barkis a phenomenon of 
respectability. 

\Vhen we were all in a bustle outside the door, I found that 
Mr. l'c~gotty was prepared with an old shoe, which was to be 
thrown after us for luck, and which he olftred to Mrs. 
Gummidge for that purpose. 

"No. It had better be done by somebody else, Dan'l,"said 
Mrs. Gum midge. "I'm a lone lorn creetur' mysdf, and every· 
think that reminds me of creeturs that ain't lone and lorn, goes 
contrairy with me." 

"Come, old gal!" cried Mr. Peggotty. "Take and heave it." 
"No, Dan'l," returned Mrs. Gummidge, whimpering and 

shaking her head. "If I felt less, I could do more. You 
don't fed like me, Dan'!; thinks don't go contrairy with you, 
nor you with them ; you had better do it yoursdf." 

But here Peggotty, who had been going about from one to 
another in a hurried way, kissing everybody, called out from 
the <:art, in which we .all were by this time (Em'ly and I on two 
little chairs, side by side), that Mrs. Gum midge must do i~ So 
Mrs. Gummidge did it ; and, I am sorry to relate, cast a damp 
upon the festive character of our departure, by immediately 
l>uming into tears, and sinking subdued into the arms of Haul, 
with the declaration that she knowed she was a bnrden, and 
had better be carried to the House at once. Which I really 
thou~ht was a sensible idea, that Ham might have acted on. 

Away we went, however, on our holidny excursion ; :t.nd the 
fir~t thing we did was to stop at a church, where 1\lr. Barkis 
tied the horse to some rails, and went in with Peggotty, leav!ng 
little Em'ly and me alone in the chaise. I took that occaston 
to put my nrrn round Em'ly's wnist, and propose that as I was 
going, away so very soon now, we should determine to be !ery 
nffccuonate to one another, and very happy, all day. Ltttle 
Em'ly consenting, and allowing me to kiss her, I became· 
desperate; informing her, 1 recollect, that I never could love 
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another, and that I was prepared to shed the blood <Jf anyl>ody 
who should aspire to her affections. 

How merry little Em'ly made herself about it I With what 
a demure assumption of being immensely older and wiser than 
I, the fairy little woman said I was "a silly boy ; " and then 
laughed so charmingly that I forgot the pain of being called by 
that disparaging name, in the pleasure of looking at her. 

Mr. llarkis and Peggotty were a good while in the church, 
but came out at last, and then we drove away into the country. 
As· we were going along, ~!r. Bark is turned to me, and said, 
with a wink.-by·the-bye, I should hardly have thought, before, 
that he could wink ; 

" What name was it as I wrote up in the cart ? " 
" Clara Peggotty," I answered. 
" What name would it be as I should write up now, if there 

was a tilt here? " 
"Clara Pe;gotty, a~ain?" I suggested. 
"Clara Pc~gotty llARK!S I'' he returned, and burst UltO a 

roar of laughter that shook the chaise. 
In a word, they were married, and had gone into the church 

for no other purpose. l'e~gotty was resolved that it should be 
quietly done; and the clerk had given her away, and there had 
been no witnesses of the rercmony. She was a little confused 
when Mr. Barkis made this abrupt announcement of their 
union, and could not hug me enou~h in token of her unim­
paired affection ; but she soon became herself again, and saiu 
she was very glad it was orer. 

We drore to a little inn in a by-road, where we were 
expected, and where we had a very comfortable dinner, anJ 
passed the day with great satisfaction. If Peggotty had been 
married every day for the last ten years. she could hardly bave 
been more at her ease about it ; it made no sort of dliTcrencc 
in her: she was just the same as ever, and went out for a 
stroll with little Em'ly and me before tea, while Mr. Barkis 
philosophically smoked his pipe, and enjoyed himself, I sup~ose, 
with the contemplation of his happiness. If so, it sharpened 
his appetite; for I d1stinctly railed to mind that, although he 
had eaten a good deal of pork and greens at dinner, and had 
finished off with a fowl or two, he was ol>ligcd to have cold 
boiled bacon for tea, and disposed of a large quautit) wit;wut 
any emotion. 

I have often thoug!1t, since, what an odd, innocent, out-<)f. 
the-way kind of wedding it must have been! We got into the 
chaise again soon after Jark, and dro1·e cosily back, looking up 
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at the stars, and talking about them. I was their chiet 
exponent, and opened ~lr. 13arkis's mind to an amazing extent. 
I told him all I knew, but he would have bdicv~d anything I 
might have taken it into my head to impart to him ; for he 
h•d a profound veneration for my abilities, and informed his 
wife in my he.uing, on that very occasion, that I was "a young 
Roeshus "-by which I think he meant prodigy. 

When we had exhausted the subject of the' stars, or rather 
when I h•d exhausted the mental faculties of Mr. Barkis, little 
Em'ly and I made a cloak of an old wrapper, and sat under it 
for the rest of the journey. Ah, how I loved her ! What 
happiness (I thought) if we were married, and were going away 
anywhere to live among the trees and in the fields, never grow­
ing older, never growing wiser, children ever, rambling hand in 
hand through sunshine and among flowery meaJows, laying 
down our heads on moss at night, in a sweet sleep of purit)' 
and peace, and buried by the birds when we were dead ! Some 
such picture, with no real world in it, bright with the light of 
our innocence, a11d vague as the stars afar off, was in my mind 
all the way. I am glad to think there were two such guileless 
hearts at Peggotty's marriage as little Em'ly's and mine. I am 
glad to thmk the Loves and Graces took such airy forms in its 
homely procession. 

\Veil, we came to the old boat :1gain in good time at night; 
and there ~!r. and Mrs. Barkis bade us good·bye, and drove 
away snugly to their own home. I felt then, for the first time, 
that I had lost Peggotty. I should have gone to bed with a 
sore heart indeed under any other roof but that which si1eltered 
little Em'ly's head. 

Mr. Peggotty and Ham kne1v what was in my thoughts as 
well as l did, and were ready with some supper and their 
hospitable faces to drive it away. Little Em'ly came and .Jt 
beside me on the locker for the only time in all that visit ; and 
it was altogether a wonderful close to a wonderful day. 

lt was a night tide; and soon after we went to bed, ~lr. 
l'eggotty and Ham went out to fish. I fdt very brave at being 
left alone in the solitary house, the protector ofEm'ly and ~[rs. 
Gummidge, and only wished that a lion or a serpent, or any 
ill·disp<>Sed monster, would make an attack upon us, that I 
might destroy him, and cover myself with glmy. But as 
nothing of the sort happened to be walk in~ about on Yarmouth 
flats that night, I provided the best substitute 1 could by . 
dreaming of dragons until morning. 

With morning came Peggotty; who called to me, as usu'' 
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under my window, as if ~[r. Barkis the carrier had been 
from first to last a dream too. After breakfaot she took me to 
her own home, and a beautiful little horne it was. Of all the 
moveables in it, I must have been most impressed by a certain 
old bureau of some dark wood in the parlour (the tile-floored 
kitchen was the general sitting-room), with a retreating top 
which opened, let down, and became a desk, within which was 
a large quarto edition ofFoxe's Book of l\lartyrs. This precious 
volume, of which I do not recollect one word, I immediately 
discovered and immediately applied myself to ; and I never 
visited the house aftenvards, but I kneeled on a chair, opened 
the casket where this gem was enshrined, spread my arms over 
the desk, and fell to devouring the book afresh. I was chiefly 
edified, I am afraid, by th~ pictures, which were numerous, and 
represented all kinds of dismal hor:ors; but the Martyrs and 
Peggotty's house have been inseparable in my mind ever since, 
and are now. 

I took leave of Mr. Peggotty, and Ham, and Mrs. Gum midge, 
and little Em'ly, that day; and passed the ni~ht at Peggotty's 
in a little room in the roof (with the crocodile-book on a shelf 
by the bed's head), which was to be always mine, Peggotty said, 
and should always be kept for me in exactly the same state. 

"Young or old, Davy dear, as long as I am alive and have 
this house over my head," said Peggotty, "you shall find it as 
if I expected you here directly minute. I shall keep it every 
day, as I used to keep your old little room, my darling ; and if 
you was to go to China, you might think of it as being kept 
just the same, all the time you were away." 

I felt the truth and constancy of my dear old nurse, with all 
my heart, and thanked her as well as I could. That was not 
very well, for she spoke to me thus, with her arms round my 
neck, in the morning, and I was going home in the morning, 
with herself and ~lr. Bark is in the cart. They left me at the 
gate, not easily orlightly; and it was a strange sight to me to see 
the cart go on, taking Peggotty away, and leaving me unJer the 
old elm-trees looking at the house in which there wn.s no face 
to look on mine with love or liking any more. 

And now I fell into a state of neglect, which I cannot look 
back upon without compassion. i fell at once into o. solitary 
condition,-apart from all friendly notice, apart from the society 
of all other boys of my own age, apart from all companionship 
but my own spiritless thoughts,-which seems to cast its gloom 
upon this paper as I write. 

What would I have given, to have been sent to the hardest 
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schcol that ever was kept I-to have been taught something, 
anyhow, anywhere! No such hope dawned upon me. They 
disliked me; and they sullenly, sternly, steadily, overlooked 
me. I think Mr. lllurdstone's means were straitened at 
about this time ; but it is little to the purpose. He could not 
bear me; and in putting me from him, he tried, as I believe, 
to put away the notion that I had any claim upon him-and 
suc~eeded. 

I was not actively ill-used. I was not beaten, or starved; 
but the wrong that was done to me had no intervals of relent· 
ing, and was done in a systematic, passionless manner. Day 
after day, week after week, month after month, I was coldly 
neglected. I wonder sometimes, when I think of it, what they 
would have done if I had been tak~n with an illness ; whether 
I should have lain down in my lonely room, and languished 
through it in my usual solitary way, or whether anybody would 
have helped me out. 

When Mr. and Miss Murdstone were at home, I took my 
meals with them ; in their absence, I ate and drank by myself. 
At all times I lounged about the house and neighbourhood 
quite disregarded, except that they were jealous of my making 
any friends : thinking, perhaps, that if I did, I might complain 
to some one. For this reason, though !llr. Chillip often asked 
me to go and see him (he was a widower, having, some years 
before that, lost a little small light-haired wife, whom I can 
just remember connecting in my own thoughts with a pale 
tortoise-shell cat), it was but seldom that I enjoyed the happi­
ness of passing an afternoon in his closet of a surgery; reading 
some book that was new to me, with the smell of the whole 
pharmacopceia coming up my nose, or pounding something in 
a mortar under his mild directions. 

For the same reason, added no doubt to the old dislike of 
her, I was seldom allowed to visit Peggotty. Faithful to her 
promise, she either came to see me, or met me somewhere 
near, once every week, and never empty· handed; but many 
and bitter were the disappointments I had, in being refused 
permission to pay a visit to her at her house. Some few times, 
however, at long intervals, I was allowed to go there, and then 
I found out that Mr. Barkis was something of a miser, or, as 
Peggotty dutifully expressed it, was "a little near," and kept a 
heap of money in a box under his bed, which he pretended 
was only full of coats and trousers. In this coffer, his riches 
hid themselves with such a tenacious modesty, that the smallest 
instalments could only be tempted out by artifice; so that 
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Peggotty had to prepare a long and elaborate scheme, a very 
Gunpowder Plot, for every Saturday's expenses. . 

All this time I was so conscious of the waste of any prom1se 
I bad given, and of my being utterly neglected, that I should 
have been perfectly miserable, I have no doubt, but for the old 
books. They were my only comfort; and I was as true to 
them as they were to me, and read them over and over I don't 
know how many times more. · 

l now approach a period of my life, which I can never lose 
the remembrance of, while I remember anything; and the 
recollection of which has often, without my invocation, come 
before me like a ghost, and haunted happier times. 

I had been out, one day, loitering somewhere, in the- listless 
meditative manner that my way of hfe engendered, when, turn­
ing the corner of a lane near our house, I came apon lltfr. 
Murdstone walking with a gentleman. I was COllfused, and 
was going by them, when the gentleman cried: 

"What I Brooks I" 
"No, sir, David Copperfield," I said. 
"Don't tell me. You are Brooks," said the gentleman. 

" You are Brooks of Sheffield. That's your name." 
At these words, I observed the gentleman more attentively. 

His laugh coming to my remembrance too, I knew him to be 
Mr. Quinion, whom I had gone over to wwestoft with Mr. 
Murdstone to see, before-it is no matter-! need not recall 
when. 

" And bow do you get on, and where are you being educated, 
Brooks ? " said Mr. Quinion. , 

He had put his hand upon my shouldor, and turned me 
about, to talk with them. l did not know what to reply, and 
glanced dubiously at Mr. Murdstone. 

"He is at home at present," said the latter. "He is not 
being educated anywhere. I don't know what to do with him. 
He is a difficult subject." 

That old, double look was on me for 'fl. moment ; and then 
his eyes darkened with a frown, as it tu:ned, in its aversion, 
elsewhere. 

"Humph I" said Mr. Quinion, looking at us both, I thought. 
'

1 Fine weather.'' 
Silence ensued, and I was considering how I could best 

disengage my shoulder from his hand, and go away, when he 
said: 

"I suppose you are a pretty sharp fellow still? Eh, 
Brooks?" 
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"Ay I He is sharp enough," said Mr. Murdstone, im· 

patiently. "You had better let him go. He will not thank 
you for troubling him." 

On this hint, Mr. Quinion released me, and I made the best 
of my way home. Looking back as l turned into the front 
garden, I saw .Mr. M urdstone leaning against the wicket of 
the churchyard, and Mr. Quinion talking to him. They were 
both looking after me, and I felt that they were speaking 
of me. 

Mr. Quinion lay at our house that night. After breakfast, 
the next morning, I had put my chair away, and was going out 
of the room, when Mr. M urdstone called me back. He then 
gravely repaired to another table, where his sister sat herself at 
her desk. Mr. Quinion, with his hands in his pockets, stood 
looking out of window; and I stood looking at them all. 

"D;.vid," said Mr. ~1 urdstone, " to the young this is a 
world for action ; not for moping and droning in." 

-"As you do," added his sister. 
"Jane Murd;tone, leave it to me, if you please. I say, 

David, to the )Oung this is a world for action, and not for 
moping and droning in, It.is especially so for a young boy of 
your disposition, vbich requires a great deal of correcting i and 
to which no greal'!r service can be done than to force it to 
conform to the wajs of the workin" world and to bend it and 
break it." ~ ' 

"For stubbornness won't do here," said his sister. "What 
it wants is, to be crushed. And crushed it must be. Shall 
be toot" 

He g~ve her a lrok, half' in remonstrance, half in approval, 
and went on: 

"I suppose you i;now, David, that I am not rich. At any 
rate, you know it now. You have received some considerable 
education already. Education is costly; and even if it were 
not, and I could afford it, I am of opinion that it would not ~e 
at all advantageous ~ you to be kept at a school. What ts 
before you, is a fight vith the world; and the sooner you begin 
it, the better.'' 

I think it occurreci to me that I had already begun it, in rny 
poor way : but it occurs to me now, whether or no. 

"You have heard the 'counting-house ' mentioned some-
times," said Mr. Murdstone. 

"The counting· house, sir?" I repeated. 
"Of Murdstone and Grinby, in the wine trade," he replied. 
I suppose I looked uncertain, for he went on hastily: 
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"You have heard the 'counting-house' mentioned, or the 

business, or the cellars, or the wharf, or something abiJUt it." 
"I think I have heard the busine;s mentioned, sir," I said, 

remembering what I vaguely knew of his and his sister's 
resources. "But I don't know when." 

"It does not matter when," he returned. "~lr. Quinion 
manages that business." 

I glanced at the latter deferentially as he stood looking out 
of window. 

" Mr. Quinion suggests that it gives employment to same 
other boys, and that he sees no reason why it shouldn'~ on the 
same terms, give employment to you." 

"He having," Mr. Quinion observed in a low voice, and 
half turning round, "no other prospect, Murdstone." 

Mr. Murdstone, with an impatient, even an angry gesture, 
resumed, without noticing what he had said : 

"Those terms are, that you earn enough for yourself to 
provide lor your eating and drinking, and pocket-money. Your 
lodging (which I have arranged for) will be paid by me. So 
will your washing." 

"Which will be kept down to my estimate," said his 
sister. 

"Your clothes will be looked after for you, too," said Mr. 
Murdstone; "as you will not be able, yet awhile, to get them 
for yourself. So you are now going to London, David, with 
Mr. Quinion, to begin the world on your own account." 

" In short, you are provided for," observed his sister; "and 
will please to do your duty." 

Though I quite understood that the purpose of this an­
nouncement was to get rid of me, I have no distinct remem­
brance whether it pleased or frightened rrie. My impression is, 
that I was in a state of confusion about it, and, oscillating 
between two points, touched neither. Nor had I much time 
for the clearing of my thoughts, as Mr. Quinion was to go upon 
the morrow. 

Behold me, on the morrow, in a muob-worn little white hat, 
with a black crape round it for my mother, a black jacket, anrl 
a pair of hard stiff corduroy trousers-which Miss Murdstone 
considered the best armour for the legs in that fight with the 
world which was now to come off-behold me so attired, and 
with my little worldly all before me in a small trunk, sitting. a 
lone lorn child (as Mrs. Gummidge might have said), in the 
post-chaise that was carrying Mr. Quinion to the London coach 
at Yarmouth I See, how our house and church are lessening 
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in the distance; how the grave beneath the tree is blotted out 
by intervening objects ; bow the spire points upwards from my 
old playground no more, and the >ky is empty I 

CHAPTER XI 

I BE<;IN UFE ON MY OWN ACCOUNT, AND lH)N''t UKE lt 

I KNOW enough of the world now, to have almost lost the 
capactty of being much surprised by anything ; but it is matter 
of some surprise to me, even now, that I can have been so 
easily thrown away at such an age. A child of excellent 
abilities, and with strong powers of observation, quick, eager, 
delicate, and soon hurt bodily or mentally, it seems wonderful 
to me that nobody should have made any sign in my behalf. 
But none was made ; and I became. at ten years old, a little 
labouring hind in the sen·ice of ~!urdstonc and Grinby. 

Murustone and Grinby's warehouse was at the water side. 
It was down in Blackfriars. Modern improrements have 
altered the place; but it was the last house at the bottom of a 
narrow street, curving down hill to the river, with some stairs 
at the end, where people took boat. It was a cr.tzy old house 
with a wharf of its own, abutting on the water when the tide 
was in, and on the mud when the tide was out, :md literally 
overrun with rats. Its panelled rooms, discoloured with the 
dirt and smoke of a hunJred ytars, I dare s,1y: its dec:tying 
tloors and staircase; the squeaking and scuftlingof the old grey 
rats down in the cvllars; anJ the dirt and rottrnne>S of the 
J:>bee; arc things, not of many years ago 1 in my nlind, but of 
the present instant. They are all be-fore me, just as they were 
in the evil hour when I went among them for the lirst time, 
with nty trembling hand in Mr. Quinion's. 

Murustone and Crf!1by's trade was among a good many kind! 
of people, but an important branch of it wa> the supply ui wine' 
and spirits to certain packet ships. I forget now where the) 
chiefly went, but I think there were some among them thai 
made voyages both to the East anti West Indies. I kn01V thai 
a great many empty bottles were one of the consequences o 
this traffic, and that certain men and boys were employed t( 
!'xamine them against the light, and reject those that wert 
flawed, and to rime and wa>h them, When the empty bottle' 
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ran short, there were labels to be pasted on full ones, or 
corks to be titted to them, or seals to be put upon the corks, or 
finished bottles to be packed in casks. All this work was my 
work, and of the boys employed upon it ~ was one. . 

There were three or four of us, counting me. My working 
place was established in a corner of the warehouse, where Mr. 
Quinion could see me, when he chose to stand up on the 
bottom rail of his stool in the counting-house, and look at me 
through a window above the desk. Hither, on the first morning 
of my so auspiciously beginning life on my own account, the 
oldest of the regular boys was summoned to show me my 
business. His name was Mick Walker, and he wore a ragged 
apron and a paper cap. He informed me that his father was a 
bargeman, and walked, in a black velvet head-dress, in the 
Lord Mayor's Show. He also informed me that our principal 
associate would be another boy whom he introduced by the­
to me-extraordinary name of Mealy Potatoes. I discovered, 
however, that this youth had not been christened by that name, 
but that it had been bestowed upon him in the warehouse, on 
account of his complexion, which was pale or mealy. :Mealy's 
father was a waterman, who had the additional distinction of 
bdng a fireman, and was engaged as such at one of the large 
theatres; where some young relation of Mealy's-1 think his 
little sister-did Imps in the Pantomimes. 

No words can express the secret agony of my soul as I sunk 
into this companionship; compared these henceforth every-day 
associates with those of my happier childho.od-not to say with 
Stecrforth, Traddles, and the rest of those boys; and felt my 
hopes of growing up to be a learned and distinguished man 
crushed in my bosom. The deep remembrance of the sense I 
had, of being utterly without hope now ; of the shame I felt in 
my position ; of the misery it was to my young heart to belie\·e 
that day by day what I had learned, and thought, and delighted 
in, and raised my fancy and my emula>ion. up by, would pass 
away from me, little by little, never to be brought back any 
more; cannot be written. As often as Mick Walker went awai' 
in the course of that forenoon, I mingled my tears with thl: 
water in which I was washing the bottles ; and sobbed as if 
there.were a flaw in my own breast, and it were in danger of 
bursttng. . 

The counting-house clock was at half-past twelve, and there 
was general preparation for going to dinner, when Mr. Quinion 
tapped at the counting-house window, and beckoned to me to 
go in. I went in, and found there a stouti~h, middle-aged 
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pe!";On, in a brown surtout and black tights and shoes, with no 
more hair upon his head (which was a large one and very ;hining·, 
than there is upon an egg, and with a very extensive lace, which 
he turned full upon me. His clothes were shabby, but he had 
an imposing shirt-collar on. He carried a jaunty sort of stick, 
with a large pair of rusty tassels to it; and a quizzing-glass 
hung outside his coat,-for ornament, I afterwards found, as 
he very seldom looked through it, and couldn't see anything 
when he did. 

"This," said Mr. Quinion, in allusion to myself, "is he." 
. "This," said the stranger, with a certain condescending roll 
in his voice, and a certain indescribable air of doing something 
genteel, which impressed me very much, "is Ma,ter Coppc~ 
field. I hope l see you well, sir? " 

I said l was very well, and hoped he was. I was sufficiently 
ill at i:ase, Heaven knows; but it was not in my nature to, 
complain much at that time of my life, so I said I was very 
well, and hoped he was. 

"I am," said the stranger, "thank Heaven, quite well. 
have received a letter from Mr. Murdstone, in which he 
mentions that he would desire me to receive into an apartment 
in the rear of my house, which is at present unoccupied-and 
is, in short, to be let as a-in short," said the stranger, with a 
smile, and in a burst of confidence, " as a bedroom-the young 
beginner whom I have now the pleasure to-" and the stranger 
waved his hand, and settled his chin in his shirt·collar, 

"This is Mr. Mjcawber," said Mr. Quinion to me. ' 
"Ahem ! " said the stranger, "that is my name." 
"Mr. Micawber," said Mr. Quinion, "is known to Mr. Murd· 

stone. He takes orders for us on commission, when he CJlll 
get any. He has been written to by Mr. Murdstone, on thl 
subject of your lodgings, and he will receive you as a lodger."J 

"My address," said Mr. Micawber, "is Windsor Terrace 
City Road. l-in short," said Mr. Micawber, with the sam~ 
genteel air, and in another burst of confidence-" I live there: 

I mnde him a bow. I 
~Under the impression," said Mr. Micawber, "that Y?u 

peregrinations in this metropolis have not as yet been extens1Vl 
and that you might have some difficulty in penetrating ~ 
arcana of the Modern Babylon in the direction of the Cll 
Road -in short," said Mr. Micawber, in another burst of col 
fidence, "that you might lose yourself-I sha!l.be happy to~ 
this evening, and instal you in the knowledge of the near!! 
way.u 
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I thanked him with all my heart, for it was friendly in him to 

offer to take that trouble. 
"At what hour," said Mr. Micawber, "shall 1--" 
" At about eight," said Mr. Quinion. 
"At about eight," said Mr. Mtcawber. "I beg to wish you 

good day, Mr. Quinion. I will intrude no longer.'' 
So he put on his hat, and went out with his cane under his 

arm : very upright, and humming a tune when he was clear of 
the counting·house. 

Mr. Quinion then formally engaged me to be as useful as I 
could in the warehouse of Murdstone and Grinby, at a salary, 
I think, of six shillings a week. I am not clear whether it was 
six or seven. I am inclined to believe, from my uncertainty on 
this head, that it was six at first and seven afterwards. He paid 
me a week down (from his own pocket, I believe), and I gave 
Mealy sixpence out of it to get my trunk carried to Windsor 
Terrace that night: it being too heavy for my strength, small as 
it was. I paid sixpence more for my dinner, which was a meat 
pie and a turn at a neighbouring pump; and passed the hour 
which was allowed for that meal, in walking about the streets. 

At the appointed time in the evening, Mr. Micawber re­
appeared. I washed my hands and face, to do the greater 
honour to his gentility, and we walked to our house, as I suppose 
I must now call it, together; Mr. Micawber impressing the 
names of streets, and the shapes of corner houses upon me, as 
we went along, that I might find my way back, easily, in the 
morning. 

Arrived at his house in Windsor Terrace (which I noticed 
was shabby like himself, but also, like himself, made all the 
show it could}, he presented me to Mrs. Micawber, a thin and 
faded lady, not at all young, who was sitting in the parlour (the 
first floor was altogether unfurnished, and the blinds were kept 
down to delude the neighbours), with a baby at her breast. 
This baby was one of twins ; and I may remark here that I 
hardly ev<r, in all my experience of the family, saw both tbe 
twins detached from Mrs. Micawber at the same time. One of 
them was always taking refreshment. 

There were two other children ; Master Micawber, aged 
about four, and Miss Micawber, aged about three. These, 
and a dark-complexioned young woman, with a habit of 
snorting, who )Vas servant to the family, and informed me, 
before half-an-hour had expired, that she was "a Orfiing," and 
came from St. Luke's workhouse, in the neighbourhood, 
completed the establishment. My room was at the top of 
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the house, at the back : a close chamber ; stea1d!lcd all over 
with an ornament which my young imagination represented as 
a blue muffin; and very scantily furnished, . 

"I never thought," said Mrs. Micawber, when she came up, 
twin and all, to show me the apartment, and sat down to take 
breath, "before I was married, when I lived with papa and 
mama, that I should ever lind it necessary to take a lodger. 
But Mr. Micawber being in difficulties, all considerations of 
private feeling must give way." 

I said : " Yes, ma'am." 
"?llr. Micawber's difficulties are almost ovenvhelming just 

at present," said Mrs. Micawher; "and whether it is possible 
to bring him through them, I don't know. When I lived at 
home with papa and mama, I really should have hardly under· 
stood what the word meant, in the sense in which I now 
employ it, but experientia does it-a.s papa used to say." 

I cannot satisfy myself whether she told me that Mr. 
Micaw ber had been an officer in the Marines, or whether I 
have imagined it. I only know that I believe to this hour 
that he u•as in the Marines once upon a time, without knowing 
why. He was a sort of town traveller for a number of 
miscellaneous houses, now; but made little or nothing of it, 
I am afraid. 

"If Mr. Micawber's creditors will nqt give him time," said 
Mrs. Micawber, "they must take the consequences; and the 
sooner they bring it to an is~ue the better. Blood cannot be 
obtained from a stone, neither can anything on account be 
obtained at present (not to mention law expenses) from 
Mr. Micawbcr." · · 

I never ean quite understand whether my precocious self. 
dependence confused Mrs. Micawber in reference to my age, 
or whether she wa.s so full of the subject that she would have 
talked about it to the very twins if there had been nobody else 
to communicate with, but this was the strain in which she 
began, and she went on accordingly all the time I kneiV her. 

J>oor Mrs. Micawber l She said she had tried to exert 
herself; and so, I have no doubt, she had. The centre of the 
street-door was perfectly covered with 1\ great brass·plate, on 
which was engraved "Mrs. l'>flcawber's Boarding Establish· 
ment for Young Ladies:" but I never found that any young 
lady had ever been to school there; or that ~ny young l~dy 
ever came, or proposed to come; or that the least preparation 
was ever made to receh·e any young lady. The only visitors I 
ever saw or heard of, were creditors. Tluy used to come at 
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all hours, and some of them were quite ferocious. One _dirty· 
faced man I think he was a boot-maker, used to edge himself 
into the pdssage as early as seven o'clock in the morning, and 
a~ll up the stairs to Mr. Micawber-" Come! You ain't out 
yet you know. Pay us, will you? Don't hide, you know ; 

. th;t's mean. I wouldn't be mean if I was you. Pay us, "ill 
you? You just pay us, d"ye hear? Come!" Receiving no 
answer to these taunts, he would mount in his wrath to the 
words "swindlers" and "robbers;" and these being ineffectual 
too, would sometimes go to the extremity of crossing the 
street, and roaring up at the window's of the second floor, 
where he knew Mr .. Micawber was. At these times Mr. 
Micawber would be transported with grief and mortification, 
even to the length (as I was once made aware by a scream 
from his wife) of making motions at' himself with a razor; 
but within half-an-hour afterwards, he would polish up his 
shoes with extraordinary pains, and go out, humming a tune 
with a greater air of gentility than ever. .Mrs. Micawber was 
quite as elastic. I have known her to be thrown into fainting 
fits by the king's taxes at three o'clock, and to eat lamb.chops 
breaded, and drink warm ale (paid for with two tea-spoons 
that had gone to the pawnbroker's) at four. On one occasion, 
when an execution had just been put in, corning home through 
some chance as early as six o'clock, I saw her lying (of. course 
with a twin) under the grate in a swoon, with her hair all tom 
about her face ; but I never knew her more cheerful than she 

· was, that very same nigh~ over a veal-cutlet before the kitchen 
fire, telling me stories about her papa and mama, and the 
company they used to keep. 

In this house, and with this family, I passed my leisure time. 
My own exclusive breakfast of a penny loaf and a pennyworth 
of milk, I provided myself; I kept another small loaf, and a 
modicum of cheese, on a particular shelf of a particular cup­
board, to make my supper on when I carne back at night. 
This made a hole in the six or seven shillings, I know well ; 
and I was out at the warehouse all day, and had to suppott 
myself on that money all the week. From Monday morning 
until Saturday nigh~ I hn? no advice, no counsel, no 
encouragement, no consolation, no assistance, no support. 
of any kmd, from any one, that I can call to mind, as I hope 
to go to heaven ! 

I was so yopng and childish, and so little qualified-how 
could I be otherwise ?-to undertake the who.le char~e of 
my own existence, that often, in going to Murdstone 

0 
and 
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Grinby's, of a morning, I could not resist the stale pastry put 
out for sale at half-price at the pasti')'Cooks' doors, and spent 
in that, the money I should have kept for my dinner. Then, 
I went without my dinner, or bought a roll or a slice of 
pudding. I remember two pudding shops, between which I 
was divided, according to my finances. One was in a court 
close to St. Martin's Church-at the back of the churcb,­
which is now removed altogether. The pudding at that shop 
was made of currants, and was rather a special pudding, but 
was dear, twopennyworth not being larger than a pennyworth 
of more ordinary pudding. A good shop for the latter was in 
the Strand-somewhere in that part which has been rebuik 
since. It was a stout pale pudding, heavy and flabby, and 
with great flat raisins in it, stuck in whole, at wide distances 
apart. It came up hoi at about my time every day, and many 
a day did I dine off it. When I dined regularly and hand· 
somely, I had a saveloy and a penny loaf, or a fourpenny 
plate of red beef from a cook's shop; or a plate of· bread and 
chee~e and a glass of beer, fr!Jm a miserable old public-house 
opposite our place of business, called the Uon, or the Lion 
and something else that I have forgotten. Once, I remember 
carryin~ my own bread (which I had brought from home in 
the morning) under my arm, wrapped in a piece of paper, like 
a book, and goin~ to a famous alamode beef-house near Drury 
Lane, IUid ordenng a " small plate • of that delicacy to eat 
with it. What the waiter thought of such a strange little 
a~parition coming in all alone, I don't know ; but I can see 
h1m now, staring at me as I ate my dinner, and bringing up 
the other waiter to look. I gave him a halfpenny for himself, 
and I wish be hadn't taken it. 

We had half-an·hour, I think, for tea. When I had money 
enough, I used to get half-a-pint of ready-made coffee and a 
slice of bread and butter. When I had none, I used to look 
at a venison.shop in Fleet Street ; or I have strolled, at such a 
time, as far as Covent Ga.rden Market, and stared at the pine· 
apples, I was fond of wandering about the Adelphi, because 
it was a mysterious place, with those dark arches. 1 see 
myself emerging one evening from some of these arches, on a 
little public-house close to the river, with an open space before 
it, where some coal·heavers were dancing ; to look at whom I 
sat down upon a bench. I wonder what they thought of me I 

I was such a child, and so little, that frequently when I 
went into the. bar of a strange public-house for a glass of ale~ 
porter, to mo•sten what I had had for dinner, they were afrail 
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to give it me. I remember one hot eve,1i1.;; I went inw the 
bar of a public-house, and said to the landlord : 

"What is your best-your 11ery but-ale a glass?" For it 
was a special occasion. I don't know what. It may have 
been my birthday. 

"Twopence-halfpenny," says the landlord, "is the price of 
the Genuine Stunning ale." 

"Then," says I, producing the money, "just draw me a 
glass of the Genuine Stunning, if you please, w1th a good head 
to it/' 

The landlord looked at me in return over the bar, from 
head to foot, with a strange smile on his face; and instead of 
drawing the beer, looked round the screen and said something 
to his wife. She came out from behind it, with her work in 
her hand, and joined him in surveying me. Here we stand, 

·all three, before me now. The landlord in his shirt-sleeves, 
leaning against the bar window frame ; his wife looking over 
the little half-door; and I, in some confusion, looking up at 
them from outside the partition. They asked me a good 
many questions; as, what my name was, how old I was, where 
I lived, how I was employed, and how I came there. To all 
of which, that I might commit nobody, I invented, I am 
afraid, appropriate answers. They served me with the ale, 
though I suspect it was not the Genuine Stunning: and the 
landlord's wife, opening the little half-door of the bar, and 
bending down, gave me my money back, and gave me a kiss 
that was half admiring, and half compassionate, but all 
womanly and good, I am sure. 

I know I do not exaggerate, unconsciously and uninten· 
tiona!ly, the scantiness of my resources or the difficulties 
of my life. I know that if a shilling were given me by 
Mr. Quinion at any time, I spent it in a dinner or a tea. I 
know that I worked from morning until night, with common 
men and boys, a shabby child. I know that 1 lounged about 
the streets, insufficiently and unsatisfactorily fed. 1 know that, 
but for the mercy of God, I might easily have been, for any 
care that was taken of me, a little robber or a little vagabond. 

Yet I held some. s!ation. at Murdstone and Grin by's too, 
Besides that Mr. Qmmon d1d what a careless man so occupied 
and dealing lvith a thing so anomalous, could, to treat. me a~ 
one upon a different footing from the rest, I never said to man 
or boy. how it was that 1 came to be there, or gave ;he least 
indicallon of being sorry that I was there. That I suffered in 
secret, and that I suffered exquisitely, n' one ever knew but I. 
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How much I suffered, it is, as I have said already, utterly 
beyond my power to tell. But I kept my own counsel, and I 
did Dl)' work. I knew from the first, that, if I could not do 
my work as well as any of the rest, I could not hold myself 
abo1•e slight and contempt. I soon became at least as expedi· 
tious and as skilful as either of the other boys. Though 
perfectly familiar with them, my conduct and manner were 
di!Terent enough from theirs to place a space between us. 
They and the men generally spoke of me as "the little gent," 
or " I he young Su!Tolker." A cenain man named Gregory, 
who was foreman of the packers, and another named Tipp, 
who' was the carman, and wore a red jacket, used to address 
me sometimes as "David:" but I think it was mostly when 
we were 1·ery confidential, and when I had made some efforts 
to entertain them, over our work, with some results of the old 
readings ; which were fast perishing out of my remembrance. ' 
Mealy Potatoes uprose once, and rebelled against my being so 
distinguished; but l\lick Walker settled him in no time. 

My rescue from this kind of existence I consid~red quite 
hopeless, and abandoned, as such, altogether. I am solemnly 
convinced that 1 never for one hour was reconciled to i~ or 
was othenvise than miserably unhappy ; but I bore it; and 
even to Peggotty, partly for the love of her and partly for 
shame, never in any letter (though many passed between us) 
revealed the truth. 

Mr. Micawher's difficulties were an addition to the distressed 
state of my mind. In my forlorn state I became quite attached 
to the family, and used to walk about, busy with . Mrs. 
Micuwber's calculations of ways nnd means, and heavy w•th 
the weight of Mr. Micawber's debts. On a Saturday nigh~ 
which was my grand treat,-partly because it was a great th~ng 
to walk home with six or seven shillings in my pocket, looklllg 
into the shops and thinking what such a sum would buy, ll!ld 
partly because I went home early,-Mrs. Micawber would 
make the most heart-rending cont\dences to me ; also on a 
Sunday morning, when I mixed the portion of tea or coffee I 
had bought Ol'er·night, in a little shaving-pot, and sat late at 
my breakfasL It was nothin~ at all unusual for Mr. Uica":bcr 
to sob violently at the beginnmg of one of these Saturday mght 
coni'Crsations, and sing about Jack's delight being his lovely 
Nan, towards the end of it. 1 have known him come home 
to supper with a Hood of tears, and a declaration that n~tbmg 
was now left but a jail; and go to bed making a calcula110n of 
the exrense of putting bow-windows to the house, "in case 
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anything turned up," which was his favourite expression. And 
Mrs. Micawber was just the same. 

A curious equality of friendship, originating, I suppose, in 
our respective circumstances, sprung up between me and these 
people, notwithstanding the ludicrous disparity in our years. 
But I never allowed myself to be prevailed upon to accept any 
invitation to eat 'and drink with them out of their stock 
(knowing that they got on badly with the butcher and baker, 
and had often not too much for themselves), until lllrs. 
Micawber took me into her entire confidence. · This she did 
one evening as follows : 

"Master Copperfield," said Mrs. Micawber, "I m~ke no 
stranger of you, and therefore do not hesitate to say that lllr, 
Micawber's difficulties are coming to a crisis." 

It made me very miserable to hear it, and I looked at Mrs. 
Micawber's red eyes with the utmost sympathy. 

" With the exception of the heel of a Dutch cheese-which 
is not adapted to the wants of a young family "-said Mrs. 
Micawber, "there is really not a scrap of anything in the 
larder. I was accustomed to speak of the larder when I lived 
with papa and mama, and I use the word almost unconsciously. 
What I mean to express is, that there is nothing to eat in the 
house.'' 

" Dear me I" I said, in great concern. 
I had two or three shillings of my week's money in my 

pocket-from which I presume that it must have been on a 
Wednesday night when we held this conversation-and I 
hastily produced them, and with heartfelt emotion begged .\frs. 
Micawber to accept of them as a loan. But that lady, kissing 
me, and making n>e put them back in my pocket, replied that 
she couldn't think of it. 

"No, my dear !\!aster Copperfield," said she, "far be it fran> 
n>y thoughts! But you have a discretion beyond your years, 
and can render me another kind of service, if you will ; and a 
service I will thankfully accept of." 

I begged Mrs. Micawber to name it. 
"I have parted with the plate myself," said ~Irs. Micawb<r. 

"Six tea, two salt, and a pair of sugars, I have at difkrent 
times borrowed money on, in secre~ with my own hands. 
But the twins are a great tie ; and to me, with my recollections 
of pa~a and ma!"a, these transactions are very painful. There 
are _still a few tnfles that we could part with. Mr. 1licawber's 
fee!tngs ,,would never all?w /lim to dispose of them ; and 
Chckett -thts was the gtrl from the workhouse-" being of a 
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vulgar mind, would take painful liberties if so much confidence 
was rcpo,ed in her. Master Copperfield, if I might ask 
you--" 

I understood ll!rs. lllicawber now, and begged her to make 
use of me to any extent. I began to dispose of the more 
portable articles of property that very evening ; and went out 
on a similar expedition almost every morning, before I went to 
:O.Iurdstone and Grinby's. 

Mr. lllicawber had a few books on a little chiffonier, which 
he called the library ; and those went first. I earned them, 
one after another, to a bookstall in the Gty Road -one part of 
which, near our house, was almost all bookstalls and birdshops 
then-and sold them for whatever they would bring. The 
keeper of this bookstall, who lived in a little house behind i~ 
used to get tipsy every night, and to be violently scolded by 
his wife every morning. More than once, when I went there 
early, I had audience of him in a turn-up bedstead, with a cut 
in his forehead or a black eye, bearing witness to his excesses 
over.night (I am afraid he was quarrelsome in his drink), and 
he wtth a shaking hand, endeavouring to find the needful 
shillings in one or other of the pockets of his clothes, which 
lay upon the floor, while his wife, with a baby in her arms and 
her shoes down at heel, never left olf rating him. Sometimes 
he had lost his money, and then he would ask me to call 
again; but his wife had always got some-had taken his, I dare 
say, while he was drunk-and secretly completed the bargain 
on the stairs, as we went down together. 

At the pawnbroker's shop, too, I began to be very well 
known. The principal gentleman who officiated behind the 
counter, took a good deal of notice of me; and often got me, 
I recollect, to decline a Latin noun or adjective, or to conjugate 
a Latin verb, in his ear, while he transacted my business. 
After all these occasions Mrs. Micawber made a little treat, 
which was geQerally a supper; and there was a peculiar relish 
in these meats il'hich I well remember. 

At last Mr, Micawber's ditliculties came to a crisis, and he 
was arrested early one morning, and carried over to the King'; 
Bench Prison in the Borough. He told me, as he went out 0 

the house, that the God of day had now gone do1vn upon, 
him-and I really thought his heart was broken and mine tOO·' 
But I heard, afterwards, that he was seen to play a lively f.Jme j 
at skittles, before noon. I 

On the first Sunday after he was taken there, I was tog~ 
and see him, and have dinner with him. I was to ask my W31 



David Copperfield · ISS 
·o such a. place, and just short of that place I should see such 
;nother place, and just short. of that I s~ould see a yard, which 
[was to cross, and keep straight on_ until I saw a turnkey. _All 
:his I did; and when at last I did see a turnkey (poor httie 
fellow that I was !), and thought how, when Roderick Random 
was in a debtors' prison, there was a man there with nothing 
)n him but an old rug, the turnkey swam before my dimmed 
!yes and my beating heart. . 

Mr. Micawber was waiting for me within the gate, and 11'e 
went up to his room (top story but one), and cried very much. 
He solemnly conjured me, I remember, to take warning by his 
fate ; and to observe that if a man had twenty pounds a year 
for his income, and spent nineteen pounds nineteen shillings 
md sixpence, he would be happy, but that if he spent twenty 
pounds one he would be miserable. After which he borrowed 
~ shilling of me for porter, gave me a written order on Mrs. 
Micawberfor the amount, and put away his pocket-handkerchief, 
lnd cheered up. 

We sat before a little fire, with two bricks put within the 
rusted grate, one on each side, to prevent its burning too 
many coals; until another debtor, who shared the room with 
Mr. Micawber, came in from the bakehouse with the loin of 
mutton which was our joint-stock repast. Then I was sent 
~p to " Captain Hopkins" in the room overhead, with Mr. 
Micawber's compliments, and I was his young friend, and 
'vould Captain Hopkins lend me a knife and fork. . 

Captain Hopkins lent me the knife and fork, with his com­
)liments to Mr. Micawber. T!tere was a very dirty lady in his 
ittle room, and two wan girls, his daughters, with shock heads 
)f hair. I thought it was better to borrow Captain Hopkins's 
'?ife and for~, than Captain Hopkins's com~. The Captain 
1Imself was m the last extremity of shabbmess, with large 
•hiskers, and an old, old brown great-eoat with no other coat 
~elow. it. I saw his bed rolled up in a corner; and what plates 
md d1shes and pots he had, on a shelf; and 1 diVIned (God 
mows how) that though the two girls with the shock heads of 
1air ~ere Capta~n Hopk!ns's chilqre?, the. dirty lady was not 
uarned to Captam Hopkms. My timid statiOn on his threshold 
vas not occupied more than a couple "of minutes at most· but 
: came down again with all this in my knowledge as sure\y as 
he knife and fork were in my hand. ' 

There was something gips~·like and. agreeable in the dinner, 
.fter all. I took back Captam Hopkms's knife and fork early 
~ the afternoon, and went home to comfort Mrs. Micawber 
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.rith an account of my \'isit. She fainted when she saw m~ 
return, and m~de a little jug of egs-hot afterwards to console U! 

10hile we talked it over. 
I don't kno" how the household furniture came to be sol< 

for the family benefit, or who sold it, except that I did not 
Sold it was, however, and carried away in a van ; except th• 
bed, a few chairs, and the kitchen-table. With these posse• 
sions we encamped, as it were, in the two parlours of th 
emptied house in Windsor Terrace; Mrs. Micawber, th 
children, the Orfling, and myself; and lived in those room 
night and day. I hnve no idea for how long, though it seem 
to me for a long time. At last Mrs. Micawber resolved to mov 
into the prison, where Mr. Micawber had now secured a roor 
to himself. So I look the key of the house to the landlor• 
who was very glad to get it; and the beds were sent over tot~ 
King's Bench, except mine, for which a little room was hirE 
outside the walls in the neighbourhood of that Institution, ve1 
much to my S.ltisfaction, since the Micawbers and I had becon 
too used to one another, in our troubles, to part 'fhe Ordir 
was likewise accommodated with an inexpensive lodging in tl 
!lame neighbourhood. Mine was a qu1et back-garret with 
sloping roof, commandin~ a pleasant prospect of a timber-yar 
and when I took possesston of it, with the reflection that M 
Micawber's troubles had come to a crisis at last, I thought 
quite a paradise. · 

All this time 1 was working at Murdstone and Grinby's 
the same common way, and with the same common companio1 
and with the same sense of unmerited degradation as at fir 
But I never, happily for me no doubt, made a single acq~ai 
ance, or spoke to any of the many boys whom I saw da•ly 
going to the warehouse, in coming from it, and in prowli 
about the strtets at moal-times. 1 led the same seer~ 
unhappy life; but I led it in the same lonely, self-reJi, 
manner. The only changes I am conscious of are, firstly,_ t: 
l had grown more shabby, and secondly, that I was now rehe• 
of much of the weight of Mr. and Mrs. Micawber's cares; 
some relatives or friends had engaged to help them at t1 
presetlt pass, and they lived more comfottnbly in the pri 
than they had lived for a long while out of it. I used to br1 
fast with them now, in virtue of some arrangement, of whic 
have forgotten the details. I forget, too, at what hour the g: 
were ~'~pened in the morning, admitting of my going in; bt 
know that I wns often up at six o'clock, nnd that my favot 
lounging-place in the interval was old London Bridge, whe: 
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was wont to sit in one of the stone recesses, watching the people 
going by, or to look over the balustrades at the sun shining in 
the water, and lighting up the golden flame on the top of the 
Monument. The Ortling met me here sometimes, to be told 
some astonishing fictions respecting the wharves and the Tower; 
of which I can say no more than that I hope I believed them 
myself. In the evening I used to go back to the prison, and 
walk up and down the parade .with Mr. Micawber; or play 
casino with Mrs. Micawber, and hear reminiscences of her 
papa a.nd mama. , Whether Mr. Murdstone knew where I was, 
I am unable to say. I never told them at .Murdstone and 
Grin by's. 

Mr. Micawber's a/fairs, although past their crisis, were verv 
much involved by reason of a certain "Deed," of which I used 
to hear a great deal, and which I suppose, now, to have been 
some former composition with his creditors, though I was so far 
from being clear about it then, that I am conscious of having 
confounded it with those demoniacal parchments which are 
held to have, once upon a time, obtained to a great extent in 
Germany. At last this document appeared to be got out of the 
way, somehow; at all events it ceased to be the rock ahead it 
had been; and Mrs. Micawber informed me that" her family" 
had decided that Mr. Micawber should apply for his release 
under the Insolvent Debtors' Act, which would set him free, 
she e.xpected, in about six weeks, 

"And then," said Mr. Micawber, who was presen~ "I ha,·e 
no doubt I shall, please Heaven, begin to be beforehand with 
the world, and to live in a perfectly new manner, if-in short, 
if anything turns up." 

By way of going in for anything that might be on the cards, 
I call to mind that Mr. Micawber, about this time, composed a 
petition to the House of Commons, praying for an alteration 
in the law of imprisonment for debt. I set down this remem· 
brance here, because it is an instance to myself of the manner 
in which I fitted my old books to roy altered life, and made 
stories for myself, out of the streets, and out of men and women; 
and how some main points in the character I shall unconsciously 
develop, I suppose, in writing my life, were gradually forming 
all this while. 

There was a club in the prison, in which Mr. Micawber, as a 
genlleman, was a great authorily. Mr. Micawber ha·d stated 
his idea of this petition to the ~Jub, and the club had strongly 
approved of the same. Wherefore ~lr. lllicawber (who was a 
thoroughly good-natured man, and as active a creature about 
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everything but his own affairs as ever existed, and never se 
happy as when he was busy about something that could neve 
be of any profit to him) set to work at the petition, invented it 
engrossed it on an immense sheet of paper, spread it out on ; 
table, and appointed a time for all the club, and all within the 
walls if they chose, to come up to his room and sign it. 

When I heard of this approaching ceremony, I was so anxiou: 
to see them all come in, one .after another, though I knew the 
greater part of them already, and they me, that I got an hour': 
leave of absence from Murdstone and Grin by's, and establishe< 
myself in a corner for that purpose. As many of the principa 
members of the club as could be got into the small room with 
out filling it, supported Mr. Micawber in front of the petition 
while my old friend Captain Hopkins (who had washed himself 
to do honour to so solemn an occasion) stationed himself clos! 
to it, to read it to all who were unacquainted with its contents 
The door was then thrown open, and the general populatior 
began to come in, in a long tile : several waiting outside, whilt 
one entered, affixed his signature, and went out. To everybod) 
in succession, Captain Hopkins said: "Have you read it?"­
"No." "Would you like to hear it read?" If he weaklj 
showed the least disposition to hear it, Captain Hopkins, in s 
loud sonoious voice, gave him every word of it, The Captain 
would have read it twenty thousand times, if twenty thousand 
people would hal'e heard him, one by one. I remember n 
certain luscious roll he gave to such phrases as "The people's 
representatives in Parliament assembled," "Your petitioners 
therefore humbly approach your honourable house," "His 
gracious Majesty's unfortunate subjects,'' as if the words were 
something real in his mouth, and delicious to taste; Mr. 
Micawber, meanwhile, listening with a little of an author's 
vanity, and contemplating (not severely) the spikes on the 
opposite wall. 

As I walked to and fro daily between Southwark and 
Blackfriars, and lounged about at meal-times in obscure stree~, 
the stones of which may, for anything I know, be worn at this 
moment by my childish feet, I wonder how many of these 
people were wanting in the crowd that used to come ~ling' 
before me in review again, to the echo of Captain Hopkms's( 
voice ! . When my thoughts go back now, to that slow agony o , 
my youth, I wonder how much of the histories I invented ~~ 
such people hangs like a mis~ of fancy over well-remember 
facts! When I tread the old ground, I do not wonder that .I 
seem to see and pity, going on before me, an innocent romanu 
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boy, making his imaginative world out of such strange expenences 
and sordid things. 

CHAPTER XII 

LIKING LIFE ON MY OWN ACCOUNT NO BETTER, I FORM A 

GREAT RESOLUTION 

IN due time, Mr: Micawber's petition was ripe for hearing; 
and that gentleman was ordered to be discharged under the 
Act, to ll,ly great joy. His creditors )vere not implacaule; ann 
Mrs. 1\!icawber informed me that even the re•·engeful boot· 
maker had declared in open court that he bore him no malice, 
but that when money was owing to him he liked to be paid. 
He sa.id he thought it was human nature. 

Mr. Micawber returned to the King's Bench when his case 
was over, as some fees were to be settled, and some formalities 
observed, before he could be actually released. The club 
received him with transport, and hdd an harmonic meeting 
that evening in his honour; while :Mrs. Micawber and I had a 
lamb's fry in private, surrounded by the sleeping family. 

· "On such an occasion I will give you, Master Copperfield," 
said Mrs. Micawber, "in a little more flip," for we had been 
having some already, "the memory of my papa and mama.'' 

"Are they dead, ma'am I" I inquired, after drink.ng the 
toast in a wine-glass. 

"My mama departed this life," said Mrs. ~!icawber, "before 
Mr. Micawber's difficulties commenced, or at least before they 
became pressing. My papa lived to bail Mr. Micawber several 
times, and then expired, regretted by a numerous cirde." 

Mrs. Micawber shook her head, and dropped a pious tear 
upon the twin who happened to be in hand. 

As I could hardly hope for a more favourable opportunity 
of putting a question in which I had a near interest, I sa1d to 
Mrs. Micawber: 

"May I ask, ma'am, what you and Mr. Micawher intend to 
do, now that Mr. Micawber is out of his dtiliculties, and at 
liberty I Have you settled yet I" 

"My family," said Mrs. Micawber, who always said those 
two words with an air, though I never could discover who 
came under the denomination, "my family are of opinion that 
Mr. Micawber should quit London, and exert his talents in the 
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country. Mr. Micawber is a man of great talent, Master 
Copperfield." 

1 said I was sure of that. 
"Of great talent," repeated Mrs. Micawbcr. "My family 

are of opinion, that, with a little interest, something might be 
done for a man of his ability in the Custom House. The 
influence of my family being local, it is their wish that 
Mr. Mica1vber should go down to Plymouth. They think it 
indispensable that he should be upon the spot." 

"That he may be ready?" I suggested. 
"Exactly," returned Mrs. Micawber. ''That he may be 

ready, in case of anything turning up." 
"And do you go too, ma'am?" 
The events of the day, in combination with the twins, if not 

with the flip, had made Mrs. Micawber hysterical, and she shed 
tears as she replied : 

"I never will desert Mr. ~licawber. Mr. Micawber may 
have concealed his difficulties from me in the first instance, but 
his sanguine temper may have led him to expect that he would 
O\'ercome them. The pearl necklace and bracelets which I 
inherited from n1ama, have been disposed of for less than half 
their value; and the set of coral, which was the wedding gift 
of my papa, has been actually thrown away for nothing. But 
I never will desert Mr. Micawber. No!" cried Mrs. Micawber, 
more affected than before, " I never will do it I It's of no use 
asking mel" 

I felt quite uncomfortable-as if Mrs. il!icawber supposed I 
had asked her to do anything of the sort l-and sat looking at 
her in alarm. 

"Mr. Micawber has his faults. I do not deny that he is 
improvident. I do not deny that he has kept me in the 
dark as to his resoucces and his liabilities, both," she went 
on, looking at the woll ; "but I never will desert Mr. 
Micawber l" 

Mrs. Micawber having now raised her voice into a perfect 
scream, I was so frightened that I ran off to the club-room, 
and disturbed ~lr. Micawber in the act of presiding at a long 
table, and leading the chorus of 

Gl!e up, l)ohhin, 
Ge~ ho, Duhh:11, 

• Gee up, Dobl11n, 
Gee up, nnd ~ce ho-11-n! 

-with the tidings that Mrs. Micawber was in an alarming 
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state, upon which he immediately burst into tears, and came 
away with me with his waistcoat full of the heads and tails of 
shrimps, ot which he had been partaking. 

"Emma, my angel!" cried Mr. Micawber, running into the 
room ; " what is the matter? " 

"I never will desert you, Micawber I" she exclaimed. 
"My life!" said Mr. Micawber, taking her in his arms. "I 

am perfectly aware of it." 
"He is the parent of my children I He is the father of 

my twins I He is the husband of my affections," cried Mrs. 
Micawber, struggling; "and I ne-ver-will-desert Mr. 
lllicawber I" 

Mr. Micawber was so deeply affected by this proof of her 
devotion (as to me, I was dissolved in tears), that he hung over 
her in a passionate manner, imploring her to look up, and to 
be calm. But the more he asked Mrs. !llicawber to look up, 
the more she fixed her eyes on nothing; and the more he 
asked her to compose herself, the more she wouldn't. Conse· 
qucntly Mr. Micawber was soon so overcome, that he mingled 
his tears with hers and mine; until he begged me to do him 
the favour of taking a chair on the staircase, while he got her 
into bed. I would have taken my leave for the night, but he 
would not hear of my doing that until the strangers' bell should 
ring. So I sat at the staircase window, until he came out with 
another chair and joined me. 

"How is Mrs. Micawber now, sir?" I said. 
''Very low," said Mr. Micawber,shaking his head; "reaction. 

Ah, this has been a dreadful day! We stand olone now­
everything is gone from us I " 

i\lr. i\!icawber pressed my hand, and groaned, and afterwards 
shed tears. I was greatly touched, and disappointed too, for 
I had expected that we should be quite gay on this happy and 
long-looked-for occasion. Bot J\!r. and Mrs. 1\!icawber were 
so used to their old difticulties, I think, that they felt quite 
shipwrecked when they came to consider that they were rek:u;ed 
from them. All their elasticity was departed, and I never saw 
them half so wretched as on this night; insomuch that when 
the bell rang, and Mr. Micawber walked with me to the lodge, 
and parted from me there with a blessing, I felt quite afraid to 
leave him by himself, he was so profoundly miserable. 

But through all the confusion ·and lowness of spirits in 
which we had been, so unexpectedly to me, involved, I plainly 
discerned that Mr. and Mrs, Micawber and their family were 
~uing away from London, and that a parting between us was 

G 
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near at hand. It was in my w~lk home that night, and in 
the sleepless hours which followed when I lay in bed, that the 
thought first occurred to me-though I don't know how it 
came into my head-which afterwards shaped itself into a 
settled resolution. 

I had grown to be so accustomed to the Micawbers, and 
had been so intimate with them in their distresses, and was so 
utterly friendless without them, that the prospect of being 
thrown upon some new shift for a lodging, and going once 
more among unknown people, was like being that moment 
turned adrift into my present life, with such a knowledge of it 
ready made as experience had given me. All the sensitive 
feelings it wounded so cruelly, all the shame and misery it kept 
alive within my breast, became more poignant as I thought of 
this; and I determined that the life was unendurable. 

That there was no hope of escape from it, unless the escape 
, was my own act, I knew quite well. I rarely heard from Miss 
Murdstone, and never from Mr. lllurdstone; but two or three 
parcels of made or mended clothes had come up for me, con· 
signed to Mr. Quinion, and in each there was a scrap of paper 
to the effect that J. M. trusted D. C. was applying himself to 
business, and devoting himself wholly to his duties-not the 
least hint of my ever being anything else than the common 
drudge into which r was fast settling down. 

The very next day showed me, while my mind was in the 
first agitation of what it had conceived, that Mrs. Micawber 
had not spoken of their going away without warrant. They 
took a lodging in the house where I lived, for a week; at the 
expiration of which time they were to start for Plymouth. 
Mr. Micawber himself came down to the counting-house, in 
the afternoon, to tell Mr. Quinion that he must relinquish me 
on the day of his departure, and to give me a high charact~r, 
which I am sure I deserved. And Mr. Quinion, calling Ill 

Tipp the carman, who was a married man, and had a room to 
let, quartered me prospectively on him-by our mutual consent, 
as he had every reason to think ; for I said nothing, though my 
resolution was now taken. 

I passed my evenings with Mr. and Mrs. Micawber, during 
the remaining term of our residence und~r the same roof; and 
J think we became fonder of one another as the time went on. 
On the last Sunctay, they invited me to dinner; and we had a 
loin of pork and apple sauce, and a pudding. I had bo~ght I 
a spotted wooden horse over-night as a parting gift to httle l 
Wilkins Micawber-that was the boy-and a doll for Jude 
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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. 

"I 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 h~ 
had been accustomed to call me of late, "has a heMt 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 a"·ay with." 

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

!'My dear young friend," said Mr. Micawber, "I 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 
Sdy, hourly expecting), I have nothing to bestow but advice. 
Still my advice is so far worth taking that-in short, that I 
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. 
"I say," returned Mr. Micawber, quite forgetting himself, and 

smiling again, "the miserable wretch you behold. My advice 
is, never do to. morrow what you can do to-day. Procrastination 
is the thief of time. Collar him I " 

"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, t!--e 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 pre· 
maturely entered into, in consequence, that I never recovered 
the expense." 

Mr. Micawber looked aside at Mrs. Micawber, and added: 
"Not that I am sorry for it. Quite the contrary, my love." 
After which he was grave for a minute or so. 
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"My other piece of advice, Copperfield," said Mr. Micawber, 

"you know. Annual income twenty pounds, annual expendi­
ture nineteen nineteen 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 I am ! " 

To make his example the more impressive, Mr. Micawber 
drank a glass of punch 11ith an air of great enjoyment and 
satisfaction, and whistled the College Hornpipe. 

I did not fail to assure him that I 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 I 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. Micawher, "God bless you! 
I never can forget all that, you know, and I never would if I 
1<:ould." · 

"Copperfield," said Mr. Micawber, "farewell I Every happi· 
ness and prosperity I If, in the progress of revol\·mg years, I 
could persuade myself that my blighted destiny had been a 
warning to you, I should feel that I had not occupied another 
man's place in existence altogether in vain. In case of anything 
turning up (of which 1 am rather confident), I shall be extremely 
happy if it should be in my powor to improve your prospects." 

1 think, as Mrs. Micawber sat at the back of the coach, with 
the children, and I stood in the· road looking wistfully at them, 
a mist cleared from her eyes, and she saw what a little creature 
I really was. I tbink 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 I could hardly. see 

1 
the family for the handkerchiefs they waved. It was gone tn a 
minute. The Orfting 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 I went to begin my weary day at Murdstone 
and Grinby's. 

llut with no intention of passing many more wenry days 
there. No. I had resolved to run away.-To go, by some 
means or other, down into the country, to the only relation 1 
had in the world, and tell my story to my aunt, Miss Betsey. 

I have already observed that I don't know how this desperate 



David Copperfield 
idea came into my brain. But, once there, it remained there; 
and hardened into a purpose than which I had never enter· 
tained a more determined purpose in my life. I am far from 
sure that I 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, 
I 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 I 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 pretty hair with no 
ungentle band; and though it might have been altogether my 
mother's fancy, and might have had no foundation whatever in 
fact, I 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 en~endered my determination. 

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

Peggotty's answer soon arrived, and was, as u'ual, full of 
affectionate devotion. She enclosed the half-gumea (! was 
airaid she must have had a world of trouble to get it out of 
Mr. Barkis's box), and told me that 11iss Bctsel' lived near 
Dover, but whether at Do\'er it.selt, at Hythe, Sandgate, or 
Fo!kestone, she could not say. One of our 'men, however 
informing me on my asking him about these places, that the~ 
were all close together, l 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 I was going to leave behind me at Murdstone and 
Grinby's, I considered myself bound to remain until Saturday 
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night; and, as '1 had been paid a week's wages in advance 
when I first came there, not to present myself in the counting· 
house at the usual hour, to receive my stipend. For this ex· 
press reason I 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 wa1ting in the 
warehouse to be paid, and Tipp the carman, who always took 
precedence, went in first to draw his money, I shook Mick 
Walker by the hand ; asked him, when it came to his turn to 
be paid, to say to Mr. Quinion that I had !(One to move my 
box to Tipp's: and, bidding a last good-night to Mealy 
Potatoes, ran :~.way . 

.My box was at my old lodging over the water, and I 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 I had in my 
pocket ready to put on the box, after I should have got it out 
of the house ; and as I went towards my lodging, I looked 
about me for some one who would help me to carry it to the 
booking-office. 

There was a, long-legRed young man, with a 1·ery little 
empty donkey-cart, standing near the Obelisk, in the Black· 
friars Road, whose eye I caught as I was going by, and who, 
addressing me as "Sixpenn'orth of bad ha'pence," hoped "I 
should know him agin to swear to "-in allusion, I have no 
doubt, to my staring at him. I stopped to assure him that I 
had not done so in bad manners, but uncertain whether he 
might or might not like a job. . . 
' "\Vot job I" said the long-legged young man. 

"To move a box," I answered. 
" \Vot box?" said the long·legged young man. 
I told him mine, which was down that street there, and 

which I wanted him to take to the Dover coach-office for 
sixpence. 

" Done with you for a tanner I" 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 u much as I 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 I did not much like; as the bargain was 
made, however, I took him up-stairs to the room I was leaving, 
and we brought the box down, and put it on his cart. Now, I 
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was unwilling to put the direction-card on there, lest any of my 
landlord's family should fathom what I was doing, and detain 
me ; so I said to the young man that I 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 l was quite out of 
breath with running and calling after him, when I caught him 
at the place appointed. 

Being much flushed and excited, I tumbled my half-guinea 
out of my pocket in pulling the card out. I 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 I 
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 ca.<e, is it 1 
You're a-going to bolt, are you? Come to the pol lis, you 
young warmin, come to the pollis I " 

"You give me rny 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?" I cried, bursting 
into tears. 

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

I ran after him as fast as I could, but I had no breath to 
call out with, and should not have d1rcd to call out, now, if 
I had. I narrowly escaped being run over, twenty times at 
least, in half a mile. Now I lost him, now I saw him, now 
I lost him, now I was cut at with l whip, now shouted at, now 
down in the mud, now up again, now running into somebody's 
arms, now running headlong at ~ post At length, confused by 
fright and heat, and doubting whether half London might not 
by this time be turning out for my apprehension, I left the 
young ma_n to go wh~re he would with my box and money; 
and, pantmg and crymg, but never stopping, faced about for 
Greenwich, which I had understood was on the Dover Road : 
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taking very little more out of the world, towards the retreat of 
my aunt, !I! iss Betsey, than I had brought into it, on the night 
when my arrival gave her so much umbrage. 

CHAPTER XIII 

THF. SEQUEL OF MV RESOLUTIOl< 

FoR anything I know, I may have had some wild idea of 
running all the way to Dover, when I gave up the pursuit of 
the young man with the donkey-cart, and started for Green­
wich. My scattered senses were soon collected as to that 
point, if I had ; for I came to a stop in the Kent Road, at 
a terrace with a piece of water before it, and a great foolish 
image in the middle, blowing a dry shell. Here I sat down 
on a doorstep, quite spent and exhausted with the efforts I had 
already made, and with hardly breath enough to cry for the 
loss of my box and half-guinea. 

It was by this time dark; I heard the clocks strike ten, as I 
sat resting. But it was a summer night, fortunately, and fine 
weather. When 1 h,,d recovered my breath, and had got rid 
of a stifling sensation in my throat, I rose up and went on. 
In the midst of my distress, I had no notion of going back. 
I doubt if I should have had any, though there had been a 
Swi•s snow-drift in the Kent Road. 

Jlut my standing,possessed of only three·halfpence in the 
world (and I am sure I wonder how tluy came to be left tn my 
pocket on a Saturday night I) troubled me none the less because 
I went on. I began to picture to myself, as a scrap of news· 
paper intelligence, my being found dead in a day or two, under 
some hedge; and I trudged on miserably, though as fast as 1 
could, until 1 happened to pass a little shop, 11 here it was 
written up that ladies' and gentlemen's wardrobes were bough~ 
and that the best price was given for rags, bones, and l;itchen· 
stutT. The master of this shop was sitting at the door in h1s 
shirtwsleeves, smoking; and as there were a great many coats 
and pair. of trousers dangling from the low ceiling, and only 
two feeble candles burning insi~e to show what they were, I 
fancied that he looked like a man of a revengeful disposition, 
who had hung all his enemies, anc was enjoying himself. 

1ly late experiences with Mr. and 1\!rs. Micawber sug~ested 
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to me that here might be a means of keeping off the wolf for a 
little while. 1 went up the next bye.street, took oft my waist· 
coat, rolled it neatly under my arm, and came back to the 
shop-door. " If you please, sir," I said, " 1 am to sell this 
for a fair price." 

Mr. Dolloby-Dolloby was the name over the shop-door, at 
least-took the waistcoat, stood his pipe on its head against 
the door·post, went into the shop, followed by me, snuffed the 
two candles with his fingers, spread the waistcoast on the 
counter, and looked at it there, held it up against the light, 
and looked at it there, and ultimately said : 

" What do you call a price, now, for this here little 
weskit?" 

" Oh ! you know best, sir," I returned, modestly. 
"I can't be buyer and seller too," said Mr. Dolloby. "Put 

a price on this here little weskit." · 
"Would eighteen pence be?"-I hinted, after some hesitation. 
Mr. Dolloby rolled it up again, and gave it me back. "I 

should rob my family," he said, "if I was to offer ninepence 
for it." 

This was a disagreeable way of putting the business; because 
it imposed upon me, a perfect stranger, the unpleasantness of 
asking Mr. Dolloby to rob his family on my account. My 
circumstances being so very pressing, however, 1 said I would 
take ninepence for it, if he pleased. Mr. Dolloby, not without 
some grumbling, gave ninepence. I wished him good-night, 
and walked out of the shop, the richer by that sum, and the 
poorer by a waistcoat. But when I buttoned my jacket, that 
was not much. 

Indeed, 1 foresaw pretty clearly that my jacket would go 
next, and that I should have to make the best of my way to 
Dover in a shirt and a pair of trousers, and might deem 
m"self lucky if 1 got there even in that trim. But my mind 
did not run so much on this as might be supposed. Beyond 
a general impression of the distance before me, and of the 
young man with the donkey-cart having used me cruelly, I 
think I had no very urgent sense of my difficulties when 
I once again set off with my ninepence in my pocket. 

A plan had occurred to me for passing the night, which I 
was going to carry into execution. This was, to lie behind the 
wall at the back of my old school, in a corner where there used 
to be a haystack. ·I imagined it would be a kind of company 
to have the boys, and the bedroom where I used to tell the 
stories, so near me: although the boys would know nothing 
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of my being there, and the bedroom would yield me n< 
shelter. 

I had had a hard day's work, and was pretty well jadet 
when I <:ame climbing out, at last, upon the level of Black 
heath. It cost me some trouble to find out Salem House; bu 
I found it, and I found a h.tystack in the corner, and 1 Ia: 
down bv it ; having first walked round the wall, and looked UJ 
at the windows, and seen that all was dark and silent within 
Never shall 1 forget the lonely sensation of first lying down 
without a roof above my head ! 

Sleep came upon me as it came on many other outcasts 
against whom house.<Joors were locked, and house-dogs barked 
that night-and I dreamed of lying on my old school-bed 
talking to the boys in my room ; and found myself sit tin! 
upright, with Stccrforth's name upon my lips, looking wildly a 
the stars that were glistening and glimmering above me. Wher 
I remembered where I was at that untimely hour, a feeling stolt 
upon me that made me get up, alraid of I don't know what, anc 
walk about. But the fainter glimmering of the stars, and th1 
pale light in the sky where the day was coming, reassured me 
and my eyes being very heavy, 1 lay down again, and slept-: 
though with a knowledge in my sleep that it was cold-untt 
the warm beams of the sun, and the ringing of the gettingw 
bell at Salem House, awoke me. If I could have hoped thai 
Steerforth was there, I would have lurked about until he 
came out alone ; but I knew he must have left long since. 
Traddles still remained, perhaps, but it was very doubtful; and 
I had not sufficient confidence in his discretion or good luck, 
however strong my reliance was on his good-nature, to wish to 
trust him with my situation. So I crept away from the wall as 
Mr, Creakle'li boys were getting up, and struck into the long 
dusty track which I had first known to be the Dover Road 
when 1 was one of them, and when I !itt!~ e.xpected that any 
eyes would ever see me the wayfarer I was now, upon it. 

What a different Sunday morning from the old Sunday 
morning at Yarmouth! In due time I heard the church·bells 
rin~ing, as I plodded on ; and I met people who were gom~ to 
church; and I passed a church or two where the cong.regauon 
were inside, and the sound of singing rame out mto the 
sunshine, while the beadle -sat and cooled himself in the shadt 
of the porch, or stood beneath the yew-tree, with his hand td 
his forehead, glowering at me going by. But the peace an , 
rest of the old Sunday morning were on everything, excep! 
me. That wa.s the difference. I felt quite wicked io my d•1 
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and dust, with my tangled hair. But for the quiet picture I 
had conjured up, of my mother in her .youth and beauty, 
weeping by the fire, and my aunt relentmg to her, I hardly 
think I should have had the courage to go on unnl next day. 
But it always went before me, and I followed. 

I got, that Sunday, through three-and-twenty miles on the 
straight road, though not very easily, for I was new to that 
kil1d of toil. I see myself, as evening closes in, coming over 
the bridge at Rochester, footsore and tired, and eating bread 
that I had bought for supper. One or two little houses, with 
the notice," Lodgings for Travellers," hanging out, had tempted 
me; but I was afraid of spending the few pence I had, and 
was even more afraid of the vicious looks of the trampers I 
had met or overtaken. I sought ao shelter, therefore, but the 
sky; and toiling into Chatham,-which, in that night's aspect, 
is a mere dream of chalk, and drawbridges, and mastless ships 
in a muddy river, roofed like Noah's arks-crept, at last, upon 
a sort of grass-grown battery overhanging a lane, where a sentry 
was walking to and fro. Here I lay down, near .a cannon; 
and, happy in the society of the sentry's footsteps, though he 
knew no more of my being above him than the boys of Salem 
House had known of my lying by the wall, slept soundly until 
morning. 

Very stiff and sore of foot I was in the morning, and quite 
dazed by the beating of drums and m~rching of troops, which 
seemed to hem me in on every side when I went down towards 
the long narrow street. Feeling that I could go but a very 
little way that day, if I were to reserve any strength for getting 
to my journey's end, I resolved to make the sale of my jacket 
its principal business. Accordingly, I took the jacket off, that 
I might learn to do without it ; and carrying it under my arm, 
began a tour of inspection of the various slop-shops. 

It was a likely place to sell a jacket in ; for the dealers in 
second-hand clothes were numerous, and were, generally speak· 
ing, on the look·out for customers at their shop-doors. But, as 
most of them had, hanging up among their stock, an officer's 
coat or two, epaule.ttes a~d all, I was rendered timid by the 
costly nature of their dealmgs, and walked about for a long tim• 
without offering my merchandise to any one. 

This modesty of mine directed my attention to th• marine· 
store shops, and such shops as Mr. Dolloby's, in preference to 
the r~g.ular dealers. At last I found one th~t I ~hought ll:>oked 
promtsmg, at the corner of a dtrty lane, endmg tn an inclosure 
full of stinging-nettles, against the palings of which some 
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second-hand sailors' clothes, that seemed to have overflow< 
the shop, were fluttering among some cots, and rusty guns, ar 
oilskin hats, and certain trays full of so many old rusty keys 
so many sizes that they seemed various enough to open all tl 
doors in the world. 

Into this shop, which was low and small, and which w: 
darkened rather than lighted by a little window, overhung wi1 
clothes, and was descended into by some steps, I went with 
palpitating heart; which was not relieved when an ugly ol 
man, with the lower part of his face all covered with a stubb' 
grey beard, rushed out of a dirty den behind it, and seized ttl 

by the hair of my head. He was a dreadful old man to loo 
at, in a filthy flannel waistcoat, and smelling terribly of run 
His bedstead, covered with a tumbled and ra~ged piece ( 
patchwork, was in the den he had come from, where anothe 
little window showed a prospect of more stinging-nettles, and . 
lame donkey. 

I
I "Oh, what do you want?" grinned this old man, in a fierc( 
, monotonous whine. "Oh, my eyes and limbs, what do yo 
' want? Oh, my lungs and liver, what do you want? Oh, goroc 

goroo I" 
I was so much dismayed by these words, and particularly b: 

the repetition of the last unknown one, which was a kind c 
rattle in his throat, that I could make no answer ; hereupon th• 
old man, still holding me by the hair, repeated : 

"Oh, what do you want? Oh, my eyes and limbs, what d• 
you want? Oh, my lungs and liver, what do you want? Oh 
goroo I "-which he screwed out of himself, with an energy tha 
made his eyes start in his head. 

"I wanted to know," I said, trembling, "if you would buy' 
jacket?" 

"Oh, let's see the jacket I " cried the old man. " 0~. mJ 
heart on fire, show the jacket to us ! Oh, my eyes and bmbs 
bring the jacket out I " . 

With that he took his trembling bands, which were hke. tb( 
claws of a great bird, out of my hair ; and put on a p!Ur ol 
spectacles, not at all ornamental, to his inflamed eyes. _ 

" Oh, how much for the jacket?" cried the old man, aJteJ 
examining it. "Oh-goroo !-how much for the jacket ? " 

" Half-a-crown," I answered, recovering myself. 
"Oh, my lungs and liver," cried the old man, " no I Oh: 

my eyes, no I Oh, my limbs, no I Eighteenpence. Goroo 1
' 

Every time he uttered this ejaculation, his eyes seemed to 
be in danger of starting out ; and every sentence he spoke, he 
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delivered in a sort of tune, always exactly the same, and more' 
like a gust of wind, which begins low, mounts up high, and falls 
again, than any other comparison I can find for it. 

"Well," said I, glad to have closed the bargain, "I'll take 
eighteenpence." 

"Oh, my liver I" cried the old man, throwing the jacket on 
a shelf. "Get out of the shop I Oh, my lungs, get out of the 
shop I Oh, my eyes and limbs-goroo !-don't ask for money; 
make it an exchange." 

I never was so frightened in my life, before or since; but I 
told him humbly that I wanted money, and that nothing else 
was of any use to me, but that I would wait for it, as he 
desired, outside, and had no wish to hurry him. So I went 
outside, and sat down in the shade in a comer. And I sat 
there so many hours, that the shade became sunlight, and the 
sunlight became shade again, and still I sat there waiting for 
the money. 

There never was such another drunken madman in that line 
of business, I hope. That he was well known in the neigh­
bourhood, and enjoyed the reputation of having sold himself 
to the devil, I soon understood from the visits he received 
from the boys, who continually came skirmishing about the 
shop, shouting that legend, and calling to him to bring out his 
:;old. "You ain't poor, you know, Charley, as you pretend. 
Bring out your gold. Bring out some of the gold you sold 
yourself to the devil for. Come I It's in the lining of the 
mattress, Charley. Rip it open and Jet's have some I" This, 
and many offers to lend him a knife for the purpose, exasper­
ated him to such a degree, that the whole day was a succession 
of rushes on his part, and flights on the part of the boys. 
Sometimes in his rage he would take me for one of them, and 
come at me, mouthing as if he were going to tear me in pieces ; 
then, remembering me, just in time, would dive into the shop, 
and lie upon his bed, as I thought from the sound of his voice, 
yelling in a frantic way, to his own windy tune, the Death of 
Nelson; with an Oh I before every line, and innumerable · 
Goroos interspersed. As if this were not bad enough for mt·, 
the boys, connecting me with the establishment, oil account of 
the patience and perseverance with which I sat outside, half­
dressed, pelted me, and used me very ill all day. 

He made many attempts to induce me to consent to an 
exchange; at one time coming out with a fishing-rod, at another 
with a fiddle, at another with a cocked hat, at another with a 
flute. But I resisted all these overtures, and sat there in 
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desperation; each time asking him, with tears in my eyes, fo1 
my money or my jacket. At last he began to pay me in half 
pence at a time ; and was full two hours at gening by CUSJ 
stages to a shilling. 

"Oh, my eyes and limbs I'' he then cried, peeping hideous!) 
out of the shop, after a long pause, " 1\ill you go for twopencE 
more?" 

"I can't," I said, "I shall be star'l'ed." 
"Oh, my lungs and liver, will you go for threepence?" 
"I would go for nothing, if I could," I said, "but I want the 

money badly." 
"Oh, go-roo ! " (it is really impossible to express how he 

twisted this ejaculation out of himself, as he peeped round the 
doorpost at me, showing nothing but his crafty old head;) "will 
you go for four pence?" 

I was so faint and weary that I closed with this offer; and 
taking the money out of his claw, not without trembling, went 

'

away more hungry and thirsty than I had ever been, a little 
before sunset. But at an expense of threepence I soon 
refreshed myself completely; and, being in better spirits then, 
limped seven miles upon my road. 

My bed at night was under another haystack, where I rested 
comfortably, after having washed my blistered feet in a stream, 
and dressed them as well as I was able, with some cool leaves. 
When I took lhe road again next morning, I found that it lay 
through a succession of hop·grounds and orchards. It was 
sufficiently late in the year for the orchards to be ruddy with 
ripe apples; and in a few places the hop-pickers were already 
at work. I thought it all extremely beauttful, and made up my 
mind to sleep among the hops that night : imagining so'!'e 
cheerful companionship in the long perspective of poles, wtth 
the graceful leaves twining round them. 

The trampers were worse than ever that day, and inspired me 
with a dread that is yet quite fresh in my mind. Some of them 
were most ferocious-looking ruffians, who stared at me as I 
went by ; and stopped, perhaps, and called after me to come 
back and speak to them, and when I took to my heels, stoned 
me. I recollect one young fellow-a tinker, I suppose, from Ius 
wallet and brazier-who had a woman with him, and who faced 
about and stared at me thus ; and then roared at me in such 
a tremendous voice to come back, that I halted and looked 
round. 

"Come here, when you're called," said the tinker, "or I'll 
rip your young body open." ' 
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I thought it best to go back. As I drew nearer to them, 

trying to propitiate the tinker by my looks, I observed that 
the woman had a black eye. 

"Where are you going?" said the tinker, gripping the bosom 
of my shirt with his blackened hand. 

"I am going to Dover." I said. 
"Where do you come from I" asked the tinker, giving his 

hand another turn in my shirt, to hold me more securely. 
"I come from London," I said. 
"What lay are you upon?" asked the tinker. "Are you a 

prig?" 
u N-no/' I said. 
"Ain't you, by G-? If you make a brag of your honesty 

to me," said the tinker, "I'll knock your brains out." 
With his disengaged hand he made a menace of striking me, 

and then looked at me from head to foot. 
"Have you got the price of a pint of beer about you?" 

said the tinker. "If you have, out with it, afore I take it 
away I" 

I should certainly have produced it, but that I met the 
woman's look, and saw her very slightly shake her head, and 
form "No I" with her lips. 

"1 am very poor," I said, attempting to smile, "and have got 
no money." 

"Why, what do you mean 1" said the tinker, looking so 
sternly at me, that I almost feared he saw the money in my 
pocket. 

"Sir I " I stammered. 
"What do you mean," said the tinker, "liy wearing my 

brother's silk handkercher I Give it over here ! " And he had 
mine off my neck in a moment, and tossed it to the woman. 

The woman burst into a fit of laughter, as if she thought 
this a joke, and tossed it back to me, nodded once, as slightly 
as before, and made the word "Go ! " with her lips. Before 
I could obey, however, the tinker seized the handkerchief out 
of my hand with a roughness that threw me away like a 
feather, and putting it loosely round his own neck, turned 
upon the woman with an oath, and knocked her down. I 
never shall forgot seeing her fall backward on the hard road, 
and lie there with her bonnet tumbled off, and her hair all 
whitened in the dust; nor, when I looked back from a distance, 
seeing her sitting on the pathway, which was a bank by the 
roadside, wiping the blood frum her face with a comer of her 
shawl. while he went on ahead. 
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This adventure frightened me so, that, afterwarrls, when : 

saw any of these people coming, I turned back until I coul< 
find a hidin~-place, where I remained until they had gone ou 
of sight; which happened so often, that I was very serious\~ 
delayed. But under this difficulty, as under all the othe' 
difficulties of my journey, I seemed to be sustained and le( 
on by my fanciful picture of.o~ny mother in her youth, befon 
I came into the world. It ahvays kept me company. It Wa! 

there, among the hops, when I lay down to sleep: it was wttt 
me on my waking in the morning; it went before me all day 
I have associated it, ever since, with the sunny street of Canter 
bury, dozing as it were in the hot light; and with the sight o 
its old houses and gateways, and the stately, grey Cathedral 
with the rooks sailing round the towers. When I came, at last 
upon the bare wide downs near Dover, it relieved the solitarJ 
aspect of the scene with hope; and not until I reached thai 
first great aim of my journey, and actually set foot in the tow~ 

\it>elf, on the sixth day of my flight, did it desert me. But then, 
fstrange to say, when I stood with my ragged shoes, and lllj 

dusty, sun uurnt, half-clothed figure, in the place so long desired, 
it seemed to vanish like a dream, and to leave me helpless and 
dispirited. 

I inquired about my aunt among the boatmen first, and 
received various answers. One said she lived in the South 
Foreland Light, and had singed her whiskers by doing so; 
another, that she was made fa>t to the great buoy outsode the 
harbour, and could only be visited at half-tide; a third, that she 
was locked up in Maidstone Jail for child-stealing; a fourth, 
that she was seen to mount a broom, in the last high wind, and 
make direct for Calais. The fty·drivers, among whom I inquired 
next, were equally jocose and equally disrespectful;, and ~he 
shopkeepers, not liking my appearance, generally rephed, wtth· 
out hearmg what I had to say, that they had got nothmg for 
me. I felt more miserable and destitute than I had done 
at any period of my running away. My money was all gone, 
I had nothing left to dispo>e of; I was hungry, thirsty, and 1~orn 
out ; and seemed as distant from the end as if I had remamed 
in London. 

The morning had worn away in these inquiries, and I was 
sitting on the step of an empty shop at a street corner, near the 
market·place, deliberating upon wandering towards those_ other 
places which had been mentioned, when a fly-Jriver, comtog by 
with his ~arriage, dropped a horsecloth. Somcthm~ good· 
natured in the man's face, as I handed it up, encouraged me 
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to ask him if he could tell me where Miss Trotwood lived; 
though I had asked the question so often, that it almost died 
upon my lips. 

"Trotwood," said he. 11 Let me see. I know the name, 
too. Old lady?" 

"Yes, 11 I said, "rather. u 
11 Pretty stiff in the back ? " said he, making himself up­

right. 
"Yes," I said. "I should think it very likely.'· 
"Carries a bag?" said he: "bag with a good deal of room in 

it : is gruffish, and comes down upon you sharp?" 
My heart sank withil1 me as I acknowledged the undoubted 

accuracy of this description. 
"Why then, I tell you what," said he. "If you go up there," 

pointing with his whip towards the heights, "and keep right on 
till you come to some houses facing the sea, I think you'll hea.r 
of her. My opinion is, she won't stand anything, so here's a 
penny for you." 

I accepted the gift thankfully, and bought a loaf with it. 
Despatching this refreshment by the way, I went in the 
direction my friend had indicated, and walked on a good 
distance without coming to the houses he had mentioned. At 
length 1 sa~v some before me; and approaching them, went into a 
little shop (it was what we used to call a general shop, at home), 
and inquired if they could have the goodness to tell me where 
Miss Trotwood lived. I addressed myself to a man behind 
the counter, who was weighing some rice for a young woman ; 
but the latter, taking the inquiry to herself, turned round 
quickly. · 

"lv!y mistress?" she said. "What do you want with her, 
boy?" 

"I want," I replied, "to speak to her, if you please.'' 
"To beg of her, you mean," retorted the damsel. 
"No," I said, "indeed." Ilut suddenly remembering that in 

truth I came for no other purpose, I held my peace in confusion, 
and felt my face burn. 

My aunt's handmaid, as I supposed she was from what she 
had said, put her rice in a little basket and 'i\•alked out of the 
shop ; tellmg me that I could follow her, if I wanted to know 
where Miss Trotwood lived. I needed no second permission; 
though I was by this time in suc'h a state of consternation and 
agitation, that my legs shook under me. I followed the young 
woman, and we soon came to a very neat little cottage with 
cheerful bow·windows: in front of it, a small square gravelled 
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court or garden full of flowers, carefully tended, and smellin 
deliciously. 

"This is Miss Trotwood's," said the young woman. "No• 
you know; and that's all I have got to say." With wbic 
words she hurried into the house, as if to shake off the r< 
sponsibility of my appearance; and left me standing at th 
garden-gate, looking disconsolately over the top of it toward 
the parlour-window, where a muslin curtain partly undrawn i: 
the middle, a large round green screen or fan fastened on t' 
the window-sill, a small table, and a great chair, suggested t, 
me that my aunt might be at that moment seated in awlul stat~ 

lily shoes were by this time in a woeful condition. Tb 
soles had shed themselves bit by bit, and the upper leather 
had broken and burst until the very shape and form of shoe 
had departed from them. My hat (which had served me fo 
a night-cap, too) was so crushed and bent, that no old battere1 
handleless saucepan on a dunghill need have been ashamed t1 
vie with it. My shirt and trousers, stained with heat, dew 
grass, and the Kentish soil on which I had slept-and ton 
bes1des-might have frightened the birds from my aunt's garden 
as I stood at the gate. My hair had known no comb or brusl 
since I left London. My face, neck, and hands, from un 
accustomed exposure to the air and sun, were burnt to a berry 
brown. From head to foot I was powdered almost as whit1 
with chalk and dust, as if l had come out of a lime-kiln. Ir 
this plight, and with a strong consciousness of it, I waited t< 
introduce myself to, and make my first impression on, IDJ 
formidable aunt. 

The unbroken stillness of the parlour-window leading me tc 
infer, after a while, that she was not there, I lifted up my ere: 

. to the window above it, where I saw a florid, pleasant-looktn! 
gentleman, with a grey head, who shut up one eye in a grotesqm 
manner, nodded his head at me several times, shook 1t at mt 
as often, laughed, and went away. \ 

I had been discomposed enough before; but I was so mud 
the more discomposed by this unexpected behaviour, that I W:ll 

on the point of slinking off, to think how I had best proceed, 
when there came out of the house a lady with her handkerch1el 
tied over her cap, and a pair of gardening gloves on her han?s, 
wearing a gardening pocket like a tollman's apron, and carrym! 
a great knife. I knew her immediately to be Miss Betsey, for 
she came stalking out of the house exactly as my poor mothel 
had so often described her stalking up our garden al 
Blunderstone Rookery. 



David Copperfield 179 
" Go away 1" said Miss Betsey, shaking her head, and 

making a distant chop in the air with her knife. "Go along! 
No boys here!" 

.Y 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, I went softly in and stood beside her, touching 
her lfith my finger. 

"If you please, ma'am," I began. 
She started and looked up. 
" If you please, aunt.• 
"EH I" exclaimed Miss Betsey, in a tone of amazement I 

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. 
"I am David Copperfield, of Blunderstone, in Suffolk­

where you came. on the night when I was born, and saw my 
dear mama. I have been very unhappy since she died. I 
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. I was robbed at first setting out, and have. walked all 
the way, and have never slept in a bed since 1 began th~ 
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 I had suffered something, I 
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 I 
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. I think they mljSI 
have been taken out at random, for I am sure I tasted aniseed 
water, anchovy sauce, and salad dressing. When she had 
administered these restoratives, as I 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 I should sully the cover; and then, sitting 
herself down behind the green fan or screen 1 have already 
mentioned, so that I could not see her face, ejaculated at 
intervalS', ''Mercy on us!" letting those exclamations oJI like 
minute guns. 
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After a time she rang the bell. "Janet," said my aunt, wht 

her servant came in. "Go up-stairs, give my compliments 1 

Mr. Dick, and say I wish to speak to him." 
Janet looked a little surprised to see me lying stiffly on tt 

sofa (I was afraid to move lest it should be displeasing to n 
aunt), but went on her errand. My aunt, with her hanc 
behind her, walked up and down the room, until the gent! 
man who had squinted at me from the upper window came : 
laughing. 

"Mr. Dick," said my aunt, "don't be a foo~ because noboc 
can be more discreet than you can, when you choose. We 1 

know that. So don't be a fool, whatever you are." 
The gentleman was serious immediately, and looked at m 

I thought, as if he would entreat me to say nothing about tl 
window. 

"l\lr. Dick," said my aunt, "you have heard me mentic 
David Copperfield? Now don't pretend not to have a memor 
because you and I know better." 

"David Copperfield?" said Mr. Dick, who did not appear I 
me to remember much about it. "David Copperfield? C 
yes, to be sure. David, certainly." 

"\Vell,"6aid my aunt, "this is his boy, his son. He woul 
be as like his father as it's possible to be, if he was not so lil 
his mother, too." 

"His son?" said Mr. Dick. "David's son? Indeed!" 
" Yes," pursued my aunt, "and he has done a pretty pie< 

of business. He has run away. Ah I His sister, Bets~ 
Trotwood, never would have run away." My aunt shook h• 
head firmly, confident in the character and behaviour of tt 
girl who never was bon\. 

"Oh! you think she wouldn't have run away?" said Mr. Die! 
"llless and save the man," exclaimed my aunt, sharp! 

"how he talks I Don't I know she wouldn't? She· wnul 
have lived with her god·mother, and we should have bee 
devoted to one another. Where, in the name of wonder, shoul 
his sister, Betsey Trotwood, have run from, or to?" 

" Now here," said Mr. Dick. 
"\Veil then," returned my aunt, softened by the reply, "ho 

can you pretend to be wool-gathering, Dick, when you are ~ 
sharp as a surgeon's lancet? Now, here you see young Dav• 
Copperfield, and the question I put to you is, what shall I d 
with him?" 

''What shall .you do with him?" said Mr. Dick; feebl: 
scratching his head. "Oh I do with him?" 
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"Yes," said my aunt, with a grave look, and her forefinger 
held up. "Come! I want some very sound advice." 

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

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

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

11! y 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 go.it 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. I partic.\!)arly noticed that she had a 
vecy quick, bright eye. Her hair, which was grey, was arranged 
in two plain divisions, under what I believe would be called a 
mob·cap; I 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. I remember 
that I 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 I 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 I .have already said, was grey·headed and fiorid: 
I should have said all about him, in saymg 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 bright· 
ness in them that made me, in combination with his \'acant 
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 pockets : 
which he rattled as if he were very proud of it. • 
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Janet was a pretty blooming girl, of ahout nineteen 

twenty, and a perfect picture of neatness. Though I mad~ 
further observation of her at the moment, I may mention I 
what I did not disco\'er until afterwards, namely, that she 
one of a series of protegees whom my aunt had taken into 
service expressly to educate in a renouncement of mank 
and who had generally completed their abjuration by mar~ 
the baker. 

The room was as neat as Janet or my aunt. As I laid d< 
my pen, a moment since, to think of it, the air from the 
came blowing in again, mixed with the perfume of the Bow• 
and I saw the old·fashioned furniture brightly rubbed 
polished, my aunt's inviolable chair and table by the ro• 
green fan in the bow·windo1v, the drugget·covered carpet, 
cat, the kettle-holder, the two canaries, the old china, the pur 
bowl full of dried rose-leaves, the tall press guarding all sort 
bottles and pots, and, wonderfully out of keeping with the r 
my dusty self upon the sofa, taking note of everything. 

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

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

To this hour I don't know whether my aunt had any law 
right of way over that patch of green; but she had settled 
in her own mind that she had, and it was, all the same to h 
The one great outrage of her life, demanding to be constan 
avenged, was the passage of a donkey over that immacul: 
spot. In whatever occupation she was engaged, howe; 
interesting to her the conversation in which she was takt 
part, a donkey turned the current of her ideas in a mom~, 
and she was upon him straight. Jugs of water, and watem 
pots, were kept in secret places ready to be discharged on t 
offending boys; sticks were laid in ambush behind the d?c 
sallies were made at all hours; and incessant war prevailE 
Perhaps this was an agreeable excitement to the donkey-bo! 
or per~aps the more sagacious of the donkeys, understand!' 
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how the case stood, delighted with constitutional obstinacy in 
coming that way. I 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, I saw my aunt engage, single­
handed, with a sandy-headed lad of fifteen, and bumJf his 
sandy head against her own gate, before he seemed to compre­
hend what was the matter. These interruptions were the more 
ridiculous to me, because she was giving me broth out of a 
table-spoon at the time (having firmly persuaded herself that I 
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 I began to be sensible 
of acute pains in my limbs from lying out in the fields, and 
was now so tired and low that I could hardly keep myself awake 
for five minutes together, When 1 bad bathed, 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 I looked like, I don't 
know, but I felt a very hot one. Feeling also very faint and 
drowsy, 1 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 I awoke with the impres· 
sion that my aunt had come and bent over me, and had put 
my hair away from my face, and laid my head more comfort­
ably, and had then stood looking at me. The words, "Prettv 
fellow," or "Poor fellow," seemed to be in my ears, too; but 
certainly there was nothing else, when I 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 I awoke,offaroastfowland a pudding· 
I sitting at table, not unlike a trussed bird myself, and moving 
my arms with considerable difficulty. But as my aunt had 
swathed me up, I made no complaint of being inconvenienced. 
All this time I was deeply anxious to know what she was going 
to do with me ; but sh~ took her dinner in profound silence, 
except when she occastonally fixed her eyes on me sitting 
opposite, ~nd said, "Mercy upon us I" which did not by any 
means reheve my anxtety. 

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 :ovhen she 
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requested him to attend to my story, which she elicited fr 
me, gradually, by a course of questions. During my reci 
she kept her eyes on Mr. Dick, who I thought would h 
gone to sleep but for that, and who, whensoever he lapsed i 
a smlle, was checked by a frown from my aunt. 

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

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

"Fell in love I" repeated tny aunt. "What do you mea 
What business had she to do it?" 

" Perhaps," Mr. Dick simpered, after thinking a little, "! 

did it for pleasure." 
" Pleasure, indeed!" replied my aunt. "A mighty pleast 

for the poor Baby to fix her simple faith upon any dog o 
fellow, certain to ill-use her in some way or other. \\'hat c 

1 she propose to her>df, I should like to know ! She had h 
one husband. She had seen David Copperfield out of t 
world, who was always running after wax dolls from his crad 
She had got a baby-oh, there were a pair of babies when s 
gave birth to this child sitting here, that Friday night !-a 
what more did she want? " 

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

"She couldn't even have a baby like anybody ebe," said r 
aunt. "Where was this child's sister, Betsy Trotwood? N 
forthcoming. Don't tell me ! " 

Mr. Dick seemed quite frightened. 
" That little man of a doctor, with his head on one sidi 

said my aunt, "Jellips, or whatever his name was, what was 
about? All he could do was to say to me, like a robin re 
breast-as he is-' It's a boy.' A boy I Yah, the imbecili 
of the whole set of 'em ! " 

The heartiness of the ejaculation startled Mr. Dick excee 
ingly ; and me, too, if I am to tell the truth. · 

" And then, as if this was not enough, and she had n• 
stood sufficiently in the light of this child's sister, Betsy Trc 
wood," said my aunt, "she marries a second time-goes ar 
marries a Murderer-or a man with a name like it-and stam 
in tl1is child's light! And the natural consequence is, as an 
body but a baby might have foreseen, that he prowls an 
wander,. He's as like Cain before he was grown up, as t 
can be. 11 
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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 Peg~otty, s/u goes and gets married next. 
Because she has not seen enough of the evil attending such 
things, sl1e goes and gets married next, as the child relates. I 
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." 

I could not bear to hear my old nurse so decried, and made 
the subject of such a wish. I told my aunt that indeed she was 
mistaken. That Peggotty was the bes~ 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, I broke down as I 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 I might bring some trouble on her-I broke 
down, I say, as I 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 I Donkeys!" 

I 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 pro­
tection. 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 
)f her country, and to bring actions for trespass against the 
~hole donkey proprietorship of Dover, until tea-time. 

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

''Now, Mr. Dick," said my aunt, with her grave look, and 
1er forefinger up as before, " I am going to ask \'Ou another 
1uestion. Look at this child." -

" David's son?" said Mr. Dick, with an attentire, puzzled 
ace. 
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"Exactly so,• returned my aunt. "What would you do witl 

him, now?" 
"Do with David's son?" said Mr. Dick. 
"Ay," replied my aunt, "with Dal'id's son.• 
"Oh ! " said Mr. Dick. "Yes. Do with-I should put hir 

to bed." 
"Janet I" cried my aunt, with the same complacent triump 

that I had remarked before. "Mr. Dick sets us all right, : 
the bed is ready, we'll take him up to it." 

Janet reporting it to be quite ready, I was taken up to it 
kindly, but in some sort like a prisoner; my aunt going i 
front, and Janet bringing up the rear. The only circumstanc 
which gave me any new hope, was my aunt's stopping on tl 
stairs to inquire about a sn~ell of fire that was prevalent then 
and Janet's replying that she had been making tinder down in tl 
kitchen, of my old shirt. But there were no other clothes in rr 
room than the odd heap of things I wore ; and when I w: 
left there, v.1th a little taper which my aunt forewarned D 
would burn exactly fave minutes, 1 heard them lock my door c 
the outside. Turning these things over in my mind, I deem• 
it possible that my aunt, who could know nothing of me, mig 
suspect 1 had a habit of running away, and took precaution 
on that account, to have me in safe keeping. 

The room was a pleasant one, at the top of the house, ovt 
looking the sea, on which the moon was shining brilliant 
After 1 had said my prayers and the candle had burnt out 
remember how I still sat looking at the moonlight on t 
water, as if I could hope to read my fortune in it, as in 
bright book ; or to see my mother with her child, coming frc 
Heaven, along that shining path, to look upon me as she h 
looked when I last saw her sweet face. I remember how I 
solemn feeling with which at length I turned my eyes aw 
yielded to the sensation of gratitude and rest which the sight 
the white·curtained bed-and how much more the lying sor 
down upon it, nestling in the sn/>w-white sheets !-inspired. 
remember how I thought of all the solitary places under 
night sky where 1 had slept, and how I prayed that I ne 
might be houseless any more, and never might forget 
houseless. I remember how I seemed to float, then, down 
melancholy glory of that track upon the sea, away into 
world of dre~m~. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

MY AU~T ~lAKES ur HER Mll:D ABOUT ~m 

ON going down in the morning, I 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 te•pot and 
were laying the whole table-cloth under water, when my entrance 
put her meditations to flight. I felt sure that I had been the 
subject of her reflections, and was more than ever anxious to 
know her intentions towards me. Yet I dared not express mv 
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. I never could look at her for a few moments together 
but I found her looking at me-in an odd thoughtful manner, 
as if I were an immense way off, instead of heing on !he 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 I was quite 
overpowered by embarrassment. Not having as yet finished 
my own breakfast, I attempted to hide my confusion by pro­
ceeding w1th it; but my knife tumbled over my fork, my fork 
tripped up my knife, I 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 I gave i.o altogether, 
and sat blushing under my aunt's close scrutiny. , 

"Halla ! " said my aunt, after a long time. 
I looked up, and met her sharp bright glance respectfully. 

_"I have written to him," said my aunt. 
"To-?" 
"To your father-in-law," said my aunt. " I 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 I am, aunt?" I inquired, alarmed. 
'' 1 have told him," said my aunt, with a nod. 
"Shall I-be-gi1·en up to him I" I faltered. 
"I don't know," said my aunt. "We shall see." 
"Oh! I can't think what I shall do,'" 1 exclaimed, "if I ha1·e 

to go back to Mr. Murdstone I" 
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" I don't know anything about it," snid my aunt, shaking I 

head, "I can't say, I am sure. We shall see." 
My spirits sank under these words, and I became very do• 

cast and heavy of heart. My aunt, without appearing to t: 
much heed of me, put on a coarse apron with a bib, which 
took out of the press ; washed up the teacups with her ( 
hands ; and, when everything was washed and set in the I 

a~ain, and the cloth folded and put on the top of the wh 
rang for Janet to remove it. She next swept up the cru1 
with a little broom (putting on a pair of gloves first), until tl 
did not appear to be one microscopic speck left on the ca~ 
next dusted and arranged the room, which was dusted 
arranged to a hair's·breadth already. When all these t 
were performed to her satisfaction, she took off the gloves 
apron, fo:ded them up,' put them in the particulnr corner of 
press from which they had been taken, brought out her 11 
box to her own table in the open window, and sat down, 
the greer. fan between her and the light, to work. 

"I wish you'd go up·stairs," said my aunt, as she thre 
her needle, ''and give my compliments to Mr. Dick, an• 
be glad to know how he gets on with his Memorial." 

I rose with all alacrity, to acquit myself of thi$ commissi 
"1 suppose," said my aunt. eyeing me as narrowly as 

had eyed the needle in threading it, "you think Mr. D 
short name, eh?" 

" I thought it was rather a short name, yesterda: 
confessed. 

" You &re not to suppose that he hasn't got a .1• 
name, if ht chose to use it," said my aunt, with a lofll< 
"Babley-!l!r. Rithard Babley-that's the gentleman's 
name." 

I was going to sugges~ with a modest sense of my 
and th~ familiarity I had been already guilty of, that 
b"tter give him the full benefit of that name, when m: 
went on to ~ny : 

"But don't you call him by it, whatever you do. He 
benr his nam~. That's a peculiarity of his. Though I 
know that it's much of a peculiarity, either; for he hn! 
iJ!.uscd enough, by some that bear it, to haven mortal ani 
for it, Heaven knows. Mr. Dick is his name here, and 
where else, now-if he ever went anywhere else, wh 
don't. So take care, child, you don't call him anytlu 
i\lr. Dick." 

I promised to obey, and went upstairs with my mt 
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thinking, as I went, that if Mr. Dick had been working at his 
Memorial long, at the same rate as I had seen him workittg 
at it, through the open door, when I came down, he was 
probably getting on very well indeed. I 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 con· 
fusion 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 I Phrebus I" said Mr. Dick, laying down his pen. 
" How does the world go ? I'll tell you what," he added, in 
a lower tone, "1 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, I 
delivered my message. 

"Well," said Mr. Dick, in answer, "my compliments to her, 
and I-I believe I have made a start. I think I 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," I 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? " 

I said I 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 I 
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 take!\ 
off, into mbu1" 

I was very much surprised by the inquiry; but could gil·e 
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 I never c:>n get that quite right. 1 never can make 
that perfectly clear. But no matter, no matter I" he said 
cheerfully, and rousing himself, "there's time enough! My 
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compliments to Miss Trotwood, I am getting on very w 
indeed." 

I was going away, when he directed my attention to the ki 
" What do you think of that for a kite? • he said. 
I answered that it was a beautiful one. I should think 

must have been as much as seven feet high. 
·• I made it. We'll go and fly it, you and I," said Mr. Di 

" Do you see this?" 
He showed me that it was covered with manuscript, V· 

closely and laboriously written ; but so plainly, that as llool 
along the lines, I thought I saw some allusion to King Chru 
the First's head again, in one or two places. 

"There's plenty of string," said Mr. Dick, "and wl 
it tlies high, it takes the facts a long way. That's my man 
of diffusing 'em. I don't know where they may come do 
It's according to circunlstances, and the wind, and so f01 
but I take my chance of that." 

His face was so very mild and pleasant, and had somett 
so reverend in it, though it was hale and hearty, that I 
not sure but that he was having a good-humoured jest with 
So I laughed, and he laughed, and we parted the best frie 
possible. 

"Well, child," saiq my aunt, when I went down·st< 
" And what of Mr. Dick, this morning?" 

I informed her that he sent his compliments, and 
g~tting on very well indeed. 

"What do you think of him?" said my aunt. 
I bad some shadowy idea of endeavouring to evade 

question by replying that I thought him a v~ry nice ge 
man ; but my aunt was not to be so put off, for she laid 
work down in her lap, and said, folding her hands upon it 

"Come I Your sister Betsey Trotwood would have 
me what she thought of any one, directly. Be as like 
sister as you can, and speak out I" 

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

"Not a morsel,'' said my aunt. 
" Oh, indeed I" I observed faintly. 
" If there is anything in the world," said my aunt, 

great i!ecision and force of manner, "that Mr. Dick i' 
it's that." 

1 had nothing better to offer, than another timid 
indeed!" 
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"He has been calltd mad," said my aunt. "1 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 ? " I said. 
"And nice people they were, who had the audacity to call 

him mad," pursued my aunt. " .lllr. Dick is a sort of distant 
connexion of mine; it doesn't matter how; I 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, I tried to look as if I felt 
strong I y 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 lu must have been to think him so! Mad 
l•imself, no doubt." 

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

"So I stepped in," said my aunt, "and made him an offer. 
I said, • Your brother's sane-a great deal mor~ 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. 1 am not 
afraid of him, I am not proud, I 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, "I 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, aod 
shook it out of the other. 

" He had a favourite sister," said my aur1t, "a good creature, 
and very kind to him. But she did what they all do-took a 
husband. Aud /u did what they aU do-made her wretched. 
It had such an effect upon the mind of Mr. Dick (that's not 
madness, I hope !) that, tombined with his fear of his brother, 
and his sense of his unkindness, it threw him into a fever. 
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That was before he came to me, but the recollection of it 
oppressive to him even now. Did he say anything to y< 
about li:ing Charles the First, child?" 

'' Yes, aunt. 11 

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

I said: "Certainly, aunt." 
"It's not a business-like way of speaking," said my aur 

'.'nor a worldly way. I am aware of that; and that's tl 
reason why I insist upon it, that there shan't be a word abo 
it in his Memorial." 

"Is it a Memorial about his own history that he is writin 
aunt?" 

"Yes, child," said my aunt, rubbing her nose again. "r 
is memorialising the Lord Ch~ncellor, or the Lord Somebo< 
or other-one of those people, at all events, who are paid 
be memorialised-about his atfnirs: I suppose it 1yill go i 
one of these days. He hasn't been able to draw tt up Y~ 
without intro'l:!ucing that mode of expressing himself; but 
don't signify; it keeps him employed." 

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

"I say again," said my aunt, "nobody knows what th 
man's mind is except myself;· and he's the most amenab 
and friendly creature in existence. If he likes to fly a ki 
iOmetimes, what of that I Franklin used to lly a kite. ~ 
was a Quaker, or something of that sort, if I am not mistake 
And a Quaker flying a kite is a much more ridiculous ob)e 
than anybody else.'' · 

If I could have supposed that my aunt had recounted the 
particulars for my especial behoof, and as a piece of con 
dence in me, I should have felt very much distinguished, at 
should have augured favourably from such a mark of her go! 
opinion. But I could hardly help observing that she h1 
.launched into them, chiefly because the question was tal51 
in her own mind, and with very little reference to me, thou! 
she had addressed herself to me in' the absence of anybo1 
else. 
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At the same time, I must say that the generosity of her 

championship of poor harmless 1\!r. Dick, not only inspired 
my young breast with some selfish hope for myself, but 
warmed it unseltishly towards her. I 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 misdemeanours that could be committed 
against my aunt's dignity), she seemed to me to command 
more of my respect, if n0t less of my fear. 

The anxiety I underwent, in the interval which necessarily 
elapsed before a reply could be received to her lett~r to Mr. 
Murdstone, was extreme; but I made an endeavour to sup· 
press it, and to be as agreeable as I could in a quiet way, both 
to my aunt and Mr. Dick. The latter and I would have gone 
out to tly the great kite; but that I had still no other clothes 
than the anything but ornamental garments with which I 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 eli IT 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 himself on the next day. On the 
next day, still bundled up in my curious habiliments, I 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 I sat by, with my thoughts running astra)' 
on all possible and impossible results of Mr. Murdstone's visit, 
until pretty late in the afternoon. Our dinner had been in­
definitely 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, I beheld 
Miss Murdstone, on a side-saddle, ride deliberately Ol'er the 
sacred piece of green, and stop in front of the house, looking 
about her. • ' 

"Go along w!th you I" cried my aun~ shaking her head and 
H 
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her fist at the window, "You have no business there. Ho" 
dare you trespass? Go along! Oil ! you bold-faced thing!" 

~ly aunt was so exasperated by the coolness with whid 
Miss Murdstone looked about her, that I really believe shE 
was motionless, and unable for the moment to d~rt oul 
according to custom. I seized the opportunity to inform he1 
who it was; and that the gentleman now coming near thr 
offender (for the way up was very steep, and he had droppec 
behind), was Mr. Murdstone himself. 

"I don't care who it is!" cried my aunt, still shaking he1 
head, and gesticulating anything but wdcome from the bow. 
window. "I won't be trespassed upon. I won't allow it. 
Go away! Janet, turn him round. Leo.d him off I" and I 
saw, from behind my aunt, a sort of hurried battle·piece, ic 
which the donkey stood resisting everybody, with all his fom 
legs planted dift'erent ways, while Janet tried to pull him round 
by the bridle, Mr. Murdstone tried to lead him on, Miss Murd· 
stone struck at Janet with a parasol, and several boys, who 
had come to see the enga~ement, shouted vigorously. But 
my aunt, suddenly descrying among them the young male· 
factor 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 hun, 
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 "':ent 
whooping away, leaving some deep impressions of his nailed 
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. 

"Shull I go away, aunt?" I asked, trembling. 
"No, sir," said my aunt. "Certainly not!" With which 

she pushed me into a corner ncar her, and fenced me in with 
a chair, as if it were a prison or a bar of justice. Th1s 
position I continued to occupy during the whole inter~iew, 
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and from it I now saw Mr. and Miss Murdstone enter tb ~ 
room. . 

"Oh!" said my aunt, "I was not aware at first to whom . 
had the pleasure of objecting. But I don't al101v anybody tc 
ride over that turf. I make no exceptions. I don't allow 
anybody to do it." 

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

"Is it?" said my aunt. 
Mr. M urdstone seemed afraid of a renewal of hostilities, and 

interposing began: 
"Miss Trotwood I" 
"I beg your pardon," observed my aunt with a keen look. 

"You are the ~Jr. Murdstone who married the widow of my 
late nephew, David Copperfield, of Blunderstone Rookery?­
Though why Rookery, I don't know!" 

"I am," said Mr. Murdstone. 
"You'll excuse my saying, sir," returned my aunt, "that l 

think it would have been a much better and happier thing if 
you had Jet that poor child alone." 

"I so far agree with what 1\liss Trotwood has remarked," 
observed Miss Murdstone, bridling, "that I 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 iu life, and are not likely to be made. 
unhappy by our personal attractions, that nobody can say the 
same of us.u 

"No doubt I" returned Miss Murdstone, though, I thought, 
not with a very ready or graciOL!S 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. I have 
always been of that opinion!' · 

"I have no doubt you have," said my aunt. "Janet," 
ringing the bell, "my compliments to Jllr. 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 judg· 
ment," said my aunt, with emphasis, as an admonition to Mr. 
Dick, who was biting his forefinger.and looking rather foolish, 
"I rely." 

Mr. Dick took his finger out of his mouth, on this hint, and 
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ON! among the group, with a guve and attentive expression 
: face. My aunt inclined her head to Mr. Murdstone, who 
ent on: 
"Miss Trotwood. On the receipt of your letter,' I con· 

sidered 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 tbe lifetime of my late dear wife, and since. He 
has a sullen, rebellious spirit; a violent temper; and an un· 
toward, intractable disposition. Both my sister and myself have 
endeavoured to correct his vices, but ineffectually. And I 
bave felt-we both have felt, I 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 I beg to 
observe, that, of all the boys in the world, 1 believe this is the 
worst boy." 

~
"Strong I" said my aunt, shortly. 
"But not at all too strong for the facts," returned Miss 
urdstone. 
"Ha!" said my aunt "Well, sir?" 
" 1 have my own opinions," resumed Mr. Murdstone, whose 

face darkened more and more, the more he and my allnl 
observed each other, which they did very narrowly, "as to 
the best mode of brin!Png him up; they are founded, in par~ 
on my knowledge of h1m, and in part on my knowledge of m7 
own means and resources. I am responsible for them to myself 
I act upon them, and I say no more about them. It is enougt 
that I place this boy under the eye of a friend of my own, in 1 

respectable business; that it does not please bim ; that he run 
away from it ; mr.kes himself a common vagabond about t~ 
country ; and comes here, in rags, to appeal to you, 1\hs 
'l'rotwood. I wish to set before you, honour:abiy, the exa! 
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consequences-so far as they are within my lfn. • ow ledge-of 
your abetting him in this appeal." :~ 

"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, I suppose?" 

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

"Or if the poor child, his mother, had been ali 'I!'· 1e would 
still have gone into the respectable business, wou: .,; '?" said 
my aunt. ·· , 

"I believe," said Mr. Murdstone, with,an inclinatiOI\of his 
head, "that Clara would have disputed nothing which 1i1yself 
and my sister Jane Murdstone were agreed was for the best.'' 

Miss Murdstone confirmed this with an audible murmur. 
"Humph I" said my aunt. "Unfortunat~ baby I" 
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 het 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 I think I see David Copperfield looking 
iorward to any condition of any sort or kind, though it stared 
him point-blank in the face I 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 p~t in a. word for the boy at 
that time?" 

"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 slle was. And now, what have you got to 
say next?" 

"Merely this, Miss Trotwood," he returned. "I am here to 
take David back; to take him back unconditionally, to dispose 
of him as I think proper, and to deal with him as I think right. 
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I am not he!J" to make any promise, or give any pledge to 
Mybody. Y N may possibly have some idea, Miss Trotwood, 
of ab.,tting him in his running away, and in his complaints to 
you. \'our manner, which I must say does not seem intended 
to propitiate, induces me to think it possible. Now I 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. I cannot trifle, or be triOed 
with. J : m here, for the first and last time, to take him away. 
Is he rt Jy to go? If he is not-and you tell me he is not; 
on any pretence; it is indiflerent to me what-my doors are 
shut a.~ainst him henceforth, and yours, I take it for granted, 
are open to him." 

To this address, my aunt had listened with the closest atten· 
tion, sitting perfectly uprigh~ with her hands folded on one 
knee, and looking grimly on tbe speaker. When he had 
finished, she turn~d her eyes so as to command Mis, :\lurdstone, 
without otherwise disturbing her attitude, and snid : 

"Well, ma'am, have you got anything to remark?" 
"Indeed, Miss Trotwood,'' said l\liss Murdstone, "all that 1 

could s~y has be~n so well said by my brother,nnd all that I know 
to be the fact has been so plainly stated by him, that I have 
nothing to add except my thanks for your politeness. For your 
very great politeness, I am sure," said Miss Murdstone; with an 
iro11y which no more affected my aunt thnn it discomposed th1 
cannon I had slept by at Chatham. 

"And what does the boy say?" said my aunt. "Are y01 
ready to go, David?" 

I answered no, and entreated her not to let me go. I saic 
that neither Mr, nor Misa Murdstone had ever liked me, or ha1 

ever been kind to me. That they had made my mama, wh 
always loved me dearly, unhappy about me, and that I knew 
well, and that Peggotty knew it. I said that I had been mo1 
miserable than r thought anybody could believe who on 
knew how young I was. And I begged and prayed my aunt· 
I forget in what terms now, but I remember that they affect! 
me very much then-to befriend and protect me, for my fatbe1 
sake. 

" Mr. Dick," said my aunt; "what shall I do with tl 
child?" 

Mr. Dick considered, hesitated, brightened, and rejoim 
"Have him m•asured for a suit of clothes directly." 

"Mr. Dick," said my aunt triumphantly," give me your hll! 
for your common sense is invaluable." Having shaken it 11'" 
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great cordiality, she pulled me towards her and said to Mr. 
ll!urdstone: 

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

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

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

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

"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 I 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 I to a goose!" 

"I never heard anything so elegant!" said Miss Murdstone. 
"Do you think I can't understand you as well as if I had 

seen you," pursued my aunt, "now that I 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 I " said my aunt. 

"I 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 I should call her so, and she 
gone where ;wt 1von't go in a hurry-because you had not 
done wrong enough to her and hers, you must begin to train 
her, must you I begin to break her, like a poor caged bird, and 
wear her deluded life away, in teaching her to sing your 
notes?'' 

"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 adclress towards herself; "and my suspicion is that it's 
intoxication." 
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Miss Betsey, without taking the least notice of the interruptio 

continued to address herself to Mr. Murdstone as if there h: 
been no such thing. 

"~lr. lllurdstone," she said, shaking her finger at him, "y< 
were a tyrant to the simple baby, and you broke her hea1 
She was a loving baby- I know that; I knew it years befo 
you ever saw her-and through the best part of her weakne 
you ga1·e berthe wounds she died of. There is the truth for yo 
comfort, however you like it. And you and your instrumen 
may make the mo>t of it." 

"Allow me to inquire, Miss Trotwood," interposed Mi 
~lurdstone, "whom you are pleased to call, in a choice of wor• 
in which I am not experienced, my brother's instruments?" 

Still stone· deaf to the voice, and utterly unmoved by it, Mi 
Betsey pursued her discourse. 

"It was clear enough, as I have told you, years before J• 
evor saw her-and why, in the mysterious dispensations 
Providence, you ever did see her, is more than humanity Cl 

comprehend-it was clear enough that the poor soft little thi1 
would marry somebody, at some time or other; but I ilid hOJ 
it wouldn't have been as had as it has turned out. That w. 
the time, Mr. Murdstone, when she gave birth to her boy herE 
said my aunt; " to the poor child you sometimes torment• 
her through afterwards, which is a disagreeable remembranc 
and makes the sight of him odious now. Aye, aye! Y( 
needn't wince!" said my aunt. "I know it's true witho 
that." 

He had stood by the door, all this while, observant of h! 
with a smile upon his face, though his black eyebrows we 

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

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

It would require a painter, and no common painter to 
to depict my aunt's face as she delivered herself of this ve 
unexpected sentiment, and Miss llfurdstone's face as sl 
heard it. But the manner of the speech, no less than t1 
matter, was so fiery, that Miss Murdstone, without a wo: 
in answer, discreetly put her arm through her broth~r's, ar 
walked haughtily out of the cottage; my aunt remammg 
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the window looking after them; prepared, I 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 pleasan~ that I was em­
boldened to kiss and thank her; which I did with great 
heartiness, and with both my arms clasped round her neck. 
I 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. 

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

"Very good," returned my aunt, "/hat's settled. I have 
been thinking, do you know, Mr. Dick, that : might call him 
Trotwood?" 

"Certainly, certainly. Call him Trotvood, certainly," sa.id 
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 purch:sed for me that afternoon, 
were marked "Trotwood Cowerfield," in h~r own hand­
writing, and in indelible rual'king-ink, before I put them 
on; and it 1vas settled that al the other clothes which were 
ordered to be made for me (~ complete outfit 1vas bespoke 
that afternoon) should be markeix in the same way. · 

Thus I began my new life, in a new name, and with every­
thing new about me. Now that the !tlte of doubt was over, I 
felt, for many days, like one in a dream. 1 m:ver thought that 
I had a curious couple of guardians, in my aunt and Mr; Dick. 
I never thought of anything about myself, distinctly. The two 
things clearest in my mind were, that a remoteness had come 
upon the old l3lunderstone 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 Grin by's. No one has 
ever raised that curtain since. I 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 I have never had the courage even to examine how long I 
was doomed to lead it. Whether it lasted for a year, or more, 
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or less, I do not know. I only know that it was, and cease 
to be; and that I ha,•e written, and there I lea\'e it. 

CHAPTER XV 

I MAKE ANOTHER BEGINNING 

MR. DICK and I soon became the best of friends, and vet 
often, when his day's work was done, went out together t 
fly the great kite Every day of his life he had a long sittin 
at the Memoria:, which never made' the least progress, ho• 
ever hard he laboured, for King Charles the First alwa! 
straved into it, S>oner or later, and then it was thrown asid· 
and· another one 'negun, The patience and hope with whic 
he bore these perpe\ual disappointments, the mild perceptic 
he had that there ms something wrong about King Chari• 
toe First, the feeble eforts he made to keep him out, and tr 
certainty with which le came in, and tumbled the Memori1 
ou1 of all shape, made a deep impression on me. What M 
Dick supposed would cone of the M~morial, if it were con 
pletcd; where he thought it was to go, or what he thougl 
it was to do; he knew no nore than anybody else, I behev• 
Nor was it at all necessary tha1 he should trouble himself w11 
such questions, for if anything were certain under the sun, 
was certain that the Memorial rever would be finished. 

It was quite an affecting n'ght, I used to think, to see hit 
with the kite when it was up a great height in the air. W~1 
be had told me, in his room, about his belief in its dissemtJ 
ating the statements fU>ted on it, which were nothing but ol 
leaves of abortive Memorials, might have been a fancy WJI 
him sometimes; but not when he was out, looking up at tl 
kite in the sky, and feeling it pull and tug at his hand. 11 
never looked so serene as he did then. I used to fancy, I 

I sat by him of an evening, on a green slope, and s~w hit 
watch the kite high in the quiet air, that it lifted hts mmd ol 
of its confusion, and bore it (such was my boyish though 
into the skies. As he wound the string in, and it came low• 
and lower down out of the beautiful light, until it ftuttere 
to the ground, and lay there like a dead thing, he, see me 
to wake gradually out of a dream; and I remember to haY 
seen him take it up, and look about him in a lost way, a 
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if they had both come down together, so that I pitied him 
with all my heart. 

While I advanced in friendship and intimacy with Mr. Dick, 
I did not go backward in the favour of his staunch friend, my 
aunt. She took so kindly to me, that, in the course of a few 
weeks, she shortened my adopted name of Trotwood into 
Trot ; and even encouraged me to hope, that if I went on as I 
had begun, I might take equal rank in her affections with my 
sister Betsey Trotwood. 

"Trot," said my aunt one evening, when the backgammon· 
board was placed as usual for herself and Mr. Dick, "we must 
not forget your education." 

This was my only subject of anxiety, and I felt quite 
delighted by her referring to it. 

"Should you like to go to school at Canterbury?" said my 
aunt. ' 

I replied that I should like it very much, as it was so near 
her. 

" Good," said my aunt. " Should you like to go to· 
·morrow?'' 

Being already no stranger to the general rapidity of my 
aunt's evolutions, I was not surprised by the suddenness of 
the proposal, and said: "Yes." 

"Good," said my aunt again. "Janet, hire the grey pony 
and chaise to·morrow morning at ten o'clock, and pack up 
Master Trotwood's clothes to·night." 

I was greatly elated by these orders; but my heart smote me 
for my selfishness, when I witnessed their effect on Mr. Dick, 
who was so low-spirited at the prospect of our separation, and 
played so ill in consequence, that my aun~ after giving him 
several admonitory raps on the knuckles with her dice· box, shut 
up the board, and declined to play with him any more. But, 
on hearing from my aunt that I should sometimes come over 
on a Saturday, and that he could sometimes come and see me 
on a Wednesday, he.revived; and vowed to make another kite 
for those occasions, of proportions greatly surpassing the present 
one. In the morning he was down-hearted again, and would 
have sustained himself by giving me all the money he had in 
his possession, gold and silver too, if my aunt had not inter· 
posed, and limited the gift to five shillings, which, at his 
earnest petition, were afterwards increased to ten. We parted 
at the garden·gate in a most affectionate manner, and Mr. 
Dick did not go into the house until my aunt had driven me 
out of sight of it. 
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My aunt, who was perfectly indifferent to public opinion, 

drove the grey pony through Dover in a masterly manner; 
sitting high and stiff like a state coachman, k~eping a steady 
eye upon him wherever he went, and making a point of .not 
letting him have his own way in any respect. When we came 
into the country road, she permitted him to relax a little, how· 
ever ; and looking at me down in a valley of cushion by her 
side, asked me whether I was happy? 

" Very happy indeed, thank you, aunt," I said. 
She was much gratified; and both her hands being occupied, 

patted me on the head with her whip. . 
"Is it a large school, aunt?" I asked. 
"Why, I don't know," said my aunt. "We are going to Mr. 

Wickfield's first." 
" Does lu keep a school ? " I asked. 
"No, Trot," said my aunt, " He keeps an office." 
I asked for no more information about Mr. Wick field, as sh1 

offered none, and we conversed on other subjects until we cam1 
to Canterbury, where, as it was market-day, my aunt had • 
great opportunity of insinuating the grey pony among carts 
baskets, vegetables, and hucksters' goods. The hait·breadtl 
turns and twists we made, drew down upon us a variety o 
speeches from the people standing about, which were nc 
always complimentary; but my aunt drove oo with perfet 
indifference, and I dare say would have taken her own wa 
with as much coolness through an enemy's country. 

At length we stopped before a very old house bulging ?' 
over the road ; a house with long low lattice-windows bulg11 
out still fanher, and beams with carved heads on the en• 
bulging out too, so that I fancied the whole house was leanil 
forward, trying to see who was passing on the narrow paveme 
below. It was quite spotless in its cleanliness. The old fill 
ioned brass knocker on the low arched door, ornamented wi 
carved garlands of fruit and !lowers, t1vinkled like a star; t 
two stone steps descending to the door were as white as if tt 
had been covered with fair linen; and all the angles and com! 
and carvings and mouldings, and quaint little panes of gil 
and quainter little windows, though as old as the hills, were 
pure as any snow that ever fell upon the hills. 

When the pony-chaise stopped at the door, and my eyes w 
intent upon the bouse, I saw a cadaverous face appear at a sn 
window on the ground lloor (in a little round tower that forr 
one side of the house), and quickly disappear. The low a:c 
door then opened, and the face came out. It was quit< 
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cadaverous as it had looked in the window, though in the grain 
of it there was that tinge of red which is sometimes to be 
observed in the skins of red-haired people. It belonged to a 
red-haired person-a youth of fifteen, as I take it now, but 
looking much older-whose hair was cropped as close as the 
closest stubble; who had hardly any eyebrows, and no eye­
lashes, and eyes of a red-brown, so unsheltered and unshaded, 
that I remember wondering how he went to sleep. He was 
high-shouldered and bony; dro;ssed in decent black, with a white 
wisp of a neckcloth ; buttoned up to the throat ; and had a long, 
lank, skeleton hand, which particularly attracted my attention, 
as he stood at the pony's head, rubbing his chin with it, and 
looking up at us in the chaise. 

"Is Mr. Wickfield at home, Uriah Heep?" said my aunt. 
" Mr. Wickfield's at home, ma'am," said U: ;ah Heep, "if 

you'll please to walk in there :" pointing with his long han;! to 
the room he meant. 

We got out ; and leaving him to hold the pony, went into a 
long low parlour looking towards the street, from the window of 
which I caught a glimpse, as I went in, of Uriah Heep breath· 
ing into the pony's nostrils, and immediately covering them with 
his hand, as if he were putting some spell upon him. Opposite 
to the tall old chimney-piece were two portraits : one of a 
gentleman with grey hair (though not by any means an old 
man) and black eyebrows, who was looking over some papers 
tied together with red tape; the other, of a lady, with a very 
placid and sweet expression of face, who was looking at me. 

I believe I was turning about in search of Uriah's picture, 
when, a door at the farther end of the room opening, a gentle­
man entered, at sight of whom I turned to the first-mentioned 
portrait again, to make quite sure lhat it had not come out 
of its frame. But it was stationary : and as the gentleman · 
advanced 'into the light, I saw that he was some years older 
than when he had had his picture painted. 

"Miss Betsey Trotwood," said the gentleman, "pray walk in. 
I was engaged for a momen~ but you'll excuse my being busy. 
You know my motive. I have but one in life." 

Miss Betsey thanked him, and we went into his room, which 
was furnished as an office, with books, papers, tin boxes, and so 
forth. It looked into a garden, and had an iron safe let into 
the wall; so immediately over the mantelshelf, that I wondered, 
llS I sat down, how the sweeps got round it when they swept 
the chimney. 

"Well, Miss Trotwood," said Mr. Wickfield; for I soon 
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found that it was he, and that he was a lawyer, and steward< 
the estates of a rich gentleman of the county; "what win 
blows you here? Not an ill wind, I hope?" 

"No," replied my aunt, "I have not come for any law." 
"That's right, ma'am," said Mr. Wickfield. "You ha 

better come for anything else.:• 
His hair was quite white now, though his eyebrows were sci 

black. He> had a very agreeable face, and, I thought, was han< 
some. There was a certain richness in his complexion, which 
had been long accustomed, under Peggotty's tuition, to conne< 
with port wine ; and I fancied it was in his voice too, an 
referred his growing corpulency to the same cause. He ws 
very cleanly dressed, in a blue coat, striped waistcoat, and nat 
keen trousers; and his fine frilled shirt and cambric neckclot 
lnoked unusually soft and white, reminding my strolling fane 
(I call to mind) of the plumage on the breast of a swan. 

"This is my nephew," said my aunt. 
"Wasn't aware you h1d one, .Miss Trotwood," said M 

\\'ickfield. 
"My grand-nephew, that is to say," observed m~ aunt. 
"1\'asn't aware you had a grand-nephew, I gwe you m 

word," said Mr. \l'ickfield. 
''I have adopted him," said my aunt, with a wa,·e of h£ 

hand, importing that his knowledge and his ignorance _were a 
one to her, "and I have brought him here, to put hrm to 
school where he may be thoroughly well taugh~ and well treatec 
Now tell me where that school is, and what it is, and a 
1ahout it." 
r · 11 Bc[ore I can advise you properly," said Mr. 1\'ickfield,­
" the old question, you know. IV hat's your motive in this?" 

" Deuce take the man I " exclaimed my aunt. "Alway 
fishing fot motives, when they're on the surface! Why, t• 
make the child happy and useful." 

"It must be a mixed motive, I think," said 1\lr. Wickfield 
shaking his head and smiling incredulously. . 

"A mixed fiddlestick," returned my aunt. " You clarm ~ 
have one plain m0tive in all you do yourself. You don't sup 
pose, I hope, that you are the only plain dealer in the world?' 

"Ay, but I have only one motive in life, Miss Trotwood,' 
he rejoined, smiling. "Other people have dozens, score! 
hundreds. I have only one. There's the difference. Ho~ 
ever, that's beside the question. The best school ? Whateve 
the motive, you want the best?" 

~ly aunt nodded assent 
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"At the best we have," said :\lr. Wickfield, considering," your 
nephew couldn't board just now." 

"But he could board somewhere else, I suppose?" suggested 
my aunt. 

Mr. Wickfield thought I could. After a little discussion, he 
proposed to take my aunt .to the school, that she might see it 
and judge for herself; also, to take her, with the same objec~ 
to two or three houses where he thought I could be boarded. 
My aunt embracing the proposal, we were all three going out 
together, when he stopped and said : 

"Our little friend here might have some motive, perhaps, for 
objecting to the arrangements. I think we had better leave him 
behind?" 

.My aunt seemed disposed to contest the point ; but to 
facilitate matters I said I would gladly remain behind, if they 
pleased; and returned into Mr. \Vickfield's office, where I sat 
down again, io the chair I had first occupied, to await their 
return. 

It so happened that this chair was opposite a narrow passage, 
which ended in the little circular room where I had seen Uriah 
Heep's pale face looking out of window. Uriah, having 
taken the pony to a neighbouring stable, was at work at a 
desk in this room, which had a. brass frame on the top to hang 
paper upon, and on which the writing he was making a copy of 
was then hanging. Though his face was towards me, I thought, 
for some time, the writing being between us, that he could not see 
me ; but looking that way more attentively, it made me uncom­
fortable to observe that, every now and then, his sleepless eyes 
would come below the writing, like two red suns, and stealthily 
stare at me for I dare say a whole minute at a time, during 
which his pen went, or pretended to go, as cleverly as ever. I 
made several attempts to get out of their way-such as standing 
on a chair to look at a map on the other side of the room, and 
poring over the columns of a Kentish newspaper-but they 
always attracted me back again ; and whenever I looked towards 
those two red suus, I was sure to find them, either just ri>ing 
or just setting. · 

At length, much to my relief, my aunt and Mr. Wickfteld 
came ~ck, after a pretty long absence. Thev were not so 
successful as I could have wished; for though the advantages 
of the school were undeniable, my aunt had not approvo.:J of 
any of the boarding-houses proposed for me. 

"It's very unfortunate," said my aunt. ''I don't know what 
tu do, Trot/' "" 
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"It does happen unfortunately," said Mr. Wickfield. "BUI 

I'll tell you what you can do, Miss Trotwood." 
"What's that?" inquired my aunt. 
"Leave your nephew here, for the present. He's a quie1 

fellow. He won't disturb me at all. It's a capital house fo1 
study. As quiet as a monastery, an<;! almost as roomy. Leav1 
him here." 

lily aunt evidently liked the offer, though she was delicate o 
accepting it. So did I. 

"Come, Miss Trotwood," said Mr. Wick field. "This is th1 
way out of the difficulty. It's only a temporary arrangement 
you know. If it don't act well, or don't quite accord "ith ou1 
mutual convenience, he can easily go to the right-about 
There will be time to find some better place for him in th1 
meanwhile. You had better d.termine to leave him here f01 
the present ! " 

"1 am very much obliged to you," said my aunt; "and sc 
is he, I see; but--" 

"Come! I know what you mean," cried Mr. Wickfield 
"You shall not be oppressed by the receipt of favours, Mis: 
Trotwood. You may pay for him, if you like. We won't b1 
hard about terms, but you shall pay·if you will." 

"On that understanding," said my aunt, "though it ~oesn' 
lessen the real obligation, I shall be very glad to leave htm." 

"Then come and see my little housekeeper," said Mr 
Wickfield. 

We accordingly went up a. wonderful old staircase; with I 

balustrade so broad that we might have gone up that, almos 
as easily; and into a shady old drawing-room, lighted by som< 
three or four of the quaint windows I had looked up at froo 
the street : which had old oak seats in them, that seemed t< 
ha1·e come of the same trees as the shining oak fioor, and th< 
great beams in the ceiling. It was a prettily furnished room 
with a piano and some lively furniture in red and green, an< 
some Bowers. It seemed to be all old nooks and corners 
and in every nook and corner there was some queer little table 
or cupboard, or· bookcase, or seat, or something or other, tha 
made me think there was not such another good corner in th• 
room ; until I looked at the next one, and found it equal to 1t 
if not better. On everything there was the same air of retire men 
and cleanliness that marked the house outside. 

Mr. Wickfield tapped at a door in a corner of the panelle< 
wall, and a girl of about my own age came quickly o~t an< 
kissed him. On her face, I saw immediately the plactd an< 
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sweet expression of the lady whose picture had looked at me 
down-stairs. It seemed to my imagination as if the portrait 
had grown womanly, and the original remained a child. Al­
though her face was· quite bright and happy, there was a 
tranquillity about it, and about her-a quie~ good, calm spirit, 
-that I never have forgotten; that I never shall forget. 

This was his little housekeeper, his daughter Agnes, llfr. 
Wickfield said. When I heard how he said it, and saw 
how he held her hand, I guessed what the one motive of 
his life was. 

She had a little basket-trifle hanging at her side, 1rith keys in 
it; and she looked as staid and as discreet a housekeeper as 
the old house could have. She listened to her father as he 
told her about me, with a pleasant face; and when he had 
concluded, proposed to my aunt that we should go up-stairs 
and see my room. We all went together, she before us. A 
glorious old room it was, with more oak beams, and diamund 
panes; and the broad balustrade going all the way up to it. 

I cannot call to mind where or when, in my childhood, I 
had seen a stained glass window in a church. Nor do I 
recollect its subject. But I know that when I saw her tum 
round, in the grave light of the old staircase, and wait 
for us, above, I thought of that window; and I associated 
something of its tranquil brightness with Agnes Wick field ever 
afterwards. 

My aunt was as happy as I was in the arrangement made 
for me, and we went down to the drawing room again, weJI 
pleased and gratified. As she would not hear of staying t(• 
dinner, lest she should by any chance fail to arrive at home 
with the grey pony before dark; and as I apprehend Mr. 
Wickfield knew her too well to argue any point· 1\ith her; 
some lunch was provided for her there, and Agnes went back 
to her governess, and i\lr. Wickfield to his office. So we were 
left to take leave of one another without any restraint. 

She told me that everything would be arranged for me by 
Mr. Wickfield, and that I should want for nothing, and gave 
me the kindest words and the best advice. 
"Tro~" said my aunt in conclusion, "be a credit to your­

self, to me, and Mr. Dick, and Heaven be with you I" 
l was greatly overcome, and could only thank her, again and 

again, and send my love to Mr. Dick. 
"Never," said my aunt, u be mean in anything; never be 

false; never be cruel. Avoid those three vices, Trot, and l 
can always be hopeful of you." 
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I promised, as well as I could, that I would not abuse her 

kindness or forget her admonition. 
"The pony's at the door," said my aunt, "and I am otT! 

Stay here." 
With thc•e words she embraced me hastily, and went out of 

the room, shutting the door after her. At first I was startled 
by so abrupt a departure, and almost feared I had displeased 
her; but when I !or•ked into the street, and saw how dejectedly 
she got into the chaise, and drove away without looking up, I 
understood her better, and did not do her that injustice. 

By five o'clock, which was ~!r. \\'ickfield's dinner·hour, I 
had mustered up my spirits again, and was ready for my knife 
;md fork. The cloth was only laid for us two ; but Agnes was 
waiting in the drawing-room before dinner, went down with her 
father, and sat opposite to him at table. I doubted whether he 
could have dined without her. 

We did not stay there, after dinner, but came up-stairs into 
the drawing-room again : in one snug corner of which, Agne~ 
set gla.<ses for her f~ther, and a decanter of port wine. I 
thought he would ha,•e missed its usual flavour, if it had been 
put there for him by any other hands. 

There he sat, taking his wine, and taking a good deal of it, 
for two hours; while Ab'lles played on the piano, worked, and 
talked to him and me. He was, for the most part, gay and 
cheerful with us; but sometimes his eyes rested on her, and he 
fell into a brooding state, and was silent. She always observed 
this quickly, I thought, and always roused him with a question 
~or caress. Then he came out of his meditation, and drank 
'more wme. 

Ab'lles made the tea, and presided over it; and the time 
passed away after i~ ns after dinner, until she went to bed; 
when her father took her in his arms and kissed her, and, she 
being gone, ordered candles in his office. Then I went to 
bed too. 

13ut in the course of the evening I had rambled down to the 
door, and a little way along the stree~ that I might have 
another peep at the old houses, and the grey Cathedral ; and 
might think of my coming through that old city on my journ.ey, 
and of my passing the very house I lived in, without knowmg 
it. As I came back, I saw Uriah Heep shutting up the office; 
and,.feeling friendly towards everybody, went in and spoke to 
him, and at parting, gave him my hand. But oh, what a 
clammy hand his was! as ghostly to the touch as to the sight! 
I rubbed mine afterwards, to warm it, and to' rub Ius off. 
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It was such an uncomfortable hand, tha~ when I went to my 
room, it was still cold and wet upon my memory. Leaning 
out of window, and seeing one of the faces on the beam-ends 
looking at me sideways, I fancied it was Uriah Heep got up 
there somehow, and shut him out in a hurry. · 

CHAPTER XVI 

I A 'r A NEW BOY IN MORE SENSES T.HAY ONE 

NEXT morning, after breakfast, I entered on school life again. 
I went, accompanied by Mr. Wickfield, to the scene of my 
future studies-a grave building in a courtyard, with a learned 
air about it that seemed very well suited to the stray rooks and 
jackdaws who came down from the Cathedral towers to walk 
with a clerkly bearing on the grass-plot-and was in1roduced to 
lill' new master, Doctor Strong. 

·Doctor Strong looked almost as rusty, to my thinking, as the 
tall iron rails and gates outside the house ; and almost as stiff 
and heavy as the great stone urns that flanked them, and were 
set up, on the top of the red-brick wall, at regular distances all 
round the court, like sublimated skittles, for Time to play at. 
He was in his library (I mean Doctor Strong was), with his 
clothes not particularly well brushed, and his hair not particu· 
larly well combed; his knee-smalls unbraced; his long black 
gaiters unbuttoned; and his shoes yawning like two caverns on 
the hearth-rug. Turning upon me a lustreless eye, that re· 
minded me of a long-forgotten blind old horse who once used· 
to crop the grass, and tumble over the graves, in Blunderstone 
churchyard, he said he was glad to see me: and then he gave 
me his band; which I didn't know what to do with, as it did 
nothing for itself. 

But, sitting at work, not far off from Doctor Strong, was a very 
pretty young lady-whom he called Annie, and who was his 
daughter, I supposed-who got me out of my difficulty by 
kneeling down to put Doctor Strong's shoes on, and button his 
gaiters, which she did with great cheerfulness and quickness. 
When she had finished, and we were going out to the school­
room, I was much surprised to hear Mr. Wickfield, in bidding 
her good morning. address her as "Mrs. Strong;" and I was 
wondering could she be Doctor Strong's son's wife, or could 
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she be Mrs. Doctor Strong,· when Doctor Strong himsell 
unconsciously enlightened me. 

" By·the·by, Wickfield," he said, stopping in a passage with 
his hand on my shoulder; "you have not found any suitable 
pro,·ision for my wife's cousin yet?'' 

"No," said Mr. \\'ickfield. "No. Not yet." 
" I could wish it done as soon as it «1n be done, Wickfield," 

said Doctor Strong, "for Jack 11aldon is needy, and idle; and 
of those two bad things, worse things sometimes come. What 
does Doctor Watts say," he added, looking at me, and moving 
his head to the time of his quotation, "'Satan finds some 
mischief still, for idle hands to do.' " 

"Egad, Doctor," returned Mr. Wickfield, "if Doctor Watts 
knew mankind, he might have written, with as much truth, 
'Satan finds some mischief still, for busy hands to do.' The 
busy people achieve their full share of mischief in the world, 
you may rely upon it. What have the people been about, who 
have been the busiest in getting money, and in getting power, 
this century or two? No mischief? " 

"Jack Mal don will never be very busy in getting either,· I 
expect," said Doctor Strong, rubbing his chin thoughtfu!ly. 

" Perhaps not," said ~[r. Wickfield; "and you brmg me 
back to the question, with an apology for digressing. No, I 
have not been able to dispose of Mr. Jack Maldon yet I 
believe," he said this with some hesitation, "I penetrate your 

' motive, and it makes the thing more difficult." 
11 "My motive," returned Doctor Strong, "is to make some 
suitable provision for a cousin, and an old playfellow, of 
An me's." 

"\' es, I know," said Mr. Wick field, "at home or abroad.'' 
"Ay!" replied the Doctor, apparently wondering why he 

emphasised those words so much, "At home or abroad." 
"Your own expression, you know," said Mr. Wick field. 

11 Or ahroad.'1 

"Surely," the Doctor answered. "Surely. One or othe~." 
"One or other? Have you no choice?" asked Mr. W1ck· 

field. 
" No," returned the Doctor. 
"No?" with astonishment. 
"Not the least." 
"No motive," said Mr. Wickfield, "for meaning abroad, and 

not at home? " 
" No," returned the Doctor. 
" I am bound to believe you, and of course I do believe you," 
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sa.d Mr. Wickfield. "It might ha,·e simplified my office very 
m~ch, if I had known it before. But I confess I entertained 
another impression." 

Doctor Strong regarded him with a puzzled and doubting 
look, which almost immediately subsided into a smile that gave 
me great encouragement ; for it was full of amiability and sweet· 
ness, and there was a simplicity in it, and indeed in his whole 
manner, when the studious, pondering frost upon it was got 
through, very attractive and hopeful to a young scholar like me. 
Repeating "no," and "not the leas~" and other short assur­
ances to the same purpor~ Doctor Strong jogged on before 
us, at a queer, uneven pace ; and we followed : Mr. Wickfield 
looking grave, I observed, and shaking his head to himself, 
without knowing that I saw him. 

The school-room was a pretty large hall, on the quietest side 
of the house, confronted by the stately stare of some half-dozen 
of the great urns, and commanding a peep of an old secluded 
garden belonging to the Doctor, where the peaches were ripen· 
ing on the sunny south wall. There were two great aloes, in 
tubs, on the turf outside the windows; the broad hard leaves 
of which plant (looking as if they were made of painted tin) 
have ever since, by association, been symbolical to me of 
silence and retirement. About five-and-twenty boys were 
studiously engaged at their books when we went in, but they 
rose to give the Doctor good morning, and remained standing 
when they saw Mr. Wickfield and me. 

" A new boy, young gentlemen," said the Doctor; " Trot· 
wood Copperfield." 

One Adams, who was the head-boy, then stepped out of his 
place and welcomed me. He looked like a young clergyman, 
in his white cravat, but he was very affable and good-humoured ; 
and he showed me my place, and presented me to the masters, 
in a gentlemanly way that would have put me at my ease, if 
anything could. 

It seemed to me so long, however, since I had been among 
such boys, or among any companions of my own age, except 
Mick Walker and Mealy Potatoes, that I felt as strange as ever 
I have done in all my life. I was so conscious of having passed 
through scenes of which they could have no knowledge, and oi 
having acquired experiences foreign to my age, appearance, 
and condition as one of them, that I half believed it was an 
imposture to come there as an ordinary little schoolboy. I 
had become, in the Murdstone and Grin by time, however short 
or long it may have been, so unused to the sports and games 
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< boys, that I knew I was awkward nnd inexperienced in the 
commonest thin~s belonging to them. \\'hatever I had learn~ 
had so olipped away from me in th~ sot did cares of my life from 
day to nigh~ that now, when I was examined about what I 
knew, I knew nothin~. and was put into the lowest form of the 
school. But, troubled as I was, by my want of boyish skill, and 
of book-learning too, 1 w:J.S mace intinitelv more uncomfortable 
hv the consideration that, in what I did know, I was much 
f.1rther removed from my companions than in \l'hat I did not 
:lly mind ran upon what they would think, if they kne1vofmy 
familiar acquaintance with the King's Benr.h !'rison? Was 
there anything abnut me which would reveal my proceedings 
in conncxiun with the Micawber family-all those pnwnings. 
and sellings, and suppers-in spite of myself? Suppose some 
of the boys bad seen me coming throu~h Cmterbury, wayworn 
and ra~gcd, and should find me out? What would they say. 
who made so light of money, if they could know how I had 
scraped my halfpence together, for the purchase of my daily 
save loy and beer, or my slices of pudding? How would it 
all'ect them, who were so innocent of London life and London 
otrects, to discover how knowing I was (and was ashamed to be) 
in S<>me of the meanest phases of both? All this ran in my 
bead so much, on that first day at Doctor Strong's, that I felt 
distrustful of my slightest look and gesture ; shrunk within my· 
self whensoever I was approached by one of my new sc~ool­
fellows: and hurried off, the minute school was over, afratd of 
committing myself in my response to any friendly notice or 
advance. 

But there was such an influence in Mr. Wickfield's old house, 
that when I knock<·d at it, with my ne1r school-books under 
my arm, I began to feel my uneasiness softening away •. As I 
went up to my airy old room, the grave shadow of the statrcase 
seemed to fall upon my doubts and fears, and to make the p~t 
more indistinct. I sat there, sturdily conning my books, untli 
dinner-lime (we w~re out of school for good at three): and 
went down, hopeful of becoming a passable sort of boy yet. 

Agnes was in the drawing-room, waiting for her father, who 
was detained by some one in his oftice. She met me w!lh her 
pleasant smile, and asked me how I liked the school. I told 
her 1 should like it very much, I hoped; but 1 was a tittle 
strange to it nt first. 

"You have never been to school," I said," ha;·e you?" 
"Oh yes I Ever)' day." 
"Ah, but you mean here, at your own home I" 
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'"Papa couldn't spare me to goanywhereelse,"sheanswl:\1. 

st .. iling and shaking her head. "Hts housekeeper must ~ . 
his house, you know." II' 

"He is very fond of you, I am sure," I said. 
She nodded "Yes," and went to the door to listen f, .. , · ~ 

coming up, that she might meet him on the stairs. Bu~· 
was t\ot there, she came back again. ( !. ;:y 

"Mama has been dead ever since I was born," she 1 ' · le· 
her, quiet way. "I only know her picture down-stairs. i.·• a 
you looking at it yesterday. Did you think whose it WI \I r. 

I told her yes, because it was so like herself. ,.·: n 
"Papa says so, too," said Agnes, pleased. "Hark I 

papa now!" 
Her bright calm face lighted up with pleasure as she "· • ·•· 

meet him, and as they came in, hand in hand. He greett• ·1o: 
cordiallj•; and told me I should certainly be happy '..)1 •. 
Doctor Strong, who was one of the gentlest of men. 

"There may be some, perhaps-! don't know that there are 
-who abuse his kindness," said Mr. Wickficld. "Never be 
one of those, Trotwood, in anything. He is the least suspicious 
of mankind ; and whether that's a merit, or whether it's a 
blemish, it deserves consii)eration in all dealings with the 
Doctor, great or small." 

He spoke, I thought, as if he were weary, or dissatisfied with 
something; but I did not pursue the question in my mind, for 
dinner was just then announced, and we went down and took 
the same seats as before. 

We had scarcely done so, when Uriah Heep put in his red 
head and his lank hand at the door, and said: 

"Here's Mr. Mal don begs the favour of a word, sir." 
"I am but this moment quit of Mr. Maldon," said his 

master. 
"Yes, sir," returned Uriah; "but Mr. Ma!don has come 

back, and he beg; the favour of a word." 
As he held the door open with his hand, Uriah looked at me, 

and looked at Agnes, and looked at the dishes, and looked ~t 
the plates, and looked at every object in the room, I though~ 
-yet seemed to look at nothing ; he made such an appearance 
all the while of keeping his red eyes dutifully on his master. 

"I beg your pardon. It's only to say, on reflection," observed 
a voice behind Uriah, as Uriah's head was pushed away, and 
the speaker's substituted-" pray excuse me for this intrusion­
that as it seems I have no choice in the matter, the sooner I go 
abroad the better. My cousin Annie did say, when we talked 
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Akk•rtit' 

ked to have herr tends within reach rather th 
tni<hed, and tb' old Doctor-" • 
on~ •. wa~ !h·.?" Mr. Wickfield interpose< 

tg, of co'" e," returned the oiher; "I call hit 
it's all :1 ~same, you know." 

," rctt;t .<:d Mr. lrickfield. 
Str< ,. !,," said the other. "Doctor Strong wa 
1 I• tieved. But as it appears from the cours 
t 1 .t he has changed his mind, why there's n 

, .<cept that the sooner I am off, the better 
<ht 1 'd come back and say, that the sooner 

/ When a plunge is to be made into the watet 
Agering on the bank." 

All be as little lingering as possible, in you 
l!aldon, you may depend upon it," said lilt 

~ "Th" .. i<'ee," said the other. "Much obliged. I don' 
want I· look a gift-horse in the mouth, which is not a graciou 
thinr to do; otherwise, I dare say, my cousin Annie couk 
ea,·:y arrange it in her own way. I suppose Annie would onl~ 
h·. •·e to say to the old Doctor--" 

"Meaning that Mrs. Strong would only have to say to be 
husband-do I follow you?" said Mr. \\'ickfield. 

"Quite so," returned the other, "-would only have to say 
that >he wanted such and such a thing to be so and so ; and t 
would be so and so, as a matter of course!' 

"And why as a matter of course, Mr. Illaldon?" asked Mr 
Wick field, sedately eating his dinner. , 

"lrhy, because Annie's a charming young girl, and the ole 
I loctor-Doctor Strong, I mean-is not quite a charmmg youn1 
hoy." sard Mr. Jack :-!aldan, laughing. "No offence to any· 
body, Mr. Wickfield. I only mean that I suppose some 
compensation is fair and reasonable in that sort of marriage!' 

"Compensation to the lady, sir?" asked Mr. Wickfielc 
gravely. , 

"To the lady, sir," Mr. Jack ~!aldan answered, lau~hlll~· 
But appearing to remark that Mr. Wickfield went on wtth hll 
dinner in the same sedate, immoveable manller, and that therl 
was no hope of making him relax a muscle of his face, hi 
added: · . I 

"However, I have said what I came back to say, and, wrtl 
another apology for this intrusion, I may take myself off. OJ 
course I shall observe your directions, in considering the Dlau1 
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as one to be arranged between you and me solely, and not to 
be referred to, up at the Doctor's." 

"Have you dined?" asked Mr. Wickfield, with a motion of 
his hand towards the table. 

"Thank'ee. I am going to dine," said Mr. Maldon, "with 
my cousin Annie. Good· bye!" 

Mr. Wickfield, without rising, looked after him thoughtfully 
as he went out. He was rather a shallow sort of young gentle· 
man, I thought, with a handsome face, a rapid utterance, and a 
confident bold air. And this was the first I ever saw of i\fr. 
Jack Maldon; whom I had not expected to see so soon, when 
I heard the Doctor speak of him that morning. 

When we had dined, we went up-stairs again, where •very­
thing went on exactly as on the previous day. Agnes set the 
glasses and decanters in the same comer, and Mr. Wickfield 
sat down to drink, and dtank a good deal. Agnes played the 
piano to him, sat by him, and worked and talked, and played 
some games at dominoes with me. In good time she made 
tea; and afterwards, when I brought down my books, looked 
into them, and showed me what she knew of them (which was 
no slight matter, though she said it was), a.nd what was the be<t 
way to learn and understand them. I Se@ her, with her mode;t, 
orderly, placid manner, and I hear her beautiful calm voice, as 
I write these words. The influence for all good, which she 
came to exercise over me at a later time, begins already to 
descend upon my breast. I love little Em'ly, and I don't 
love Agnes-no, not at all in that way-but I feel that there 
are goodness, peace, and truth, wherever Agnes is; and that 
the soft light of the coloured window in the church, seen long 
ago, falls on her always, and on me when I am ncar her, and on 
everything around. 

The time having come for her withdrawal for the night, and 
she having left us, I gave ~lr. Wickfield my hand, preparatory 
to going alVa)' myself, But he checked me and said: "Should 
you like to stay with us. Trotwood, or to go elsewhere?" 

"To stay," I answered quickly. 
"You are sure?" 
"If you please. If I may ! " 
"Why, it's but a dull life that we lead here, boy, I am alraid,'' 

be said. 
"Not more dull for me than Agnes, sir. Not dull at all ! " 
"Than Agnes," he repeated, walking slowly to the great 

chimney·piece, and leaning against it. "Than Agnes I" 
He had drank wine that evening (or I fanciP.d it), until his 
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eyes were bloodshot. Not that I could see them now, for they 
were c~st do11'n, and shaded by his hand ; hut I had noticed 
them a little while before. 

"Now I wonder," he muttered, "whether my A!tnes tires or 
me. When should I ever tire of her! But that's different, 
that's quite different." 

He was musing, not speaking to me; so I remained quiel 
"A dull old house," he said, "and a monotonous life; but 

I must have her nenr me. I must keep her near me. If the 
thought that I may die and leave my darling, or that my darling 
mny die and leave me, comes like a spectre, to distress my 
happiest hours, and is only to be drowned in-" 

He did not supply the word; but pacing s!01v!y to the place 
wher~ he had sat, and mechanically going throu11h the action 
of rouring wine from the empty decanter, set it down and paced 
back again. 

"If it is miserable to bear when she is here,'' he said, "what 
would it be, and she away? No, no, no. I cannot try that." 

He leaned against the chimney·picce, brooding so long that 
l could not decide whether to run the ri~k of disturbing him 
by going, or to remain quietly where I was, until he shouk 
come out of his reverie. At length he aroused himself, an< 
looked about the room until his eyes encountered mine. 

"Stay with us, Trotwood, eh?" he said in his usual manner 
·and as if he were answering something I had just said. "I an 
glad of it. You are ~ompany to us both. It is wholesome t< 
have you here. Wholesome for me, wholesome for Agne! 
wholesome perhaps for all of us." 

"I am sure it is for me, sir," I said. "I am so glad to b 
here." 

"That's a fme fellow 1 " said Mr. Wickfield. "As long I 
you are j!lad tO be here, you shall stay here.• He sho< 
hands with me upon it, and clapp~d me on the back; and to 
n1e that when I had nn)'thing to do at night after Agnes h; 
ldt us, or when I wished to read for my own plen<u~, I ~~ 
free to come down to his room, if he were there, and If I ' 
sired it for company's sake, and to sit with him. I thank< 
him for his consideration ; ai1d, ns he went down soon .aft 
wards, and I was not tired, went down too, with a book m 1 

hand, to avail myself, for half-an-hour, of his permission .. 
But, seein~: a hght in the little round office, and immedtat 

feeling myself attracted towards Uriah Heep, who bad as 
of fascination for me, I went in there instead. I found U~ 
reading a great fat book, with such demonstrative attent1 
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that his lank forefinger followed up every line as he read, n;d' 
made clammy tracks along the page (or so I fully believed) 
like a snail. 

"You are working late to-night, Uriah/' says I. 
" Yes, Master Copperfield," says Uriah. 
As I was getting on the stool opposite, to talk to him more 

conveniently, I observed that he had not such a thing as a 
smile about him, and that he could only widen his mouth and 
make two hard creases down his cheeks, one on each side, to 
stand for one. 

•' I am not doing office.work, Master Copperfield," said 
Uriah. 

" What work, then? " I asked. · 
" I am improving my legal knowledr:e, ill aster CopperfieH' 

said Uriah. "I am going through Tidd's Practice. ()h, what 
a writer Mr. Tidd is, ;\Jaster Copperfield ! " 

My stool was such a tower of observation, that as I watched 
him reading on ~gain, after this rapturous exclamation, and 
following up the lines with his forefinger, I observeJ that his 
nostrils, which were thin and pointed, with sharp dints in them. 
had a singul(U' and most uncomfortable )Vay of expanding and 
contracting themselves; that they seemed to twinkle instead of 
his eyes, which hardly ever twinkled at all. 

''I suppose you are quite a great lawyer?" I said, after 
looking at him for some time. 

"1\le, Master Copperfield?" said Uriah.. "Oh, no I I'm a 
very umble person." 

It was ·no laney of mine about his hands, I observed; for he 
frequently ground the palms against each other as if to squeeze 
them dry and warm, besides often wiping them, in a stealthy 
way, on his pocket-handkerchief. 

"I am well aware that I am the umblest person going," said 
Uriah Heep, modestly; "let the other be where he may. 11y 
mother is likewise a very umble person. We live in a numbk 
abode, Master Copperfield, but have much to be thankful for. 
My father's former calling was umble. He was a sexton." 

" \\'hat is he now?" I asked. 
''He is a partaker of glory nt present, Master Copperfield," 

said Uriah Heep. "But we have much to be thankful for. 
How much have I to be thankful for in Jiving with .Mr. 
Wickfield !" 

I asked Uriah if he had been with ~!r. Wickficld long? 
" I have been with him going on four year, lllaster Copper· 

field," said Uriah; shutting up his book, after cnrdully marking • 
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the place where he had left off. " Since a year after my 
father's death. How much have I to be tlmnkful for, in that I 
How much have I to be thankful for, in Mr. Wickfield's kind 
intention to give me my articles, which would otherwise not 
lay within the umble means of mother and self!" 

"Then, when your articled time is over, you'll be a regular 
lawyer, I suppose?" said I. 

" With the blessing of Providence, Master Copperfield," 
returned Uriah. 

"Perhaps you'll be a partner in Mr. Wickfield's business, 
/ one of these days," I said, to make myself agreeable; "and it 

will be Wickficld and Heep, or Heep late Wickfield." 
'' Oh no, MOlliter Copperfield," returned Uriah, shaking his 

head, "I am much too umble for that!" 
He certainly did look uncommonly like the carved face oo 

the beam outside my window, as he sat, in his humility, eyeing 
me sideways, with hi$ mouth ~idened, and the creases in his 
cheeks. · 

"Mr. Wickfield is a most excellent man, Master Copper· 
tield," said Uriah. "If you have known him long, you know 
it, I am sure, much better than I can inform you." 

I replied that I was certain he was; but that I had not 
known him long myself, though he was a friend of my aunt's. 

"Oh, indeed, Master Copperfield," said Uriah. ''Your 
aunt is a sweet lady, Master Copperfield!" 

He had a way. of writhing when he wanted to expreSI 
enthusiasm, which was very ugly; and which diverted !Ill 
attention from the compliment be had paid my relatiOn, « 
the snaky twistings of his throat and body. 

"A sweet lady, Master Copperfield! " said Uriah H""P 
"She has a ~reat admiration for Miss Agnes, Master CoppeT 
lield, I believe ? " . 

I said "Yes," boldly ; not that I knew anything about 1 

Hen1·en forgive me I . 
"I hope you have, too, Master Copperfield," said Una! 

"But I am sure you must have." 
" Everybody must have," I returned. 
"Oh, thank you, Master Copperfield," said Uriah Hee 

"for that remark I It is so true! Umble as I am, I knoW 
is so true ! Oh, thank you, Master Copperfield!" 

He writhed himself quite off his stool in the excitement 
his feelings, and, being off, began to make ~rangements I 
going home. 

''Mother will be expecting me," he said, referring to a pa 
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inexpressive-faced watch in his pocket, " and getting uneasy ; 
for though we are very umble, Master Copperfield, we are 
much attached to one another. If you would come and see 
us, any afternoon, and take a cup of tea at our lowly 
dwelling, mother would be as proud of your' company as I 
should be." 

I said I should be glad to come. 
"Thank you,.l\laster Copperfield," returned Uriah, putting 

his book away upon the shelf.-" I suppose you stop here, 
some time, Master Copperfield?" 

I said I was going to be brought up there, I believed, as 
long as I remained at school. 

"Oh, indeed!'" exclaimed Uriah. "I should think you 
would come into the business at last, Master Copperfield !" 

I protested that I had no views of that sort, and that no 
such scheme was entertained in my behalf by anybody ; but 
Uriah insisted on blandly replying to all my assurances, "Oh, 
yes, Master Copperfield, I should think you would, indeed ! " 
and, "Oh, indeed, Master Copperfield, I should think you 
would, certainly ! " over and over again. Being, at last, ready 
to leave the office for the night, he asked me if it would suit 
my convenience to have the light put out; and on my answer­
ing "Yes," instantly extinguished it. After shaking hands with 
me-his hand felt like a fish, in the dark-he opened the door 
into the street a very little, and crept out, and shut it, leaving 
me to grope my way back into the house: which cost me some 
trouble and a fall over his stool. This was the proximate cause, 
I suppose, of my dreaming about him, for what appeared to 
me to be half the night; and dreaming, among other things. 
that he had launched Mr. Peggotty's house on a piratical 
expedition, with a black flag at the masthead, bearing the 
inscription "Tidd's Practice," under which diabolical ensign he 
was carrying me and little Em'ly to the Spanish Main, to be 
drowned. 

I got a little the better of my uneasiness when I went to 
school next day, and a good deal the better next day, and so 
shook it off by degrees, that in less thao a fortnight l was quite 
at home, and happy, among my new companions. I wa; 
awkward enoug_h in their games, and bacbrard enougllin.th.!lir 
studtes; but cm.!2ffi woiiR!Tn1pioven1e.in -the first respect, I 
I10ped, and hard work in the second. Accordingly, I went to 
work very hard, both in play and in earnest, aod gained great 
commendation. And, in a very little while, the Murdstone and 
Grin by life became so strange to me that I hardly believed in 

"l 
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· it, while my present life grew so familiar, that I seemed to have 

been le.1ding it a long time. 
Doctor Strong's was an excellent school; as di1Terent from' 

Mr. Creakle's a~ good is from evil. It was very gra\rdy and de­
corously ordered, and on a sound system ; with an appeal, in 
everything, to the honour and good faith of the boys, and an 
a vowed intention to rely on their possession of those qualities 
unless they proved themselves unworthy of it, which worked 
wonders. We all felt that we had a part in the management oi 
the place, and in sustaining its character and dignity. Hence, 
we soon became warmly attached to it-I am sure I did for 
one, and I never knew, in all my time, of any other boy being 
otherwise-and learnt with a good will, desiring to do it credit. 
We had noble games out of hours, and plenty of liberty; but 
even then, as I remember, we were well spoken of in the town, 
and rarely did any disgrace, by our appearance or manner, to 
the reputation of Doctor Strong and Doctor Strong's boys. 

Some of the higher scholars boarded in the Doctor's house, 
and through them I learned, at second hand, some particulm 
of the Doctor's history. As, how he had not yet been married 
twelve months to the beautiful young lady I had seen in the 
study, whom he had married for love; for she had not a six· 

I 
pence, and had a world of poor relations (so our fellows said) 
r!'\Jh' to sw_;:rm the Doctor out of ~ll.llil..h0.!:!§· A.lso, h.ow 
the IJ'Octor s cogitating manner was attributable to bts bemg 
always engaged in looking out for Greek roots; which, in my 
innocence and ignorance, I supposed to be a botanical furor on 
the Doctor's part, especially as he always looked at the ground 
when he walked about, until I understood that they were roo.ts 
of words, with a view to a new Dictionary which he bad tn 
coiltemplation. Adams, our head-boy, who had a turn for 
mathematics, had made a calculation, I was informed, of the 
time this Dictionary would take in completing, on the Doctors 
plan, and at the Doctor's rate of going. He considered tha! It 
nnght be done in one thousand six hundred and forty-moe 
years, counting from the Doctor's last, or sixty-second, birthday. 

But the Doctor himself was the idol of the whole school: 
and it must have been a badly-composed school if he had. been 
anything else, for he was the kindest of men .: with a stmple 
faith in him that might have touched the stone hearts of the 
very urns upon the wall. As he walked up and down tl~at part 
of the court-yard which was at the side of the house, With the 
stray rooks and i•ckdaws looking after him with their hen~~ 
cocked slyly, as tf they knew how much more knowmg th"l ' 
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were in world! y affairs than he, if any sort of vagabond could 
only get near enough to his creaking shoes to attract his 
attention to one sentence of a tale of distress, that vagabond 
was road next two da s. It WM so notorious in the 
2,9use that th aster · · ovs touk ains to cut these 
marauders off at angles, and to get out oi wmdows, an tum 
them out of the cour!-yard, before they could make the Doctor 
aware of their presence; which was sometimes happily etlected 
within a few yards of him, without his knowing anything of the 
matter, as he jogged to and fro. Outside his own domain, and 
unprotected, he 1vas a very sheep for the shearers. He would 
have taken his gaiters off his legs, to give away. In fact, there 
was a story current among us (I have no idea, and never had, 
on what authority, but I have believed it for so many years 
that I feel quite certain it is tru.e), that on a frosty day, one 
winter-time, he actually did bestow his gaiters on a beggar­
woman, who occasioned some scandal in the neighbourhood 
by exhibiting a fine infant from door to door, wrapped in those 
"arments, which were universally recognised, being as well 
known in the vicinity as the Cathedral. The legend added 
that the only person who did not identify them was the Doctor 
himself, who, when they were shortly afterwards displayed at 
the door of a littl.,- second-hand shop of no very good repute, 
where such things were taken in exchange for gin, was more 
than once observed to handle them approvingly, as if admiring 
some curious novelty in the pattern, and constdering them an 
improvement on his own. 

It was very pleasant to see the Doctor with his pretty young 
wife. He had a fatherly, benignant way of showing his fondness 
for her, which seemed in itself to express a good man. I often 
saw them walking in the garden where the peaches were, and I 
sometimes had a nearer observation of them in the study or the 
parlour. She appeared to me to take great care of the Doctor, 
and to like him very much, though I never thought her vitally 
interested in the Dictionary: some cumbrous fragments of 
which work the Doctor always carried in his pockets, and in 
the lining of his hat, and generally seemed to be expounding 
to her as they walked about. 

I saw a good deal of ll!rs. Strong, both because she had 
taken a liking for me on the morning of my introduction to the 
Doctor, and was always afterwards kind to me, and intere>ted 
in me ; and because she was very fond of Agnes, and was often 
backwards and forwards at our house. There was a curious 
constraint between her and Mr. Wickfie!d, I thought (of whom 
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she seemed to be afraid), that never wore off. When she 
came there of an evening, she always shrunk from accepting 
his escort home, and ran away with me instead. And some­
times, as we were running gaily across the Cathedral yard 
together, expecting to meet nobody, we would meet Mr. Jack 
1vlaldon, who was always surprised to see us. 

!l!rs. Strong's mama was a lady I took great delight in. Her 
name was Mrs. l\larkleham; but our boys used to call her the 
Old Soldier, on account of her generalship, and the skill with 
which she marshalled great forces of relations against the 
Doctor. She was a little, sharp-eyed woman, who used to 
wear, when she was dressed, one unchangeable cap, ornamented 
with some artificial flowers, and two artificial butterflies supposed 
to be hovering above the flowers. There was a superstition 
among us that this cap had ~orne from France, and could only 
originate in the workmanship of that ingenious nation: but all 
I certainly know about it is, that it always made its appearance 
of an evenin~, wheresoever Mrs. Markleham made her appear· 
ance; that it was carried about to friendly meetings in a 
Hmdoo basket ; that the butterflies had the gift of tremblmg 
constantly ; and that they improved the shining hours at 
Doctor Strong's expense, like busy bees. 

I observed the Old Soldier-not to adopt the name 
disrespectfully-to pretty good advantage, on a night which is 
made memorable to me by something else I shall relate.. It 
was the night of a little party at the Doctor's, which was gwen 
on . the occasion of Mr. Jack Maldon's departure for I~dia, 
whtther he was going as a cadet, or something of that kmd: 
~1r. \\'ickfteld having at length arranged the· business. It 
happened to be the Doctor's birthday, too. We had had a 
bohuay, had made presents to him in the morning, bad: made 
a speech to him through the head.boy, and had cheered bun 
until we were hoarse, and until he had shed tears. And now, 
in the evening, Mr. Wicklield, Agnes, and I, went to have 
tea with him in his private capacity. 

Mr. Jack !llaldon was there, before us. Mrs. Strong, dr~ssed 
in white, with cherry.coloured ribbons, was playing the pta.no, 

, when we went in; and he was leaning over her to turn the 
leaves. The clear red and white of her complexion was not SJ 
blooming and flower·like as usual, I thought, when she turne , 
round; but she looked very pretty, wonderfully pretty. h I 

"I have forgotten, Doctor," said Mrs. Strong's mama, w en I 
we were seated, "to pay you the compliments of t!1e dir~ 
though they are, as you may suppose, very far from bemg m 
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compliments in my case. Allow me to wish you many happy 
returns." 

" I thank you, ma'am," replied the Doctor. 
"Many, many, many; happy returns," said the Old Soldier. 

"Not ouly for your own sake, but for Annie's and John 
Maldon's, and many other people's. It seems but yesterday 
to me, John, when you were a little creature, a head shorter 
than Master Copperfield, making baby love to Annie behind 
the gooseberry bushes in the back-garden." 

".My dear mama," said Mrs. Strong, "never mind that now." 
"Annie, don't be absurd," returned her mother. " If you 

are to blush to hear of such things now you are an old married 
woman, when are you not to blush to hear of them?" 

"Old?" exclaimed Mr. Jack Maldon. "Annie? Come?" 
"Yes, John," returned the Soldier. "Virtually, an old 

married woman. Although not old by years-for when did 
you ever hear me say, or who has ever heard me say, that a 
girl of twenty was old by years 1-your cousin is the wife of 
the Doctor, and, as such, what I have described her. It is 
well for you, John, that your cousin is the wife of the Doctor. 
You have found in him an influential and kind friend, who will 
be kinder yet, I venture to predict, if you deserve it. I have 
no false pride. I never hesitate to admit, frankly, that there 
are some members of our family who want a friend. You were 
one yourself, before your cousin's influence raised up one fm 
you.n 

The Doctor, in the goodness of his heart, waved his hand as 
if to make li;;ht of it, and save Mr. Jack Maldon from any 
further reminder. But Mrs. Markleham changed her chair for 
one next the Doctor's, ~nd putting her fan on his coat-sleeve, 
said: . 

"No, really, my dear Doctor, you must excuse me if I 
appear to dwell on this rather, because I feel so very strongly. 
I call it quite my monomania, it is such a subject of mine. 
You are a blessing to us. You really are a Boon, you know." 

"Nonsense, nonsense,'> said the Doctor. 
" No, no, I beg your pardon," retorted the Old Soldier. 

"With nobody present; but our Clear and confidential friend 
Mr. Wickfield, I cannot consent to be put down. I shall begin 
to assert the privileges of a mother·in-law, if you go on like that, 
and scold you. I am perfectly honest and outspoken. What 
I am saying, is what I said when you first overpo~<ered me with 
surprise-you remember how surprised I was ?-by proposing 
for Annie. Not that there was anything so very much out of 

I 
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the way, in the mere fact of the proposal-it would be r diculous 
to say that !-but because, you having known her poor father 
and having known her from a baby six months old, I hadn't 
thought of you in such a light at all, or indeed as a marrying 
man in any way,-simply that, you know." 

"Aye, aye," returned the Doctor, good-humouredly. "Never 
mind." 

"But I do mind," said the Old Soldier, laying her fan upon 
his lips. "I mit1d very much. I recall these things that I may 
be contradicted if I am wrong. Well! Then I spoke to Annie, 
and I told her what had happened. I said, • My dear, here's 
Doctor Strong has positively been and made you the subject of 
a handsome declaration and an offer.' Did I press it in the 
least? No. I said, 'Now, Annie, tell me the truth this 
moment ; is your heart free ? ' ' Mama,' she said crying, 'I an1 
extremely young '-which was perfectly true-' and I hardly 
know if I ha,·e a heart at all.' 'Then, my dear,' I said, 'you 
may rely upon it, it's free. At all events, my love,' said I, 
' Doctor Strong is in an agitated state of mind, and must be 
answered. He cannot be kept in his present state of suspense.' 
'~lama,' said Annie, still crying, 'would he be unhappy 
without me? If he would, I honour and respect him so much, 

I 
that I think I will have him.' So it was settled. And then, 
and not till then, I said to Annie, • Annie, Doctor Strong will 
not only be your husband, but he will represent your late 
father: he will represent the head of our family, he l\111 
represent the wisdom and station, and I may say the means, 
of our family ; and will be, in short, a Boon to it.' I used the 
word al the time, and I have used it again, to-day. If I have 
any merit it is consistency." 

The daughter had sat quite silent and still during this speech, 
with her eyes fixed on the ground; her cousin standing near 
her, and looking on the ground too. She now said very softly, 
in a trembling voice: 

"Mama, I hope you have finished?" 
"No, my dear Annie," returned the Soldier, "I have not 

quite finished. Since you ask me, my love, I reply that I hare 
1101. I complain that you really are a little unnatural towards 
your own family; and, as it is of no use complaining to you, I 
mean to complain to your husband. Now, my dear Doctor, 
do look at that silly wife of yours." . 

As the Doctor turned his kind face, with its smtle of 
simplicity and gentleness, towards her, she drooped he~ head 
'TIOre. I noticed that Mr. Wickfield looked at her steadily. 
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"When I happened to say to that naughty thing, the other 
day," pursJed her mother, shaking her head and her fan at her, 
playfully, ·• that there was a family circumstance she might 
mention to you-indeed, I think, was bound to mention-she 
said, that to mention it was to ask. a favour; and that, as you 
were too generous, and as for her to ask was ahvays to have, 
she wouldn't." 

. "Annie, my dear," said the Doctor. "That was wrong. 
It robbed me of a pleasure." 

"Almost the very words I said to her I" exclaimed her 
mother. "Now really, another time, when I know what she 
would tell you but for this reason, and won't, I have a great 
mind, my dear Doctor, to tell you myself." 

"I shall be glad if you will," returned the Doctor. 
"Shall I?" 
"Certainly." 
"Well, then, I will ! " said the Old Soldier. "That's a 

bargain." And having, I suppose, carried her point, she 
tapped the Doctor's hand several times with her fan (which 
she kissed first), and returned triumphantly to her former 
station. . 

Some more company coming in, among whoril were the two 
masters and Adams, the talk became general; and it naturally 
turned on Mr. Jack Maldon, and his voyage, and the country 
he was going to, and his various plans and prospects. He was 
to leave that night, after supper, in a postchaise, for Gravesend; 
where the ship, in which he was to make the voyage, lay; and 
was to be gone-unless he came home on leave, or for his 
health-! don't know how many years. I recollect it was 
settled by general consent that India was quite a misrepresented 
country, and had nothing objectionable in it, but a tiger or two, 
and a little heat in the warm pan of the day. For my own 
part, I looked on Mr. Jack .Maldon as a modern Sindbad, and 
pictured him the bosom friend of all the Rajahs in the Eas~ 
sitting under canopies, smoking curly golden pipes-a mile 
long, if they could be straightened out. 

Mrs. Strong was a very pretty singer : as I knew, who often 
heard her singing by herself. But, whether she was afraid of 
singing before people, or was out of voice that evening, it was 
certain that she couldn't sing at all. She tried a duet, once, 
with her cousin Maldon, but could not so much as begin; and 
afterwards, when she tried to sing by herself, although she 
began sweetly, her voice died away on a sudden, and left her 
quite distressed, witt, her head hanging down over the keys. 
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The good Doctor said she was nervous, and, to rdieve he 
proposed a round game at cards; of which he kne'w as muc 
as of the art of playing the trombone. But I remarked th: 
the Old Soldier took him into custody directly, for her partner 
and instructed him, as the first prelimin~ry of initiation, to giv 
her all the silver he had in his pocket. 

\\'e had a merry game, not m:lde the less merry by th 
Doctor's mistakes, of which he committed an innumerabl 
quantity, in spite of the watchfulness of the butterflies, and t 
their great aggravation. ~Irs, Strong had declined to play, o 
the ground of not feeling very well; and her cousin Maldo 
had excused himself because he had some packing to d< 
\\'hen he had done it, h01vever, he returned, and they ~ 
together, talking, on the sofa. From time to time she cam 
aud looked over the Doctor's hand, and told him what to pia! 
She was very pale, as she bent over him, and I thought h( 
finger trembled as she pointed out the cards; but the Doctc 
was quite happy in her attention, and took no notice of this, 1 

it were so. 
At supper, we were hardly so gay. Every one appeared I< 

feel that a parting of that sort was an awkward thing, and tha 
the nearer it approached, the more awkward it was. Mr. Jacl 
Maldon tried to be very t•lkative, but was not at his ease, an( 
made matters wors~. And they were not improved, as 1 

appeared to me, by the Old Soldier: who continually recall~ 
passages of Mr. Jack Malden's vouth. 

The Doctor, however, who· felt, I am sure, that he •·' 
making everybody happy, was well pleased, and had r.( 
suspicion but that we were all at the utmost hdght. 0 

enjoyment. .. 
"Annie, my dear," said he, looking at his watch, and filln•l 

his glass, "it is past your cousin Jack's time, and we must no 
detain him, since tim~ and tide-both concerned in th1s case­
wait for no man. ll!r. Jack Maldon, you have a long voy~11 

and a strange country, before you; but many men, have T~ 
both, and many men will have both, to the end of t•me. , 
winds you are going to tempt, have wafted thousands upd 
thou'llnds to fortune, and brought thousands upon thousan j 
happily back." 

"It's an atTecting thing," ;aid Mrs. /l!arkleharn, "h0'"e~d 
it's viewed, it's atTecting, to see a fine young man onf tbl 
known from an infant, going away to the other end 0 ·bad 
world leaving all he knows behind and not knowmg " ~ 
befor~ him. A young man really well deserves cons 
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support and patronage," looking at the Doctor, "who rn~kes 
such sacrifices." 

"Time will go fast with you, Mr. Jack Maldon," pursued 
the Doctor, "and fast with all of us. Some of us can hardly 
expect, perhaps, in the natural course of things, to greet you 
on your return. The next best thing is to hope to do i~ and 
that's my case. I shall not weary you with good advice. You 
have long had a good model before you, in your cousin Annie 
Imitate her virtues as nearly as you can." 

Mrs. Markleharn fanned herself, and shook her head. 
"Farewell, Mr. Jack," said the Doctor, standing up; on 

which we all stood up. "A prosperous voyage out, a thriving 
career a broad, and a happy return horne I " 

We all drank the toast, and all shook hands with Mr. Jack 
Maldon ; after which he hastily took leave of the ladies who 
were there, "~d hurried to the door, where be was received, as 
he got into the chaise, with a tremendous broadside of cheers 
discharged by our boys, who had assembled on the lawn for 
the purpose. Running in among them to swell the ranks, I 
was very near the chaise when it rolled away; and I had a 
lively impression made upon me, in the midst of the noise and 
dust, of- having seen Mr. Jack Maldon rattle past with an 
agitated face, and something cherry-coloured in his hand. 

After another broadside for the !2Q.ctor, and another for the 
Doctor's wife, the boys dispersed, anal went back into the 
house, where I found the guests all standing in a group about 
the Doctor, discussing how Mr. Jack Maldon had gone away, 
and how he had borne it, and how he had felt it, and all the 
rest of it. In the midst of these remarks, Mrs. Markleham 
cried; " Where's Annie?" 

No Annie was there; and when they called to her, no Annie 
replied. But all pressing out of the room, in a crowd, to see 
what was the matter, we found her lying on the hall floor. 
There was great alarm at first, until it was found that she was 
in a swoon, and that the swoon was yielding to the usual 
means of recovery ; when the Doctor, who had lifted her head 
upon his knee, put her curls aside with his hand, and said, 
looking round : 

"Poor Annie! She's so faithful and tender·hearted I It's 
the parting from her old playfellow and friend, her favourite 
cousin, that has done this. Ah! It's a pity I l am very 
sorry! u 

When she opened her eyes, and saw where she was, and 
that we were all standing abot~t her, she arose with assista'"!ce: 
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turning her head, as she did so, to lay it on the Doctor's 
shoulder-or to hide it, I don't know which. We went into 
the drawing·room, to leave her with the Doctor and her 
mother; but she said, it seemed, that she was better than she 
had been since morning, and that she would rather be brought 
among us ; so they brought her in, looking very white and 
weak, I thought, and sat her on a sofa. 

"Annie, my dear," said her mother, doing something to· her 
dress. "See here I You have lost a bow. Will anybody be 
so good as find a ribbon ; a cherry-coloured ribbon ? " 

It was the one she had worn at her bosom. \Ve all looked 
for it; I myself looked everywhere, I am certain; but nobody 
could find it. 

" Do you recollect where you had it last, Annie ? " said her 
mother. 

I wondered how I could have thought she looked white, or 
anything but burning red, when she answered that she had had 
it safe, a little while ago, she thought, but it was not worth 
looking for. 

Nevertheless, it was looked for again, and still not found. 
She entreated that there might be no more searching; but it 
was still sought for in a desultory way, until she was quite well, 
and the company took their departure. 

We walked very slowly home, .Mr. \\'ickfield, Agnes, and I i 
Agnes and I admiring the moonlight, and lllr. Wickfield 
scarcely raising his eyes from the ground. When we, at last, 
reached our own door, Agnes discovered that she had left her 
little reticule behind. Delighted to be of any s.:rvice to her, I 
ran back to fetch it. 

I went into the supper·room where it had been left, which 
was deserted and dark. But a door of communication between 
that and the Doctor's study, where there was a light, being open, 
I passed on there, to say what I wanted, and to get a candle. 

The Doctor was sitting in his ea.sy·chair by the fireside, and 
his young wife was on a stool at his feet. The Doctor, with a 
complacent smile, was reading aloud some manuscript explan· 
ation or statement of a theory out of that interminable 
Dictionary, and she was looking up at him. But with such 
a face as I never saw. It was so beautiful in its form, it was so 
ashy pale, it was so fixed in its abstraction, it was so full of a 
wild, sleep-walking, dreamy horror of I don't know what. The 
eyes were wide open, and her brown hair fell in two rich clusters 
on her shoulders, and on her white dress, disordered by the 
want of the lost ribbon. Distinctly as I recollect her look, I 
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cannot say of what it was expressive. I cannot even say of 
what it is expressive to me now, rising again before my older 
judgment. Penitence, humiliation, shame, pride, love, and 
trustfulness, I see them all ; and in them all, I see that horror 
of I don't know what. 

My entrance, and my saying what I wanted, roused her. It 
disturbed the Doctor too, for when I went back to replace the 
candle I had taken from the table, he was patting her head, in 
his fatherly way, and saying he was a merciless drone to let her 
tempt him into reading on; and he would have her go to bed. 

But she asked him, in a rapid, urgent manner, to let her stay. 
To let her feel assured (I heard her murmur some broken words 
to this effect) that she was in his confidence that night. And, 
as she turned again towards him, after glancing at me as I left 
the room and went out at the door, I saw her cross her hands 
. upon his knee, and look up at him ·with the same face, 
something quieted, as he resumed his reading. 
' It made a great impression on me, and I remembered it a 
long time afterwards, as I shall have occasion to narrate when 
the time comes. 

CHAPTER XVII 

SOMEBODY TURNS UP 

IT bas not occurred to me to mention Peggotty since I ran 
away; but, of course, I wrote her a letter almost as soon as I 
was housed at Dover, and another and a longer letter, contain. 
ing all particulars fully related, when my aunt took me formally 
under her protection. On my being settled at Doctor Strong's 
I wrote to her again, detailing my happy condition and prospects. 
I never could have derived anything like the pleasure from 
spending the money Mr. Dick had given me, that I felt in 
sending a gold half-guinea to Peggotty, per post, inclosed in 
this last letter, to discharge the sum I had borrowed of her: 
in which epistle, not before, I mentioned about the young man 
with the donkey·cart. 

To these communications Peggotty repli~d as promptly, if 
not as concisely, as a merchant's clerk. Her utmost powers of 
expression (which were certainly not great in ink) were exhausted 
in the attempt to write what she felt on the subject of my 
journey. Four sides of incoherent and interjectional beginnings 
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of sentences, that had no end, eKcept blots, were inadequate to 
afford her any relief. But the blots were more expressive to me 
than the best con1position; for they showed me that Peggotty 
had been crying all over the paper, and what could I have 
desired n1ore ? 

I made out, without much difficulty, that she could not take 
quite kindly to my aunt yet. The notice was too short after so 
long a prepossession the other way. We never knew a person, 
she wrote ; but to think that Miss Betsey should seem to be so 
different from what she had been thought to be, was a Moral! 
That was her word. She was evidently still afraid of Miss 
l:!etsey, for she sent her grateful duty to her but timidly; and 
she was evidently afraid of me, too, and entertained the 
probab11ity of my running away again soon; if I might judge 
from the repeated hints she threw out, that the coach-fare to 
Yarmouth was always to be had of her for the asking. 

She gave me one piece -of intelligence which affected me very 
rnuch, namely, that there had been a sale of the furniture at our 
lid home, and that Mr. and Miss Murdstone were gone away, 
md the house was shut up, to be let or sold. God knows I 
Md no part in it while they remained there, but it p~ined me to 
think of the dear old place as altogether abandoned; of the 
weeds growing tall in the garden, and the fallen lea\·es lying 
thick and wet upon the paths. I imagined how the winds of 
winter would howl round it, ho'v the cold rain would beat upon 
the window-glass, how the moon would make ghosts on thf 
walls of the empty rooms, watching their solitude all night. I 
thought afresh of the grave in the churchyard, underneath th• 
tree : and it seemed a.s if the house were dead too, now, and at 
connected with my father and mother were faded away. 

There was no other news in Peggotty's letters. l\lr. Barki 
was an excellent husband, she said, tb..ough still a little near 
but we all had our faults, and she had plenty (thOiigliTa:iiiSilr 
I don't know what they were); and he sent his duty, and n1 
little bedrourn was always ready for me. Mr. Peggotty Q"8 

well, and Ham was well, and Mrs. Gummidge was but poorl• 
a~d little Em'ly wouldn't send her love, but said that Peggoti 
m1gbt send it, if she liked. 

All this intelligence 1 dutifully imparted to my aunt, onl 
~ese.rvm.g to myself the mention of little Em'ly, to whom 
mstmcttvely felt that she would not very tenderly indin 
While. I was yet new at Doctor Strong's, she made sever 
excurs1ons over to Canterbury to see me, and always 
unseasonable hours: with the view, I suppose, of taking me I 
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surprise. But, finding me well employed, and bearing a good 
character, and hearing on all hands that I rose fast in the 
school, she soon discontinued these visits. I saw her on a 
Saturday, every third or fourth week, when I went over to 
Dover for a treat; and I saw Mr. Dick every alternate 
Wednes.;lay, when be arrived by stage-coach at noon, to stay 
until next morning. 

On these occasions Mr. Dick never travelled without a 
leathern writing-desk, containing a supply of stationery and t(le 
Memorial ; in relation to which document he ha_d.a notion that 
time was beginning to press now, and that it really must be got 
out of hand . 

.Mr. Dick was very partial to gingerbread. To render his 
visits the more agreeable, my aunt had instructed me to open 
a credit for him at a cake-shop, which was hampered with the 
stipulation that he should not be served with more than one 
shilling's-worth in the course of any one day. This, and the 
reference of all his little bills at the county inn where he slept, 
to my aunt, before they were paid, induced me to suspect that 
he was only allowed to rattle his money, and not to spend it. 
I found on further investigation that this was so, or at least 
there was an agreement between him and my aunt that be 
should account to her for all his disbursements. As he had no 
idea of deceiving her, and always desired to please her, he was 
thus made chary of launching into expense. On this point, as 
well as on all other possible points, Mr. Dick was convinced 
that my aunt was the wisest and most wonderful of women; as 
he repeatedly told me w1th infinite secrecy, and always in a 
whisper. 

"Trotwood," said Mr. Dick, with an air of mystery, after 
imparting this confidence to me, one Wednesday; "who's the 
man that hides near our house and frightens her? " 

"Frightens my aun~ sir?" 
Mr. Dick nodded. "I thought nothing would have 

frightened her," he said, "for she's--" here he whispered 
softly, "don't mention it-the wisest and most wonderful of 
women." Having said which, he drew back, to observe the 
effect which this description of her made upon me. 

"The first time he came," said Mr. Dick, "was-let me see 
-sixteen hundred and forty-nine was the date of King Charles's 
execution. I think you said sixteen hundred and forty-nine?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"I don't know how it can be," said Mr. Dick, sorely puzzled 

and shaking his head. "I don't think I am as old as thaL" 
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"Was it in that ,·ear that the man appeared, sir?" I uskeJ. 
"Why, really," said Mr. Dick, "I don't see how it can have 

been in that ye.u-, Trotwood. Did you get that date out ol 
history?" 

"Yes, sir. 11 
• 

"I suppose history never lies, does it?" said Mr. Dick, with 
a gleam of hope. 

"Oh dear, no, sir!" I replied, most decisively. I was 
ingenuous and young, and I thought ~o. . . 

" I can't make it out," satd Mr. D1ck, shakmg hts head. 
"There's something wrong, somewhere. However, it was 
very soon after the mistake was made of putting some of the 
trouble out of King Charles's head into my head, that the man 
first came. I was walking out with Miss Trotwood after tea, 
just at dark, and there he was, close to our house.'' 

"Walking about?" I inquired. 
I "Walking about?" repeated Mr. Dick. "Let me see. I 
must recollect a bit. N-no, no; he was not walking about." 

I asked, as the shortest way to get at it, what he was doing. 
"\\'ell, he wasn't there at all," said Mr. Dick, "until he 

came up behind her, and whispered. Then she turned round 
and fainted, and I stood still and looked at him, and he 
walked away; but that he should have been hiding ever since 
(in the ground or somewhere), is the most extraordinary 
thing!" 

"Has he been hiding ever since?" I asked. 
"To be sure he has," retorted Mr. Dick, nodding his head 

gravely. "Never came out, till last night! We were walki!'g 
last night, and he came up behind her again, and I knew h1m 
again.'' 

"And did he frighten my aunt again? " 
"All of a shiver," said Mr. Dick, counterfeiting that affection 

and making his teeth chatter. "Held by the palings. Cried. 
llut, Trotwood, come here," getting me dose to him, that he 
might whisper very softly ; "why did she give him money, boy, 
in the moonlight?" 

"He was a beggar, perhaps.'' 
Mr. Dick shook his head, as utterly renouncing the sug· 

gestion; and having replied a great many times, and witl1 
great confidence, " No beggar, no beggar, no beggar, sir ! " 
went on to say, that from his window he had afterwards. and 
late at night, seen my aunt give this person money outside 
the garden rails in the moonlight, who then slunk away-into 
the ground again, as he thought probable-and was seen no 
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more: while my aunt c. me hurnedly and seer ·. f 35 
the house, and had, even that morning, been <l;t•te, ll•into 
from her usual self; whicl. preyed on Mr. Didd> c:i;,c • 

I had not the least beliet, in the outset of .tll'ls sJ ory, that 
the unknown was anything bl.' a delusion of Mr. !Jick's, and 
one of the line of that ill-fated /rince who occasior.ed him so 
much difficulty; but after some r. ijection I begaa to entertain 
the question whether an attempt, or threat ri tan attemp~ 
might have been twice made to ta. ~ poor Mr. ) lick himself 
from under my aunt's protection, an 1 whetht'f my aunt, the 

· strength of whose kinci'::..~ling towa:.is him I knew from 
herself, might have been induced to pa} 'I prile for his peace 
and quiet. As I was already much attacl. d to .Mr. Dick, and 
very solicitous for his welfare, my fears \voured this sup­
position; and for a long time his Wedn< ·lay hardly ever 
came round, without my entertaining a misgivh ' that he would 
not be on the coach-box as usual. There he at ·tys appeared, 
however, grey-headed, laughing, and happy; a, i he never 
had anything more to tell of the man who could ·ighten "'l' • 
aunt. 

These Wednesdays were the happiest days of !Vh Dick's 
life; they were far from being the least happy of min. He 
soon became known to every boy in the school ; and tl •ugh 
he never took an active part in any game but kite-flying, ·3..; 
as deeply interested in all our sports as any one among ~ ·. 
How often have I seen him, intent upon a match at marble:. 
or pegtop, looking on with a face of unutterable interest, 
and hardly breathing at the critical times! How often, at 
hare and hounds, have I seen him mounted on a little knoll, 
cheering the whole field on to action, and waving his hat 
above his grey head, ollblivious of King Charles the Martyr's 
head, and all belonging to it I How many a summer"hour 
have I known to be but blissful minutes to him in the cricket· 
field I How many winter days have I seen him, standing 
blue-nosed, in the snow and east wind, looking at the boys 
going down the long slide,. and clapping his worsted gloves 
in rapture I 

He was an universal favourite, and his ingenuity in little 
things was transcendent. He could cut oranges into such 
devices as none of us had an idea of. He could make a boat 
out of anything, from a skewer upwards. He could turn 
crampbones into chessmen; fashion Roman chariots from old 
court cards ; make spoked wheels out of cotton reels, and 
birdcages of old wire. But he was greatest of all, perhaps, 
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2,~~ articles of string and straw; with which we 1vere all 

' persuaded he could do anything that could be done by hands. 
Mr. Dick's renown was not long confined to us. After a 

few Wednesdays, Doctor Strong himself made some inquiries 
of me about him, and I told him all my aunt had told me; 
which interested the Doctor so much that he requested, on 
the occasion of his next visit, to be presented to him. This 
ceremony I performed; and the Doctor begging .Mr. Dick, 
whensoever he should not find me at the coach-office, to 
come on there, and rest himself until our morning's work 
was over, it soon passed into a custom for Mr. Dick to come 
on as a matter of course, and, if we were a little late, as often 
happened on a Wednesday, to walk about the court-yard, 
waiting for me. Here he made the acquaintance of the 
Doctor's beautiful young wife (paler than forme"-\y, all this 
time; more rarely seen by me or any one, I think; and not 
so gay, but not less beautiful), and so became more and more 
familiar by degrees, until, at last, he would come into the 

'school and wait. He always sat in a particular corner, on 
a particular stool, which was called "Dick," after him; here 
he would sit, with his grey head bent forward, attentively 
listening to whatever might be going on, with a profound 
veneration for the learning he had never been able to acqmre. 

This veneration Mr. Dick extended to the Doctor, whom he 
thought the most subtle and accomplished philosopher of any 
age. It was long before Mr. Dick ever spoke to him otherwise 
than bareheaded; and even when he and the Doctor had 
struck up quite a friendship, and would walk together by the 
hour, on that side of the court·yard which was known among 
~s as the Doctor's. Walle, Mr. Dick would pull off his hat at 
pntervals to show hts respect for wisdom, and knowledge. How 
tt ever came about that the Doctor begon to read out scraps ol 
the famous Dictionary, in these walks, I never knew; perhap! 
he felt it all the same, at first, as reading to himself. How· 
ever, it passed into a custom too; and Mr. Dick, listenin1 
wtth a face shining with pride and pleasure, in his heart o 
~carts, believed the Dictionary to be the most delightful bool 
tn the world. 

As I .think of them going up and do1xn before those school 
room wmdows-the Doctor reading with his complacent smile 
an occasional flourish of the manuscrip~ or grave motion o 
hts head ; and ~lr. Dick listening, enchained by inter"st, witl 
hi.s poor wits calmly wandering God knows where, upon th• 
wmgs of hard words-! think of it as one of the pleasantes 
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things, in a quiet way, that I have k 
might go walking to and fro for. 
somehow be the better for it. As, " 
a noise about, were not one-half ·e , 
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but not at all a snug room. The tca-th, •gs 1vere set up m th,e 
table, and the kettle was boiling on th, hob. Tiler< "as a 
chest of drawers with an escritoire top,\ •r Uriah to· ·bd or 
write at of an evening; there was Uriah's 'ue bug ly .g down 
and vomiting papers; there was a compar, of Uric s books 
commanded by Mr. Tidd; there was a con, r cup1 1td; and 
there were the usual articles of furniture. : don'1 cmdntber 
that any individual object had a bare, pinchec: ·par ook; but 
I do remember that the whole place had. I 

It was perhaps a part of Mrs. Heep's humil. · · .. 1 ' .t she still 
wore weeds. Notwithstanding the lapse of .- ·u• th~t had 
occurred since Mr. Heep's decease, she still w "' "N·<is. I 
think there was some compromise in the cap; \ o.- :wise 
she was as weedy as in the early days of her mou\ "·"· 

"This is a day to be remembered, my Uriah, 1 -I•' s•.re," 
said Mrs. Heep, making the tea, "when Master C 1perJ. ld 
pays us a visit." 

"I said you'd think so, mother," said Uriah. 
" If I could have wished father to remain among us · Jr any 

reason," said Mrs. Heep, "it would have been, that he night 
have known his company this afternoon." 

I felt embarrassed by these compliments; but I was sem ~le, 
too, of being entertained as an honoured guest, and I that. :ht 
Mrs. Heep an agreeable woman 

"My Uriah," said Mrs. Heep, 11 has looked forward 11 

this, sir, a long while. He had his fears that our umbleneS! 
stood in the way, and I joined in them myself. Umble we 
are, umble we have been, umble we shall ever be," said Mrs. 
Heep. 

"I am sure you have no occasion to be so, ma'am," I said, 
"unless you like." 

"Thank you, sir," retorted ~Irs. Heep. "We know our 
station and are thankful in it.'' 

I found that Mrs. Heep gradually got nearer to me, and that 
Uriah gradually got opposite to me, and that they respectfully 
plied me with the choicest of the eatables on the table. There 
was nothing particularly choice there, to be sure; but I took 
the will for the deed, and felt that they were very attentive. 
Presently they began to talk about aunts, and then I told them 
about mine ; and about fathers and mothers, and then I told 
them about mine; and then l\lrs. Heep begilll to talk about 
fathers-m-law, and then I began to tell her about mine; but 
stopped, because my aunt had advised me to observe silence 
on that subject. A tender young cork, however, would have 
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had no more chance against a pair ~f corkscr~ws, or a tendet 
young tooth against a pair of denttsts, o.r a httle shuttlecock 
against two battledores, than I had agamst Urmh and Mrs. 
Hecp. They did just what they l.iked with m~; and wormed 
things out of me that I had no deme to tell, wtth a certamty I 
blush to think of: the more especially as, ,in my juvenile frank­
ness, I took some credit to myself for being so confidential, 
and felt that I was quite the patron of my two respectful 
entertainers. 

They were very fond of one another : that was certain. I 
take it, that had its effect upon me, as a touch of nature ; but 
the skill with which the one followed up whatever the other 
oaid, was a touch of art which I was still less proof against. 
When there was nothing more to be got out of me about 
myself (for on the Murdstone and Grinby life, and on my 
journey, I was dumb), they began about Mr. Wickfield and 
Agnes. Uriah threw the ball to Mrs. Heep, Mrs. Heep caught it 
and threw it back to Uriah, Uriah kept it up a little while, then 
sent it back to Mrs. Heep, and so they went on tossing it about 
until I had :no idea who had got it, and was quite bewildered. 
The ball itself was always changing too. Now it was Mr. 
\l'ickfield, now Agnes, now the 'excellenco of Mr. Wickfield, 
now my admiration of Agnes; no"· the extent of Mr. Wickfield's 
business and resources, now our domestic life after dinner; now, 

~
e wine that Mr. Wick.field took, the reason why he took it, 
d the pity thai it was he took so much ; now one thing, now 
othe:, then everything at once ; und all the time, without 

appearmg to speak very often, or to do anything but somel!mes 
encourage them a little, for fear they should be overcome by 
their humility and the honour of my company, I found myself 
perpetually letting out something or other that I had no business 
to let out, and seeing the effect of it in the twinkling of Uriah's 
dinted nostril&. 

I had begun to be a little uncomfortable, and to wish myself 
well out of the visit, when a figure coming down the street 
passed the door-it stood open to air the room, which was 
warm, the weather being close for the time of year-came 
back again, looked in, and walked in, exc!aimin• loudly, 
"Copperfield! Is it possible?" 

0 

It was Mr. Micawber I It was Mr. Jl1icawber, with his eye­
glass, and his walking-stick, and his shirt-collar, and his genteel 
air, and the condescending roll in his voice, all complete I 

"My dear Copperfield," said Mr. ll1icawber, putting out his 
hand, "this is indeed a meeting which is calculated to impress 
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the mind with a sense of the instability and uncertainty of all 
human-in short it is a most extraordinary meeting. Walking 
along the street,' reflecting upon, the probability ~f .something 
turning up (of which I am at present rather sangume), I, find a 
young but valued friend turn up, who ts connected wtth the 
most eventful period of my life; I may say, with the turning­
point of my existence. Copperfield, my dear fellow, how ,;" 
you do?" 

I cannot say-1 really can11ot say-that I was glad to see 
Mr. Micawber there; but I was glad to see him too, and 
shook hands with him heartily, inquiring how Mrs. Micawber 
was. 

"Thank you," said Mr. Micawber, waving his hand as of old, 
and settling his chin in his shirt-collar. "She is tolerably con­
valescent. The twins no longer derive their sustenance from 
Nature's founts-in short," said 1\!r. Micawber, in one of his 
bursts of confidence, "they are weaned-and. Mrs. Micawber is, 
at present, my travelling companion. She will be rejoiced, 
Copperfield, to renew her acquaintance with one who has 
pr01•ed himself it1 all respects a worthy minister at the sacred 
altar of friendship." . 

I said I should be delighted to see her. 
"You are very good," said Mr. Micawber. 
Mr. Micawber then smiled, settled his chin again, and looked 

about him. 
"I have discovered my friend <;;nnperfield," said Mr. 

Micawber genteelly, and without addr·· ',ing himself p~rticularly 
to any one, "not in solitude, but par• .tking ur a social meal in 
company with a widow lady, and one who is apparently her 
offspring-in short," said Mr. Micawber, in another of his 
bursts of confidence, "her son. I shall esteem it an honour to 
be presented." 

I could do no less, under these circumstances, than make 
Mr. Micawber known to Uriah Heep and his mother; which 1 
accordingly did .. As they abased themselves before him, Mr. 
Micawber took a seat, and waved his hand in his most courtly 
manner. 

"Any friend of my friend Copperfield's," said Mr. :'llicawber, 
"has a personal claim upon myself." 

"We are. too umble, sir," said Mrs. Heep, "my son and me, 
to be the fnends ~f :Master Copperfield. He has been so good 
as take hts tea wtth us, and we are thankful to him for his 
company ; also to you, sir, for your notice." 

" Ma'am," returned Mr. Micawber, with a bow, "you are 
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very obliging: and what are you doing, Copperfield ? Still in 
the wine trade ? " 

I was excessively anxious to get Mr. Micawber away; and 
replied, with my hat in my hand, and a very red face, I have 
no doubt, that I was a pupil at Doctor Strong's, 

"A pupil?" said 1\lr. Micawber, raising his eyebrows. "I 
am extremely happy to hear it. Although a mind like my 
friend Copperfield's;" to Uriah and Mrs. Heep ; "does not 
require that cultivation which, without his knowledge of men 
and things, it would require, still it is a rich soil teeming with 
latent vegetation-in short," said Mr. Micawber, sm1ling, in 
another burst of confidence, "it is an intellect capable of getting 
up the classics to any extent." 

Uriah, with his long hands slowly twining over one another, 
made a ghastly writhe from the waist upwards, to express his 
concurrence in this estimation of me. 

" Shall we go and sec .Mrs. Micawber, sir?" I said, to get 
Mr. Micawber away. 

" If you will do her that favour, Copperfield.'' replied Mr. 
Micawber, rising. "I have no scruple in saying, in the presenc~ 
of our friends here, that I am a m~n who has, for some years, 
contended against the pressure of pecuniary difficulties." I 
knew he was certain to say something of this kind; he a\ way! 
would be so boastful about his difficulties. "Sometimes I havE 
risen superior to my difficulties. Sometimes my difficultie! 
have-in short, have floored me. There have been times wher 
I have administered a succession of facers to them ; there havE 
been times when they have been too many for me, and I havE 
given in, and said to Mrs. Micawber, in the words of Cato 
'Plato, thou reasonest well. It's all up now. I can show figh 
no more.' But at no time of my life," said Mr. Micawber 
"have I enjoyed a higher degree of satisfaction than in pourin1 
my griefs (if I may describe difficulties, chiefly arising out o 
warrants of attorney and promissory notes at two and fou 
months, ~y that word) into the bosom of my friend Copperfield. 

Mr. M1cawber closed this handsome tribute by saying, "M1 
Hee11! Good evening. Mrs. Heep! Your servan~'' and the1 
walkmg out with me in his most fashionable manner, making 
good deal of noise on the pavement with his shoes, an 
humming a tune as we went. 

It ~as a .little inn .w~ere ~~r; Micawber put up, and h 
occup1ed a httle room m 1t, parttttoned oft· from the commerc1• 
room, and strongly flavoured with tobacco·smoke. I think 
was over the kitchen, because e. warm greasy smell appea" 
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to come up through the chinks in the fl<?or, and there was a 
flabby perspiration on the walls. I know II was near the bar, 
on account of the smell of spirits and jingling of glasses. 
Here recumbent on a small sofa, underneath a picture of a 
race·horse, with her head close to the fire, and her feet pushing 
the mustard off the dumb-waiter at the other end of the room, 
was Mrs. Micawber, to whom Mr. Micawber entered first, 
saying, "My dear, allow ine to it1troduce to ·you a pupil of 
Doctor Strong's." · 

I noticed, by·the-by, that although Mr. Micawber was just as 
much confused as ever about my age and standing, he always 
remembered, as a genteel thing, that I was a pupil of Doctor 
Strong's. 

Mrs. Micawber was amazed, but very glad to see me. I was 
very glad to see her too, and, after an affectionate greeting on 
both sides, sat down on the small sofa near her. 

"lily dear," said Mr. Micawber, "if you will mention to 
Copperfield what our present position is, which I have no doubt 
he will like to know, I will go and look at the paper the while, 
and see whether anything turns up among the advertisements." 

"I thought you were at Plymouth, ma'am," I sai<! to Mrs. 
Micawber, as he went out. 

, ''My dear Master Copperfield," she replie<.t, "we went to 
Plymouth." ~ 

"To heou the spot," I hinted. 
"Just so," said Mrs. Micawber. "To be on the spot. But 

the truth is, talent is not wanted in the Custom House. The 
local influence of my family was quite unavailing to obtain any 
employment in that department, for a man of Mr. Micawber's 
abilities. They would rather not have a man of Mr. Micawber's 
abilities. He would only show the deficiency of the others. 
Apart from which," said Mrs. Micawber, "I will not disguise 
from you, my dear Master Copperfield, that when that branch 
of my family which is settled in Plymouth became aware that 
Mr. ~ica:vber was accompan~ed by myself, and by little Wilkins 
and h1s Sister, and by the twms, they did not receive him with 
that ardour whic~ _he might have expected, being so newly 
release? from .. ca~uv.tty. In fact," said Mrs. Micawber, lowering 
her voice,- th1s IS between ourseh·es-our reception was 
cool." 

" Dear me ! " I said. 
"Yes," said .M~.- Micawber. "It is truly painful to con• 

template ':'lankmd m _such an aspect, Master Copperfield, but 
our receptton was decidedly cooL There is no doubt about it. 
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In fact, that branch of my family which is settled in Plymouth 
became quite personal to Mr. Micawber, before we had been 
there a week." 

I said, and thought, that they ought to be ashamed of 
themselves. 

"Still, so it was," continued Mrs. Micawber. "Under such 
circumstances, what could a 111an of Mr. Micawber's spirit do? 
But one obvious course was left. To borrow of that branch of 
my family the money to return to London, and to return at any 
sacrifice." 

"Then you all came back again, ma'am?" I said. 
"We all came back again," replied Mrs. Micawber. "Since 

then, I have consulted other branches of my family on the 
course which it is most expedient for Mr. Micawber to take­
for I maintain that he must take some course, Master Copper· 
field," said Mrs. Micawber, argumentatively. "It is clear that 
a family of six, not including a. domestic, cannot live upon air.'' 

"Certainly, ma'am," said I. 
"The opinion of those other branches of my family, • pursuec 

Mrs. Micawber, "is, that Mr. Micawber should immediate!) 
turn his attention to coals." 

"To what, ma'am?" 
"To coals," said Mrs. Micawber. "To the coal trade. Mr 

.Micawber was induced to think, on inauirf. thoL th= might b 
an opening for a man of his taleni in the Medway r.oal TradE 
Then, as Mr. Micnwber very properly said, the first ste~ tv b 
taken clearly Wil$, to come and m the Medway. Whtch w 
came and saw. I say 'we,' Mll!;ter Copperfield; for I nev~ 
will," said Mrs. Micawber with emotion, "I never 1vill dese: 
Mr. Micawber."" 

I murmured my admiration and approbation. 
"We came," repeated Mrs. Micawber, "and saw the Mcuw~ 

My opinion of the coal trade on that river is, that it tnl 
require talent, but that it certainly requires capital. Taler. 
Mr. Micawber has; capital, Mr. 1\licawber has not. We sa• 
I think, ihe greater part of the Medway; and that is n 
individual conclusion. Being so near here, Mr. Micawb 
was of opinion that it would be rash not to come on, and s 
the Cathedral. Firstly, on account of its being so well wo1 
seeing, and our never having seen it ; and secondly, on accot 
of tlle great probability of something turning up in a cathed 
town. We have been here," said Mrs. Micawber, "three da 
Nothing has, as yet, turned up; and it may not surprise Y 
my dear Master Copperfield, so much as it would a stralll 



., 
David Copperfield '245 

o know that we are at present waiting for a remittance from 
,ondon, to discharge our pecuniary obligations at this hotel. 
Jntil the arrival of that remittance," said Mrs. Micawber wtth 
ouch feeling, "I am cut off from my hor_ne (I allude to 
odgings in l'entonville), from my boy and gtrl, and from my • 
wins.'' 

I felt the utmost sympathy for» Mr. and Mrs. Micawber in 
his anxious extremity, and said as much to Mr. Micawber, 
•ho now returned: adding that I only wished I had money 
mough, to lend them the amount they needed. Mr. ~1icawber's 
mswer expressed the disturbance of his mind. He said, shaking 
1ands with me, " Copperfield, you are a true friend ; but when 
:he worst comes to the worst, no man is without a friend who 
~ possessed of shaving materials." At this dreadful hint Mrs. 
Micawber threw her arms round Mr. Mica1vber's neck and 
mtreated him to be calm. He wept; but so far recovered, 
dmost immediately, as to ring the bell for the waiter, and 
bespeak a hot kidney pudding and a plate of shrimps for 
breakfast in the morning. 

When I took my leave of them, they both pressed me so 
much to come and dine before they went away, that I could 
not refuse. But, as I knew I could not come next day, when 
I shcruld have a good deal to prepare in the evening, Mr. 
Micawber arranged that he would call at Dr. Strong's in the 
course of the morning (having a presentiment that the remit­
tance would arrive by that post), and propose the, day after, if 
it would suit me better. Accordingly I was called out of school 
next forenoon, and found Mr. Micawber in the parlour; who 
had called to say that the dinner would take place as proposed. 
When I asked him if the remittance had come, he pressed my 
hand and departed. 

As l was looking out of window that same evening, it sur­
prised me, and made me rather uneasy, to see Mr. Micawber 
and Uriah Heep walk past, arm in arm : Uriah humbly sensible 
of the honour that was done him, and Mr. Micawber taking a 
bland delight in extending his patronage to Uriah. But I was 
still more. surprised, when I went to the little hotel next day at 
the appomted dmner-hour, which was four o'clock, to find 
from what Mr. Micawber said, that he had gone home with 
Uriah, and had drunk brandy-and-1vater at Mrs. Heep's . 

. "And l'!l tell you what, ~y dear Copperfield," said lllr. 
Mtcawber, your fnend Heep ts a young fellow who might be 
attorney-gen~ral. . If I had known th~t young man, at the period 
when my difficulties carne to a cmts, all I can say is, that 
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I believe my creditors would have been a great deal bell 
managed than they were." 

I hardly understood how this could have been, seeing tr 
Mr. Micawber had paid them nothing at all as it was; bul 
did no't like to ask. Neither did I like to say, that 1 hoped 
had not been too communicative to Uriah ; or to inquire 
they had talked much about ,me. I was afraid of hurting ~ 
Micawber's feelings, or, at a:t events, Mrs. Micawber's, s 
being very sensitive ; but I was uncomfortable about it, too, a 
often thought about it afterw•rds. 

We had a beautiful little dinner. Quite an elegant dish 
fish ; the kidney-end of a loin of veal, roasted ; fried sau!a 
meat ; a partridge, and a pudding. There was wine, and th• 
was strong ale ; and after dinner Mrs. Micawber made us 
bowl of hot punch with her own hands. 

Mr. Micawber was uncommonly convivial. I never saw h 
such good company. He made his face shine with the pun• 
so that it looked as if it had been varnished all over. He : 
cheerfully sentimental about the town, and proposed success 
it; observing that Mrs. Micawber and himself had been ma 
extremely snug and comfortable there, and that he never sh01 
forget the agreeable hours they had passed in Canterburrv l 
proposed me afterwards ; and he, and Mrs. Micawbe(, .and 
took a review of our past acquaintance, in the course of whi< 
we sold the property. all over again. Then I proposed ~I 
Micawber ;, or, at least, said, modestly, "If you'll allow r 
Mrs. Micawber, I shall now have the pleasure of drinking Y• 
health, ma'am." On which Mr. Micawber delivered an eulogi< 
on Mrs. ~licawber's character, and said she had ever been 
guide, philosopher, and friend, and that he would recommt 
me, when 1 came to a rnarrying·time of life, to marry st 
another woman, if such another woman could be found. 

As the punch disappeared, 1\lr. Micawber became still m 
friendly and convivial. Mrs. Micawber's spirits becom 
elevated, too, we sang "Auld Lang Syne." When we ca 
to "Here's a hand, my trusty frere," we all joined hands rou 
the table ; and when we declared we would ·~take a right gt 
Willie Waught," and hadn't the least idea what it mean~ 
were really affected. 

In a word, I never saw anybody so thoroughly jovial as l 
Micawber was, down to the very last moment of the eveni 
when I took a hearty farewell of himself and his amiable w 
Consequently, I was not prepared, at seven o'clock next me 
ing, to receive the following communication, dat~d half-p 
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1ine in the evening; a quarter of an hour after I bad left 
1im:~ 

"MY DEAR YOUNG FRIEND, 
"The die is cast-all is over. Hiding the ravages of 

:are withoa sickly mask of mirth, I have not informed you, this 
!vening, that there i~ no hop~ of the remittance! . l::fnder 
:hese circumstances, ahke hum1hatmg to endure, hum1hatmg to 
:ontemplate, and humiliating to relate, I have discharged the 
pecuniary liability contracted at this establishment, by giving a 
note of hand, made payable fourteen days after date, at my 
residence, Pentonville, London. When it becomes due, it 
will not be taken up. The result is destruction. The bolt is 
impending, and the tree must fall. 

" Let the wretched man who now addresses you, my· dear 
Copperfield, be a beacon to you through life. He writes with 
that intention, and in that hope. If be could think himself of 
so much use, one gleam of day might, by possibility, penetrate 
into the cheerless dungeon of his remaining existence-though 
his longevity is, at present (to say the least of it), extremely 
problematical. 

"This is the last communication, my dear Copperfield, you 
will ever receive 

"From 
''The 

' " Beggared Outcast, 
"WILKINS MICAWBER." 

i was so shocked by the contents of this heartrending letter, 
that I ran off directly towards the little h!Jtel with the intention 
of taking it on my way to Doctor Strong's, and trying to soothe 
Mr. Micawber with a word of comfort. But, half·way there, I 
met the London coach with Mr. and Mrs. Micawber up behind · 
Mr. Micawber, the very picture of tranquil enjoyment, smiling 
at Mrs. Micawber's conversation, eating walnuts out of a paper 
b~g, with a bottle sticking out of his b_reast pocket. As they 
d1d not see me, I thought 1t best, all thmgs considered, not to 
see them. So, with a great weight taken off my mind, I turned 
into a by·street that was the nearest way to school, and felt, 
upon the whole, relieved that they were gone: though I still 
liked them very much, nevertheless. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

A RETROSPECT 

Mv school-days 1 The silent gliding on of my existence-the 
unseen, unfelt progress Of my life-from childhood up to 
youth 1 Let me think, as I look back upon that flowing water, 
now a dry channel overgrown with leaves, whether there ar~ 
any marks along its course, by which I can remember how 
i~ ran. 

A moment, and I occupy my place in the Cathedral, where 
we all went together, every Sunday morning, assembling first 
at school for that purpose. The earthy smell, the sunless 
air, the sensation of the world being shut out, the resounding 
of the orgatl through the black and white arched galleries 
and aisles, are wings that take me back, and hold me 
hovering above those days, in a half-sleeping and half-waking 
dream. 

I am not the last boy in the school. I have risen, in a few 
months, over severn! heads. But the first boy seems to me a 
mighty creature, dwelling afar off, whose giddy height is 
unattainable. Agnes says "No," but I say "Yes," and tell 
her that she little thinks what stores of knowledge have been 
n1astercd by the wonderful Being, at whose place she thinks 
I, even I, weak a.spirnnt, may arrive in time. He is not my 
primte friend and public patron, as Steerforth was; but I bold 
him in a reverential respect. I chiefly wonder what he'll be, 
when he leaves Dr. Strong's, and what mankind will do to 
maintain any place against him. 

But who is this that breaks upon me? This is l\liss Shepherd, 
whom I love. 

Miss Shepherd is a boarder at the Misses Nettingalls' 
establishment. I adore Miss Shepherd. She is a little girl, in 
a spencer, with a round face and curly flaxen hair. The 
Misses Nettingalls' young ladies come to the Cathedral too. I 
cannot look upon my book, for I must look upon Miss Shep­
herd. When the choristers chaunt, I hear Miss Shepherd. lu 
the service I mentally insert Miss Shepherd's name; I put her 
in among the Royal Family. At home, in my own room, I am 
sometimes moved to cry out, "Oh, Miss Shepherd ! " in a 
transport of love. 

For some time I am doubtful of Miss Shepherd's feeling,, 
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but, at length, fate being propitious, we meet at the dancing­
school. I have Miss Shepherd for my partner. I touch Miss 
Shepherd's glove, and feel a thrill go up the right arm of my 
jacket, and come out at my hair. I say nothing tender to Miss 
Shepherd, but we understand each other. Miss Shepherd and 
myself live but to be united. 

Why do I secretly give Miss Shepherd twelve Brazil 1iuts for 
a present, I wonder? They are not expressive of affection, they 
are d1fflcult to pack into a parcel of any regular shape, they are 
hard to crack, even in room doors, and they are oily when 
cracked; yet I feel that they are appropriate to Miss Shep· 
herd. ·Soft, seedy biscuits, also, I bestow upon Miss Shepherd, 
and oranges innumerable. Once, I kiss Miss Shepherd in 
the cloak room. Ecstljsy I What are my agony and indignation 
next day, when I hear a flying rumour that the Misses Netting­
all have stood Miss Shepherd in the stocks for turning in her 
toes! 

Miss Shepherd being the one peiTading theme and vision of 
my life, how do I ever come to break with her? I can't con­
ceive. And yet a coolness grows between Miss Shepherd and 
myself. Whispers reach me of Miss Shepherd having said 
she wished I wouldn't stare so, and having avowed a prefer· 
ence for Master Jones-for Jones! a boy of no merit whatever! 
'l'he gulf between me and Miss Shepherd widens. At last, one 
day, I meet the Misses Neltingalls' establishment out walking. 
Miss Shepherd makes a face as she goes by and laughs at her 
companion. AU is over. The devotion of a life-it seems a 
life, it is all the same-is at an end ; Miss Shepherd comes out 
of the morning service, and the Royal Family know her no 
more. 

I am higher in the school, and no one breaks my peace. I 
am not at all polite, now, to the Misses N ettinga!ls' young ladies, 
and shouldn't dote on any of them, if they were twice as many 
and twenty times as beautiful. I think the dancing·school a 
tiresome affair, and wonder why the girls can't dance by them· 
selves and leave us alone. I am growing great in Latin verses, 
and neglect the laces of my boots. Doctor Strong refers to 
me in public as a promising young scholar. Mr. Dick is 
wild with joy, and my aunt remits me a guinea by the next 
post. . 

The shade of a young butcher rises, like the apparition of an 
armed head in Macbeth. Who is this young butcher ? He 
is the terror of the youth of Canterbury. There is a vague 
belief abroad, that the beef suet with which he anoints his hair 
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gives him unnatural strength, and that he is a match for a man. 
He is a broad-faced, bull-necked young butcher, with rough red 
cbeeks, an ill-conditioned mind, and an injurious tongue. His 
main use of the tongu.e is to disparage Doctor Strong's young 
gentlemen. He says, publicly, that if they want anything 
he'll give it 'em. He names individuals among them (myself 
included), whom he could undertake to settle with one hand, 
and the other tied behind him. He waylays the smaller boys 
to punch their unprotected heads, and calls challenges after 
me in the open streets. For these sufficient reasons I resolve 
to fight the butcher. 

It is a summer evening, down in a green hollow, at the comer 
of a wall. I meet the butcher by appointment. I am attended 
by a select body of our boys; the butcher, by two other butchers, 
a young publican, and a sweep. The preliminaries are adjusted, 
aud the butcher and myself stand face to face. In a moment 
the butcher lights ten thousand candles out of my left eyebrow. 
In another moment, I don't know where the Wllil is, or where I 
am, or where anybody is. I hardly know which is myself and 
which the butcher, we are always in such a tangle and tussle, 
knocking about upon the trodden grass. Sometimes I see the 
butcher, bloody but confident; sometinles I see nothing, and 
sit gasping on DIY second's knee; sometimes I go in at the 
butch~'r madly, and cut my knuckles open against his face, 
without appearing to discompose bim at all. At last I awake, 
very queer about the head, as from a giddy sleep, and see the 
butcher walking off, congratulated by the two other butchers 
and the sweep and publican, and putting on his coatashegoes; 
from which I augur, justly, that the victory is his. 

I am taken home m a sad plight, and I have beef-steaks put 
to my eyes, and am rubbed with vinegar and brandy, and find 
a great white puffy place bursting out on my upper lip, 
which swells immoder~tely. For three or four days I remain 
at home, a very ill-looking subject, with a green shade over my 
ercs; and I should be very dul~ but that Agnes is a sister to 
me, and condoles with me, and reads to me, and makes the 
time light and happy. Agnes has my confidence completely, 
always; I tell her all about the butcher, and the wrongs he 
has heaped upon me ; she thinks I couldn't have done other· 
wtse than ~ght the butcher, while she shrinks and trembles at 
my having fought him. 

Time has stolen on unobserved, for Adams is not the head· 
boy in the days that are come now, nor has he been this many 
and many a day. Adams has left the school so long, that 
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when he comes back, on a visit to Dr. Siron.~, tlwrd an; 110 

many there, besides myself, who know him. .\dam$ is gr.ir •, 
to be called to the bar almost directly, and b to be an a.l o· 
cate, and to wear a wig. I am surprised to find hiw a ,., ..• ~er 
man than I had thought, and less imposing In Ill)•: f.llce. 
He has not staggered the world yet, either; for ir g• u·· n (.IS 

well as I can make out) pretty much the same ;•i if 1 ' h.1d 
never joined it. 

A blank, through which the warriors of poetrl' an! ·i<t• ·ry 
march on in stately hosts that seem to have no end -r ', . wh~t 
comes next I I am the head-boy, now I I look 1i• '''· J'l 1 1e 
line of boys below me, with a condescending in~>•, · ' s1 :h 
of them as bring to my mind the boy I was rw::oe :· 1 h.· I 
first came there. That little fellow seems to be n• I fl'l' f me ., 
I remember him as something left b~hind upon thu ro. I Jf lile' 
-as something I have passed, rather than have act\1.11.) o en­
and almost think of him as of some one else. 

And the little girl I saw on that first day at Mr. WicKfi •!d's, 
where is she? Gone also. In her stead, the perfect hkenc:;s 
of the picture, a child likeness no more, move about the hous~; 
and Agnes, my sweet sister, as I call her in my thoughts, my 
counsellor and friend, the better angel of the lives of all who 
come within her calm, good, self-denying influence, is quite a 
woman. 

What other changes have come uppn me, besides the 
changes in my growth and looks, and in the knowledge I 
have garnered all this while? I wear a gold watch and chain, 
a ring upon my little finger, and a long-tailed coat; and I use. 
a great deal of bear's grease-which, taken in conjunction 
with the ring, looks bad. Am I in love again? I am. I 
worship the eldest Miss Larkins. 

The eldest Miss Larkins is not a little girl. She is a tall, 
dark, black-eyed, tine figure of a woman, The eldest Miss 
Larkins is not a chicken; for the youngest Miss Larkins is not 
that, and the eldest must be three or four years older. Perhaps 
the eldest Miss Larkins may be about thirty. My passion fur 
her is beyond all bounds. 

The eldest Miss Larkins knows officers, It is an awful thing 
to bear. I see them speaking to her in the street. I see them 
cross the way to meet her, when her bonnet (she has a hrioht 
taste in bonnets) is seen coming down the pavement, acc;m. 
panied by her sister's bonnet. She laughs and talks, and 
seems to like it. I spend a good deal of my own spare time in 
walking up and down to meet her. If I can bow to her once 
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in the day (I kno>t her to bo>t to, knowing Mr. Larkins), I am 
happier. I deserve a bow now and then. The raging agonies 
I suffer on the night of the Race Ball, where I know the eldest 
Miss Larkins will be dancing with the military, ouglit to have 
some compensation, if there be even·handed justice in the 
world. 

ll!y passion takes away my appetite, and makes me wear my 
newest silk neckerchief continually. I have no relief but in 
putting on my best clothes, and having my boots cleaned over 
and over again. I seem, then, to be worthier of the eldest 
Miss Larkins. Everything that belongs to her, or is connected 
with her, is precious to me. Mr. Larkins (a gruff old gentle­
man with a double chin, and one of his eyes immovable in his 
head) is fraught with interest to me. When I can't meet his 
daughter, I go where I am likely to meet him. To say "How 
do you do, Mr. Larkins? Are the young ladies and all the 
family quite well?" seems so pointed, that I blush. 

I think continually about my age. Say I am seventeen, and 
say that seventeen is young for the eldest· Miss Larkins, what 
of that? Besides, I shall be one-and·twenty in no time almost. 
I regularly take walks outside Mr. Larkins's house in the even· 
i.ng, though it cuts me to the heart to see the officers go in, 
or to hear them up in the drawing.room, 1vhere the eldest A!iss 
Larkins plays the harp. I even walk, on hvo or three occasions, 
in a sickly, spoony manner, round and round the house after 
the family are gone to bed, wondering which is the eldest Miss 
Larkins's chamber (and ·pitching, I dare say now, on Mr. 
Larkins's instead) J wishing that a fire would burst out; that 
the assembled crowd would stand appall~d; that I, dashing 
through them with a ladder, might rear it against her window, 
save her in my arms, go back for something she had left 
behind, and perish in the flames. For I am generally dis· 
interested in my love, and think I could be content to make a 
figure before Miss Larkins, and expire. Generally, but not 
always. Sometimes brighter visions rise before me. When 
I dress (the orcupation of two hours), for a great-ball gh·en 
at the Larkins's (the anticipation of three weeks), l indulge 
my fancy with pleasing images. I picture myself taking courage 
I? "!ake a declaration to Miss Larkins. I picture Miss Larkins 
smkmg her head upo~ my shoulder, and saying, '' Oh, l\1:'· 
Copperfield, can I behev~ my ears l" I picture Mr. Larkms 
wa1tmg on me next mormng, and saying, "My dear Copper· 
field, my daughter has told me all. Youth is no objection. 
Here are twenty thousand pounds. Be happy l" I picture 
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my aunt relenting, and blessing us; and Mr. Di.ck and Doctor 
Strong being present at the marriage ceremony. I am a 
sensible fellow, I believe-! believe, on looking back, I mean 
·-and modest I am sure; but all this goes on notwith­
standing. 

I repair to the enchanted house, where there are lights. 
chattering, music, flowers, officers (I am sorry to see), and 
the eldest Miss Larkins, a blaze of beauty. She is dressed 
in blue, with blue flowers in her hair-forget-me-nots. As 
if she had any need to wear forget-me-nots! It is the first 
really grown-up party that I have ever been invited to, and 
I am a little uncomfortable; for I appear not to belong to 
anybody, and nobody appears to have anything to say to 
me, except Mr. Larkins, who asks me how my schoolfellows 
are, which he needn't do, as I have not come there to be 
insulted. 

But after I have stood in the doorway for some time, and 
feasted my eyes upon the goddess of my heart, she approaches 
me-she, the eldest Miss Larkins l-and asks me pleasantly, 
if I dance? 

I stammer, with a bow, '"With you, Miss Larkins." 
"With no one else?" inquires Miss Larkins. 
"I should have no pleasure in dancing with any one else." 
Miss Larkins laughs and blushes (or I think she blushes), 

and says, "Next time but one, I shall be very glad." 
The time arrives. "It is a waltz, I think," Miss Larkins 

doubtfully observes, when I present myself. " Do you waltz? 
If not, Captain Bailey--" 

But I do waltz (pretty well, too, as it happens), and I take 
Miss Larkins out. I take her sternly from the side of Captain 
Bailey. He is wretched, I have no doubt; but he is nothing 
to me. I have been wretched, too. I waltz with the eldest 
Miss Larkins ! I don't know where, among whom, or how 
long. I only know that I swim about in space, with a blue 
angel, in a state of blissful delirium, until I find myself alone 
with her in a little room, resting on a sofa. She admires a 
flower (pink camellia japonica, price half-a-~rown), in my 
button-hole. I give it her, and say: 

"I ask an inestimable price for it, Miss Larkins." 
"Indeed I What is that?" returns Miss Larkins. 
"A flower of yours, that I may treasure it as a miser does 

gold." 
"You're a bold boy," says Miss Larkins. "There." 
She gives it me, not displeased; and I put it to my lips, and 
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then into my breast. Miss Larkins, laughing, draws her hand 
through my aim, and says, "Now take me back to Captdin 
Bailey." 

I am lost in the recollection of this delicious interview, and 
the walt7, when she comes to me again, with a plain elderly 
gentleman, who has been playing whist all nigh~ upon her 
;.um, and snys : 

"Oh! here is my bold friend! 1\fr. Chestle wants to know 
you, Mr. Copperfield." 

I feel at once that he is a friend of the family, and am much 
gratified. 

"I admire your taste, sir," says Mr. Chestle. "It does you 
credit. I suppose you don't take much interest in hops; but 
I am a pretty large grower myself; and if you ever like to 
.r:ome over to our neighbourhood-neighbourhood of Ashford 
~-and take a run about our place, we shall be glad for you to 
stop as long as you like." 

I thank Mr. Chestle warmly, and shake hands. I think I 
am in a happy dream. I waltz with the eldest Miss Larkins 
once again. She says I waltz so well! I go home in a state 
of unspeakable bliss, and waltz in imagination, all night long, 
with my arm round the blue waist of my dear divinity. For 
some days afterwards, I am lost in rapturous reflections; but I 
neither see her in the street, nor when I call. I am imperfectly 
consoled for this disappointment by the sacred pledge, the 
perished flower. 

"Trotwood," says Ag:1es, one day after dinner. "Who do 
you think is goirg to be married to· morrow? Some one you 
admire.'' 

"Not you, I suppose, Agnes?" 
"Not me I" raising her cheerful face from the music she is 

copying. "llo you hear him, Papa?-The eldest ~!iss Larkins." 
"To-to Captain Bailey?" I have just enough power to 

ask. 
"No; to no Captain. To 1[r. Chestle, a hop-grower." 
I am terribly dejected for about a week or two. I take oiT 

my ring, I wear my worst clothes, I use no bear's grease, and I 
frequently lament over the late llliss Larkins's faded flower. 
Being, by that time, rather tired of this kind of life, and having 
receiVed new provocation from the butcher, I throw the flower 
away, go out with the butcher, and gloriously defeat hi111. 

This, and the resumption of my ring, as well as of the bear's 
gt·ease in moderation, are the last marks I can discern, now, in 
my progress to seventeen. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

I LOO" ABOUT ME, AND !JAKE A DISCOVER V 

I AM doubtful whether I was at heart glad or sorrv, when my 
school-days drew to an end, and the time came for my leaving 
Doctor Strong's. I had been very happy there, I had a _glfl:at 
attachment for the Doctor, and I was eminent and disllngu!Shed 
in that little world. For these reasons I was sorry to go; but 
for other reasons, unsubstantial enough, I was glad. Misty 
ideas of being a young man at my own disposal, of the import­
ance attaching to a young man at his 01vn dispnsal, of the 
wonderful things to be seen and done by that ma~nifictnt 
animal, and the wonderful effects he could not fail to make 
upon society, lured me away. So powerful were these •·i,ionary 
considerations in my boyish mind, that I seem, accordi11t; to 
my present way of thinking, to have left school without natural 
regret. The separation has not made the impression on me 
that other separations have. I try in vain to recall bow I 
felt about it, and what its circumstances were; but it 1s not 
momentous in my recollection. I suppose the opening ptn>pt:et 
confused me. l know that my juvenile experiences went for 
little or nothing then ; and that life was more like a great fairy 
story, which 1 was just about to begin to read, than anything 
else. 

My aunt and I had held many grave deliberations on the 
calling to which I should be devoted. For a year or more I 
had endeavoured to find a satisfactory answer to her often­
repeated question," What I would like to be?" But I had "" 
particular liking, that I could discover, for anything. If I could 
have been inspired with a knowledge of the scienceofmvigat''"'· 
taken the command of a fast-sailing e'pedition, and gone '"'""! 
the world on a triumphant voyage of discovery, l th1nk I n11,;l.t 
have considered myself completely suited. But in the absronre 
of any such miraculous provision, my desire was to apply mysdf 
to some pursuit that would not lie too hea1·ily upon her purse; 
and to do my duty in it, whatever it might be. 

Mr. Dick had regularly assisted at our councils, with a 
meditative and sage demeanour. He never made a suggestion 
but once ; and on that occasion (I don't know what put it in 
his head}, he suddenly proposed that I should be "a Brazier." 
My aunt received this proposal so very ungraciously, that he 
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never ventured on a second; but ever afterwards confmed 
himself to looking watchfully at her fur her suggestions, and 
rattling his money. 

,( !'r11t, I tell you what, my dear," said my aunt, one morning 
j,, ,,j," '· hristmas season when I left school: "as this knotty 
; ''"' is still unsettled, and as we must not make a mistake in 

decision if we can help it, 1 think we had better take a 
breathing-time. In the meanwhile, you must try to look 

" •• from a new point of view, and not as a schoolboy." 
"I will, aunt.'' 
"It has occurred to me," pursued my aunt, "that a little 

change; and a glimpse of life out of doors, may be useful, in 
helping you to know your own mind, and form a cooler judg­
ment. Suppose you were to take a little journey now. Suppose 
you were to go down into the old part of the country again, for 
instance, and see that-that out-of-the-way woman with the 
savagest of names," said my aunt, rubbing her nose, for she 
could never thoroughly forgive Peg~otty for being so called. 

"Of all things in the world, aunt, I should like it best!" 
"Well," said my aunt, '·that's lucky, for I should like it too. 

But it's natural and rational that you should like it. And I am 
very well persuaded that whatever you do, Trot, will always be 
natur.d and rational.H 

u I hope so, aunt., 
"Your sister, Betsey Trotwood,'' said my aunt, 11 would have 

been as ne~tur.;l and rational a girl as ever breathed. You'll be 
worthy of her, won 1t you? 11 

"I hope I shall be worthy of you, aunt. That will be enough 
for me." 
, "It\ a mercy that poor dear baby of a mother of your> didn't 

hve,'' s:.ud my aunt, looking at me :~.pprovint;:ly, "or sht:'d have 
ken so vain of her boy by this time, that her soft little head 
would have been completely tumed, if there was anytlnng of it 
left to turn." (My aunt always excused any weakne<> of her 
OW!l in my hehalf, by transferring it in this way to my poor 
mother.) "Bless me, Trotwood, how you do remind me 
of her! n 

"Ple"antly, I hope, aunt?" said I. 
('.He's as likt! her, Dick,n said my aunt, emphatically, "he's 

as ltke her, as she. was that afternoon, before she began to fre.'­
Bless my heart, he s as ltke her, as he can look at me out of hiS 
two cyt:s! 11 

" I< he indeed?" said Mr. Dick. 
"And he's like David, too," said my aunt, decisively. 
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"He is very like David!" said Mr. Dick. 
"But what I want you to be, Trot," resumed my aunt, "-1 

don't mean physically, but morally; you are very well physic· 
ally-is, a firm fellow. A fine firm fellow, with a will of your 
own. With resolution," said my aunt, shaking her cap at me, 
and clenching her hand. "With determination. With character, 
Trot. With strength of character that is not to be influenced, 
except on good reason, by anybody, or by anything. That's 
what I want you to be. That's what your father and mother 
Might both have been, Heaven knows, and been the better 
f'lr it." 

'I intimated that I hoped I should be what she described. 
J "That you may begin, in a small way, to have a reliance 

UJ>on yourself, and to act for yourself," said my aun~ "I shall 
send you upon your trip, alone. I did think, once, of Mr. 
Dick's going with you; but, on second thoughts, I shall keep 
him to take care of me." 

Mr. Dick, for a moment, looked a little disappointed; until 
the honour and dignity of having to take care of the most 
wonderful woman in the world, restored the sunshine to his 
face. 

"Besides," said my aunt, "there's the Memorial." 
"Oh, certainly," said Mr. Dick, in a hurry, " I intend, Trot· 

wood, to get that done immediately-it really must be done 
immediately! And then it will go in, you know-and then-," 
said Mr. Dick, after checking himself, and pausing a long time, 
"there'll be a pretty kettle of fish I " 

In pursuance of my aunt's kind scheme, I was shortly after· 
wards fitted out with a handsome purse of money, and a 
portmanteau, and tenderly dismissed upon my expedition. At 
parting, my aunt gave me some good advice, and a good many 
kisses; and said that as her object was that I should look about 
me, and should think a little, she would recommend me to stay 
a few days in London, if I liked it, either on my way down into 
Suffolk, or in coming back. In a word, I was at liberty to do 
what I would, for three weeks or a month ; and no other 
conditions were imposed upon my freedom than the before­
mentioned thinking and looking about me, and a pled"e to 
write three times a week and faithfully report myself. ~ 

I went to Canterbury firs~ that I might take leave of Agnes 
and Mr. Wickfield (my old room in whose house I had not yet 
relinquished), and also of the good Doctor. Agnes was very 
glad to see me, and told me that the house had not been like 
itself since I had left it. • 
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"I am sure I am not like myself when I am away," said I, 

"I seem to want my right hand, when I miss you. Though 
that's not saying much; for there's no head in my right hand, 
and no heart. Every one who knows you, consults wrth you, 
and is guided by you, Agnes." 

"Every one wh0 knows me, spoils me, I believe," she 
answered, smiling. 

"No. It's because you are like no one else. You are so 
gooq, and so sweet·tempered. You have such a gentle nature, 
and you are alw3ys right." 

"You talk," said Agnes, breaking into a pleasant laugh, as 
she sat at work, "as if I were the late l\liss Larkins." 

"Come ! It's not fair to abuse my confidence," I answere<~ 
reddening at the recollection of my blue enslaver. "But I 
shall confide in you, just the same, Agnes. I can never grow 
out of that. Whenever I fall into trouble, or fall in love, I 
shall always tell you, if you'll let me-even when I come lo 
fall in love in earnest." 

"Why, you have always been in earnest!" said Agnei, 
laughing a~ain. 

'' Oh ! th~t was as a child, or a >choolboy," said I, laughing 
in my turn, not without being a little shamefaced. "Times are 
alterin~ now, and I suppose I shall be in a terrible state of 
earnestness one day or other. My wonder is, that you are not 
in earnest yourself, by this time, Agnes." 

Agnes laughed again, and shook her head. 
"Oh, I know you are not!" said I, "because if you had been, 

you would have told me. Or at leas~" for I saw a faint blush 
in her face, "you would have let me find it out for myself. 
But there is no one that I know of, who deserves to love you, 
Agnes. Some one of a nobler character, and more worthy 
altogether than any one I have ever seen here, must rise up, 
before I give my consent. In the time to come, I shall have 
a wary eye on all admirers; and shall exact a great deal from 
the successful one, I assure you." 

We h:<d gone on, so far, in a mixture of confidential jest and 
earnest, that had long grown naturally out of our familiar rela· 
t!o?s, hegun as mere children. But Agnes, now suddenly 
hftmg up her eyes to mine, and speaking in a different manner, 
said: 

" Trotwood, there is something that I want to ask you, and 
that I may not have another opportunity of asking for a long 
time, perhaps. Something I would ask, I think, of no one 
else. Have you observed any gradual alteration in l'apa?" 
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I had observed it, and had often wondered whether she had 

too. I must have shown as much, now, in my face; for her 
eyes were in a moment cast down, and I saw tears in them. 

"Tell me what it is," she said, in a low voice. 
"I think-shall I be quite plain, Agnes, liking him so 

much?" 
" Yes/' she said. 
" I think he does himself no good by the habit that has 

increased upon him since I first came here. He is often very · 
nervous, or I fancy so." 

"It is not fancy," said Agnes, shaking her head. 
"His hand trembles, his speech is not plain, and his eyes 

look wild. I have remarked that at those times, and when he 
is least like himself, he is most certain to be wanted on some 
business." 

"By Uriah," said Agnes. 
"Yes ; and the sense of being unfit for it, or of not having 

understood it, or of having shown his condition in spite of him­
self, seems to make him so uneasy, that next day he is worse, 
and next day worse, and so he becomes jaded and haggard. 
Do not be alarmed by what I say, Agnes, but in this state I 
saw him, only the other evening, lay down his head upon his 
desk, and shed tears like a child." 

Her hand passed softly before my lips while I was yet speak­
ing, and in a moment she had met her father at the door of 
the room, and was hanging on his shoulder. The expression 
of her face, as they both looked towards me, I felt to be very 
touching. There was such deep fondness for him, and grati­
tude to him for all his love and care, in her beautiful look ; and 
there was such a fervent appeal to me to deal tenderly by him, 
even in my inmost thoughts, and to let no harsh construction 
find any place against him; she was, at once, so proud of him 
and devoted to him, yet so compassionate and sorry, and so 
reliant upon me to be so, too; that nothing she could have 
said would have expressed more to me, or moved me more. 

We were to drink tea at the Doctor's. We went there at the 
usual hour; and round the study fireside found the Doctor, 
and his young wife, and her mother. The Doctor, who made 
as much of my going away as if I were going to China, received 
me as an honoured guest; and called for a log of wood to be 
thrown on the fire, that he might see the face of his old pupil 
reddening in the blaze. 

"I shall not see many more new faces in Trotwood's stead, 
Wickfield," said the Doctor, warming his hands; "I am getting 
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lazy, and want ease. I shaH relinquish aJI my young people in 
another six months, and lead a quieter life," 

"You have said so, any time these ten years, Doctor," Mr. 
Wick field answered. 

"But no1v I mean to do it," returned the Doctor. " My 
first master will succeed me-l am in earnest at last-so vou'll 
soon have to arrange our contracts, and to bind us firmly to 
them, like a couple of knaves." 

"And to take care," said Mr. Wickfield, "that you're not 
imposed on, eh? As you certainly would be, in any contract 
you should make for yourself. \\'ell! I am ready. There are 
worse tasks than that, in my calling." 

"I shall have nothing to think of, then," said the Doctor, 
with a smile, "but my Dictionary; and this other contract· 
bargain-Annie." 

As Mr. Wickfield glanced towards her, sitting at the tea· 
table by Agnes, she seemed to me to avoid his look with such 
unwonted hesitation and timidity, that his attention became 
fixed upon her, as if something were suggested to his thoughts. 

"There is a post come in from India, I observe," he said, 
after a short silence. 

"By·the-by! and letters from Mr. Jack Maldon!" said the 
Doctor. 

u Indeed!,, 
"Poor dear Jack 1" said Mrs. Markleham, shaking her bead. 

"That trying climate I. Like living, they tell me, on a sand· 
heap, underneath a burning-glass! He looked strong, but 
he wasn't. My dear Doctor, it was his spirit, not his con· 
stitution, that he ventured on so boldly. Annie, my dear, I 
am sure you must perfectly recollect that your cousin never 
was strong; not what can be called robust, you know," said 
1\lrs .. ll!arkleham, with emphasis, and looking round upon us 
generally; "from the time when my daughter and himself were 
cluldren, together, and walking about, arm·in·arm, the livelong 
day." 

Annie, thus addressed, made no reply. 
" Do I gather from what you say, ma'am, that Mr. Malden 

is ill?" asked Mr. Wick field. 
"Ill!" replied the Old Soldier. "My dear sir, he's all sorts 

of things." 
"Except well?" said l\!r. Wickfield. 
"Except wdl, indeed ! " said the Old Soldier. "He bas 

had dreadful strokes of the sun, no doubt, and jungle fevers 
and agues, and every kind of thing you can mention. As to 
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his liver," said the Old Soldier resignedly, "that, ot course, he 
gave up altogether, when he first went out!" 

"Does he say all this?" asked Mr. Wick field. 
"Say? My dear sir," returned Mrs. Markleham, shaking 

her head and her fan, "you little know my poor Jack Maldon 
when you \lSk that question. Say? Not he. You might drag 
him at the heels of four wild horses first." 

"Mama I " said Mrs. Strong. 
"Annie, my dear," returned her mother, "once for all, I 

must really beg that you will not interfere with m•, unless it is 
to confirm what I say. You know as well as· I do that your 
cousin Maldon would be dragged at the heels of any number 
of wild horses-why should I confine myself to four! I won't 
confine myself to four-<!ight, sixteen, two·and·thirty, rather 
than say anything calculated to overturn the Doctor's plans." 

" Wickfield's plans," said the Doctor, stroking his face, and 
looking penitently at his adviser. "That is to say, our joint 
plans for him. I said myself, abroad or at home." 

"And I said," added Mr. Wickfield gravely, "abroad. I 
w:.c~ the means of sending him abroad. It's my responsibility." 

"Oh I Responsibility!" said the Old Soldier. "Everything 
was done for the best, my dear Mr. Wickfield; everything was 
done for the kindest and best, we know. But if the dear fellow 
can't live there, he can't Jive there. And if he can't live there, 
he'll die there, sooner than he'll overturn the Doctor's plans. 
I know him," said the Old Soldier, fanning herself, in a sort of 
calm prophetic agony, "and I know he'll die there, sooner than 
he'll overturn the Doctor's plans." 

"Well, well, ma'am," said the Doctor cheerfully, " I am not 
bigoted to my plans, and I can overturn them myself. I can 
substitute some other plans. If Mr. Jack Mal don comes home 
on account of ill health, he must not be allowed to go back, 
and we must endeavour to make some more suitaule and 
fortunate provision for him in this country." 

Mrs. Markleham was so overcome by this generous speech 
(which, I need not say, she had not at all expected or led up 
to) that she could only tell the Doctor it was like himself, and 
go several times through that operation of kissing the sticks of 
her fan, and then tapping his hand with it. After which she 
gently chid her daughter Annie, for not being more demon· 
strative when such kindnesses were showered, for her sake, on 
her old playfellow: and entertained us with some particulars 
concerning other deserving members of her family, whom it 
was desirable to set on their deserving legs. 



David Copperfield 
All this time, her daughter Annie never once spoke, or lifted 

up her eyes. All this time, 1\Ir. Wick field had his glance upon 
her as she sat by his own daughter's side. It appeared 
to me that he never thought of being observed by any one; 
but was so intent upon her, and upon his own thoughts in 
connexion with her, as to be quite absorbed. He now asked 
what Mr. Jack Maldon had actually written in reference to 
himself, and to whom he had written it? 

"Why, here," said Mrs. Markleham, taking a letter from 
the chimney-piece above the Doctor's head, " the dear fellow 
says to the Doctor himself-where is it? Oh !-'I am 
sorry to inform you that my health is suffering severely, and 
that I fear I may be reduced to the necessity of returning 
home for a time, as the only hope of restoration.' That's 
pretty plain, poor fellow! His only hope of restoration! But 
Annie's letter is plainer still. Annie, show me that letter 
again." 

''Not now, mama," she pleaded in a low tone. 
"My dear, you absolutely are, on some subjects, one of the 

n10st ridiculous persons in the world," returned her mother, 
"and perhaps the most unnatural to the claims of your own 
family. We never should have heard of the letter at all, I 
believe, unless I had asked for it myself. Do you call that 
tonfidence, my love, towards Doctor Strong? I am surprised. 
You ought to know better." 

The letter was reluctantly produced; and as I handed it to 
the old lady, 1 saw how the unwilling hand from which 1 took 
it, trembled. 

"Now let us see," said 1\lrs. 1\larkleham, putting her glass 
to her eye, "where the passage is. 'The remembrance of old 
times, my dearest Annie '-and so forth-it's not there. •The 
amiable old Proctor '-who's he? Dear me Annie, hoW 
illegibly your cousin Maldon writes, and hO\'l.' stupid I am! 
1 Doctor,' of course. Ah ! amiable indeed ! " Here she left 
off, to kiss her fan again, and shake it at the Doctor, who was 
looking at us in a state of placid satisfaction. "Now I have 
found it. 1 You may not be surprised to hear Armie,'-nO, 
to be s~re, knowing that he never was really str~ng ; what did 
I say JUSt now?-' that I have undergone so much in thiS 
dtstant place, as to have decided to leave it at all hazards; on 
sick leave, if I can; on total resignation, if that is not to be 
obtained. What I have endured, and do endure here, is 
insupportable.' And but for the promptitude of that best of 
creatures," said Mrs. Markleham, telegraphing the Doctor as 
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before, and refolding the Jetter, "it would be insupportable to 
me to think of.'' 

Mr. Wickfield said not one word, though the old lad)· looked 
to him as .if for his commentary on this intelligence ; but sat 
severely silent, with his eyes fixed on the ground. Long alter 
the subject was dismissed, and other topics occupied us, he 
remained so; seldom raising his eyes, unless to rest them for 
a moment, with a thoughtful frown, upon the Doctor, or his 
wife, or both. 

The Doctor was very fond of music. Agnes sang with great 
sweetness and expression, and so did Mrs. Strong. They 
sang together, and played duets together, and we had quite a 
little concert. But I remarked two things : first, that though 
Annie soon reC9vered her composure, and was quite herself, 
there was a blank between her and Mr. Wicktield which 
separated them wholly from each other; secondly, that Mr. 
Wickfield seemed to dislike the intimacy between her and 
Agnes, and to watch it with uneasiness. And now, I must 
confess, tae recollection of what 1 had seen on that night 
when Mr. Maldon went away, first began to return upon me 
with a meaning it had never bad, and to trouble me. The 
innocent beauty of her face was not as innocent to me as it 
had been ; I mistrusted the natural grace and charm of her 
manner; and when 1 looked at Agnes by her side, and thought 
how good and true Agnes was, suspicions arose within me that 
it was an ill-assohed friendship. 

She was so happy in it herself, however, and the other was 
so happy too, that they made the evening fly away as if it were 
but an hour. It closed in an incident which I well remember. 
They were taking leave of each other, and Agnes was going to 
embrace her and kiss her, when Mr. Wickfield stepped between 
them, as if by accident, and drew Agnes quickly away. Then 
I saw, as though all the intervening time had been cancelled, 
and I were still standing in the doorway on the night of the 
departure, the expression of that night in the face of Mrs. 
Strong, as it confronted his. 

I cannot say what an impression this made upon me, or 
how impossible I found it, when I thought of her afterwards 
to separate her from this look, and remember her face in it; 
innocent loveliness again. It haunted me when I got home. 
I seemed to have left the Doctor's roof with a dark cloud 
lowerin~ on it. The reverence that I had for his grey head, 
was mmgled with commiseration for his faith in those who 
were treacherous to him, and with resentment agajDSt those 
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who injured him. The impending shadow of~ great afllicti?n, 
and a great disgrace that had no dtstlnct form m tt yet, tell hke 
a stain upon the quiet place where I had worked and played 
as a boy, and did it a cruel wrong. I had no pleasure 1n 

thinking, any more, of the grave old broad·leaved aloe-trees 
which remained shut up in themselves a hundred years 
together, and of the trim smooth grass-plot, and the stone 
urns, and the Doctor's walk, and the congenial sound of the 
Cathedral bell hovering above them all. It was as if the 

. tranquil sanctuary of my boyhood had been sacked before my 
face, and its peace and honom given to the winds. 

But morning brought with it my parting from the old house, 
which Agnes had filled with her influence ; and that occupied 
my mind sufficiently. I should be there again soon, no 
doubt ; I might sleep again-perhaps often-in my old room; 
but the days of my inhabiting there were gone, and the old 
time was past. I was hel\·ier at heart when I packed up such 
of my books and dothes as still remained there to be sent to 
Dover, than I cared to show to Uriah Hcep: who was so 
oliicious to help me, that I uncharitably thought him mighty 
glad that I was going. 

I g• •t away from Agnes and her father, somehow, with an 
indifferent show of bemg very manly, and took my seat upon 
the box of the London coach. I was so softened and for· 
giving, going through the town, that I had half a mind to nod 
to my old enemy the butcher, and throw him· five shillings to 
drink. But he looked such a very obdurate butcher as he 
stood scrapmg the great block in the shop, and moreo\'er, h1s 
apr1earance was so little improved by the loss of a front tooth 
whtch I had knocked out, that I thought it best to make no 
advances. 

The main object on my mind, I remember, when we got 
fairly on the road, was to appear as old as possible to the 
coachman, and to speak extremely gruff. The latter point I 
achieved at great personal inconvenience : but I stuck to it, 
because I felt it was a grown.up sort of thing. 

"You are going through, sir?" said the coachman. 
"Y~s, William," I said, condescendingly (I knew him); "I 

am gomg to London. I shall go down into Suffolk after· 
wards." 

"Shooting, sir?" said the coachman . 
. He knew as well as I did that it was just as likely, at that 

ttme ?f year, I was going down there whaling; but I felt 
complimented, too. 
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"I don't know," I said, pretending to be undecided, 

"whether I shall take a shot or not." 
" Birds is got wery shy, I'm told," said William. 
"So I understand," said I. · 
"Is Suffolk your county, sir? • asked William. 
"Yes," I said, with some importance. "Suffolk's my 

county." 
"I'm told the dumplings is uncommon fine down there," 

said William. 
I was not aware of it myself, but I felt it necessary to 

uphold the institutions of my county, and to evince a famili­
arity with them ; so I shook my head, as much as to say, "I 
believe you I" . 

"And the Punches," said William. "There's cattle I A 
Suffolk Punch, when he's a &ood un, is worth his weight in 
gold. Did you ever breed any Suffolk Punches yourself, sir ? " 

"N -no, I said, "not exactly." 
"Here's a gen'lm'n behind me, I'll pound it," said William, 

•· as has bred 'em by wholesale." 
The gentleman spoken of was a gentleman with a very 

unpromising squint, and a prominent chin, who had a tall 
white hat on with a narrow fiat brim, and whose close-fitting 
drab trousers seemed to button all the way up outside his legs 
from his boots to his hips. His chin was cocked over the 
coachman's shoulder, so near to me, that his breath quite 
tickled the back of my bead ; and as I looked round at him, 
he leered at the leaders with the eye with which he didn't 
squint, in a very knowing manner. 

" Ain't you? " asked William. 
" Ain't I what?" said the gentleman behind. 
''Bred them SutTolk Punches by wholesale?" 
" I should think so," said the gentleman. "There ain't no 

sort of orse that I ain't bred, and no sort of dorg. Orses and 
dorgs is some men's fancy. They're wittles and drink to me 
-lodging, wife, and children-reading, writing, and 'rithmetic 
-snuff, tobacker, and sleep." 

"That ain't a sort of man to see sitting behind a coach-box 
is. it though ? " said William in my ear, as be handled th~ 
rems. 

I construed this remark into an indication of a wish that he 
should have my place, so I blushin.,ly offered to resign it. 

"\\'ell, if you don't mind, sir,"
0
said William, "1 think it 

lllould be more correct." 
I have always considered this as the first fall I had in life. 
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When I booked my place at the coach-office I had had " Box 
Seat" written against the entry, and had given the book­
keeper half-a-crown. I was got up in a special great-coat and 
shawl, expressly to do honour to that distinguished eminence; 
had glorified myself upon it a good deal; and had felt that I 
was a credit to the coach. And here, in the very firnt stage, 
I was supplanted by a shabby man with a squint, who had no 
other merit than smelling like a livery-stables, and being able 
to walk across me, more like a fly than a human being, while 
the horses were at a canter ! 

A distrust of myself, which has often beset me in life on 
small occasions, when it would have been better away, was 
assuredly not stopped in its growth by this little incident 
outside the Canterbury coach. It was in vain to take refuge 
in gruffness of speech. I spoke from the pit of my stomach 
for the rest of the journey, but I felt completely extinguished, 
and dreadfully young. 

It was curious and interesting, nevertheless, to be sitting up 
there, behind four horses: well educated, well dressed, and 
with plenty of money in my pocket; and to look out for the 
places where I had slept on my weary journey. I had abundant 
occupation for my thoughts, in every conspicuous landmark on 
the road. When I looked down at the tramps whom we 
passed, and saw that well-remembered style of face turned up, 
I felt as if the tinker's blackened hand were in the bosom of 
my shirt again. When we clattered through the narrow street 
of Chatham, and I caught a glimpse, in passing, of the lane 
where the old monster lived who had bought my jacket, I 
stretched my neck ~gerly to look for the place where I had 
sat, m the sun and m the shade, waiting for my money. When 
we came, at last, within a sta"e of London and passed the 
veritable Salem House where f:rr. Creakle h;d laid about him 
with ~ heavy hand, I would have given all I had, for lawful 
permiSSion to get down and thrash him, and let all the boys 
out hke so many caged sparrows. 

We went to the Golden Cross, at Charing Cross, then a 
mouldy sort of establishment in a close neighbourhood. A 
walter showed me into the coffee-room ; and a chamber-maid 
mtroduced me to my small bedchamber, which smelt like a 
hackne.r-coach, an~ was shut up like a family vault. I was 
sllll pamfully consciOUs of my youth, for nobody stood in any 
awe of_ IT!e at all: the chambermaid being utterly indifferent to 
my opm1ons ?n any ~ubjec~ a.i!d the waiter being familiar with 
me, and offenng adVIce to my mexperience, 
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" Well now," said the waiter, in a tone of confidence, "what 

would you like for dinner? Young gentlemen likes poultry in 
general : have a fowl ! " 

I told him, as majestically as I could, that I wasn't in the 
humour for a. fowl. 

"Ain't you?" said the waiter. "Young gentlemen is 
generally tired of beef and mutton: have a weal cutlet I" 

I assented to this proposal, in default of being able to 
suggest anything else. 

"Do you care for talers?" said the waiter, with an insinuating 
smile, and his head.on one side. "Young gentlemen genemlly 
has been overdosed with taters." 

I commanded him, in my deepest voice, to order a veal 
cutlet and potatoes, and all things fitting; and to inquire at 
the bar if there were any letters for Trotwood Copperfield, 
Esquire-which I knew there were not, and couldn't be, but 
thought it manly to appear to e"Jlect. 

He soon came back to say that there were none (at which I 
was much surprised), and began to lay the cloth for my dinner 
in a. box by the fire. While be was so eng~ed, he asked me 
what I would take with it i· and on my replymg " Half a pint 
of sherry," thought it a favourable opportunity, I am afraid, to 
<l.Xtract that measure of wine from the stale leavings at the 
bottoms of several small decanters. I am of this opinion, 
because, while I was reading the newspaper, I observed rum 
behind a low wooden partition, which was his private apart· 
ment, very busy pouring out of a number of those vessels into 
one, like a chemist. and druggist making up a prescription. 
When the wine came, too, I thought it tint; and it certainly 
had more English crumbs in it, than were to be expected in a 
foreign wine in anything like a pure state; but I was bashful 
enou~h to drink it, and say nothing. 

Bemg then in a pleasant frame of mind (from which I infer 
that poisoning is not always disagreeable in some stages of the 
process), I resolved to go to the play. It was Covent Garden 
. Theatre that I chose; and there, from the back of a centre 
box, I saw Julius Cresar and the new Pantomime. To have 
all those noble Romans alive before me, and walking in and 
out for my entertainment, instead of being the stern taskmasters 
they had been a.t schoo~ was a most novel and delightful 
effect. But the mingled reality and mystery of the whole show, 
the inftuence upon me of the poetry, the lights, the music, the 
company, the smooth stupendous changes of glittering and 
brilliant scenery, were so dazzling, and opened up such 
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illimitable regions of delight, that when I came· out into the 
rainy street, at twelve o'clock at night, I felt as if I had come 
from the clouds, where I had been leading a romantic lif~ for 
ages, to a bawling, splashing, link-lighted, umbrella-struggling, 
hackney-coach-jostling, patten-clinking, muddy, miserable 
world. 

I had emerged by another door, and stood in the street for 
a little while, as if I really were a stranger upon earth; but the 
unceremonious pushing and hustling that I received, soon 
recalled me to myself, and put me in the road back to the 
hotel; whither I went, revolving -the glor_ious vision all the 
way; and where, after some porter and oysters, I sat revolving 
it still, at past one o'clock, with my eyes on the coffee-room 
fire. 

I was so filled with the play, and with the past-for it was, 
in a manner, like a shining transl'arency, through which I saw 
my earlier life moving along-that I don't know when the 
figure of a handsome well-formed young man, dressed with a 
tasteful easy negligence which I have reason to remember very 
well, became a real presence to me. But I recollect being 
conscious of his company without having noticed his coming in 
-and my still sitting, musing, over the coffee-room fire. 

At last I rose to go to bed, much to the relief of the sleepy 
waiter, who had got the fidgets in his legs, and was twisting 
them, and hitting them, and putting them through all kinds of 
contortions in his small pantry, In going towards the door, I 
passed the person who had come in, and saw him plainly. I 
turned directly, came back, and looked again. He did not 
know me, but I knew him in a moment. 

At another time I might have wanted the confidence or the 
deciston to speak to him, and might have put it off until next 
day, and might have lost him. But, in the then condition of 
my mind, where the play was still running high, his former 
protection of me appeared so deserving of my gratitude, and 
my old love for him overflowed my breast so freshly and 
spontaneously, that I went up to him at once, with a fast­
beating hear~ and said : 

" Steerforth ! won't you speak to me ? 11 

He looked at me-just as he used to look, sometimes-but 
I saw no recognition in his face. 

"You don't remember me, I am afraid," said I. 
"My God I 11 he suddenly exclaimed. "It's little Copper­

field!" 
l grasped him by both hands, and could not let them go. 
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But for very shame, and the fear that I might displease him, I 
could have held him round the neck and cried. 

"I never, never, never was so glad I My dear Steerforth, I 
am so overjoyed to see you ! " · 

"And I am rejoiced to see you, too I" he said, shaking my 
hands heartily. "Why, Copperfield, old boy, don't be over­
powered I" And yet be was glad, too, I thought, to sec how 
the delight I had in meeting him affected me. 

I brushed away the tears that my utmost resolution had not 
been able to keep back, and I made a clumsy laugh of it, and 
we sat down together, side by side. 

"Why, how do you come to be here?" said Steerforth, 
clapping me on the shoulder. 

"I came here by the Canterbury coach, to·day. I have 
been adopted by an aunt down in that part of the country, and 
have just finished my education there. How do you come to 
be here, Steerforth?" 

"Well, I am what they eall an Oxford man," he returned; 
" that is to say, I get bored to death down there, periodically 
-and I am on my way now to my mother's. You're a devilish 
amiable-looking fellow, Copperfield. Just what you used to be, 
now I look at you ! Not altered in the least!" 

"I kne\v you immediately," I said; "but you are more 
easily remembered." 

He laughed as he ran his hand through the clusterinp: curls 
of his hair, and said gaily: 

"Yes, I am on an expedition of duty. My mother liv~s a 
little way out of town; and the roads being in a beastly 
condition, and our bouse tedious enough, I remained h'ere 
to-night instead of going on. I have not been in town half-a. 
dozen hours, and those 1 have been do~ing and grumbling 
away at the play." 

" I have been at the play, too," said I. "At Covent 
Garden. What a delightful and magnificent entertainment, 
Steerforth ! " 

Steerforth laughed heartily. 
"My dear young Dary," be said, clapping me on the 

shoulder again, "you are a very Daisy. The daisy of the field, 
at sunrise, is not fresher than you are. I have been at Covent 
Gardeo, too, and there never was a more miserable business. 
Holloa, you sir I" 

This was addressed to the waiter, who had been very 
attenti,•e to our recognition, at a distance, and now came 
forward deferentially. 



David Copperfield 
"Where have you put· my friend, Mr. Copperfield?" said 

Steerforth. 
" Beg your pardon, sir?" 
"Where do~s he sleep? \\'hat's his number? You know 

what I mean," said Steerforth, 
" Well, sir," said the waiter, with an apologetic air. "Mr. 

Copperfield is at present in forty-four, sir." . 
"And what the devil do yotl mean," retorted Steerforth, "by 

putting Mr. Copperfield into a little loft over a stable?" 
"\l"hy, you see we wasn't aware, sir," returned the waiter, 

still apologetically, "as Mr. Copperfield was anyways particular. 
We can give i\lr, Copperfield sev(:nty·two, sir, if it would be 
prcferr<d. Next you, sir." 

"Of course it would be preferred," said Steerforth. "And 
do it at once." 

The waiter immediately withdrew to make the exchange. 
Steerforth, very much amused at my having been put into 
fort)'·four, laughed again, and clapped me on the shoulder 
a!'aln, and invited me to breakfast with him next morning at 
ten o'clock-an invitation I was only too proud and happy to 
accept. It being now ptetty late, we took our candles and 
went up-stairs, where we parted with friendly heartiness at h1s 
door, and where I found my new room a great improvement 
on my old one, it not being at all musty, and having. an 
tmmense four-post bedstead in it, which was quite a llttle 
landed estate. Here, among pillows enough for six, I soon 
fell asltep in a blis.ful condition and dreamed of anCient 
Rome, Steerforth, and friendship, until the early morning 
coaches, rumbhng out of th" archway underneath, made me 
dream of thunder and the gods. 

CHAPTER XX 
S'fEERFCRT!I'$ !lOME 

Wnt;; the chambermaid tapped at my door at eight o'clock, 
and mlormed me that my ?having-water was outside, I felt 
severely ~n; havmg no occaston for it, and blushed in my bed. 
The susp1cton that she laughed too when she said it preyed 
upon my mind all ~he time I was dr~ssing i and gave rr:e, I was 
consc1ous, a sncakmg and guilty air when I passed her on the 
staircase, as I was going down to breakfast. I was so sensitively 
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aware, indeed, of being younger than I co 1)\i h; \ e wished, that 
for some time I could not make up my mi. 1d I• • \JMS her at all, 
under the ignoble circumstances of the c,~> ,. b 1t, heatin;; .r.cr 
there with a broom, stood peeping out o ''." \dr,w. ~~ King 
Charles on horseback, surrounded by a 1 •l ., t.f .h.1r l;,ney­
coaches, and looking anything but regal in a , 11 1 iiin~ min and 
a dark-brown fog, until I was admonished by \'! waiter that 
the gentleman was waiting for me. . 

It was not in the coffee-room that I found ,. ~t·rforth ex­
pecting me, but in a snug private apartment, red, I ·'larned and 
Turkey-carpeted, where the fire burnt bright, an\ ·l line hot 
breakfast was set forth on a table covcrcJ with a '\ "" dnth; 
and a cheerful miniature of the room, the fire. tht "mkfast, 
Steerforth, and all, was shining in the little ruuuJ n 1 ''" over 
the sideboard. I was rather bashful at first, l)tc,·rl•, ·.' '""'1.1!1. 
so self-possessed, and elegan~ and superior to me mail r :"'cts 
(age included); but his easy patronage soon put 1b"t "· 
and made me quite at home. I could not enough a the 
change he had wrought in the Golden Cross : ''' com i'·' ... the 
dull forlorn state I had held yesterday, with this "'""·'"• ·, 
comfort and this morning's entertainment. As to the"'''':' 
familiarity, it was quenched as if it had never b .... 11. , J ,. 
attended on us, as I may say, in sackcloth and ashes. 

"Now, Copperfield," said Steerforth, when we were aloJ.t. 
"I should like to hear what you are doing, and where you 
are going, and all about you. I feel as if you were my 
property." 

Glowing with pleasure to find that he had still this interest 
in me, I told him how my aunt bad proposed the little ex· 
pedition that I had before me, and whither it tended. 

"As you are in no hurry, then," said Steerforth, "come 
home with me to Highgate, and stay a day or two. You will 
be pleased with my mother-she is a little vain and prosy about 
me, but that you can forgive her-and she will be pleased with 
~~ . 

"I should like to be as sure of that, as you are kind enough 
to say you are," 1 answered, smiling. 

"Oh ! " said Steerforth, "every one who likes me has a 
claim on her that is sure to be acknowledged." ' 

" Then I think I shall be a favourite," said I. 
"Good I" said Steerforth. "Come and prove it. We will 

go and see the lion. for an hour or two-it's something to have 
a fresh fellow like you to show them to, Copperfield-and then 
we'll journey out to Highgate by the coach." 
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' I could hardly 'believe but that I was in a dream, and that I 
should wake presently in number forty-four, to the solitary box 
in the coffee-room and the familiar waiter again. After I had 
written to my aunt and told her of my fortunate meeting with 
my admired old schoolfellow, and my acceptance of his in­
vitation, we went out in a hackney-chariot, and saw a Panorama 
and some other sights, and took a walk through the Museum, 
where I could not help observing how much Steerforth knew, 
on an infinite variety of subjects, and of how little account he 
seemed to make his knowledge. 

"You'll take a high degree at college, Steerforth," said I, "if 
you have not done so already; and they will have good reason 
to be proud of you." 

"I take a degree!" cried Steerforth.,, "Not I I my dear 
Da'sy-will you mind my calling you Daisy?" 

" Not at alii" said I. 
"That's a good fellow I My dear Daisy," said Steerfortb, 

laughing, "I have not the least desire or intention to dbtinguish 
myself in that way. I have done quite sufficient for my pur­
pose. I find that I am heavy company enough for myself as 
I am.'j 

" But the fame--'' I was beginning. 
" You romantic Daisy I " said Steerforth, laughing still more 

heartily; "why should I trouble myself, that a parcel of heavy­
headed fellows may gape and hold up their hands? Let them 
do It at some other man. There's fame for him, and he's 
welcome to it." 

I was abashed at having made so great a mistake, and was 
glad to change the subject. Fortunately it was not difricult to 
d?, for Steerforth could always pass from one subject to another 
with a carelessness and lightness that were his own. 

Lunch succeeded to our sight-seeing, and the short winter 
day wore away so fast, that it was dusk when the stage-coach 
stopped with us at an old brick house at Highgate on the 
summit o~ the hill .. An elderly lady, though not very far 
adva~ced m years, with a proud carriage and a handsome face, 
was m the doorway as we alighted ; and greeting Steerfortb as 
"My dearest James," folded him in her arms. To this lady be 
presented me as his mother, and she gave me a stately welcome. 

It was a &enteel old· fashioned house, very quiet and orderly. 
From the wmdows of my room I saw all London lying in the 
distance like a great vapour, with here and there some lights 
twinkling through it. I had only time, in dressing, to glance 
at the solid furniture, the framed pieces of work (done, I 
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supposed, by Steerforth's mother when she was a girl), and 
some pictures in crayons of ladies with powdered ha1r and 
bodices, coming and going on the walls, as the newly-kmdled 
fire crackled and sputtered, when I was called to dinner. 

There was a second lady in the dining-room, of a slight short 
figure; dark, and not agreeable to look at, but with some 
appearance of good looks too, who attracted my attention : 
perhaps because I had not expected to see her: perhaps 
because I found myself sitting opposite to her: perhaps because 
of something really remarkable in her. She had black hair and 
eager black eyes, and was thin, and had a scar upon her lip, 
It was an old scar-I should rather call it, seam, ior it was not 
discoloured, and had healed years ago-which had once cut 
through her mouth, downward towards the chin, but was now 
barely visible across the table, except above and on her upper 
lip, the shape of which it had altered. I concluded in my own 
mind that she was about thirty years of age, and that she wished 
to be married. She was a little dilapidated-like a house­
with having been so long to let; yet had, as I have said, an 
appearance of good looks. Her thinness seemed to be the 
effect of some wasting fire within her, which found a vent in 
her gaunt eyes. 

She was introduced as Miss Dartle, and both Steerforth 
and his mother called her Rosa. I found that she lived there, 
and had been for a long time Mrs. Steerforth's companion. 
It appeared to me that she never said anything she wanted to 
say, outright: but hinted it, and made a great deal more of it 
by this practice. For example, when Mrs. Steerforth observed, 
more in jest than earnest, that she feared her son led but a wild 
life at college, Miss Dartle put in thus : 

" Oh, really? You know how ignorant I am, and that I 
only ask for information, but isn't it always so? I thouoht 
that kind of life was on all hands understood to be-eh? " 

0 

" It is education for a very grave profession, if you mean 
that, Rosa," Mrs. Steerforth answered with some coldness. 

"Oh! Yes! That's very true," returned Miss Dartle. 
"But is~'t it,_ though ?-I want to be put right, if I am 
wrong-1sn't 1t, really?" 

"Really what?" said Mrs. Steerforth. 
"Oh! You mean it's not I" returned Miss Dartle. "Well 

I'm ,-ery glad to hear it I Now, I know what to do ! That'; 
the advantage of asking. I shall never allow people to talk 
before !'"e about WltStefulness and profligacy, and so forth, in 
connex10n w1th that hfe, any more," 
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"And you will be right," said Mrs. Steerforth. "My 

son's tutor is a conscientious gentleman ; and if I had not 
implicit reliance on my son, I should have reliance on him." 

"Should you?" said i\liss Dartle. "Dear me I Con· 
scientious, is he? Really conscientious, now?" 

" Yes, I am convinced of it," said Mrs. Steerforth. 
" How very nice I" exclaimed Miss Dartle. " Wh"t a 

comfort! Really conscientious? Then he's not-but of 
course be can't be, if he's really conscientious. We!~ I shall 
be quite happy in my opinion of him, from this time. You 
can't think bow it elevates him in my opinion, to know for 
certain that he:s really conscientious ! " 

Her own views of every question, and her correction of 
everything that was said to which she was opposed, Miss Dartle 
insinuated in the same way: sometimes, I could not conceal 
from myself, with great power, though in contradiction el'en of 
Steerforth. An instance happened before dinner was done. 
Mrs. Steerforth speaking to me about my intention of goinJ. 
down uno Suffolk, I said at hazard how glad 1 should be, rf 
Steerforth would only go there with me; and explaining to him 
that I was going to see my old nurse, and Mr. Peggotty's 
family, 1 reminded him of the boatman whom he had seen at 
school. 

"Oh l That bluff fellow I " said Steerforth. " He had a 
son with him, hadn't be? " 

"No. That was his nephew," I replied ; "whom he 
adopted, though, as a son. He has a very pretty little niece 
too, wh~m he auopted as a daughter. In short, his house (or 
rather hts boat, for he lives in one, on dry land) is full of people 
wh? are objects of his generosity and kindness .• You would be 
delighted to see that household." · 

"Should I?" said Steerforth. "Well, I think I should. I 
must see what can be done. lt would be worth a journey (not 
to mention the pleasure of a journey with you, Daisy), to see 
that sort of people together, and to make one of 'em." 

My heart kaped with a new hope of pleasure. But it was 
in ref~rence to the tone. in which he had spoken of " that sort 
of people," that Miss Dartle, whose sparkling eyes had been 
watchful of us, now broke in again . 

. " Oh, but, really? Do tell me. Are they, though?" she 
sard. 

"Are they what ? And are who what?" said Steerforth. 
"That ~urt of people. Are they really animals and clods, 

and bemgs of another order? I want to know so much." 
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"Why, there's a pretty wide separation between them and 

us," said Steerforth, with indifference. " They are not to be 
expected to be as sensitive as we are. Their delicacy is not to 
be shocked, or hurt very easily. They are wonderfully ;·irtuous, 
I day say. Some people contend for that, at least; and I am 
sure I don't want to contradict them. But they have not 
very fine natures, and they may be thankful that, like their 
coarse rough skins, they are not easily wounded." 

"Really!" said Miss Dartle. "Well, I don't know, now, 
when I have been better pleased than to hear that. It's so 
consoling ! It's such a delight to know tha~ when they 
suffer, they don't feel! Sometimes I have been quite uneasy 
for that sort of people ; but now I shall just dismiss the 
idea of them altogether. Live and learn. I had my doubts, 
I confess, but now they're cleared up. I didn't know, and 
now I do know, and that shows the advantage of asking­
don't it?" 

I believed that Steerforth had said what he had, in jest, or 
to draw Miss Dartle out; and I expected him to say as much 
when she was gone, and we two were sitting before the fire. 
But he merely asked me what I thought of her. 

" She is very clever, is she not ? " I asked. 
"Clever! She brings everything to a grindstone," said 

Steerforth, "and sharpens it, as she has sharpened her own 
face and figure these years past. She has worn herself away 
by constant sharpening. She is all edge." 

"What a remarkable scar that is upon her lip I " I said. 
Steerforth's face fell, and he paused a moment. 
"Why, the fact is," he returned, "I did that." 
"By a:n unfortunate accident?" 
"No. I was a young boy, and she exasperated me, and I 

threw a hammer at her. A promising young angel I must 
have been I" 

I was deeply sorry to have touched on such a painful theme, 
but that was useless now. 

"She has borne the mark ever since, as you sec," said 
Steerforth; "and she'll bear it to her grave, if she ever rests 
in one; though I can hardly believe she will ever rest any­
where. She was the motherless child of a sort of cousin of 
my father's. He died one day. My mother, who was then 
a widow, brought her here to be company to her. She has a 
couple of thousand pounds of her own, and saves the interest 
of it every year, to add to the ptincipal. There's the history 
of Miss Rosa Dartle for you.'' 
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" And I have no doubt she loves you like a brother?" 

said I. 
"Humph I" retorted Steerforth, looking at the fire. "Some 

brothers are not loved over much ; and some love-but help 
yourself, Copperfield I We'll drink the daisies of the field, in 
compliment to you; and the lilies of the valley that toil no~ 
neither do they spin, in compliment to me-the more shame 
for me!" A moody smile that had overspread his features 
cleared off as he said this merrily, and he was his own frank, 
winnin~: self again. 

I could not help glancing at the scar with a painful interest 
when we went in to tea. It was not long before I observed 
that it was the most susceptible part of her face, and that, 
when •he turned pale, that mark altered first, and became a 
dull, lcad-colour~d streak, lengthening out to its full exten~ 
like a mark in invisible ink brought to the fire. There was a 
little altercation between her and Steerforth about a cast of 
the dice at backgammon, when I thought her, for one mom en~ 
in a storm of rage ; and then I saw it start forth like the old 
writing on the wall. 

It wa.~ no matter of wonder to me to find Mrs. Steerforth 
devoted to her son, She seemed to be able to speak or think 
~bout nothing else. She showed me his picture as an infant, 
rn a locket, with some of his baby-hair in it; she showed· me 
his picture as he had been when I first knew him ; and she 
wore at her breast his picture as he was now. All the letters 
he had ever written to her, she kept in a cabinet near her 
own chair by the fire ; and she would have read me some of 
them, and I should have been very glad to hear them too, if 
he had not interposed, and coaxed Iter out of the design. 

''It was at Mr. Creakle's, my son tells me, that you first 
became acquainted," said Mrs. Steerforth, as she and I were 
talking at one table, while they played backgnmmon at 
ano:her. " Indeed, I .recollect his speaking, at .that time, of a 
puptl younger than htmself who had taken hts fancy there; 
but your name, as you may suppose, has not lived in my 
memory." 

" He was very generous and noble to me in those days, 
I assure you, ma'am." said I, "and I stood in need of such a 
friend. I should have been quite crushed without him." 

'' He is always generous and noble," sald Mrs. Steerfortb, 
proudly. 

I subscribed to this with all ·my heart, God knows. She 
knew I did ; for the stateliness of her manner already abated 
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towards me, except when she spoke in praise o'f him, and then 
her air was always lofty. , . 

"1t was not a fit school generally for my son, satd she ; 
"far from it; but there were particular circumstances to be 
considered at the time, of more importance even than that 
selection. My son's high spirit made it desirable that he 
should be placed with some man who felt its superiority, and 
would be content to bow himself before it ; and we found 
such a man there." 

I knew that, knowing the fellow. And yet I did not despise 
him the more for it, but thought it a redeeming quality in 
him, if he could be allowed any grace for not resisting one so 
irresistible as Steerforth. 

"My son's great capacity was tempted on, there, by a feel­
ing of voluntary emulation and conscious pride," the fond lady 
w"nt on to say. "He would have risen against all constraint i 
but he found himself the monarch of the place, and he 
haughtily determined to be worthy of his station. It was like 
himself." 

I echoed, with all my heart and soul, that it was like 
himself. 

"So my son took, of his own will, and on no compulsion, 
to the course in which he can always, when i\ is his pleasure, 
outstrip every competitor," she pursued. "My son informs 
me, Mr. Copperfield, that you were quite devoted to him, and 
that when you met yesterday you made yourself known to him 
with tears of joy. I should be an affected woman if I made 
any pretence of being surprised by my son's inspiring such 

. emotions; but I cannot be indifferent to any one who is so 
sensible of his merit, and I am very glad to see you here, and 
can assure you that he feels an unusual friendship for you, and 
that you may rely on his protection." 

Miss D.utle played backgammon as eagerly as she did every­
thing else. If I had seen her, first, at the board, I should 
have fancied that her figure had got thin, and her ,eyes had 
got large, over that pursuit, and no other in the world. But 
I am very much mistaken if she missed a word of this, or lost 
a look of mine as I received it with the utmost pleasure, and, 
honoured by Mrs. Steerforth's confidence, felt older thari I had 
done since I left Canterbury. 

When the evening was pretty far spent, and a tray of glasses 
and decanters came in, Steerforth promised, over the fire, that 
he would seriously think of going down into the country with 
me. There was no hurry, he said; a week hence would do ; 
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and his mother hospitably said the same. While we were 
talking, he more than once called me Daisy; which brought 
Miss Dartle out again. 

"But really, Mr. Copperfield," she asked, "is it a nickname? 
And why does he give it you? Is it-eh ?-because he 
thinb you young and innocent? I am so stupid in these 
things." 

I coloured in replying that I believed it was. 
"Oh!" said Miss Dartle. "Now I am glad to know that! 

I ask for information, and I am glad to know it. He thinks 
you young and innocent; and so you are his friend? Wei~ 
that's quite delightful!" 

She went to bed soon after this, and Mrs. Steerforth retired 
too. Steerforth and I, after lingering for half-an-hour over 
the fire, talking about Traddles and all the rest of them at 
old Salem House, went np-stairs together. Steerforth's room 
was next to mit1e, and I went in to look at it. It was a 
picture of comfort, full of easy-chairs, cushions and footstools, 
worked by his mother's hand, and with no sort of thing 
omitted that could help to render it complete. Finally, her 
handsome features looked down on her darlin• from a portrait 
on the wall, as if it were even something to he; that herlikeness 
should watch him while he slept. 

I found the fire burning clear enough in my room by this 
time, and the curtains drawn before t'he windows and round 
the bed, giving it a very snug appearance. I sat down in a 
great chair upon the hearth to meditate on my happiness; and 
had enjoyed the contemplation of it for some time, when I 
found a likeness of 11!iss Dartle looking ea•erly at me from · 
above the chimney-piece. ~ . 

It was a startling likeness, and necessarily had a. startllllg 
look. The painter hadn't made the scar, but 1 made it; and 
there it was, coming and going; now confined to the upper 
lip as I had seen it at dinner, and now shoiYing the whole 
extent o( the wound inflicted by the hammer, as I had seen it 
when she was passionate. 

I wondered peevishly why they couldn't put her anywhere 
else instead of quartering her on me. To get rid of her, I 
undressed quickly, extinguished my ligh~ and went to bed. 
But, as I fell asleep, I could not forget that she was sull 
there looking, "Is it really, though? I want to know;" and 
when I awoke in the night, I found that I was uneasily asking 
all sorts of people in my dreams whether it really was or not 
-without knowing what I meant. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

LITTLE EM'LY 

THERE was a servant in that house, a man who, I understood, 
was usually with Steerforth, and had come into his service at 
the University, who was in appearance a pattern of respect· 
ability. I believe there never existed in his station a more 
respectable-looking man. He was taciturn, soft-footed, very 
quiet in his manner, deferential, observant, always at hand 
when wanted, and never near when not wanted; but his great 
claim to consideration was his respectability. He had not a 
pliant face, he had rather a stiff neck, rather a tight smooth 
head with short hair clinging to it at the sides, a soft way of 
speaking, with a peculiar habit of whispering ·me letter S so 
distinctly, that he seemed to use it oftener than any other 
man; but every peculiarity that he had be made respectable. 
If his nose had been upside-down, he would have made that 
respectable. He surrounded himself with an atmosphere of 
respectability, and walked secure in it. It would have been 
next to impossible to suspect him of anything wrong, he was 
so thoroughly respectable. Nobody could have thought of 
putting him in a livery, he was so highly respectable. To 
have imposed any derogatory work upon him, would have been 
to injlict a wanton insult on the feelings of a most respectable 
man. And of this, I noticed the women-servants in the house· 
hold were so intuitively conscious, that they always did such 
work themselves, and generally while he read the paper by the 
pantry fire. 

Such a self-contained man I never saw. But in that quality, 
as in every other he possessed, he only seemed to be the more 
respectable. Even the fact that no one knew his Christian 
name, seemed to form a part of his respectability. Nothing 
could be objected against his surname, Littimer, by which he 
was known. Peter might have been hanged, or Tom trans­
ported; but Littimer was perfectly respectable. 

It was occasioned, I suppose, by the reverend nature of 
respectability in the abstract, but 1 felt particularly young in 
this man's presence. How old he was himself, I could not 
guess. And that again went to his credit on the same score· 
for in the calmness of respectability he might have numbered 
fifty years as well as thirty. 
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Littimer was in my room in the morning before I was up, to 

bring me that reproachful shaving-water, and to put out my 
clothes. When I undrew the curtains and looked out of bed, 
I saw him, in an equable temperature of respectability, un­
affected by the east wind of January, and not even breathing 
frostily, standing my boots right and left in the first dancing 
po,ition, and blowing specks ol dust off my coat as he laid it 
down like a baby. 

I ga1·e him good morning, and asked him what o'clock it 
was. He took out of his poeket the most respectable hunting­
watch I ever saw, and preventing the sprmg with his thumb 
from opening tar, looked in at the face as if he were con­
sulting an oracular oyster, shut it up again, and said, if I 
ple.l5ed, it was half.past eight. 

"Mr. Steerforth will be blad to hear how you have rested, 
sir." 

"Thank you,'' said I, "•·cry \\'ell indeed. Is Mr. Stcerforth 
quite ll'cll?" 

"Tlunk you. sir, ~lr. Steerforth is tolerably well." Another 
of his characteristics. No use of superlatives. A cool calm 
medium :tlwavs. 

"Is there ~nything more I can have the honour of doing for 
you, sir? The warning· bell will ring at nine; the family take 
breakfast at half-past nine." 

''Nothing, I thank vou." 
" I than~ you, sir, if you please ; " and with that, and with 

a little inclmation of his head when he passed the bedside, as 
an apolog)' for correcting m~:, he went out, shutting the door 
as rklicatdy as if I had ]ust fallen into a sweet sleep on which 
my life depended. 

Ev,ry morning we held exactly this corwNsation: never.any 
m?re, and never any le-'i'); and yet, invariably, however tar I 
m1,:ht have been lifted out of myself over-night, and advanced 
towards maturer years, by Steerforth's companionship, or ~(rs. 
Steerforth's confidence, or Miss Dartle's conversation, in the 
presence of this most respectable man I became, as our smaller 
poets sing~ ''a boy again." . 

He got horses fur us; and Steerforth, who knew everythmg, 
gave me lessons in riding. He provided foils for us, and 
Steerforth gave me lessons in ftn.cin~-gloves, and I began, of 
th~ same master1 to improve in boxinfT, It gavl~ me no manner 
of concern that Steerforth should fi~d me a novice in these 
sciences, but I never could bear to show my want of skill 
before the respectable Littimer. I had no reason to believe 



David Copperfield 281 

that Littimer understood such arts himself; he never led me 
to suppose anything of the kind, by so much as the vibrution 
of one of his respectable eyelashes; yet whenever he was by, 
while we were practising, I felt myself the greenest and most 
inexperienced of mortals. 

I am particular about this man, because he made a particular 
effect on me at that time, and because of what took place 
thereafter. 

The week passed away in a most delightful manner. It 
passed rapidly, as may be supposed, to one entranced as 1 
was; and yet it gave me so many occasions for knowing Steer­
forth better, and admiring him more in a thousand respects, 
that at its close I seemed to have been with him for a much 
longer time. A dashing way he had of treating me like a 
plaything, was more agreeable to me than any behaviour he 
could have adopted. It reminded me of our old acquaintance; 
it seemed the' natural sequel of it; it showed me that he was 
unchanged; it relieved me of any uneasiness I might have felt, 
in comparing my merits with his, and measuring my claims 
upon his friendship by any equal standard; above all, it was 
a familiar, unrestrained, affectionate demeanour that he used 
towards no one else. As he had treated me at school 
differently from all the rest, I joyfully believed that he treated 
me in life unlike any other friend he had. I believed that I 
was nearer to his heart than any other friend, and my own heart 
warmed with attachment to him. 

He made up his mind to go with me into the country, and 
the day arrived for our departure. He had been doubtful at 
first whether to take Littimer or not, but decided to leave him 
at home. The respectable creature, satisfied with his lot 
whatever it was, arranged our portmanteaus on the little 
~arriage that was to take us into London, as if they were 
mtended to defy the shocks of ages; and received my modestly 
proffered donat~on with perfect tranquillity. 

We bade ad~eu to Mrs. Steerforch and Miss Dartle, with 
many thanks on my part, an:! much kindness on the devoted 
mother's. The l~st thing I sa'! was Littimer's unruffi~d eye; 
fraught, as I fancied, With the s1lent conviction that I was very 
young indeed. • 

What I fel~ in returning so auspiciously to the old familiar 
places, I shall not endeavour to describe. We went down by 
the Mail. I was so concerned, I recollect, even for the honour 
?f Yarmouth, that when Steerforth said, as we drove through 
tts dark streets to the inn, that, as well as he could make out, 
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it was a good, queer, out-of-the-way kind of hole, I was highly 
pleaoed. We went to bed on our arrival (I observed a pair of 
dirty .<hoes and gaiters in connexion with my old friend the 
Dolphin as we passed that door), and breakfasted late in the 
morning. Steerforth, who was in great spirits, had been stroll· 
ing about the beach before I was up, and had made acquaint­
ance he said, with half the boatmen in the phce. Moreover, 
he had seen, in the distance, what he was sure must be the 
identical house of Mr. Peggotty, with smoke coming out of the 
chimney; and had had a great mind, he told me, to walk in 
and swear he was myself grown out of knowledge. 

"When do you propose to introduce me there, Daisy?" he 
:~<tid. "I am at your disposal. lllake your own arrangements." 

"Why, I was thinking that this evening would be a good 
time, Steerforth, when they are all sitting round the fire. l 
should like you to see it when it's snug, it's such a curious 
place." ' 

"So be it I" returned Steerforth. "This e1•ening." 
"I shall not gire them any notice that we are here, you 

know," said I, delighted. "We must take them by surprise." 
" Oh, of course I It's no fun, 11 ~.:1.id Steer(orth, "unless we 

take them by surprise. Let us see the natives in their 
abori~inal condition." 
"Thou~h they are th,t sort of people that you mentioned," 

I returned. 
"Aha I What! you recollect my skirmishes with Rosa, do 

you?" he exdaimect with a quirk look. "Confound the girl, 
I am half alra1d of her. She's like a goblin to me. But ne~er 
mmd her. Now what are you going to do? You are gomg 
to see your nurse, I suppose?" 

"\Yhy, yes," I s~id. " I must see Pegrrotty first of all." 
"\\'ell," replied Steerforth, looking at his watch. "Suppose 

I deliver you up to be cried over for a couple of hours. Is 
that long enough?" 
. l answered, lau;.:hing, that I thought we might get through 
tt tn that time, but that he muot c.~me also· for he would find 
that his renown had preceded him, and th~t he was almost as 
grr·at a pt:rsonage as I was . 

. "I'll con:e anywhere you like," said Steerforth, "or do any· 
thtng you like. Tell me where to come to· and in two hours 
I'll produce myself in any state you ple~e, sentimental or 
C001K:.tl. 11 

I gave him minute directions for findincr the residence 
of ~1r. Barkis, carrier to Diunderstone and ~lsewhere; and, 
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on this understanding, went out alone. There was a sharp 
bracing air ; the ground wns dry ; the sea was crisp and clear ; 
the sun was diffusing abundance of light, if not much warmth; 
and everything was fresh and lively. I was so fresh and lively 
'myself, in the pleasure of being there, that I could have 
stopped the people in the streets and shaken hands with them. 

The streets looked small, of course. The streets that we 
have only seen as children always do, I believe, 1vhon we go 
back to them. But I had forgotten nothing in them, aud 
found nothing changed, until l came to l\lr. Orner's shop. 
o~rER AND ]oRAM was now written up, where OME:R used to 
be; but the inscription, DRAPER, TAILOR, H"BERDASHER, 
FUNERAL FURNISHER, etc., remained as it was. 

My footsteps seemed to tend so natllrally to the shop-door, 
after I had read these words from over the way, that I went 
across the road and looked in. There was a pretty woman at 
the back of the shop, dancing a little child in her arms, while 
another little fellow clung to her apron. I had no difficulty in 
recognising either Minnie or Minnie's children. The glasS· 
door of the parlour was not open ; but in the workshop across 
the yard I could faintly hear the old tune playing, as if it had 
never left all'. 

"Is Mr. Orner at home?" said I, entering. " I should like 
to see him, for a moment, if he is." 

" Oh yes, sir, he is at home," said Minnie; "this weather 
don't suit his asthma out of doors. Joe, call your grandfather ' " 

The little fellow, who was holding her apron, gave such a 
lusty shout, that the sound of it made him bashful, and he 
buried his face in her skirts, to her great admiration. I heard 
a heavy puffing and blowing coming towards us, and soon Mr. 
Orner, shorter-winded than of yore, but not much older-looking, 
stood before me. 

"Servant, sir," said Mr. Orner. "What can I do for you, 
sir?" 

"You can shake hands with me, Mr. Orner, if you please" 
said I, putting out my own. "You were very good·natured to 
me once, when I am afraid I didn't show that 1 thought so." 

" Was I though?" returned the old man. " I'm glad to hear 
it, but I don't remember when. Are you sure it was me ? • 

HQuite." 
'' 1 think my memory has got as short as my breath," saio 

Mr. Orner, looking at me and shaking his head ; "for I don't 
remember you." 

" Don't you remember your coming to the coach to meet 
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me, and my having breakfast here, and our riding out to 
Blunder<tone together: you, and I, and ~;s. Joram, and Mr. 
Joram too-who wasn't her husband then I 

"m,y, Lord bless my soul ! " exclaimed Mr. Orner, after 
bei11g thrown by his surprise into a fit of coughing, "you don't 
sJy so! ill innie, my dear, you recollect? lJear me, yes; the 
party was a lady, I think I" 

" My mother," I rejoined. 
"To-be-sure," said Mr. Orner, touching my waistcoat 

with his forefinger, "and there was a little child too 1 There 
was two parties. The little party was laid along with the other 
party. Uvcr at Blunderstone it was, of course. lJear me I 
And how have you been since 1" 

Very well, I thanked him, as I hoped he had been too. 
"Oh! nothing to grumble at, you know," said Mr. Orner. 

"I find my breath gets short, but it seldom gets longer as a 
· man ~ets older. I take it as it come3, and make the most of 
/ it. That's the best way, ain't it 1" 

~tr. Omer coughed again, in consequence of laughing, and 
was .l'sisted out of his lit by his daughter, who now stood close 
beside us, dancing her smallest child on the counter. 

"Dear me!" said Mr. Omer. "Yes, to be sure. Two 
parties! Why, in that •:ery ride, if you'll believe me, t\~e da~ 
was named for my i\Imme to marry Joram. 'Do name It, str, 
says Joram. 'Yes, do, father,' says Minnie. And now he's 
COllie into the business. And look here! The youngest!" 

~lmnie laughed, and stroked her banded hair upon her 
temples, as her father put one <lf his fat fingers into the hand 
of the child she was dancing on the counter. 

"Two parties, of course!" said 1\lr. Omer, nodding his hea? 
retrospectively. "Ex·actly so I And Joram's at work, at thiS 
minute, on a grey one with silver nails, not this measurement" 
-the mca<urement of the dancing child upon the counter­
" by n good two inches. Will you take something I" 

I thanked him, but declined. 
"Let me see/, said Mr. Orner. "Barkis's the carrier's wife 

-;Peggotty's the boatman's sister-she had something to do 
w1th your family? She was in service there, sure?" 

My answering in the affirmative gave him great satisfaction. 
" I believe my breath will get long next, my memory's getting 

so much so," said Mr. Omer. "Well, sir, we've got a young 
rdatwn of hers here, under articles to us, that has as elegant • 
taste in the dress-making business-I assure you I don't believe 
there's a Duchess in England can touch her." 
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"Not little Em'ly?" said I, involuutarily. , . 
"Em'ly's her name," said Mr. Orner, "and shes little too. 

But if you'll believe me, she has such a face of her own that 
half the women in this town are mad against her.". 

"Non sense, father I" cried Minnie. · . . . 
"My dear," said Mr. Orner, "I don't say it's the ca;~ wl!h _.. 

you" winking at me "but I say that half the women m Yar· 
mo~th ah ! and in flve mile round, are mad against that girl." 

"Then she should have kept to her own station in life, 
father," said Minnie, "and not have given them any hold to 
talk about her, and then they couldn't have done it." 

"Couldn't have done it, my dear ! " retorted Mr. Orner. 
" Couldn't have done it l Is that your knowledge of life? 
What is there that any woman couldn't do, that she shouldn't 
do-especially on the subject of another woman's good looks?" 

I really thought it was all over with Mr. Orner, after he had 
uttered this libellous pleasantry. He coughed to that extent, 
and his breath eluded all his attempts to recover it with that 
obstinacy, that I fully expected to see his head go down behind 
the counter, and his little black breeches, with the rusty little 
bunches of ribbons at the knees, come quivering up in a last 
ineffectual struggle. At length, however, he got better, though 
he still panted hard, and was so exhausted that he was obliged 
to sit on the stool of the shop-desk. 

" You see," he said, wiping his head, and breathing with 
difficulty, "she hasn't taken much to any companions here; 
she hasn't taken kindly to any particular acquaintances and 
friends, not to mention sweethearts. In consequence, an ill· 
natured story got about, that Em'ly wanted to be a lady. Now, 
my opinion is, that it came into circulation principally on 
account of her sometimes saying at the school, that if she was 
a lady, she would like to do so-and-so for her uncle-don't you 
see ?-and buy him such-and-such .fine things." 

"I assure you, Mr. Orner, she has said so to me," I returned 
eagerly, "when we were both children." 

Mr. Orner nodded his head and rubbed his chin. "Just so. 
Then out of a very little, she could dress herself, you see, better 
than most others could out of a deal, and tl:at made things 
unpleasant. Moreover, she was rather what might be called 
way1vard. I'll go so far as to say what I should call way· 
ward myself," said Mr. Orner;" didn't know her own mind 
quite; a little spoiled ; and couldn't, at first, exactly bind her· 
self d.own. No more than that was ever said against her, 
Mmme?" 
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''No, father," said Mrs. Joram. "That's the worst, I 

lwlieve." 
·• So when she got a situation," said Mr. Orner, "to keep a 

fractious old lady comp1ny, they didn't very well a:;ree, and 
she didn't stop. At last she came here, apprenticed for three 
Y':ars. Nearly two of 'em are over, and she has been as good 
a girl as ever was. Worth any six I Minnie, is she worth any 
s1:o. now?'> 

. ;, Yes, father," replied Minnie. "Never say I detracted 
from her!'' 

"V cry good," said Mr. Orner. "That's right. And so, 
young ~cntleman," he added, after a few moments' further 
rubbing of his chin, "that you may not consider me long-winded 
as well as short-breathed, I believe that's all about it." 

As they had spoken in a subdued tone, while speaking of 
Em'ly, I had no doubt that she was near. On my as .king now, 
rf that were not so, ll!r. Orner nodded yes, and nodded towards 
the door oi the parlour. My hurried inquiry if I might peep 

I in, wus "'"vered with a frer~ permission; and, looking through 
~ the glass, 1 saw her sitting at her work. I saw her, a most 

beautiful little creature, with the cloudless blue eyes, that had 
looked into my childish heart, turned laughingly upon another 
child of ~Iinnies who was playing near her; with enough of 
wilfulness in her bright face to justify what I had heard; with 
much of the old capricious coyness lurking in it; but wtth 
nothrng tn ht·r pretty looks, I am sure, but what was meant for 
goodness and for happiness, and what was on a good and happy 
course. .. 

The tune across the yard that seemed as if it never bad left 
off-alas 1 it w:u; the tune that never dou leave off-was 
he.1ting, "'frlv, 0011 the while. 

"Wouldn't you like to step in," said Mr. Orner, "and speak 
to her? Walk in and speak to her, sir 1 Make yourself at 
home!" 

I was too bashful to do so the11-l was afraid of confusing 
her, and I was no ll'ss afraid of confusing myself: but I informed 
myself of the hour at which she left of an evening, in order that 
our visit might be timed accordingly ; and taking leave of Mr. 
Orner, and his pretty daughter, and her little children, went 
away to nw dear old Peggottyl;. 

Here she was, in the tiled kitchen, cooking dinner! The 
moment I knocked at the door she opened it, and asked me 
what I pleased to want. I looked at her with a smile, but she 
gave me no smile in return. I had never ceased to write 
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to her, but it must have been seven yearll since we bad 

m~~·Is Mr. Barkis at home, ma'am?" I said, feigning to speak 
roughly to her. . 

''He's at home, sir," said Peggotty, 11 but he's bad abed Wlth 
the rheumatics." 

"Don't he go over to Blunderstone now?" I asked, 
11 When he's well he do," she answered. 
" Do you ever go there, Mrs. BBfkis ? '' • . 
She looked at me more attentively, and I noticed a qutck 

movement of her hands towards each other. 
11 Because I want to ask a question about a house there, that 

they call the-what is it ?-the Rookery," said I. 
She took a step backward, and put out her hands in an 

undecided frightened way, as ifto keep me otr. 
"Peggotty!" I cried to her. 
She cried, 11 My darling boy ! " and we both burst into 

tears, and were locked in one another's arms. 
What extravagancies she committed ; what laughing and 

crying over me ; what pride she showed, what joy, what sorrow 
that she whose pride and joy I might have been, could never 
hold me in a fond embrace; I have not the heart to teU. I wa~ 
troubled with no misgiving that it was young in me to responri 
to her emotions. I had never laughed and cried in all my 
life, I dare say, not even to her, more freely than I did that 
morning. 

"Barkis will be so glad," said Peggotty, wiping her eyes with 
her apron, " that it'll do him more good than pints of liniment. 
May I go and tell him you are here? Will you 'come up and 
see him, my dear? •' 

Of course I would. But Peggotty could not get out of the 
room as easily as she meant to, for as often as she got to the 
door and looked round at me, she came back again to have 
another laugh and another cry upon my shoulder. At last, to 
make the matter easier, I went up·stairs with her ; and having 
waited outside for a minute, while she said a word of preparation 
to Mr. Bark is, presented myself before that invalid. 

He received me with absolute enthusiasm. He was too 
rheumatic to be shaken hands with, but he begged me to shake 
the tassel on the topofhisnightqp, which I did most cordially. 
When I sat down by the side of the bed, he said that it did him 
a world of good to feel as if he was driving me on the Blunder­
stone ~ again. As .he Jay in bed, face upward, and so 
~overed, wtth that exception, that he seemed to be nothing but 
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a face-like a conventional cherubim- he looked the queerest 
object 1 tver beheld. 

"\\'hat name was it as I wrote up in the cart, sir?" said Mr. 
Hark is, with a slow rheumatic smile. 

"Ah! '>lr. Darkis, we had some grave talks about that 
matter, hadn't we?" 

"I was will in' a long time, sir?" said Mr. Bark is. 
h .A long tirne," said I. 
"And I don't re~ret it," said lllr. Barkis. "Do you 

rem em her what you told me once, about her making all the 
apple parsties and doing all the cooking ? " 

'' \" es, very well," I returned. 
11 It was as true," said 1\lr. Darkis, "as turnips is. It was as 

true," said Mr. Barkis, uodding his nightcap, which was his only 
111eans of emphasis, "as taxes is. And nothing's truer than 
them," 

Mr. Bark is turned his eyes upon me, as if for my assent to 
this result of his reHections in bed; and I gave it. 

'' Nothing's truer than them.'' repeated lvlr. Barkis ; ''a man 
as poor as I am, finds that out in his mind when he's laid up. 
I'm a wry pour man, sir ~ '' 

"I am sorry to hear it, Mr. ll:trkis.'' 
"A ,·ery poor man, indeed I am," said Mr. llarkis. 
Here his right hand came slowly and feebly from under the 

bedclothes, and with a purposeless uncertain grasp took hold of 
a strck whrch was loosdv tied to the side of the bed. After 
some poking about with this instrument, in the course ofwhic_h 
Ius fac~ assu.r~ed a variety of distracted expressions, lv~r: Barkts 
poked rt agamst a box, an end of which had been vtSJble to 
me all tho time. Then his face became composed. 

"Old clothes," said Mr. Bark is. 
"Oh 1 '' said I. 
"l wi!o!h it was 1\Ioney, sir,'' ~(lid Mr. Bark is. 
'j I wbh it was, indeed," said I. 
"lJut it AIN\" said Mr. Barkis, opening both his eyes as 

wide as he possibly could. 
I expressed my,elf quite sure of that, and Mr. Bark is, turning 

his eyc•s more gently to his wife, said: 
"She's the usefullest and best of women, C. P. Barkis. All 

the praise that any one can give to C. P. Barkis she deserves, 
and more! My dear, you'll get a dinner to-day, for company; 
somethm~ good to eat and drink, will you?" 
. I should have protested against this unnecessary demonstra· 

lton tn my honour, but that I saw Pcggotty, on the opposrte 
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side of the bed, extremely anxious I should not. So I held my 
peace. 

"I have got a trifle of money somewhere about me, my dear,'' 
said Mr. Barkis, "but I'm a little tired. If you and Mr. David 
will leave me for a short nap, I'll try and find it when I wake." 

We left the room, in compliance with this request. When 
we got outside the door, Peggotty informed me that Mr. Barkis, 
being now "a little nearer" than he used to be, always resorted 
to this same device before producing a single coin from his 
store; and that be endured unheardof agonies in crawling out 
of bed alone, and taking it from that unlucky box. In effect, 
we presently heard him uttering suppressed groans of the most 
dismal nature, as this magpie proceeding racked him in every 
joint; but while Peggotty's eyes were full of compassion for 
him, she said his generous impulse would do him good, and it 
was better not to check it. So he groaned on, until he had got 
into bed again, suffering, I have no doubt, a martyrdom ; and 
then called us in, pretending to have just woke up from a 
refreshing sleep, and to produce a guinea from under his pillow. 
His satisfaction in which happy imposition on us, and in having 
preserved the impenetrable secret of the box, appeared to be a 
sufficient compensation to him for aU his tortures. 

I prepared Peggotty for Steerforth's arrival, and it was not 
long before he came. I am persuaded she knew no difference 
between his having been a personal benefactor of hers and a 
kind friend to me, and that she would have received him with 
the utmost gratitude and devotion in any case. But his easy, 
spirited good humour; his genial manner, his handsome looks, 
his natural gift of adapting himself to whomsoever he pleased, 
and making direct, when he cared to do i~ to the main point of 
interest in anybody's heart; bound her to him wholly in five 
minutes. His manner to me, alone, would have won her. But, 
through all these causes combined, I sincerely believe she had 
a kind of adoration for him before he left the house that night. 

He Rtayed there with me to dinner-if I were to say willingly, 
I should not half express how readily and gaily. He went into 
Mr. Barkis's room like light and air, brightening and refreshing 
it as if he were healthy weather. There was no noise, no 
effort, no consciousness, in anything he did; but in everything 
an indescribable lightness, a seeming impossibility of doing 
anything else, or doing anything better, which was so gracefu~ 
so natural and agreeable, that it overcomes me, even now, in 
remembrance. 

We made merry in the little patlour, where the Book of 
L 
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Martyrs, unthumbed since my time, was laid out upon the desk 
as of old, and where I now turned over its terrific pictures, 
remembering the old sensations they had awakened, but not 
feeling them. When Peg~otty spoke of what she called my 
room, and of its being ready for me at night, and of her hoping 
I would occupy it, before I could so much as look at Steerforth, 
hesitating, he was possessed of the whole case. 

"Of course," he said. "You'll sleep here, while we stay, 
and I shall sleep at the hotel." 

" llut to bring you so far," I returned, " and to separate, 
seems bad companionship, Steerforth." 

"Why, in the name of Heaven, where do you naturally 
belong?" he said. "What is 'seems,' compared to that?" 
It was settled at once. 

I~ He maintained all his delightful qualities to the last, until 
we started forth, at eight o'clock, for lllr. Peggotty's boat. 
Indeed, they were more and more brightly exhibited as the 
hours went on; for I thought even then, and I have no doubt 
now, that the consciousness of success in his determination to 
please, inspired him with a new delicacy of perception, and 
made it, subtle as it was, more easy to him. If any one had 
told me, then, that all this was a brilliant game, played for 
the excitement of the moment, for the employment of high 
spirits, in the thoughtless love of superiority, in a mere waste· 
ful, careless course of winning what was worthless to him, and 
next minute thrown away: l say, if any one had told me such 
a lie that night, I wonder in what manner of receiving it my 
indignation would have found a vent ! 

Probably only in an increase, had that been possible, of the 
romantic feelings of f1delity and friendship with which I walked 
beside him, over the dark wintry sands towards the old boa\; 
the wind sighing around us even more mournfully than it had 
sighed and moaned upon the night when I first darkened Mr. 
l'e;:gotty's door. 

"This is a wild kind of place, Steerforth, is it not?" 
" Dismal enough in the dark," he said : "and the sea roars 

as if it were hungry for us. Is that the boat, where I see a 
light yonder?" 

"That's the boat," said I. 
"And it's the same I saw this morning, • he returned. "I 

came straight to it, by instinct, I suppose." 
We said no more as we approached the light, but made 

softly for the door. I laid my hand upon the latch; and 
whispering Steerforth to keep close to me, went in. 
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A murmur of voices had been audible on the outside, and, 

at the moment of our entrance, a clapping of hands: which 
latter noise, I was surprised to see, proceeded from the genera,lly 
disconsolate Mrs. Gummidge. But Mrs. Gummidge was not 
the only person there who was unusually excited. Mr. 
Peggotty, hiS face lighted up with uncommon satisfaction, and 
laughing with all his might, held his rough arms wide open, as 
if for little Em'ly to run into them; Ham, with a mixed expres· 
sion in his face of admiration, exultation, and a lumbering 
sort of bashfulness that sat upon him very well, held little Em'ly 
by the hand, as if he were presenting her to Mr. Peggotty; little 
Em'ly herself, blushing and shy, but delighted With Mr. 
Peggotty's delight, as her joyous eyes expressed, was stopped 
by Olll' entrance (for she saw us first) in the very act of 
springing from Ham to nestle in Mr. Peggotty's embrace. In 
the first glimpse we had of them all, and at the moment 
of Olll' passing from the dark cold night into the warm light 
room, this was the way in which they were all employed : 
Mrs. Gummidge in the background clapping her hands like 
a madwoman. 

The little picture was so instantaneously dissolved by our 
going in, that one might have doubted whether it had ever 
been. I was in the midst of the astonished family, face to 
face with Mr. Peggotty, and holding out my hand to him, 
when Ham shouted : 

"Mas'r Davy I It's Mas'r Davy I" 
In a moment we were all shaking hands with one another, 

and asking one another how we did, and telling one another 
how glad we were to meet, and all talking at once. Mr. 
Peggotty was so proud and overjoyed to see us, that he did 
not !mow what t_o say or do, hut kept over and over again . 
s~alcmg hands w1th me! and then with Steerforth, and then 
With me, and then ruffimg his shaggy hair all over his head 
and lau~hing with such glee and triumph, that it was a trea~ 
to see him. 

"Why, t~at you two gent'lmen-gent'lmen growed-should 
come to th1s here roof to-n1ght, of all nights in my life," said 
Mr. Peggotty, "is such a thing as never happened afore I do 
rightly belie~e I Em'ly, my darling, come here 1 Come' here, 
my lt~le Witch I, There's Mas'r Davy's friend, my dear ! 
There s the gent lm~n as yo?'ve heerd on, Em'ly. He comes 
to see you: along With Mas r Davy, on the brightest. night of 
fOUl' uncle s hfe as ever was or will be, Gorm the ~other one, 
and horroar for it ! " 
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After delivering this sptech all in a breath, and with extra­

ordinary animation and pleasure, Mr. Peggotty put one of his 
large hands rapturously on each side of his niece's face, and 
ki"ing it a dozen times, laid it with a gentle pride and love 
upon his broad chest, and patted it as if his hand had been a 
lady's. Then he let her go; and as she ran into the little 
chamber where I used to sleep, looked round upon us, quite 
hot and out of breath with his uncommon satisfaction. 

"If you two gent'lmen-gent'lmen growed now, and such 
gent'lrnen-• said Mr. Pcggotty. 

"So th' are, so th' are I " cried Ham. " \V ell said I So th' 
are. Mas'r Davy bor-gent'lmen growed-so th' are! " 

"If you two gent'! men, gent'! men growed," said Mr. Peggotty, 
"don't cx.cuse me for being in a state of mind, when you 
understand matters, I'll arks your pardon. Em'ly, my dear!­
She knows I'm a going to tell," here his delight broke out 
again, "and has maJe off. Would you be so good as look 
arter her, Mawther, for a minute?" 

Mrs. Gum midge nodded and disappeared. 
" If this ain't," said Mr. Peggotty, sitting down among us by 

the fire, "the brightest night o' my life, I'm a shellfish-biled 
too-and more I can't say. This here little Em'ly, sir," in a 
low voice to Steerforth, "-her as you see a blushing here 
JUSt now-" 

Steerforth only nodded; but with such a pleased expression 
of mterest, and of participation in Mr. l'eggotty's feelings, that 
the latter answered him as if he had spoken . 
. "To be sure," said Mr. Peggotty. "That's her, and so she 
ts. Thankee, sir." 

Ham nodded to llle several times, as if he would have said 
so too. 

"This here little Em'ly of ours," said Mr. Pe~gotty, "has 
been, m our house, what I suppose (I'm a ignorant man, but 
that's my belief) no one but a little bright-eyed creetur can 
be in a house. She ain't my child; I never had one; but 
I couldn't love her more. You understand ! I couldn't 
do it!'' 

"I quite understand," said Steerforth. 
·~ J know you do, sir," returned :Mr. Peggotty, "and thankee 

agam. Mas'r Davy, he can remember what she was ; you may 
judge for yuur own self what she is; but neither of you can't 
fully know what she has been, is, and will be, to my loving art. 
I am rough, sir," said Mr. l'eggotty, "I am as rough as a Sea 
Porkypine; but no one, unless, mayhap, it is a woman, can 
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know, I think, what our little Em'ly is to me. And betwixt 
ourselves," sinking his voice lower yet, "t!tat woman's name 
ain't Missis Gummidge neither, though she has a world of 
merits." 

Mr. Peggotty ruffled his hair again with both hands, as a 
further preparation for what he was going to say, and went on, 
with a hand upon each of his knees : 

"There was a certain person as had know'd our Em'ly, from 
the time when her father was drownded.; as had seen her 
constant ; when a babby, when a young gal, when a woman. 
Not much of a person to look at, he warnV' said Mr. Peggotty, 
"something of my own build-rough-a good deal o' the 
sou'·wester in him-wery salt-but, on the whole, a honest 
sort of a chap, with his art in the right place." 

I thought I had never seen Ham grin to anything like 
the extent to which he sat grinning at us now. 

"What does this here blessed tarpaulin go and do," said 
Mr.· Peggotty, with his face one high noon of enjoyment, "but 
he loses that there art of his to our little Em'ly. He fqllers 
her about, he makes hisself a sort o' sarvant to her, he loses in 
a great measure his relish for his wittles, and in the long·run 
he makes it clear to me wot's amiss. Now I could wish 
myself, you see, that our little Em'ly was in a fair way of being 
married. I could wish to see her, at a-ll ewents, under articles 
to a honest man as had a right to def~nd her. I don't know 
how long I may live, or how soon I may die; but I know that 
if I was capsized, any nigh~ in a gale of wind in Yarmouth 
Roads here, and was to see the town-lights shining for the last 
time over the rollers as I couldn't make no head against, I 
could go down quieter for thinking 'There's a man ashore 
there, iron.true to my little Em'ly, God bless her, and no 
wrong can touch my Em'ly while so be as that man lives.'" 

Mr. Peggotty, in simple earnestness, waved his right arm, 
as if he were waving it at the town-lights for the last time, and 
then, exchanging a nod with Ham, whose eye he caught, 
proceeded as before: 

"Well ! I counsels him to speak to Em1y. He's big 
enough, but he's bashfuller than a little un, and he don't like. 
So I speak. 'What! Him!' says Em'ly. 'Him that I've 
kngw'd so intimate so many years, and like so much. Oh 
Uncle I I never can have him. He's such a good fellow!' I 
give,s h7r a kiss, and I says no more to her than ' My dear, 
you re r1ght ~o speak out, you're to choose for yourself, you're 
as free as a httle b1rd.' Then I a ways to him, and I says, 'I 
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wish it could have been so, but it can't. But you can both be 
as you was, and wot I say to you is, Be as you was with her, 
like a n;Jn.' He says to me, a-shaking of my hand, 'I will!' 
he'""· And he was-honourable and manful-for two year 
goin:; on, and we was just the same at home here as afore." 

~lr. Peggotty's face, which had varied in its expression with 
the various stages of his narrative, now resumed all its former 
triumphant delight, as he laid a hand upon my knee and a hand 
upon Steerforth's (previously wetting them both, for the greater 
emphasis of the action), and divided the following speech 
hetween us: 

":\ll of a sudden, one evening-as it might be to-night­
c<.nv:s little Em'ly from her work, and him with her ! There 
ain't co much in tlult, you'll say. No, because he takes care 
on her, like a brother, arter dark, and indeed afore dark, and 
at all times. But this tarpaulin chap, he takes hold of her 
hat.J, and he cries out to me, joyful, • Look here ! This is to 
he my little wife!' And she says, half bold and half shy, anci 
h:lif a~ laughing and half a-crying,' Yes, Uncle! If you please.' 
-If I please!" cried Mr. Peggotty, rolling his head in an 
ecstasy at the idea; "Lord, as if I should do anythink else!­
' If you please, I am steadier now, and I have thought better of 
it, and I'll be as good a little wife as I can to him, for he's a 
dear, good fellow!' Then :Missis Gum midge, she claps her 
hands like a play, and you come in. Thccr! the murder's 
out!" said Mr. Peggotty-" You come in 1 It took place this 
here present hour ; and here's the man that'll marry her, the 
minute she's out of her time." 

Ham staggered, as well he might, under the blow Mr. 
Pe~gotty dealt him in his unbounded joy, as a mark of 
contidence and friendship; but feeling calkd upon to say 
something to us, he said, with much faltering and great 
ditiiculty: 

"She warn't no higher than you was, Mas'r Davy-when 
you tirst come-when I thought what she'd grow up to be. I 
see her grow up-gent'lmen-like a flower. I'd lay down my 
life fur her-Mas'r Davy-Oh ! most content and cheerful! 
She's more to me-gent'! men-than-she's all to me that ever 
I can want, and more than ever !-than ever I could say. I 
!-love her true. There ain't a gent'lman in all the land-nor 
yet satling upon all the sea-that can love his lady n10re than 
I love her, though there's many a common man-would say 
better-what he meant.'' 

I thought it affecting to see such a sturdy fellow as Ham was 
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now, trembling in the strength of what he felt for the J?retty 
little creature who had won his heart. I thought ~he Simple 
confidence reposed in us by Mr. Peggotty and by himself, was, 
in itself, affecting. I was affected by the story altogether. 
How far my emotions were influenced by the recollections . of 
my childhood, I don't know. ~~hether I had come, there Wit~ 
any lingering fancy that I was still to love ltttle Em ly,. I d.on t 
know. I know that I was filled with pleasure by all th1s; out, 
at first, with an indescribably sensitive pleasure, that a very 
little would have changed to pain. . 

Therefore, if it had depended upon me to touch the prevail­
ing chord among them with any ski!~ I should have made a 
poor hand of it. But it depended upon Steerforth ; and he 
did it with such address, that in a few minutes we were all as 
easy and as happy as it was possible to be. 

"Mr. Peggotty," he said, "you are a thoroughly good fellow, 
and deserve to be as happy as you are to-night. My hand 
upon it ! Ham, I give you joy, my boy. My hand upon that, 
too I Daisy, stir the fire, and make it a brisk one! and Mr. 
Peggotty, unless you can induce your gentle niece to come back 
(for whom I vacate this seat in the comer), I shall go. Any 
gap at your fireside on such a night-such a gap least of all­
I wouldn't make, for the wealth of the Indies I" 

So Mr. Peg~otty went into my old room to fetch little Em'ly. 
At first, little Em'ly didn't like to come, and then Ham went 
Presently they brought her to the fireside, very much confused, 
and very shy,-but she soon became more assured when she 
found how gently and respectfully Steerforth spoke to her; 
how skilfully he avoided anything that would embarrass her; 
how he talked to Mr. Peggotty of boats, and ships, and tides, 
and fish; how he referred to me about the time when he had 
seen Mr. Peggotty at Salem House; how delighted he was with 
the boat and all belonging to it; how lightly and easily he 
carried on, until he brought. us, by degrees, into a charmed 
ctrcle, and we were all talking away without any reserve. 

Em'ly, indeed, said little all the evening; but she looked 
and listened, and her face got animated, and she was charming: 
Stee_rforth told a story of a dismal shipwreck (which arose out 
of h1s talk With 1\!r. Peggotty), as if he saw it all before him­
and littl~ Em'ly's eyes were fastened on him all the time, as if 
sh~ sa1v tt too. He told us a merry adventure of his own as a 
relief to tha~ with as much gaiety as if the narrative we're as 
fresh to him as it was to us-and little Em'ly laughed until the 
boat rang with the musical sounds, and we all laughed (Steerforth 
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too), in irresistible ~ympathy with what was so pleasant and 
light·hearted. He got Mr. Peggotty to sing, or rather to 
roar, " When the stormy winds do blow, do blow, do blow;" 
and he sang a sailor's song himself, so pathetically and beauti· 
fully, that I could have almost fancied that the real wind 
creeping sorrowfully round the house, and murmuring low 
through our unbroken silence, was there to listen. 

As to :-Irs. Gummidge, he roused that victim of despondency 
with a >uccess never attained by any one else (so Mr. Peggotty 
informed me), since the decease of the old one. He left her so 
little leisure for being miserable, that she said next day she 
thought she must have been bewitched. 

But he set up no monopoly of the general attention, or the 
conversation. When little Em'ly grew more courageous, and 
talked (but still bashfully) across the fire to me, of our old 
wancterings upon the beach, to pick up shells and pebbles; and 
when I asked her if she recollected how I used to be devoted 
to her ; and when we both laughed and reddened, casting these 
looks back on the pleasant old times, so unreal to look at now; 
he was silent and attentive, and observed us thoughtfully. She 
sat, at this time, and all the evening, on the old locker in her . 
old little corner by the fire, with Ham beside her, where I used 
to sit. I could not satisfy myself whether it was in her own 
little tormenting way, or in a maidenly reserve before us, that 
she kept quite dose to the wall, and away from him; but I 
observed that she did so, all the evening. ' 

As I remember, it was almost midni~ht when we took our 
leave. \\'e had had some biscuit and dried fi,h fur supper, and 
Steerforth had produced from his pocket a full flask of Holland' 
which we men (I may say we men, now, without a blush) bad 
emptied. We parted merrily; and as they all stood crowded 
round the door to light us as far as they could upon our road, 
I saw the sweet blue eyes of little Em'ly peeping after us, from 
behind Ham, and heard her soft voice calling to us to be 
careful how we went. 

"A most engaging little Beauty 1" said Steerforth; taking 
my arm. "Well I It's a quaint place, and they are quamt 
comp:tuy j and it's quite a new sensation to mix w1th them:" 

"How fortunate we are, too,'' I returned, "to h:we arrtved 
to witness their happiness in that intended marriage! I never 
saw people so happy. How delightful to see it, and to ~e I 
made the sharers in their honest joy, as we have ~een_! , 

"That's rather a chuckle-headed fellow for the gtrl; tsn t 
he 1" said Steerforth 
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He bad been so hearty with him, and with them al~ that I 

felt a shock in this unexpected and C?ld ~ep!y. ¥ut turrun/ 
quickly upon him, and seeing a laugh 1D hiS eyes, answere ' 
much reheved: . b lh 1 

"Ah, Steerforth I It's well for you to JOke a out . e poor 
You may skirmish with Miss Dartle, or try to btde lour 
sympathies in jest from me, but I kno'f better ... When see, 
bow perfectly you und_erstan.d the!~~, bow exq?tsttely you can · 
enter into happiness hke thts platn fishe~man s, ?r humour a 
love like my old nurse's, I know that there ts n?t ~JOY or sorrow, 
not an emotion, of such people, that can be mdifferen~ to you. 
And 1 ~dmire and love you for it, Steerforth, twenty ttmes the 

more I . . 'd " D · I L.r He stopped and lookmg m my face, sa1 : atsy, "" teve 
you are in ear~est, and are good. 1 wish we all were ! " Next 
moment be WliS gaily singing Mr. Peggotty's song, as we walked 
at a round pace back to Yarmouth. 

CHAPTER XXII 

SOME OtJ) SCENES, AND SOME N£\f PI!OPU 

STEER FORTH and I stayed for more than a fortnight in that part 
of the country. We were very much together, I need not say; 
but ocCliSionally we were :~Sunder for some hours at a time. 
He was a good sailor, and 1 was but an indifferent one ; and 
when he went out boating with Mr. Peggotty, which was a 
favourite amusement of his, I generally remained ashore. My 
cx:cupation of Peggotty's spare·room put a constraint upon me, 
from which he was free: for, knowing how assiduously she 
attended on Mr. Barkis all day, I did not like to remain out 
late at night ; whereas Steerforth, lying at the lno, had nothing 
to consult but his own humour. Thus it carne about, that 
I heard of his making little treats for the fishermen at Mr. 
Peggotty's house of call, "The Willing Mind," after I was in 
bed, and of his being atloat, vmpped in fishermen's clothes, 
whole moonlight nights, and 1:0ming back when the morning 
tide was at flood. By this time, however, I knew that his rest­
less nature and bold spirits delighted to find a vent in rough 
toil and hard weather, as in any other means of excitement that 
prese!lted itself freshly to him ; so none of his pro<:eedin~ 
surpnsed me. 
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Another cause of our being sometimes apart was, that I had 

naturally an interest in going over to Blunderstone, and revisit· 
ing the old familiar scenes of my childhood ; while Steerforth, 
after being there once, had naturally no great interest in going 
there again. Hence, on three or four days that I can at once 
recall, we went our several ways after an early breakfast, and 
met again at a late di11ner. I had no idea how he employed 
his time in the interval, beyond a general knowledge that he 
was very popular in the place, and had twenty means of actively 
diverting himself where another man might not have found one. 

For my o1vn part, my occuvation in my solitary pilgrimages 
was to recall every yard of the old road as I went along it, and 
to haunt the old spots, of which I never tired. I haunted 
them, as my memory had often done, and lingered among 
them as my younger thoughts had lingered when I was far 
away. The grave beneath the tree, where bo~h my parents 
lay-on which I had looked out, when it was my father's only, 
with such curious feelings of compassion, and by which I had 
stood, so desolate, when it was opened to receive my pretty 
mother and her baby-the grave which Peggotty's own faithful 
care had ever since kept neat, and made a garden of, I walked 
near, by the hour. It lay a little off the churchyard path, in a 
quiet corner, not so far removed but I could read the names 
upon the stone as I walked to and fro, startled by the sound of 
the church-bell when it struck the hour, for it was like a 
departed voice to me. My reflections at these times were 
always associated with the figure I was to make in life, and the 
distinguished things I was to do. My echoing footsteps went 
to no other tune, but were as constant to that as if I had come 
home to build my castles in the air at a living mother's side. 

There were great changes in my old home. The ragged 
nests, so long deserted by the rook '• were gone ; and the trees 
were lopped and topped out of their remembered shapes. The 
garden had run wild, and half the windows of the house were 
shut up. It was occupied, but only by a poor lunatic gentle­
man, and the people who took care of him. He was always 
sitting at my little window, looking out into the churchyard; 
and I wondered whether his rambling thoughts ever went upon 
any of the fancies that used to occupy mine, on the rosy 
mornings when I peeped out of that same little window in my 
night-clothes, and saw the sheep quietly feeding in the light of 
the rising sun. 

Our old neighbours, Mr. and Mrs .. Grayper, were gone to 
South America, and the rain had made its way through tbe 
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roof of their empty house, and stained the outer walls. 1\!r. 
Chillip was married again to a tall, raw-booed, h•gh-nosed Wife; 
and they had a weazen little baby, with a heavy head that it 
couldn't hold up, and two weak staring eyes, with which it 
seemed to be always wondering why it had ever been born. 

It was with i. singular jumble of sadness and pleasure that T 
used to linger about my native place, until the reddening wint< 
sun admonished me that it was time to start on my returnil•b 
walk. But, when the place was left behind, and especially when 
Steerforth and I were happily seated over our dinner by a 
blazing fire, it was delicious to think of having been there. So 
it was, though in a softened degree, whep I went to my neat 
room at night ; and, turning over the leaves of the crocodile­
book (which was always there, upon a little table), remembered 
with a grateful heart how blest I was in having such a friend as 
Steerforth, such a friend as Peggotty, and such a substitute for · 
what I had lost as my excellent and generous aunt. 

My nearest way to Yarmouth, in coming back from these 
long walks, was by a ferry. It landed me on the flat between 
the town and the sea, which I could make straight across, and 
so save myself a considerable circuit by the high road. 1\lr. 
Peggotty's house being on that waste-pl~ce, and not a hundred 
yards out of my track, I always looked m as I went by. Steer­
forth was pretty sure to be there expecting me, and. we went on 
together through the frosty air and gathering fog towards the 
twinkling lights of the town. , ~-

One dark evening, when I was later than usual.:.,..for I had, 
that day, been making my parting visit to Blunderstone as we 
were now about to return home-I found him alondln Mr. 
Peggotty's house, sitting thoughtfully before lhe fire. He was 
so intent upon his own reflections that he was quite um·on­
scious of my approach. This, indeed, he might easily have 
been if he had been less absorbed, for footsteps fell noiselessly 
on the' sandy ground outside; but even my entrance failed to 
rouse him. I was standing close to him, looking at him; and 
still, with a heavy brow, he was lost in his meditations. 

He gave such a start when I put my hand upon his shoulder, 
that he made me start too. . 

"You come upon me," he said, almost angrily, "like a 
reproachful ghost I" 

"I was obliged to announce myself, somehow," I replied. 
"Have I called ''OU down from the stars?" 

"No,J/ he ansWered. "No.'' 
"Up from an)'Vhere, then?" said I, taking my seat near him. 
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"I was looking at the pictures in the fire," he returned. 
"But you are spoiling them for me," said I, as he stirred it 

quickly with a piece of burning wood, striking out of it a train 
of red-hot sparks that went careering up the little chimney, and 
roaring out into the air. 

''You would not have seen them," he returned. "I detest 
this mongrel time, neither day nor night. How late you are l 
\\'here have you been?" 

"I have been taking leave of my usual walk," said I. 
"And I have been sitting here," said Stcerforth, glancing 

round the room, "thinking that all the people we found so 
glad on the night of our coming down, might-to judge from 
the present wasted air of the place-be dispersed, or dead, 
or come to I don't know what harm. David, I wi>h to God 
I had had a judicious father these last twenty years I " 

"My dear Steerforth, what is the matter?" 
"I wish with all my soul I had been better guided I" he 

exclaimed. "I wish with all my soul I could guide myself 
better!" . 

There wa.' a passionate dejection in his manner that quite 
amllled me. He was more unlike himself than I could have 
supposed possible. 

" It would be better to be this poor Peggotty, or his lout of 
a nephew," he said, getting up and leaning moodily against the 
chimney-piece, with his face towards the fire, "than to be 
myself, twenty times richer and twenty times wiser, and be the 
torment to myself that I have been in this Devil's bark of a 
boat, within the last half-hour!" ' 

I was so confounded by the alteration in him, that at first I 
could only observe him in silence, as he stood leaning his head 
upon his hand, and looking gloomily down at the fire. At 
length I begged him, with all the earnestness I felt, to tell me 
wh"t had occurred to cross him so unusually, and to let me 
sympathise with him, if I could not hope to advise him. Before 
I had well concluded, he began to laugh-fretfully at first, but 
soon with returning gaiety. 

"Tut, it's nothing, Daisy l nothing!" he replied. "I told 
you at the inn in London, I am heavy company for myself, 
somet1mes. I have been a nightmare to myself, just now­
must have had one, I think. At odd dull times, nursery tales 
coi:'e up into the memory, unrecognised for what they are. I 
beheve I have been confounding myself with the bad boy who 
'didn't care,' and became food for lions-a grander kind of 
going to the dogs, I suppose. What old women call the 
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horrors, have been creeping over me from head to foot I 
have been afraid of myself." 

" You are afraid of nothing else, I think," said I. 
"Perhaps not, and yet may have enough to be afraid of 

too," he answered. "Well! So it goes by! I am not about 
to be hipped again, David ; but I tell you, my good fellow, 
once more, that it would have been well for me (and for more 
than me) if I had had a steadfast and judicious father!" 

His face was always full of expression, but I never saw it 
express such a dark kind of earnestness as when he said these 
words, with his glance bent on the fire. 

"So much for that I " he said, making as if he tossed 
something light into the air, with his hand. 

11 1 Wh}", being gone, I am a man again,"' 

like Macbeth. And now for dinner! If I have not (Macbeth­
like) broken up the feast with most admired disorder, Daisy." 

"But where are they all, I wonder I " said I. 
"God knows," said Steerforth. "After strolling to the ferry 

looking for you, I strolled in here and found the place deserted. 
That set me thinking, and you found me thinking." 

The advent of Mrs. Gummidge with a basket, explained how 
the house had happened to be empty. She had hurried out to 
buy something that was needed, against 1\!r. Peggotty's return 
with the tide; and had left the door open in the meanwhile, 
lest Ham and little Em'ly, with whom it was an early night, 
should come home while she was gone. Steerforth, after very 
much improving Mrs. Gummidge's spirits by a cheerful sol uta· 
tion and a jocose embrace, took my arm, and hurried me away. 

He had improved his own spirits no less than Mrs. Gum· 
midge's, for they were again at their usual flow, and he was 
full of vivacious conversation as we went along. 

"And so," he said, gaily, "we abandon this buccaneer life 
to-morrow, do we?" 

"So we agreed," I returned. "And our places by the coach 
are taken, you know." 

"Ay! there's no help for it, I suppose," said Steerforth. 
"I have almost forgotten that there is anything to do in the 
world but to go out tossing on the sea here. I wish there was 
not." 
' " As long as the novelty should last," said I, laughing. 

"Like enough," he returned ; "though there's a sarcastic 
meaning in that observation for an amiable piece of innocence 
like my young friend. Well! I dare say I am a capricious 



302 David Copperfield , 
fellow, David. I know I am ; but Rhile the iron is hot, I 
can strike it vigorously to~. I could pass a rea>onubly good 
examination already, as a pilot in these waters, I think." 

"1\!r. Peggotty says you are a wonder," I returned. 
"A nautical phenomenon, eh 1" laughed Steerforth. 
"Indeed he does, and you know how truly; knowing how 

ardent you are in any pursuit you follow, and how easily you 
can master it. And that amazes me most in vou, Stcerforth­
that you should be contented with such fitful uses of your 
powers.'' 

"Contented?" he answered, merrily. "I am never con· 
tented, except with your freshness, my gentle Daisy. As to 
fitfulness, I have never learnt the art of binding n1yself to 
any of the wheels on which the Jxions of these days are 
turning round and round. I missed it somehow in a bad 
apprenticeship, and now don't care about it-You know I 
have bought a boat down here 1" 

"What an extraordinary fellow you are, Steerforth ! " I 
exclaimed, stopping-for this was the first I had heard of 
it. "\\'hen you may never care to come near the place 
again!'' 

"1 don't know that," he returned. "I have taken a fancy 
to the place. At all events," walking me briskly on, "I have 
bought a boat that was for sale-a clipper, Mr. Peggotty says; 
nnd so she is-and Mr. Peggotty will be ma>ter of her in my 
absence.'' 

"Now I understand you, Steerforth I" said I, exulting[)". 
"You pretend to have bought it for yourself, but you have 
really done so to confer a benefit on him. I might have known 
as much at first, knowing you. lily dear kind Steerforth, how 
can I tell you what I think of your generosity 1" 

"Tush I " he answered, turning red. "The less said, the 
better.'' 

"Didn't I know 1" cried I, "didn't I say that there was not 
a joy, or sorrow, or any emotion of such honest hearts that was 
indifferent to you 1" 

"Aye, aye," he answered, "you told me all that. There let 
it rest. \Ve have said enough! n 

Afraid of offending him by pursuing the subject when he 
made so light of it, I only pursued it in my thoughts as we 
went on at even a quicker pace than before. 

"She must be newly rigged," said Steerforth, "and I shall 
leave Littimer behind to see it done, that I may know she is 
quite complete. Did I tell you Littimer had come down 1" 
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"No." 
"Oh, yes! came down this morning, with a letter from my 

mother.'' ' 
As our looks met, I observed that he was pale even to his 

lips, though he looked very steadily at me. I feared that some 
difference between him and his mother might have led to his 
being in tho frame of mind in which I had found him at the 
solitary fireside. I hinted so. 

"Oh no ! " he said, shaking his head, and giving a slight 
laugh. "Nothing of the sort I Yes. He is come down, that 
man of mine." 

"The same as ever?" said I. 
"The same as ever," said Steerforth. "Distant and quiet 

as the North Pole. He shall see to the boat being fresh 
named. She's the Stormy Petrel now. What does Mr. 
Peggotty care for Stormy Petrels I I'll have her christened 
again." 

"By what name?" I asked. 
"The Little Em'ly." · 
As he had continued to look steadily at me, I took it as 

a reminder that he objected to being extolled for his con· 
sideration. I could not help showing in my face how much 
it pleased me, but I said little, and he resumed his usual smile, 
and seemed relieved. 

"But see here,'' he said, looking before us, "where the 
original little Em'ly comes ! And that fellow with her, eh? 
Upon my soul, he's a true knight. He never leaves her I" 

. . Ham was a boat-builder in these days, having improved a 
natural ingenuity in that handicraft, until he had become a 
skilled workman. He was in his working-dress, and looked 
rugged enough, but manly withal, and a very fit protector for 
the blooming little creature at his side. Indeed, there was 
a frankness in his face, an honesty, and an undisguised show of 
his pride in her, and his love for her, which were, to me, the 
best of good looks. I thought, as they came towards us, that 
they were well matched even in that particular. 

She withdrew her hand timidly from his arm as we stopped 
to speak to them, and blushed as she gave it to Steerforth and 
to me. When they passed on, after we had exchanged a few 
words, she did not like to replace that hand, but, still appear­
ing timid and constrained, walked by herself. I thought all 
this very pretty and engaging, and Steerforth seemed to think 
so too, as we looked after them fading away in the light of 
a young moon. 
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Suddenly there p><sed us~evidently following them-a 

young woman whose approach we had not observed, but 
whose face I saw as she went by, and thought I had a faint 
remembrance of. She was lightly dressed, looked bold, and 
ha!'gard, and flaunting, and poor; but seemed, for the time, 
to lw·e given all that to the wind which was Lowing, and 
to hare nothing in her mind but going after then. As the 
dark distant level, absorbing their figures into itself, left but 
itself visible between us and the sea and clouds, her figure 
disappeared in like manner, still no nearer to them than 
before. 

"That is a black shadow to be following the girl," said 
Steerforth, standing still; "what does it mean?" 

He spoke in a low voice that sounded almost strange to 
me. 

"She must have it in her mind to beg of them, I think," 
said I. 

"A beggar would be no novelty," said Steerforth ; "but 
it is a strange thing that the beggar should take that shape 
tcrniO'ht" 

"\'roy?" I asked him. 
"For no better reason, truly, than because I was thinking,'' 

he said, after a pause, "of something like it, when it came by. 
Where the Devil did it come from, I wonder!" 

" From the shadow of this wall, I think," said I, as we 
emerged upon a road on which a wall abutted. 

"It's gone! j) he returned, looking- over his shoulder. 11 And 
all ill go with it. Now for our din1;er!" 

llut he looked again over his shoulder towards the sea-line 
~limmering afar off; and yet again. And he wondered about 
1t, m some broken expressions, s~veral times, in the short 
re111ainder of our walk; and onlv seemed to fmgct it when 
the light of fire and candle shon~ upon us, seated warm and 
merry, at table. 

Littimer was there, and had his usual effect upon me. 
When I said to him that I hoped Mrs. Steerforth and Miss 
Dartle were well, he answered respectfully (and of course 
respectably), that they were tolerably well, he thanked me, 
and had sent their complim<·nts. This was all; and yet he 
seemed to me to say as plainly as a man could say: "You 
are very young, sir; you are exceedingly young." 

We had almost finished dinner, when taking a step or two 
towards the table, from the corner where he kept watch upon 
us, or rather upon me, as I felt, he said to his master: 
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"I beg your pardon, sir. Miss Mowcher is down here." 
" Who?" cried Steerforth, much astonished. 
''Miss Mowcher, sir." 
" Why, what on earth does site do here?" said Steerforth. 
"It appears to be her native part of the country, sir. She 

informs me that she makes one of her professional visits here, 
every year, sir. I met her in the street this afternoon, and she 
wished to know if she might have the honour of waiting on you 
after dinner, sir." 

" Do you know the Giantess in question, Daisy?" inquired 
Steerforth. 

I was obliged to confess-! felt ashamed, even of being at 
this disadvantage before Littimer-that Miss Mowcher and I 
were wholly unacqullinted. 

" Then you shall know her," said Steerforth, "for she is one 
of the seven wonders of the world. When Miss Mowcher 
comes, show her in." 

I felt some curiosity and excitement about this lady, 
especially as Steerforth burst into a fit of laughing when I 
referred to her, and positively refused to answer any question 
of which I made her the subject. I remained, therefore, in 
a state of considerable expectation until the cloth had been 
removed some half an hour, and we were sitting over our 
decanter of wine before the fire, when the door opened, 
and Littimer, with his habitual serenity quite undisturbed, 
announced: 

"Miss Mowcher !" 
I looked at the doorway and saw nothing. I was still looking 

at the doorway, thinking that Miss Mowcher was a long while 
making her appearance, when, to my infinite astonishment, 
there came waddling round a sofa which stood between me and 
it, a pursy dwarf, of about forty or forty-five, with a very large 
head and face, a pair of roguish grey eyes, and such extremely 
little arms, that, to enable herself to lay a finger archly against 
her snub nose as she ogled Steerforth, she was obliged to meet 
the fmger half·way, and Jay her nose against it. Her chin, 
which was what is called a double·chin, was so fat that it 
entirely swallowed up the strings of her bonnet, bow and all. 
Throat she had none ; waist she had none; legs she had none, 
worth mentioning; for though she was more than full-sized 
down to where bet waist would have been, if she had had any, 
and though she terminated, as human beihgs generally do, in a 
pair of feet, she was so short that she stood at a common-sized 
chair as at a table, resting a bag she carried on the seat. This 
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lady-dre,;ed in an off-hand, easy stvle ; bringing her nose and 
her forefinger together, with the difficulty I have described; 
standing with her head necessarily on one side, and, with one of 
her sharp eyes shut up, making an uncommonly knowing face 
~after ogling Steerforth for a bv moments, broke into a torrent 
of words. 

"\\'hat! My flower!" she pleosantly began, shaking her 
large head at him. "You're there, are you ! Oh, you naughty 
boy, fie for shame, what do you do so far away from home? Up 
to mischief, I'll be bound. Oh, you're a downy fellow, Steer­
torth, so you are, and I'm another, ain't I? H,~ ha, ha! You'd 
have betted a hundred pound to five, now, that you wouldn't 
have seen me here, wouldn't you? Bless you, man alh·e, I'm 
everywhere. I'm here, and there, and where not, like the 
conjurer's halkrown in the lady's hankercher. Talking of 
hankerchers~and talking of bdies-what a comfort you are to 
your blessed mother, ain't you, my dear boy, over one of my 
shoulders, and I don't Sa\' which!" 

Miss Mowcher untied her bonne~ at this passage of her 
discourse, threw back the strings, and sat down, panting, on 

) 
a footstool in front of the fire-making a kind of arbour of 
the dining-table, which spread its mahogany shelter above her 
head. 

"Oh my stars and whafs~thcir-names! " she went on, clap­
pin~ a hand on each of her little knees, and glancing shrewdly 
at me. " I'm of too full a habit, that's the fact, Steerforth. 
After a flight of stairs, it gives me as much trouble to draw 
every breath I want, as if it was a bucket of water. If you sa1v 
me looking out of en upper window, you'd think I was a fine 
woman, wouldn't you? )J 

"I should think that, wherever I saw you," replied Steer· 
f"rth. 

"Go along, you dog, do I" cried the little creature, making a 
whisk at him with the handkerchief with which she wa.s wiping 
her face, "and don't be impudent I But I give you my word 
and honour I was at Lady Mithers's last wcek---t/1e"'s a 
woman! How slit wears !-and Mithers himself carne into the 
room where I was waiting for her-/lure's a man! How he 
wears ! and his wig too, fo; he's had it these ten years-and he 
Nent on at that rate in the complimentary line, that I began to 
think I should be obliged to ring the bell. Ha! ha I ha I He's 
a pleasant wretch, but he wants principle." 

"\\'hat were you doing for Lady ~Iithers? "asked Steerforth. 
"That's t"llings, my blessed infant," she retorted, tapping 
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her nose again, screwing up her face, and twinkling her eyes like 
an imp of supernatural intelligence. "Never you mind I 
You'd like to know whether I stop her hair from falling 
off, or dye it, or touch up her complexion, or improve her 
eyebrows, wouldn't you ? And so you shall, my darling­
when I tell you I Do you know what my great grandfather's 
name was?'' 

"No," said Steerforth. 
"It was Walker, my sweet pet,'' replied Miss Mowcher, 

"and he came of a long line of Walkers, that I inherit all the 
Hookey estates from." 

I never beheld anything approaching to Miss Mowcher's 
wink, except Miss Mowcher's self-possession. She had a 
wonderful way too, when listening to what was said to her, or 
when waiting for an answer to what she had said herself, of 
pausing with her head cunningly on one side, and one eye 
turned up like a magpie's. Altogether I was lost in amaze­
ment, and sat staring at her, quite oblivious, I am afraid, of the 
laws of politeness. 

She had by this time drawn the chair to her side, and was 
busily engaged in producing from the bag (plunging in her short 
arm to the shoulder, at every dive) a number of small bottles, 
sponges, combs, brushes, bits of flannel, little pairs of curling· 
irons, and other instruments, which she tumbled in a heap upon 
the chair. From this employment she suddenly desisted, and 
said to Steerforth, much to my confusion : 

"Who's your friend? " , 
" Mr. Copperfield," said Steerforth; " he wants to know 

you/* 
"Well, then, he shall! I thought he looked as if he did I" 

returned Miss Mowcher, waddling up to me, bag in hand, and 
laughing on me as she came. "Face like a peach!" standing 
on tiptoe to pinch my cheek as I sat. "Quite tempting! I'm 
very fond of peaches. Happy to make your acquaintance, Mr. 
Copperfield, I'm sure." · 

I said that I congratulated myself on having the honour to 
make hers, and that the happiness was mutuaL 

"Oh, my goodness, how polite we are ! " exclaimed Miss 
Mowcher, making a preposterous attempt to cover her large 
face with her morsel of a hand. " What a world of gammon 
and spinnage it is, though, ain't it ! " 

This was addressed confidentially to both of us, as the morsel 
of a hand came away from the face, and buried itself, arm and 
all, in the bag again. 
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"\\"hat do you mean, Miss Mnwcher?" said Steerforth. 
"Ha! ha! ha! \\'hat a refreshing set of humbugs we are, 

to be sure, ain't we, my sweet rhild?" replied that morsel of a 
woman, feeling in the bag with her head on one >ide and her eye 
in the air. "Look here ! " toking something out. "Scraps of 
the Russian Prince's nails. Prince Alphabet turned topsy­
turvy, I call him, for his name's got all the letters in i~ 
hig,ledy·piggledy." 

"The Russian Prince is a client of yours, is he I" said 
Steerforth. 

"I believe you, my pet," replied Miss i\!owcher. "I keep 
his nails in order for him. Twice a week ! !· ingers and toes." 

"He pays well, I hope I" said Stcerforth. 
"l'c.ys as he speaks, my dear child-through the nose," re­

plied llliss ~iowcher. "None of your close sharers the Prince 
am't. \'ou'd say so, if you saw his moustachios. Red by 
nature, black by art.'' 

"By your art, of cout5e," said Stecrforth. 
~I iss ll!owcher winked ass<'nt. "Forced to send for me. 

Couldn't help it. The climate affected his dye; it did very 
w..:\1 in Russia, but it was no go here. You nevt!'r saw such a. 
rusty Prince in all your born days as he was. Like old iron!" 

"Is that why you called hirn a humbug, just now I" inquired 
Steerlorth. 

"Oh, you're a broth of a boy, ain't you?" returned Miss 
1l<>wchcr, shaktng her head violently. " I said, what a set of 
humbu~s we were in general, and I showed you the scraps of 
the l'nnce's nails to prol"e it. The Prince's nails do more for 
me in private famihes of the genteel sort, than all Oi)' talents 
put together. I always carry 'em about They're the best 
mtroduction. If Miss Mowcher cuts the Prince's nails, she 
must be all right. I gil'e 'em away to the young ladies. They 
put 'em in albums, I believe. Ha I ha! ha! Upon my life, 
'the whole social system' (as the men call it when they make 
•peeches in Parliament) is a system of Prince's nails ! "said this 
least of women, trying to fold her short arms, and noddmg her 
large head. 

Steer forth laughed heartily, and I laughed too. Miss Mowcher 
contmumg all the ttme to shake her head (which was very m~ch 
on one side), and to look into the air with one eye, and to wmk 
With the other. 
" ".W.ell, well!·: she said, smiting her small knees, and rising, 

tlus ts not busrness. Come, Stcerforth, let's explore the polar 
n:gions, and have it over." 
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She then selected two or three of the little instruments, and 

a little bottle, and asked (to my surprise) if the table would 
bear. On Steerforth's replying in the affirmative, she pushed a 
chair against it, and begging the assistance of my hand, mounted 
up, pretty nimbly, to the top, as if it were a s!Jlge. 

"If either of you saw my ankles," she said, when she was 
safely elevated, "say so, and I'll go home and destroy 
myself." • 

"I did not," said Steerforth. 
"I did not," said I. 
"Well then," cried Miss Mowcher, "111 consent to live. 

Now, ducky, ducky, ducky, come to Mrs. Bond and be killed." 
This was an invocation to Steerforth to place himself under 

her hands; who, accordingly, sat himself down, with his back 
to the table, and his laughing face towards me, and submitted 
his head to her inspection, evidently for no other purpose than 
our entertainment. To see Miss Mowcher standing over him, 
looking at his rich profusion of brown hair through a large 
round magnifying glass, which she took out of her pocket, was 
a most amazing spec!Jlcle. 

"You'n a pretty fellow I" said Miss Mowcher, after a brief 
inspection. "You'd be as bald as a friar on the top of your 
head in twelve months, but for me. Just half a minute, my 
young friend, and we'll give you a polishing that shall keep 
your curls on for the next ten years ! " 

With this, she tilted some of the contents of the little bottle 
on to one of the little bits of flannel, and, again imparting some 
of the virtues of that preparation to one of the little brushes, 
began rubbing and scrapmg away with both on the crown of 
Steerforth's head in the busiest manner I ever witnessed, tAlking 
au the time. 

"There's Charley Pyegrave, the duke's son," she said. "You 
know Charley?" peeping round into his face. 

"A little," said Steerforth. 
"What a man lit is I Thtrls a whisker I As to Charley's 

legs, if they were only a pair (which they ain't), they'd defy 
competition. Would you believe he tried to do without me 
-in the Life-Guards, too?" · 

" Mad I " said Steerforth. 
" It looks like it. However, mad or sane, he tried," returned 

Miss Mowcher. "What does he do, but, Jo and behold you, 
he goes into a perfumer's shop, and wants to buy a bottle of the 
Madagascar Liquid." 

" Charley does ? • said Steerforth. 
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"Charley does. But they haven't got any of the Madagascar 

Liquid." 
"What is it I Something to drink?" asked Steerforth. 
"To drink?" returned ~!iss Mowcher, stopping to slap his 

cheek. "To doctor his own moustachios with, you hnow. 
There was a woman in the shop-elderly female-quite a 
Griffin-who had never even heard of it by name. 'Begging 
pardon, sir,' said the Griffin io Charley, 'it's not-not-not 
ROUGE, is it?' • Rouge,' said Charley to the Griffin. 'What 
the unmentionable to ears polite, do you think I want with 
rouge?' 'No offence, sir,' said the Griffin; 'we have it asked 
for by so many names, I thought it might be.' Now tha~ my 
child,'' continued Miss Mowcher, rubbing all the time as bustly 
as ever, "is another instance of the refreshing humbug I was 
speaking of. I do something in that way myself-perhaps a 
good deal-perhaps a little-sharp's the word, my dear boy­
never mind ! " 

"In what way do you mean? In the rouge way?" said 
Steerf(Jrth. 

" Put this and that together, my tender pupil," returned the 
wary Mowcher, touching her nose, " work it by the rul~ of 
~ecrets in all trades, and the product will give you the destred 
result. I say I do a little in that way myself. One Dowager, 
she calls it lip-salve. Another, size calls it gloves. Another, s": 
calls it tucker-edging. Another, s/" calls it a fan. I call tt 
whatever they call it. I supply it for 'em, but we keep up 
the trick so, to one another, and make believe with such a 
face, that they'd as soon think of laying it on b<;fore a w~ole 
dra111ng-room, as before me. And when I watt upon em, 
they'll say to me sometimes-u•il/z it on-thick, and no mistake 
-'How am I looking, Mowcher? Am I pale?' Ha! ha I 
ha ! ha ! Isn't that refreshing, my young friend!" 

I never did in my days behold anything like Mowcher as 
she stood upon the dining-table, intensely enjoying this refresh· 
ment, rubbing busily at Steerforth's head, and winking at me 
over it. 

"Ah ! " she said. "Such things are not much in demand 
hereabouts. That sets me off again ! I haven't seen a pretty 
woman since Pve been here, Jemmy." 

" No ? " said Steerforth. 
"Not the ghost of one," replied Miss Mowcher. . 
"We could show her the substance of one, I think?" s:ud 

Stecrforth, addressing his eyes to mine, "Eh, Daisy I" 
11 Yes, indeed," said I. 



David Copperfield 311 
"Aha?" cried the little creature, glancing sharply at my face, 

and then peeping round at Steerforth's. "Umph ?" 
The first exclamation sounded like a question put to both 

of us and the second like a question put to Steerforth only. 
She ;eemed to have found no answer to either, but continued 
to rub with her head on one side and her eye turned up, as if 
she w~re looking for an answer in the air and were confident 

ot.· s appearing presently, . 
'A sister of yours, Mr. Copperfield I " she cned, after a 

p se, and still keeping the same look-out. "Aye, aye?" 
"No," said Steerforth, before I could reply. "Nothing of 

tl\e sort. On the contrary, Mr. Copperfield used-or I am 
much mistaken-to have a great admiration for her." 

" Why, hasn't he now ? " returned Miss Mowcher. " Is he 
fickle? oh, for shame I Did he sip every flower, and change 
every nour, until Polly his passion requited ?-Is her name 
Polly?" 

The Elfin suddenness with which she pounced upon me 
lfith this question, and a searching look, quite disconcerted 
me for a moment. 

"No, Miss Mowcher," I replied. "Her name is Emily.'' 
"Aha? " she cried exactly as before. " U mph ? What a 

rattle I am! Mr. Copperfield, ain't I volatile?" 
Her tone and look implied something that was not agreeable 

to me in connexion \fith the subject. So I said, in a graver 
manner than any of us had yet assumed : 

"She is as virtuous as she is pretty. She is engaged to be 
married to a most worthy and deserving man in her own 
station of life. I esteem her for her good sense, as much as 
I admire her for her good looks." 

"Well said I" cried Steerforth. "Hear, bear, hear I Now 
111 quench the curiosity of this little Fatima, my dear Daisy, by 
leaving her nothing to guess at. She is at present apprenticed, 
Miss Mowcher, or articled, or whatever it may be, to Orner 
and J oram, Haberdashers, Milliners, and so forth, in this town. 
Do you observe? Orner and Joram, The promise of which 
my ~riend has spoken, is made and entered into with her cousin; 
Chmtlan name, Ham; surname, Peggotty; occupation, boat­
builder; also of this town. She lives with a relative; Christian 
name, u~known; suro~me, Pegg~tty; occupation, seafaring; 
al~o ~f thts town. She ts the pretttest and most engaging little 
fatry m the world. I admire her-as my friend does-exceed­
ingly. If it !"ere not that I might appear to disparage her 

· Intended, whtch I know my friend would not like, I would 
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add, that to mt she seems tJ be throwing herself away; that 
l am sure she might do better; and that I swear she was born 
to be a lady." 

Miss i\!owcher listened to these words; which were very 
slowly and distinctly spoken, with her head on one side, and 
her eye in the air, as if she were still looking for that answer. 
When he ceased she became brisk again in an instant, and 
ntttl~:d away with surprising volubility. 

"Oh ! And that's all about it, is it?" she exclaimed, 
trimming his whiskers with a little restless pair of scissors, 
that went glancing round his head in all directions. "Very 
well: very well ! Quite a long story. Ought to end 'and 
they lived happy ever afterwards;' oughtn't it? Ah ! What's 
that game at forfeits? I love my love with an E, because 
sht's enticing; I hate her with an E, because she's engaged. 
I took her to the sign of the exquisite, and treated her with 
an elopement; her name's Emily, and she lives in the east ? 
Ha! ha! ha! Mr. Copperfield, ain't I volatil~?" 

Merdy looking at me with extravagant slyness, and not waiting 
for any reply, she continued, without drawing breath: 

" There ! If ever any scapegrace was trimmed and touched 
up to perfection, you are, Steerforth. If I understand any 
noddle in the world, I understand yours. I>o you hear me 
when I tell you that, my darling? I understand yours," 
peeping down into his face. "Now you may mizzle, )em my 
(as we say at Court), and if Mr. Copperfield will take the 
chatr I'll operate on him." 

"What do y~m say, Daisy?" inquired Steerforth, laughing, 
and restgnmg hts seat. " Will you be improved?" 

"Thank you, Miss Mowcher, not this evening." 
"llon't say no," returned the little woman, looking at 

me with the aspect of a connoisseur; "a little bit more 
~yebrow?" 

11 Thank you,'' I returned, c, some other time." 
"Have it carried half a quarter of an inch towards the 

temple," said Miss ~!owcher. "\\'e can do it in a fortnight." ; 
"No, I thank you. Not at present." 
"Go in for a tip," she urged. "No 1 Let's get the 

scaffolding up, then, for a pair of whiskers. Come ! " 
I could not help blushing as I declined, for I felt we were 

on my weak point, ~ow. But Miss .Mowcher, finding that I 
was not at present dtsposed for any decoration within the range ' 
of her art, and that I was, for the time being, proof against the ' 
blandishments of the small bottle which she held up befor~ j 
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one eye to enforce her persuasions, said we would make a 
beginning on an early day, and requested the aid of my hand 
to descend from her elevated station. Thus assisted, she 
skipped down with much agility, and began to tie her double 
chin into her bonnet 

"The fee," said Steerforth, "is-" 
"Five bob,'' replied Miss Mowcher, "and dirt cheap, my 

chicken. Ain't I volatile, Mr. Copperfield?" 
I replied politely: "Not at all." But I thought she was 

rather so, when she tossed up his two half-crowns like a goblin 
pieman, caught them, dropped them in her pocket, and gave 
it a loud slap. 

"That's the Till!" observed Miss Mowcher, standing at the 
chair again, and replacing in the bag a miscellaneous collection 
of little objects she had emptied out of it. "Have I got all my 
traps? It seems so. It won't do to be like long Ned Bead­
wood, when they took him to church 'to marry him to some­
body,' as he says, and left the bride behind. Ha I ha I ha I 
A wicked rascal, Ned, but droll! Now, I know I'm going to 
break your hearts, but I am forced to leave you. You must 
call up all your fortitude, and try to bear it. Good-bye, Mr. 
Copperfield I Take care of yourself, Jacky of Norfolk I How 
I llllve been rattling on! It's all the fault of you two wretches. 
I forgive you! 'Bob swore I '-as the Englishman said for 
'Good night,' when he first learnt French, and thought it so like 
English. ' Bob swore,' my ducks ! " 

With the bag slung over her arm, and rattling as she waddled 
away, she waddled to the door, where she stopped to inquire 
if she should leave us a lock of her hair. "Ain't I volatile?" 
she added, as a commentary on this offer, and, with her finger 
on her nose, departed. 

Steerforth laughed to that degree, that it was impossible 
for me to help laughing too ; though I am not sure I should 
have done so, but for this inducement. When we had had 
our laugh quite ou~ which was after some time, he told me that 
1\liss 1\lowcher had quite an extensive connexion, and made 
herself useful to a variety of people in a variety of ways. 
Some people trifled with her as a mere oddity, he said; but 
she was as shrewdly and sharply observant as any one he 
knew, and as long-headed as she was short-armed. He told 
me that what she had said of being here, and there, and every­
where, was true enough; for she made little darts into the 
provinces, and seemed to pick up customers everywhere, and 
to know everybody. I asked him what her disposition was: 
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whether 1\ was at all mischievous, and if her sympathies were 
generally on the right side of things: but, not succeeding in 
attracting his attention to these questions after two or three 
attempts, I forbore or forgot to repeat them, He told me 
instead, with much rapidity, a good deal about her skill, and 
her profits; and ahout her being a scientific copper, if I 
should ever have occasion for her service in that capacity. 

She was the principal theme of our conversation during 
the evening: and when we parted for the night Steerforth I 
called after me over the banisters, "Bob swore!" as I went' 
down-stairs. 1 

I was surprised, when I came to Mr. Barkis's house, to find 
Ham walking up and down in front of it, and still more 
surprised to learn from him that little Em'ly was inside. I 
naturally inquired why he was not there too, instead of pacing 
the streets by himself? 

"\\'hy, you see, Mas'r Davy," he rejoined, in a hesitating 
manner, 41 Em'ly, she's talking to some 'un in here/' 

"I should have thought," said I smiling, "that that was a 
reason for your being in here too, Ham." 

"Well, Mas'r Davv, in a general way, so 't would be," he 
returned; "but look;ee here, Mas'r Davy," lowering his voice, 
and speaking very gravely. "It's a young woman, sir-a 
young woman, that Em'ly knowed once, and doen't ought to 
know no more." 

When I heard these words, a light begaq to fall upon the 
figure I had seen fonowing them, some hours ago. 

"It's a poor wur(.;m, J\las'r Davy," said Ham, "as is trod 
under foot by all the town. Up street and down street The 
mowld o' the churchyard don't hold any that the folk shrink 
away from, m.ore.)) 

" Did I s"e her to·night, Ham, on the sands, after we met 
you?" 

"Keeping us in sight?" said Ham. "It's like you did, 
Mas'r Davy. Not that I know'd then, she was theer, sir, but 
along of her creeping soon arterwards under Em'ly's little 
winder, when she see the light come, and whisp'ring 'Em'ly, 
Em'ly, for Christ's sake, have a woman's heart towards me. I 
wa.s once like you I' Those was solemn words, Mas'r Davy,' 
fur to hear I" I 

"They were indeed, Ham. What did Em'ly do?" 
"Says Em'ly, 'Martha, is it you I Oh, Martha, can it be, 

you? '-for they had sat at work together, many a day, at :Mr. I 
Orner's." I 
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"I recollect her now I" cried I, recalling one of the two 

girls I had seen when I first went there. "I recollect her 
quite well!" 

"Martha Endell," said Ham. "Two or three year older 
than Em'ly, but was at the school with her." 

"I never heard her name," said I. "I didn't mean to 
interrupt you." 

"For the matter ·o• that, Mas'r Davy," replied Ham, "all's 
told a'most in them words, • Em'ly, Em'ly, for Christ's sake, 
have a woman's heart towards me. I was once like you ! ' 
She wanted to speak to Em'ly. Em'ly couldn't speak to her 
theer, for her loving uncle was come home, and be wouldn't­
no, Mas'r Davy," said Ham, with great earnestness, "he 
couldn't, kind-natur'd, tender-hearted as he is, see them two 
together, side by side, for all the treasures that's wrecked in 
the sea.u 

I felt how true this was. I knew it, on the instant, quite as 
well as Ham. 

"So Em'ly writes in pencil on a bit of paper," he pursued, 
"and gives it to her out o' winder to bring here. • Show that,' 
she says, • to my aunt, Mrs. Barkis, and she'll set you down by 
her fire, for the love of me, till uncle is gone out, and I can 
cC'me.' By·and·by she tells me what I tell you, Mas'r Davy, 
and asks me to bring her. What can I do? She doen't 
ought to know any such, but I can't deny her, when the tears 
is on her face." . 

He put his hand into the breast of his shaggy jacket, and 
took out with great care a pretty little purse. 

"And if I could deny her when the tears was on her face, 
Mas'r Davy," said Ham, tenderly adjusting it on the rough 
palm of his hand, "how could I deny her when she give me 
this to carry for her-knowing what she brought it for? Such 
a toy as it is!" said Ham, thoughtfully looking on it. "With 
such a little money in it, Em'ly, my dear." 

I shook him warmly by the hand when he had put it away 
again-for that was more satisfactory to me than saying any· 
thing-and we walked up and down, for a minute or two, in 
silence. The door opened then, and Peggotty appeared, 
beckoning to Ham to come in. I would have kept away, 
but she came after me, entreating me to come in too. Even 
then, I would have avoided the room where they all w~re, but 
for its being the neat·tiled kitchen I have mentioned more 
than once. The door opening immediately into it, I found 
myself among them, before I considered whither I was going. 
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The girl-the same I had seen upon the sands-was near 

the fire. She was sitting on the ground, with her head and 
one arm lying on a chair. I fancied, from the disposition of 
her frgure, that Em'ly had but newly risen from the chair, 
and that the forlorn head might perhaps ha\·e been lying on 
her lap. I saw but little of the girl's face, over which her hair 
fell loose and scattered, as if she had bee" disordering it with 
her own hands; but I saw that she was young, and of a fair 
complexion. Peggotty had been crying. So had little Em'ly. 
Not a word was spoken when we first went in ; and the Dutch 
clock by the dresser seemed, in the silence, to tick twice as 
loud as usual. 

Em ly spoke first. 
~~ 7\1artha wants/J she said to Ham, "to go to London.'' 
"Why to London?" returned Ham. 
He stood between them, looking on the prostrate girl with 

a mixture of compassion for her, and of jealousy of her holding 
any conrpanionship with her whom he loved so well, which .I 
have always remembered distinctly. They both spoke as tf 
she were ill ; in a soft, suppressed tone that was plainly heard, 
although it hardly rose above a whisper. 

"!letter there than here," said a third voice aloud-Martha's, 
though she did not move. "No one knows me there. Every· 
body knows me here." 

"What will she do there?" inquired Ham. 
She lifted up her head, and looked darkly round at him for 

a moment; then laid it uown again, and curved her right arm 
about her neck, as a woman in a fever, or in an agony of patn 
from a shot, mtght twist herself. 

"She will try to do well," said little Em'ly. "You don't 
know what she has said to us. Does he-do they-aunt?" 

Peggotty shook her head compassionately. 
"I'll try," said Martha, "if you'll help me away. I never 

<·an do worse than I have done here. I may do better. Oh!" 
wrth a dreadful shiver, " take me out of these streets, where the 
whole town knows me from a child ! " 
· As Em'ly held out her hand to Ham, I saw him put in it a 
little canvas bag. She took it, as if she thought it were her 
purse, and made a step or two forward; but finding her 
mistake, came back to where he had retired near me, and 
showed it to him. 

"It's all yourn, Em'ly," I could hear him say. "I haven't 
nowt in all the wureld that ain't vourn, my dear. It ain't of no 
delight to me, except for you I ,. 
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The tears rose freshly in her eyes, but she turned 11way and 

went to M~~rtha. What she gave her, I don't know. I Sllw 
her stooping over her, and putting money in her bosom. She 
whispered something, as she asked was that enough? "More 
than enough," the other said, and took her hand and 
kissed it. 

Then Martha arose, and gathering her shawl about her, 
covering her face with it, and weeping aloud, went slowly to 
the door. She stopped a moment before going out, as if she 
would have uttered something or turned back ; but no word 
passed her lips. Making the same low, dreary, wretched 
n•oan\ng in her shawl, she went away. 

As the door closed, little Em'ly looked at us three in a 
hurried manner, and then hid her face in her hands, and fell 
to sobbing. 

" Doen't Em~y I " said Ham, tapping her gently on the 
shoulder. "Doen't, my dw I You doen't ought to cry so, 
pretty!" 

"Oh, Ham I" she exclaimed, still weeping pitifully, "I am 
not so good a girl as I ought to be ! 1 know I have not the 
thankful heart, sometimes, I ought to have I " 

11 Yes, yes, you have, I'm sure," Sllid Ham. 
"No I no I no l "cried little Em'ly, sobbing, and shaking her 

head. " I am not as good a girl as I ought to be. Not near ! 
not near!'' 

And still she cried, as if her heart would break. 
"I try your love too much. 1 know I do ! " she sobbed. 

"I'm often .cross to you, and changeable with you, when I 
ought to be far different. You are never so to me. Why am 
I ever so to you, when I should think of nothing but how to 
be grateful, and to make you happy ! " 

"You always make me so," said Ham, "my dear! I am 
happy in the sight of you. I am happy, all day long, in the 
thoughts of you." 

"Ah l that's not enough I" she cried. "That is because 
you are good; not because I am ! Oh, my dear, it might have 
been a better fortune for you, if you bad been fond of some 
one else-of some one steadier and much worthier than me, 
who was all bound up in you, and never vain and changeable 
like mel" 

"Poor little tender·heart," said Ham, in a low voice. 
"Martha has overset her, altogether." . 

"Please, aunt," sobbed Em'ly, "come here, and let me lay 
my head upon you. Oh, 1 am very miserable to-night, aunt I 
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Oh, I am not as good a girl as I ought to be. I am not, 
I know!" 

l'cggotty had hastened to the chair before the fire. Em'ly, 
with her arms around her neck, kneeled by her, looking up 
most earnestly into her fate. 

"Oh, pray, aunt, try to help me! Ham, dear, try to help 
me ! Mr. David, for the sake of old times, do, please, try to 
help me! I want to be a better girl than I am. I want to 
feel a hundred times more thankful than I do. I want to feel 
more, what a blessed thing it is to be the wife of a good man, 
and to lead a peaceful life. Oh me, oh me! Oh my heart, 
my heart!" , 

She dropped her face on my old nurse's breast, and, ceasing 
this supplication, which in its agony and grief was half a 
woman's, half a child's, as all her manner was (being, in tha~ 
more natural, and better suited to her beauty, as I thought, 
than any other manner could have been), wept silently, while 
nw old nurse hushed her like an infant. 

She got calmer by degrees, and then we soothed her; no~ 
talkin~ encouragingly, and now jesting a little with her, unul 
she began to raise her head and speak to us. So we got on, 
until she was able to smile, and then to laugh, and then to sit 
up, half ashamed ; while Peggotty recalled her stray ringlets, 
dried her eyes, and made her neat again, lest her uncle sh?uld 
wonder, when she got home, why his darling had been crymg. 

1 I saw her do, that night, what I had never seen her do before. 
I saw her innocently kiss her chosen husband on the cheek, 
and creep close to his bluff form as if it were her best support. 
When they went away together, in the waning moonlight, ~nd 
I .looked after them. comparing their departure in my mmd 
wrth Martha's, I saw that she held his arm with both her hands, 
and still kept close to him. 

CHAPTER X..XI!l 

J CORROBORATE MR. DICK, AND CHOOSE A PROrESSION 

WHEN I awoke in the morning I thought very much of little 
Em'ly, and her emotion last night, after Martha had left. .1 
felt as if I had come into the knowledge of those domestiC 
weaknesses and tendernesses in a sacred confidence, and that 
to disclose them, even to Steerforth, would be wrong. I bad 
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no gentler feelin1; towards any one than towards the pretty 
creature who bad been my playmate, and whom I have always 
been persuaded, and shall always be persuaded, to my dying 
day, I then devotedly loved. The repetition to any ears-even 
to Steerfortb's-of what she had been unable to repress when 
her heart lay open to me by an accident, I felt would be a 
rough deed, unworthy of myself, unworthy of the light of our 
pure childhood, which I always saw encircling her head. I 
made a resolution, therefore, to keep it in my own breast; and 
there it gave her image a new grace. . 

While we were at breakfast, a letter was delivered to me from 
my aunt. As it contained matter on which I thought Steer· 
forth cou!<l advise me as well as any one, and on which I knew 
I should be delighted to consult him, I resolved to ""ake it a 
subject of discussion on our journey home. F· .• ~ present 
we had enough to do, in taking leave of all ou; ".ends. Mr. 
Barkis was far from being the last among them, in his regret at 
our departure; and I believe would even have opened the box 
again, and sacrificed another guinea, if it would have kept us 
eight-and·forty hours in Yarmouth. Peggotty and all her 
family were full of grief at our going. The whole house of 
Orner and J oram turned out to bid us good-bye ; and there 
were so many seafaring volunteers in attendance on Steerforth, 
when our portmanteaus went to the coach, that if we had had 
the baggage of a regiment with us, we should hardly have 
wanted porters to carry it. In a word, we departed to the 
regret and admiration of all concerned, and left a great many 
people very sorry behind us. 

"Do you stay long here, Littimer?" said I, as he stood 
waiting to see the coach start. 

"No, sir," he replied; "probably not very long, sir." 
"He can hardly say, just now," observed Steerforth, carelessly. 

" He knows what be has to do, and he'll do it." 
"That I am sure he will," said I. 
Littimer touched his hat in acknowledgment of my good 

opinion, and I felt about eight years old. He touched it once 
more, wishing us a good journey; and we left him standing 
on the pav~ment, as respectable a mystery as any pyramid in 
Egypt. 

For some little time we held no conversation, Steerforth 
being unusually silent, and I being sufficiently engaged in 
wondering, within myself, when I should see the old places 

- again, and what new changes might happen to me or them 
in the meanwhile. At length Steerfortb, becoming gay and 



320 David Copperfield 
talkative in a moment, as he could become anything he liked 
at any moment, p11lled me by the ann: 

"Find a voice, David. What about that letter you were 
speaking of at breakfast?" 

"Oh ! " said I, taking it out of my pocket. "It's from my 
aunt.n 

"And what does she say, requiring consideration?" 
"\\'hv, she reminds me, Steerforth," said l, "that I came 

~ut on this expedition to look about me, and to think a little." 
"1\'hich, of course, vou have done?" 
" Indeed I can't say I have, particularly. To tell you the 

truth, I am afraid I had forgotten it." 
"\\'ell~ look ahout you now, and make up for your neg­

ligence,'' said Steerforth. "Look to the right, and you'll see 
a flat countrv, with a good deal of marsh in it; look to the left, 
and you'll s~e the same. Look to the front, and you'll find no 
diif<renre; look to the rear, and there it is still." 

I laughed, and replied that I saw no suitable profession !n 
the whole prospect; which was perhaps to be attributed to tts 
flatness. 

"What says our aunt on the subject?" inquired Steerforth, 
glancing at the letter in my hand. " Does she su~~cst anything?" 

"Why, yes," said I. "She asks me, here, if I think I should 
like to be a proctor? What do you think of it?" 

"Well, I don't know," replied Steerforth, coolly. "You may 
as well do that as anything ebe, I suppose?" . 

I could not help laughing again, at his balancing all callmgs 
and professtons so equally; and I told him so. 

"What is a proctor, Steerforth ? " said l. 
"Why, he is a sort of monkish attorney," replied Steerforth. 

"He ts, to some faded courts held in Doctors' Commons-a lazy 
old nook ncar St. Paul's Churchyard-what solicitors are to the 
courts of hw and equity. He is n functionary whose existence, 
m the natural course of things, would have terminated about 
tw~ hundred years ago. I can tell you best what he is, by 
tellmg you what Doctors' Commons is. It's a little out·of·the­
way place, where they administer what is called ecclesiastical 
law, and play all kinds of tricks with obsolete old monsters of 
acts of Parliament, which three-fourths of the world know 
nothing abo~t, and the other fourth supposes to have been dug 
up, m a fo»tl state, In the days of the Edwards. It's a place 
that has an ancient monopoly in suits about people's wills and 
people's marriages, and disputes among ships and boats." 

"Nonsense, Stcerforth!" I exclaimed, "You don't mean 
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to say that there is any affinity between nautical matters and 
ecclesiastical matters ? " 

"I don't, indeed, my dear boy, • he returned ; "but I mean 
to say that they are managed and decided by the s~me set of 
people, do1vn in that same Doctors' Commons. You shall go 
there one day, and find them blundering througl! half the 
nautical terms in Young's Dictionary, apropos of the' Nancy' 
having run down the 'Sarah Jane,' or Mr. Peggotty and the 
Yarmouth boatmen having put off in a gale of wind with an 
anchor and cable to the 'Nelson' Indiaman in distress; and 
you shall go there anotl!er day, and find them deep in the 
evidence, pro. and con., respecting a clergyman who has mis· 
behaved himself; and you shall find the judge in the nautical 
case, the advocate in the clergyman's case, or contrariwise! 
They are like actors: now a man's a judge, and now he is not 
a judge ; now he's one thing, now he's another; now he's 
something else, change and change about; but it's always a 
very pleasant, profitable little affair of private theatricals, 
presented to an uncommonly select audience." 

"But advocates and proctors are not one and the same?" 
said I, a little puz1.led. "Are they?" 

"No," returned Steerforth, "the advocates are civilians­
men who have taken n doctor's degree at college-which is the 
first reason of my knowing anything about iL The proctors 
employ the advocates. Both get very comfortable fees, and 
altogether they make a mighty snug little party. On the whole, 
I· would recommend you to take to Doctors' Commons kindly, 
David. They plume themselves on their gentility there, I can 
tell you, if that's any satisfaction." 

I made allowance for Steerforth's light way of treating the 
subject, and, considering it with reference to the staid air of 
gravity and antiquity which I associated with that "lazy old 
nook near St. Paul's Churchyard," did not feel indisposed 
towards my aunt's suggestion; which she left to my fr~e 
decision, making no scruple of telling me that it had occurred 
to her, on her lately visiting her own proctor in Doctors' 
Commons for the purpose of settling her will in my favour. 

"That's a laudable proceeding on the part of our aunt, at all 
events," said Steerforth, when I mentioned it; "and one 
deserving of all encouragement. Daisy, my advice is that you 
take kindly to Doctors' Commons." 

I quite made up my mind to do so. I then told Steerforth 
that my aunt was in town awaiting me (as I found from her 
letter), and that she had. taken lodgings for a week at a kind of 

M 
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private hotel in Lincoln's Inn Fields, where there was a stone 
staircase, and a convenient door in the roof; my aunt being 
firmly persuaded that every house in London was going to be 
burnt down every night. 

We achieved the rest of our journey pleasantly, sometimes 
recurring to Doctors' Commons, and anticipatin~ the distant 
days when I should be a proctor there, which Steerforth pictured 
in a variety of humorous and whimsical lights, that made us 
both merry. When we came to our journey's end, he went 
home, engaging to call upon me next day but one; and I drove 
to Lincoln's Inn Fields, where I found my aunt up, and waiting 
supper. 

If I had been round the world since we parted, we could 
'nardly have been better pleased to meet again. My aunt cried 
outright as she embraced me; and said, pretending to laugh, 
that if my poor mother had been alive, that silly little creature 
would have shed tears, she had no doubt. 

"So you have left Mr. Dick behind, aunt?" said I. "I am 
sorry for that Ah, Janet, how do you do?" 

As Janet curtsied, hoping I was well, I observed my aunt's 
visage lengthen very much. 

"I am sorry for it, too," said my aunt, rubbing her nose. "I 
have had no peace of mind, Trot, since I have been here." 

Before I could ask why, she told me. 
"I am convinced," said my aunt, laying her hand with melan· 

choly firmness on the table, ''that Dick's character is not a 
' character to keep the donkeys off. I am conf1dent he wants 

~trength of purpose. I ought to have left Janet at home, 
tnstead, and then my mind mi"ht perhaps have been at ease. 
If ever .there was a donkey tre~>assing on my green," said my 
aunt, Wlth emphasis, "there was one this afternoon at four 
o'clock. A cold feeling came over me from head to foot, and 
I kn()11J it was a donkey ! " 

I tried to comfort her on this point, but she rejected 
consolation. 

"It was a donkey," said my aunt; "and it was the one with 
the stumpy tail which that Murdering sister of a woman rode, 
when she came to my house." This had been, ever since, the 
only name m)' aunt knew for Miss ~lurdstone. "If there IS 

any Donkey in Dover, whose audacity it is harder to me to 
bear than another's, that," said my aunt, striking the table, "ts 
the animal I" 

Janet ventured to suggest thM my aunt might be disturbing 
.herself unnecessarily, and that she b~lieved the donkey '" 
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question was then engaged in the sand-and-gravel line of 
business, and was not available for purposes of trespass. 
But my aunt wouldn't hear of it. · 

Supper was comfortably served and ho~ though my aunt's 
rooms were very high up-whether that she might have more 
stone stairs for her money, or might be nearer to the door in 
the roof, I don't know-and consisted of a roast fowl, a steak, 
and some vegetables, to all of which I did ample justice, and 
which were all excellent. But my aunt had her own ideas 
concerning London provision, and ate but little. 

"I suppose this unfortunate fowl was born and brought up 
in a cellar," said my aun~ "and never took the air except on a 
hackney coach-stand. I !wpe the steak may be beef, but I don't 
believe it. Nothing's genuine in the place, in my opinion. but 
the dirt." 

"Don't you think the fowl may have come out of the 
country, aunt?" I hinted. 

"Certainly not," returned my aunt. "It would be no 
pleasure to a London tradesman to sell anything which was 
what he pretended it was." 

I did not venture to controvert this opinion, but I made 
a good supper, which it greatly satisfied· her to see me do. 
When the table was cleared, Janet assisted her to arrange 
her hair, to put on her nightcap, which was of a smarter 
construction than usual ("in case of fire," my aunt said), and 
to fold her gown back over her knees, these being her usual 
preparations for warming herself before going to bed. I then 
made her, according to certain established regulations from 
which no deviation, however slight, could ever be permitted, 
a glass of bot white wine and water, and a slice of toast cut 
into long thin strips. With these accompaniments we were 
left alone to finish the evening, my aunt sitting opposite to me 
drinking her wine and water; soaking her strips of toast in it, 
one by one, before eating them; and looking benignantly on 
me, from among the borders of her nightcap. 

"Well, Trot," she began, "what do you think of the proctor 
plan ? . Or have you not begun to think about it yet?" 

"I have thought a good deal about it, my dear aunt, and I 
have talked a good deal about it with Steerforth. I like it very 
much indeed. I like it exceedingly." . 

"Come," said my aunt. "That's cheering." 
" I have only one difficulty, aunt." 
"Say what it is, Trot," she returned. 
11 Why, I want to ask, aunt, as this seems, fr9m what I 
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understand, to be a limited profession, whether my entrance 
into it would not be very expensive?" 

"It will ·cost," returned my aunt, "to article you, just a 
thoug,nd pounds." 

"Now, my dear aunt," said I, drawing my chair nearer, "I 
am uuensy in my mind about that. It's a large sum of money. 
You have expended a great deal on my education, and have 
always been as liberal ro me in all things as it was possible to 
be. You have been the soul of generosity. Surely there are 
some ways in which I might begin life with hardly any om lay, 
and yet begin with a good hope of getting on by resolution and 
exert1on. Are you sure that it would not be better to try that 
Cour>e? Are you certain that you can aft'ord to part with so 
much money, and that it is right that it should be so expended? 
I only ask you, my second f!lOther, to consider. Are you 
certain?'1 

My aunt finished eating the piece of toast on which she was 
then engaged, looking me full in the face all the while; and 
then S<:tting her glass on the chimney·piece, and folding her 
hands upon her folded skirts, replied as follows: 

"Trot, my child, if I have any object in life, it is to provide 
for your being a good, a sensiule, and a happy man. I am 
bent upon it-so is Dick. I should like some people that I 
know to hear Dick's conversation on the subjcLt Its sagacity 
is wonderful. But no one knows the resources of that man's 
imellect except myself!" 

She stopped tor a moment to take my hand between hers, 
and went on: 
. "It's in vain, Trot, to recall the past, unless it works some 
mfluence upon the present. Perhaps I might have been better 
fnends ~,·,th your poor father. Perhaps I might have heen 
better frtends with that poor child your mother, even after your 
SISter Betsey Trotwood disappointed me. When you came to 
me, a little runaway boy, all dusty and way-worn, perhaps I 
thought so.. From that time until now, Trot, you have ever 
been a credtt to me and a pride and a pleasure. I have no 
other clmm upon my means; at least "-here to my surpme 
she hesitated, and was confused-" no, I have 110 other claim 
up~n my .means-and you are my adopted child. Only be a 
lovt~g child to me. m my age, and bear with my whims ~d 
fan~1es; and you wtll do more for an old woman whose pnme 
of hfe was not so happy or conciliating as it mi"ht have been, : 
than ever that old woman did for you." ~ : 

It was the first time I had heard my aunt refer to her past , 

I 
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history. There was a magnanimity in her quiet way of doing 
so, and of dismissing it, which would have exalt~d her in my 
respect and affection, if anything could. 

"All is agreed and understood between us now, Trot," said 
my aunt, "and we need talk of this no more. Give me a kiss, 
and we'll go to the Commons after breakfast to-morrow." 

We had a long chat by the fire before we went to bed. I 
slept in a room on the same Boor with my aunt's, and was a 
little disturbed in the course of the night by her knocking at 
my door as often as she was agitated by a distant sound of 
hackney-coaches or market-carts, and inquiring "if I heard the 
engines?" But towards morning she slept better, and suffered 
me to do so too. -

At about mid-day, we set out for tbe office of Messrs. 
Spenlow and Jerkins, in Doctors' Commons. My aunt, who 
had this other general opinion in reference to London, that 
every man she saw was a pickpocket, gave me her purse to 
carry for her, which had ten guineas in it and some silver. 

We made a pause at the toy-shop in Fleet Stree~ to see the 
giants of Saint Dunstan's strike upon the bells-we had timed 
our going, so as to catch them at it, at twelve o'clock-and 
then went on towards Ludgate Hill and St. Paul's Churchyard. 
We were crossing to the former place, when I found that my 
aunt greatly accelerated her speed, and looked frightened. I 
observed, at the same time, that a lowering ill-dressed man 
who had stopped and stared at us in passing, a little before, 
was coming so close after us as to brush against her. 

"Trot I My dear Trot ! " cried my aunt, in a terrified 
whisper, and pressing my arm. " I don't know what I am 
to do." 

"Don't be alarmed," said I. "There's nothing to be afraid 
of. Step into a shop, and I'll soon get rid of this fellow." 

"No, no, child!" she returned. "Don't speak to him for 
the world. I entreat, I order you ! " 

"Good Heaven, aunt I" said I. ''He is nothing but a 
sturdy beggar." 

''You don't know what he is!" replied my aunt. "You 
don't know who he is! You don't know what you say!" 

We had stopped in an empty doorway, while this was 
passing, and he had stopped too. 

" Don't look at him ! " said my aunt, as I turned my head 
indignantly, " but get me a coach, my dear, and wait for me in 
St. Paul's Churchyard." 

" Wait for you 1" I repeated. 
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"Yes," rejoined my aunt. "I must go alone. I must go 

with him." 
"With him, aunt? This man? " 
"I am in my senses,'' she replied, "and I tell you I tm1s/. 

Get me a coach ! n 

However much astonished I might be, I was sensible that 
I had no right to refuse compliance with such a peremptory 
command. I hurried away a few paces, and called a hackney 
chariot which was passing empty. Almost before I could 
let down the steps, my aunt sprang in, I don't know how, and 
the man followed. She waved her hand to me to go away, so 
earnestly, that, all confounded as I was, I turned from them at 
once. In doing so, I heard her say to the coachman, " Dr~ve 
anywhere I Drive straight on!" and presently the chanot 
passed me, going up the hill. 

What Mr. Dick had told me, and what I had supposed to 
be a delusion of his, now came into my mind. I could not 
doubt that this person was the person of whom he had made 
such mysterious mention, though what the nature of his hold 
upon my aunt could possibly be, I was quite unable to imagine. 
Afte: half an hour's cooling in the churchyard, I saw the 
chanot coming back. The driver stopped beside me, and my 
aunt was sitting in it alone. 

She. had not yet sufficiently recovered from her ncritation to 
be qmte pr_epared for the visit we had to make. Sl~e desired 
me to get mto the chariot, and to. tell the coachman to drive 
~!~7ly up and down a little while. She said no more, excep~ 
it, Y dear child, never ask me what it was, and don't refer to 
t~ld u~~l she had ~erfectly regained her composure, when she 
her .. she was qutte herself now, and we might get out. On 

. gtvtng me her purse, to pay the driver, I found that all the 
gu~~~~0';;r~~one, and only the loose silver r.emained. 
Before we h dmmons was approached by a httle low archway. · 
the no· t h taken many paces down the street beyond tt, 
softe ~ed!' t e cuy seemed to melt, as if by magic, into a 
us t~ethe "::n~e. A few dull courts and narrow ways brought 
•estibule :r Y·~~h~ed offices of S~enlow and J orkins; in the 
ceremony of wk tc ktemple, accesstble to pilgrims without the 
copyists. One n~~ :~g, thre~ or four clerks were at work as 
who wore a stiff b ese,. a httle dry man, sitting by himself, 
gingerbread, ros rtown Wl.g that looked as if it were made of 
sll!',nlow's room.• 0 recetve my aunt, and show u> into Mr. 

Mr. Spenlow's · C 
tn ourt, ma'am/' said the dry man; "it's 
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an Arches day; but it's close by, and I'll send for him 
directly.'' 

As we were left to look about us while Mr. Spenlow was 
fetched, I availed myself of the opportunity. The furnimre 
of the room was old-fashioned and dusty; and the green batze 
on the top of the writing·table had lost all its colour, and was 
as withered and pale a.s an old pauper. There were a great 
many bundles of papers on it, .some indorsed as Al.lega.tiOllli, 
and some (to my surprise) as Ltbels, and some a.s bemg m t~e 
Consistory Court, and some in the Arches Court, and some 1D 
the Prerogative Court, and some in the Admiralty Court, and 
some in the Delegates' Court; giving me occasion to wonder 
much, how many Courts there might be in the gross, and bow 
long it would take to understand them all. Besides these, 
there were sundry immense manuscript Books of Evidence 
taken on affidavit, strongly bound, and tied together in massive 
sets, a set to each cause, a.s if every cause were a history in ten 
or twenty volumes. All this looked tolerably expensive, I 
thought, and gave me an agreeable notion of a proctor's busi· 
ness. I wa.s casting my eyes with increasing complacency over 
these and many similar objects, when hasty footsteps were 
heard in the room outside, and Mr. Spenlow, in a black gown 
trimmed with white fur, came hurrying in, taking off his hat as 
he came. 

He was a little light-haired gentleman, with undeniable boots, 
and the stiffest of white cravats and shirt·collars. He was 
buttoned up mighty trim and tight, and must have taken a 
great deal of pains with his whiskers, which were accurately 
curled. His gold watch-chain was so massive, that a fancy 
came across me, that he ought to have a sinewy golden arm, 
to draw it out with, like those which are put up over the gold· 
beaters' shops. He was got up with such care, and was so 
stiff, that he could hardly bend himself; being obliged, when 

' be ~lanced at so~e papers on his desk, after sitting down in his 
• f~~p~~c~~ve hts whole body, from the bottom of his spine, 

I had previou~ly been presented by my aunt, and had been 
courteously rece1ved. He now said: 

"An.d so, Mr. Copperfield, you think of entering into our 
profess10n? I casually mentioned to Miss Trotwood when 1 
h~d the plea.su_re ?f an intervic;w with ber the other' day,"­
wtth another mclinat:lon of bts body-Punch again-" that 
there w~ a vacancy here. Miss Trotwood was good enough 
to ment:lon that she bad a nephew who was her peculiar care, 



1Jav1d Copperheld 
and for whom she was seeking to provide genteelly in life. 
That nephew, I believe, I have now the pleasure of"-Punch 
again. 

I bowed my acknowledgments, and said, my aunt had 
mentioned to me that there was that opening, and that I 
believed I should like it verv much. That I was strongly 
inclined to like it, and had taken immediately to the propo~al. 
That I could not absolutely pledge myself to like it, unttl I 
knew something more about it. That although it was little 
else than a matter of form, I presumed I should have an 
opportunity of trying how I liked it. before I bound myself to 
it mevocably. . 

"Oh surely! surely I" said Mr. Spenlow. •· We always, m 
this house, propose a month-an initiatory month. I should 
be happy, myself, to propose two months·- three-an indefinite 
period, in fact-but I have a partner. ~[r. Jorkins." 

''And the premium, sir/' I returned, "is a thousand 
poundo?" 

"And the prentium, Stamp included, is a thousand pounds," 
said Mr. Spenlow. "As I have mentioned to Miss Trotwood, 
I am actuated by no mercenarv considerations ; few men are 
less so, I believe; but Mr. j01ltins has his opinions on these 
subjects, and I am bound to respect Mr. J orkins's opinions. 
Mr. Jorktns thinks a thousand pounds too little, in short." 
. :• I suppose, sir," said 1, still desiring to spare my aunt, "that 
rt IS not the custom here, if an articled clerk were particularly 
useful, and made himself a perfect master of his profession-" 
~.could not help blushing, this looked so like praising myself--

! suppose tt IS not the custom, in the later years of his time, 
to allow him any-" 

Mr. Spenlow, by a great effort, just lifted his head far enough 
out of his cravat, to shake it, and answered, .:mticipatin(T the 
word "salary.11 0 

:• No. I will not say what consideration I might give to that · 
f,0:~~~::~\·e~~r. Copperfield, if I were unfettered. ~Jr. Jorkins 

BIt 7~ quite dismayed by the idea of this terrible Jerkins. 
\ te~lper~~~~t 0~~ afterwards that he w~s a mild man of a heavy 

in the back ; ose place rn the busmess was to keep himself 
most obdu~a~und~tnd ~e constantly exhibited by name as the 
salary raised ~I an ~t less of me.n. If a clerk wanted his 
If a client ~e~e\i~~~ms would~'t hsten to such a proposition. 
resolved to have 't o~ett\e h1s btU of costs, Mr. Jorkins was 

1 pat ; and however painful these things 
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might be (and always were) to the feelings of Mr. Spenlow, Mr. 
Jork\ns would have his bond •. The heart and hand of the good 
angel Spenlow would have been always open, but for the 
restraining demon Jorkins. As I have grown older, I think 
I have had experience of some other houses doing busin~ss on 
the principle of Spenlow and Jorkins I. 

It was settled that I should begin my month's probation as 
soon as I pleased, and that my aunt need neither remain in 
town nor return at its expiration, as the articles of agreement 
of which I was to be the subject, could easily be sent to her at 
home for her signature. When we had got so far, Mr. Spenlow 
offered to take me into Court then and there, and show me 
what sort of place it was. As I was willing enough to know, 
we went out with this object, lea•·ing my aunt behind; who 
would trust hersl:!lf, she said, in no such place, and who, I 
think, regarded all Courts of Law as a sort of powder·mills that 
might blow up at any time. 

Mr. Spenlow conducted me through a paved courtyard formed 
of grave brick houses, which I inferred, from the Doctors' names 
upon the doors, to be the official abiding-places of the learned 
ad vacates of whom Steerforth had told me ; and into a large 
dull room, not unlike a chapel to my thinking, on the left hand. 
The upper part of this room was fenced off from the rest ; and 
there, on the two sidi:!S of a raised platform of the horse-shoe 
form, sitting on easy old·fashioned dining-room· chairs, were 
sundry gentlemen in red gowns and grey wigs, whom I found 
to be the lloctors aforesaid. Blinking over a little desk like a 
pulpit-desk, in the curve of the horse-shoe, was an old gentle· 
man, whom, if I had seen him in an aviary, I should certainly 
have taken for an owl, but who, I learned, was the presiding 
judge. In the spac~ within the horse·shoe, lower than thes.,, 
that is to say on about the level of the floor, were sundry other 
gentlemen of Mr. Spenlow's rank, and dressed like him in black 
gowns with white fur upon them, sitting at a long green table. 

• Their cravats were in general stiff, I thought, and their looks 
haughty; but in this last respect, I presently conceived I had done 
them an injustice, for when two or three of them bad to rise and 
answer a question of the presiding dignitary, I ntver saw any­
thing more sheepish. The public, represented by a boy with 
a comforter, and a shabby-genteel man secretly eating crumbs 
out of his coat pockets, was warming itself at a s1ove in the 
centre of the Court. The languid stillness of the place was 
only broken by the chirping of this lire and by the voice of 
one of the Doctors, who was wandering slowly through a 
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perfect library of evidence, and stopping to put up, from time 
to time at little road<ide inns of argument on the JOUrney. 
Altogether, I have ne,•er, on any occasion, made one at such 
a cosey, dosey, old-fashioned, time-forgotten, sleepy-he~ded 
little family-party in all my life; and I felt It would be quite a 
soothing opiate to belong to it in any character-except perhaps 
as a suitor. 

Very well satisfied with the dreamy nature of this retre~t, I 
informed Mr. Spenlow that I had seen enough for that trme, 
and we rejoined my aunt ; in company with whom I presently 
departed from the Commons, feeling very young when I w~nt 
out of Spenlow and Jerkins's, on account of the clerks pokmg 
one another with their pens to point me out, 

We arrived at Lincoln's Inn Fields without any new adventures, 
except encountering an unlucky donkey in a costermonger's 
cart, who suggested painful associations to my aunt. We had 
another long talk about my plans, when we were safely 
housed; and as I knew she was anxious to get home, and, 
between fire, food, and pickpockets, could never be considered 
at her ease for half-an-hour in London, I urged her not to be 
uncomfortable on my account, but to leave me to take care of 
myself. 

"I have not been here a week to-morrow, without considering 
that too, roy dear," she returned. "There is a furnished little 
set of chambers to be let in the Adelphi, Trot, which ought to 
sutt you to a marveV' . 

With this brief introduction, she produced from her pocket 
an advertrse':'ent, carefully cut out of a newspaper, setting forth 
that_m Buckmgha~ Street in the Adelphi there was to be let 
fumtshed, wrth a VIew of the river, a singularly desirable and 
c~mpact set of chambers, forming a genteel residence for a 
Y ung _gentt:ma~, a member of one of the Inns of Court, or 
otherwrse, with Immediate possession. Terms moderate, and 
co?,1~ be tak_en. for a month _only, if required. 

Vhy, thrs Is the_ ~ery thmg, aunt!" said I, flushed with the 
P<l;,stble drgmty of hvmg in chambers. 

Then come " replied · · · h bonaet sh h d . my aunt, Immedrately resutnmg t e 
look at 'e~." a a minute before laid aside. "We'll go and 

Away we went Th d . 
to Mrs. Cru p 0~ th e a venrsement directed us to apply 
which we su p osed e premrses, and we rung the area bell, 
not until w/[ad to commumcate with Mrs. Crupp. It was 
on Mrs. Crupp to rung thre_e or four times that we could prevail 

communrcate with us, but at last she appeared, 
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being a stout lady with a fioimce of flannel pethcoot below a 
nankeen gown. 

"Let us see these chambers of yours, if you please, ma'am," 
said my aunt. 

" For this gentleman 1" said Mrs. Crupp, feeling in her 
pocket for her keys. 

"Yes, for my nephew," said my aunt. 
"And a sweet set they is for sich ! " said Mrs. Crupp. 
So we went up-stairs. 
They were on the top of the house-a great point with my 

aunt, being near the fire-escape-and consisted of a little 
half-blind entry where you could see hardly anything, a little 
stone-blind pantry where you could see nothing at ail, a sitting· 
room, and a bedroom. The furniture was rather faded, but 
quite good enough for me ; and, sure enough, the river was 
outside the windows. 

As I was delighted with the place, my aunt and Mrs. Crupp 
withdrew into the pantry to discuss the terms, while I remained 
on the sitting-room sofa, hardly daring to think it possible that I 
could be destined to live in such a noble residence. After 
a single combat of some duration they returned, and I saw, to 
my joy, both in Mrs. Crupp's countenance and in my aunt's, 
that the deed was done. 

"Is it the last occupant's furniture?" inquired my aunt 
" Yes, it is, ma'am," said Mrs. Crupp. 
" What's become of him 1 " asked my aunt. 
Mrs. Crupp was taken with a troublesome cough, in the 

midst of which she articulated with much difficulty. " He was 
took ill here, ma'am, and-ugh ! ugh I ugh I dear me l-and 
he died!" 

"Hey! What did he die of?" asked my aunt 
"Well, ma'am, he died of drink," said Mrs. Crupp, in 

confidence. "And smoke." 
"Smoke? You don't mean chimneys 1" said my aunt. 
"No, ma'am," returned Mrs. Crupp. "Cigars and pipes." 
"That's not catching, Trot, at any rate," remarked my 

aunt, turning to me. 
"No, indeed," said I. 
In short, my aun~ seeing how enraptured I was with the 

premises, took them for a month, with leave to remain for 
twelve months when that time was out. Mrs. Crupp was to 
lind linen, and to cook; every other necessary was already 
provided ; and Mrs. Crupp expressly intimated that she should 
always yearn towards me as a son. I was to take possession 
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the day after to-morrow, and Mrs. Crupp said, thank Heaven 
she had now found summun she could care for! 

On our way back, my aunt informed me how she confidently 
trusted that the life I was now to lead would make me firm 
and self-reliant, which was all I wanted. She repeated this 
several times next day, in the intervals of our arranging for the 
transmi>sion of my clothes and books from Mr. 1\'ickfie\d's; 
relative to which, and to all my late holiday, I wrote a long 
letter to Agnes, of which my aunt took charge, as she was 
to leave on the succeeding day. Not to lengthen these par· 
ticulars, I need only add, that she made a handsome provision 
for all my pos<ible wants during my month of trial; that 
Steerforth, to my b"eat diS3ppointment and hers too, did not 
make his appearance before she went away; that I saw her 
safely seated in the !Jover coach, exulting in the com1ng 
discomf•ture of the vagrant donkeys, with Janet at her side; 
and that when the coach was c:one, I turned my face to the 
Adelphi, pondering on the old days when I used to roam about 
its subterranean arches, and on the happy changes which had 
brought me to the surface. 

CHAPTER XXIV 

,\IV HRST HI~.SIPA TION 

IT was a wonderfully fine thing to have that lofty castle to 
1~yself, and to tee\, when I shut my outer door, like Robinson 
Crusoe, when he ha~ got into his fortification, and pulled 
hts ladder up alte: hun. It was a wonderfully fine thing to 
walk about town w1th the ke-y of my house in my pocket, and to 
kn9w that I could ask any fellow to come home, and make 
qune sure of 1ts betng mconvenient to nobody, if it were not so 
to me. It was a wonderfully fine thing to let myself in and out, 
and to come up and go without a word to any one and to ring 
~Irs. Crupp up, gasping, from the depths of the C:.rth, when 1 
wanted her-and when she was disposed to come, All thiS, 
I say, was wonde~ful\y tine; but 1 must say, too, that there 
were t1m~s when It WJ.S _very dreary. . 

It was fine m the mornmg, particularly in the tine morntngs. 
It looked a very fresh, free life, by daylight : still fresher, and 
mort;: tree, by sunhght But as the day declined, the life seemed 
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to go down too. I don't know how it was ; it seldom looked 
well by candle-light. I wanted somebody to talk to, then. I 
missed Agnes. I found a tremendous blank, in the place 
of that smiling repository of my confidence. Mrs. Crupp 
appeared to be a long way off. I thought about my prede­
cessor, who had died of drink and smoke; and I could have 
wished he had been so good as to live, and not bother me with 
his decease. 

After two days and nights, I felt as if I had lived there for a 
year, and yet I was not an hour older, but was quite as much 
tormented by my own youthfulness as ever. 

Steerforth not yet appearing, which induced me to apprehend 
that he must be ill, I left the Commons early on the third day, 
and walked out to Highgate. .Mrs. Steerforth was very glad to 
see me, and said that he had gone away with one of his Oxford 
friends to see another who lived near St. Albans, but that 
she expected him to return to-morrow. I was so fond of him, 
that 1 fdt quite jealous or his Oxford friends. 

As she pressed me to stay to dinner, I remained, and I believe 
we talked about nothing but him all day. I told her how much 
the people liked him at Yarmouth, and what a delightful 
companion he had been. :'>!iss Dartle was full of hints and 
mysterious questions, but took a great interest in all our pro­
ceedings there, and said," Was it really though?" and so forth, 
so often, that she got everything out of me she wanted to know. 
Her appearance was exactly what I have described it, when 
I first saw her ; but the society of the two ladies was so agree­
able, and came so natural to me, that I felt myself falling 
a little in love with her. 1 could not help thinking, several 
times in the course of the evening, and particularly when I 
walked home at night, what delightful company she would be 
in Buckingham Street. 

I was taking my coffee and roll in the morning, before going 
to the Commons-and I may observe in this place that it 
is surprising how much coffee Mrs. Crupp used, and how weak 
it was, considering-when Steerforth himself walked in, to my 
·unooundcd joy. 

" i\Iy dear S•<;erforth," cried I, "I began to think I should 
never see you a.;;;a.tn ! " 

" I was c~aied off, •by force of arms," said Steerforth, " the 
very next morning after I got home. Why, Daisy, what a rare 
old bachelor you are here ! " 

! showed him over the establishment, not omitting the pantry, 
with no little pride, and he commended it highly. " I tell 
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you what, old boy," he add,ed, "I shall make q.ui,~e a town·house 
of this place, unless you gl\·e me nouce to qUit . . 

This was a delightful heanng. I told htm tf he watted 
for that he would have to watt till doomsday. 

"But' you shall have some breakfast I" said I, with my hand 
on the hell·rope " and ~Irs. Crupp shall make you some 
fresh coffee, and I'll toast you some bacon in a bachelor's 
Dutch·oven that I have got here." 

"No, no!" said Steerforth. "Don't ring I ~can't! ~ am 
going to breakfast with one of these fellows who IS at the P1azza 
Hotel, in Covent Garden." 

"But you'll come back to dinner?" said I. . 
"I can\ upon my life. There's nothing I should like 

better, but I must remain with the;e two fellows. We are all 
three off together to-morrow morning." 

"Then brin~ them here to dinner," I returned. "Do you 
think they would come?" 

"Oh! they would come fast enough," said Steerforth; "but 
we should inconvenience you. You had better come and d1ne 
with us somewhere./) 

I would not by any means comcnt to this, for it occurred to 
me that I really ought to have a little house-warming, and that 
there never could be a better opportunity. I had a new pnde 
in my rooms after his approl'al of them, and burned w1th a 
desire to develop their utmost resources. I therefore made 
him promise positively in the names of his two friends, and we 
appointed six o'clock as the dinner·hour. 

\\'hen he was gone, I rang for Mrs. Crupp, and acquainted 
her with my desperate design. ~Irs. Crupp said, in the first 
place, of course it was well known she couldn't be expected to 
wait, but .she knew a handy young man, who she thought could 
oe prevailed upon to do it, and whose terms would be five 
shiilings, and what I pleased. I said, certainly we would have 
h1m. Next, Mrs. Crupp said it was clear she couldn't be in 
two place~ at once (which I felt to be reasonable), and that "a 
young gal" stationed in the pantry with a bedroom candle, 
there never. to desist fro!" washing plates, would be indispens• 
able. I s01d, what would be the expense of this young female I 
and Mrs. Crupp said she supposed eighteen-pence would 
neither make me nor break me. I said I supposed not; 
and that was settled. Then Mrs. Crupp said, Now about the 
dmner. 

It was a remarkable instance of want of forethought on the 
part of the ironmonger who bad made .Mrs. Crupp's kitchen 
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fireplace, that it was capable of cooking nothing but chops and 
mashed potatoes. As to a fish-kittle, Mrs. Crupp said, well I 
would I only come and look at the range? She couldn't say 
fairer than that. Would I come and look at it I As I should 
not have been much the wiser if I lwd looked at it, I declined, 
and said, ''Never mind fish." But Mrs. Crupp said, Don't say 
that; oysters was in, why not them ? So tl1al was settled. 
Mrs. Crupp then said what she would recommend would be 
this. A pair of hot roast fowls-from the pastry-cook's; a dish 
of stewed beef, with vegetables-from the pastry-cook's; two 
little corner things, as a raised pie and a dish of kidneys-from 
the pastry-cook's; a tart, and (if I liked) a shape of jelly­
from the pastry-cook's. This, Mrs. Crupp said, would leave 
her at full liberty to concentrate her mind on the potatoes, and 
to serve up the cheese and celery as she could wish to see it done. 

I acted on Mrs. Crupp's opinion, and gave the order at the 
pastry-cook's myself. Walking along the Strand, afterwards, 
and observing a hard mottled substance in the window of a 
ham and beef shop, which resembled marble, but was labelled 
"Mock Turtle," I went in and bought a slab of it, which I 
have since seen reason to believe would have sufficed for fifteen 
people. This preparation, Mrs. Crupp, after some difficulty, 
consented to warm up; and it shrunk so much in a liquid sltlte, 
that we found it what Steerforth called "rather a tight fit" for 
four. 

These preparations happily completed, I bought a little dessert 
in Covent Garden Market, and gave a rather extensive order 
at a retail wine-merchant's in that vicinity. When I came home 
in the afternoon, and saw the bottles drawn up in a square on 
the pantry·fioor, they looked so numerous (though there were 
two missing, which made Mrs. Crupp very uncomfortable), that 
I was absolutely frightened at them. 

One of Steerforth's friends was named Grainger, and the 
other Markham. They were both very gay and lively fellows; 
Grainger, something older than Steerforth; Markham, youthful­
looking, and I should say not more than twenty. I observed 
that the latter always spoke of himself indefinitely, as "a man," 
and seldom or never in the first person singular. 

"A man might get on very well here, Mr. Copperfield," said 
Markham-meaning himself. 

"It's not a bad situation," said I, "and the rooms are reaJJy 
commodious.~~ ~ 

"I hope you have both brought appetites with you 1" said 
Steerfortb. 
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"Upon my honour~'' returned ~Iarkham, "town seems to 

sharpen a man's appettte. ,\ man is hungry all day long. A 
m:m is p~rpet\Htlly eating." 

Being a little embarrassed at first, and feeling much too 
young to preside, I made Steerforth take the head of the .table 
when dinner was announced, and seated myself oppoSite to 
him. Everything was very good ; we did not spare the wine ; 
and he eserted himself so brilliantly to make the thing pa>S off 
well, that there was no pause in our festivity. I was not quite 
such good company during d:nner as I could have wished to 
be, for my chair was opposite the door, and my attention was 
distracted by observiug that the handy young man went out of 
the room very often, and that his shadow always presented 
itself, immediately afterwards, on the wall of the entry, with a 
bottle at its mouth. The "young gal" likewise occasioned me 
some uneU'iness: not so much by neglecting to wash the 
plates, as by breaking them. For being of an inquisitive 
disposition, and unable to coniine herself (as her positive in­
structions were) to the pantry, she was constantly peering in at 
us, and comtantly imagining herself detected: in whi•·h belief, 
she several time' retired upon the plates (wi•h which she had 
carefully paved the floor), and did a great deal of destruction. 

These, however, were small drawbacks, and easily forgotten 
when the cloth was cleared, and the dessert put on the table i 
at which period of the entertainment the handy young man 
was diScovered to be speechless. Giving him private direc­
tions to seek the society of Mrs, Crupp, and to remove the 
"y_oung gal" to the basement al>o, 1 abandoned myself to 
enJovment. 

1 began, by being singuhrly cheerful and light-hearted; all 
sorts of half. forgotten things to talk about, came rushing into 
my mmd, and made me hold forth in a most unwonted manner. 
I laughed heartily at my own jokes, and everybody else's; called 
Steerforth to order for not passing the wine; made several 
engagements to go to Oxford; announced that I meant to have 
a dinner~party exactly like that, once a week, until further 
nottce; and madly took so much snuff out of Grainaer's box, 
that 1 was obliged to go into the pantry, and have a private fit 
of sneeztng ten mmutes long. 

I went on, by passing the wine faster and faster yet, and 
contmually starting up with a corkscrew to open more wine, 
long bdore any was needed, I proposed Steerforth's health. 
I satd he was m~ dearest friend, the protector of my boyhood, 
and the compamon of my prime, I said I was delighted to 
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propose his health. I said I owed him more obligations tho.n 
I could ever repay, and held him in a higher admiration than 
I could ever express. I finished by saying, "I'll ~ive you 
Steerforth! God bless him! Hurrah I" We gave lnm three 
times three, and another, and a good one to finish with. I 
broke my glass in going round the table to shake hands ~th 
him, and I said (in two words) '' Steerforth, you'rethegutdmg· 
starofmyexistence.'' 

I went on, by finding suddenly that somebody was in the 
middle of a song. 1\larkham was the singer, and he sang 
"When the heart of a man is depressed with care." He said, 
when he had sung it, he would give us "Woman!" I took 
objection to that, and I couldn't allow it. I said it was not a 
respectful way of proposing the toast, and I would never permil 
that toast to be drunk in my house otherwise than as "The 
Ladies ! " I was very high with him, mainly I think because I 
saw Steerforth and Grainger laughing at me-or at him-or at 
both of us. He said a man was not to be dictated to. I said 
a man was. He said a man was not to be insulted, then. I 
said he was right there-never under my roof, where the Lares 
were sacred, and the laws of hospitality paramount. He said 
it was no derogation from a man's dignity to confess that I was 
a devilish good fellow. I instantly proposed his health. 

Somebody was smoking. We were all smoking. I was 
smoking, and trying to suppress a rising tendency to shudder. 
Steerforth had made a speech about me, in the course of which 
I had been affected almost to tears. I returned thanks, and 
hoped the present company would dine with me to·morrow, and 
the day after-each day at five o'clock, that we might enjoy 
the pleasures of conversation and society through a long 
evening. I felt called upon to propose an individual. I 
would give them my aunt. Miss Betsey Trotwood, the best of 
her sex I 

Somebody was leaning out of my bedroom window, refresh· 
ing his forehead against the cool stone of the parapet, and 
feeling the air upon his face. It was myself. I was addressing 
myself as "Copperfield," and saying, " Why did you try to 
smoke? You might have known you couldn't do it." Now, 
somebody was unsteadily contemplating his features in the 
looking-glass. That was I too. I was very pale in the looking· 
glass; my eyes had a vacant appearance; and my hair-only 
my hair, nothing else-looked drunk. 

Somebody said to me, "Let us go to the theatre, Copper· 
field I" There was no bedroom before me, but again the 
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jingling table covered with glasses; the !•mp; Grainger. on my 
right hand, Markham on my left, and Steerforth oppos1te-all 
sitting in a mis~ and a long way off. The theatre I To be 
sure. The very thing. Come along! But they must excuse 
me if I saw everybody out first, and turned the lamp off-in 
case of fire. 

Owing to some confusion in the dark, the door was gone. I 
was feeling for it in the window-curtains, when Steerforth, 
laughing, took me by the arm and led me out. We went 
down-stairs, one behind another. Near the bottom, somebody 
fell, and rolled down. Somebody else said it was Copperfield. 
I was angry at that faloe report, until, finding myself on my 
back in the passage, I began to thmk there might be some 
foundation for it. 

A verr foggy night, with great rings round the lamps in 
the streets ! There was an indistinct talk of its being wet. 
I considered it frosty. Steerforth dusted me under a lam!" 
post, and put my hat into shape, which somebody produced 

~ from somewhere in a most extraordinary manner, for I hadn't 
f had it on before. Steerforth then said, "You are all right, 

Copperfield, are you not I" and I told him, "Neverberrer." 
A man, sitting in a pigcon-hole·place, looked out of the fog, 

and took money fro~ somebody, inquiring if I was one of the 
gentlemen paid for, and appearing rather doubtful (as I re· 
member in the glimpse I had of him} whether to take the 
money for me or not. Shortly afterwards, we were very high 
up in a very hot theatre, looking down into a large pi~ that 
seemed to me to smoke; the people with whom it was 
crammed were so indistinct. There was a great stage, too, 
looking very clean and smooth after the streets ; and there 
were pc,ople upon it, talking about something or other, but 
not at all intelligibly. There was an abundance of bright 
lights, and there was music, and there were ladie' down in 
the boxes, and 1 don't know what more. The whole building 
looked to me as if it were learnina to swim· it conducted 
itself in such an unaccountable ;;,aoner wheo I tried to 
steady it. ' 

On somebody's motion, we resolved to go down-stairs to 
the dress-boxes, where the ladies were. A gentleman loungtng, 
full dressed, on a sofa, wah an opera-glass in his hand, passed 
before ~y view, and also my own figure at full length in a 
glass. 1 hen I was bemg ushered into one of these boxes, 
and found m~self saJ:ing something as I sat down, and people 
about me crymg " S1lence I " to somebody, and ladies cast!Og 
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indignant glances at me, and-what ! yes !-Agnes, sitting 011 
the seat before me, in the same box, with a lady and gentleman 
beside her, whom I didn't know. I see her face now, better 
than l did then, I dare say, witb its indelible look of regret 
and wonder turned upoh me. 

"Agnes I'' I said, thickly, "Lorblessmer I Agnes I" 
"Hush I Pray I» she answered, I could not conceive why. 

"You disturb the company. Look at the stage I" 
I tried, on her injunction, to fix it, and to hear something of 

what wa.s going on there, but quite in vain. I looked at h~r 
again by·and·bye, and saw her shrink into her comer, and put 
her gloved hand to her forehead 

"Agnes I" I said "I'mafraidyou'renorwell" 
"Yes, yes. Do not mind me, Trotwood,» sbe returned. 

" Listen ! Are you going away soon ? " 
" Amigoarawaysoo?" I repeated. 
11 Yes." 
I bad a stupid intention of replying that I was going to 

wait, to hand her down-stairs. I suppose I expressed it 
somehow ; for, after she had looked at me attentively for a 
little while, she appeared to understand, and replied in a 
low tone: 

" I know you will do a.s I a.sk you, if I tell you I am very 
earnest in it. Go away now, Trotwood, for my sake, and 
ask your friends to take you home." 

She had so far improved me, for the time, that though I 
was angry with her, I felt ashamed, and with a short 
"Goori I " (which I intended for "Good-night I") got up and 
went a1vay. They followed, and I stepped at once out of the 
box-door into my bedroom, where only Steerforth wa.s with 
me, helping me to undress, and wbere I was by turns telling 
bim that Agnes wa.s my sister, and adjuring him to bring the 
corkscrew, that 1 might open another bottle of wine. 

How somebody, lying in my bed, lay saying and doing all 
this over again, at cross purposes, in a feverish dream all night 
-the bed a rocking sea that was never still! How, as that 
somebody slowly settled down into myself, did I begin to 
parch, and feel as if my outer covering of skin were a bard 
board ; my tongue the bottom of an empty kettle, Cuned 
with long service, and burning up over a slow tire; tbe 
palms of my hands, bot plates of metal which no ice could 
cool! 

But the agony oC mind, the remorse, and shame I felt, 
when I became conscious next day I My horror of having 
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committed a thousand offences I had forgotten, and which 
nothing could ever expiate-my recollection of that indelible 
look which ,\gnes had given me-the tortunng tmposstbthty 
of communicating with her, not knowing, Beast that I was, 
h"w she came to be in London, o~ where she stayed-my 
di<gust of the very stght of the room where the revel h~d been 
held-my racking head-the smell of smoke, the stght of 
glasses, the impu:;sibdity of going out, or even gdting up! 
Oh, what a d.\)' it was! 

Oh, what an evenin~, when I sat down by my ftre to a basin 
of mutton broth, dimpled all over with fat, and thought I was 
going the way of my predcce~>or, and should succeed to his 
dismal story ?S well as to his chambers, and had half a mind 
to rush express to Dover and reveal all! \\hat an eventng, 
when ~Irs. Crupp, coming in to take away the broth-basin, 
produced one ktdney on a cheese plate as the entire rcmams of 
yesterd.ty's feast, and I was n·ally inclined to fall upon her 
nankeen breast. and say, in heartfelt penitence, "Oh, :>Irs. 
Crupp, 'Irs. Crupp. never mind the broken meats! I am very 
mtserable! "-only that I doubted, even at that pa.~s, tf 1\lrs, 
Cropp were quite the sort of woman to confide in! 

CHAPTER XXV 

GOOO AND BAD ANGF:I..S 

I WAS going out atmydoor on the morning after that deplorable 
cia): of. headache, stckness, and repentance, with an odd co~· 
fuSion •n ~": mmd relative to the date of my dinner-party, as tf 
a body of fttans had taken an enormous lever and pushed the 
day before yesterday some months back, when I saw a ticket· 
porter coming up-stairs, with a letter in his hand. He was 
taking his time about his errand then· but when he sa1v me on 
the top of the staircase, lookin•,' at hit~ over the banisters, he 
~wung into a trot, and came up panting, as if he had run hi'.!!self 
tnto a state of eshaustion, 

"T, Coppertield, EsqUJre," said the ticket-porter, touching 
his hat with his little cane. 

I could scarcely lay claim to the name: I was so disturbed 
hy the r~nviction that the letter came from Agnes. Howev~r, 
I told h•m I was T. Copptr!leld, Esquire, and he believed It, 
and g•ve me the letter, which he said required an answer. I 
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shut him out on the landing to wait for the answer, and went 
into my chambers again,- in such a nervous state that I was 
fain to lay the letter down on my breakfast-table, and familiarise 
myself with the outside o( it a little, before I could resolve to 
break the seal. 

I found, when I did open it, that it was a very kind note, 
containing no reference to my condition at the theatre. All it 
said was, "My dear Trotwood. I am staying at the house of 
papa's agent, Mr. \l'aterbrook, in Ely-place, Holborn. Will 
you come and see me to-day, at any time you like to appoint? 
Ever yours affectionately, AGNES." 

It took me such a long time to write an answer at all to my 
satisfaction, that I don't know what the ticket-porter can have 
thought, unless he thought I was learning to write. I must 
have written half·a·dozen answers at least. I began one, " How 
can I ever hope, my dear Agnes, to efface'"from your remem· 
brance the disgusting impression "-there I didn't like it, and 
then I tore it up. I began another, " Shakspeare has observed, 
my dear Agnes, how strange it is that a man should put an 
enemy into his mouth "-that reminded me of Markham, and 
it got no farther. I even tried poetry. I began one note, in 
a six·sylbble line, "Oh, do not remember "-but that associated 
itself with the fifth of November, and became an absurdity. 
Arter many attempts, I wrote," My dear Agnes. Your letter 
is like you, and what could I say of it that would be higher 
praise than that? I will come at four o'clock. Affectionately 
and sorrowfully, T. C." With this missive (which I was in 
twenty ·minds at once about recalling, as soon as it was out of 
my hands), the ticket-porter at last departed. 

If the day were half as tremendous to any other professional 
gentleman in Doctors' Commons as it was to me, I sincerely 
believe he 111ade sam~ expiation for his share in that rotten old 
ecclesiastical cheese. Although I l.rt the office at half-past 
three, and was prowling about the place of appointment within 
a few minutes afterwards, the appointed time was exceeded by 
a full quarter of an hour, according to the clock of St. Andrew's, 
Holl¥Jrn, before I could muster up sufficient desperation to 
pull the private bell-handle let into the left-hand door-post of 
Mr. \\'aterbrook's house. 

The professional business of Mr. Waterbrook's establishment 
was done on the ground floor, and the genteel business (of 
which there was a good deal) in the upper part of the building. 
I was shown into a pretty but rather close drawing-room, and 
there sat Agnes, netting a purse. 
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She looked so quiet and good, and reminded me so strongly 

of my airy fresh school·days at Canterbury, and the sodden, 
smoky, stupid wretch I had been the other night, that, nobody 
being by, I yielded to my self.reproach and shame, and-in 
short, made a fool of myself. I c.1nnot deny that I shed tears. 
To this hour J am undecided whether it was upon the whole 
the wisest thing I could have done, or the most ridiculous. 

" If it had been any one but you, Agnes," said I, turning 
away my head, "I should not have minded it half so much. 
But that it should have been you who saw me! I almost wish 
I had been dead, first." 

She put her hand-its touch was like no other hand-upon 
my arm for a moment; and I felt so befriended and comforted, 
that I could not help moving it to my lips, and gratefully 
kis~ing it. 

"Sit down," said Agnes, cheerfully. "Don't be unhappy, 
Trotwood. If you cannot conlidently trust me, whom "ill you 
trust?" 

h Ah, Agnes!'' I returned. ''You are my good An£:01!" 
She smiled rather sadly, I thought, and shook her bead. 
"Yes, Agnes, my good Augell Always my good Angel!" 
u If I were, indeed, Trotwood," she returned, "there is one 

thing that I should set my heart on very much." 
I looked at her inquiringly; but already with a foreknowledge 

of her meaning. 
" On warning you," said Agnes, with a steady glance, 

"agamst your bnd Angel.'' 
'' ~ly dear Agnes," I began, "if you mean Steerforth-" 
'' I do, Trotwood," she returned. 
"Then, Agnes, you wrong him very much. He my bad 

An~el, or any one's I He, anything but a guide, a support, 
and a friend to me ! My dear Agnes I Now, is it not unjust, 
and unlike you, to judge him from what you saw of me the other 
oi.,.ht ?" · 
~.I do not judge him from what I saw of you the other night," 

she quietly replied. 
"From what, then?" 
"From many things-trifles in themselves, but they do Mt 

seem to me to be so, when they are put together. I judge h1m, 
partly fr~m your account of him, Trotwood, and your character, 
and the mftuence he has over you." 

There was always something in her modest voice that seemed 
· to touch a chord within me, answering to that sound alone. It 

was always earnest; but when it was very earnest, as it was now, 
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there was a thrill in it that quite subdued me. I s.~t looking 
at her as she cast her eyes down on her work ; I sat seeming 
still to listen to her; and Steerforth, in spite of all my attach· 
ments to him, darkened in that tone. 

"It is very bold in me," said Agnes, looking up again, "who 
have lived in such seclusion, and can know so little of the 
world, to give you my advice so confidently, or even to have 
this strong opinion. But I know in what it is engendered, 
Trotwood,-in how true a remembrance of our having grown 
up together, and in how true an interest in all relating to you. 
It is that which makes me bold, I am certain that what I say 
is right. I am quite sure it is. I feel is if it were some one 
else speaking to you, and not I, when l caution you that you 
have made a dangerous friend." 

Again I looked at her, again I listened to her after she was 
silent, and again his image, though it was still fixed. in my 
heart, darkened. 

"I am not .so unreasonable as to expect," said Agnes, 
resuming her usual tone, after a little while, "that you will, or 
that you can, at once, change any sentiment that has become 
a conviction to you ; least of all a sentiment that is rooted in 
your trusting disposition. You ought not hastily to do that. 
I only ask you, Trotwood, if you el'er 'think of me-l mean," 
with a quiet smile, for I was going to interrupt her, and she 
knew why, "as often as you think of me-to think of what I 
have said. Do you forgive me for all this?" 

"I will forgive you, Agnes," I replied, "when you come to 
do Steerforth justice, and to like him as well as I do." 

"Not until then 1" said Agnes. 
I saw a passing •had ow on her face when I made this mfjlltion 

of him, but she returned my smile, and we were again as 
unreserved in our mutual confidence as of old. 

"And when, Agnes," said I, "will you forgive me the other 
night?" 

"When I recall i~" said Agnes. 
She would have dismissed the subject so, but I was too full 

of it to allow that, and insisted on telling her how it happened 
that I had disgraced myself, and what chain of accidental 
circumstances had had the theatre for its final link. It was a 
great relief to me to do this, and to enlarge on the obligation 
that I owed to Steerforth for his care of me when I was unable 
to take care of myself. 

"You must not forget," said Agnes, calmly changing the con­
versation as soon as I had concluded, "that you are always to 
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tell me, not only when you fall into trouble, but when you fall 
in love. \\'ho has succeeded to Miss Larkins, Trotwood I" 

"No one. Agnes. 11 

"Some one, Trotwood," said Agnes, laughing, and holding 
up her finger. 

"No, Agnes, upon my word I There is a lady, certainly, at 
lllrs. Steerforth's house, who is very clever, and whom I like to 
talk to-Miss Dartle-but I don't adore her." 

Agnes laughed again at her own penetration, and told me 
that if I were faithful to her in my confidence she thought she 
should keep a little register of my violent attachments, with the 
date, duration, and termination of each, like the table of the 
reigns of the kings and queens, in the History of England. 
Then she asked me if I had seen Uriah. 

"Uriah Heepl" said I. "No. Is he in London?" 
"He comes to the office down·stairs, every day," returned 

Agnes. "He was in London a week before me. I am afraid 
on disagreeable business, Trotwood." 

" On some business that nulkes you uneasy, Agnes, I see," 
said I. "What can that be ? " 

Agnes laid aside her work, and replied, folding her hands 
upon one another, and looking pensively at me out of those 
beautiful soft eyes of hers: 

" I believe he is going to enter into partnership with 
papa." 

"What? Uriah I That mean, fawning fellow, worm him· 
self mto such promotion ! " I cried, indignantly. "Have you 
made no remcnslrance about it, Agnes I Consider what a con· 
nexion it is likeiy to he. You must speak out. You must 
not allow your father to take such a mad step. You must 
prevent it, Agneii, while there's time.'' 

Still looking at me, Agnes shook her head while I was 
speaking, with a faint smile at my warmth; and then 
replied : · 

"You remember our last conversation about papa? It was 
not long after that-not more than two or three days-when he 
gaye me the first intimation of what I tell you. It was sad to 
see hlm struggling between his de>ire to represent it to me as .a 
matter of chOice on his part, and his inability to conceal that tt 
was forced upon him. I felt \'cry sorry." 

" Forced upon him, Agnes I· Who forces it upon him? " 
"Uriah," she replied, after a moment's hesitation, "has made 

himself indispensable to papa. He is subtle and watchful. He 
has mastered papa's weaknessts, fostered them, and taken 
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advantage of them, Ul')til-to say all that I mean in a word, 
Trotwood-until papa is afraid of him." 

There was more that she might have said; more that sb.e 
knew, or that she suspected ; I dearly saw. I could not give 
her pain by asking what it was, for I knew that she withheld 
it from me to spare her father. It had long been going on 
to this, I was sensible : yes, I could not but feel, on the least 

·reflection, that it had been going on to this for a long time. I 
remained silent. 

" His ascend3ncy over papa," said Agnes, " is very great. 
He professes humility and gratitude-with truth, perhaps: I 
hope so-but his position is really one of power, and I fear he 
makes a hard use of his power." 

I said he was a hound, which, at the moment, was a great 
satisfaction to me. 

"At the time I speak of, as the time when papa spoke to 
me," pursued Agnes, "he bad told papa that he was going 
away; that he was very sorry and unwilling to leave, but that 
he bad beuer prospects. Papa was very much d~pressed then, 
and more bowed down by care than ever you or I have seen 
him; but he seemed relieved by this expedient of the partner· 
ship, though at the same time he seemed hurt by it and 
ashamed of it." 

" And bow did you receive it, Agnes? • 
•• I did, Trotwood," she replied, "what I hope was right. 

Feeling sure that it was necessary for papa's peace that the 
sacrifice should be made, I entreated him to make it. I said 
it would lighten the load of his life-! hope it will !-and that 
it would give me increased opportunities of being his com· 
panion. Oh, Trotwood l" cried Agnes, putling her hands 
before her fate. as her tears started on it, " I almost feel as if 
I had been papa's enemy, instead of his loving child. For I 
know how he has altered, in his devotion to me. I know how 
he has narrowed the circle of his sympathies and duties, in the 
concentration of his whole mind upon me. I know what a 
multitude of things he has shut out for my sake, and how his 
anxious thoughts of me have shadowed his life, and welikened 
his strength and energy, by turning them always upon one 
idea. If I could ever set this right ! If I could ever work out 
his restoration, as I have so innocently been the cause of his 
decline l" 

1 had never before seen Agnes cry. I had seen tears in 
her eyes when I had brought new honours home from school, 
and 1 had se?n them there when we last spoke about her 
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father and I had seen her turn her gentle head aside when we 
took l~a.·e of one another ; but I had never seen her grieve like 
this. It made me so sorry that I could only say, in a foolish, 
helpless manner, "Pray, Agnes, don't! Don't, my dear sister.• 

But Agnes was too superior to me in character and purpose, 
as I know well now, whatever I might know or not know then, 
to be Ion~ in need of my entreaties. The beautiful, calm 
manner, which makes her so different in my remembrance from 
everybody else, came back again, as if a cloud had passed 
from a serene sky. 

"We are not likely to remain alone much longer," said 
Agnes ; "and while I have an opportunity, let me earnestly 
entreat you, Trotwood, to be friendly to Uriah. I.Jnn't repel 
him. Don't resent (as I think you have a general disposition 
to do) what may be uncongenial to you in him. He may not 
desen·e it, for we know no c~rtain ill of him. In any case, 
think tirst of papa and me ! " 

Agnes had no time to say more, for the room door opened, 
and Mrs. Waterbrook, who was a large lady-or who wore 
a large dress: I don't exactly know which,,for I don't know 
whirh was dress and which was lady~came sailing in. I had 
a dim recollection of having seen her at the theatre, as if I 
had seen her in a pale magic lantern; but she app•ared to 
r~member me perfectly, and still to suspect me of being in a 
state of intoxication. 

Finding by degrees, however, that I was sober, and (I hope) 
that I was a modest young gentleman, Mrs. Waterbrook 
softened towards me considerably, and inquired, firstly, ,if I 
went 01uch mto the parks, and secondly, if I went much mto 
society. ~n my replying to both these questions in the 
nc~a.t1vc, 11 occurred to me that I fell again in her ll?od 
op1mon ;, but she concealed the fact gracefully, and itmte<J 
me to dmner .next day, I accepted the invitation, and tool 
my leave, makmg a call on Uriah in the office as I went out 
and leaving a card for him in his absence. 

When I 1vcnt to dinner next day, and, on the street-doo 
bei~g. opened, plunged into a vapour-bath of haunch of m~tton 
~ dJV.med that ~ was not the only guest, for I immed1at~l 
1denufied the t.l~ket-porter in di;guise, assisting the famli 
sen·a.nt, and waJttng at the foot of the stairs to carry up m 
uan)e. He looked, to the best of his ability, when he aske 
me for it confidentially, as if he bad never seen me before 
but well did I know him, and well did be know me. ConscieD( 
made cowards of us both, 
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I found Mr. Waterbrook to be a middle-aged gentleman, 

with 11 short throat, and a good deal of shut-collar, who only 
wanted a black nose to be the portrait of a p~g-dog. He told 
me he was happy to have the honour of makmg my acquamt­
ance; and when I had paid my homage to Mrs. Water brook, 
presented me, with much' ceremony, to a very awful lady m 
a black velvet dress, and a great black velvet hat, whom 1 
remember as looking like a near relation of Hamlet's-say h1s 
aunt. 

Mrs. Henry Spiker was this lady's name; and her husband 
was there too: so cold a man, that his head, instead of being 
grey, seemed to be sprinkled with hoar-frost. Immense 
deference was shown to the Henry Spikers, male and female; 
which Agnes told me was on account of Mr. Henry Spiker 
being solicitor to something ot to somebody, I forget what or 
which, remotely connected with the Treasury. 

I found Uriah Heep among the company, in a suit of black, 
and in deep humility. He told me, when I shook hands with 
him, that he was proud to be noticed by me, and that he really 
felt obliged to me for my condescension. I could have wished 
he had been less obliged to me, for he hovered about me in 
his gratitude all the rest of the evening; and whenever l 
said a word to Agnes, was sure, with his shadowless eyes and 
cadaverous face, to be looking gauntly down upon us from 
behind. 

There were other guests-all iced for the occasion, as it 
struck me, like the wine. But there was one who attracted 
my attention before he came in, on account of my hearing him 
announced as Mr. Traddles I My mind flew back to Salem 
House;· and could it be Tommy, I thought, who used to draw 
the skeletons I 

I looked for Mr. Traddles with unusual interest. He was 
a so?er, steady lo?king young man of retiring manners, with a 
c0m1c head of hau, and eyes that were rather wide open · and 
he go: into an o~scure corner so soon, that I had some' diffi­
culty !n makmg h!m out. . At length I had a good view of him, 
and Clther my VISion deceiVed me, or it was the old unfortunate 
Tommy. 

I made my way to Mr. Waterbrook, and said that I believed 
· I had the pleasure of seeing an old schoolfello~ there 

"Indeed!" said Mr. Waterbrook, surprised. "Y~u are too 
young to have been at school with Mr. Henry Spiker?" 

"Oh,, I don't mean him I " I returned. " I mean the 
gentleman named Traddles." 
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"Oh! Aye, aye! Indeed I" said my host, with much 

diminished interest. "Possibly." , . 
''If it's really the same person/' said I, glancmg towar~s h1m, 

u it was at a place called Salem House wht:re we were together, 
and he was an excellent fellow." 

"Oh yes. Traddles is a good fellow," relllrned my host, 
nodding hts head wtth an air of toleration, "Tr~ddles ts qmte 
a good fellow." 

"It's a curious coincidence," said I. 
"It is rt:::.tlly,'' returned my host, "quite a coincid,_•nc.c, ~hat 

Traddles should be here at all: as Traddles was only 10\'\ted 
this morning, when the place at table, intended to be occupied 
by Mrs. Henry Spiker's brother, became vacant, Ill consequence 
of his indisposition. A very gcntlernanlr mati, Mrs. Henry 
Spiker's brother, ?llr. Copperfield.'' , , 

I murmured an assent, which was full of fe:eling, comadenng 
that I knew nothing at all about him; and I inquired what 
Mr. Traddles was by profes<ion, 

"Traddles~'· returned Mr. \Vaterbrook, 11 is a young man 
reading for the bar. \' es. He is quite a good fellow-
nobody's enemy but his own/' 

"Is he his own enemy?" said I, sorry to hc.1r this, 
"Well," returned Mr. \Vatcrbrook, pursing up his mouth, 

and playing with his watch-cham, in a comfortable, prosperous 
sort of way. "I should say he was one of those rnen who 
stand in their own light. Yes, I should say he would never, 
for example, be worth five hundred pound. Traddles was 
recommended to me by a profe"ional friend. Oh yes. \'es. 
He has a kind of talent for dra11 in~ brids, and statmg 
a ca"' in writing, plainly. I am able t~ throw something in 
Tmddl~s's way, in the course of the year; something-for him 
-cmtsrderable. Oh yes. Yes." ~ 

I was much impressed by the extremely comfortable and 
satisfied manner in which Mr. \Vaterbrook delivered himself of 
this little word " Yes," every now and then. There was 
wonderful expres<1on in it. It completely conveyed the idea 
of a man who had been born, not to suy with a silver spoon, 
but wttb •. scaltng-iadder, and had gone on mounting all the 
hetghts of life one after another, until now he looked, from the 
top of the fortiticati .. ns, with the eye of a philosopher and a 
patron, on the people down in the trenches. 

~[y reflections on this theme were still in progress when 
dinner was announced. Mr. Waterbrook went down wtth 
lLmlet's aunt. Mr. Henry Spiker took Mrs. Waterbrook. 
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Agnes, whom I should have liked to take .myself, was given 
to a simpering fellow with weak legs. Unah, Trnddles, and 
I, as the junior part of the company, went down las~, how we 
could. I was not so vexed at losing Agnes as I m•ght have 
been, since it gave me an opportunity of making myself known 
to Traddles on the stairs, who greeted me w1th great fervour: 
while Uriah writhed with such obtrusive satisfaction and self­
abasement, that I could gladly have pitched him over the 
banisters. 

Traddles and I were separated at table, being billeted in two 
remote corners: he in the glare of a red velvet lady; I, in the 
gloom of Hamlet's aunt. The dinner was very long, and the 
conversation was about the Aristocracy-and Blood. Mrs. 
Waterbrook repeatedly told us, that if she had a weakness, it 
was Blood. 

It occurred to me several times that we should have got on 
better, if we had not been quite so genteel. We were so 
exceedingly genteel, that our scope was very limited. A Mr. 
and Mrs. Gulpidge were of the party, who had something to do 
at second-hand (at least, Mr. Gulpidge had) with the law busi­
ness of the Bank ; and what with the Bank, and what with the 
Treasury, we were as exclusive as the Court Circular. To mend 
the matter, Hamlet's aunt had the family failing of indulging in 
soliloquy, and held forth in a desultory manner, by herself, on 
every topic that was introduced. These were few enough, to 
be sure; but as we always fell back upon Blood, she had as 
wide a field for abstract speculation as her nephew himself. 

We might have been a party of Ogres, the conversation 
assumed such a sanguine complexion. 

" I confess I am of Mrs. Waterbrook's opinion,'' said Mr. 
Waterbrook, with his wine-glass at his eye. "Other things are 
all very well in their way, but give me Blood!" 

"Oh! There is nothing," observed Hamlet's aunt "so 
satisfactory to one I There is nothing that is so much' one's 
bea11-idral of-of all that sort of thing, speaking generally. There 
are some low mmds (not many, I am happy to believe, but there 
are some) that would prefer to do what I should call bow down 
before idols. Positively Idols! Before services, intellec~ and 
so on. Bu~ these are intangible points. Blood is not so. We 
se~ Blood m a nose, and we know it. We meet with it in a 
chm, and we say, 'There it is I That's Blood!' It is an 
actual matter of fact. We point it out. It admits of no 
doubt." 

The simpering fellow with the weak legs who had taken 
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Agnes down, s~1ted the question more decisively yet, I 
thought. 

"Oh, you know, deuce take it," said this gentleman, looking 
round the board with an imbecile smile, "we can't forego 
Blood, you know. We must have Blood, you know. Some 
young fellows, you know, may be a little behind their station, 
perhaps, in point of education and behaviour, and may go a 
little wrong, you know, and get themselves and other people 
into a variety of fixes-and all that-but deuce take it, it's 
delightful to reflect that they've got Blood in 'em. Myself, I'd 
mher at any time be knocked down by a man who had got 
JHood in him, than I'd be picked up by a man who hadn't!" 

This sentiment, as compressing the general question into a 
nutshell, gave the utmost satisfaction, and brought the gentle· 
man into great notice until the ladies retired. After that, 
I observed th"t ~lr. Gulpidge and Mr. Henry Spiker, who had 
hitherto been very di;tant, entered into a defensive alliance 
against us, the common enemy, and exchanged a mysterious 
dialogue across the table for our defeat and overthrow. 

"That affair of the first bond for four thousand five hundred 
pounds has not taken the course that was expected, Spiker," 
said Mr. Gulpidge. 

"Do you mean the D. of A's?" said Mr. Spiker. 
"The C. of B.'s!" said il!r. Gulpidge. 
Mr. Spiker raised his eyebrows, and looked much concerned. 
"\\'hen the question was referred to Lord-I needn't name 

him," said Mt. GulpidRe, checking himself­
u I understand, )I said Mr. Spiker " N /' 
~!r. Culpidge darkly nodded-;, was referred to him, his 

answer was1 
1 .Money, or no release.' 1' • 

"Lord bless my soul!" cried Mr. Spiker. 
"'Money, or no release,'" repeated Mr. Gulpidge, firmly. 

11 The nt'xt in reversion-you understand me?'' 
"K.," said Mr. Spiker, with an ominous look. 
"- K. then positively refused to sign. He was attended 

at Ne•:market for that purpose, and he point-blank refused 
to do 1t.n 

Mr. Spiker was so interested, that he became quite stony. 
"S~ th~ matter rests at this hour,'' said Mr. Gulpidge, 

throwmg htmself back m hts chair. "Our friend Waterbrook 
will excuse me if I rorbear to explain myself generally, on 
account of the magmtude of the interests involved." 

Mr. Waterbrook was only too happy, as it appeared to me, 
to have such tnterests, and such names. even hinted a~ across 
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his table. He assumed an expression of gloomy intelligence 
(though I am persuaded he knew no mor~ abo~t the discussion 
than I did), and htghly approved of the dtscretton that had been 
observed. Mr. Spiker, after the receipt of such a confidence, 
naturally desired to favour his friend with a confidence of his 
own ; therefore the foregoing dialogue was succeeded by 
another, in which it was Mr. Gulpidge's tum to be surprised, 
and that by another in which the surprise came round to Mr. 
Spiker's turn again, and so on, turn and turn about. All this 
time we, the outsiders, remained oppressed by the tremendous 
interests involved in the conversation; and our host regarded 
us with pride, as thetictims ofasalutaryaweandastonishment. 

I was very glad indeed to get up-stairs to Agnes, and to talk 
with her in a corner, and to introduce Traddles to her, who 
was shy, but agreeable, and the same good·natured creature 
still. As he was obliged to leave early, on account of going 
away next morning for a month, I had not nearly so much 
conversation with him as I could have wished ; but we 
exchanged addresses, and promised ourselves the pleasure of 
another meeting when he should come back to town. He 
was greatly interested to hear that I knew Steerforth, and 
spoke of him with such warmth that I made him tell Agnes 
what he thought of him, But Agnes only looked at me the 
while, and very slightly shook her head when only I observed 
her. 

As she was not among people with whom I believed she 
could be very much at home, I was almost glad to hear that 
she was going away within a few days, though I was sorry at 
the prospect of parting from her again so soon. This caused 
me to remain until all the company were gone. Conversing 
with her, and hearing her sing, was such a delightful reminder 
to me of my happy life in the grave -old house she had made 
so beautiful, that I could have_ remained there half the night; 
but, havmg no excuse for staymg any longer, when the lights 
of Mr. Waterbrook's ~ociety were all snuffed out, I took my 
leave very much agamst my mclination. I felt then, more 
than ever, that she was my better Angel • and if I thought of 
her sweet face and placid smile, as though they had shone on 
~0e ~:~:.some removed •eing, like an Angel, I hope I thought 

I have said tha~ the company wer~ all gone; but I ought to 
have excepted Unah, whom I don't mclude m that denomina· 
tlon, and .who had never ceased to hover near us. He was 
close beh1nd me when I went down-stairs. He was close 
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\ beside me, when I walked away from the house, slowly fitting 

his long skeleton fingers into the still longer fingers of n great 
Guy Fawkes pair of gloves. 

It was in no disposition for Uri~h's company, but in remem­
brance of the entreaty Agnes had made to me, that I asked 
him if he would cnme home to my rooms, and have some 
coffee. 

"Oh, r~all)'• :Master Copperfield," he rejoined,-" I beg 
your pardon, Mister Copperfield, but the other comes so 
natnrai,-I don't like that you should put a constraint upon 
)"ourstlf to ask a nurnble person like me to )'OUr ouse." 

"ThNe is no constraint in the case," said I. "Will you 
:omt:?" 

"I should like to, \'ery much," replied Uriah, with a writhe. 
"Well, then, come along!" said I. 
I could not help being rather short with him, but he 

appear~d not to mind it. We went the nearest way, without 
conver~ing much upon the road ; nrd he was so humble in 
respect of those scarecrow gloves, that he was still putting 
them on, and seemed to have made no advance in that labour, 
when we got to my place. 

I led him up the dark stairs, to prevent his knocking his 
1 head against anything, and really his damp cold hand felt so 

like a frog in mine. that I was tempted t~ drop it and run 
away, Agnes and ho,pitality pre1·ailed, however, and I con· 
du~ted him to my firesicJe. Wheu I lighted m)' candles, he 
fell into meek transports with the room that was re\'ealed to 
huu ; and when I heated the coffee in an unassullling block­
tin v~ssel in which .~Irs. Crupp delighted to prepare it (chie~y, 
I beheve, because It was not intended for the purpose, bemg 
a shaving·!JOt, and because there was a patent invention of 
great price. n,ouldering away in the pantry), he professed so 
much emotion, that l could joyiullv have scalded hilll. 

"Oh, really, Ma,ter Copperfield,-! mean Mister Copper· 
field," said Uriah, "to see you waiting upon me is what I 
never could have expected! But, one way and another, so 
many things happen to me which I never could have e~pected, 
I am sure, in my umble station, that it seems to rain blessings 
~:m my ed. Y~u have heard somethir.g, I des.say, of a ch~nge 
m my expectations, i\laster Copperfield,-/ should say, !1!1ster 
Copperfield?" 

As he sat on my sofa, with his long knees drawn up under 
h!s coffee-cup, hi~ hat and gloves upon the ground close to 
h1m, hts spoon gomg softly round and round, his shadowless 
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red eyes, which looked as if they had scorched their. lashes off, 
turned towards me without looking at me, the dtsagreeable 
dints I have formerly described in his nostrils coming and 
going with his breath, and a snaky undulation pervading .his 
frame from his chin to his boots, I decided in my own mmd 
that I disliked him intensely. It made me very uncomfortable 
to have him for a guest, for I was young then, and unused to 
disguise what I so strongly felt. 

"You have heard something, I des.say, of a change in my 
expectations, Master Copperfield,-! should say, Mister 
Copperfield?" observed Uriah. 

H Yes/1 said I, "something." 
"Ah I I thought Miss Agnes would know of it ! " he 

quietly returned. "I'm glad to find Miss Agnes knows of it. 
Oh, thank you, Master-Mister Copperfield I" 

I could have thrown my bootjack at him (it lay ready on 
the rug), for having entrapped me into the disclosure of any· 
thing concerning Agnes, however immaterilll. But I only 
drank my coffee. 

"What a prophet you have shown yourself, Mister Copper. 
field! " pursued Uriah. " Dear me, what a prophet you have 
proved yourself to be! Don't you remember saying to me 
once, that perhaps I should be a partner in Mr. Wickfield's 
business, and perhaps it might be Wickfield and Heep? rou 
may not recollect it; but when a person is umble, Master 
Copperfield, a person treasures such things up!" 

"I recollect talking about i~" said I, "though I certainly 
did not think it very Iikdy then." 

"Oh I who would have thought it likely, Mister Copper· 
field I" returned Uriah, enthusiastically. "I am sure I didn't 
myself. I recollect saying with my own lips that I was much 
too umble. So I considered myself really and truly." , 

He sat, with t~at carved grin on his face, looking at the fire, 
as I looked at htm. 

"But the umblest persons, Master Copperfield," he pre· 
sentlr resumed, "may be the instruments of good. I am glad 
to thmk I have been the msrrument of good to 1\lr. Wickfield, 
and that I may be more so. Oh what a worthy man he is 
:\lister Copperfield, but how imprudent he has been 1 " 

1 

"I am. sorry to hear it," said l. I could not help adding, 
rather pomtedly, "on all accounts." 

"Decidedly so, Mister Copperfield," replied Uriah. " On 
all accounts. Miss Agnes's above all I You don't remember 
your own eloquent expressions, Master Copperfield; but 1 

.N 
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remember how you said one day that everybody must admire 
her, and how I th:mked you for it I You have forgot that, I 
have no doubt, Master Copperfield ? " 

"t\o," said I, drily. 
"Oh how glad I am you have not ! "exclaimed Uriah. "To 

think that you should be the first to kindle the sparks of 
ambition in my umble breast, and that you've not forgot it l 
Oh 1-Would you excuse me asking for a cup more coffee?" 

Something in the emphasis he laid upon the kindling of 
those sparks, and something in the glance he directed at me 
as he said it, had made me start as if I had seen him illumin· 
ated by a blaze of light. Recalled by his request, preferred in 
quite another tone of voice, I did the honours of the sha,•ing· 
pot; but I did them with an unsteadiness of hand, a sudden 
sense of being no match for him, and a perplexed suspicious 
anxiety as to what he might he going to say next, which I felt 
could not escape his observation. 

He said nothing at all. He stirred his coffee round and 
round, he sipped it, he felt his chin softly with his grisly hand, 
he looked at the fire, he looked about the room, he gasped 
rather than smiled at me, he writhed and undulated about, in 
his deferential servility, he stirred and sipped again, but he 
left the renewal of the conversation to me. 

"So, Mr. Wickfield," said I, at last, " who is worth five 
hundred of you-or me;" for my life, I think, I could not 
have helped dividing that part of the sentence with an 
awkward jerk ; "has been imprudent, has he, Mr. Heep? '' 

"Oh, very imprudent indeed, Master Copperfield," returned 
Uriah, sighing modestly. "Oh, very much so! But I wish 
you'd call me Uriah, if you please. It's like old times." 

"Well! Uriah," said I, bolting it out with some difficulty. 
"Thank you," he returned, with fervour. "Thank you, 

~last~r ~oppcrf1eld l It's like the blowing of old breezes or 
the rmgmg of old bel)ses to hear J'Du say Uriah. I beg your 
l•lrdon. Was I m~kmg any observation?" 

"About Mr. Wickfield," I suggested. 
"Oh l Yes, truly," said Uriah. "Ah! Great imprudence, 

Master Copperfield. It's a topic that I 1\'ouldn't touch upon, 
to any soul but you. Even to you I can only touch upon it, 
and no more. If any one else had been in my place during 
the bst few years, hy this time he would have had .Mr. Wick· 
field (oh~ what a worthy man he is, Master Copperfield, too!) 
under h1s thumb. Un--der-his thumb," said Uriah, very 
slowly, as he stretched out his cruel-looking hand above mY 
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table, and pressed his own thumb down upon it, until it 
shook, and shook the room. . 

If I had been obliged to look at him with his splay foot 011 
Mr. WickJield's head, I think 1 could scarcely have hated h1m 
more. 

"Oh, dear, yes, Master Copperfield," he proceeded, in a soft 
voice, most remarkably contrasting with the action of his thumb, 
which did not diminish its hard pressure in the least degree, 
"there's no doubt of it. There would have been loss, disgrace, 
I don't know what all Mr. Wickfield knows it. I am the 
umble instrument of umbly serving him, and he puts me on an 
eminence I hardly could have hoped to reach, How thankful 
should I be 1" With his face turned towards me, as he finished, 
but without looking at me,' he took his crooked thumb off the 
spot where he had planted it, and slowly and thoughtfully 
scraped his lank jaw with it, as if he were shaving himself. 

I recollect well how indignantly my heart beat, as I saw his 
crafty face, with the appropriately red light of the fire upon it, 
preparing for something else. 

" Master Copperfield," he began-" but am I keeping you 
up?" 

"You are not keeping me up. I generally go to bed late." 
"Thank you, Master Copperfield I 1 have risen from my 

umble station since first you used to address me, it is true; but 
I am umble still. I hope I never shall be otherwise than 
umble. You will not think the worse of my umbleness, if I 
make a little confidence to you, Master Copperfield? Will 
you?" · 

"Oh no," said I, with an effort. 
" Tha~k you I " He took ~ut his pocket-handkerchief, and 

began w1pmg the palms of h1s bands. " Miss Agnes, Master 
Copperfield-" 

"\Vel~ Uriah?" 
"Ob, how pleasant . to be called Uriah, spontaneously ! " 

he cned ; and gave himself a jerk, like a convulsive tish. 
"You thought her looking very beautiful to-night, Master 
Copperfield ? " 

" I thought her looking as she always does : superior, in all 
respects, to every one around her," I returned. 

" Oh, thank you! It's so true I" he cried. " Oh, thank you 
very much for that ! " 

"Not at all," I said, loftily. "There is no reason why you 
should thank me." 

"Why that, Master Copperfield," said Uriah, "is, in fact, 
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the contidence that I am going to take the liberty of reposing. 
Umble as I am," he wiped his· hands harder, and looked at 
them and at the fire bv turns," umble as my mother is, and lowly 
as our poor but honest roof has ever been, the image of Miss 
Agnes (I don't mind trusting you with my secre~ ~laster 
Copperfield, for I have always overflowed towards you since 
the lirst moment I had the pleasure of beholding you in a 
pony-shay) has been in my breast for years, Oh, Master 
Copperfield, \11th what a pure affection do I love the ground 
my Agnes walks on ! 

1
' 

I believe I had a delirious idea of seizing the red-hot poker 
out of the fire, and running him through with it. It went from 
me with a shock, like a hall fired from a rifle: but the image of 
Agnes, outraged by so much as a thought of this red-headed 
animal's, remamed in my mind (when I looked at him, sittmg 
all awry as if his mean soul griped his body), and made me 
giddy. He seemed to swell and grow before my eyes; the 
room seemed full of the echoes of his voice ; and the strange 
fedin~ (to which, perhaps, no one is quite a stranger) that all 
thiS had occurred before, at some indefmite time, and that I 
knew what he was going to say ne,t, took possession of me, 
, Atimdy observation of the sense of power that there was 
m hts lace, d1d more to bring back to my remembrance the 
entreaty of Agnes, in its full force, than any effort I could have 
made. I asked him, with a better appearance of composure 
than I could have thought possible a minute before, whether 
he had made his feelings known to Agnes. 

"Oh no, ~!aster Copperlicld!" he returned; "oh dear, no I 
Not to any one bu~ you. You see I am only just emerging 
from my lowly statwn. I rest a good deal of hope on her 
obsc·f\ rng how. useful! am to her father (for I trust to be very 
usetul to hun mdeed, 1\laster Copperfield), and how I smooth 
the way lor h1m, and keep him straight She's so much 
attached t? her father, Master Copperlidd (oh what a lovely 
thmg rt IS 111 a daugtHer 1), that I think she n1ay come, on hts 
account, to he ktnd tu me. 11 

I fathomed the depth of the rasral's whole scheme and 
unde,tood why he laid it bare. ' 

'' [f ~ou'll have the guodne,s to keep my secret, Master 
Coppe~n~ld," he .pursut'd, H ~nd not, in general, to go agai~st 
me, I >hlll take tt as a plrtlrular favour. You wouldn't wrsh 
to m<tke unpleasantness. I know what a friendly heart you've 
gnt: but havmg only kn<•wn me on my umble footing (on my 
umblest, I should say, for I am very umble st:ll), you might, 
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unbeknown, go against me rather, with my Agnes, I call her 
mine, you see, Master Copper~eld. There's a song that says, 
'I'd crowns resign, to call her mine!' I hope to do It, one of 
these days." 

Dear Agnes I So much too loving and too good for any one 
that I could think of, was it possible that she was reserved to 
be the wife of such a wretch as this ! 

"There's no hurry at present, you know, Master ~opperfield," 
Uriah proceeded, in his slimy way, as I sat gazmg at him, 
with this thought in my mind. "My Agnes is very young 
still; and mother and me will have to work our way upwards, 
and make a good many new arrangements, before it would be 
quite convenient. So I shall have time gradually to make her 
familiar with my hopes, as opportunities offer. Oh, I'm so 
much obliged to you for this confidence I Oh, it's such a 
relief, you can't think, to know that you understand our 
situation, and are certain (as you wouldn't wish to make 
unpleasantness in the fumily) not to go aguinst me!" 

He took the hand which I dared not withhold, and having 
given it a damp squeeze, referred to his pale.faced watch. 

"Dear me I" he said, "it's past one. The moments slip 
away so, in the confidence of old times, Master Copperfield, 
that it's almost half-past one ! " 

I answered that I had thought it was later. Not that I had 
really thought so, but because my conversational powers were 
effectually scattered. 

"Dear me!" he said, considering. "The ouse that I am 
stopping at-a sort of a private hotel and boarding ouse, 
Master Copperfield, near the New River ed-will have gone to 
bed these two hours." 

"I am sorry," I returned, "that there is only one bed here, 
and that I-" 

"Oh, don't think of mentioning beds, Master Copperfield ! " 
he rejoined ecstatically, drawing up one leg. " But u•ilU!d you 
have any objections to my laying down before the fire?" 
. "If it comes to that," I said, "pray take my bed, and I'll 

he down before the fire." 
His repudiation of this offer was almost shrill enough, in the 

excess of its surprise and humility, to have penetrated to the 
ears of Mrs. Crupp, then sleeping, I suppose, in a. distant 
~hamber, situated at about the level of low-water mark, soothed 
m .her slumbers by the ticking of an incorrigible clock, to 
whtch she always referred me when we had any little difference 
on the score of punctuality, and which was never less than 
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three-quarters of an hour too slow, and had always been put 
right h1 the morning by the best' authorities. As no arguments 
I could urge, in my bewildered condition, had the least effect 
upon his modesty in inducing him to accept my bedroom, I 
was obliged to make the best arrangements I could, for h1s re· 
pose before the fire. The mattress of the sofa (which was a 
great deal too short for his lank figure), the sofa pillows, a 
blanket, the table-cover, a clean breakfast-cloth, and a great· 
coat, made him a bed and covering, for which he was more 
than thankful. Having lent him a night-cap, which he put on 
at once, and in which he made such an awful figure, that I have 
never worn one since, I left him to his rest. 

I never shall forget that night. I never shall forget how I 
turned and tumbled i how I wearied myself with thinking 
about Agnes and this creature; how I considered what could 
I do, and what ought I to do; how I could come to no other 
conclusion than that the best course for her peace was to do 
nolrling, and to keep to myself what I had heard. If I went 
to sleep for a few moments, the image of Agnes with her 
tender eyes, and of her father looking fondly on her, as I had 
so often seen him look, arose before me with appealing faces, 
'"d filled me with vagae terrors. When I awoke, the recol­
lection that Uriah was lying in the next room, sat heavy on me 
like a waking nightmare i and oppressed me with a leaden 
dread, as if I had had some meaner quality of devil for a 
lodger. 

The poker got into my dozing thoughts beside~ and 
wouldn't COf~!e out. I thought, between sleeping and waking, 
that It was still red hot, and I had snatched it out of the fire, 
am)_ run him through the body. I was so haunted at last by 
the Idea, though I knew there was nothing in it, that I stole 
1nto the ne.xt room to look at him. There I saw him, lying 
on his back, with his legs extendino to I don't know where, 
gurglings taking place in his throat, ~toppages in his nose, and 
his mouth open like a post.office. He was so much worse in 
reality than in. my. distempered fancy, that aftenvards I was 
attracted to h1m m very repulsion, and could not help 
wandenng. m and.out every half.hour or so, and taking another 
look at him, Sttll, the long, long night seemed heavy and 
hopeless as ever, and no promise of day was in the murky 
sky. 

When I saw him going down-stairs early in the morning (for, 
thank Heaven.! he would not stay to breakfast), it appeared to 
me as If the mght was gomg a~·ay in his person. When I went 
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out to the Commons, I charged Mrs. Crupp with rarticular 
directions to leave the windows open, that my Slttmg-ruom 
might be aired, and purged of his presence. 

CHAPTER XXVI 

I FALL INTO CAFTlVlTY 

I SAW no more of Uriah Heep until the day when Agnes left 
town. I was at the coach office to take leave of her and see 
her go; and there was he, returning to Canterbury by the same 
conveyance. It was some small satisfaction to me to observe 
his spare, short·waisted, high-shouldere~, mulberry-coloured 
great-coat perched up, in company with an umbrella like a 
small tent, on the edge of the back seat on the roof, while 
Agnes was, of course, inside; but what I underwent in my 
efforts to be friendly with him, while Agnes looked on, perhaps 
deserved that little recompense. At the coach-window, as at 
the dinner-party, he hovered about us without a .moment's 
intermission, like a great vulture: gorging himself on every 
syllable that I said to Agnes, or Agnes said to me. 

ln the state of trouble into which his disclosure by my fire 
had thrown me, I had thought very much of the words Agnes 
had used in reference to the partnership: " I did what I hope 
was right. Feeling sure that it was necessary for papa's peace 
that the sacrifice should be made, I entreated him to make it." 
A miserable foreboding that she would yield to, and sustain 
herself by, the same feeling in reference to any sacrifice for his 
sake, bad oppressed me ever since. I knew how she loved 
him. I knew what the devotion of her nature was. I knew 
from her own lips that she regarded herself as the innocent 
cause of his errors, and as o1ving him a great debt she ardently 
desired to pay. I had no consolation in seeing how different 
she was from this detestable Rufus with the mulberry-coloured 
~reat-coat, for. I felt that in the very difference between them, 
m the self-dental of her pure soul and the sordid baseness of 
his, the greatest danger lay. All this, doubtless, he knew 
thoroughly, and had, in his cunning, considered well 

Yet I was so certain that the prospect of such a sacrifice afar 
off, must destroy the ~ppi~ess of Agnes ; and I was so sure, 
from her manner, of liS bemg unseen by her then, and having 
cast no shadow on her yet; that I could as soon have injured 
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her, "'given her any warning of what impended. Thus it was 
th•t we parted without explanation: she waving her hand and 
smiling farewell from the coach-window; her evil genius 
writhing on the roof, as if he had her in his clutches and 
triumphed. 

I could not get over this farewell glimpse of them for a long 
time. \\'hen Agnes wrote to tell me of her safe arrival, I was 
as miser>ble as when I saw her going away. Whenever I fell 
into • thoughtful state, this subject was sure to present itself, 
and all my uneasiness was sure to be redoubletl. Hardly a 
night passed without my dreaming of it. It became a part of 
my life, and as inseparable from my life as my own head. 

I hatl ample leisure ·to reline upon my uneasiness: for 
Steerforth was at Oxford, as he wrote to me, and when I was 
not at the Commons, I was very much alone. I believe I had 
at this time some lurking distrust of Steerforth. I wrote to him 
most affectionately in reply to his, but I think I was glad, upon 
the whole, that he could not come to London just then. I 
suspect the truth to be, that the influence of Agnes was upon 
me, undisturbed by the sight of him; and that it was the more 
powerful with me, because she had so large a share in my 
thoughts and intcrc:st. 

ln the meantime, days and weeks slipped away. I was 
arttded to Spenlow and Jorkins. I had ninety pounds a year 
(exclustve of my house-rent and sundry collateral matters) from 
my aunt. My rooms were engaged for twelve months certain: 
and thou~h I still found them dreary of an evening, and the 
ev;~mgs long, I could settle down into a state of equable l~w 
sptnts, and reS~ an mvseH to coffee· which I seem on lookmg 
back, to have ~en "by the gallon'at about this p'eriod of my 
"tstrnce. At about this time too I made three discoveries; 
tir>t, that ~frs. Crupp was a m;rtyr 'to a curious disorder called 
"the 'P:c'lzums," which was generally accompanied with in­
flamm,ltton of the nose, and rc~uired to be constantly treated 
wtth peppennint; secondly, that something peculiar in the 
temperature of my pantry, made the brandy-bottles burst; 
thtrdl r' that I was .alone in the world and much rriven tO 
record that circumstance in fragments of English versification. 

On the dav when I was art•cled no festivitv took place, 
beyond my having sandwiches and 'sherry into 'the office for 
the clerks, and gomg alone to the theatre at night. I went to 
sec "The Stranger" as a Doctors' Commons sort of play, and 
was 50 dreadfully cut up, that I hardly knew myself in my oW? 
glass when I got home. Mr. Spenlow remarked, on thiS 
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occasion, when we concluded our business, that he should 
have been happy to have seen me at his house at Norwood to 
celebrate our becoming connected, but for his domestic 
arrangements being in some disorder, on account of the 
expected return of his daughter from finishing her education 
at Paris. But he intimated that when she came home he 
should hope to have the pleasure of entertaining me. I knew 
that he was a widower with one daughter, and expressed my 
acknowledgments. . 

Mr. Spenlow was as good as his word. In a week or two, 
he referred to this engagement, and said, that if I would do 
him the favour to come down next Saturday, and stay till 
Monday, be would be extremely happy. Of course I said I 
would do him the favour; and he was to drive me down in his 
phaeton, and to brin.g me back. 

When the day arri,~d, my very carpet-bag was an object of 
veneration to the stipendiary clerks, to whom the house at 
Norwood was a sacred .mystery. One of them informed me 
that he had heard that Mr. Spenlow ate entirely olf plate and 
china; and another hinted at champagne being constantly on 
draught, after the usual custom of table beer. The old clerk 
with the wig, whose name was Mr. Tilfey, had been down on 
business several times in the course of his career, and had 
on each occasion penetrated to the breakfast-parlour. He 
described it ao an apartment of the most sumptuous nature, 
and said that he had drank brown East India sherry there, of a 
quality so precious as to make a man wink. 

We had an adjourned cause in the Consistory that day­
about excommunicating a baker who had been objecting in a 
vestry to a paving·rate-and as the evidente was just twice the 
length of Robinson Crusoe, according to a ca.lculation I made, 
it was rather late in the day before we finished. However, we 
got him excommunicated for six weeks, and sentenced in no 
end of costs ; and then the baker's proctor, and the judge, and 
the advocates on both sides (who were all nearly related), 
went out of town together, and Mr. Spenlow and I drove away 
in the phaeton. 

The phaeton was a very handsome alfair ; the horses arched 
their necks and lifted up their legs as if they knew they belonged 
~o Doctors' Commons. There was a ~;ood deal of competition 
m the Commons on all points of display, and it turned out 
S?me very choice equipages then; though I always h•ve con­
stdered, and alwa~~ shall consider, that in my time the great 
arttcle of competttton there was starch : which I think was 
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worn among the proctors to as great an extent as it is in the 
noture of man to bear. 

We were very pleasant, going down, and Mr. ~penlow gave 
me some hints in reference to my profession. He said it was 
the genteelest profe<sion in the world, and must on no account 
be confounded with the profession of a solicitor : being quite 
aW>ther sort of thing, infinitely more exclusive, leso mechanical, 
and more protitoble. We took things much more easily in the 
Commons than they codd be taken anywhere else. he observed, 
and that sets us, as a privileged class, apart. He said it was 
impossible to conceal the disogreeable fact, that we were 
chiefly employed by solicitors; but he gave me to under­
stand that they were an inferior race of men, universally looked 
down upon by all proctors of any pretensions. 

I asked "1 r. Spenlow what he considered the best sort of 
professional business? He replied, that a good case of a dis· 
puted will, where there was a neat little estate of thirty or forty 
thousand pounds, was, perhaps, the best of all. In such a case, 
he said, not only were there very pretty pickings, in the way. of 
arguments at every stage of the proceedings, and mountruns 
upon mountains of evidence on interrogatory and counter-inter· 
rogatory (to say nothing of an appeal lying, first to the 
Delegates, and then to the Lords) ; but, the costs being pretty 
sure to come out of the estate at las~ both sides went at it in a 
lively and spirited manner, and expense was no consideration. 
Then, he launched into a general eulogium on the Commons. 
\\ ha.t was to be particularly admired (he said) in the Commons, 
was 1\S compactness. It w"' the most conveniently organised 
p!.1ce m the world. It was the complete idea of snugness. It 
by m a nut·shell. For example: You brought a divorce case, 
o~ a ;c~titution case, into the Consistory. Very good. You 
tned 1t In the Consistory. You made a quiet little round game 
ot 1t, among a fam1ly group, and you pbyed it out at leisure. 
Suppose you ""'e not satisfied with the Consistory, what did 
you do then? \\'hy, you went into the Arches. \\'hat was the 
Arches? The same court, in the same room with the san1e 
b.lf, ;nd the s~me practitioners, but another 'judge, for there 
the C ons1story JUdge could plead any court·day as an advocate. 
\\ c·ll, you phyed your round game out again. Still you were 
not 'ausfied. Very good. What did you do then? Why, 
y_ou went t? th; Delegates. Who were the Delegates? Why, 
tne F.cclestasttcal Dde~ates were the advocates without any 
business! who had looked on at the round game when it was 
plapng m both courts, and had seen the cards shuffled, and 
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cut, and played, and had talked to all the players abou~ it, ~d 
now c:une fl'll$b, as judges, to settle the m~tter to the satasfact!on 
of everybody I Discontent~d people maght talk of corrupta?n 
in the Commons, closeness 111 the Commons, and the necessaty 
of reforming the Commons, said Mr. Spenlow solemnly, in 
conclusion ; but when the price of wheat per bushel had been 
highest, the Commons had been busiest ; and a man might lay 
his hand upon his heart, and say this to the whole world,­
" Touch the Commons, and down comes the country 1 " 

I listened to all this with attention ; and though, I must say, 
I had my doubts whether the country was quite as much 
obliged to the Commons as Mr. Spenlow made out, 1 respect· · 
fully deferred to his opinion. That about the price of wheat 
per bushel, I modestly felt was too much for my strength, and 
quite settled the question. I have never, to this hour, got the 
better of that bushel of wheat. It has re-appeared to annihilate 
me, 1111 through my life, in coa:anexion with all kinds of subjects. 
I don't know now, exactly, what it has to do With me, or what 
right it has to crush me, on an in6Dite variety of occasions ; but 
whenever I see my old friend the bushel btought in by the 
head and shoulders (as he lllways is, I observe), I give up a 
subject for lost. 

This is a digression. I WIIS not the man to touch the 
Co!nmons, and bring down the country. I submissively 
eapressed, by my silence, my acquiescence in 1111 I had heard 
from my superior in years and knowledge; and we talked about 
"The Stranger • and the Drama, and the pair of horses, until 
we came to Mr. Spenlow's gate. 

There was a lovely garden to Mr. Speolow's house ; and 
though that was uot the best time of the year for seeing a 
garden, it was so beautifully kept, that I was quite enchanted. 
There was a charming lawn, there were clusters of trees, and 
there were perspective walks that I could just distinguish in the 
dark, arched over with trellis-work, on whacb shrubs and Bowers 
grew in the growing season. " Here Miss Spenlow wlllks by 
herself," I thought. " Dear me ! " 

We went into the house, which was cheerfully lighted up 
111d into a. hllll where the~e were all sorts of hats, caps, great: 
coats, plaads, gloves, whaps, and walking-sticks. "Where is 
Miss Dora? " said Mr. Spenlow to the servant. "Dora 1" I 
thought. "What a beautifol name I " 

We turned into a room ow at hand (I think It was the 
idel!tical breakfast-room, made memorable by the brown East 
ladian sherry), and I .heard a 'oice say, "Mr. Copperfield, my 
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dawhrer Dllra, and my dau~hter Dora's confidential friend!" 
It " 35' no, doubt, ~lr. Spenlow's voice, but I didn't know j~ 
a~d I dido t care wh~se It was. All was over in a moment. I 
had lu!tlllcd my dcstmy. I was a captive and a slave. I loved 
l'<•ra Spcnlow to distraction! 
Sh~ w_as more than human to me: She was a Fairy, a Sylph, 

I dnn t kno~ what she was-anyth1ng that no one ever saw, 
•Ulll e\·et) thmg that everybody ever wanted. I was swallowed 
u I' m an abyss of love Ill an instant. !-"here was no pausing 
on the bnnk ; no lookmg down, or lookmg back; I was gone, 
hcadl .. ng, before I had sense to 53.)' a word to her. 

" 1,'' observ~d a well-remembered voice, when I had bowed 
an~! murmured something, "have seen Mr. Copperfield before," 

1 he speaker was not llora. No ; the confidential friend, 
~l1ss ~lurdstone! 

I don't think 1 W3.S much astonished. To the best of my 
iutl~tnent, no opacity of astomshment was left in me. There 
was nothing worth mentioning in the material world, but Dora 
Spenlol\', to be astonished about. I said, "How do you 
do, ~!iss )lurdslone? I hope you are well." Sheanswered, 
" Very well." 1 said," How is Mr. ~lurdstone?" She replied, 
"~I)' brother is robus~ I am obliged to you." 

~lr. Spcnlow, who, I suppose, had been surprised to see us 
rec<>gnise each other, then put in his word. , 

"I am glad to find," he said, "Copperfield, thatyouandMISS 
~I urdstone are already acquainted." . 

"~lr. Copperfield and myself," said ~!iss l\lurdstJne,_ w1th 
severe composure, "are connfl<ions. \\' e were once shghtly 
acquainted. It wns in his childish days. Circumstances ha,·e 
separated us since. I should not have known him." 

J replied that I should ha\'e kno~n her, anywhere. Which 
was true cnou~h. 

"Miss Murdstone has h~d the goodness," said Mr: Spenlow 
ro me, " to acc~pt the office-if 1 may so descnbe rt-of my 
dau~hter Dor~'s confidential friend. My daughter V~lll 
hav•'ng, unhappily, no mother, .Miss Murdstone }s obligmg 
cnounh to become her companton and protector. ik 

1\ passin~ thought occurred to. me that Miss Murdstone, ~c~ 
th~ porket instrument called a l1fe.preserver, was not so m d 
dtsi••ncd for purposes of protection as of assault. But as Ihaed 
non; hutp;~ssing thoughts for any subject save Dora, I gl.lll~ 
nt her, dire~:tly afterwards, and was thinking that 1 saw1 ·~·need 
prctlily pettiSh manner, that she was not v~ry much me 1 

10 
be particularly confidential to her companwn ll.!ld protector, 
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when a bell rang, which Mr. Spenlow said was the first dinner­
bell, and so carried me off to dress. 

The idea of dressing one's self, or doing anything in the way 
of action, in that state of love, was a little too ridiculous. I 
could only sit down before my fire, biting the key of my carpet' 
bag, and think of the captivating, girlish, bright-eyed1 lal·dy 
Dora. What a form she had, what a face she had, what a 
graceful, variable, enchanting manner ! 

The bell rang again so soon that I made a mere scramble of 
my dressing, instead of the careful operation I could have 
wished under the circumstances, and went down.stairs. There 
was some company. Dora was talking to an old gentleman 
with a grey head. Grey as he was-and a great-grandfather 
into the bargain, for he said so-l was madly jealous of him. 

What a state of mind I was in I I was jealous of everybody. 
I couldn't bear the idea of anybody knowing Mr. Spenlow 
better than I did. It was torturing to me to hear them talk 
of occurrences in which I had had no share. \\'hen a most 
amiable person, with a highly polished bald head, asked me 
across· the dinner-table, if that weie the first occasion of my 
seeing the grounds, I could have done anything to him that 
was savage and revengeful. 

I don't remember who was there, except Dora. I have not 
the 'least idea what we had for dinner, besides Dam. ~fy 
impression is, that I dined off Dora entirely, and sent away 
half-a-dozen plates untouched. I sat next to her. I talked to 
her. She had the most delightful little voice, the gayest little 
laugh, the pleasantest and most fascinating little ways, that 
ever led a lost youth into hopeless slavery. She was rather 
diminutive altogether. So much the more precious, I thought. 

When she went out of the room with Miss Murdstone (no 
other ladies were of the party), I fell into a reverie, only dis­
turbed by the cruel apprehension that' Miss Murdstone would 
disparage me to her. The amiable creature with the polished 
head told me a long story, which I think was about gardening. 
I think I heard him say, "my gardener," several times. I 
seemed to pay the deepest attention to him, but I was 
wandering in a garden of Eden all the while, with Dora. 

My apprehensions of being dispata?ed to the object of my 
engrossing affection were revived when we went into the 
drawing-room, by the grim and distant aspect of Miss Murd· 
stone. But I was relieved of them in an unexpected manner. 

"David Copperfield,'' said Miss Murdstone, beckoning me 
aside into a window. "A word." 
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I confronted Miss Murdstone alone. 
"David Copperfield," said Miss Murdstone, "I need not 

enlarge upon family circumstances. They are not a temptmg 
subject." 

"Far from it, ma'am," I returned. 
"Far from it," assented Mis> J>.lurdstone. "I do not wish 

to revive the memory of past differences, or of past outrages. 
I have received outrages from a person-a female, I am sorry 
to say, for the credit of my sex-who is not to he mentioned 
without scorn and disgust; and therefore I would rather not 
mentwn her." 

I felt very fiery on my aunt's account ; but I said it would 
certainly be bettter, if Miss lllurdstone pleased, not to mention 
her. I could not hear her disrespectfully mentioned, I added, 
without expressing my opinion in a decided tone. 

Miss Murdstone shut her eyes, and disdainfully inclined her 
head ; then, slowly opPning her eyes, resumed: 

" David Copperfield, I shall not attempt to disguise the 
fact, that I formed an unfavourable opinion of you in your 
clnlr.lhood. It may have been a mistaken one, or you may 
haYe ceased to justify it. That is not in question between us 
now. I belong to a family remarkable, I believe, for some 
firmness; and 1 am not the creature of circumstance or change. 
~t~~.~ave my opinion of you. You may have your opinion 

I inclined my head, in my turn. 
. :• But it is not necessary," said ~!iss Murdstone, "that these 
.optmons should come into collision here. Under existing 
Ctrcurnstances, it is as well on all accounts that they should 
not. As th~ chances of life have brought us together again, 
and may brmg us together on other occasions 1 would say, 
let us meet here as distant acquaintances. Family circum­
~tan~es are a. sufficient reason for our only meeting on that 
ootmg, and tt ts qutte unnecessary that either of us should 
~;;~,the other the subject of remark. Do you approve of 

M~r~~~~n:[urdstone," I returned, "I think you and Mr. 
great k' ~sed me very cruelly, and treated my mother w1th 
B t I un. m ness .. I shall always think so, as long as I ltve. 
\[i,;u~\:;g:e m what you propose.:• 

Then, just touc~~ shut her eyes agam, and bent ~er head. 
cold stiff fin e r the back of my hand wtth the ttps of her 
on her wristsg ;d s te kwalked away, arranging the ·little fetters 

nee : whtch seemed to he the same se~ in 
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exactly the same state, as whe~ I had seen ~er last. These 
reminded me in reference to Miss Murdstone s nature, of the 
fetters over 'a jail-door; suggesting . on the outside, to all 
beholders, what was to be expected wtthtn. 

All I know of the rest of the evening is, that I heard the 
empress of my heart sing enchanted ballads in the French 
langu~ge, generally to the effect tha~ whatever was the matter, 
we ought always !O dance, Ta ra Ia, Ta .ra Ia! a~companymg 
herself on a glorified mstrumen~ resemblmg a guttar. That I 
was lost in blissful delirium. That I refused refreshment. 
That my soul recoiled from punch particularly. That when 
Miss Murdstone took her into custody and led her away, she 
smiled and gave me her delicious hand. That I caught a view 
of myself in a mirror, looking perfectly imbecile and idiotic. 
That I retired to bed in a must maudlin state of mind, and 
got up in a crisis of feeble infatuation. 

It was a fine morning, and early, and I thought 1 would go 
and take a stroll doMl one of those wire-arched walks, and 
indulge my passion by dwelling on her image. On my way 
through the hall, I encountered her little dog, who was called 
J ip-short for Gipsy. I approached him tenderly, for I loved 
even him; but he showed his whole set of teeth, got under a 
chair expressly to snarl, and wouldn't hear of the least 
familiarity. . 

The garden was cool and solitary. I walked about, wonder· 
ing what my feelings of happiness would be, if I could ever 
become engaged to this dear wonder. As to marrb.ge, and 
fortune, and all that, I believe I was almost as innocently 
undesi~ning then, as when I loved little Em'ly. To be allowed 
to call her "Dora," to write to her, to dote upon and worship 
her, to have reason to think that when she was with other 
people she was yet mindful of me, seemed to me the summit 
of human ambition-! am sure it was the summit of mine. 
There is no doubt whatever that I was a lackadaisical youncr 
spooney; but there ~as a purity of heart in all this, that pre~ 
vents my havmg qUite a contemptuous recollection of it let 
me laugh as I may. ' 

I had not been walking long, when I turned a corner, and 
met her. I tmgle agam from head to foot as my recollection 
turns that comer, and my pen shakes in my hand. 

:: Y?u-are--?ut early, Miss Spenlow/' said I. 
It.s so stupid at home," she replied, "and Miss Murd­

stone ts so absurd I She talks such nonsense about its being 
necessary for the day to be aired, before I come out. Aired!'.' 
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(She laughed, here, in the most melodious manner.) "On a 
Sunday mornin~, when I don't practise, I must d~ som~t,hmg. 
So I told p.1pa last night 1 mus/ come out. Bes1de<:, Its the 
briuhtest time of the whole day. lJon"t you thmk so? , 

f hazarded a hold !li~ht, and said (not without stammermg) 
that it was very bright' to me then, though it had been very 
dark to me a minute before. 

" Do you mean a compliment?" said Dora, "or that the 
weather has really changed ? " 

1 stammered worse than before, in replying that I meant 
no compliment, but the plain truth; though I was not aware 
of any change having taken place in the weather. It was m 
the state of my own feelings, 1 added bashfully: to clench the 
explanation. 

1 never saw such curls-how could I, for there never were 
such curls !--as those she shook out t<J hide her blushes. As to 
the straw hat and blue ribbons which was on the top oi the 
curl,, if 1 could only have hung it up in my room in Bucking­
ham Street, what a priceless pos<csoion it would have been l 

11 You have just come home from Pnris,' 1 said. I. 
u Yes/' said she. " Have you ever been there?" 
uNo.)' 
"Oh! 1 hope you'll go soon I You would like it so 

much! 11 

Traces of deep-seated anguish appeared in my countenance. 
That she should hope I would go, that she should think it 

1 

posSible I could go, was insupportable. I depreciated Pans; 
1 depreciated France, 1 sa1d 1 wouldn't leave Enoland, 
u~d~~ t:xisting ci!cumstances, for any t>arthly consider~tion. 
Nothmg should mduce me. In short, she was shaking the 
~~r~~;';~;~·rwhen the little dog came running along the walk 

He wa, mortally jealous of me, and persisted in barking at 
me .. She took him up m her arms-oh m\' goodness !-and 
caressed lnm, but he persisted upon barking still. He wouldn't 
let me touch him, when I tried; and then she beat him. It 
mcrease~ my sufferings greatly to see the pats she gave him 
fo_r pumshment on the bndge of his blunt nose, while he 
wmked hi.s eyes,_ and hcked her hand, and still growled within 
~.imsdi hke a httle double-b~ss. At length he was quiet-

ell he might be With her dimpled chin upon his head!­
:md we walked away to look at a greenhouse . 

. " Vou are not very intimate %ith Miss Murdstone, are you?" 
"'id Llora-" My pet." 
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(The two last words were to the dog. Oh if they had only 

been to me!) 
"No" I replied. "Not at all so." 
"Sh~ is a tiresome creature," said Dora, pouting. "I can't 

think what papa can have been about, when he chose such a 
vexatious thing to be my companion. Who wants a protector? 
I am sure I don't want a protector. J ip can protect me a 
great deal better than Miss Murdstone,-can't you, Jip, dear?" 

He only winked lazily, when she kissed his ball of a head .. 
" Papa calls her my confidential friend, but I am sure she IS 

no such thing-is she, Jip? We are not going to confide 
in any such cross people, Jip and I. We mean to bestow 
our confidence where we like, and to find out our own friends, 
instead of having them found out for us-don't we, J ip ? " 

Jip made a comfortable noise, in answer, a little like a 
tea-kettle when it sings. As for me, every word was a new 
heap of fetters, rivetted above the last. 

"It is very hard, because we have not a kind mama, that 
we are to have, instead, a sulky, gloomy old thing like Miss 
Murdstone, always following us about-isn't it, Jip? Never 
mind, Jip. We won't be confidential, and we'll make our­
selves as happy as we can in spite of her, and we'll teaze her, 
and not please her-won't we, Jip?" 

If it had lasted any longer, I think I must have gone down 
on my knees on the gravel, with the probability before me of 
grazing them, and of being presently ejected from the premises 
besides. But by good fortune the greenhouse was not far off, 
and these words brought us to it. 

It contained quite a show of beautiful geraniums. We 
loite:ed along in front of them, and Dora often stopped to 
admue thts one or that ooe, and I stopped to admire the same 
one, and Dora, la_ughing, held the dog up childishly, to smell 
the flowers ; and 1f we were not all three in Fairyland, certainly 
1 was; The sc;nt of a geranium leaf, at this day, strikes me 
with a half com_tcal, half serious wonder as to what change has 
come over me m a moment; and then I see a straw hat and 
blue ribbons, a~d a quantity of curls, and a little black dog 
bemg held up, m two slender arms, against a bank of blossoms 
and bright leaves. 

Miss M urdstone had been looking for us. Sh'e found us 
?e~e; and ~resent_ed her uncongenial cheek, the little wrinkles 
m 1t filled With han powder, to Dora to be kissed. Then she 
took Dora's arm in hers, and marched us into breakfast as if 
it were a soldier's funeral. 
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How many cups of tea ,I drank, because Dora made it, 

don't know. But I perfectly remember that I sat swilling tea 
until my whole nervous system, if I had had any in those days, 
must have ~one by the board. By·and-bye we went to church. 
Miss ?l!urdstone was between Dora and me in the pew; but 
I heard her sing, and the congregation vanished. A sermon 
was ddivered-about Dora, of course-and I am afraid that is 
all I know of the service. 

We had a quiet day. No company, a walk, a family dinner 
of four, and an evening of looking over books and pictures; 
Mi« Murdstone with a homily before her, and her eye upon 
us, keeping guard vigilantly. Ah I little did Mr. Spenlow 
imagine, when he sat opposite to me after dinner that day, with 
his pocket-handkerchief over his head, how fervently I was 
embracing him, in my fancy, as his son-in-law I Little did he 
think, whC"n I took leave of him at night, that he had just 
given his full consent to my being engaged to Dora, and that 
I was invoking ble~~ings on his head I 

\Ve departed early in the morning, for we had a Salvage 
case coming on in the Admiralty Court, requiring a rather 
accurate knowledge of the whole science of navigation, in 
wh1ch (as we couldn't be expected to know much about those 
matt~rs in the Commons) the judge had entreated two old 
Tnmty Masters, for charity's sake, to came and help him out. 
Dora was at the breakfast-table to make the tea again, however; 
~nd I had the melancholy pleasure of taking off my hat to her 
~~~~~ phaeton, as she stood on the door-step with Jip in her 

\\'hat the Admiralty was to me that day; what nonsense I 
:~ade of, our case 1n my mind, as I listened to it; how I saw 

DoRA engraved upon the blade of the silver oar which they 
lay upon the table, as the emblem of that high jurisdiction; 
and how I felt when Mr. Spenlow went home without me (I 
had had an msa':'e hope that he might take me back again), as 
~ 1 w~re a marmer myself, and the ship to which I belonged 
ad .sa~led away and left me on a desert island· I shall m;ke 

no tru;tless effort to describe. If that sleepy ~ld court could 
~ouse Itself, ~nd present in any visible form the day-dreams I 

aledha? tn It about Dora, it would reveal my truth 
bu don t mean the dreams that I dreamed on that day alone, 
we~t ~~.~~te~o~ay, from week to week, and term to term. I 
about Do;. If0 ~tte~d bto what was going on, but to think 
as they dragoed ~er 

1 
es~owed a thought upon the cases, 

" e1r 5 ow ength before me, it was only to 
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wonder, in the matrimonial cases (rememberi~g Dora), how 
it was that married people could ever be other:nse than happ~; 
and, in the Prerogative cases, to constder, tf the money m 
question had been left to me, what were the foremost steps. I 
should immediately have taken in regard to Dora. Wrthm 
the first week of my passion, I bought four sumptuous waistcoats 
-not for myself; I had no pride in them ; for Dora-and 
took to wearing straw-coloured kid gloves in the streets, and 
laid the foundations of all the corns I have ever had. If the 
boots I wore at that period could only be produced and com­
pared with the natural size of my feet, they would show what 
the state of my heart was, in a most affecting manner. 

And ye~ wretched cripple as I made myself by this act of 
homage to Dora, 1 walked miles upon miles daily in the hope 
of seeing her. Not only was I soon as well known on the 
Norwood Road as the postmen on that beat, but I pervaded 
London likewise I walked about the streets where the be't 
shops for ladies were, I haunted the Bazaar like an unquiet 
spirit, I fagged through the Park again and again, long after 
I was quite knocked up. Sometimes, at long intervals and 
on rare occasions, I saw her. Perhaps I saw her glove waved 
in a carriage window; perhaps I met her, walked with her 
and Miss Murdstone a little way, and spoke to her. In the 
latter case I was always very miserable afterwards, to think that 
I had said nothing to the purpose ; or that she had no idea of 
the extent of my devotion, or that she cared nothing about 
me. I was always looking out, as may be supposed, for 
another invitation to Mr. Spenlow's house. I was always 
being disappointed, for I got none. 

Mrs. Crupp must have been a woman of penetration; for 
when this attachment was but a few weeks old, and I had 
not had the courage to write more explicitly even to Agnes, 
than that I had been to Mr. Spenlow's house, "whose family," 

· I added, "consists of one daughter; "-I say Mrs. Crupp 
must have been a woman of penetration, for, even in that 
early stage, she found it out She came up to me one evening, 
when I was very low, to ask (she being then afflicted with the 
disorder I have mentioned) if I could obli~e her with a little 
ti~cture of cardamums mixed with rhub:rb, and flavoured 
wrth seven drops of the essence of cloves, which was the best 
remedy for her complaint ;-or, if I had not such a thing 
by me, with a little brandy, which was the next best. It was 
not, she remarked, so palatable to her, but it was the next 
besl As I had never even heard of the first remedy, and 
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alwavs had the serond in the closet, I gave .Mrs. Crupp a g\as' 
of ihe second, which (that I might have no suspicion of 

·its being devoted to any improper use) she began to take m 
my presence. 

u Cheer up, sir," s.1id Mrs. Crupp. 11 I can't abt:,\ .. to see 
you so, sir; Pm a mother myself." . . 

I did not quite perct•ive the applicat1on of th1s fact to 
myself, but I smiled on 1lrs. Crupp, as bcmgnly as was m 
my power. 

"Come, sir," said Mrs. Crupp. "Excuse mt!. l know 
what it is, sir. There's a lady in the case." 

"Mrs. Crupp?" I returned, reddening. 
"Oh, bbs you ! Ke.ep a good h.:art, sir ! •: said Mrs. 

Crupp, noddi.ng encnur;t~t.:lllt.:nt. "Never say _d1e, s1r! If 
She dun't snu!t: upon you, tht•rc's a many as Will. You are 
a young gentil'ruan to bt smiled on, Mr. Copperful~ and you 
must ltmrn p1Ur walue, sir. I! 

:llrs. Crupp always called me Mr. Copperfull: firstly, no 
doubt, because it was not my name; and second!)', I am 
mdmed to think, in some indistinct association w1th a 
washing-day. 

"\\'hat makes you suppose there is any young lady in the 
case, ~Irs. Crupp I" said I. 

"Mr. Copperfull," said ~Ir>. Crupp, with a great deal of 
feel~ng, u rm a mother mysdf.l' 

For some time Mrs. Crupp could onlr by her hand upon 
~1;hnankeen bosom, ~nd fortify herself against retu~ning pam 

" s~ps of her med1cme. At length she spoke agam. 
I\ hen the present set were took for you by your dC<tr 

~unt, Mr. Copperfull," said Mrs. Crupp, "my remark were, 
had now found summun I could care for. 'Thank Ev'in!' 

7er~. th~r express10n, 'I have now found summun I can care 
or,; I~h~~ \~~nt~t ,eat enough, sir, nor y~t. drink." 

said I. a )ou found yoursuppos1t1on on, Mrs. Crupp ?" 

" Sir, '1 said Mrs C · . 
"he lau d d. rupp, 111 a tone approaching to seventy, 
A young ~.~;~se other young gentlemen bestdes yourself. 
may be under-c~~~nl ~'\;'· be over-careful of himself, or he 
rt:;.;ula.r, or too uner:,u~ar ltllself. He may . brush his hair too 
large for him or ,; h · He may wear hts boots much too 
young gent\e,;an h~\· too . smalL That is accordmg as the 
him go t~ which extren~~ hngmal character ,formed. But let 
buth of em." e may, su, there s a young lady w 
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Mrs. Crupp shook her head in such a determined manner, 

that I had not an inch of 'vantage-ground left. 
" It was but the gentleman which died here before your­

self," said Mrs. Crupp, "that fell in love-with a barmaid­
and had his waistcoats took in directly, though much swelled 
by drinking." 

"Mrs. Crupp," said I, "I must beg you not to connect 
the young lady in my case with a barmaid, or anything of 
that sort, if you please." 

"Mr. Copperfull," returned 1\lrs. Crupp, "I'm a mother 
myself, and not likely. I ask your pardon, sir, if I intrude. 
I should never wish to intrude where I were not welcome. 
But you are a young gentleman, Mr. Copperfull, and my 
adwice to you is, to cheer up, sir, to keep a good heart, and 
to know your own walue. If you was to take to something, 
sir," said :\Irs. Crupp, "if you was to take to skittles, now, 
which is healthy, you might find it divert your mind, and do 
you good." 

\\'ith these words, Mrs. Crupp, affecting to be very careful 
of the brandy-which was all gone-thanked me with a 
majestic curtsey, and retired. As her figure disappeared into 
the gloom of the entry, this counsel certainly presented itself 
to my mind in the light of a slight liberty on Mrs. Crupp's 
part ; but, at the same time, I was content to receive it, in 
another point of view, as a word to the wise, and a warning 
in future to keep my secret better. 

CHAPTER XXVII 

TOMMY TRADDLES 

It may have been in consequence of Mrs. Crupp's advice, and, 
perhaps, for no better reason than because there was a certain 
similarity in the sound of the word skittles and Traddles 
that it came into my head, next day, to go and look afte; 
Traddles. The time he had mentioned was more than out 
and he lived in a little street ncar tbe Veterinary College a; 
Camden Town, which was principally tenanted, as one of our 
clerks who lived in that direction informed me, by gentlemen 
students, who bought .hve d,onke~s, and made experiments 
on those quadrupeds m therr pnvate apartments. Having 
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obt~ined from this clerk a direction to the academic grove 
in question, I set out, the same afternoon, to visit my old 
schoolfellow. 

I found that· the street was not as desirable a one as r 
could have wished it to be, for the sake of Traddles. The 
inhabitants appeared to have a propensity to throw any little 
trifles they were not in want of, into the road : which not 
only made it rank and sloppy, but untidy too, on account of 
the cabbage·lcaves. The refuse was not wholly vegetable 
either, for I myself saw a shoe, a doubled-up saucepan, a 
blark bonnet, and an umbrella, in various stages of decom­
position, as I was looking out for the number I wanted. 

The general air of the place reminded me forcibly of the 
da)'s when I lived with ~Ir, and Mrs. Micawber. An inde­
>cribaLie character of faded gentility that attached to the 
house I sought, and made it unlike all the other houses m 
the street-though they were all built on one monotonous 
P~ttern, and looked like the early copies of a blundering boy 
who was learning to make houses, and had not yet got out of 
his cramped brick·and-mortar pothooks-reminded me still 
more of Mr. and Mrs. Micawber. Happening to arrive at the 
door as it was opened to the afternoon milkman, I was 
reminded of Mr. and Mrs. Mkawber more forcibly yet. 

"Now," said the milkman to a very youthful servant girl. 
" Has that there little bill of mine been heerd on?" 

"Oh, master says he'll attend to it immediate," was the 
reply, · 

" Because," said the milkman, going on as if he had received 
no ans~ver, ~nd speaking, as I judged from his tone, rather for 
the edtficatJOn or somebody within the house, than of lhe 
youthful servant-an impre~sion which was strengthened by 
hts ma~ner of glaring down the p;lssage-" because that there 
~lttle btll has been running so long, that I begin to believe i~s 
un awa)i,ahogether, and never won't be heerd of, Now, I'm 
:~:o:i~om& to •!and tt, you know!" said the milkman, still 

g hts votce mto the house, and glaring down the passage. 

t' As to his dealing in the mild article of milk by-the-bye, ,,ere never was a frr'l>~t . ' 
have been fierc . o·b e~ anomaly. Hts deportment would 

The voice o~ '\a utc er or a brandy-merchant. 
seemed to me. fr t,: ~outhf~l servant became faint, but she 
that it would be 

0
atten; ~cho~ of he! lips, again to murmur 

"I tell 0 ha , . e to tmmedtate. 
y u w t, StUd the milkman, looking hard at her for 
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the first time, and taking her by the chin, ·~are you fond of 
milk?" 

"Yes, I likes it," she replied. 
"Good" said the milkman. "Then you won't have none 

to-morro~. D'ye hear? Not a fragment of milk you won't 
have to-morrow." 

1 thought she seemed, upon the w~ole, relieved by ~e 
prospect of having any to-day. The ~!lkman, after shak~ng 
his head at her darkly, released her chm, and wtth anythmg 
rather than good-will opened his can, and deposited the usual 
quantity in the family jug. ~his done, he went .away\ m~tt.er­
ing, and uttered the cry of hts trade next door, m a vmdtcnve 
shriek. 

" Does Mr. Traddles live here?" I then inquired. 
A mysterious voice from the end of the passage replied 

"Yes." Upon which the youthful servant replied "Yes." 
"Is he at home?" said I. · 
Again the mysterious voice replied in the affirmative, and 

again the servant echoed it. Upon this, I walked in, and in 
pursuance of the servant's directions walked up-stairs ; con­
scious, as I passed the back parlour-door, that I was surveyed 
by. a mysterious eye, probably belonging to the mysterious 
VOICe. 

When I got to the top of the stairs-the house was only a 
story high above the ground floor-Traddles was on the land· 
ing to meet me. He was delighted to see me, and gave me 
welcome, with great heartiness, to his little room. It was io 
the front of the house, and extremely neat, though sparely 
furnished. It was his only room, I saw; for there was a sofa­
bedstead in it, and his blacking-brushes and blacking were 
among his books-on the top shelf, behind a dictionary. His 
table was covered with papers, and he was bard at work in an 
old coat. I looked at nothing, that I know of, but I saw 
everything, even to the prospect of a church upon his china 
inkstand, as I sat down-and this, too, was a faculty con­
firmed in me in the old Micawber times. Various ingenious 
arrangements he had made, for the disguise of his chest of 
drawers, and the accommodation of his boots, his shaving·glass, 
and so forth, particularly improssed themselves upon me, as 
evidences of the same Traddles who used to make models of 
elephants' dens in writing-paper to put flies in ; and to comfort 
himself under ill usage, with the memorable works of art I 
have so often mentioned. 

In a corner of the room was something neatly covered up 
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with a large white cloth. I could not make out what that 
wa.s. 

11 Traddles," :s.tid I, sh.1kin~ bancb with him again, after I 
h;.l.d sat down, n lam ddighted to see you.jj 

"I am deli;:htt.·J to st~e .vou, Copperfidd/' he returned. 
''I :on rt-r\' glad indeed to sec you. It was becau~e I WJ.S 

thoruughly · giaJ to see you when we met in Ely Place, and 
WJ.::, sure you were thorou~hly gbd to ~ee 01e, that I gavt: you 
this address instead of my atldre<S at chambers." 

"Oh! You have chambers?" said I. 
"Why, I have the fourth of a room and a passage, and the 

fourth of a clerk," returned Tradtlles. "Three otlwrs and 
myself unite to have a set of chambers-to look busine,.Jike­
and we quarter the clerk too. Half-a-crown a week he costs 
me." 

His old simple character and good temper, and something 
of his old unlucky fortune also; 1 thought, smikd at me in the 
smile with whith he made this explanation. 

"It's not because I lnve the least pride, Copperlield, you 
understand,!' &aid Traddles, "that I don't usually give my 
address here. It's onlv on account of those who come to me, 
who might not like to. come here. For myself, I am fi~hting 
my wav on in the world a~ainst difficulties, and it would be 
rid1culous if I made a prt:te11re nf doing a.nythin~ dse.n 

uvou ar(! readtn~ for the bar, :\[r. \\'aterbronk infnrmed 
nw?'' said I. 

"Why, yes," said Traddles, ruuuiug his hands, slowly over 
?ne another) u I am reading for the bar. The fact is. 1 have 
JUf..t bc~un t~ keep my terms, Jfter rather a long delay. It's 
some time SlllCC 1 Was articled, UUt the payment of that 
hundred pounds was a great pull. A grc·at pull: " said 
Tr~ddles, wnh a wmce, as if he had had a tooth out . 

. Do you know what I can't help thinking of, Traddles, as 
I Sit here looking at you?" 1 asked him. 

"No/' sa1d he. 
::That sky-blue suit you used to we:u," 

th Lo~d, ~0 be sure!" cried TraJdles, laughinf!. "Tight in 
~ ahms and Ieos, you know? Dear me ' II' ell ! Those 

We~'el t~Y~~· ~t:;e~: w~ren't they~" . 
without doin 

1 
:rc~oolmaster m1ght have made them happ~er, 

returned. g \) harm to any of us, I acknowledge,' 1 

"Perhaps he mH1t " · d T 
Was a good deal ~r r sar . raddles. " But de~r me, there 

un gomg on. Do you remember the 
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nights in the bedroom? When we used to have the suppers? 
And when vou used to tell the stories? Ha, ha, ha! And 
do you remember when I got caned for crying about Mr. Mel!? 
Old Creakle ! I should like to see him again, too I " 

"He was a brute to you, Traddles," sa1d I, indignantly; for 
his good-humour made me feel as if I had seen him beaten 
but yesterdav. . 

"Do you think so?" returned Traddles. "Really? Perhaps 
he was, rather. But it's all over, a long while. Old Creakle!" 

"You were brought up by an uncle, then?" said I. 
"Of course I was ! " said Tr:tddles. "The one I was always 

going to write to. And a! ways didn\ eh I Ha, ha, ha I Yes, 
I had an uncle then. He died soon after I left school.'' 

"Indeed!" 
"\' es. He was a retired-what do you call it !-draper­

cloth-merchant-and had made me his heir. But he didn't 
like me when I grew up." 

"Do you really mean that?" said I. He was so composed, 
that I fancied he must have some other meaning. 

"Oh dear, yes, Copperfield I I mean it," replied Traddles. 
"It was an unfortunate thing, but he didn't like me at all. 
He said I wasn't at all what he expected, and so he married his 
housekeeper." ' 

"And what did you do?" I asked. 
"1 didn't do anything in particular," said Traddles. "I 

lived with them, waiting to be put out in the world, until his 
gout unfortunately flew to his stomach-and so he died, and so 
she married a young man, and so I wasn't provided for." 

"Did you get nothing, Traddles, after all? " 
"Oh dear, yes!" said Traddles. "I got fifty pounds. I 

had never been brought up to any profession, and at first I was 
at a loss what to do for myself. However, I began with the 
assistance of the son of a professional man, who hdd been to 
Salem House-Yawler, with his nose on one side. Do you 
recollect him?" 

No. He had not been there with me; all the noses were 
straight in my day. 

"It don't matter," said Traddles. "I began, by means of 
his assistance, to copy law writings. That didn't answer very 
well ; and then I began to state cases for them, and make 

.abstracts, and do that sort of work. For I am a plodding kind 
of fellow, Copperfield, and had learnt the way of doing such 
thmgs pithily. Well! That put it in my head to enter myself 
as a law student; and that ran away with all that was left of 
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the fifty pounds. Yawler recommended me to one or two 
other oflices, however-Mr. \\'aterbrook's for one-and I got 
a good many jobs. I was fortunate enough, too, to become 
acquainted with a person in the publishing way, who was 
getting up an Encyclopa;dia, and he set me to work; and, 
indeed " (glancing at his table), " I am at work for him at thts 
minute. I am not a bad compiler, Copperfield," said Tradd!~s, 
preserving the some air of cheerful confidence in all he satd, 
"but I hare no inrention at all; not a particle. I suppose 
there nerer was a young man with less originality than I 
have." 

As Traddles seemed to expect that I should assent to this 
a< a matter of course, I nodded; and he went on, with the 
same sprightly patience-! can find no better expression-as 
before. 

"So, by little aDd little, and not living high, I managed to 
scrape up the hundred J•ounds at last,'' said Traddles; "and 
thank Heaven that's paid-though it was-though it certainly 
was," said Traddles, wincing again as if he had had another 
tooth out. "a pull. I am living by the sort of work I have 
mentioned, still, and I hope, one of these days, to get con 
nected with some newspaper: which would almost be th< 
making of my fortune. Now, Copperfield, you are so exactly 
what you used to be, with that agreeable face, and it's so 
pleasant to see you, that I sha'n't conceal anything. Therefore 
you must know that I am engaged." 

Engaged ! Oh Dora ! 
"She is a curate's daughter," said Traddles ; "one of ten, 

down in Devonshire. Yes!" For he saw me glance, involun· 
tarily, at the prospect on the inkstand. " That's the church ! 
You come round here, to the left, out of this gate,'' tracing his 
fin~er along the inkstand, "and exactly where I hold this pen, 
there stands the house-facing, you understand, towards the 
church." 

The delight with which he entered into these particulars did 
not fully present itself to me until aftuwards; for my selfish 
thoughts were making a ground plan of Mr. Spenlow's bouse 
and garden at the same moment. 

"She is such a dear girl!" said Traddles ; "a little older 
than me, but the dearest girl! I told you I was going out of 
town I I h•ve been down there. I walked there and I walked 
back, and I had the most delightful time ! I dare say ours is 
likely to be a rather long engagement, but our motto is 'Wait 
and hope!' \\'e always say that. 'Wait and hope,' we alway'! 
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say. And she would wai~ Copperfield, till she was sixty-any 
age you can mention-for me ! " . . 

Traddles rose from his chair, and, with a tnumphant smtle, 
put his hand upon the white cloth I had observed. 

"However," he said, " it's not that we haven't made a be­
ginning towards housekeeping. No, no; we have begun. We 
must get on by degrees, but we have begun. Here," drawing 
the cloth off with great pride and care, " are two pieces of 
furniture to commence with. This flower· pot and stand, she 
bought herself. You put that in a parlour-window," said 
Traddles, falling a little back from it to survey it with the 
greater admiration, " with a.. plant in i~ and-and there you 
are 1 This little round table with the marble top (it's two feet 
ten in circumference), I bought. You want to lay a book 
down, 'you know,, or somebody comes to see you or your wife, 
and wants a place to stand a cup of tea upoh, and-and there 
you are again ! " said Traddles. " It's an admirable piece of 
workmanship-firm as a rock I "· 

I praised them both, highly, and Traddles replaced the 
covering as carefully as he had removed it. 

"It's not a great deal towards the furnishing," said Traddles, 
"but it's something. The table-cloths, and pillow-cases, and 
articles of that kind, are what discourage me most, Copperfield. 
So does the . ironmongery-candle-boxes, and gridirons, and 
that sort of necessaries-because those things tell, and mount 
up. However, 'wait and hope I' And I assure you she's the 
dearest girl! " 

" I am quite certain of i~" said I. 
"In the meantime," said Traddles, coming back to his chair· 

" and this is the end of my prosing about myself I get on ~ 
well as I can. I don't make much, but I don't spend much. 
In general, I boa:d wtth the people down·srairs, who are very 
agreeable people mdeed. Both Mr. and Mrs. Micawber have 
seen a good deal of life, and are excellent company." 

"My dear Traddles I" I quickly exclaimed. "What are 
you talking about? " 

Traddles looked at me, as if he wondered what I was talking 
about. 

"Mr. and Mrs. Micawber!" I repeated. "Why, I am 
intimately acquainted with them I " 

An opportun~ doub~e kn~ck at the door, which I knew well 
from old e~penence tn Wmdsor Terrace, and which nobody 
but Mr. Mtcawber could ever have · knocked at that door 
resolved any doubt in my mind as to their being my old 
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friends. I begged Traddles to ask his landlord to walk up. 
Traddles accordingly did so, over the banister ; and Mr. 
1\licawber, not a bit changed-his ti~ilts, his stick, his shirt· 
collar, and his eye·glass, all the sam~' as ever-came into the 
room with a genteel and youthful air. 

"I beg your purdon, Mr. Traddles," said Mr. Micawber, 
with the old roll in his voice, as he checked himsdf in hum· 
minQ a soft tune. "I was not aware that there was any 
individual, alien to this tenement, in your sanctum." 

Mr. !II icawber slightly bowed to me, and pulled up his shirt· 
collar. 

"How do you do, Mr. Micawber?" said I. 
"Sir," said Mr. lllicawoer, ")'OU are e.<ceedingly obliging. 

atu in statu quo.'' 
•· And Mrs. Micawber 1" I pursued. 
"Sir," said Mr. :\licawber, " she is also, thank God, in 

statu qu(l, ·· 
"And the children, Mr. Micawber?" 
•· Sir," said Mr. Micawber, "1 rejoice to reply that they are, 

likewise, in the enjoyment of <nlubrity." 
All this time, Mr. Micawber had not known me in the least, 

thou~h he had stood face to face with me. But now, seeing me 
smile, he examined my features with more attention, ieil back, 
cried, " Is it possible ! Have I the plen.sure of again beholding 
Copperfield I " and shook me by both hands with the utmost 
fervour. 

"Good Heal'~n, Mr. Traddles!" said Mr. Micawber, "to 
think that I should lind you acquainted with the friend of my 
youth, the companion of earlier days ! My de:u I" calhng 
over the banisters to Mrs. Micawber, while Traddles looked 
(with reason) not a little amazed at this description of me. 
"Here is a gentleman in Mr. Traddles's apartment, whom he 
wishes tv have the pleasure of presenting to rou, my lo~e!" 

. :llr. ll'lica'Yber immediately reappeared, and shook hands 
w1th me agam. 

"And how is our good friend the Doctor, Copper~eld ?'' 
said Mr. Micawucr, "and all the circle at Canterbury?" 

"I have none but good accounts of them," said I. 
" I am most delighted to hear i~" said Mr. Micawber. "It 

""as at Canterbury whore we last met. Within the shadow, I 
may figuratively say, of that religious edifice, immortalized by 
Chaucer, which was anciently the resort of Pilgrims fr~m the 
reonotcst corners of-in short," s.~id Mr. illicawber, "m the 
immediate neighbourhood of the Cathedral." 
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I replied that it was. 1\fr. Micawber continued talking as 

volubly as he could; but not, I thought, without showing, by 
some marks of concern in his countenance, that he was sensible 
of sounds in the next room, as of Mrs. Micawber washing her 
hands, and hurriedly. opening and shutting drawers that were 
uneasy in their action. 

"You find us, Copperfield,'' said Mr. Micawber, with one 
eye on Traddles, "at present established, on what may be 
designated as a small and unassuming scale; but, you are 
aware that I have, in the course of my career, surmounted 
difficulties, and conquered obstacles.· You are no stranger 
to the fact, that there bave been periods of my life, when it 
has been requisite that I should pause, until certain expected 
events should turn up ; when it has been necessary that I 
should fall back, before making what 1 trust I shall not be 
accused of presumption in terming -a spring. The present is 
one of those momentous stages in the life of man. You find 
me, fallen back, for a spring; and I have every reason to 
believe that a vigorous leap will shortly be the result." 

I was expressing my satisfaction, when Mrs. Micawber came 
in; a little more slatternly than she used to be, or so she 
seemed now, to my unaccustomed eyes, but still with some 
preparation of herself ior company, and with a pair of brown 
gloves on. 

"My dear," said Mr. Micawber, leading her towards me, 
"here is a gentleman of the name of Copperlield, who wishes 
to renew his acquaintance with you." 

It would have been better, as it turned out, to have ltd 
gently up to this announcement, for Mrs. Micawber, being in 
a delicate state of health, was overcome by it, and was taken 
so unwell, that Mr. Micawber was obliged, in great trepidation, 
to run down to the water·butt in the back yard, and draw a 
basioful to lave her brow with. She presently revived, how­
ever, and was really pleased to see me. We had half-an-hour's 
talk, all together; and I asked her about the twins, who, <he 
said, were "grown great creatures ;'1 and aftf;:r Master and 1L~s 
Micawber, whom she described as "absolute giants," but they 
were not produced on that occasion. 

~lr. Micawber was very anxious that I should stay to dinner. 
I ;hould not have been averse to do so, but that I imagined 
I detected trouble, and calculation relative to the e-:tcnt of the 
cold meat, in Mrs. Micawber's eye. I therefore pleaded another 
engagement; and observing that Mrs. lllicawbds spirits were 
immediately lightened, 1 resisted all persuasion to forego it. 
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But I told Traddles, and Mr. and Mrs. Micawber, that before 

I could think of leaving, they must appoint a day when they 
would come and dine with me. The occupations to which 
Traddles stood pledged, rendered it necessary to fix a some· 
wbat distant one; but an appointment was made for the 
purpose, that suited us all, and then I took my leave. 

Mr. !;~ icawber, under pretence of showing me a nearer way 
than that by which I had come, accompanied me to the corner 
of the street; being anxious (he explained to me) to say a few 
words to an old friend, in confidence. 

"~ly dear Copperfield," said Mr. Micawber, "I need hardly 
tell you that to have beneath our roof, under existing circum· 
stances, a mind like that which gleams-if I may be allowed 
the expression-which gleams-in your friend Traddles, is an 
unspeakable comfort. With a washerwoman, who exposes 
hard-bake for sale in her parlour·window, dwelling next do.or, 
and a !low-street officer residing over the way, you may imagme 
that his society is a source of consolation to myself and to 
Mrs. Micawber. I am at present, my dear Copperfield, en· 
gaged in the sale of corn upon commission. It is not a~ 
avocatiOn of a remunerative description-in other words, rt 
does ~101 pay-and some temporary embarrassments of a 
pecumarr nature have been the consequence. I am, how· 
ever, dehghted to add that I have now an immediate prospect 
of sot;rething .turning up (I am not at liberty to say in what 
dllect10n), whrch I trust will enable me to provide, permanently, 
both for myself and for your friend Traddles in whom I have 
an unaffected interest .. You may, perhaps, b; prepared to he~r 
that Mrs. Mrcawber rs m a state of health which renders tt 
not wholly improbable that an addition may be ultimately 
!'lade. to those pledges of affection which-in short, to the 
mfantme group. ~Irs: Mi~wber's family have been so good 
~ to express therr d1ssat1sfaction at this state of things. I 

ave ~erely to observe, that I am not aware it is any business 
of dtherrs, and that I repel that exhibition of feeling with scorn, 
a.n wah defiance ! '' 
lef;l~e.Micawber then shook hands with rne again, and 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

MR. MICAWBER'S OA\INTLET 

UNTIL the day arrived on which 1 was to entertain my 
newly-found old friends, I lived principally on Dora and 
coffee. In my love-lorn condition, my appetite languished ; 
and I was glad of it, for I felt as though it would have 
been an act of perfidy towards Dora to have a natural relish 
for my dinner. The quantity of walking exercise I took, 
was not in this respect attended with its usual consequence, as 
the disappointment count~racted the fresh air. I ha,·e my 
doubts, too, founded on the acute experience acquired at this 
period of my life, whether a sound enjoyment of animal food 
can develop itsdf freely in any human subject who is always in 
•orment from tight boots. I think the extremities require 
to be at peace before the stomach will conduct itself with 
vigour. 

On the occasion of this domestic little party, I did not 
repeat my former extensive preparations. I merely provided a 
pair of soles, a small leg of mutton, and a pigeon-pie. Mrs. 
Crupp broke out into rebellion on my first bashful hint in 
reference to the cooking of the fish and joint, and said, with 
a dignified sense of injury, "No I No, sir I You will not ask 
me sich a thing, for you are better acquainted with me than to 
suppose me capable of doing what I cannot do 'lith am pial 
satisfaction to my own feelings I" But, in the end, a com· 
promise was effected ; and Mrs. Crupp consented to achieve 
this feat, on condition that I dined from home for a fortnight 
afterwards. 

And here I may remark, that what I underwent from 
Mrs. Crupp, in consequence of the tyranny she establishtd 
over me, was dreadful. I never was so much afraid of any 
one. We made a compromise of everything. If I hesitated, 
she was taken with that ll'onderful disorder whi~h was always 
lying in ambush in her system, ready, at the shortest notice, to 
prey upon her vitals. If I rang the bell impatienlly, after half­
a-dozen unavailing modest pulls, and she appeared at last­
which was not by any means to be relied upon-she would 
appear with a reproachful aspect, sink breathless on a chair 
near the door, by her band upon ber nankeen bosom, and be. 
come so ill, that I was glad, at any sacrifice of brandy or 
anything else, to get rid of her. If I objected to having my 
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bed made ~t five o'clock in the aftc•rnoun-which I Jo >till 
think an uncomfortable arrangenwnt..--one rnot10n of her 
h.1nd town.rd:' tht: samt: nankeen· re~ion of woumh:J sen)ibility 
w,ts cnllu~h to m:t!:e me falter :m ap<•lo~y. In short., I would 
lnve dlltlt.: ;uwthing in an honourable w1y rather than gtre 
~lh. CrupJ• utfence: and 'he was the terror of nt)' life. 

l hou~ltt a second·h"nd duntb-waiter for this dinner-party, 
in prden~nce to re-engaging tlw handy young man; against 
whom I had conceivt'd a prejudirt!, in comequence ol 
him in the ~trJnd, one SundJy morning, in a 
rem.trkably like OJte ')f mine, \\hich had been missing ~ince the 
frumer ()t'C3SlOIL The "youn;! gal'' was re..eng,tt!t-.'d; Gut on 
the stirul•tic,n that she should only bring in the dishes, and 
then withuraw to the landing-plare, beyund the outer door: 
where- a habit of sniffing she h~d contracted would be lost upon 
the guests, and whore her rettrino on the plates would be a 
physical impossibility. 

0 

}h,·ing laid in the materials for a bowl of punch, to be 
compoundvd by Mr. Micawher; having provided a bottle of 
lave_nder-":ater, two wax catHll~·:oo, a paper of mi:-;~d pins, and 
a pmcus!n._m, to assist ~lrs. _\licawb~..:r in her toilette at my 
dres~ing~table; having abo r:~.used the tire in my bt·droom ~o 
be h!?hted for Mrs. \lic,lwb,:r'" conveni(·nce; and h:wwg la1d 
the doth with my own han·ls, 1 a\\Jtted the result with 
composure. 

At t~le appointed time, my three visitors arriv~d tog~ther. 
~!r. ~t1cawher with more shirt.colbr than usual, and a. new 
rtbbon to his eye-glass; illrs. \licawber with her cap lll a 
whJty-brown P"l•er p1rcel; TradJlcs the parcel, and 
sunpurtm~ \Irs. l>hcawber on his arm. were all ddishtcd 
With my res•dence. When I conducted ~Irs. ~licawlwr to n>Y 
dn~s!'>tng·Llhlel a~d she saw the scale on which it wJs prepart'd 
for her, she w •• s "' such raptures, that she called ~[r. Micawber 
to come In and look. 

1 
~. ~.1 Y de;J.~ .Copperfidd,'~ said 1fr Micawber "this is 

uxLmous. '1 hu; is a way of life whi~h reminds 'me of tht' 
1;['~0dbwhen I was myself in a state of celibacv, and ~Irs. 
i-l~~~~n:~1 1~~~,~~t yet been solicited to plight her faith at the 

~~" H:~ llJeans, solicited by him, Mr. Copperfield" slid \Irs. 
• ~~~~~ , r..:~, .ar~~tly. 11 He cannot answer fur others:'' 
ne1._: .? 1 i~:\~~ ~~tum~d ~Ir. Micawber with sudden serious· 
J.\\"J.:e th.\t whe ~tsire .to answer for others. I .:tm too wdl 

n, the mscrut"ble decrees of Fate, you were 
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reserved for me, it is possible you may have been reserred for 
one, destined, after a protracted struggle, at length to fall a 
victim to pecuniary involvements of u complicated nature. 
I understand your allusion, my love. I regret it, but I can 
bear it." 

"Micawber I" exclaimed Mrs. Micawber, in tears. "Have 
I deserved this! I, who never have deserted you; who ne1·er 
will desert you, !llicawber I" 

"My Jove," said Mr. Micawber, much affected, "you will 
forgive, and our old and tried friend Copperfield will, I am 
sure, forgive, the momentary laceration of a wounded spirit, 
made sensitive by a recent collision with the Minion of 
Power-in other words, with a ribald Turncock attached to the 
waterworks-and will pity, not condemn, its excesses." 

Mr. Micawber then embraced Mrs. Micawber, and pressed 
my hand; leaving me to infer from this broken allusion 'that 
his domestic supply of water had been cut off that afternoon, 
in consequence of default in the payment of the company's 
rates. 

To divert his thoughts from this melancholy subject, I 
informed Mr. Micawber that I relied upon him for a bowl of 
punch, and led him to the lemons. His recent despondency, 
not to say despair, was gone in a moment I never saw a man 
so thoroughly enjoy ·himself amid the fragrance of lemon-peel 
and sugar, the odour of burning rum, and the steam of boiling 
water, as Mr. Micawber did that afternoon. It was wonderful 
to see his face shining at us out of a thin cloud of these delicate 

· fumes, as he stirred, and mixed, and tasted, and looked as if he 
were making, instead of punch, a fortune for his family down 
to the latest posterity. As to Mrs . .Micawber, I don't know 
whether it was the effect of the cap, or the lavender-water, or 
the pins, or the fire, or the wax candles, but she came out of 
my room, comparatively speaking, lovely. And the lark was 
never gayer than that excellent woman. 

I suppose-I never ventured to inquire, but I suppo;e~that 
~lrs. Crupp, after frying the soles, was taken ill. Because we 
broke down at that point. !he leg of mutton came up very 
red w1thm, and very pale Without : bcs1des having a foreign 
substance of a gritty nature sprinkled over it, as if it had had 
a fall into the ::shes of tha~ remar~able kitchen fire-place. But 
we were not m a cond1t1on to JUdge of this fact from the 
apP"arance of the gravy, forasmuch as the "young oal '' had 
~ropped it ~11 upo~ the stairs-where it remained, bY.the-bye, 
m a long tram, unul 1t was worn ou~ The pigeon-pie was not 

0 
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ban, hut it was a delusive pie: the crust being like a disappoint. 
in~ lwad 1 phrenologically ))peaking: full of lumps and bu!Uf 1S, 
with nothin;.; p;uticul.u llnderneath. In short, tbe banquet wa.s 
such a tailurc that I should h.1ve been quite unhappy-about 
the failure, I mean, for I wx; always unhappy about liora-if I 
h:td not been relieved by the great ~ood-humour oi my company, 
and by n bright sug~estion from ~!r. Micawber. . 

"My deur ftiend Copperlido," said !vir. Micawber, "acctdents 
will occur in the best·regulated families; and in famtlies not 
regulat~:d by that pen'l\dlng intluenc~ which sanctifies while It 
enhances tll(c-a-I wuuld say, in short, by the inlluence of 
\roman, in the lofty character of Wife, they may be expected 
with conftdence, and must be l>orne with philosophy. If you 
will allow me to take the liberty of remarking that there are few 
comestibles better, in their way, than a l.Jevil, ar.d that I believe, 
with a little division of labour, we could accomplish a good one 
if the youn~ person in attendance could produce a grirliron~ I 
would pnt it to you, that this little misfortune may be eastly 
repaired." 

There was a gridiron in the pantry, on which my morning 
rasher of bacon was cooked. \1' e had it in, in a twinkhng, and 
immediately applied ourselves to currying Mr. Micawbds idea 
into effect. The division of labour to which he had referred 
was this :-Traddles cut the mutton into slices; ~lr. ~!icawb<r 
(':ho could do anything of this sort to perfection) covered them 
wnh pepper, mustard, salt, and cayenne; I put them on the 
gndtron, turned them with a fork, and took them off, undet 
Mr. Mtcowber's direction; and Mrs. Micawber heated, and 
contmually stirred, some mu>hroom ketchup in a little 
saucepan. When we had slices enou~h done to begin upon, 
w~ fell-to, With our sleeves still tucked up at the wrist, more 
shc;s spluttenng and blazing on the fire, and our attention 
dmded between the mutton on our plates and the mutton 
th\~ prep~ring. . ' . 
th hat Wtth the novelty of thts cookery, the excellence of tt, 
f e bustle ~f tt, the freq~ent starting up to look after it, the 
r~quent Sitting down to diSpose of it as the crisp slices came 
~he ~~~e g~dtton hot and hot, the being so busy, 50 flushed with 

d ' 0 amused, and m the mtdst of such a temptmg nmse 
an savour, we reduced the leg of mutton to the bone ~ly 
?t~~~t~e:~~~~·~e back nnraculously. I am ~harned to ;ecord 
satisfied that~\ eheve I forgo.t Dora for a little while. [ am 
the f .Jr. and Mrs. ~hcawber could not have enjo)ed 

east more, If they had sold a bed to proYide it. Tradd:es 
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laughed as heartily, almost the whole time, as he ate and 
worked. Indeed we all did, all at once; and I dare say there 
never was a greater success. . 

We were at the height of our enjoymen~ and. were all. busily 
engaged, in our several departments, end~vounng to brmg the 
last batch of slices to a state of perfecuon that should crown 
the feast, when I was aware of a strange presence in the room, 
and my eyes encountered those of the staid Litrimer, standing 
hat in hand before me. 

" What's the matter?" I involuntarily asked. 
"I beg your pardon, sir, I was directed to come iu. Is my 

master not here, sir? " 
"No." 
"Have you not seen him, sir?" 
"No; don't you come from him?" 
"Not immediately so, sir." 
"Did he tell you you would find him here? " 
"Not exactly so, sir. But I should think he might be here 

to-morrow, as he has not been here to·day." 
"Is he coming up from Oxford?" 
"I beg, sir," he returned respectfully, "that you will be 

seated, and allow me to do this." With which he took the 
fork from my unresisting hand, and bent over the gridiron, as if 
his whole attention were concentrated on it. 

We should not have been much discomposed, I dare say, by 
the appearance of Steerforth himself, but we became in a 
moment the meekest of the meek before his respectable 
serving-man. Mr. Micawber, humming a tune, to show that 
he was quite at ease, subsided into his chair, with the handle 
of a hastily concealed fork sticking out of the bosom of his 
coa~ as if he had stabbed himself. Mrs. Micawber put on her 
brown gloves, and assumed a genteel languor. Traddles ran 
his greasy bands through his hair, and stood it bolt upright, 
and stared in confusion on the table-cloth. As for me, I was a 
mere infant at the head of my own table; and hardly ventured 
to glance at the respectable phenomenon, who had come from 
Heaven knows where, to put my establishment to rights. 

Meanwhile he took the mutton off the gridiron, and gravely 
handed it round. We all took some, but our appreciation of 
it was gone, and we merely made a show of eating it. As we 
se,·erally pushed away our plates, he noiselessly removed them, 
and set on the cheese. He took that off too when it was 
done with; cleared the .table; piled everything 'on the dumb­
waiter; gave us our wme-glasses; and, of his own accord, 
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wheeltd the dumb-wairer into the pantry. All this was done 
in a perfect manner, and he never raised his ey~s from what he 
was about. Yet his very elbows, when he had hrs back towa~ds 
me, seemed to teem with the expression of hrs fixed opm10n 
that I w;Ls extremely young. 

"Can I do anything more, sir I" . 
1 rh,mked him and said, No; but would he take no <.lmner 

himself? 
·• None, I am obliged to you, sir, 11 

"Is ~lr. Steerforth coming from Oxford?" 
"I beg your pardon, sir I " 
"Is ~lr. Steerforth coming from Oxford?" . 
"I should ima~ine that he might be here to-morrow, str. 

I rather thought he mi~ht have been here to-day, sir. The 
mistake is mine, no dnuht, sir. I! 

"If you should see him fir;t-" ;:~iJ I. 
"If you'll excuse me, sir, I don't think I shall see him 

first.' 1 

"In case you do," said I, "pray say thot I am sorry he was 
not here to-day, as an old schoolfellow of his was here." 

"Indeed, sir ! " and he divided a bow between me and 
Traddles, with a glance at the latter. 

He was moving softly to the door, when, in a forlorn hope 
of saying something naturally-which I ncvur co~ld, to this 
man- I said: 

"Oh ! Littimer!" 
•'Sir ! 11 

"Did you remain long at Yltmouth, that time?" 
"?\ ot particularly so, sir.'' 
"You saw the boat complet··d?" 
"Yes, sir. I remained behind on purpose to see the boat 

completed." 
, "!know!" He rnio~d his eyes to mine respectfully. "i\!r. 
~tecr!orth has not seen rt yet, I suppose I" 

".I really can't say, sir. I thrnk-but I really can't say, sir. 
I wtsh you good mght, sir/' 

. He co~lprehended everybody present, in the respectful bow 
wltb whrch he followed these words, and disoppelted. ~ly 
Yhrtors seemed to breathe more freely when he was gone;_ but 
my 0 " n rellef was very great1 fc,r besides the constraint, ansmg 
lrom .. [hat extr~ordi~ary sense oi being n.t a disadvantage which 
I aha~'s had tn th1s man's presence

1 
my conscience had em­

b.Jrr:·.sscd me with whi<Jpers th:I.t I had mistrusted his master, 
and I could nut reprtss a vague un~asy dread that he mignt 
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find it out. How was it, having so little in reality to conceal, 
that I ,l.~ays did feel as if this man w-;re findin~ me o~t? 

Mr. licawber roused' me from thts reflectiOn, whtch W:lS 

blende; with a certain remorseful apprehension of seeing 
Steerfo. h himself, by bestowing many encomiums on the 
absent ... ittimer as a most respectable fellow, and a thoroughly • 
admiraele servant. Mr. Micawber, I may remark, had taken 
his full share of the general bow, and had received it with 
infinite condescension. 

"But pu~ch, my dear Copperfield," said Mr. Micawber, 
tasting it, "like time and tide, waits for no man. Ah I it 
is at the present moment in high flavour. :My love, will 
you give me your opinion ? " 

Mrs: Micawber pronounced it excellent 
"Then I will drink," said lllr. Micawber, "if my friend 

Copperf1eld will permit me to take that social liberty, to the 
days when my friend Copperfield and myself were younger, 
and fought our way in the world side by side. I may say, 
of myself and Copperfield, in words we have sung together 
bcfore now, that 

'\Ve twa hae run about the Urnes 
And pu'd the gowans fine' 

-in a figurative point of view-on several occa>ions. I am 
not exactly aware," said Mr . .\!icawber, with the old roll in 
his voice, and the old indescribable air of sayillg something 
genteel, "what gow.ms may be, but I have no doubt that 
Copperfield and myself would frequently have taken. a pull 
at them, if it had been feasible." 

~lr. ~Iicawber, at the then present moment, took a pull at 
his punch. So we all did: Tn•ldles evidently h>t in wonder­
ing at what distant time l\lr. ~lic"wber and 1 could have been 
comrades in the battle of the world. 

"Ahem!" said Mr. ~licawber, clc:•rin~ his throat, and 
warming with the punch and witt. the ftre. "My dear, 
another glass ? " 

~lrs. ~licawber said it must be very little; but we couldn't 
alluw that, so it was a gla;sful. 

"As we are quite confidential here, Mr. Copperfield," said 
Mrs. Micawber, sipping her punch, "Mr. Traddles being a 
pa~t. of our domesticity, I should much like to have your 
op:mon on Mr. lllicawber's prospects. For corn," S3id Mrs. 
:\[,cawber argumentatively, "as I have· repeatedly said to Mr. 
~licawber, may be gentlemanly, but it is not remunerative. 
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Commission to the extent of two and ninepence in a fortnight 
cannot, however limited our ideas, be considered remu ·rative." 

We were all agreed upon that. : 
"Then," said ~Irs. ~licawber, who prided herself • 'taking 

a clear view of things, and keeping Mr. olicawber st light by 
her woman's wisdom, when he mi~ht otherwise go a little 
crooked, "then I ask myself this question. If corh is not 
to be relied upon, what is? Are coals to be relied upon? 
Not at all. We have turned our attention to that experiment, 
on the su~gestion of my family, and we find it fal\1cious." 

~!r. i\!icawber, leaning back in his chair with his hands in 
his pockets, eyed us astdc, and nodded his head, as much as 
to say that the case was very clearly put. 

"The articles of corn and coals," said Mrs. l\!icawber, still 
more augumentatively1 "being equJ.lly out of the question, 
Mr. Copperfield, I natural!)' lo••k round the world, and say, 
'What is there in which a person of Mr. Mirawber's talent is 
likely to succeed?' And I exclude the doing anything on 
commission, because commission is not a certainty. 'Vhat is 
best suited toa person of ;\[r . .llicawbds peculiar temperament 
is, I am com·mced, a certainty.') 

Traddb and I both expressed, by a feeling murmur, that 
this great discovery was no doubt true of ~[r. Micawber, and 
that it did him much muit. 

"I will not conceal from you, my dear ~!r. C<•pperfield," 
said Mrs. 1licawber, "th.tt I have long felt the Brewing 
business to be parttcularly lilapted to Mr. Micawber. Look 
"~ Barclay a~d Perkins! Look at Truman, Hanbury, and 
Buxton! It ts on that extenSJve footing that ~Jr. \!icawber, 
I know from my 01vn knowledge of him is calculated to shme; 
and the profits, I am told, are e-No~-mous! But if ~!r 
Mtcawber cannot get into those firms-which decline to 
answer his letters, when he offers his services even in an 
!nferior capacity-what is the use of dwelling upon that 
tdeal None. I ntay have a conviction that Mr.l\!icawber's 
manners-" 

"Hem! Really, my dear," interposed Mr. Micawber. 
"~[y lo~e, be silent," said ~Irs. Micawber, laying her brown 

glove on IllS. hand. "I may have a conviction, Mr. Copperfield. 
that ;\[r. Mtcawber's manners peculiarly qualify him for the 
B•"ktng bustness .. I may argue within myself, that if I had a 
rl''!'0!·1t at a banktng·house, the manners of Mr. Micawber, as 
repres"nting that banking-house, would inspire confidence, and 
must e\lend the conne,ion. But if the various banking·houses 
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refuse to avail themselves of lllr. :Vlicawber's abilities, or receive 
tbe offer of them with contumely, what is the use of dwelling 
upon tl!at idea? None. As to originating a banking-bu,iness, 
I may know that there are members of my family who, if they 
chose to place their money in Mr. Micawber's hands, might 
found an establishment of that description. But if they do not 
choose to place their money in Mr. Micawber's hands-which 
they don't-what is the use of that I Again I contend that 
we are no farther advanced than we were before." 

I shook my bead, and said, "Not a bit." Traddles also 
shook his head, and said, "Not a bit." 

"What do I deduce from this?" Mrs. Micawber went on to 
say, still with the same air of putting a case lucidly. "What is 
the conclusion, my dear Mr. Copperfield, to which I am 
irresistibly brought? Am I wrong in saying, it is clear that 
we must live I" 

I answered "Not at all!" and Traddles answered "Not at 
alii " and I found myself afterwards sagely adding, alone, that 
a person must either live or die. 

"Just so," returned l\lrs. Micawber. "It is precisely that. 
And the fact is, my dear Mr. Copperfield, that we can not live 
without something widely different from existing circumstances 
shortly turning up. Now I am convinced, myself, and this I 
hal'e pointed out to Mr. Micawber se~·eral times of late, that 
thinzs cannot be expected to turn up of themselves. We must, 
in a measure, assist to turn them up. I may be wrong, but I 
have formed that opinion." 

Both Traddlcs and I applauded it highly. 
"Very well," said Mrs. l\licawber. "Then what do I 

recommend? Here is Mr. Micawber with a variety of 
qualifications-with great talent-" 

"Really, my love," said Mr. Micawber. 
"Pray,my dear, allow me to conclude. Here is )!r. Micawber 

with a variety of qualifications, with great talent-J should say: 
with genius, but that may be the partiality of a wife-" 

Traddles and I both murmured "No." 
"And here is Mr. Micawber without any suitable position or 

employment. Where does that responsibility rest I Clearly 
on society. Then I would make a fact so disgraceful known 
and boldly challenge society to set it right. It appears to me: 
my dear Mr: Copperfield," sa1d_ Mrs. ?lllcawber, forcibly, "that 
what Mr. :l.llcawber ha.; to do, IS to throw down the gauntlet to 
society, and say, in effec~ 'Show me who will take that up. 
Let the party immediately step forward.' " 
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I ventured to o.'k ~It'. :\lic~wbcr how this was to be done. 
'j Tiy :1dvertising," ~aid 11rs. ~(if'.1WbCf- 11 in all th~ t:apc.r~. 

It Jppe~\rS to n)c, th."tt what ~lr. )l!cawber has to do, m JU!-tJCc 

to lHmstlf. in ju::.-tice to his family, and I will even t;;u so fJr as 
to say in justice to society, by which he hJs be~.'n hitht:rto over~ 
h•ked. is to advertise in all the to de,cribo himscli 
!•Llillly as sn-:md-S•I, with such such quahtlcations, and t\J 

put it thus: '~Y(lw ~mploy n1e, on remunl'rative 
address, p•lSt·paiJ, to II. N., Post Ofticc, Ctmt!f:n Town. . 

"This idea of 1\'irs. 1\.lic~wber\ my t!e:u Copper(u.~l~/' sa1d 
Mr. ~licawbet, makin~ hir; sbirt-colhr mn~t in front of h1s chin, 
and gl.mdng at me sideway;;, ·'is, in fact, the Leap to wh1ch I 
alluded, when I !.1st had the plo<ure of se·2in3 you." 

"Advertising is rather expensive," I remarked, dubiously. 
"Exactly so! 11 :htid 1Irs. ~liclwb€'r, preserving the same 

logical air. "Quite true, my dear Mr. Co1•perfleld' I have 
m<~de the identical obsmatiun to ~Jr. ~lictwber. It is for that 
n·.twn especially, that I think Mr. ~[icawber ou~ht (as I have 
nlrf·nrly ~aid, in jus lice to himst:lf, in ju!-,tire to his bmily, and 
in ,iustic<:. to society) to raise a ( t:rtain sum of mont:y-on a 
bill." 

:\lr. Micawber, k..ning back in his chair, trifled with his eye· 
glass, and cast his eyes up at the ceiling: but I thought htm 
obs~rvant of Traddies, too, who was lo\·king at the tlre. 

'·If no mcm~cr of my family/' said Mrs. Micawber, 11 is 
of sutikient natural !t'cling to negotiote th.lt bill­
there is a better business-term to expreoS what I 

nv:an-a 
/.ir. Micawber, with his eyes still cast up at the ceiling, 

"Discount. 11 

discount that bilV' said Mrs. :1\licawber, "then my 
is, th~t 1!r. )lirawber shuuld go into the City, >hould 

that btlltntn the 1loney l.Jarket, and should dispose of tt 
f•·r what he c:\n ~~t. If the indiriduals in the )[uney "[arket 
~b.llge Mr. J\l1cawber to sustain a. great ;;acritice, that j, between 
~nt:m~cl\'~s and their consci~.:nrcs, I view it, steadily, a." an 
mvestm~nt. I recommend i\Ir. l\liclwbt:r, my dear ~Jr. 

1 ~u:l,J. to do the same; to regard it as an inveStnJt:nl. 
n ISn sur~ of return, and to mai-:e up his mind tv any 

I . but 1 am sure I don't know why that this was seif-
d''1111"!; nnd devoted in Mrs. Micnwbe;, and 1 uttered a 
mur::.ur to that elfect. Traddles who took his tone frvm me, 
u1d hkcwise, still looking at the ft~c. 
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"I will not," said Mrs. lllicawber, finishing her punch, and 

gathering her scarf about her shoulders, preparatory to her 
withdrawal to my bedroom: "I will not protract these remarks 
on the subject of Mr. Micawber's pecuniary affairs. At your 
fireside, my dear Mr. Copperfield, and in the presence of Mr. 
TraJdles, who, though not so old a friend, is quite one of our­
selves, I could not refrain from making you acquainted wtth 
the course I advise Mr. Micawber to take. I feel that the 

· time is arrived when Mr. Micawber should exert himself and­
! will add-assert himself, and it appears to me that these are 
the means. I am aware that I am merely a female, and that a 
masculine judgment is usually considered more competent to 
the discussion of such questions; still I must not forget that, 
when I lived at home with my papa and mama, my papa was 
in the habit of saying, 'Emma's form is fragile, but her grasp 
of a subject is inferior to none.' That my (llipa was too partial, 
I well know; but that he was an observer of character in 
some degree, my duty and my reason equally forbid me to 
doubt." 

With these words, and resisting our entreaties that she would 
grace the remaining circulation of the punch with her presence, 
Mrs. Micawber retired to my bedroom. And really I felt that 
she was a noble woman-the sort of woman who might hn"e 
been a Roman matron, and done all manner of heroic thin3s, 
in times of public trouble. 

In the fervour of this impression, I congratulated Mr. 
i\licawber on the treasure he possessed. So did 'l'raddles. 
;\lr. Micawber extended his hand to each of us in succession, 
and then covered his face with his pocket- handkerchief, 
which I think had more snuff upon it than he was aware 
of. He then returned to the punch, in the highest state of 
exhilaration. 

He was full of eloquence. He gave us to undcr>1and that 
in our children we lived again, and that, under the pres;ure of 
pecuniary difficulties, any accession to their number was doubly 
welcome. He said that Mrs . .Micawber had latterly had her 
doubts on this point, but that he had dispelled them, and 
reassured her. As to _her family, they wer~ t?tally unworthy 
of her, and !heu senttments ;;ere utterly mdtfferent to him, 
and they nught-I quote hts own expression-go to the 
De,il. 

Mr. Micawber then delivered a warm eulo~ on Traddlcs. 
He said Traddles's was a character, to the steady virtues of 
which he (Mr. Micawber) could Jay no claim

1 
but which, he 
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thanked Heaven, he could aJmire. He ft-dingly alluded lo 

the )'•'""~ laJy, unknown, wht•lll Tra.ldles h~d honocr~d ~nh 
his aileetion, and who had rtetprocatcd that atkl'twn by 
honourin~ and blessing Tr.Jddh:s with h,:r affectiOn. Mr. 
\licawber ~!edged her. So did I. TrodJies thanked us both, 
by s:J.ymg:, wilh a si~nplicity anJ 1 had sl·nse en~ugh to 
be qmte charmed Wltb, .. I am very to you mJeed. 
And I do ass me you. she's the de"re ;t girl!--'' 

Mr. Micawber took an car:y opportunity, after that, of hinting, 
with the utmost dtlicacy and ceremony, at the state of my 
affectiOns. Nolhing but the serious as\urance of his fne~J 
Coppertidd to the contrary. he ol,scrved. could deprive hrm 
of the impression that his friend Cr•pperfield loved and w:c< 
bdu1·cd. After ke!ing very bot and uncomfortable for some 
time, and after a good deal of blushin~, stammering, and deny· 

I sard, having my glass in my h:tnd, "\\'ell! I would ~rve 
D.!'' which so excited and gr"trtied Mr. "licawber, that 

he ran wrth a glaso cf punch into bel\roorn, in order that 
:.Irs. 1licawb<:r might drink D., who it with enthusiasm, 
crying from ·within, in a shrill vcire, ''Hear, hear! ~!y dear 
:-!r. Copperlldd, I am delighted. Hear I" and tapping at the 
wall, by way of applause. 

Our con\'ersation, afterwards, took a mor.:: worldlv turn i 11r. 
~licawber telling U!S that he IOund Camdr::n Town i~l~(lnvenient, 
:u~d t~at the fust thing he <:Dnt~~mpl.tted doing, whr:n t~e 
navtrtlst:mt:nt should ha\'e been the cause of somethint.! satls­
f:lctory turning up1 was to nwve. H~ Int!ntioned a ter~·acc at 
the western end of Oxford Street, fwnting Hyde ]'ark, on 
wluch he had always had his eve, hut which he did not expect 
~oat tam immediately, as it wou\d re4uire a large establishnre_nt. 
fherc would probably be an interval, he explained, in whtch 
he shoLrld content himself with tire upper part of a house, over 
sume resp.:ctJ.b'e place of busine>S-sav in Piccadilly,-wlllch 
wuuld be a chcertul situation for :-Irs.'~IicawLer; and wh~re, 
~y throwmt; ~ta:). bow '~mdow, or carrying up the rouf another 
:s.tury, or mJ.kmg- son1e httle alteration of th11t sort, they p1ight 
hve, cornfortablv and reputably. for a few years. Whatever was 
reserved tor hrm: he expre.,ly said, or wherever his abode mr~ht 
be~ we m1;ht rt:iy on this~tht:re would ;.'t!wavs be o. room for 
TraJdb, and a knife and fork for me. \\'e acknowledged his 
kmJn,·ss; and he us to fnrgive his havin~ launched 
mto th~.)c practtcal busincs.;;.Jike ddails, and to excusL' Jt 

~~ t!·:~~~Jr .U tn one ,~no was making entirdy new arrJngt.:ments 
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lllrs. lllicawber, tapping at the wall again, to know if te~ 

were ready, broke up this particular phase of our friendly con· 
versation. She made tea for us in a most agreeable manner; 
and, whenever I went near her, in handing about the tea-cups 
and bread-and-butter, asked me, in a whisper, whether D. was 
fair, or dark, or whether she was short, or tall : or something 
of that kind; which I think I liked. After tea, we discussed 
a variety of topics before the fire; and Mrs. Micawber was 
good enough to sing us (in a smal~ thin, fiat voice, which I 
remembered to have considered, when I first knew her, the 
very table-beer of acoustics) the favourite ballads of "The 
Dashing White Serjeant," and "Little Tafflin." For both of 
these songs Mrs. Micawber had been famous when she lived at 
home with her papa and mama. Mr. Micawber told us, that 
when he heard her sing the first one, on the first occasion of 
his seeing her beneath the parental roof, she had attracted his 
attention in an extraordinary degree; but that when it came to 
Little Taffiin, he had resolved to win that woman or perish in 
the attempt. 

It was between ten and eleven o'clock when Mrs. Micawber 
rose to replace her cap in the whity-brown paper parcel, and to 
put on her bonnet. Mr. i\licawber took the opportunity of 
Traddles putting on his great-coat, to slip a letter into my 
hand, with a whispered request that I would read it at my 
leisure. I also took the opportunity of my holding a candle 
over the banisters to light them down, when Mr. Micawber 
was going first, leading Mrs. Micawber, and Traddles was 
following with the cap, to detain Traddles for a moment on 
the top of the stairs. 

"Traddles," said I, "Mr. Micawber don't mean any harm, 
poor fellow: but, if I were you, I wouldn't lend him anything." 

"My dear Co~perfield," returned Traddles, smiling, ''I 
haven't got anythmg to lend." 

"You have got a name, you know," said I. 
"Ohl Youcallthatsomething to lend?" returned Traddles 

with a thoughtful look. ' 
"Certainly." 
•:ohl" said Traddles. "Yes, to be sure! I am very.much 

obliged to you, Copperfield; but-I am afraid I have lent him 
that already." 
. "For the bill that is to be a certain investment?" I 
mqUJred. 

"No," said Traddles. "Not for that one. This is the first 
I have heard of that one. I have been thinking that he will 
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most likely propo'e that one, on the way home. Mine's 
an()ther." 

''I hope there will he nothing wrong ahout i.t," said I. 
"I hope not," >atd TradJies. "I ,iJould thmk not, tho~gh, 

because he tc•ld me. only tile other that tt was provtded 
for. That was .\tr. ;\[icawbet 's 'Provit.led for.' H 

:\fr. ~licawll0r lookin~ up at juncture to where we were 
standing, I had oniy time to repeat rny caution. Traddles 
thanked m~. and descended. But I was much afraid, when 
I observed the ~·.•oJ·mturtod manner in which he went down 
with the cap in his hand. and gave l>!rs. '>licawber his arm, 
that he would be carried into the 111 oney ~!arket neck and 
heels. 

I return~d to my fireside, and was mming, half gravely and 
half laughing, on the character of l>lr. .\licawber and the old 
relations between us, when I heard a quick step ascend in~ the 
stairs. At fmt, I thought it was Traddles corning b.tck for 
son•ethiug Mrs. Mic:<wher had left behind ; but as the step 
approached, I knew it, and felt my heart beat high, and the 

' blood rush to my face, for it was Steerforth's. 
I was never unmindful of A~nes, and she never left that 

sonctuary in my thoughts-if I mav call it so-where I had 
placed her from the first. But wh.rn he entered, and stood 
before me with his hand out, the darkness that had f.1llen 
on him changed to light, and I felt confounded and ashamed 
of having doubted one I loved so heartily. I loved her none 
~he less; I thought of her as the same benignant, gentle angel 
m my hfe; I reproached my<elf, nut her, with having done 
lnm an IOJUf)'; and I would h.lVe made him any atonement, 
tf I had known whlt to make, and how to make 1 t. 

''II hY, Da1sy, old boy, dumb-foundered 1" Stt·er· 
lurth, !'haking my lund heartilv, <ll1d throwing ~:.t.ily away. 
"II ave I ~cteckd you in another lcost, you ~ybaritc! These 

Commons fr\lows are the gn.yest men in to~,,n, ~ 
and l·eat us sober Oxford people all to nC>thtng 1 

!lis ,;!ante went merrily wuud the room, as he took 
on the sofa opposite t'r nk, which :\Irs. ~Iicawber had 

recdltly var:ated, and >tined the fire into a biaLe . . :·I \\l.')\ so su~~ri;eJ at first, 1
' saitl I, givins him welc-ome 

'' · h all t.:e cOt<lt,tlll~· I felt, "th;~t I hod hardlv breath to 
:;:·('t:t '':ith, Steerfonh.n ' 

.'-t\', .. n:: 
~u.i l.:,_.Ow. 

2i~ht oi m~ is good br sore e~·es, as the 
~rt:crf,·,!"~h, "and so i~ the c,ight of >·ou) Da:sy, 
11 ow are you, my Daccb.nal?" 
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"I am very well," said I ; "and not at all Bacchanalian 

to-night, though I confess to another party of three." 
"All of whom I met in the street, talking loud in your 

praise," returned Steerforth. "Who's our friend in the 
tights?" 

I gave him the best idea I could, in a few words, of 1\lr. 
Micawber. He laughed heartily at my feeble portrait of that 
gentleman, and said he was a man to know, and he must know 
him. 

"But who do you suppose our other friend is?" said I, in 
my tum. 

"Heaven knows," said Steerforth. "Not a bore, I hope? 
I thought he looked a little like one." 

"Traddles I" I replied, triumphantly. 
"Who's he?" asked Steerforth, in his careless way. 
"Don't you remember Traddles? Traddles in our room at 

Salem House?" 
"Oh I That fellow I" said Steerforth, beating a lump of 

coal on the top of the fire, with the poker. " Is he as soft 
as ever? And where the deuce did you pick !tim up?" 

I extolled Traddles in reply, as highly as I could ; for I felt 
that Steerforth rather slighted him. Steerforth, dismissing 
the subject with a light nod, and a smile, and the remark 
that he would be glad to see the old fellow too, for he had 
always been an odd fish, inquired if I could give him anything 
to eat? During most of this short dialogue, when he had not 
been speaking in a wild vivacious manner, he had sat idly 
beating on the lump of coal with the poker. I observed that 
he did the same thing while I was getting out the remains of 
the pigeon·pie, and so forth. 

"Why, Daisy, here's a supper for a king I" he exclaimed, 
starting out of his silence with a burst, and taking his seat at the 
table. "I shall do it justice, for I have come from Yarmouth." 

" I thought you came from Oxford?" I returned. 
"Not !," said Steerforth. "I have been seafaring-better 

employed." 
"Littimer was here to-day, to inquire for you," I remarked, 

"and I understood him that you were at Oxford; thouoh, now 
I think of it, he certainly did not say so." 

0 

"Littimer is a greater fool than I thought him, to have been 
inquiring for me at all,'_' s~id Steerforth, jovially pouring out 
a. glass of WIDe, and drinkmg to me. "As to understanding 
htm, you are a. cleverer fellow than most of us, Daisy, if you 
can do thaL" 
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"That's true, indeed," said I, moving my chair to the table. 

"So you hav~ been at Yarmouth, Stcerforth!" interested to 
kn01v all about it. "H'we you been there long?" .. 

"No" he returned. "An esm('ade of a week or so. 
"And how are they all? Of course, little Em'ly is not 

marri.:d yet?" 
"lliot yet. Going to be, I believe-in so many weeks, or 

months, or something or other. I. have. not seen nmch. of 
'em. By-the-bye;" he laid down h•s kntfe and fork, ~tht~h 
he had been using with great diligence, and began fccllll£ m 
his pockets; "I have a letter for yuu." 

" From whom? 11 

"\\'hy, from your old nurse," he returned, l1king ~ome 
!Japcrs out of his breast pocket. "• J. Steerforth, Esqture, 
d1•htor, to The Willing ~lind ; ' that's not it. Patience, and 
we'll lind it presently, Old what's-his·name's in a bad way, 
and it'~ about that, I believe." 

" lhrkis, do you mean?'' . 
"Y··s!" still feeling in his pockets, and lookinf: over thetr 

contents: "it's all over with poor B~rkis, I am afraid. I sa IV 

a httle apothecary there-sur~;eon, or whatever he is-who 
brought your worship into the world. He was mi~hty learned 
about the case, to me ; but the upshot of his opinion was, th,•t 
the carrier was making his last journey rather fast.-Put your 
hand into the breast pocket of my great-coat on the chair 
yonder, and I think you'll find the letter. Is it th~re?" 

"Here it is I " said I. 
"That's right I" 
It was front Peggotty; something less le!!ible than usual, and 

b~ief. It i~forme<l me of her husband's
0 

hopeless state, and 
htnted at hts bem~ "a littlt nearer" than lwretofore, and con­
seguently. more dtfficult to manage for his own comfort. It 
~1d nothmg of her wenrh-!ess and watching, and praised him 
htghl)·. It was wntten ~nh a plain, unaffected, homely piety 
that I k':ew, to be· g~nume, and ended with "my duty to my 
e\·er _darling -'!'eanmg myseli. 
dri~~~•le I dectphered it, Steerfotth continued to eat and 

" It's a bad job,'' he said, when I had done· "but the sun 
b~ss:;;:? :ay, and people die every minute, a~d we mustn't/ 
b d h Y the common lot. If we failed to hold our own, 
;~~~!~ t :It e~ual f~t at ~II m~n's doon; was hearo knocking 
;s 0 1 .;.~e. ••ery obJect m thiS world would shp from us. 1 

• 
1 

" on 
1 

Rough-shod if need be, smooth·shod if that; 
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will do, but ride on ! Ride on Ol'er all obstacles, and win the 
race! )j 

"And win what race?" said I. 
"The race that one has started in/' said he. H Ride on!" 
I noticed, I remember. as he paused, looking at me with his 

handsome head a little thrown back, and his glass raised in his 
hand that, though the freshness of the sea·wind was on his 
face, 'and it was ruddy, there were traces in it, made since 1 
last saw it, as if he had applied himself to some habitual strain 
of the fervent energy which, when roused, was so passionately 
roused within him. I had it in my thoughts to remonstrate 
with him upon his desperate way of pursuing any fancy that 
he took-such as this buffeting of rough seas, and braving of 
hard weather, for example-when my mind glanced off to the 
immediate subject of our conversation again, and pursued that 
instead. 

"I tell you what, Steerforth," said I, "if your high spirits 
will listen to me-" 

"They are potent spirits, and will do whatever you like," he 
answered, moving from the table to the fireside again. 

"Then I tell you what. Steerforth. I think I will go down 
and see my old nurse. It is not that I cnn do her any good, 
or render her any real service ; but she is so attached to me 
that my visit will have as much effect on her, as if I could do 
both. She will take it so kindly, that it will be a comfort and 
support' to her. It is no great effort to make, I am sure, for 
such a friend as she has been to me. Wouldn't you go a day's 
journey, if you were in my place?" 

His face was thoughtful, and he sat considering a little 
before he answered, in a low voice, "Weill Go. You can do 
no harm.'' 

"You have just come back," said I, "and it 'lvould be in 
vain to ask you to go with me?" 

"Quite,'' he returned. "I am for Highgate to-night. I 
have not seen my mother this long time, and it lies upon my 
conscience, for it's something to be loved as she lm·es her 
prodigal son,;-Bah.! Non~ense !-You mean to go to-morrow, 
I suppose? he satd, holdmg me out at arm's length, with a 
hand on each of my shoulders, 

"Yes, I think so." 
"Well, then, don't go till next day. I wanted you to come 

and stay a few days wtth us. Here I am, on purpose to bid 
you, and you fly off to Yarmouth!" 

"You are a nice fellow to talk of flying off, Steerforth, who 
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are always running wild on some unknown exped.ition or 
other!" 

He looked at me for a moment without speaking, and then 
rejoined, still holding me as before, and giving me a shake: 

"Come ! Say the next day, and pass as much of to-morrow 
a.s you can with us! \Vho knows when we may meet agatn, 
ebe? Come! Say the next day! I want you to stand 
between Rosa DaJtle and me, and keep us "-'under." 

"\\'auld you love each other too much, without me?" . 
"Yes; or hate," laughed Steerforth; "no matter whtch. 

Come I Say the next day!" 
I said the next day: and he put on his great-coat and 

lighted his cigar, and sd off to walk home. Finding him in 
this intention, I put on my own great-coat (but did not light 
my own cigar, having had enough of that for one while) and 
walked with him as far as the open road; a dull road, then, 
at night. He was in great spirits all the way ; and when we 
parted, and I looked after him going so go.llantly and airily 
homeward, I thought of his saying, "Ride on over all obstacles, 
and win the race ! " and wished, for the first time, that he had 
some worthy race to run. 

I was undre>sing in my own room, when Mr. )lficawber's 
letter tumbled on the floor. Thus reminded of it, I broke 
the seal and read as follows. It was dated an hour and a half 
before dinner. I am not sure whether I have mentioned that, 
when Mr. Micawber was at any particularly desperate crisis, 
he used a sort ~f legal phraseology : which he seemed to thmk 
cqmvalent to wtndmg up his affairs. 

:: St~-for I dare not say my dear Copperfield, 
. It ·~ expedtcnt that I should inform vou that the under· 

stgned ts Crushed. Some flickering effor'ts to spare you the 
prematur_e knowledge of his cabmitous position, you may 
~bs~rve m dhtm this day ; but hope has sunk beneath the 
o~:zon, an the undersi9ned is Crushed. 

ran The present commnntcation is penned within the personal 
. c\ofc~ (\ ca~not call ~t the so.ciety) of an individual, in a state 

indivi~ua~r i~njg on ,'ntoxt~tto?, employed by a broker. That 
distre>S for rentn legal. possesSion of the premises, under a 
and effects of · H~ mv_entory mcludes, not only the chattels 
as vearly ten,;:~er( thescnplton_ belonging to the undersigned, 
to ~lr. Thomas .1?radd1\~sh~blt~tl0n, but also those appertaming 
Society of the 1 .

1
. ' odoer, a member of the Honourable 

nner emple. 
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"If aqy drop of gloom were. wanting in the overfio":ing cup, 
which is now 'commended' (m the language of an Immortal 
Writer) to the lips of the undersigned, it would be found in 
the fact, that a friendly acceptance granted to the undersigned, 
by the before-!"entioned Mr. T~omas Traddles, for the sum ?f 
£z3 4S· g!d. ts over due, and IS NOT' provtded for. Also, m 
the fact that the living responsibilities clinging to the under· 
signed will, in the course of nature, be increased by the sum 
of one more helpless victim i whose miserable appearance may 
be looked for-in round numbers--at the expiration of a period 
not exceeding sL~ lunar months from the present date. 

"After premising thus much, it would be a work of super­
erogation to add, that dust and ashes are for ever scattered. 

Poor Traddles! I knew enough of Mr. Mlcawber by this 
time, to foresee that he might be expected to recover tbe 
blow; but my night's rest was sorely distressed by thoughts of 
Traddles, and of the curate's daughter, who was one of ten, 
down in Devonshire, and who was such a dear girl, and who 
would wait for Traddles (ominous praise I) until she was sixty, 
or any age that could be mentioned. 

CHAPTER XXIX 
I VISIT STEERFORTH AT HIS HOME, AGAIN 

I MENTIONEO to Mr. Spenlow in the morning, that I wanted 
leave of absence for a short time; and as I was not in the 
receipt of any salary, and consequently was not obnoxious to 
the implacable Jorkins, there was no pifficulty about it. I 
took that opportunity, with my voice sticking in my throat 
and my .sight failing as I utte;cd the words, to express my hop~ 
that. lvitss. Spenlow was qutte well; to which Mr. Spenlow 
rephed, ~th no more Cf!'Otion than if he had been speaking 
of an ordmary human betng, that he was much obliged to me, 
and she was very well. 

We articled clerks, as germs of the patrician order of 
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proctor>, were treated with so much consideration, that I was 
almost my own master at all trmes. As I drd not care, howe1·er, 
to get to Hi,heate before one or two o'clock in the day, and 
as ••.: had ;'nether little excommunication case in court that 
muming, which was called The office of the Judge promoted 
by TiJJkins against Bullock for his soul's correction, I passed 
an hour or two in attendance on it with Mr. Spenlow very 
agreeably. It arose out of a scuffle between two church­
wardens, one of whom was allr·ged to have pushed the other 
a~ainst a pump; the handle of which pump projecting into a 
school-house, which school-hou1e was under a gable of the 
church-roof, made the push an ecclesiastical offence. It was 
an amusing case; and sent me up to Highgate, on the box of 
the stage-coach, thinkmg about the Commons, and what ~!r. 
Spenlow had said about touching the Commons and bnnging 
down the country. 

Mrs. Steerforth was pleased to see me, and so was Rosa 
Dartle. I was agreeably surprised to find that Littimer was 
not there, and that we were attended by a modest little parlour· 
maid, with blue ribbons in her cap, whose eye it was much 
more pleasant, and much less disconcerting, to catch by 
aCCJdem. than the eye of that respectable man. But. what 
I partreularly observed, before I had been half-an-hour 10 the 
house, was the close and attentive watch ~I iss Dartle kept 
upon me; and the lurking manner in which she seemed to 
compare my face with Steerforth's and Steerforth's with mine, 
and to lie in wait for something t~ come out between the two. 
S':' su.rely as I looked towards her, did I see that eager visage, 
Wlth m gaunt black eyes and searching brow, intent on mine; 
or passmg suddenly from mine to Steerfortb's; or comprehend· 
mg both of u~ at once. In this lynxlike scrutiny she was so 
f:rr from faltcnng when she saw I observed it that at such a 
trme she only fixed her piercing look upon ~e with a more 
rnten~ expres;ion still. Blameless as I was, and knew that I 
~t'i 10 reference to any wrong she could possibly suspect me 

h' . shrunk before her strange eyes, quite unable to endure 
t Clf hungry lustre. 
ta\~l day,, she seen:>ed to pervade the whole house. If I 
th ld ~0 ~teerforth rn his room, I heard her dress rustle in 
ou~ ~~~ ':,.~~llery outside. When he and I engaged in some of 
pass from ~~~es on the lawn behrnd the house, I saw her fac~ 
it rixed its If . dow to W!ndow, bke a wandering light, untll 
out W'tlki e . rn ~ne, and watched us. \\'hen we all four went 

ng m t e afternoon, she closed her thin hand on my 
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arm like a spring, to keep me back, while Steerforth and his 
mother went on out of hearing: and then spoke to me. 

"You have been a long time," she said, "without coming 
here. Is your profession really so engaging and interesting as 
to absorb your whole attention? I ask because I always want 
to be informed, when I am ignorant. Is it really though? " 

I replied that I liked it well enough, but that I certainly 
could not claim so much for it. 

"Oh I I am glad to know that, because I always like to be 
put right when I am wrong," said Rosa Dartle. " You mean 
it is a little dry, perhaps? " 

"Well," I replied; "perhaps it was a little dry." 
"Oh ! and that's a reason why you want relief and change­

excitement, and all that ? " said she. "Ah ! very true ! But 
isn't it a little--Eh ?-for him; I don't mean you?" 

A quick glance of her eye towards the spot where Steerforth 
was walking, with his mother leaning on his arm, showed 
me whom she meant ; but beyond that, I was quite lost. And 
I looked so, I have no doubt. 

" Don't it-I don't say that it does, mind I want to know­
don't it rather engross him? Don't it make him, perhaps, 
a little more remiss than usual in his visits to his blindly-doting 
-eh?" With another quick glance at them, and such a glance 
at me as seemed to look into my innermost thoughts. 

"Miss Dartle," I returned, "pray do not think--" 
"I don't ! " she said. "Oh dear me, don't suppose that 

I think anything I I am not suspicious. I only ask a question. 
I don't state any opinion. I want to found an opinion on what 
you tell me. Then, it's not so? Well ! I am very glad to 
know it." 

"It certainly is not the fact," said I, perplexed, " that I am 
accountable for Steerforth's having been away from home longer 
than usual-if he has been; which I really don't know at this 
moment, unless I understand it from you. I have not seen 
hi~ ~!s? l,?ng while, until last night." 

" Indeed, Miss Dartle, no I " 
As she looked full at me, I saw her face grow sharper and 

paler, and the ~arks of t~e old wound lengthen out until it cut 
through the disfigured hp, and deep into the nether lip, and 
slanted. down the fa.ce, The~e was something positively awful 
to me tn th1s, and tn the bnghtness of her eyes, as she said, 
looktng fixedly at me: 

"What is he doing?" 
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I repeated the words, more to myself than her, being so 

ama7.ed. 
"What is he doing?" she said, with an eagerness that 

scemect enough to consume her like a fire. " In what IS that 
man assisting him, who never looks at me without an inscrutable 
fal<chood in' his eyes? If you are honourable and faithful, 
1 don't ask you to betray your friend. 1 ask you only to _tell 
me, is it anger, is it hatred, is it pride, is it restlessness, Is It 
some wild fancy, is it love, n•l:al is it, that is leading him?" 

"Miss Dartle," I returned," how shall I tell you, so that you 
will believe me, that I know of nothing in Steerforth dlffer~nt 
from what there was when I first came here? I can thtnk 
of nothing. I firmly believe there is nothing. I hardly 
understand even what you mean." 

As she still stood looking fixedly at me, a twitching or throb· 
bing, from which I could not dissociate the idea of pain, came 
into that cruel mark; and lifted up the earner of her lip as 
if with scorn, or with a pity that despised its object. She put 
her hand upon it hurriedly-a hand so thin and delicate, that 
when I had seen her hold it up before the fire to shade her 
fac':> I ~ad compared it in my thoughts to fine porcelain-and 
sa)'lng, m a qmck, fierce, pasSionate way," I swear you to secrecy 
about this I" said not a word more. 

Mrs. Steerforth was particularly happy in her son's society, 
ond Steerforth was, on this occasion, particularly attenttve 
and respectful to her. It was very interesting to me to see 
them together, not only on account of their mutual afiection, 
but because of the strong personal resemblance between them, 
"'.1d the manner 10 which what was haughty or irnpetu?us m 
!11m wao;; softened by age and sex, in her, to a gracious d1gmty. 
1 th~ught, more than once, that it was well no seriou< cause of 
dtvtsJon h:1d ever come between them : or ~wo such natures­
! ought rat~er to express it, two such sh:.ctes of the same 
naturc-mtgnt have been harder to reconcile than the two 
extremes! opposites in creation. The idea did not ori•,inate in 
my 011n dtscernment, I am bound to confess but in ~ speech 
ot Rosa Dartle's. ' 

She said at dinner : 
"Oh b 

b·oen th.ink~r; dob tell me, though, somebody, beca?se I have 
"y g a out tt all day, and I want to know.' 

.. p ou want;o know what, Rosa? " returned Mrs. Steerforth. 
~~~~' pray, osa, do not be mvsterious" 

me ;
0 
~s.:enous I" she cried. "Oh! reaily? Do you conside1 
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"Do I constantly entreat you," said Mrs. Steerforth, "to 

speak plainly, in rour own natu!al manner?" 
" Oh 1 then th1s is 1101 my natural manner?" she rejoined. 

"Now you must really bear with me, because I ask for inform· 
ation. We never know ourselves." · 

"It has become a second nature," said Mrs. Steerforth, 
without any displeasure ; "but I remember,-and so must you, 
I think,-when your manner was different, Rosa; when it was 
not so guarded, and was more trustful." 

"I am sure you are right," she returned; "and so it is that 
bad habits grow upon one I Really? Less guarded and more 
.trustful? How am I, imperceptibly, have changed, I wonder? 
Well, that's very odd I I must study to regain my former 
self." 

•• I wish you would, • said Mrs. Steerforth, with a smile. 
"Oh I I really wil~ you know I " she answered. "I will 

learn frankness from-let me see-from James." 
"You cannot learn frankness, Rosa," said Mrs. Steerforth 

quickly-for there was always some effect of sarcasm in what 
Rosa Dartle said, though it was said, as this was, in the most 
unconscious manner in the world-" in a better school." 

"That I am sure of,'' she answered, with uncommon fervour. 
"If I am sure of anything, of course, you know, I am sure 
ofihat." 

Mrs. Steerforth appeared to me to regret having been a little 
nettled ; for she presently said, in a kind tone: 

"Well, my dear Rosa, we have not heard what it is that you 
want to be satisfied about ? • 

"That I want to be satisfied about?" she replied, with 
provoking coldness. " Oh I It was only whether people, who 

· are liko each other in their moral constitution-is that the 
phrase?" . 

''It's as good a phwe as another,• said Steerforth. 
"Thank you :-whether people, who are like each other in 

their. moral constitution, n..re in great~r danger than people not 
so ctrcumstanced, supposmg any senous cause of variance to 
arise between them, of being divided angrily and deeply?" 

"I should say tes," said Ste~rforth. 
"_Should you? sh~ retorte~. '' ~ear me ! Supposing thto, 

for mstanc~any unlikely thwg w11l do ior a supposition­
that you and your mother "ere to have a serious quarrd.'' 

"My d"'l;r Rosa," interposed Mrs. Steer.f~rth, laughing good. 
naturedly, 'suggest some other suppos1t1on! James and I 
know our duty to eacb other better, I pray Heav~n l" 
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"Oh ! " said ~!iss Dartle, nodding her head thoughtfully 

"To be sure. Tl:at would prevent it? Why, of course it 
would. Ex·actly. Now, I am glad I have been so foolish as 
to put tire case, for it is so very good to know that your 
duty to each other would prevent it I Thank you very 
liLilC'h." 

One other little circumstance connected with \li<> Dartle 
I must not omit; for I had reason to remember it thereafter, 
when all the irremediable past was rendered plain. During the 
whole of this day, but especially from this period of it, Steerforth 
exerted himself with his utmost skill, and that was with hrs 
utmost ease, to charm this singular creature into a pleasant and 
pleased companion. That he should succeed, was no matter of 
surprise to me. That she should struggle against the fascinat· 
ing influence of his delightful art-delightful nature I thought 
it then-did not surprise me either; for I knew that she was 
sometimes jaundiced and perverse. I saw her features and her 
manner slowly change ; I saw her look at him with growmg 
admiration; I saw her try, more and more faintly, but always 
angrily, as if she condemned a weakness in herself, to resiSt 
the captivating power that he pos;essed; and finally, I saw her 
sharp glance soften, and her smile become quite gentle, and 
I ceased to be afraid of her as I had really been all day, 
a~d we all sat about the fire, talking and laughing together, 
wtth as little reserve as if we had been children. 

Whether it was because we had .sat there so long, or because 
St~erforth was resolved not to lose the advantage he had 
gamed, I do not know; but we did not remain in the dining· 
roan; more than five minutes after her departure. "She is 
playmg her harp," said Steerforth, softly, at the drawing·room 
do~r, "and nobody but my mother has heard her do that, I 
believe, these three years." He said it with a curious smile, 
whrch was gone directly; and we went into the room and found 
her alone. 

"Don't get up," said Steerforth (which she had already done); 
'' my dear Rosa, don't ! Be kind for once and sing us an Irish 
song.'' · ' 

::\~'hat ~~ y~u care for an Irish song ? u she returned. 
H. ~ruch ·. satd Steerforth. " Much more than for any other. 

ere 15 DaiSy. too, loYes music from his soul Sing us an Irish 
sonl-g., Ro;a! and let me sit and listen as I u~ed to do." 
but~~~·~·. no\touch her, or the chair from which she had risen, 
little wh: :m;e 1 near the harp. She stood beside it for some 

' ' e, m a cunous way, going through the motion of 
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playing it with her right hand, but not sounding it A~ length 
she sat down, and drew it to her with one sudden action, and 
played and sang. . . 

I don't know what it was, m her touch or votce, that made 
that song the most unearthly I h~ve ever h-:ard in m~ life, ?r 
can imagine. There was something fearful m the reaht~ of 1t. 
It was as if it had never been written, or set to mus1c, but 
sprung out of the passion within her;, which found imperfe~t 
utterance in the low sounds of her vo1ce, and crouched agam 
when all was still. I was dumb when she leaned beside the 
harp again, playing it, but not sounding it, with her right 
hand. 

A minute more, and this had roused me from my trance:­
Steerforth had left his seat, and gone to her, and had put his 
arm laughingly about her, and had said, " Come, Rosa, for the 
future we will love each other very much ! " And she had 
struck him, and had thrown him otf with- the fury of a wild cat, 
and had burst out of the room. 

" What is the matter with Rosa? " said Mrs. Steerforth, 
commgin. 

"She has been an angel, mother," returned Steerfortb, "for 
a little while; and. h~, run into the opposite extreme, since, by 
way of compensation. . 

"You should be careful not to irritate her, James. Her 
temper has been soured, remember, and ought not to be tried." 

Rosa did not come back ; and no other mention was made 
of her, until I went with Steerforth into his room to say Good· 
night. Then he laughed about her, and asked me if I had ever 
seen such a fierce little piece of incomprehensibility. 

I expressed as much of my astonishment as was then capable 
of expression, and asked if he could guess what it was that she 
had taken so much amiss, so suddenly. 

"Oh, Heaven knows," said Steerforth. "Anything you like 
-or nothing! I told you she took everything, herself included, 
to a grindstone, and sharpened it. She is an edge·tool, and 
requires great care in dealing with. She is always dangerous. 
Good·night!" 

"Good-night l" said I, "my dear Steerforth! I shall be 
gone before yo~ ~ake in the morning. Good·night 1" 

He was unwilhng to let me go; and stood, holding me out 
with a hand on each of my shoulders, as he had done in my 
own room. 

" Daisy,'' he said, with a smile-" for though that's not the 
name your Godfathers and Godmothers gave you, it's the 
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name I like best to call you by-and I wish, I wish, I wish, you 
could give it to me ! " 

"lrhy, so I can, if I choose," said I. . 
'' Daisy, if anything sho11\d ever separate us, you must thmk 

of me at my best, old boy. Come I Let us moke that bargam. 
Think of me at my best, if circumstances should ever p3rt us!" 

"You hove no best to me, Steerlorth," sa>d I, "and no 
worst. You are always equally loved, and cherished in my 
heart.'' 

So much compunction for having ever wr•>nged him, even by 
a shapeless thought, did I feel within me, that the confess>on of 
having done so was rising to my lips. Hut for the reluctan~e I 
had, to betray the confidence of Agnes, but for my un~ertamty 
how to approach the subject with no risk of doing so, 1t would 
have reached them before he said, " God bless you, Daisy, and 
good night ! " In my doubt, it did not reach them; and we 
shook hands, and we parted. . 

I was up with the dull dawn, and, having dressed ns qu>~tly 
as I could, looked into his room. He was fast asleep; lymg, 
easily, with his head upon his arm, as I had often seen him lie 
at school. 

The time came in its season, and that was v~ry soon, when 
I almost wondered that nothing troubled his repose, as !looked 
at. hun. But he slept-let me think of him so agoin-as I had 
olten seen htm sleep at school; and thus, in this silent hour, I 
left hun. 

-:Never more, oh God forgive you, Steerforth ! to touch that 
passt;·e hand m love and friendship. Never, never more I 

CHAPTER XXX 

A LOSS 

~ ~ot down to Yarmouth in the evenino and went to the inn. 
hav~e,::,~~at ~'eggott)·'s spare :oom-rr:'y :00111-was Jik,ely to 
beior ·h patJon enough m a httle wh1le, 1f that great \' JSltor, 
•lrea~ .'\

0
°:h phesence all the living must give place, were. not 

there land e ouse • so I betook myself to the inn and dmcd 
I ~ engaged my bed. , 

t w~ ten o'ct k h 
""• shut 'nd th oc " en I •·ent out. Many of the shops 
Joram's, i found et~~w~ was dull. When l came to Orner and 

5 Utters up, but the shop-door standing 
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open. As I could obtain a perspective view of Mr. Omer inside, 
smoking his pipe by the parlour-door, I entered, and asked htm 
how he was. 

"Why, bless my life and soul ! " said ll!r. Om.er, "how do 
you find yourself? Take a stat.-Smoke not dtsagreeable, I 
hope?" 

"By no means," said I. " l like it-in somebody else's 
pipe." 

"What, not in your own, eh?" Mr. Orner returned, laughing. 
"All the better, sir. Bad habit for a young man. Take a seat. 
I smoke, myself, for the asthma." 

Mr. Orner had made room for me, and placed a chair. He 
now sat down again very much out of breath, gasping at his 
pipe as if it contained a supply of that necessary, witliout which 
he must perish. 

"I am sorry to have heard bad news of Mr. Barkis," said I. 
. Mr. Orner looked at me, with a steady countenance, and 
shook his head. 

" Do you know how he is to·night? " I asked. 
"The very question I should have put to you, sir," returned 

Mr. Orner, "but on account of delicacy. It's one of the draw­
backs of our line of business. When a party's ill, we cafl'f ask 
how the party is." 

The difficulty had not occurred to me; though I had had 
my apprehensions too, when I went in, of hearing the old tune. 
On its being mentioned, I recognised it, however, and said as 
much. 

"Yes, yes, you understand," said Mr. Orner, nodding his 
head. "We dursn't do it. Bless you, it would be a shock 
that the generality of parties mightn't recover, to say • Orner 
and J oram's compliments, and how do you find yourself this 
morning?' -or this afternoon-as it may be." 

Mr. Omer and I nodded at each other, and Mr. Omer 
recruited his wind by the aid of his pipe. 

"It's one of the things that cut the trade off from attentions 
they could often wish to show," said Mr. Orner, "Take my­
self. If I have known Bark is a year, to move to as he went 
~h~,! i~ah:? ~~own him forty year. But I can't go and say, 

I felt it was mther h"<d on Mr. Omer, and I told hi01 so. 
"I'm not more self-interested, I hope, than ano•her man " 

!!~~~:r; ~~e~ .... ::~at~~~--~: ~~.! ~~ly wind ~ay f~il ~me ~.t .a?y 
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in a man who knows his wind will go, when it does f!;O, as if & 

pair of bellows was cut open; and that man a grandiather," 
said ~lr. Omer. 

I >aiel. "Not at all." 
"It ain't that I complain of my line of business," said Mr. 

Omer. "It ain't that. Some good and >ome bad goes, no 
douh~ to all callings. What I wish is, that parties was brought 
up strongercmindcJ. !t 

Mr. Omer, with a \'Cry complacent and amiable face, took 
sC\'cral puffs in silence; and then said, resuming his first 
point: 

"Accordingly we're oblecged, in ascenaining how Barkis 
goes on, to limit ourselves to Em'ly. She knows what our real 
obJects are, and she don't have any more alarms or suspicions 
about 11s, than if we W<\S so many lambs. Minnie and Joram 
have just stepped down to the house, in fact (she's there, after 
hours, helping her aunt a bit}, to ask her how he is to-night; 
and if you was to please to wait till they come back, they'd give 
you full partic'lers. Will you take something? A glass of srub 
and watt:r, now? I smoke on sruh and water, myself," said 
Mr. Omer, taking up his glass, "because it's considered soften­
mg to the passages, by which this troublesome breath of mine 
gets ,into

11 
~cti.o~. But, Lord bless you," said Mr. Omer, 

husk1ly, It am t the passages that's out of order! 'Give me 
breath enough,' says I to my daughter ~tinnie, 'and Fll find 
p:1ssages, my dear.' )t 

He really had no breath to spare, and it was very alarming 
to see hun laugh. When he was again in a condition to be 
talked, to, I thanked him for the proffered refreshment, which 
~. dechn~d, a~ I had just had dinner; an.d, observing that I 

ould ''"It, smce he was so good as to mvite me, until hiS 
daughter and hiS son·m·law came back I inquired how little 
Em 1ly was? ' 

"Well, sir," said Mr. Orner remo\'ing his pipe, that he might 
rub h1s chm; "I tell you 'truly, I shall be glad when her 
marnap;e has taken place n 

:: ~~;~(; so I·: I inquired: 
ain't tha~ !~:~~ ~nsettled at present/' said Mr. Orner. "It 
assure you h . at as .pretty as ever, for she's prettier-! do 
"' t\'er ro' 5 he ~ prettl~r. It am't that she don't work a.s well 
any ,;,' ~' 

1 
e oes. She was wonh any six and she is worth 

sai·d ~ir. O~c:o~~~ow sh~ wan~s he~rt. If 'you understand/' 
little., "what 1' :ubbmA" hts chm again, and smoking a 

mean m a general way by the expression, 'A 
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lo~g pull, and a strong pull, and a pull altogeth.er, my hearties, 
hurrah I' I should say to you, that that was-m a general way 
-what I miss in Em'ly." 

Mr. Orner's face and manner went for so much, that I could 
conscientiously nod m~ head, as divining his. meaning. My 
quickness of apprehensiOn seemed to pl~ase htm, and he went 

on,; Now, I consider this is principally on .account of her being 
in an unsettled state, you see. \V e have talked tt over a good 
deal her uncle and myself, and her sweetheart and myself, 
nfte; business; and I consider it is principally on account of 
her being unsettled. You must always recollect of Em'l)'," said 
Mr. Orner, shaking his head gently, "that she's a most extra· 
ordinary affectionate little thing. The proverb says, 'You can't 
make a silk purse out of a sow's ear.' Well, I don't know about 
that. l rather think you may, if you begin early in life. She 
has made a home out of that old boat, sir, that stone and marble 
couldn't beat." 

"I am sure she has I" S:?.id I. 
"To see the clinging of that pretty little thing to her uncle," 

said Mr. Orner; "to see the way she holds on to him, tighter 
and tighter, and closer and closer, every day, is to .see a 
sight. Now, you know, there's a struggle going on when 
that's the case. Why should it be made a longer one than is 
needful?" 

I listened attentively to the good old fellow, and acquiesced, 
with all my heart, in what he said. 

"Therefore, I mentioned to them," said !l!r. Orner, in a 
comfortable, easy·going tone, "this. I said, 'Now, don't con­
sider Em'ly nailed down in point of time, at all. Make it your 
own time. Her services have been more valuable than was 
supposed ; her learning has )leen quicker than was supposed ; 
Orner and Joram can run thetr pen through what remains; and 
she's free when you wis)>. If she likes to make any little 
arrangement, afterwards, tn the way of doing any little thing 
for us at home, very well. If she don't, very well still, We're 
no. losers, anyhow.' For-don't you see," said Mr. Orner 
touching me with his pipe, "it ain't likely that a man so shor; 
of .breat~ as myself, :'"'d a grandfather too, would go and strain 
potnts With a httle btt of a blue·eyed blossom, like lur 1" 

"Not at all, I am certain," said I. 
"Notat alii You're right!" said Mr. Omer. "Well, sir, 

her cousm-vou know ;y"'" ......... ~:- -' ' · 
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"Oh yes," I replied. "I know him well." 
''Of course you do," said Mr. Omer. "II' ell, sir! Her 

cousin being, as it appears, in good wor~, an? well to ?o, 
thauked me in a very manly sort of manner lor tim (conductmg 
himself alto~ether, I must say, in a way that grves me a hrgh 
opinion oi him), and went and took as comfortabl; a httle 
house as rou or I could wish to clap eyes on. 1 hat little 
house is nOw fumisht.:d, right throH~h, as neat and complete ~s 
a doll's parlour; and but for Darkis's illness having taken thiS 
bad turn, 1,oor fellow, they would have been man and wife-! 
dare say, by this time. As it is, there's a postponement." 

"And Emily, Mr. Omer?" I inquired. "Has she become 
more settled ? n 

"Why that, you know," he returned, rubbing his double chin 
a~ain, "can't naturally be expected. The prospect of the 
change and separation, and all that, is, as one may say, close 
to her and far away from her, both at once. Barkis's death 
needn't put it off much, but his lingering might. Anyway, ies 
;.m uncertain st:1te of matters, you see." 

"I set:," said I. 
"Consequently," pursued i\lr. Omer, "Em'ly's still a little 

down and a little fluttered; perhaps, upon the whole, she's 
more so than she was. Every day she seems to get fonder and 
tender of her uncle, and more loth to part from all of us. A 
kind word from me brings the tears into her eyes; and if you 
"" her with my daughter :>tinnie's little girl, you'd never 
forget llle;s my heart alive I" said Mr. Omer, pondcnng, 
4

' how sht- loves that child ! " 
Having so favourable an opportunity, it occurred to me to 

ask ~lr. Omer, before our conversation should be interrupted 
by the rctu.rn of his duu~hter and her husband, whether he 
knew anythrng of Martha. 
d :· Ah!" t;? r~,ioined, shaking h;s head, and looking very much 

C)ected. No good. A sad story, sir however you come to 
~-~~~~ 11\t. } n~ver th?ugl~t there w:.ts 

1 
h:um in th~ ;zirl. I 

. l \\Ish to rnent1on Jt before my d"ughler 1!mllle-for 
~~~.~ take me up d1recily-but I never did. None ol us ever 

1 
'
1{' Jmer, hearing his daughter's footstep before I heard it, 

~~~ ~~d ~~ ~~~b his pipe, ~nd shut ~pone eye, as a caution. 
Th . and came rn nnmedrately afterwards. 

be;" ~~,;eg~~ was, that Mr. Borkis was "as bad as bad could 
mournfully said""ii{"1~e ~nconscwus; and that Jllr. Chillip had 

e 1tchen, on gomg away just now, that 
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the College of Physicians, the College of Surgeons, and Apothe· 
caries' Hall, if they were all called in to~ether, couldn't help 
him. He was past both Colleges, Mr. Chillip said, and the 
Hall could only poison him. 

Hearing this, and learning that Mr. Peggotty was there, I 
determined to go to the house at once. I bade good-night to 
~Ir. Orner, and to Mr. and Mrs. Joram; and directed my steps 
thither, with a solemn f~eling, which made Mr. Barkis quite a . 
new and different creature. · 

My low tap at the door was answered by Mr. Peggotty. He 
was not so much surprised to see me as I had expected. r 
remarked this in Peggotty, too, when she came down; and 
I have seen it since; and I think, in the expectation of that 
dread surprise, all other changes and surprises dwindle into 
nothing. 

I shook hands with Mr. Peggotty, and passed into the 
kitchen, while he softly closed the door. Little Emily was 
sitting by the fire, with her hands before her face. Ham was 
standing near her. 

\V e spoke in whispers; listening, between whiles, for any 
sound in the room above. I had not thought of it on the 
occasion of my last visit, but how strange it was to me now, to 
miss Mr. Barkis out of the kitchen I 

"This is very kind of you, Mas'r Davy," said l\!r. Peggotty. 
"It's oncommon kind," said Ham. 
" Em'ly, my dear," cried Mr. Peggotty. "See here: Here's 

1\!a.s'r Davy come! \\'hat, cheer up, pretty I Not a wured to 
Mas'r Davy 1 " 

There was a trembling upon her, that I can see now. The 
coldn~ss of he~ ha~d when I touched it, I can feel yet. Its 
only s1gn of ammatlon was to shnnk from mine· and then she 
glided from the chair, and, creeping to the other side of her 
uncle, bowed herself, silently and trembling still, upon his 
breast. 

"It's su~b ~ lo~ing ar~" said Mr. Peg~otty, smoothing 
her nch ha1r with h1s great hard hand, "that it can't a bear the 
sorror of this. It's nat'ral in young folk, .l\Ias'r llavv, when 
~j(:"n~~.;.:.~ these here trials, and timid, like my little bird: 

She cluog the closer to him, but neither lifted up her face, 
nor spoke a word. 

"Itts gettinb latet my d~ar," said Mr. Peggotty, "and here's 
Ham come fur to ta~e you home. Theer! Go along with t' 
other lm1ng art! \\'hat Rm'lv il J:h ............. ~u •• , ,, 
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The sound of her voice had not reached me, but be bent his 

head as if he listened to her, and then said : 
"Let you stay with your uncle? Why, you doen't mean 

to a.<k m~ that ! Stay with your uncle, Moppet I When your 
husband that'll be so soon, is here fur to t3ke you home ? 
Now a person wouldn't think i~ fur to see this little thing 
alongside a rough-weather chap like me," said Mr. Peggotty, 
looking round at both of us, with infinite pride; " but the sea 
ain't more salt in it thnn she has fondness in her for her uncle 
-a foolish little Em'ly ! " 
· "Em'ly's in the right in tha~ Mas'r Davy! " said Ham. 
"Lookee here! As Em'lv wishes of it, and as she's hurried 
and frightened, like, besides, I'll leave her till morning. Let 
me stay tool" 

"No. no;• said 1\Ir. Pet!gotty. "You doeu't ou~ht-a 
married man like you-or what's as good-to take and hull 
aw~y a day's work. And you doen't ought to watch and work 
both. That won't do. You go home and turn in. You ain't 
afeerd of Em'ly not being took good care on, I know." 

Ham yielded to this persuasion, and took his hat to go. 
El'en when he kissed her,-and I never saw him approach her, 
but I felt that nature had given him the soul of a gentleman,­
she seemed to cling closer to her uncle, even to the avoid«nce 
of her chosen husband. I shut the door after him, that it 
might cause no disturbance of the quiet that prevailed ; and 
when I tumed back, I found Mr. Peggotty still talking to 
her. 

"Now, I'm a going up-stairs to tell vour aunt as Mas'r 
D~''Y'< here, nnd that'll cheer her up a bit;" he said. ''Sit ye 
down hy the fire, the whtle, my dear and warm these mortal 
cold hands. You doen't need to be 'so fearsome and take on 
so much. What I You'll go along with me ?.:_Well! wme 
al<>ng woth me-come I If her uncle was turned out of house 
~~~d hooue, and force~ to lay down in a dyke, Mas'r lla\')'.'' 
""d ~lr. ,Peggotty, With no less pride than before, "it's my 
bdoef shed go along with him, now! But there'll be some one 
else, soon-some one else, soon, Emlly 1 11 

Aherw<\rds, when I went ur-stairs, as I passed the door of 
my httle chamber, which was dark, I had an indistinct im· 
)t~:s~~ .. ?f her bc:in~ within it, cast down upon the floor, 
1 ' <.ner.ot was really she, or whether it was a confusion of 

t >e shadm~s Ill the r~om, I don't know now. 
l::~,.~~d ~•sure fto think, before the kitchen-fire, of pretty little 

l s tad o death-·which, added to what Mr. Omer had 
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told me, I took to be the cause of her being so unlike herself 
-and I had leisure, before Peggotty came down, even to 
think more leniently of the weakness of it : as l sat counting 
the ticking of the clock, and deepenin~ my sense of the solemn 
hush around me. Peggotty took me m her arms, and blessed 
and thanked me over and over again for being such a comfort 
to her (that was what she said) in he'r distress. She then 
entreated me to come up-stairs, sobbing that Mr. Uarkis had 
always liked me and admired me; that he had often talked of 
me, before he fell into a stupor; and that she believed, in 
case of his coming to himself again, he would brighten. up at 
sight of me, if he could brighten up at any earthly thing. 

The probability of his ever doing so, appeared to me, when 
I saw him, to be very small. He was lying with his head 
and shoulders out of bed, in an uncomfortable attitude, half 
resting on the box which had cost him so much pain and 
trouble. I learned that, when he was past creeping out of 
bed to open it, and past assuring himself of its safety by 
means of the divining rod I bad seen him use, he had 
required to have it placed on the chair at the bedside, where 
he had ever since embraced it, night and day. His arm lay 
on it now. Time and the world were slipping from beneath 
him, but the box was there ; and the last words he had uttered 
were (in an explanatory tone) "Old clothes ! " 

·~ Barkis, my dear I" said Peggotty, almost cheerfully : 
bending over him, while her brother and I stood at the bed's 
foot. "Here's my dear boy-my dear boy, Master Davy, 
who brought us together, Barkis I That you sent messages 
by, you know I Won't you speak to Master Davy?" 

He was as mute and senseless as the box, from which his 
form derived the only expression it had. 

"He's a going out with the tide," said Mr. Peggotty to 
me, behind his hand. .. 

My eyes were dim, and so were Mr. Peggotty's; but 
I repeated in a whisper, " With the tide?" · 

" People can't die, along the coast," said Mr. Peggotty, 
"except when the tide's pretty nigh ouL They can't be 
born, unless it's pretty nigh in-not properly born, till flood. 
He's a going out with the tide. It's ebb at half-arter 
three, slack water half-an-hour. If he lives 'till it turns 
he'll hold his own till past the flood, and go out with th; 
next tide." 

We remained there, watching him, a long time-hours. 
What mystenous influence my presence had upon him io 
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that state of his senses, I shall not pre~end to san but when 
he at la>t b<gan to wand~r feebly, 11 1s c~rtatn he II"<IS 

muuering about driving me tu school, 
" He's coming to himself," said Peggotty. 
l\1 r. Pc"~otty touched me, and whtspered with much awe 

and rt'l'er:.Kc, "They are both a going out fast." 
"Bark is, nt)' d•ar I'' said Peggotty. 
"C. 1'. B~rkis," he cried faintly. "No better woman 

anywhere!" 
"Lo·->k! Here's Mast~r Davy 1" said l'eggotty. For he 

now opened his eyes. 
I was on the point of asking him. if be knew m~, when he 

tritd w stretch out his arm, and satd to me, dtstmctly, wnh 
a pleas.1nt smile : 

"' Barkis is will in'!" 
And, it being low water, he went out with the tide. 

CHAPTER XXXI 

A GREATER LOSS 

h was not difficult for me, on Peggotty's solicitation, to 
resolve to stay where 1 was, until after the remains of the 
poor carrier should have made their last journey to Blunder· 
sto!1e. Sbe had long ago bought, out of her own savings, 
a httle ptece of ground in our old churchyard near the grave 
of "her sweet girl,'' as she always called my mother; and 
there ther were to rest. 

In keeping Pe,gotty company, and doing all I coul~ for 
her (httle enough at the utmost), I was as gratefu~ I rc)otce 
to t!unk, as ~von now I could wish myself to have been. 
But I am afra1d I had a supreme satisfaction, of a perso~~l 
a~d professiOnal nature, in taking charge of Mr. Barlns s 
wtll, and ••pounding its contents. 

I m~y clatnt the onerit of havina ori!!inated the sug•estion 
th~t th~ will should be looked i.;r in °the box. Aft~~ some 
•~arch, tt was found in the box, at the bottom of a horse's 1 

nose-bag ; wherein (besides hay) there was discovered an old 
gold ~':Itch, ~1th cham and seals, which Mr. Barkis had worn 
on hos weddt~t;·day, and which had never been seen before 
i~,j~'1'~e; j Stiver tobacco-stopper, in the form of a leg; an 

n emon, full of mmute cups and sauce11, whtcb 
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I have some idea Mr. Barkis must have purchased to pre•ent 
to me when ·I was a child, and afterwards found himself 
unable to part with; eighty-seven guineas and a half, in 
guineas and half-guineas; two hundred and ten pounds, in 
perfectly clean Bank notes ; certain receipts for Bank of 
England stock ; an old horse-shoe, a bad shilling, a piece 
of camphor, and an oyster-shell. From the circumstance of 
the latter article having been much polished, and displaying 
prismatic colours on the inside, I conclude that Mr. Barkis 
had some !ieneral ideas about pearls, which never resolved 
themselves ultO anything definite. 

For years and years, Mr. Barkis had carried this box, on 
all his journeys, every day. That it might the better escape 
notice, he had invented a fiction that it belonged to " Mr. 
lllackboy," and was "to be left with Barkis till called for;" 
a fable he had elaborately written on the lid, in characters 
now scarcely legible. · 

He had hoarded, all these years, I found, to good purpose. 
His property in money amounted to nearly three thousand 
pounds. Of this he bequeathed the interest of one thousand 
to Mr. Peggotty for bis life; on his decease, the principal to 
be equally divided between Pcggotty, little Em'ly, and me, 
or the sun·ivor or survivors of us, share and share alike. 
All the rest he died possessed of, he bequeathed to Peggotty; 
whom !le left residuary legatee, and sole executrix of that his 
last will and testament. 

I fdt myself quite a proctor when I read this document 
aloud with all' possible ceremony, ·and set forth its pro. 
visions, any number of times, to those whom they concerned. 
I began to think there was more in the Commons than I had 
supposed. I examined the will with the deepest attention, 
pronounced it perfectly formal in dl respects, made a pencil· 
mark or so in the margin, and thought it. rather extraordinary 
that I knew so much. 

In this abstruse pursuit ; in making an account for 
Peggotty, 'f all the. property into which she had come; in 
arrang~ng all the aff~trs tn an orderly manner; and in being 
her referee and advtser on every point, to our joint delight; 
I passed the week before the funeral. I did not sec little 
Emily in that interval, but they told me she was • to be 
quietly married in a fortnight. 

I did not attend the funeral in character, if I may venture 
to say so. I mean 1 was not dressed up in a black cloak 
and a streamer, to frighten the birds ; but I walked over to 
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Blunderstone early in the morning, and was in the church­
yard when it came, attended only by Pcggotty and her 
brother. The mad gentleman looked on, out of my liule 
window; Mr. Chillip's bally wagged its heavy head, and 
tolled its goggle eyes, at the clergzman, o1·er its nurse's 
shoulder; Mr. Orner breathed short m the background ; no 
one else was there; and it was very quiet. We walkM 
about the churchyard for an hour, after all was over ; and 
pulled some young leaves from the tree above my mother's 
grave. 

A dread falls on me here. A cloud is lowering on the 
distant town, towards which I retraced my solitary steps. I 
fear to approach it. l cannot bear to think of what d1d 
comt, upon that memorable mght; of what must come a.gam, 
if I go on, 

It is no worse, because I write of it. It would be no 
better, if I stopped my most unwilling .hand. It is done 
Nothing can undo it; nothing can make it otherwise than as 
it was. 

My old nurse was to go to London with me next day, on the 
business of the will. Little Emily was passing that day at_ Mr. 
Orner's. We were all to meet in the old boathouse that n1ght. 
Ham would bring Emily at the usual hour. l would walk 
back at my leisure. The brother and sister would retum as 
they had come, and be expecting us, when the day closed in, at 
the fireside. 

I parted from them at the wicket-gate, where visionary Straps 
had rested "!lth Roderick Random's knapsack in the days of 
yore ; and, mstead of going straight back, walked a little dis­
tance on the road to Lowestoft. Then I turned, and walked 
back towards Yarmouth. I stayed to dine at a decent alehouse, 
some mile or two from the Ferry I have mentioned before; 
and thu~ the ~ay wore _away, and it was evening when I 
re;tche~ It Ram was fallmg heavily by that time, and it was a 
Wild mght; but there was a moon behind the douds and it was 
not dark. ' 
li} 

1
"a;' •.oo~ wi~hin sight of Mr. Peggotty's house, and of the 

.h Wllhm 1t shmmg through the window A little floundering 
~c:S~/~~ sand, which was heavy, brought me to the door, and 

sml\ ~~~ked very comfortable indeed. llfr Peggotty had 
,111~;, h~~:,:'~bning ~ipe, and there were prepa~ations for some 
up, the locke; ye. rhe fire .was bright, the ashes were thrown 

was ready for Uttle Emily in her old place. In 
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her own old place sat Peggotty, once more, looking (but for 
her dress) as if she had never left it. She had fallen back, 
already, on the society of the work-box with Saint Paul's 
upon the lid, the yard-measure in the cottage, and the bit of 
wax candle : and there they all were, just as if they had never 
been disturbed. Mrs. Gummidge appeared to be fretting a 
little, in her old corner; and consequently looked quite natural, 
too. 

"You're first of the lot, Mas'r Davy I" said Mr. Peggotty, 
with a happy face. "Doen't keep in that coa~ sir, if it's 
wet" 

"Thank you, Mr. Peggotty," said I, giving him my outer coat 
to hang up. " It's quite dry." 

"So 'tis I" said Mr. Peggotty, feeling my shoulders. "As a· 
chip I Sit ye down, sir. It ain't o' no use saying welcome to 
you, but you're welcome, kind and hearty." 

" Thank you, Mr. Peggotty, I am sure of that. Well, 
Peggotty ! " said I, giving her a kiss. "And how are you, old 
woman?" 

" Ha, ha!" laughed Mr. Peggotty, sitting down beside us, and 
rubbing his hands in his sense of relief from recent trouble, and 
in the genuine heartiness of his nature; "there's not a woman 
in the wureld, sir-as I tell her-that need to feel more easy 
in her mind than her I She done her dooty by the departed, 
and the departed know'd it ; and the departed done what was 
right by her, as she done what was right by the departed ;-and 
-and-and it's all right ! " 

Mrs. Gummidge groaned. 
"Cheer up, my pritty mawther!" said }.! r. Peggotty. 

(But he shook his head aside at us, evtdently sensible of 
the tendency of the late occurrences to recall the memory of 
the old one.) " Doen't be down ! Cheer up, for your own 
self, on'y a little bit, and see if a good deal more doen't come 
nat'rall" 

"Not to me, Dan'!," returned Mrs. Gummidge. "Nothink's 
nat'ral to me but to be lone and lorn." 

"No, no," said Mr. Peggotty, soothing her sorrows. 
"Yes, yes, Dan'!!" said Mrs. Gummidge. "I ain't a person 

to hv~ wtth them as has had money left. Thinks go too 
contratry wtth me. I bad better be a riddance.'' • 

"Why, how should I ever spend it without you?" said Mr. 
Peggotty, with an air of serious remonstrance. "What are 
you a talking on? Doen't I want you more now, than ever I 
.1:..1:'!1" 
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"I know'd I was never wanted bc.fore ! " cried Mr~ 

(~ummid~e, with a pitiable whimper, t' and now I'm lt1lJ so! 
How could I expect to be wanted, being so lone and lorn, and 
so rontrairy! '' 

~lr. Pe~gotty seemed very much . shocked at himself. for 
h;tving made a speech cap::tble of this unfce!m~ const~uCtJo~, 
but \\as prevented from replying, by Pe~gotty s pullmg hts 
sleeve, and shaking her hcaJ. After looking at ~Irs, (;um­
midue for some rnornents, in wre distress of mind, he ;;!.meed 
at tl~e Dutch dock, rose, snuiTed the candle, and put it in the 
window. 

"Theer!" said Mr. Peg~otty, cheerily. "Theer we are, 
~lissis Gummidge!" Mrs. Gummid~~ slighuy ;;roaned. 
u Lighted up, accordin) to custom! You're a wonderin' what 
that's fur, sir! Well, it's fur our little Em'ly. You see, the 
path ain't over light or cheerful arter dark; and when I'm here 
at the hour as she's a comin' home, I put the h~ht in the 
\\'!nder. That, you see," said ~'Ir. PegsNty, bending ov~r me 
w1th great glc-e, "meets two objects. ~he says, ~ays Em'ly, 
'Theer's home I' she says. Ant! likewise, says Em'ly, ·.~ly 
uncle's theer!' For if I ain't theer, I nel'er ha\e no h~ht 
showed.u 

"You're a baby!" said Pee,otty · very fond of him for it, if 
she thought so. -~ ' 

11 We\!/' returned Mr. Peggo_tty, stnnding with his legs 
pretty w1de apart, and rubbing h1s hands up and down then\ 
m h1s comfortable satisfaction, , he looked alternately at us 
and at the fire, "I doen't know but I am. Not, you see, to 
look at." 

"Not az.ackly," observed Pe"gotty. 
11 ~o/' laughed Mr. Pe:;!got;y, "not to look at, but to-to 

cons;der on, you know. 1 doen't care, bkss you ! Now I tell 
you. When I go a looking and looki11 g about that theer 
pmty house of our Em'ly's, I'm-I'm Gormed," said ~lr. 
!'tf!r;otty, W1th sudden tmpha~is-" theer! J can't say more­
If I d~en't feel as if the littlest thin,;s was her, a'most. I 
takes _em up and I puts 'em down, and I touches of 'em 
as dehcate as if they was our Em'ly. So 'tis with her 
little bonnets and that. I coulun't see one on 'em rou~h 
used a purpose-not fur the whole wurdd. '[here's " 
b.l.oGy for you, in the form of a great Sea Porkypine!" 
f.~~~ht~~~· Peggotty, relievtn~ his earnestness with a roar of 

l~e~;otty and I both laughed, but not so loud. 
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"It's my opinion, you see," said Mr. Peggotty, with a 
delighted face, after some further rubbing of his legs, "as this 
is along of my havin' played with her so much, and made 
believe as we was Turks, and French, and sharks, and every 
wariety of forrinners-bless you, yes; and lions and whales, 
and I doen't know what alii-when she warn't no higher than 
my knee. I've got into the way on it, you know. Why, this 
here candle, now I" said Mr. Peggotty, gleefully holding out his 
hand towards it, "I know wery well that arter she's married 
and gone, 1 shall put that candle theer, just that same as now. 
I know wery well that when I'm here o' nights (and where else 
should /live, bless your arts, whatever fortun I come into!) 
and she ain't beer, or I ain't theer, I shall put the candle in the 
winder, and sit afore the fire, pretending I'm expecting of ber, 
like I'm a doing no•v. ThuYs a babby for you," said Mr. 
Peggotty, with another roar, 11 in the form of a Sea Porkypine I 
Why, at the present minute, when I see the candle sparkle up, 
I says to myself, 'She's a looking at it I Em'ly's a coming!' 
1~tm's a babby for you, in the form of a Sea Porkypine I Ri~ht 
for all that," said Mr. Peggotty, stopping in his roar, and smitmg 
his hands together; 11 fur here she is I" 

It was only Ham. The night should have turned more wet 
since I came in, for he had a large sou'wester hat on, slouched 
o••er his face. 

"Wheer's Em'ly?" said Mr. Peggotty. , 
Ham made a motion with his head, as iC she were outside. 

Mr. Peggotty took the light from the window, trimmed it, put 
it on the table, and was busily stirring the fire, when Ham, who 
had not moved, said : 

"Mas'r Da•·y, will you come out a minute, and see what 
Em'ly and me has got to show you ? " 

We went out. As I passed him at the door, I saw, to my 
astonishment and fright, that he was deadly pale. He pushed 
me hastily into the open air, and closed the door upon us. 
Only upon us two. 

"Ham! what's the m~tter?" 
":\!as'r Da\'}' !-" Oh, for his broken heart, how dreadfully 

be wept! 
I was paralyzed by the sight of such grief. I do~'t 

know what I thought, or \\'hat l dreaded. I could only look 
at him. 

"Ham ! Poor good fellow l For Heaven's sake, tell me 
what's the m3tter I" 
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her that I'd have died for, and would die for now-she's 
gone!" 

"Gone!'' 
"Em'ly's run away ! Oh, ~!as'r Davy, think how. she's run 

away, when I pray my good and gracious God to kill her (her 
that is so dear above all things) sooner than let her come to rum 
and di<>:J;race ! " 

The face he turned up to the troubled sky, the quivering of 
his clasped hands, the a,:ony of his figure, remain associated 
with that lonely waste, in my remembrance, to this hour. It iS 
always night there, and he is the only object in the scene. 

"You're a scholar," he said, hurriedly, u and know what's 
right and best. What am I to soy, indoors? How am I e1·er 
to break it to him, Mas'r Davy?" 

I saw the door move, and instinctively tried to hold the latch 
on the outside, to gain a moment's time. It was too late. 
Mr. thrust forth his face; and never could I forget 
the change came upon it when he saw us, if I were to hve 
fi,·e hundred years. 

I remember a great wail and cry, and the women hanging 
about him, and we all standing in the room : I with a paper in 
my hand, which Ham had given me; Mr. Peggotty, with his 
ve>t torn open, his hair wild, his face and lips quite wlutc, and 
blood trickling down his bosom (it bad sprung irom his mouth, 
I think), looking fixedly at me. 

''Read it, s1r," he said, in a: low shivering voice. u Slow, 
please. I doen't know as 1 can understand." 

In the midst of the silence of death, I read thus, from a 
blotted letter: 

" 
1 When you, who lo.,·e me so much better than I ever h01.ve desef\'cd, 

C\'I."D when my mind was innocent, see this, I shall be far away.'" 

"I shall be fur away," he repeated slowly. "Stop! Em'ly 
fur away. Well!" 

• 
11 

' \\'hen. I leave my dear home-my dear home-oh, my dear home !-
m the 111ommg-' '' 

the letter bore date on the prerious night : 

'.
1 '-it will be never. to come back, unless he brings me back a_I:J.dj. 

ThLs wL\l he found at mght, O)any hours n{ter, instead o( me. Oh, 1f you 
knew how my heart.is torn. If ~\·en you, that I have wronged so much, 
that never c~n forgwe me, could only know what I suffer~ l am too 
wtcked to wnte aOOut my&elf. Oh, take <:omfott in thinking th~t I am so 
bad, Oh, !or mer~:y's ~"Ike, tell uncle th:tt I never loved him half so dear 
as MW. On~ don't n:member how atTt:ctionate and kind you have all been 
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tO me-don•t remember we were ever to be married-but tr}" to think as if 
1 died when J was little, and was buried somewhere. Pray Hca.'·cn thnt I 
am going awn)' from, have compassion on my uncle I Tell h1m that I 
never loved him half so de:u. Be his comfort. Love some good girl, that 
wiU be what I was onee to uru::le, and be true to you, and worthy o( you, 

:d k~:~ "lr i.~·:r:.~J:n~;·m.a~~~:i~. ' •• n X~~r~ ~~;'h;~~~·~: 
serf, I'll pray lor all. My parting love to uncle. My lut teara, and my 
last thanks, forunclel'" 

That was all. . 
He stood, long after I had ceased to read, still looking at 

me. At length I ventured to take his hand, and to entreat 
him, as well as I could, to endeavour to get ·some command 
of himself. He replied, "I thankee, sir, I thankee I" without 
moving. 

Ham spoke to him. Mr. Peggotty was so far sensible of his 
affliction, that he wrung his hand ; but, otherwise, he remained 
in the same state, and no one dared to disturb him. 

Slowly, at last he moved his eyes from my face, as if he were 
waking from a vision, and cast them round the room. Then 
he said, in a low voice : · · 

" Who's the man~ 1 want to know his name." 
Ham glanced at me, and suddenly I felt a shock that struck 

me back. 
"There's a man suspected," said Mr. Peggotty. "Who 

is it?" 
"Mas'r Da71" implored Ham. "Go out a bit, and let·me 

tell him what must. You doen't· ought to hear it, sir.'' 
I felt the shock again. I sank down in a chair, and tried to 

utter some reply ; but my tongue was fettered, and my sight 
was weak. 

"I want to know his name 1" I heard said, once more. 
"For some time past," Ham faltered, "there's been a servant 

about here, at odd times. There's been a gen'lm'n too. Both 
of 'em belonged to one another." 

Mr. Peggotty stood fixed as before, but now looking at him. 
"Tbe servant," pursued Ham, "was seen along with-our 

poor girl-last night He's been in hiding about here, this 
week or over. He was thought to have gone but he was 
hiding. Doen't stay, Mas'r Davy, doen't!" ' 

I felt Peggotty's arm round my neck, but I could not have 
moved if the house had been about to fall upon me. 

"A strange chay and bosses was outside town. thi• .,,.,.,;M 
on the Norwif"'h ""'""" -'- ~ " 
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a~,tin. When he Wl'nt to tt 
t !Jther was inside. He's the 

Endy w:t.S nish him. 

''For the Lord's love/' said ~Ir. P£'ggotty, 
and , out hi.s hanJ

11 
a~ if_ to k\:'~~.1, oil what he 

~> i),n·n t me h1s names Strcrfurth ! 

The 

'· _\{a..;1r 1}1\')'/' exrl:urned Ham, in a b.roken \:11icc, "it J.in't 
no fault· of yourn-and I am far from \aymg of It to you-but 
his nanH: is Stccrforth, and he's a damned villain!.., 

:Jir. Pq;~(ltty uttcrl'd no cry, and shed no tear, :md moved 
no morL\ until he sct:tlled to wake again, all at onr~:, and pulled 
down his rough cuat from its pc~~ in a r•Hner. 

•· P.ear a hand with this I I 111 struck of a heap, and can't 
dn it/' he S>'id, impltiently. "i)ear a h;md an.d help me. 
Wei!!'' wht:n somebody had clone so. "!\ow g;v~ m~ that 
thetr hat! 11 

Ham a::.~cd him whithvr he was 
"I'm a going to seek my a going to seek my 

Em'ly. I'm a going, tlr!it, to stwc that theer bo~t, and s.mk 
it wht:re I would have drowndtd llim, as rm a livin' soul, ~f I 
bad had one thought of what w.cs in him! As he sat alore 
me," he '"id, wildly, holding out his clenched right hand, "as 
h(' s:tt afore me, face to face, strike me down dead, but I'd ha\·c 
~[~~~-~?cd him, and thought it right !-I'm a going to seck my 

"\\"here?" cried Ham, himself beivre the door. 
''Anywhere! I'm a !!Oing my niece through the 

wureld. I'm a golng to lind rny poor niece in ht.:r :-;ham~, and 
her back. No one stop me! 1 tell you I'm a gvmg to 

my ! ,, 
·· :\q, no! cried ~[rs. Gummidot• com in,., bctwe1.:n them, in 

:1 tit_ oi crying. "No, no, Ihn'l, 71~t as yonu are now. Seek 
her m a liule while, my lone lorn [lan'l, and that'll l>e but 
n:.:h~! Lut nut us Y?U are now. !:)it Jt! Uown,anJ give me your 
hlr:;tveness for l~avmg ever been a worrit to you, lb.n'l-what 
h•n e "'-"' cont.r.tiTJ(•s ev~r bt:en to this ~-nnd let us spe::\k a word 
about them tlmt:s when she was first an orphan, and wh~n Ham 
was .too, G:ld wh:n I was a povr wHJdt:r woman, ~nd you took 
me m .. It'll !)Oitl.!n your poor heart, lJan'l," lay1ng he.::r head 

Ius shoulder, ''and you'll bear your sorrow better; for you 
the promise, I J:tnl1 'As you have done it unto one of the 

0f tlh.:se, you ha\"e done it unto me'; "'and th.lt can never 
under this ro0f, that's been our shelter for so many, many 

y··.lf' • 
He was quite passive now; and when I heard him crying, the 
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impulse that had been upon me to go down upon my knees, 
and ask their pardon for the desolation I had caused, and curse 
Steerforth, yielded to a better feeling. :t.Iy overcharg.d heart 
found the same relief, and I cried too. 

CHAPTER XXXII 

THE BEGINNING OF A LONG JOURNEY 

WHAT is natural in me, is natural in many other men, 
I infer, and so I am not afraid to write that I never had 
loved Steerforth better than when the ties that bound me to 
him were broken. In the keen distress of the discovery of 
his unworthiness, I thought more of all that was brilliant in 
him, I soltened more towards all that was good in him, I did 
more justice to the qualities that might have made him a 
man of a noble nature and a great name, than ever I had 
done in the height of my devotion to him. Deeply as I felt 
my own unconscious part in his pollution of an honest home, 
I believed that if I had been brought face to face with him, 
1 could not hare uttered one reproach. I should have loved 
him so well still-though he fascinated me no longer-! 
siwuld have held in so much tenderness the memory of my 
a:"lection for him, that I think I should have been as weak 
as a spirit·wounded child, in all but the entertainment of 
a thought that we could ever be re·united. That thought 
I never had. I felt, as he had felt, that all was at an end 
between us. What his rememorances of me were, I have 
never known-they were light enough, perhaps, and easily 
dismissed-but mine of him were as the remembrances of 
a cherished friend, who wos dead. 

Yes, Steerforth, long removed from the scenes of this poor 
history I My sorrow may bear involuntary witness a~ainst 
you at the Judgment Throne; but my angry thoughts or 
my reproaches never wtll, I know! 

The news of what had happened soon spread through the 
town; msomuch that as I passed along the streets next 
morning, I overheard the people speaking of it at their doors. 
1\lany were hard upon her, some few were hard upon him, 
but towards her second father anrl h•• ln .. •• .~., •• ·--- • 
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and ddic·acy. The seafaring men kept aplrt, when those twc 
were seen early, walking with slow steps on the h,:ach; and 
stooJ in knots, talking comp~ssionately nmong them<elves. 

It was on the beach, close down by the sea, th~t I founrl 
them. It would have been easy to perceive that thq had 
not slept all last night, even if Peggotty had f~•led to tell 
me of their still sitting just as I left them, when it was broad 
day. They lcmked worn; and I thought Mr. l'eggotty's head 
was oowtd in one night more than in all the years I had 
known him. But they were both as grave and steady as the 
sta itsdf: then lying beneath a dark sky, waveless-yet with 
a heavy roll upon i~ as if it breathed in its rest-and 
touched, on the horizon, with a strip of silrery light ftolU 
the un,een sun, 

"1\'e have had a mort of talk. sir," said Mr. Peggotty to 
me, whc·n •·e had all three walked a little while in silence, 
"of what we ought and doen't ought to do. But we see 
our course now.'' 

I happened to glance at Ham, then looking out to sen 
uron the distant light, and a frightful thought c:tme into my 
nund-not that h1s face was angry, for it was not ; I recall 
nothin~ but an expression of ste•n determination in it-that 
if e\·er he en~ountered Stecrforth, he would kill him. 

"~fy dooty here, sir," said Mr. Peggotty, "is done. I'm 
a gomg to seek my-" he stopped, and went on in a firmer 
voice: "I'm a ~oing to seek her. That's my dooty, evermore." 
H~ shook hts head when I asked him where he would 

seek he~, and inquired if l were going to London to-morrow 1 
I told h1m l had not gone to-day, fearing to lose the chance 
of bemg of any service to him ; but that I was ready to go 
when he would. 

'' 1'11 go along with you, sir," he rejoined, "if you're agree· 
able, to-morrow.'' 

;~e wal~ed again, for a while, in silence. 
. ~am, he presently resumed, "he'll hold to his present 

"ork, and go and hve alon~ with my sister. The old boat 
yondtr-~~ ~:> 

. " \\'ill you desert the old boat, ~lr. Pegootty?" I gently 
Interposed. • 

lo~:,~!>~ s~ti?n, . :\fas'r D.wy," he ret~tned, "ain't there no 
• • and 1f e'er a boat foundered smce there was darkness 

~i~ ~~e. fie~ of. the deep, that on;'s gone down. But no, 
th~t., 1 ocn t me~n as tt should be deserted. Fur from 
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We walked again for a while, as before, until he. explained : 
"My wishes is, sir, as it shall look, day and mght, wmter 

and summer as it has always looked, since she fust know'd 
it. If ever 'she should come a wandering back, I wouldn't 
have the old place seem to cast her off, you understand, but 
seem to tempt her to dra1v nigh~r to 't, a~d to peep in, 
maybe, like a ghost, out of the wmd and ram, through th; 
old winder, at the old seat by the fire. Then, maybe, Mas r 
Davy, seein' none but lllissis Gummidge there, she might 
take heart to creep in, trembling ; and might come to be laid 
down in her old bed, and rest her weary head where it 
was once so gay.'' 

I could not speak to him in reply, though I tried. 
"Every night," said Mr. Peggotty, "as reg'lar as the night 

comes, the candle must be stood in its old pane of glass, 
that if ever she should see it, it may seem to say 'Come 
back, my child, come back I' If ever there's a knock, Ham 
(partic'ler a soft knock), arter dark, at your aunt's door, 
doen't you go nigh it. Let it be her-not you-that sees 
my fallen child I" 

He walked a little in front of us, and kept before us for 
some minutes. During this interval, I glanced at Ham again, 
and observing the same expression on his face, and his eye, 
still directed to the distant light, I touched his arm. 

Twice I called him by his name, in the tone in which I 
might have tried to rouse a sleeper, before he heeded me. 
When I at last inquired on what his thoughts were so bent, 
he replied: 

"On what's afore me, Mas'r Davy ; and over yon." 
"On the life before you, do you mean ? " He had pointed 

confusedly out to sea. 
"Ay, Mas'r Davy. I doen't rightly know how 'tis, but 

from over yon there seemed to me to come-the end of 
it like;" looking at me as if he were waking, but with the 
same determined face. 

"What end?" I asked, possessed by my former fear. 
''I doen't know," ~e sai~, thoughtfully; "I was calling to 

mmd that the begmnmg of 1t all did take place here-and then 
the en.d come .. But it's gone 1 Mas'r Davy," he added ; 
answenng, as I thmk, my look; "you han't no call to be afeerd 
of me: but I'm kiender muddled; I don't fare to feel no 
~atters,"-which was as much as to say that he was not 
h1mself, and quite confounded. 

~.r .. n ... --~··-- _._ ___ . '" 
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saiJ no more. The n·memhran(e of this, in connexinn with 
my former thollf:ht1 hm\'eYcr, h~luntn1 '.ne at .intt:-rra!~, c.:ven 
UBti\ the int"\OntlJle (·nd rame at its appomted tune. 

\\'e insensibly the old boat, and entered. 
Mrs. ( ;ummidge, no moping in her especial corner, 
W>t<; bu~.y prl'paring She took ?\Ir. l\:!2"gotty's hat, 
and phwed his scat for him, attd spoke so cr>mtortablv aml 
softly, that I hardly knew her. , . 

\( Dan'J, my good nli\0," s:1id she, ''you must eat and llrmk, 
;\ll(l kPt'P up your strength, fM withc,ut it you'll do nowt. 
Trv, that's a dear soul ! And if I disturb you with my 
tliC:kl·ttcn/' she me~mt her chattering, 11 tell me .::;o, Uan'l, 
anJ 1 won't. 11 

\\'hen she had served us all, she withdrew to the window, 
where she sc·dulously employed het'<:lf in repairing some 
shirt~ other clothes helunging to Mr. Pe:.:.g,otty~ and 
neatly and packing them in an old oihkm bag, such 
as sailors cury. Meanwhile, she continued talking, in the 
same quiet manner : 

''All. tim~.:s and s(·asons, you know, Dan'l/.' sai~ 7\Irg. 
Gummtdge, "I shall be all us here, and everythmk wtll louk 
accordin' to your wi<hes. I'm a poor scholar, but I shall 
write to you, odd times, when you're away, and send my 
letters to Mas'r Davy. .Maybe you'll write to me too, Dan'!, 
odd times, and tell me how you fare to feel upon your lone 
lorn JOurneys.~~ 

" You'll be a solitMy woman here, I'm aieerd I" said 
~[r. Peggotty. 

"?:\~, no, Dan'l/' she returned, u I !'han't be that. Doe~'t 
you nnn2 me. I shall have enough to do to k<ep a Bwn 
for )OU Phs. Gumnudge me:mt a home), "again you come 
back· to keep a Beein here for any that moy hap to come 
back, )an I. In the fine ttme, I shall set out< ide the door 
a.s I ustd to do. If any sho11id come nigh, they shall see 
thr' Widd·:r wom.an true to 'em, a long way (J(f" 

a th,tn~e In ~frs. GummiC••e in a little time! 
'r:ts _:-tn()ther \\oOlan. She was so bdeYoted she h:1d 
a qutck perception of what it would be well' to sav, and what 
~t wu~:Jd be wei~ to lc ave unsaid; she was so forgt>tful of 
·•~r,dt, and <o rc~ar,':·:l of the sorrow about her, that 1 held 
Ler tn a oort of vcncratton. The work she did that day ! 

""" .many thin~s to be brought up frotn the beach 
:.'. "'r::d 1n the outhouse-as oars, m:ts, sails, cord.1ge, 

£~ .u~, !• :,::~:q 'Jts, b:1gs of ballast, and the likt; and thoc;;h 
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there was abundance of assistance rendered, there being not 
a pair of working hands on all that shore but would have 
laboured hard for Mr. Peggotty, and ·being well paid in being 
asked to . do it, yet she p~rsisted, all day long, in t~iling under 
weights that she was qmte unequal to, and faggmg to and 
fro on all sorts of unnecessary em.nds. As to deploring her 
misfortunes, she appeared to have entirely lost the recollec­
tion of over having had any. She preserved an equable 
cheerfulness in the midst of her sympathy, which was not 
the least astonishing part of the change that had come over 
her. Querulousness was out of the question. I did not even 
observe her voil::e to falter, or a tear to escape from her eyes, 
the whole day through, until twilight ; when she and I and 
Mr. Peggotty being alan~ together, and he having fallen 
asleep in perfect exhaustion, she broke into a half-suppressed 
lit of sobbing and crying, and taking me to the door, said, 
''Ever bless you, Mas'r Davy, be a friend to him, poor dear ! " 
Then she immediately ran out of the house to wash her 
face, in order that she might sit quietly beside him, and be 
found at work there, when he should awake. In short, 
I left her, when I went away at night, the prop and staff of 
i\lr. Peggotty's aflliction : and I could not meditate enough 
upon the lesson that I read in Mrs. Gummidge, and the new 
experience she unfolded to me. 

It was between nine and ten o'clock when, strolling in a. 
melancholy manner through the town, l stopped at Mr. Orner's 
door. ~!r. Orner had taken it so much to heart, his daughter 
told me, that ~e had been. very low and poorly all day, and had 
gone to bed wtthout hts ptpe. 

"A deceitful, bad-hearted girl," said Mrs. Joram. "There 
was no good in her, ever I" 

"Don't say so,'' I returned. "You don't think so." 
"Yes, I do!" cried Mrs. Joram, angrily. 
"No, no.'' said I. 
ll!rs. J oram tossed her head, endeavouring to be very stern 

and cross; but she could not command her softer seli, and 
began to cry. I was J'?Ung, to be sure; but I thought much 
the b~tter of h~r for th1s sympathy, and fancied it became her, 
as a vmuous wtfe and mother, very well indeed. 

"What will she ever dol'' sobbed Minnie.' "Where will 
she go! What will become of her I Oh, how· cculd she be so 
cruel, to herself and him ! " 

'"'"'"'""'"·-"'-~-.J ~'~-- .. :.~ 
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"My little Minnie," said ll!rs. Joram, ."has ?nly just n,ow 

been got to sleep. Even m her sleep she ts sobbmg for Em ly. 
All day long, little Minnie has cried for her, and asked me, 
over and over again, whether Em'ly was wicked? What can I 
say to her, when Em'ly tied a ribbon off her own .neck round 
little Minnie's the last night she was here, and latd her head 
down on the pillow beside her till she was fast asleep ! The rib· 
bon's round my little Minnie's neck ww. It ou~ht not to be, 
perhaps, but what can I do? Em'ly is very bad, but they were 
fond of one another. And the chtld knows nothing ! " 

Mrs. Joram was so unhappy, that her husband came out to 
take care of her. Leaving them together, I owent home to 
Peggotty's; more melancholy mysdf, if possible, than I had 
been yet. 

That good creature-! mean Peggotty-all untired by her 
late anxieties and sleepless nights, was at her brother's, where 
she meant to stay till morning. An old woman, who had been 
employed about the house for some weeks past, while Peggotty 
had been unable to attend to it, was the house's only other 
occupant besides myself. As I had no occasion for her ser­
vices, I sent her to bed, by no means against her will; and sat 
down before the kitchen fire a little while to think about all 
this. ' 

I was blending it with the death bed of the late Mr. Bark is, 
and was driving out with the tide towards the distance at 
whtch Ham had looked so sin~ubrly in the morning, when I 
was recalled from my wanderings by a knock at the door. 
There was a knocker upon the door, but it was not that whtch 
made the sound. The tap was from a hand, and low down 
upon the door, as if it were given by a child. 

It made me start as much as if it had been the knock of a 
footman to a person of distinction. I opened the door i and 
at first looked down, to my amazement, on nothing but a great 
umbrella that appeared to be IValking about of itself. But 
presently I dtscm·ered underneath it, .Miss Mowcher. 

I m:ght not have been prepared to give the little creature a 
very kmd recept10n, if, on her removing the umbrella, which her 
~m10st e~?rts were. unable to shut up, she had shown me the 
. 'olattle express10n of face which had made so great an 
tmpresston or me at our first and last meeting. But her face, 
~-s. she turned \t up to mine, was so earnest; and when 1 
rtlteved h<r of the umbrella (which would have been an incon· 
'·en tent On! for the Irish giant), she wrun" her little hands in 
such an alilicted manner; that I rather inclined towards her. 
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"Miss Mowcher I" said I, after glancing up and down the 

empty street, without distinctly knowing what I expected to see 
besides ; " how do you come here? What is the matter?" 

She motioned to me with her short right arm, to shut the 
umbrella for her; and passing me hurriedly, went into the 
kitchen. When I had closed the door, and followed, with the 
umbrella in my hand, I found her sitting on the corner of the 
fender-it was a low iron one, with two ftat bars at top to stand 
plates upon-in the shadow of the boiler, swaying herself back· 
wards and forwards, and chafing her hands upon her knees like 
a person in pain. ' 

Quite alarmed at being the only recipient of this untimely 
visit, and the only spectator of this portentous behaviour, I 
exclaimed again, ''Pray tell me, Miss ~lowcher, what is the 
matter ! are you ill? " 

"My dear young soul," returned Miss Mowcher, squeezing 
her hands upon her heart one over the other. "I am ill here, 
I am very ill. To think that it should come to this, when I 
might have known it and perhaps prevented it, if I hadn't been 
a thoughtless fool ! " . 

Again her large bonnet (very disproportionate to her figure) 
went backwards and forwards, in her swaying of her little body 
to and fro; while a most gigantic bonnet rocked, in unison with 
it, upon the wall. 

''I am surprised,'' I began, "to see you so distressed and 
serious "-when she interrupted me. 

"Yes, it's always so!" she said. "They are all surprised, 
these inconsiderate young people, fairly and full grown, to see 
any natural feeling in a little thing like me! They make a 
plaything of me, use me for their amusement, throw me away 
when they are tired, and wonder that I feel more than a toy 
horse or a wooden soldier I Yes, yes, that's the way. The old 
way!'' . 

"It may be, with others," I returned, "but I do assure you 
it is not with me. Perhaps I ought not to be at all surprised 
to see you as you are now : I know so little of you. I said, 
without consideration, what I thought." 

"What can I do?" returned the little woman, standing up, 
holding out her arms to show herself. "See I What I am, my 
father was; and my sister is ; and my brother is. I have 
worked for sister and brother these many years-hard, Mr. 
Copperfield-all day. I must live. I do no harm. If there 
are people so unreflecting or so cruel, as to make a iest of me, 
what is left for me to do but to make a jest of myself, •· em, and 
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everything? If I do so, for the time, who>e iuult is that I 
~line?'' 

t\o. Not Miss Mowcher's, I perceived. 
"If I had shown nnsdf a sensitive dwarf to your falsr: 

friend," pursued the little woman, shaking. her head at me,, with 
reproachful earnestness, "how much of hts. help or goodwtll du 
yuu think I should ever have had? If little ~lowcher (who 
had no hand, young gcntkman, in the mak'111g of hersel!} 
addressed herself to him. or the like of him, becuuse of her 
misfortunes, when do you suppose hl'T small voice woulll have 
bec·n heard? Little ~lowchcr would have as much 1wed to ltve, 
if she was the bitterest and dullt•st of pigmies ; but she co.uldn't 
do it. No. She might whistle fur her bread and butter ttll she 
died oi Air." 

Miss Mowcher sat down on the fender again, and took out 
her handkerchief, and wiped her eyes. 

"lle thankful for me, if you have a kind heart, as I think you 
have," she said, "that while I know well what I am, I can be 
cheerful and endure it all. I am thankful for myself, at any 
rate, that I can find my tiny way through the worJJ, witho~t 
being beholden to any one ; and thot in return for all that IS 

thrown at me, in folly or vanit)', as I go along, I can throw 
bubbles back. If I don't brood vvcr alii want, it is the better 
for me, a~d not the worse for any one. If I am a playthmg 
for Y?U g1ants, be gentle with me." 

~l1ss lllowcher replaced her handkerchief in her pocket, 
looking at me with very intent expression all the while, and 
pursued: 

"1 saw you in the street just now. You may suppose I am 
~ot aule to walk as ,fast as you, with my short legs and short 
breo.th, and I couldn t overtake you; but I guessed where you 
came, and came alter you. I have been here before, to·day, 
but the good woman wastft at home." 

::Do you know her I" I denunded. 
I know oj her, and about her," she replied, "from Omer 

and Joram. I was there at Se\'en o'clock this morning. ])a 
you retl!Cmber what Steerforth said to me about this unfor· 
tu~~te girl, that time when I saw you both at the inn?" 

1 he great bonnet on ~!iss Mowchcr's head, and the greater 
bonnet on the w'dl, began to go backwards and forwards again 
"hen she asked this quest1on. 
. I remembered very well what she referred to. having bad 
11 m lt>y thoughts many times that day. 1 told her 

''.\!")'the Father of all Evil confound him," said the little 
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woman, holding up her forefinger between me and her sparkling 
eyes; "and ten times more confound that wicked servant; 
but I believed it was yo11 who had a boyish passion for 
her I" 

" I ? " I repeated. 
"Child, child I In the name of blind ill·fortune," cried 

~!iss Mowcher, wringing her hands impatiently, as she went to 
and fro again upon the fender, "why did you praise her so, 
and blush, and look disturbed?" 

I could not conceal from myself that I had done this, 
though for a reason very different from her supposition. 

" What did I know? " said Miss Mowcher, tnkiug out her 
handkerchief again, and giving one little stamp on the ground 
whenever, at short intervals, she applied it to her eyes with 
both hands at once. "He was crossing you and wheedling 
you, I saw; and you were soft wax in his hands, I saw. Had 
1 left the room a minute, when his man told me that • Young 
Innocence' (so he called you, and you may call him • Old 
Guilt • all the days of your life) had set his heart upon her, 
and she was giddy and liked him, but his master was resolved 
that no harm should come of it-more for your sake than for 
hers-and that that was their busin~s here? How could I 
but believe him? I saw Steerforth soothe and please you by 
his praise of her I You were the first to mention her name. 
You owned to an old admiration of her. You were hot and 
cold, and red and white, all at once when I spoke to you of 
her. What could I think-what did I think-but that you 
were a young libertine in everything but experience, and had 
fallen into hands that had experience enough, and could 
manage you (having the fancy) for your own good? Oh ! oh ! 
oh I They were afraid of my finding out the truth.'' exclaimed 
~!iss Mowcher, getting off the fender, and trotting up and 
down the kitchen with her two short arms distre<sfully lifted 
up, "because I am a sharp little thing-! need be, to get 
through the world nt all l-and they deceived me altogether, 
and I gave the poor unfortunate girl a letter, which I fully 
believe was the begmning of her ever speaking to Littimer, 
who was left behind on purpo'e I " 

I stood amazed at the revelation of all this perfidy, looking 
at Miss Mowcher as she walked up and down the kitchen 
until she was out of breath : when she sat upon the fender 
again, and, drying her face with her handkerchief, shook her 
head for a long time, without otherwise moving, and without 
rJteaking silence. 
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";\[v couctrv rounds," she added at length, "brought me 

to '\ ""·, -"· ~lr. Copperlield, the night before la>t. \\'hat I 
h•ppe::ed to lind out there, about their secret way of com tug 
and going, without you-whKh was strange-led to my sus~ 
pecting something wrong. I got into ~he coach from London 
last night, as it came througb Norwtch, and was here th:s 
morning. Oh, oh, oh ! too late ! " . . 

Poor little ~lowcher turned so chtlly after all her crymg and 
fretting, that she turned round on the fender, putting her l><•or 
little wd feet in among the ao;hes to warm them, and sat 
looking at the fire like a Iorge doll. I sat in a chair on 
the other side of the heorth, lost in unhappy reflections, and 
looking at the lire too, and sometimes at h~r. 

''I must go," she said at last, rising as she spoke. "It's 
late. You don't mistrust me? 11 

~feeting her sharp glance, which was as sharp as ever 
when she aoked me, I could not on that short challenge 
answer no, quite frankly. 

"Come ! " s"id she, accepting the offer of my hand to help 
her over the fender, and looking wistfully up into my face, 
"you know you wouldn't mistru>t me, if I was a full-sized 
woman l ,,, 

I idt that there was much truth in this ; and I felt rather 
ashamed of myself. 

"You area young man," she said, nodding. "Take a 
word. of adVIce, even fro~1 three foot nothing. Try not to 
assocrat~ bodrly defects wtth mental, my good friend, except 
for a sohd reason.,' 

She. had got over the fender now, and I had got ov<r my 
susprcron. I told her that I believed she had "iren me a 
faithful account of herself, and that we had both b~en hapless 
Instruments in designing hands. ~he thanked me, and said I 
was a good fe llo,,·, 

h N'ow, mind!" she exclaimed turnin()' !Jack on her wn.v to 
the door, and looking shrewdly ~~ me ~vith her foretingc; up 
agJ.tn. "I ha\'e some n;:ason to susPect, from what I ha\'e 
heard-my ears are always open ; I can't afford to spare what 
powers I have-that they are gone abroad. But if ever they 
retu~n,.lf ever any one oi th~rn returns, \vhile I am alive, 1 am 
more lrkdy than another, going about as I do, to find it out 
soon.. II hatever I know, you shall know. If ever I can do 
anythtng tu sen·e the poor betrayed "irl I will do it faithfully, 
ple":'e Hea~·~n! .Anu Lit timer had be;ter have a bloodhound 
at hrs back tnan lttt:e ~lowcher J" 
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I placed implicit faith in this last statement, when I marked 

the look with which it was accompanied. 
"Trust me no more, but trust me no less, than you would 

trust a full-sized woman," said the little creature, touching me 
appealingly on the wrist. "If ever you see me again, unlike 
what I am now, and like what I was when you first sa1v me, 
observe what company I am in. Call to mind that I am a 
very helpless and defenceless little thing. Think of me at. 
home with my brother like myself and sister like myself, when 
my day's work is done. Perhaps you won't, then, be very hard 
upon me, or surprised if I can be distressed and serious. 
Good-night I " 

I gave Miss Mowcher my hand, with a very different opinion 
of her from that which I had hitherto entertained, and opened 
the door to Jet her out, It was not a trilling business to get 
the great umbrella up, and properly balanced in her grasp; 
but at last I successfully accomplished this, and saw it go 
bobbing down the street through the rain, without the least 
aprcarance of having anybody underneath it, excel't when a 
heavier fall than usual from some over·charged waterspout sent 
it toppling over, on one side, and discovered Miss Mowcher 
struggling violently to get it right. After making one or two 
sallies to her relief, which were rendered futile by the umbrella's 
~pping on again, like an immense bird, before I could reach 
it, I came in, went to bed, and slept till morning. 

In the morning I was joined by ~lr. Peggotty and by my 
old nurse, and we went at an early hour to the coach-office, 
where Mrs. Gummidge and Ham were waiting to take leave 
of us. 

"Mas'r Davy," Ham whispered, drawing me aside, while 
Mr. Peggotty was stowing his bag among the luggage, " his 
life is quite broke up. He doen't know wheer he"s guing; he 
doen't know what's afore him; he's bound upon a voyage 
that'll las~ on and oft', all the rest of his days, take, my wured 
for't, unless he finds what he's a seeking of. I am sure you'll 
be a friend to him, Mas'r Davy?" 

"Trust me, I will indeed," said I, shaking hands with Ham 
earnestly. 

"Thankee. Thankee, very kind, sir. One thing furder. 
I'm in good employ, you know, Mas'r Davy, and I hnn't no 
way now of spending what I gets. Money's of no use to me 
no more, except to Jive. If you can lay it out for him, I shall 
do my work with a better art. Though "' to that, sir," and he 
spoke very steadily and mildly, "you're not to think but I 
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shall work at all times, like a man, arid act the best that lays 
in my pnwer ! " . . , 

1 told him lwas well convmced of tt ; and I hmtcd that I 
hoped the time might even come, when he would cease to lead 
the lonely life he naturally contcmpl.1ted now. 

''No, 5ir,n he said, shaking his head, "all thaes past anld 
over with me, sir. No one can never fill the place that s 
empty. llut you'll bear in mind about the money, as thcer's 
at all time' some laying by lor him?" . 

Remindin" him of the fact, that Mr. Peggotty demed a 
steady, though certainly a very moderate income from the 
bequest of his late brother-in-law, l promised to do so. We 
then took leave of each other. I cannot leave him e\'en now, 
without remembering with a pang, at once his modest fortitude 
and his grl'at sorrow. . 

As tu ~Irs. Gum midge. if I were to endeavour to descr_tbe 
how she ran down the meet by the side of the coach, seemg 
nothing but Mr. Peggotty on the roof, through the tears she 
tried to repress, nod dashing herself against the people who 
were coming in the opposite direction, I should enter on a 
task oi some ditiiculty. Theretore I had better leave her 
sitting on a baker's door·step, out of breath, with no shape at 
all remaming m her bonnet, and one of her shoes off, lying on 
the pavement at a consiJerable distance. 

When we got to our journey's end, our first purouit was to 
look about for a little lodging for Peg~otty, where her brother 
could have a bed. We wcre so fortunate as to find one, of a 
l'ery clean and cheap description, over a chanJ\er's shop, on\!' 
t\ro streets removed from 1ne. Wht.:n we had cnp;aged this 
domicile, I bought some cold meat at an eating-house, and 
took my fellow-travellers hume to tea; a procc~::Uing, I regret 
to _state, which did not meet with Mro. Cropp's appro,·al, but 
qt.llle the contrary. I ot1ght to observe, howe\'c.:r, 111 expb.n· 
atron of th>t hdy's state of mind, that she was mudt oiiendod 
by Peg~otty's tucking up her widow's gown before she had 
bl'en ten nun,lll_t::S 111 the pbce, and settina to work to d~st my 
bedroom. '!Ius Mr~. Crupp re~arded in °the light of a liberty. 
anct a hberty, she .;ard, was a thin" she never allowed. 

Mr. h.:ggotty had made a com1~unication to rue on the way 
to London for which I was not unprepared. It was, that he 

lirst seeing Mr,. Stecrforth. As I felt bound _to 
in this, and .tbo to mediate bet11·cen them ; wrth 

the l'iew of sparing the mother's feelin"s as much as possible. 
I wr•Jte to her that night. I told h~r as mildly as I could 
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what his wrong was, and what my own share in his injury. I 
I said he was a man in very common life, but of a most gentle 
and upright character; and that I ventured to express a hope 
that she would not refuse to see him in his heavy trouble. I 
mentioned two o'clock in the afternoon as the hour of our 
coming, and I sent the letter myself by the first coach in the 
morning. , 

At the appointed time, we stood at the door-the door of 
that house where I had been, a few days since, so happy : 
where my youthful confidence and warmth of heart had been 
yielded up so freely: which was closed against me henceforth: 
which was now a waste, a ruin. 

No Littimer appeared. The pleasanter face which had 
replaced his, on the occasion of my last visit, answered to our 
summons, and went before us to the drawing-room. Mrs. 
Steerforth was sitting there. Rosa Dartle glided, as we went 
in, from another part of the room, and stood behmd her 
chair. 

I saw, directly, in his mother's face, that she knew from 
himself what he had done. It was very pale, and bore the 
traces of deeper emotion than my letter alone, weakened by 
the doubts her fondness would have raised upon it, would 
have been likely to create. I thought her more like him than 
ever I had thought her; and I felt, rather than sa1v, that the 
resemblance was not lost on my companion. 

She sat upright in her arm-chair, with a stately, immoveable, 
passionless air, that it seemed as if nothing could disturb. 
She looked very stedfastly at Mr. Peggotty when he stood 
before her; and he looked quite as stedfastly at her. Rosa 
Dartle's keen glance comprehended all of us. For some 
moments not a word was spoken. She motioned to Mr. 
Peggotty to be seated. He said, in a low voice, " I shouldn't 
feel it nat'ral, ma'am, to sit down in this house. l'd sooner 
stand." And this was succeeded by another silence, which 
she broke thus : 

"I know, with deep regret, what has brought you here. 
, What do you want of me? What do you ask me to do? " 

He put his hat under his arm, and feeling in his breast for 
Em'ly's letter, took it out, unfolded it, and gave it to her. 

"Please to read that, ma'am. That's my niece's hand I" 
She read it, in the same stately and impassive way,­

untouched by its contents, as for as I could see,-and returned 
it to him. 

"' l.:nless he brings me back a lady,'" said Mr. Peggotty, 
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tracing out that part with his finger. "I come to know, 
ma'am, whether he will keep his wured?" 

" No," she returned. 
"Why not?" said Mr. Peggotty. 
"It is impossible. He would disgrace himself. You con· 

not fail to know that she is far below him." 
"Ral:..e her up! n said Mr. Pt:ggotty. 
"She is uneducated and ignorant." 
"~l.tybe she's not; maybe she is," said Mr. Peggotty. "1 

think not, ma'am; but I'm no judge of them things. Teach 
her better!" 

"Since you oblige me to speak more plainly, which I am 
very unwilling to do, her humble connexions would render 
such a thing impossible, if nothing else did." 

"Hark to this, ma'am," he returned, slowly and quietly. 
"You know what it is to love your child. So do I. If she 

, was a hundred times my child, I couldn't love her more. 
You doen't know what it is to lose your child. I do. All the 
heaps of riches in the wureld would be nowt to me (if they 
was mine) to buy her back ! But save her from this disgrace, 
and she shall never be disgraced by us. Not one of us that 
she's growed up among, not one of us that's lived along with 
her, and had her for their all in all these many year, will ever 
look upon her pritty face a,;ain. We'll be content to let her 
be; we'll be content to think of her, far off, as if she was 
underneath another sun and sky; we'll be content to trust her 
W her husband,-to her little children, p'raps,-and bide the 
time when all of us shall be alike in quality afore our God!". 

fhe ru~ged eloquence with whith he spoke, was not dev01d 
of all effect. She still preserved her proud manner, but there 
wee; a touch of softness m her voice, as she answered: 

"I justify nothing. I make no counter-accusations. But l 
am sorry to repeat, it is impossible. Such a marriage would 
metnevably blight m)' son's career, and ruin his prospects. 
Nothing is more certain than that it neYer can take place, and 
nerer will. If there is any other compensation-" 

"l am lo?kmg at the likeness of the face," interrupted Jlr. 
Pegg?tt)', \Ytth a steady but a kindling eye, "that has looked at 
me, .m my home, at my fireside, in my boat-wheer not?­
smilmg and fnenJly. when it was so treacherous, that I go half 
wt!J when I think of it. If the likeness of that face don't turn 
t?.:~urni11~ lire, at the thought of offering money to me f~r my 
c ...... l' blt~ht anJ rum, tt's as bad. I doen't know, bem,; a 
lnd; \ but whJ.t it 1S worse.'' 
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She changed now, in a moment. An angry flush overspr~ad 

her features; and she said, in an intolerant manner, graspmg 
the arm-chair tightly with her hands : 

"What compensation can you make to 111e for opening such 
a pit between me and my son? What is your lo\·e to mine? 
What is your separation to ours I" 

Miss Dartle softly touched her, and bent down her head to 
whisper, but she would not hear a word. 

"No, Rosa, not a word I Let the man listen to what I say! 
My son, who has been the object of my life, to whom its every 
thought has been devoted, whom I have gratified from a child 
in every wish, from whom I have had no separate existence 
since his birth,-to take up in a moment· with a miserable 
girl, and avoid me I To repay my confidence with systematic 
deception, for her sake, and quit me for her! To set this 
wretched fancy, against his mother's claims upon his duty, 
love, respect, gratitude-claims that every day and !\our of his . 
life should have strengthened into ties that nothing could be 
proof against I Is this no injury?" 

Again Rosa Dartle tried to soothe her; again ineffectually. 
"I say, Rosa, not a word! If he can stake his all upon the 

lightest objec~ I can sW:ke my all upon a greater purpose. Let 
him go where he wtll, Wtth the means that my love has secured 
to him! Does he think to reduce me by long absence I He 
knows his mother very little if he does. Let him put away his 
whim now, and he is welcome back. Let him not put her away 
now, and he never shall come near me, living or dying, while I 
can raise my hand to make a sign against i~ unless, being rid 
of her for ever, he comes humbly to me and begs for my for­
giveness. This is my right. This is the acknowledgment I 
u•ill ltavt. This is the separation that there is between us ! 
f~-nd is this/' she added, looking at her visito~ with the proud 
mtolerant rur With whtch she had begun, " no mjury 1" 

While I heard and saw the mother as she said these words 
I seemed to hear and see the son, defying them. All that i 
had ever seen in him of an unyielding, wilful spirit, I saw in 
her. All the understandmg that I had now of his misdirected 
energy, became an understanding of her character too and a 
perception that it was, in its strongest springs, the same: 

She now observed to me, aloud, resuming her former restrain~ 
that it was useless to hear more, or to say more, and that she 
begged to put an end to the intel'l'iew. She rose with an air 
of dignity to leave the room, when Mr. Peggotty signified that 
it was needless. 
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"Dot'n't fear me being any hindrance to you, I ha\'e nc 

more to o;;ay, ma'am/' he rem at ked as he moved toward::. tht.! 
door. "1 come heer with no hupe, and I tJke away no hope. 
I han; dune wh:tt I thuwt shonld be done, but I never h1okcd 
fur any good to come of my stnn'ning where I do,, This h,., 
been too evil a house fur me and mine, fur me to be tn my rtght 
s~.:nscs and cxpt'Ct it. 11 

With this, we dcparkcl ; lca,ing her stanJing by her elbow­
chair, a picture of a noble presence and a handsome lace. 

We had. on our way out, to cross a paved hall, wtth glass 
side-; ::md roof, orer which a vine was trained. Its kr.nes and 
shoots were green then, and the day being sunny, a pair of glass 
doors leading to the garden were thrown open. Rosa I lartle, 
entt:ring this way with a noi;-icl\!ss :)tcp, when we were close to 
them, addre<Sed herself to me: 

"You do wdl,n ::,h~ said, 11 inU~ed, to bring this fellow 

) 
here!" 

' Such a concentration of 1 age and scorn as darkened her 
face, and fiashecJ in her jet-black eyes, I could not have 
thought compre,ible even into that face. The scar made 
b)• the hammer was, as usual in this excited state of her 
features, strongly marked. When the throbbing I had seen 
before, came into it as I louked at her, she absolutely hfted 
up her hand and struck it. 

''This is a fellow," she said, "to champion and bring here, 
is he not? You are a true man! 11 

"!\1iss Dartlt;' 1 I returned, 1
' you are surely not so unjust as 

to condemn me I" · 
"\\'by do you bring division between these tw<' mad 

creJ.tures? '' she returned. "Don't you know that they are: 
both mad with their own self-will and pride?" 

''Is it my doing I" I returned. 
"Is it your doing!" she n:torted. 11 \\'hy do you bring this 

man her~?" 
"He is a deeply injured man, 1liss Dartle," I replied. "You 

nuy not know it. 11 

"I know that James Steerforth," she said, with her hand on 
her bos~m, as if to pre\'ent the storm that was ra~ing there 
from betng loud, "has a hbl·, corrupt heart, nnd is a traitor. 
~i~·;:~·~~t need I know or care about this fellow, and his commun 

". 1!i&> Dart\»," I returned, "you deepen the injury. It is 
sl!f!itt<r\t alreaJy, I wtll only<>)', at parting, that )'OU do IHm 
a tj:~t:<lt wrong," 
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"I do him no wrong," she returned. "They are a depraved, 

worthless set. I would have her whipped!" 
Mr. Peggotty passed on, without a word, and went out at 

the door. 
"Oh, shame, Miss Dartle! shame!" I said indignantly. 

"How can you bear to trample on his undeserved affliction! '' 
"I would trample on them all," she answered. "I 1vould 

have his house pulled down. I would have her branded on the 
face, drest in rags, and cast out in the streets to starve. If I 
had the power to sit in judgment on her, I woulu see it done. 
See it done? I would do it ! I detest her. If I ever could 
reproach her with her infamous condition, I would go anywhere 
to do so. If I could hunt her to her grave, I would. If there 
was any word of comfort that would be a solace to her in her 
dying hour, and only I possessed it, I wouldn't part with it for 
Life itself." 

The mere vehemence of her words can convey, I am sensible, 
but a weak impression of the passion by which she was possessed, 
and which made itself articulate in her whole figure, thouRh 
her voice, instead of being raised, was lower than usual. l\o 
description I could give of her would do justice to my recollec­
tion of her, or to her entire deliverance of herself to her anger. 
I have seen passion in many forms, but I have never seen it in 
such a form as that. · 

When I joined Mr. Peggotty, he was walking slowly and 
thoughtfully down the hill. He told me, as soon as I came 
up with him, that having now discharged his mind of wh~t 
he had purposed doing in London, he meant "to set out 
on his travels," that night. I asked him where he meant 
to go? He only answered, "I'm a going, sir, to seek my 
niecl!." 

We went back to the little lodging over the chandler's shop, 
and there I found an opportunity of repeating to Peggottywhat 
he had said to me. She informed me, in return, that he had 
said the same to her that morning. She knew no more than I 
did, where he was going, but she thought he had some project 
shaped out in his mind. 

I did not like to leave him, under such circumstances, and 
we all three dined together off a beefsteak pie~which was one 
of the many good things for which Peggotty was famous~and 
which was curiously flavoured on this occasion, I recollect 
well, by a miscellaneous taste of tea, coffee, butter, bacon, 
ch<ese, new loaves, firewood, candles, and walnut ketchup, 
continually ascending from the shop. After dinner we sat for 
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iU1 hour or so near the window, 11 ithout talking much; and 
then Mr. l'eg~otty got up, and brought his oilskin ba~ and his 
stout stick, and l.1id them on the table. ' 

He accepted, from his sister's stock of ready monev, a small 
sum on account of his legacy; barely enough, I should ha~e 
thought, to keep him for a month. He promised to com· 
municate with me, when anything befell him ; and he slung 
his bag about him, took his hat and sti•:k, and bade us both 
''Good-bye ! " 

"All good attend you, dear old woman," he said, embmcing 
Peggotty, "and you too, ~las'r Davy ! " shaking hands with 
me. "I'm a-going to seek her, fur and wide. If she should 
come home while I'm away ,-but ah, that ain't like to be !-or 
if I should bring her back, my meaning is, that she and me 
shalllh·e and die where no one can't reproach her. If any hurt 
should come to me, remember that the last words I left for 
her was, 'My unchanged love is with my darling child, and I 
forgive her I'" 

He said this solemnly, bare-headed; then, putting on his 
hat, he went down the stairs, and away. We followed to the 
door. It was a warm, dusty evening, just the time when, in 
the great main thoroughfare out of which that bye· way turned, 
there was a temporary lull in the eternal tread of feet upon the 
pavement, and a strong red sunshine. He turned, nlone, at 
the corner of our shady street, into a glow of light, in which 
we lost him. 

Rarely did that hour of the evening come, rarely did I wake 
at night, rarely did I look up at the moon, or stars, or watch 
the falling rain, or hear the wind, but I thought of his solitary 
figure toilin~ on, poor pilgrim, and recalled the words: 

"I'm a·going to seek her, fur and wide. If any hurt should 
come to me, remember that the last words I left for her was, 
'My unchanf;ed love is with mv darling child, and I forgive 
her I'" 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

BLISSFUl, 

ALL this time, I had gone on lo,·ing Dora harder than ever. 
Her idea was my r~fuge in disappointment and distress •. and 
made somt amends to me, even for the loss of my fnend. 
The more I pitied myself, or pitied others, the more I sought 
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for consolation in the image of Dora. The greater the accumu· 
lation of deceit and trouble in the world, the brighter and the 
purer shone the stru: of Dora high above the world. I don't 
think I had any definite idea where Dora came from, or in 
what degree she was related to a higher order of beings ; but 
I am quite sure I should have scouted the notion of her being 
simply human, like any other young lady, with indignation and 
contempt. 

If I may so express it, I was steeped in Dora. I was not 
merely over head and ears in love with her, but I was saturated 
through and through. Enough love might have been wrung 
out of me, metaphorically speaking, to drown anybody in; 
and yet there would have remained enough within me, and all 
over me, to pervade my entire existence. 

The first thing I did, on my own account, when I came 
back, was to take a night-walk to Norwood, and, like the subject 
of a venerable riddle of my childhood, to go "round and round 
the honse, without ever touching the bouse," thinking about 
Dora. I believe the theme of this incomprehensible conun­
drum was· the moon. No matter what it was, I, the moon-struck 
slave of Dora, perambulated round and round the house and 
garden for two hours, looking through crevices in the palings, 
getting my chin by dint of violent exertion above the rusty 
nails on the top, blowing kisses at the lights in the windows, 
and romantically calling on the nigh~ at intervals, to shield 
my Dora-! don't exactly know what from, I suppose from 
fire. Perhaps from mice, to which she had a great objection. 

My love was so much on my mind, and it was so natural 
to me to confide in Peggotty, when I found her again by my 
side of an evening with the old set of industrial implement>, 
busily making the tour of my wardrobe, that I imparted to 
her, in a sufficiently roundabout way, my great secret. Peggotty 
was strongly interested, but I could not get her into my view 
of the case at all. She was audaciously prejudiced in my 
favour, and quite unable to understand why I should have any 
misgivings, or be low-spirited about it. "The young lady 
might think herself well off," she observed, "to have such a 
beau. And as to her Pa," she said, "what did the gentleman 
expect, for gracious sake ! " 

I observed, however, that Mr. Spenlow's Proctorial gown 
and stiff cravat took Peggotty down a little, and inspired her 
with a greater reverence for the man who was gradually 
becoming more and more etherealized in my eyes el'ery day, 
and about whom a reflected radiance seemed to me to beam 
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when he sat erect in Court among his papers, like a little 
li,htbousc in a sea of stationen·. And by·thc·bye, it uscJ to 
bt.: lli1('0illOIOnly strange to me to considc.r, I remember, as I 
sat in Court too, how thr,se dim old judges and doctors 
wouldn't have c:.red for Dora, if they had known her; how 
thvy wouldn't ha\'e gone out of their senses with rapture, if 
marriage with Dora haJ be<'n pf()posed to them; how Dora 
rm;ht ho,·e sung and played upon tl.at glorified guitar, until 
~he kd me' to tlw verge of m:J.rlness1 yet not have tempted one 
of thnst: ~low-got~rs an inch out of his road! 

I dl'spi:·t:d them. to a man. Frozen-out old gardeners in 
the tloll't·r·hNls of the heart, I took a personal offence against 
them all. The Bench was nothin~ to me but an insensible 
blunderer. The llar had no more' tenderness or poetry in it 
than tiH· Dar oi a public·llOUSc. 

Taking the management of Peggotty's affairs into my own 
hands, with no little pride, I proved the will, and ~:<1me to a 
•ettlement with the Lc~acy Duty-office, and took her to the 
Hank, and soon got everylhing into an orderly train. We 
\\Lried the legal character of these proceedings by going to see 
some perspiring \\"ax·work, in Fleet Street (melted, I slwulrl 
bope, these twenty years); and by visiting l\1iss Linwood's 
Exhibition, which I remember as a Mausoleum of needlework, 
lavourable to sdf-examinJ.tion and repentance; and Ly inspecting 
the Tower of London; and going to the top of St. bul',, 
All these wonders afforded Peggotty as much pleasure as she 
w~s n.h1~ to enjoy, under existing circumstances: except, I 
thLnk, St. Paul's, which, from her long attachment to her 
~voL"k·box, bc.came a rival of the picture on the lid, and w.l', 
rn '""k poruculars, vanquished, she considered, by that work 
of art. 

l'c~~ottyls business, which was what we used to call 
11 

common:form busine~s '' in the Commons (and very light 
and lucratn·t:;; the commun-fonn business was), bt.:ing settlt:d, 
I took her down to the office one morni11 " to her hill. 
:.Jr .. ~penlow h"d stepped out, old Tili'cy said, to a gc11tle· 
man s\:nrn for a marn~ge licence; but as I kn~w would be 
~~~~\~t~ectly, ~ur ll'~~.c lying close to th~ SurnJ~J.te's, and to 

\\" Jca:~Gener~\ s otti.ce too, I told Peggotty to w;tit. 
re 'll el \'>er; a httle hke .undertakers, in the Commons, as 
lo~krl ed I rohah! tra11sact1ons; generally m:1king it a rule to 
. mor~ or less cut up, when we had to deal with clir..:nts 
h~·~oumm~. In a ~imil~r fet:ling of delicacy we were Jiways 

Ll '"and bght·hcancd 11ith the licence clicr;ts. Therefore I 
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hinted to Peggotty that she would ~~d Mr. Spenlow. much 
recovered from the shock of Mr. Bark'S s decease; and mdeed 
he came in like a bridegroom. 

But neither Peggotty nor I had eye; for him, when we saw, 
in company with him, 1\lr. Murdsto1e. H~ was very httle 
changed. His hair looked as thick, and was certainly as black, 
as ever · and his glance was as little to be trusted as of old. 

"Ah; Copperfield?" said Mr. Spenlo'!l'. "You know this 
gentleman, I believe ? " 

1 made my gentleman a distant bow, a~d Peggotty barely 
recognised him. He was, at first, somewbt disconcerted to 
meet us two together; but quickly decidea what to do, and 
came up to me. 

"I hope," he said, " that you are doing well? " 
"It can hardly be interesting to you," said I. "Yes, if you 

wish to know." 
We looked at each other, and he addressed himself to 

Peggotty. 
"And you," said he. "I am sorry to observe that you 

have lost your husband." 
"It's not the firs! loss I have had in my life, Mr. Murdstone," 

replied Peggotty, trembling from head to foot. "I am glad 
to hope that there is nobody to blame for this one,-nobody 
to answer for it." 

" Ha I" said he ; " that's a comfortable reflection. You 
have done your duty?" 

"I have not worn anybody's life away," said Peggotty, "I 
am thankful to think I No, Mr. Murdstone, I have not worrited 
and frightened any sweet creetur to an early grave ! " 

He eyed her gloomily-remorsefully I thought-for an 
instant; and said, tummg his head towards me, but looking at 
my feet instead of my face : 

"We are not likely to encounter soon again; a source of 
satisfaction to us both, no doubt, for such meetings as this can 
never be agreeable. I do not expect that you, who always 
rebelled agmnst my just authority, exerted for your benefit and 
reformation, should owe me any good-will now. There is an 
antipathy between us-" 

"An old one, I believe?" said I, interrupting him. 
He smiled, and shot as evil a glance at me as could come 

from his dark eyes. 
" It rankled in your baby breast," he said. "It embittered 

th.:: life of your poor mother. You are right. I hope you may 
do b::tter, yet; I hope you may cvrrect yourself." 
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Here he ended the dnlogue, which had been carried on in 

a low voice, in a corner of the outer office, by passing into Mr. 
Spenlow's room, and saying aloud, in his smoothest manner: 

'' Gentlemen of Mr. Sp.;nlow's profe>sion are accustomed to 
family differences, and koow how complicated and difficult they 
always are!" With that, he paid the money for his licence; 
and, receiving it neat!) iolded from Mr. Spenlow, together w1th 
a shake of the hand, and a polite wish for his happiness and 

· the lady\ went out of the office. 
I might have had more difficulty in constraining myself to 

be silent under his words, if I had had less difficulty in impress· 
ing upon Peggotty (who was only angry on my account, good 
creature!) that w< were not in a place for recrimination, and 
that I besought h~r to hold her peace. She was so unusually 
roused, that I was glad to compound for an affectionate hug, 
elicited by this revival in her mind of our old injuries, and to 
make the best I could of it, before :>.!r. Spenlow and the clerks. 

:-rr. Spenlow did not appear to know what the connexion 
l!etween Mr. Murdstone and myself was; which I was glad of, 
for I could not bear to acknowledge him, even in my own 
b1east, remembering what I did of the history of my poor 
mother. Mr. Spenlow seemed to think, if he thought anythmg 
about the matter, that my aunt was the leader of the state 
party in our family, and that there was a rebel party com· 
mand~d by somebody else-so I gathered at least from what 
he sa1d, wh1le we were waiting for Mr. Tiffey to make out 
Peggotty's bill of costs. 

"~I iss, Trotwoo~/~ he remarked, u is very firm, no do~bt, 
and not hkely to g1ve way to opposition. I have an adm1ra· 
tlon for he; character, and I may congratulate you, Copper· 
field, on bemg on the nght s1de, Differences between rdauons 
ore much to be depl?red-but they are extremely general­
and .th~ ~reat thmil 1s, to be on the right side:" meaning, 
I take 1t, on the s1de of the moneyed interest. 

"Rather a good marriage this, I believe?" said Mr. Spenlow. 
~~ explam~~' that I ~new, nothin¥ about it. 

Indeed· · he sa1d. 'Speakma from the few words :O.lr. 
~lurdstone dropped-as a man frequently does on these occa· 
Otons-and from what ~hss Murdstone let fall I should Sll' it 
"as rather a good marriage.'' ' · 

:: ~0 );?u r:nean that there is money, sir?" 1 asked. 
ll es, Sald Mr. Spenlow, "I understand there's money. 

ea.uty too, I am told.'' 
u indeed! Is his new wife young?" 
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"Just of age," said il!r. ' 'enlow. "So lately, that I should 

thtnk they had been walt ·or that." 
"Lord deliver her ! '· d Peggotty.. So very emphatically 

and unexpectedly, that ·• were all three discomposed j until 
Tilfey carne in with the u .. L 
, Old Tiffey soon appeared. however, and handed it to 1!r. 

Spenlow, to look over. ;, · 'penlow, settling his chin in his 
cravat and rubbing it ~" .y, went over the items with a 
deprecatory air-as if it were all J orkins's doing-and handed 
it back to Tilfey with a bland sigh. · 

"Yes," he said. "That's right. Quite right. I should 
have been extremely happy, Copperfield, tu have limited these 
charges to the actual expenditure out of pocket, but it is an 
irksome incident in my professional life, that I am not at liberty 
to ~onsult my own wishes. I have a partner-Mr. Jorkins." 

As he said this with a gentle melancholy, which was the next 
th ng to making no charge at all, I expressed my acknowledg­
milnts on Peggotty's behalf, and paid Tilfey in bank-notes. 
peggotty then retired to her lodging, and Mr. Spenlow and I 
went into Cour~ where we had a divorce-suit coming on, under 
~n ingenious little statute (repealed now, I believe, but in virtue 
of which I have seen several marriages annulled), of which the 
merits were these. The husband, whose name was Thomas 
Benjamin, had taken out his marriage licence as Thomas only; 
suppressing the Benjamin, in case he should not find himself 
as comfortable as he expected. Not finding himself as com­
fortable as he expected, or being a little fatigued with bis "ife, 
poor fel101v, he now came forward, by a friend, after being 
married a year or two, and declared that his name was Thomas 
Benjamin, and therefore he was not married at all. Which the 
Court confirmed, to his great satisfaction. 

I must say that I had my doubts about the strict justice of 
this, and was not even frightened out of them by the bushel of 
wheat which reconciles all anomalies. 

But Mr. Spenlow argued the matter with me. He said, Look 
at the world, there was good and evil in that ; look at the 
ecclesiastical law, there was good and evil in tliat. It was all 
part of a system. Very good. There you were I 

I had not the hardihood to suggest to Dora's father that 
possibly we might even improve the world a little, if we got up 
early in the morning, and took off our coats to the work · but I 
confessed that I thought we might improve the Common~. .Mr. 
Spenlow replied that he would particularly advise me to dismiss 
that idea from my mind, as not being wortl>y of my gentlemanly 
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~~;;but tmt:l4 'would bJ ~l'!li to' hear .from me of what 
lmp!Wemerit J.tltoligqt the. Comlpons suseepttble? ' · · . · 
t..'faking, that! part>o~ the Co!Jl!n<~ps .which h'!{lp.ened to be 
neart' st .G ~s-ffor:(l\iriJllan was)uhmarr1ed by. th~ .nme, and we 
wer Ol\t oi Coult,!l!I\d strolling p the Prerogauve Office-I 
sub 1itte~ thAt I thnaght tbe IPrer~tive Office rather a. queerly 
man~ged ~S\itu~.~ )(!r: Spenlow inquired ~ what respe~t,?· 
1. · ~lie~Wi!~. llll/duei liefhence.\tO his expenence (but. with 
m defere~ I! am afraid;. tp His being Dora's _father}, th~t 
pe'l ps ~ wasr a 1Uttle nons!nsi~: that the. RegiStry of thllit 
cour; conta~' . ' g. th. ii, origl .. nail wills.· of all persons leavmg effec~ 
witbllll.th~ im enk\provinc . pf Qmterbury,. for .three .who'!"' 
centurie~'sbo d be1an•accidenta1 bUilding, never designed for 
.the puqlose, leWd liythe tj!gis\tars for their own private emO/'U· 
m~nt, lins•fei tiotevehiascljrtained.to be tire-proof, choked~thf 
thidmpor!aiit lfcx;umtlllts it held,. and positively, f~m the r •1. 
to the. basbment, i. mere~ · s~culation oft he regtstrars, · 10 
took greatjfees 'rrom•thl: pubtc, and:crammed the public's w ls 
away anytiow ·a'nd anywllcre1 haVing no other object than td 
get rid bf th~ cheaply;, That, perhaps, it was a. little unreason· 
a?le that these. regis~ in the teqeipt of profits am?unting to 
etght or/nine thousand pounds a year (to sa.y nothmg of the 
profits de the deputy registrars;· an~ clerks of.seats}, should not 
be obli&ed to spend a\little of that money, in finding a reason· 
ably safe place·for thi! important documents which .U classes 
of people 1were compelled to hand elver to them, whether they 
would or llo,\ That, perhaps, it was'a little unjust, tharall'the 
gre:'t offiaes io..this grea\ office should be magnificent sinecures, 
while the unfortunate working-clerks in the cold dark room upo 
staiis were 'the worst ewarded, and the least considered men, 
doing important 11ervices, in Lonilon •. That perhaps it was ~ 
little indecedt ·that the principal registrar of al~ whose duty it 
1VIS to i!ind \he pu~lic, constantly resorting to this place, all 
needful accommodation, should be an enormous sinecurist in 
viitlle of that post (and migh~ be, besides, a clergyman, a 
pluralist, the holder of a stall in a cathedral, and what nol), 
while the public was Pi!t to the inconvenience of which we had 
a ~ecimep: e\'ery aftemoori when the ·office ivas busy, and 
\vhtch we knew to be quite monstrous. That, perhaps, in short, 
this PrerogatLve Office of the diocese of Canterbury was alto, 
gether such a pestileJ!t job, and such a pernicious absurdity; 
that but for its being "'Ueezed away in a comer of Saint Paul's 
Churchyard, which few people kn~w; it must have been tumed 
oompletely in~de out.: and upside down, long ago. · - · 
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Mr. Spenlow smiled as I became modestly warm on th< 

subject, and then argued this question with me as he had 
argued the other. He said, what was it after all I It was a 
question of feeling. If the public felt that their wills were in 
safe keeping, and took it for granted that the office was not to 
be made better, who was the worse for it? Nobody. Who 
wns the better for it I All the sinecurists. Very well. Then 
the good predominated. It might not be a perfect system ; 
notlung was perfect; but what he objected to, was, the inser· 
tion of the wedge. Under the Prerogative Office, the country 
had been glorious. Insert the wedge into the Prerogative Office, 
and the country would cease to be glorious. He considered it 
the principle of a gentleman to Lake things a.s he found them ; 
and he had no doubt the Prerogative Office would last our 
time. I deferred to his opinion, though I had great doubts of. 
it myself. I find he was righ~ however; for it has not only 
lasted to the present moment, but has done so in the teeth of a 
great parliamen!Jiry report made (not too willingly) eighteen 
years ago, when all these objections of mine were set forth in 
detail, and when the existing stowage for wills was described as 
equal to the accumulation of only two yearn ana a half more. 
What they have done with them since; whether they have lost 
many, or whether they sell any, now and then, to the butter 
shops; I don't know. I am glad mine is not there, and I hope 
it may not go there, yet awhile. 

I have set all this down, in my present bli,ful rhapter, 
because here it comes into its natural place. Mr. Spenlow 
and I falling into thts convet>ation, prolonged it and our 
saunter to and fro until we diverged inro general topics. And 
so it came abou~ in the end, that Mr. Spenlow told me this 
doy week was Dora's birthday, and he would be glad if I would 
come down and join a little picnic on the occasion. I w<nt 
out of my senses immediately; became a mere driveller next 
day, on receipt of a little lace-edged sheet of note·paper, 
"Favoured by papa. To remind;" and passed the intervening 
period in a state of dotage. · 

I think I committed every possible absurdity in the way 
of preparation for this blessed event I tum hot when I 
remember the cravat I bought. My boots might be placed 
io any collection of instruments of torture. I provided, and 
sent down by the Norwood coach the night before, a delicate 
little hamper, amounting in itself, I thought, almost to a 
declaration. There were crackers in it with the tenderest 
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' W.t; in Covent Garden Marl:et, buying a bouquet for D<>ro. 
:\t ten I was on horsvLock (I htrvd a gal\:mt _grey. lor the 

with bouqud in my lt.~t 1 to keep it frtsh, trottmg 
down to 

I ~up[ .osc th..lt when 1 s:lw Dura in thl.! gardt:n an~ _prdende;d 
nut to ~ec her, a.nd rodt: p:1st the Louse pretend11;~ to .he 
an\iou~ly for it, I comm.itkd two small.fo(>lt:nc~ wh1ch 
ot~kr yonng in my CJrrumst:mce~ mt~ht baH· cc~m; 
m.tttt'd-bt·c<J.U$,e tht:y carne so natural to tnc. Hut uh · 
when I did find the hou>t:, and Jismount at the )-(.arden 

;:~.nd drag those stony·heo.rtcd boots a~ross the lawn to 
sating on n garden ~t:.J.t under a hla_c tree, what a 

spc:tt:.tcl~ sh~ W;].~, upon that h~autiful mornmg, am.ong the 
bulterrli~s, in a wh1te chip bonnet rwd a dress of cdestt~tl Olu~_:! 

There was a young lady with her-\~omp,1ratively st~1cker~ tn 
ye:m-alnwst twenty, I should say. Her name was ~l!ss !IIIlis, 
and Dc·ra G!lled her J nlia. She was the bosom friend of Dora. 

, Happy :-!i>S .\!ills! 
Jtp was tht:te, and Jip U.lc1Uid IMrk at !lle agJ.i.n. \\'h<.:n I 

pre::>entt'd my bt)w:uct, ht: ;::na~hcd ht!::. teeth wtth jealouf)y. 
\\'ell he micbt. If he r."d the leaot idea how I adored h!S 
mistresll, wc:il he mi~ht' 

"Oh, thank you; 1Ir. Copperllt!d! What dear t1uwers!" 
said Dora. 

I had had an intentwn of saying (and had been studying 
the best form of words for three miles) that I thou~ht them 
beautiful before l saw them so near ller. But I couldn't 
mar13.g~ it. She was too bcwildt~ring. To see her lay the 
flowe.rs against her little dimpled chin, was to lose all presence 
uf mmd and power of language in a feeble ecstasy. I wonder 
I didn't say, " Kill me, if you hctve a heart, Miss Mills. Let 
me Jte here! 11 

Then !lora held my flowers to Jip to smell. Then Jip 
growled. and wouldn't smell them. Then Dora laughed, and 
held them~ little closer to Jip, to "'"~e him. Then Jip laid 
hold. ot .a btt of geramum witl~ hts·teeth1 and worrit:!d i1naglnary 
cats m 1t. Tncn l!ora beat him, and pouted, and said, ·' :,fy 
p~or bt'a~t1ful fio"·ers ! '' as compassionately, I thought, as 1f 
}1p had ia.Jd hold of me. I wished he had! 

"You'll be.glad to hear, ~.lr. CoJlperfield,'' said Dora, "that 
that cross M1s> ~lurdstone 1s not here. She has gone to her 
brother's mamage, and will be away at least three weeks. Isn't 
that delightful?" 

I sa;J I was sure it must be delightful to her, and all that 
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was delightful to her was delightful' to me. Miss Mills, with 
an air of superior wisdom and benevolence, smiled upon us. 

"She is the most disagreeable thing I ever saw," said Dora. 
" You can't believe how ill·tcmpered and shocking she rs, 
Julia." 

"Yes, I can, my dear ! '' said Julia. 
" You cnn, perhaps, Jove," returned Dora, \\ith her hand on 

Julia's. "Forgive my not excepting you, my de.ar, at first."' 
1 learnt, from this, that Miss Mills had had her trials in the 

course of a chequered existence; and that to these, perhaps, 
I might refer that wise benignity of manner which I had 
already noticed. I found, in the course of the day, that this 
was the case: Miss Mills having been unhappy in a misplaced 
affection, and being understood to have retired from the world 
on her awful stock of experience, but still to take a calm interest 
in the unblighted hopes and loves of youth. . 

But now Mr. Spenlow came out of the bouse, and Dora 
went to him, saying, "Look, papa, what beautiful flowers!" 
And )[iss Mills smiled thoughtfully, as who should say, "Ye 
Maplies, enjoy your brief existence in the bright monung of 
life!" And we ail walked from the lawn towards the ""rri<~ee, 
which was getting ready. 

I shall never have such a ride again. I have n<:1 · :r hJd 
such another. There were only those three, therr hamper, my 
hamper, and the guitar-case, in the phaeton; and, of cour...,, 
the phaeton was open ; and I rode behind it, and Dora :;at 
with her back to the horses, looking towards me. She kept 
the bouquet close to her on the cushion, and wouldn't allow 
Jip to sit on that side of her at a!~ for fear he should cru'h 1t. 
She often canied it in her hand, often refreshed hersdt w1th 
its fragranct. Our eyes at those times often met ; and my 
great astonishment is that I didn't go o,·cr the htarl of my 
gallant grey into the caniage. 

There was dust, I believe. There was a good deal of du.", 
I believe. I have a faint impression that Mr. Spenlow rem on· 
strated with me for riding in it; but 1 knew of none. I was 
sensible of a mist of love and beauty ~bout Dora, but of nothing 
else. He stood up somet1mes, and asked me what I thought 
of the prospect. I said it was delightful, and 1 dare say it 
was ; but it was all Dora to me. The sun <hone !Jora, and 
the birds sang Dora. The south wind blew Dor:t, and the wild 
flowers in the hedges were all Doras, to a bud. My comfort is, 
Miss Mills understood me. Miss Mills alone could enter into 
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I d~>n~t know ho\'/ ,1g we were goin~, and to this hour I 

know ao:; litlle wht'n~ we wr:nt. Perbat-JS it was near Guildlord. 
Perha1 ,g !lVme ma,~irian (1pcnt"d up the plac.e for 
the oay, a1.d !lhut up ever when we came aw.ty. It was 
a gr•·cn spot, on a hill, carpeted with soft turf. There were 
shacl.y trc~. and !u-:ather, and, as f.lr as the eye couid St:t', a 
rich !J.nd~rape. 

It was a tryin~ thing to find pe:)ple here, waiting for .\1s; 
and my jealousy, eren of the ladies, knew no bounds. But 
all of my ·own st:x-esp~ci,:l\ly {)flt! impostor, three or four 

1y••ar> my elder, with a rt'd whisker, on which he established an 
_;amount of pn:surnption not to he endured -were my mortal 
f!ICS. 

\l'e all tmp.ll'ked our baskets, and employed ourselves in 
getting dinner t•.o<ly. Red \\'lmker pretend<'d he could make 
a salad (which I don't bciieve), aud obtruded himself on ruhlic 
notice. Somt: of the yount: ladJf'S washed the ldtuces for hiru, 
and sli·:~.:d tltem undt·r hi<>: dirertio11s. Dora was a mung the~c. 
I fdt that late had pitted me a~'"n't this man, antl one of us 
must loll 

Ked \\'hiskcr made his salad I! wondc·red how they could 
eat it. Nothing should h:1ve induced me to touch i't !) and 
vot<:d him5ell iuto tht.:: t haq.~·." of the wine·cdlar, which he ron· 
structed, b~.:ing an ingl·nioU" h1'<l~t, io th~ hollow trunk of a 
tt;'e. lly·and·bye, 1 '""'him, with the m,tjority of a lobvter on 
h1s pbte, eatmg his dinner th~.: fed of Vura! 

I have but an indistinct of what happened for some 
ttmc ;,ner thlS baleful ohject presented it<elf to my view. 1 
wa::, "~ry llt<:rry, I know; but it was hollow mC'rrimt:nt. I 
attadH:~d my~df to a young crrature in pi11k, with little eyes, 
a.wl fhrt~d v.Jth h<!r dt:.')perat~!y, ~he rec~ived my attentions 
W!th favou~ .;· but whether Qn ~ny account sulely

1 
or because she 

had any dc,tgns on Red \\'hl\'ker, 1 cau't say, Dora's health 
was Jru~k. When I dmnk it, I affected to interrupt my 
c~nrersat10n for that purpose, and to resume it immediately 
altem:uds. I Caught Dura's eve as I bowed to her, and 1 

tt lqokvd appealing. JJut it looked at me over the 
of ked \\ ht>ker, and 1 was adam•nl. 

The yo•mg creature in pink had a mother in green; and I 
rattw; tnmk the latter separated us from motives of poh~Y· 
Howr,ctt, there wa; a general br··aldng up of the party, whtle 
the ~t:rnnant~ of the dmncr wert; bt:mg put away; and I stroll~d 
off ov myself among the trees, m a raging and remorsetul 
state. I was rlehattn~ wlwther I should pretend that I was 
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not well, and fly-I don't know where-upon my gallant grey, 
when Dora and Miss Mills met me. 

"Mr. Copperfield," said Miss Mills, "you are dull." 
I begged her pardon. Not at all. 
"And Dora," said Miss Mills, "you arc dull." 
Oh dear no ! Not in the least. 
"Mr. Copperfield and Dora," said Miss Mills, with an 

almost venerable air. " Enough of this. Do not allow a 
trivial misunderstanding to wither the blossoms of spring, 
which, once put forth and blighted, cannot be rtnewed. I 
speak," said Miss Mills, " from experience of the past-the 
remote irrevocable past. The gushing fountains which sparkle 
in the sun must not be stopped in mere caprice ; the oasis in 
the desert of Sahara must not be plucked up idly." 

1 hardly knew what I did, I was burning all over to that 
extraordinary extent; but I took Dora's little hand and kissed 
it-Jnd she let me! I kissed Miss Mills's hand; and we all 
seemed, to my thinking, to go straight up to the seventh 
heaven. 
' We did not come down again. We stayed up there all the 
evening. At first we strayed to and fro amon)l the tree.• : I 
with Dora's shy arm drawn through mine: and Heaven knows, 
folly as it all was, it would have been a happy fate to have 
been struck immortal with those foolish feelings, and have 
strayed among the trees for ever! 

But, much too soon, we heard the othors laughing and talk­
ing, and calling "where's Dora?" So we went back, and they 
wanted Dora to sing. Red Whisker would have got tbe guitar­
ease out of the carriage, but Dora told him nobody knew where 
it was, but I. So Red Whisker was done for in a moment ; 
and I got it, and I unlocked it, and I took the guitar out, and 
I sat by her, and I held her handkerchief and gloves, and I 

, drank in every note of her dear voice, and she sang to me who 
loved her, and all the others might applaud as much as they 
liked, but they had nothing to do with it ! 

I was intoxicated with joy. I was afraid it was too happy to 
be real, and that I should wake in Buckingham Street pre· 
sently, and hear Mrs. Crupp clinking the teacups m getting 
breakfast ready. But Dora sang, and others sang, and Mios 
:.tills sarg-about the slumbering echoes in the caverns of 
Memory ; as if she were a hundred years old-and the evening 
came on; and we had tea, with the kettle boiling gipsy·fashion; 
and I was still as happy as ever. ' 

I was happier than ever when the party broke up, and the 
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other P"opk 1 d~·fL'atcd Red \\'hi~kcr a~d all, ~\'ent their sev~ral 
w3 \·~. d.nc.l we wt.'nt our~ through the still evemng a.nd the dymg 
li:~i1t with ~wret srents ri<>in;.:: up around us. .Mr. Spenlow 
b~in~ a littiL· drowsy 3tter the 'champagne-honour t? tb~ soil 
that the grat•e. to the grope that made the wme, to the 
sun . ripened Jt, and to the merchant who adulterated It!-
and btHL,:. tae;t a<:.lePp in a t:orner ot _the carriage, I ru(:e by th~ 
side and talked to Dura. She adm~red my ho"e and pattt·a 
him-on, what a dear little h.md it \nnked upon a horse !-and 
her shawl would not keep nght, and !lOW and then I drew it 
round her with mv arm ; and l ehon fancied that Jip began to 
St'e h· rw it was, a~d to undentand that he must make up his 
mmd to be friends with mt·. 

That sagacious Mios ~!ills, too; that amiable, though quite 
u:-.<:d·up, r~·du:-e: tha.l little Jl'llliarrh nf something less than 
twenty, who had done with the world, and mustn't on any 
account h::~.ve the slumberin~ erhoc!' in the c:J.verns of l\iemory 
awakened; what a kind thin~! \'ltt did t 

"11\r. Copperfdd," said Mi,, ~tills, "come to this side of 
the carria;;te a momtnt-if you call spare a moment. I w:1nt 
to speak to you." 

Behold me, on my galhnt ;rcy, u•:nding at the side of 'ltiss 
M:l1s, Wlth my band upon c:.trri::~ge dour! 

'' Uora is coming to st..t\· mt:. ~he is coming "ith me 
the day after to·morrow. li you ""'ul<l like to call, I am sure 

\muld be happy to ste you.'' 
could 1 do but invoke a silent bit-ssing on Miss Mills's 

and store Miss ~!ills's addrc<1 in the securest corner of 
my men.ory ! What could I do but tdl Miss Mills, with grate· 
fu.l.looks and fervent. words, how much I appreciated her ~ood 
otr;c;s. and what an tneslimabk value I set upon her friendship! 

I nen ).{!ss ~1tlls heni,:snantly disrnisst:d me, saying, "Go 
back to !J,.,a 1

" and I went; and !lora ]e,u1ed out of the 
to talk to me, and we taiked all the rest of the way; 

and Mle my gall•nt grcv su cl••se to the wheel that I grazed 
h1s ne:'lr fvre lt..:g ag:t:nst it1 and '' took the bark off,., as his 

tc·1d me, u to the tune of three pun' sh·in "-which I 
and th\).n;..:ht e:xrr~~m.ely cheap for .so much joy. W'hat 

Mdb sat J,K,kmg at tht: moon, murmuring verses 
I SUJ:'J'ose, the ancient davs when she and earth 
in conllnOtl. · 

W3.S many miks ton near, anJ we re:tched it many 
h·-,'Irs t··' ;>Gon: but ~Jr. Spcnlow c;1me to himself a little 
SJlurt ~..-•f lt, anri said, "You must come in, Copperfield, and 
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rest ! " and I consenting, we had sandwiches and wine-and­
water. In the light room, Dora blushing looked so lovely, 
that I could not tear myself away, but sat there staring, in 11 

dream, until the snoring of .Mr. Spenlow inspired me with 
sufficient consciousness to take my leave. So we parted ; I 
riding all the way to London with the farewell touch of Dora's 
hand still hght on mine, recalling every incident and word ten 
thousand times; lying down in my own bed at last, as enrap· 
lured a young noodle as ever was carried out of his five wits by 
love. 

When I awoke next morning, I was resolute to declare my 
passion to Dora, and know my fate. Happiness or misery was 
now the question. There was no other question that I knew 
of in the world, and only Dora could gi,·e the answer to it. I 
passed three days in a luxury of wretchedness, torturing myself 
by putting every conceivable variety of discouraging con­
struction on all that ever had taken place between Dora and 
me. At last, arrayed for the purpose at a vast expense, I went 
to Miss Mills's. fraught with a declaration. 

How many times I went up and down the street, and round 
the square-painfully aware of being a much better answer to 
the old riddle than the original one-before l could persuade 
myself to go up the steps and knock, is no matter now. _ Even 
when, at last, I had knocked, and was waiting at the· door, 1 
had some tlurried thought of asking if that were Mr. Dlackboy's 
(in imitation of poor Barkis), bcg~ing p~rdon, and retreating. 
But I kept my ground. 

Mr. Mtlls was not at home. I did not expect he would be. 
Nobody wanted him. Mtss "i\!ills wo.s at home. Miss Mills 
would do. 

I was shown into a room up-stairs, where Miss Mills and 
Dora wer.. Jip was there. Miss Mills was copying music 
(I rec91lect, i~ ~as a new song, called Affection's Dirge), and 
Dora was pmntmg flowers. \Vh.1t were rny feclir.g!l, when I 
recognised my own flowers; the identical Covent Garden 
Market purchase! I cannot say that. they were very like, 
or that they particularly resembled any flowers that have ever 
come under my observation ; but I knew from the paper round 
them, which was accu~tely copied, what the composition was. 

Miss Mills was very glad to see me, and very sorry her papa 
was not at home: though I thought we all bore that with forti· 
tude. Miss Mills was conversational for a few minutes, and 
then, laying down her pen upon Affection's Dirge, got up, and 
left the room. 



456 D:1vid Coppt:rtielJ 
1 \•··:•ln to think I would put it off::" to-morrow. 
"l t~~~pe your poor horse wa~ not tire~, when he got home 

at night,'~ ~;id .DPr:I., lifting up her bcautJful eyes 
11 

It w:t~ a 
lnnc w.ty for hun.'' 

f bc~an to thmk I would co it tod.ty. . 
u It was a long w~t)' tor huH/) said I, ''for lu had nothmg to 

uphold him on the journey." 
"\Y,1.:;n't he feU, poor ~bing?'' asl•~~d Dora. 
I bc,an to think I would put it oil till to-morrow. 
"Ye -ves,1' I said, h he w.t~ well t:tkcn care of. I mean he 

had not t1~~- unutterJ.Ille happin~ss that I had io being so near 
yon.'' 
· Dora hent !wr o'er her dra•tng, and satd, after a httle 
while..--1 had ;:xlt 1 the mteaal, m a burnmg fe~cr, and \Hth 
my lc·c•s in a very rigid st:lte-

" \'<11t didn't ;;etm to be sen-,ible of that happiness yourself, 
at one t:me ul the df\Y.'' 

I saw now that I \Vas in for it, and it must be done oo the 
spot. 

"You d;dn't core for that happine>S in the least," said Dora, 
slight!}' raising her eyebfi._)\\':-:, and !-.haking her heJ.d, jj when 
you were silting by "!iss Kitl." 

Kitt, I should observe, was the name of the creature in pink, 
with the little cres. 

"Thoug'n c;rt6inly I don't know why you should," said 
Dora, "or why you ;hunld call it a happine>S at alt. But of 
course you don't mean what you say. And 1 am sure no one 
doubts your being at liberty to do whatever you like. Jip, 
}''JU nau;~hty boy, come here!" 

I don't know how I did it. I did it in a moment. I 
intercepted Jip. J had [Jora in my arms. I was full of 
eluq'ience. I never stopped for a word. I told her how 1 
loved her. I told her I should die witlwut her. I told her 
that 1 iJoliscd and worshipped her. Jip barked madly all the 
tHne. 

\\'hen Dora hung her head and cried, and trembled, nlY 
elnquencc incre .. sed so much the more. If she would like me 
to d;e for her, she, haJ but to say the word, and I was ready. 
L1l·~ "'llhout Dora s lo\'e was not a thin'" to haYe on anv terms. 
I couldn't bear it, and I wouldn't. ? had loved her every 
minute, day and nit:bt, since I t"trst saw her. I loved her at 
tl::tt mmute to distraction. I should always love her, every 
minute, to d15tractwn. Lovers had loved before, &nd lovers 
'1\'ould love again; hut no lo•er had ever loved, might, could, 
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would, or should ever lov~ as I loved Dora. The more I 
raved, the mo•e Jip barked. Each of us, in his ol'n way, got 
more mad every moment. . , 1 · 

Well, well ! Dora and I were sitting on the sofa by-and· 
bye, quiet enough, and Jip was lying in her lap, winking peace· 
fully at me. It was off my mind. I was in a state of perfect 
rapture. Dora and I were engaged. 

I suppose we had sorne notion that this was to end in 
marriage. We must have had some, because Dora stipu"1ted 
that we were never to be married without her papa's consent. 
But, in our youthful ecstasy, I don't think that we really looked 
before us or behind us ; or had any aspiration beyond the 
ignorant present. We were to keep our secret from Mr. 
Spenlow; but I am sure the idea never entered my head, thtn, 
that there was anything dishonourable in that. 

Miss Mills was more than usually pensive when Dora, going 
to find her, brought her back ;-I apprehend, because there 
wa.s a tendency in what had passed to awaken the slumbering 
echoes in the caverns of .Memory. But she gave us her bless­
ing, ana the assurance of her lasting friendship, and spoke to 
us, generally, as became a Votce from the Cloister. 

\\'hat an idle time it was ! What an unsubstantial, happy, 
foolish time it was! 

When I me:c;ured Dora's finger for a ring that was to he 
made of Forget-me·nots, and when the jeweller, to whom I 
took the measure, found me out, and lau~hed over his order· 
book, and charged me anything he liked for the prettyllittle 
toy, with its blue stones-so associated in my remembrance 
with Dora's l>and, that yesterday, when I saw such another, 
by chance, on the finger of my own daughter, there was a 
momentary stirring in my heart, like pain! 

When I walked about, exalted with rny secret, and full of my 
own interest, and felt the dignity of lo,·ing Dora, and of being 
beloved, so much, that if I had walked the air, I could not 
have been more above the people not so situated, who were 
creeping on the earth ! 

\\'hen we had those meetings in the garden of the square, 
and sat within the dingy summer·hotLse, so happy, that I love 
the London sparrows to this hour, for nothing else, and see the 
plumage of the tropics in their smoky feathers I 

\\'hen we had our fi"lt great quarrel (within a week of our 
betrothal), and when Dora sent me back the ring, enclosed 
in a despairing cocked-hat note, wherein she used the terrible 
expression that "our lm•e h"d begun in folly, and ended iu 



450 vav1a ~..,uppentetu 

madne"! ,. which dreadful words occasioned me to tear my 
Jwr. and cry tliaHII was vver 1 . . . 

\\'hen, under cover ot the ntght, I fiew to Mtss Mtlls, whom 
I so.w by stealth in a hack kitd>en where there was a mangle, 
and rmplored Mrss llhlb to tnterpose between us and avert 

\\'hen Miss Mills underc•Jok the office and returned 
exhorting us, from the pulpit of her own bitter 

rou~h. to mutual cono::c:o;ic1n, anc.l the avoidance of the desert 
of Sahara! 

\\'hen we cried, and made it up. and were so blest a~ain, that 
tbe back kitchen, mangle and all, changed to Love's own 
temple, where we arranged a olan of correspondence through 
MilS Mills, always t0 comprel<end at least one letter. on each 
side every Jay ! 

What an idle time! \\'hat an unsubstantial, happy, foolish 
time ! Ot all the times of mine that Time has in hi; grip, 
there i; none that in one retrospect I can smile at half so much, 
and think of half so tenderly. · 

CHAPTER XXXIV 

I WROTE to Agnes as soon a> Dora and I were engaged. 
wrote her a long letter, in whi, h I tried to make her compre­
hend how blest I was, and wh1t a darling Dora was. I en­
tr~a.t~d Agnes not. to regard this as a thoughtless passion 
"htch could e\'er ytdd to any othL·r, or had the least resem­
b!ante t•' the boyH1 fatl< ies that we used to joke about. I 
assurd her that tts profundity was quite unfathomable, and 
expres"d my bel!ef that nothing like it had ever been known . 

. !;omehow, as I wrote to Agnes on a fine evening by my open 
wmdow, and the remembrance of her clear calm eyes and 
gentle face came stea!tng over me, it shed such a peaceful influ· 
ence upon the hurry and agitation in which I had been living 
late h·, and of which o>y very happiness partook in some degree, 
that it soothed me tnto tears. I remember that I sat restmg 
my he~d upon my h:Uld, when the letter was half done, 
cherishin~ a general <ancy as if Agnes were one of the elements 
nf my n.ltural home. A.s if, in the retirement of the house 
made almost s.1cred to me by her presence, Dora and I must 
be hlppier than anywhere. As if, in luve, joy, sorrow, hope, 
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or disappointment; in all emotions ; my heart turned naturally 
there, and found its refuge and best friend. 

Of Steerforth I said nothing. 1 only told her there had 
been sad grief at Yarmouth, on account of Emily's flight; and 
that on me it made a double wound, by reason of the circum· 
stances attending it. I knew how quick she always was to 
divine the truth, and that she would never be the first to breathe 
his name. 

To this letter I received an answer by return of post. As 1 
read it, I seemed to hear Agnes speaking to me. It was like 
her cordial voice in my ears. What can I say more I 

While I h:id been away fi·om home lately, Traddles had 
called twice or thrice. Finding Peggotty Within, and being 
informed by Peggotty (who always volunteered that inform&· 
tion to whomsoever would receive it), that she was my old 
nurse, he had established a good-humoured acquaintance with 
her, and had stayed to have a little chat with her about me. So 
Peggotty said ; but 1 am afraid the chat was all on her own 
sid~. and of immoderate length, as she was very difficult indeed 
to stop, God bless her! when she had me for her theme. 

This reminds me, not only that I expected Traddles on a 
certain afternoon of his own appointing, which was now come, 
but that Mrs. Cropp bad resigned everything appertaining to 
her office (the salary exceptedi until Peggotty should cease to 
present· herself. Mrs. Crupp, after holding divers conversations 
respecting Peggotty, in a 1ery hi~h·pitched voice, on the stair· 
we-with some invisible Familiar it would appear, fnrcorporc· 
ally speaking she was quite alone at those times-addressed a 
letter to me, developing her views, Beginning it with that 
statement of universal application, which filled every occur· 
renee of her life, namely, that she was a mother herself, she 
went on to inform me that she had once seen very different 
days, but that at all periods of her existence she had had a 
constitutional objection to spies, intruders, and informers. She 
named no names, she said ; let thom the cap fitted, wear it ; 
but spies, intruders and informers, especially in widders' weeds 
(this clause was underlined), she had ever accu•tomed hersolf 
to look down upon. If a gentleman was the victim of spies, 
intruders, and informers (but still naming no names), that was 
his own pleasure. He had a right to please hims•if; so let 
him do. AU that she, Mrs. Crupp, stipulated for, was, that 
she should not be " brought in contract • with such persons. 
Therefore she begged to be excused from any further attend· 
ance on the top set, until things were as they formerly was, 
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and as thcv could be wished to he; and further mentioned 
that her lit.tle book would be found upon the breakfast-table 
e\'en· Saturday morning, when ::.he requested an immediate 
settlement of the same, with the benevolent view of saving 
trouble, "and an ill-• onwenicnce" to all parties. 

After this, Mrs. Crupp confined herself to making pitfalls on 
the stairs, principally with pitchers, and endeavouring to delude 
Pe~gotty into breaking h.r lc;;s. I found it rather harassing to 
live in this state of siege, but was too much afraid of Mrs. Crupp 
to see any way out of it. 

"My dear Copperfield," cried Traddles, punctually appear­
ing at the door, in spite of all these obstacles, "how do you 
do?" 

"My dear Traddles," satd I, "I am delighted to see you at 
last, and very sorry I have not been at home before. But I 
have been so much engaged·~" 

1 "Yes, yes, I know/' said Traddles, "of course. Yours lives 

1 
in London, I think." 

1 "What did you say?" 
"~he-excuse me-~liss D., you know," said Traddles, 

colouring in his great delicacy, "lives in London, I believe 1" 
"(lh ves. Near London." 
"Min'e, perhaps you recollect," s.tid Traddles, with a serious 

look, "lives down in Devonshire-one of ten. Consequently, 
I am not so much engaged as you-in that sense." · 

11 I wonder you can bear,'' I returned, "to see her so seldom.~~ 
"llah!" said Tr~ddles, thoughtfully. " It does seem a 

wonder. I suppose It is, Coppertield, because there's no help 
for it ? 11 

·• I suppose so," I replied with a smile, and not without a 
blush. ·• And because vou have so much constancy and 
pJtH~Jltt!, 'I r.uldles. n • 

:· !Jear me!" said Traddles, considering about it, " do I 
stnke you 111 that way, Copperfield? Really I didn't knoiV 
that I had .. , But she is such an extraordinarily de":' girl 
herself, _that tt' pos01ble she may have imparted somethmg of 
those "'.rtues to me. Now you mention it, Copperfield,, I 
shouldn t wonder at all. I assure you she is always forgemng 
herst.·lf, and takm~ care of the other nine." 

•· Is she the eldest?" I ino1uircd. 
"Oh dc.tr, no,'' s•id Traddlcs. "The eldest is a Beauty." 

. He. ~aw, I s~ppose, that I could not help smiling at th_e 
stmphctty of thts reply ; and add<·d, with a smile upon h•s 
own ingenuous face: 
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"Not, of course, but that my Sophy-pretty name, Copper­

field, I always think?" 
"Very pretty!" s.~id I. 
"Not of course, but that Sophy is beautiful too in my eye-<, 

and would be one of the dearest girls that ever was. in any­
body's eyes, I should think. Jlut when I •ay the eldest is a 
Beauty, I mean she really is a-" he seemed to he describing 
clouds about himself, with both hands: "Splendid, you know," 
said Traddles, energetically. 

"Indeed!" said L 
"Oh, I assure you," said Traddles, "something very un· 

common, indeed! Then, you know, being formed for socitt)' 
and admiration, and not being able to enjoy much of it in 
consequence of their limited means, she naturally gets a little 
irritable and exacting sometimes. Sophy puts her in good 
humour!" 

" Is Sophy the youngest? '' I hazarded. 
"Oh dear, no!" said Traddlcs, stroking his chin. "The 

two youngest are only nine and ten. Sophy educates 'em." 
"The second daughter, perhaps ? " I h:11.udcd. 
"No," said Traddles. "Sarah's the second. Sarah h.'IS 

something the matter with her ~pine, poor girl. The malady 
will wear out by·and-bye, the doctors say, but in the "'"""time 
she has to lie d01vn for a twelvemonth. Sophy nurses her. 
Sophy's the fourth." 

"Is the mother living?" I inquired. 
"Oh yes," said Traddles, "she is alive. She is a very 

superior woman indeed, but the damp country is not adapted 
to her constitution, and-in fact she has lost the u'e of her 
limbs." 

u Pl·ar m~ ~ " said I. 
"Verv sad, is it not?" returned Traddles. "But in a 

merely domestic view it is not so bad as it might be, because 
Sophy takes her place. She is quite as much a mother to her 
mother, as she is to the other nine." 

I felt the greatest admiration for the virtues of this young 
lady; and, honestly with the view of doing my best to prevent 
the good·nature of Traddles from bein!( imposed upon, to the 
detriment of their joint pro,pects in life, inquired how Mr. 
Micawber was? 

"He is quite well, Copperfield, thank you," said Traddles. 
"I am not lmng with him at present." 

"No?" 
"No. You see the truth is," said Traddles, in a whisper, 
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"hf. has chan~cd his n<Ame to Mortinler, in consequence of 
his tc 111 porary ~ emharras~ments; and he don't come out .till 
nih"r dark-and then in sp.;ctacles. Th~re was an e~ecutton 
{'Ut into our hoose, for rent. Mrs. ~l1~awb~r. was m such 
" J· .. u!ful state that I really couldn't reSist gtvtng my na~1e 
to th:•t second bill we spoke of here. You may imagme 
!-,nw delightful it was tu my feelings, Copperlidd, to '"e 
l;,r; malter settleJ with it, and .Mrs. Mtcawb~.:r recover her 
:-.i'ir,ts.'' 

'~Hum!, s::ud I. 
"Nor that her happiness was of long duration,1

' purs\.~etl 
Traddles, "for, unfortunately, within a week another executton 
came in. It broke up the establishment. I have been living 
in a furnished apartment since then, and the Mortimers have 
bc·en very private indeed. I hope you won't think it self"h, 
Covp<:rfttld, if I mention th.lt the bro,er carried off my little 
rouud table with the marble top, and Sophy's flower· pot and 
stand ?j' 

"What a hard thing t" 1 c,cbimtd indignantly. 
"It w>s a~- it wa' a 1-u!l,'' said TraJdles, with his usual 

wince at that expn:s~ion. ''I don't mtntJOn it reproachtully, 
I however, but with a motive. The fact is, Coppertield, I W" 
unable to reptm:hase then1 at the time of their seizure; in the 
first place, because th~ broker, having an idea that I wanted 
them, mn the price up to an e . .;ttJx;J.gant extent; and, in the 
second place, because !-hadn't any money. Now, I have 
k•:pt my eye since, upon the broker's shop," said Traddks, 
wtth a great enjoyment of his mystery, "whicb is up at the top 
of Tottenham Court Road, and, at htst, to-day I find them put 
out for s:lle. I have only noticed them from over the way, 
because tf the b(oker saw me, bless you, he'd ask any price for 
them! Whn.t hns occurn.:d to me, having now the money, is, 
that perhaps you wouldn't object to ask that good nurse of 
yours to come wtth me to the shop-! can show it her fro~ 
round the corner of the ne.\t street-and make the best bargam 
for tht:m, ~s if they wt:re for ht!rsdf, that she can J '' 

The ddt~ht with n·htch Traddles propounded this plan to 
n~e, and the senst: he had of Its uncommon artfulne:is, are 
among the. freshest thing" in my remembrance. , 

. I told h!rn that my old nu"e would oe delighted to asstst 
lurn, and that we would all thret take the field toaether, hut 
on one condition. That condition was, that he sh~uld m,1ke 
a solemn resolutiOn to grJ.nt no more loans of his name1 or 
anyrhim: else, to Mr. Micawher_ 
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"My dear Copperfield," said Traddles, "I have already 

done so, because I begin to feel that I have not only been 
inconsiderate, but that • I have been positively unjust to 
Sophy. My word being passed to myself, there is no longer 
any apprehension ; but I pledge it to you, tl!o, .";ith the 
greatest readiness. That first unlucky obligation,' I have 
paid. I have no doubt ~lr. l\Iica\Vber v;ould have paid it if 
he could, but he could not. One thing I ought to mention, 
which I like very much in Mr. Micawber, Copperlield. It 
refers to the second obligation, which is not yet due. He 
don't tell me that it 1! provided for, but he says it will bt. 
Now, I think there is something very fair and honest about 
that!" 

I was unwilling to damp my good friend's confidence, and 
therefore assented. After a little further conversation, we 
went round to the chandler's shop, to enlist Peggotty ; 
Traddles declining to pass the evening with me, both because 
he endured the Jh·elicst apprehensions that his property would 
be bought by somebody else before he could repurchase i~ 
and because it was the evening he always devoted to writing 
to the dearest ~irl in the world. 

I never shall forget him pee.ping round the corner of the 
street in Totte.nham Court Road, while Peggotty was b:u· 
gaining (or the precious articles; or his a~itatiou whrn she 
came slowly towards us after vainly offering a !"it~ and 
was hailed by the relenting broker, and went back agoin. 
The end of the neg.niation was, that she bought the property 
on tolerably easy terms, and Traddles was transported with 
pleasure. 

"I am very much obliged to you, indeed," said Traddles 
on hearing it was to be sent to where he lived, that night. " If 
I might ask one other favour, I hope you would not think it 
absurd, Copperfield ? " 

I said beforehand, certainly not. 
"Then if you would be good eno•J~''·" said Traddles to 

Pc,gutty, ''to get the flower·pot now, I think I should like (it 
being Sophy's, Copperfield) to carry it home myself!" 

Pe:;gotty was glad to get it for him, and he overwhelmed 
her with thanks, and went his way up Tottenham CoUJt Road, 
carrying the flower· pot affectionately in his arms, with one of 
the most deli~htful expressions of countenance I ever saw. 

We then turned back towards my chambers. AJ; the shops 
had charms for Peggotty which I never knew them pos.<ess io 
the same degree for anybody else, I sauntered easily ,along, 
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amused hy bel' swring in at th~.: windows, and wa_iti~g for ~er 
as olten as she chose. We Wt..:Tt' thus a gvcd whtle In getting 
to the Adelphi. 

On our way up·stair~, I calh.:d her attention to the sud~len 
disapp<arance of ,\[rs. Crupps pitfalls, and also to the pnnts 
ot' recent foutc;lc!JS. We were both very much surpns~d, 
o:-oming hi~her up, to tind n_1y 01J\cr door standing open ( wlw h 
I had .,iJnt 1 .• md to hear votcts in<ide. 

W t:: looked at one am1ther, without knowing what to make 
of thi<::, and \vent into th!2 ~ittin~·room. What was my am:.ve· 
ment to find, of all people uPon t:arth, my aunt there, and 
~lr. lJick! ~ly aunt sitting on a quantity of luggage, with her 
two LirJs before her, and her cat on her knee, like a fentale 
Robin~{)n Crusoe, drinking tea. ~lr. l lu::k leaning thoughttully 
on a great kite-, such as we haJ often been out togetlu:r to tly, 
"!·ith nwre lugt~c pik:d about him ! 

"My dear aunt!" cried L "Why, what an unexpected 
ph:o.:-;un; 11

' 

We cordi,1lly embraced; and \!r. Dick and I cordially shook 
hands; and Mrs. Cmpp, who w:ts LnHv making tea, and could 
not be too attentive, cordially mid she bad knowed wdl as 
Mr. Copperfu\1 wou\J have his heart in his mouth, \1 hen he 
see his dear relations. 

11 Hnlloa.! '' said n1y aunt to Pt::g;-,:otty, who quailed bdore 
her awful presence. "How are yozt lu 

"You remember my aunt1 Pe~otty? ''said I. 

11 
u F~r the love of goodness

1 
chilcl,11 exclaimed my aunt, 

don t call the woman by that South Sea Island name ! If 
she marned and got rid of it, which was the best thmg she 
ron!d do, why don't you ~ive her the beneftt of the change? 
~\'11a.t's your r~ame now,-P?, said my aunt, as a compromise 
ror the obnoxwus appellation. 

1

' Bn.1kis1 mJ.'~m," said Pe!..'rrotty with a curtsev. 
"Wcli! Toat s h.u~an/1 ~:1~d m~ aunt. "It Sounds less as 

:;~'~'~ a mtsstonary. How d'ye do, Bark is I I hope 

Er11.:: 1• 11 1r~ged by these gracious words, and br my aunt's 
e'tend1ng ll<'r hand, Barki> carne forward and took the hand, 
•nd curtseyed her acknowledgments. ' 

11 

\Vt:: _ar~ ulder than \n! Were, I see/' said my aunt. 11 \~re 
oniy uJLt ea(h oth~r once before, you know. A mce 

wt: made of 1t then! Trot, my dear, another 
cur." 

I h,,nded it dut!!ully to my aunt, l'.ho was in her us-.1al 
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inflexible state of figure ; and ventured a remonstrance with 
her on the subject of her sitting on a box. 

"Let me draw the sofa here, or the easy chair, aunt," said I. 
" Why should you be so uncomfortable?" 

" Thank you, Trot," replied my aunt, " I prefer to sit upon 
my property." Here my aunt looked hard at Mrs. Crupp, and 
observed, '' \Ve needn't trouble you to w.:tit, ma'am." 

" Shall I put a little more tea in the pot afore 1 go, ma'am?" 
said Mrs. Crupp. 

"No, I thank you, ma'am," .replied my aunt. 
"Would you let me fetch another pat of hutter, ma'am?" 

said Mrs. Crupp. "Or would you be persuaded to try a new­
laid hegg 1 or should I brile a rasher? Ain't there nothing l 
could do for your dear aunt, Mr. Copperfull?" 

"Nothing, ma'am," returned my aunt. "I shall do very well, 
I thank you." 

1\!rs. Crupp, who had been incessantly smiling to express 
sweet temper, and incessantly holding her head on one side, 
to express a general feebleness of constitution, and incessantly 
rubbing her hands, to express a desire to be of service to all 
deserving objects, gradually smiled herself, one-sided herself, 
and rubbed herself, out of the room. 

"Dick!" said my aunt. "You know what I told you about 
time-servers and wealth-worshippers 1" 

Mr. Dick-with rather a scared look, as if he had forgotten 
it-returned a hasty answer in the affirmative. 

"Mrs. Cropp is one of them," said my aunt. "Barkis, I'll 
trouble you to look after the tea, and Jet me have another cup, 
for I don't fancy that woman's pourin~-out! " 

I knew my aunt sufficiently well to know that she bad some· 
thing of importance on her mind, and that there was far more 
matter in this arrival than a stranger might have supposed. I 
noticed how her eye lighted on me, when she thought my 
attention otherwise occupied ; and what a curious process of 
hesitation appeared to be going on within her, while she pre· 
served her outward stilT ness and composure. I began to refiect 
whether I had done anything to offend her ; and my conscience 
whispered me that I had not yet told her about !Jora. Could 
it by any means be that, I wondered I 

As I knew she would only speak in her own good time, I 
sat down near her, and spoke to the birds, and played with the 
ca~ and wa.s a.s easy a.s I could be. But I was very far from 
being really easy: and I should still have been so, even if Mr. 
Dick, leaning over the great kite behind my auot, had not 
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taken every secret <Pi'"' I unity of ,~!;,king his head darkly at 
111e, ami puinting at ;,..,,r. 

"Trot, 11 sald nw :IU:H ;tt last. when she had finished he: tea, 
and t:1rdully smo~)th(~d down hr·r dre'is. and wiped her ilps­
,, y"u needn't go, llarkis !~Trot) hare you got to be fi11n and 
selt-rdi,l.Jit ?!I 

1
' I hope so, aunt." 

H Wh;tt do you think?" inqnired Miss netsey. 
"I think so, aunt." 
""l hen why, my lovr!," said my aunt, looking earne..,tly at 

me, 11 why do you think I prder to sit upon this propi!rly of 
mine to· night? ·· 

l shook my head, un:thle to guess. 
"]:kcause," slid my ~ltlnt, ''Is all I h.we. Becau::.c I'm 

rnintd, my dear!" 
If the bouse, and every one of us. had tumbled out into the 

river tiJ~c:ther, I C• 11tlrl hardiy h1ve rt•ceivt::d a greater :;hock. 
u DH:k kn!Jws it/' ti:tid my aunt, laying ht:r hand e<llmly <?n 

my should•:r. " I am ruined, my dear Trot I All I have m 
the world is in this mom, except the cottage ; and th_at I h:we 
left Janet to let. ll:trkb, l want to ~rt a bed for thiS ~cntle· 
man to-night. To :-;ave <'xpcn~e. perh:1p"l you can m:..~.ke up 
something here for myself. Anythin~ will do. It'' only for 
to·wr:ht. we~u talk about this, morl?

1 
tO·Olilrrow." 

1 Wil.!:i roused from my amazement, and concern fur her- I 
aru.~ure, for her-by her laHmg on mv 11eck for a mom~nt,and 
crymg th.lt she onlr ~rieved for me 'In another moment she 
St~ppressed this emotion j. and said with an ao,p•;ct more 
tnumphant than dejected: 

. "1\'e must meet reverses boldly, and not suft'cr them to 
fnehten us. my dear. \\' e must learn to act the play out \\ e 
nHht h ve tnislortune d0\\11, Trot ! " 

CHAPTER XXXV 

DEPHE:sS!ON 

A5 soon as l c.ould recover my presence of mind, which quit,e 
~esertt'd me m the first oterpowt:rmg shock of my aunts 
mtelll,;cnce, I proposed to Mr. Dick to come round to the 
chandler's shop, and take possession of the bed which Mr. 
Pc·~gotty had lately \'acatcd. The chandler's shop being in 
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Hungerford Market, and Hungerford Market b.,;.,~ a ·;,,.ry 
different place in those days, there was a low wooden colonnade 
before the door (not very unlike that before the ho•.,,c whue 
the little man and woman used to live, in the old wcatiJ•·r­
glass), which pleased Mr. Dick mightily. The glory of lodg•n,: 
over this structure would have compensated htm, I dare sav, 
for many inconveniences; but, as there were really fe1v tn bca'r, 
beyond the compound of flavours I have alre.1dy mention• d, 
and perhaps the want of a little more elbow-room, he was 
perfectly charmed with his accommodation. Mrs. Crupp had 
indignantly assured him that there wasn't room to swing a cal 
there; but, as ~lr. Dick just!)!. observed to me, sitting down on 
the foot of the bed, nursing his leg, ''You know, TrotWO<'d, I 
don't want to swing a cat. I never do swing a cat. There! ore, 
what does that signify to 1m/" 

I tried to ascertain whether Mr. Dick had any understand· 
ing of the causes of this sudden and great change in my aunt's 
affairs. As I might have expected, he had none at all. The 
only account he could give of it wns, that my aunt had said 
to him, the day before yesterday, "Now, Dick, are you really 
and truly the philosopher I take you for?" That then he 
had said, Yes, he hoped so. That then my aunt had sa1d, 
•• llick, 1 am ruined." Thatthen he had said, "Oh, indeed : " 
That then my aunt had praised him highly, which he was very 
glad of. And that then they had come to me, and had 
had bottled porter and sandwiches on the road. 

~lr. llick was so very complacent, sitting on the (oo~ c.f the 
bed, nur•ing his kg, and telling me this, with his eyes wide 
open and a surprised smile, that 1 am sorry to say I was pro­
voked into explammg to him that ruin meant distress, want, and 
starvation ; but I was soon bitterly reproved f0r this harsh· 
ness, by seeing his face tum pale, and tears course down his 
lengthened checks, while he fixed upon me a look of such 
unutterable woe, that It mtght have softened a far harder heart 
than mine. I took infinitely greater pains to cheer him up 

. again than I had tahn to depress him ; and I soon under· 
stood (as I ought to have known at first) that he had been so 
contid"nt, merely because of his faith in the wisest and most 
wonderful oi women, and his unbounded reliance on my ,,. 
tellectual resources. The latter, I believe, he considered a 
match for any kind of disaster not absolutely mortal. 

" What can we do, Trotwood ? " said Mr. llick. "There's 
the ~!emorial-" 

14 To be sure there is," said I. 41 But all we can do just now, 
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Mr. !.lick, is to keep a cheerful countenance, and not let my 
aunt see that we are thinh.ing about it." 

lie assented to this in the most earnest manner; and implored 
me, if I should see him wanocring an inch out of the nght 
course, to recall him by some of those superior methods which 
were always at my command. But I regret to state that the 
fright 1 had given him proved tc>o much for his best attempts 
at concealment. All the evening his eyes wandered to my 
aunt's face, with an ex~rt::ssion of the mo.:;t di<.imal appre· 
he11sion, as if he saw her growing thin on the spot. He w~s 
consriuus of this, and put a constraint upon his head ; hut hts 
keepm~ that immovable, and sitting rolling his eyes hke a 
piece of machinery, did not mend the matter a.t all I saw him 
look at the loaf at supper (which happened to be a small one), 
as tf nothmg else stood between us and famine; and when my 
aunt insisted on his making his customary repast, I detected 
him m the act of pocketing fragments of his bread and cheese; 
I have no doubt for the purpose of revivmg us With those 
savings, when we should have reached an advanced stage of 
atlenuation. 

My aunt, on the other hand, was in a composed fr.,me of 
mind, 'vhich was a lesson to all of us-to me, I am sure. 
She was extremely gracious to Peggotty, e'cept whetl 1 Ill· 

advertently called her by that name; and, strange as I knew 
she felt m London, appeared quite at home. She wus to have 
my bed, and I was to lie in the sitting-room, to keep gua.rd ov~r 
her. She made a great point of being so near the nver, 111 

cas.e of a c~nflagration ; and I suppose really did find some 
sattsfactton m that circumstance. 

"Trot, my dear," said my aunt, when she saw me making 
pr:parattons for compounding her usual night-draught, "No!" 

· !\othmg, aunt?~~ 
.. Not wine, my dear. Ale.'! 

m~~~u~f t~f~:."is wine here, aunt. And you always have it 

.. K~ep t~at, in case of sickness," said my aunt. u We 
mustn t use 1t carelessly, Trot. Ale for me. Half a pint." 

0
} thought Mr. Dick would have fallen, insenSJbie. My aunt 

.;~~v1:es~lute, I went out and got the ale myself. As tt was 
~. . . g te, Peggotty and Mr. Dick 1ook that opportumty of 
p~:ur;n1y to the chandler's shop together. I parted from him, 
his b \ow, at the comer of the stree~ with his great kite at 

M;c ~u~tve:; monun:ent of human misery. 
"" walking up and down the room when I 
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returned, crimping the borders of her nightcap with her fingers. 
I warmed the ale and made the toast on the usual infallible 
principles. When it was ready for her, she was ready for it, 
with her nightcap on, and the skirt of her gown turned back on 
her knees. 

"My dear," said my aunt, after taking a spoonful of it; "it's 
a great deal better than wine. Not half so bilious." 

I suppose I looked doubtful, for she added: 
"Tut, tut, child. If nothing worse than Ale happens to us, 

we are well off." 
"I should think so myself, aunt, I am sure," said I. 
"Well, then, why don't you think so?" said my aunt 
" Because you and I are very different people,'' I returned. 
" Stuff and nonsense, Trot I " replied my aunt. 
My aunt went on with a quiet enjoyment, in which there 

was very little affectation, if any; drinking the warm ale with a 
tea-spoon, and soaking her strips of toast in it. 

"Trot," said she, "I don't care for strange faces in general, 
but I rather like that Barkis of yours, do you know!" 

"It's better than a hundred pounds to hear you say so I" 
said I. 

"It's a most extraordinary world," observed my aunt, rubbing 
her nose; "how that woman ever got into it with that name, 
is unaccountable to me. It would be much more easy to be 
born a Jackson, or something of that sort, one would think." 

"Perhaps she thinks so, too; it's not her fault," said I. 
"I suppose not," returned my aunt, rather grudging the 

admission ; "but it's very aggravating. However, she's Bark is 
now. That's some comfort. Barkis is uncommonly fond of 
you, Trot.'' 

"There is nothing she would leave undone to prove it," 
said I. 

"Nothing, I beli_eve," returned my aunt "Here, the poor 
fool has been beggmg aod praymg about handing over some 
of her mo\Jey-because she has got too much of it. A 
simpleton I" 

My aunt's tears of pleasure were positively trickling down 
into the warm ale. 

"She's the most ridiculous creature that ever was born," 
said my aunt. "I knew, from the first moment when I saw 
her with that poor ~ear blessed baby of a mother of yours, that 
she was the most ndtculous of mortals. But there are good 
points in Bark is ! '' 

.~ffectin~ to lau~th. she unt llll"'' ....... YV .......... : .. _ -' 
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hnnd I<> !1<:r eyes. Having availed herself of it, she resumed 
h·~ r t' l;lSI and her discourse togetner. 

":\h ! :.k r.:y upon us!" sighed my aunt. "I know all 
al • '"' .1, Trot! Barkis and myself had quite a gossip while 
)' •' U w. ·:·· out with lJ ick: I know all obout it. I don 't know 
1. 1 .• ,,_ ,.,e;c wr,h:hed girls expect to go to, for my parL I 
·o~.or" l. r tln:y don't knock out their brains against-agamsl 
·o~ · l . , it: lpl~.:et~s:' said my aunt ~ an idea which was prol.Jahly 
'"~~ -'' 1 < •1 :o her by her con templation of mine. 

·· J•,,ur Emily! n said I. 
'

1 Uh, don't ·talk to m~ about poor/' returned my aunt. 
'She should have thought of that, before she ca.used so much 

miserr I Give me a kiss, Trot. I. am sorry for your early 
e:<periencc.'' 

As 1 bent forward, she put her tumbler on my knee to detain 
me, and said : " 

"Oh, Trot, Trot I And so .rou fancy yourself in love I Do 
yuu?." · 

" Fancy, aunt!" I exclaimed, as red as I could be. "I 
adore her with my whole soul! " · 

:I Dor:t, indeed!, returned my auot. "And you mean to say 
the little thing i; very fascinating, I suppose?" . 

" ~~ y dear aunt," I replied, " no one c..n form the least 1dea 
what she is ! .. 

"Ah! And not silly?" said my aunt. 
u Silly, aunt l " . 
I seriously believe it had never once entered my head for 

a single moment, to consider whether she was or not. I 
~esented the idea, of course; but I was in a manner struck by 
1t , as a new one ::::t.ltogether. 

:: N?t light-headed?" said my aunt. 
L•ght-headed, aunt ! " 1 could only repeat this daring 

speculatton wnh the same kind of feelin• with 1vhich I had 
repeated the preceding question. 

0 

"\Veil, well!" said my aunt. "I only ask'. I doo't 
d epreCiate her. Poor little couple! And so you think you 
were formed for one another, and are to go through a party· 
~~,~~~.u~;~t~~~d of life, like two pre.tty pieces of confectionery, 

1 
She asked me this so kindly, and with. such a gentle aii, half 

P ~r~~,l and half sorrowful, that I was quite touched . 
.. and 1 ~e young and mexperienced, aunt, I know," I replied ; 
c r h are say we say and think a good deal that is rather 
00 

lS • But we love one another truly, I ani sure. li I 
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thought Dora could ever love anybody else, or cease to love 
me; or that I could ever love anybody else, or cease to love 
her ; I don't know what I should do-go out of my mind, I 
think!!' 

"Ah, Trot I" said my aunt, shaking her head, and smiling 
gravely, "blind, blind, blind!" 

".So.me one that I lmow, Trot," my aunt pursued, after a 
pause, " though of a very pliant disposition, has an earnestness 
of affection in him that reminds me of poor Baby. Earnest­
ness is what that Somebody must look for, to sustain him and 
improve him, Trot. Deep, downright, faithful earnestness." 

" If you only knew the earnestness of Dora, aunt I" I cried. 
" Oh, Trot I" she said again; "blind, blind I" and without 

knowing why, I felt a vague unhappy loss or want of something 
overshadow me like a, cloud. 

"However," said my aunt, "I don't want to put two young 
creatures out of conceit with themselves, or to make them 
unhappy ; so, though it is a girl and boy attachment, and girl 
and boy attachments very often-mind! I don't say always!­
come to nothing, still we'll be serious about it, and hope for a 
prosperous issue on.e of these days. There's time enou\\h for 
it to come to anythmg ! " . 

This was not upon the whole· very comforting to a rapturous 
lover; but I was glad to have my aunt in my confidence, and 
I was mindful of her being fatigued. So I thanked her ardently 
for this mark of her affection, and for all her other kindnesses 
towards me ; and after a tender good-night she took her 
nightcap into my bedrnom. · 

How miserable I was, when I lay down! How I thought 
and thought ab~ut my being poor, in Mr. Spenlow's eyes ; 
about my not bemg what I thought l was, when I proposed to 
Dora; about th~. chivalrous necessity of telling Dora what 
my w~rldly conditton was, and releasmg her from her engage­
ment tf she thought fit; about bow I should contrive to live 
during the long term of m~ articles~ when I was earning 
nothmg; abo~t domg somethmg to ass1st my aunt, and seeing 
no way. of domg any!hmg; about coming down to have no 
money m my pocket, a~d to wear a shabby coat, and to be 
able to carry Dora no lmle presents, and to ride no gallant 
greys, and to show my~elf in no agreeable light ! Sordid 
and selfish as. I knew It was, and as I tortured myself by 
knoT.!ng that It was, to let my mind run on my own dis­
tress so much, I was so devoted to Dora that I could not 
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of my aunt, and less of myself; but, so far, selfishness was 
inseparahle from Dora, and I could not put Dora on one 
side for any mortal creature. How exceedingly miserable I 
was, that night ! 

As to sleep, I had dreams of poverty in all sorts of shapes, 
but I seemed to dream without the previous ceremony of 
going to sleep. ~ow I was ragged, wanting to sell Dora 
matches, six bundles for a halfpenny; now I was at the 
office in a nightgown and boots, remonstrated wit~ hy Mr. 
Spcnlow on appearing before the clients in that atry attire; 
now I was hungrily picking up the crumbs that fell from old 
TitTey's daily hiscuit, regularly eaten when St. Paul's struck 
one ; now I was hnpeles;ly endeavouring to get a licence to 
marry Dora, having nothing but one of Uriah Heep's gloves 
to offer in exchange, which the whole Commons rejected; and 
still, more or Je.,s conscious of my own room, I w~1s always 
tossing about like a distressed ship in a sea of bed-clothes .. 

~ly aunt was restless, too, for I frequently he•nl her walkmg 
tu and fro. Two or three times in the course of the n1ght, 
attired in a long flannel wrapper in which she looked seven 
feet h1gh, she appeared, like a disturbed ghost, in my room, 
and came to the side of the sofa on which I by. On the 
first occasion l started up in alarm, to learn that she inferred 
from a particular light in the sky, that Westminster Abbey 
was on fire; and to be consulted in reference to the proba· 
bility of its igniting Buckingham Street, in case the wind 
changed. Ly1ng still, after that I found that she sat down 
near me, whiSpering to herself ,; Poor boy!" And then it 
made me .twenty times mort: wretched, to know how Un· 
selflshly mmdful she was of me, and how selfi<hly mindful 
I was of myself. 

It was difficult to Gelicve that a night so long to me, could 
be. short to anybody else. This consideration set me 
thmkmg •?d thmking of an imaginary party where people 
were dancmg the hours away1 until that became a dream 
too, and I heard the music incessantly playing one tune, and 
~::tw Do~ lnces!)antly, dancing one dance, \\'l~hout taking the 
eastnot1ce of me. 1 he man who had been playing the harp 

al.l mght, was trying in vain to cover it with an orlinary~siLed 
~~~~'i~' ~~·~ I awoke: or I should rather say, when l left 
the wind~w .~fa:~ sleep, and saw the sun shmtng lO through 

f There was an old Roman bath in those day at the bottom 
0 one of the streets out of the Strand-it may be there still 
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-in which I have had many a cold plunge. Dressing myself 
as quietly as I could, and leaving Peggotty to look after my 
aunt, I tumbled head foremost into it, and then went for a 
walk to Hampstead. I bad a hope that this brisk treatment 
might freshen my wits a little; and I think it did them good, 
for I soon came to the conclusion that the first step I ought 
to take was to try if my articles could be cancelled and the 
premium recovered. I got some breakfast on the Heath, and 
walked back to Doctors' Commons, along the watered roads 
and through a pleasant smell of summer flowers, growing in 
gardens and carried into town on hucksters' heads, intent on 
this first effort to meet our altered circumstances. 

I arrived at the office so soon, after all, that I had half-an· 
hour's loitering about the Commons, before old TitTey, who 
was always first, appeared with his key. Then I sat down in 
my shady ·corner, looking up at the sunlight on the opposite 
chimney-pots, and thinking about Dora ; until l\!r. S~enlow 
came in, crisp and curly. 

" How are you, Copperfield?" said he. " Fine morning ! " 
"Beautiful morning, sir," said I. "Could I say a word to 

you before you go into Court?'' · 
"By all means," said he. " Come into my room." 
I followed him into his room, and he began putting on 

his gown, and touching himself up before a little glass he 
had, hanging inside a closet door. 

" I am sorry to say,'' said I, " that I have some rather 
disheartening intelligence from my aunt." 

"No I" said he. "Dear me! Not paralysis, I hope?" 
"It has no reference to her health, sir," I replied. "She 

has met with some large losses. In fact, she has very little 
left, indeed." 

"You as·tound me, Copperfield I" cried Mr. Spenlow. 
1 shook my head. "Indeed, sir," said I, "her affairs are so 

changed, that I -yished to ask you whether it would be pos­
Sible-at a sacrifice on our part of some portion of the 
premium, of course," 1 put in this, on the spur of the 
moment, warned by the blank expression of his face--" to 
cancel my articles?" 

What it cost me to make this proposal, nobody knows. 
It was like asking, as a favour, to be sentenced to uans­
portation from Dora. 

"To cancel your articles, Copperfield? Om eel?" 
I e'plained with tolerable finnness, that I really did not 

know where my means of subsistence were to come from. 
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unless I could earn them for mvsdf. I had no ft:ar for the 
future, I SliJ-and I laid ~'''at' empha<is on that, us if to 
imply that I should still be decidedly eligible for a son·m·law 
one of these days-but, for the present, I W.l< thrown upon 
my own re:;uurcts. 

"I am extremdy sorry to bear this, Coppertidd," said Mr. 
Spenlow. "Extremely sorry. It is not mual to cancel articles 
for any such rt:a'ion. It is not a professional course of pro· 
ceeding. It is not a convenient pr•:cedent at all. Jiur from it. 
At the s..1me time-·· 

"·vo~ are ver;· gooJ, sir, 11 I murn1ured, anticipaling a 
Cotl\:e:-.swn. 

"Not at all. llon't mention it," said ~lr. Spenlow. ".\t 
the same time, I was going to say, if it had been my lot to 
have nry hands unfettered-if I had not a partner-Mr. 
Jorkins ............... " ' 

~I y hopes were dashed in a motnent, but I made another 
eil'ort. 

u Po you think, sir," said It "if I were to mention it to 
~[,, jorkins-'' 

Mr. Sp•:nlow shook his head discouragingly. "Heaven 
forbid, Copperlwld," h•: replied, "that I should do any man 
an injustice: sti\1\eRs, ~[r. Jorkins. But I know tn)' partner, 
Copperfield. Mr. J orkins is nnl a man to respond to a 
proposition of this peculiar nature. Mr. Jerkins is very 
drmcu\t to move from the beaten track. You know what 
he is!" 

I am sure I knew nothing about him, except that he had 
ong1 ~nlly been alone in the husiness, and now liwd by hu?· 
self In a h?u~e nt·a.r Mvntagu Square~ which was f~arlully m 
want of pa1ntrn~: that he came very late of a dav, and went 
awav very early: that he never appe"red to be con,ulted about 
anyth1!1g; and that he had a dmgy little black-hole of his own 
U[>·StJ.Irs, wh~re no husmess was ever done and when: there 
was. a y•·llow old cmridge.paper pad upon 'his desk, unsoiled 
by rnk_, and reported to be twenty vears of 
as~~~\ ould you object to my mentioning to him, sir?" I 

··.By no me:ms," satd Mr. Sp!:!nlow. «~But I ha-ve some 
e'!' "'"nee of :-!r. Jorkin,, Coppertidd. I wish it were other· 
i ~~~n~~/ hs~ ... ~-mld be ~:ppy ~o !l}t.!et your views in .an)~ respect. 
hir. 1 ,. , e the lca,t ?bJectton to your mentronmg rt to 

·\ •. 
0

;. 
10

'• C opperficld, 11 rou think it worth while." 
~ \3.\ Ing myself of this pt.:rmission, which was gi,·en with a 
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warm shake of the hand, I sat thinking about Dora, and look· 
ing at the sunlight stealing from the chimney-pots down the 
wall of the opposite house, until Mr. Jorkins came. I then 
went up to Mr. Jerkins's room, and evidently astonished Mr. 
Jorkins very much by making my appearance there. 

"Come in, 1\Ir. Copperfield," said Mr. Jorkins. "Come 
in!,, 

I went in, and sat down; and stated my case to Mr. Jorkins 
pretty much as I had stated it to Mr. Spenlow. Mr. Jorkins 
was not by any means the awful creature one might have 
expected, but a large, mild, smooth-faced man of sixty, who 
took so much snuff that there was a tradition in the Commons 
that he. lived principally on that stimulan~ having little room 
in his system for any other article of diet. 

"You have mentioned this to Mr. Spenlow, I suppose I" 
said Mr. J orkins ; when he had heard me, very restlessly, to an 
end. 

I answered Yes, and told him that Mr. Spenlow had intro­
duced his name. 

" He said I should object? " asked Mr. J orkins. 
I was obliged to admit that Mr. Spenlow had considered it 

probable 
"I am sorry to say, Mr. Copperfield, I can't advance your 

object," said Mr. Jorkins, nervou>ly. "The fact is-but I have 
an appointment at the Bank, if you'll have the goodness to 
excuse me/' · 

With that he rose in a great hurry, and was going out of the 
room, when I made bold to say that I feared, then, there was 
no way of arrangmg the matter? 

"No I" said Mr. J orkins, stopping at the door to shake his 
head. "Oh, no! I object, you know," which he said very 
rapidly, and we~t out. "You !l'ust be aware, Mr. Copperfield," 
he added, lookmg restlessly m at the door again, "if Mr. 
Spenlow objects--" 

"Personally, he does not object, sir," said I. 
"Oh! Personally!" repeated i\lr. Jorkins, in an impatient 

manner. " I assure you there's an objection, Mr. Copperfield. 
Hopeless I What you wish to be done, can't be done. I-I 
really have got an appointment at the Bank." With that he 
fairly ran away; and to the best of my knowledge, it was three 
days before he sho.wed himself in the Commons again. 

Be•ng very anxtous to leave no stone untumed l waited 
until Mr. Spenlow came in, and then described 'what had 
........... ...~ . ....;.....; .... t...:- ....... _...~ ___ ._ __ .l .1.. ~ .. y . ' /0 
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his beinji able to soften the adam.mune Jorkins, if he would 
undertake the t.;Bk. 

"Copperfield," returned :-lr. Spenlow, with a gracious smile, 
"you have not known my partner, Mr. Jorkins, as long as I 
have, Nothing is farther from my thou;hts than to attnbute 
any degree of artifice to Mr. Jerkins. But il!r. Jorkins has a 
way of stating his objection< which often deceives people. No, 
Copperfield!'' shaking his head. "'VIr. Jorkins is not to be 
mm·ed, believe me ! ., 

1 w.lS completely bewildered between Mr. Spenlow and Mr. 
Jorkins, as to whid1 of them reallr was the objecting partner; 
but I saw with sut1icient clearnc;s that there was obduracy 
somewhere in the firm, and that the recovery of my aunt's 
thousand pounds was out of the question. In a .state. of 
despondency, which 1 remember with anything but satJsfactton, 
for I know it still had too much reference to myself (though 
always in connexion with Dora), I left the office, and went 
homeward. 

I was trying to familiarise my mind with the worst, and to 
present to myself the arrangements we should have to make for 
the future in their sterne~t nspect, when a hackner chanot 
commg after me, and stopping at my very feet, occastoned me 
to look up. A fair hand was stretched forth to me from the 
window; and the face I had never seen without a feeling of 
serenity and happiness, from the moment when it first turned 
back on the old oak staircase with the great broad balustrade, 
and when I associated its softened beauty with the statned 
glass wmdow m the church was smiling on me. 

u Agnes.! )I I joyfully excl;Imed. "Oh, my dear Agnes, of 
all people m the world, what a pleasure to see you ! " 

::Is 1t, mdecd?" she said, in her cordial voice. 
I '!ant to talk to you so much 1" said J. "It's such a 

lightenmg, of my heart, only to look at you ! If I had had 
;o~~~~~urer 5 cap, there ts no one I should have wished tor but 

"'What?'' returned A"nes. 
::Well! perhaps Dor; first," [admitted, with a blush. 
"Certamly, Do~, hr~t. I hope/' said Agnes, laughing. 
,.., But, you ~ext ! sa.1d I. u Where are you going? '' 
~he """ gamg to my rooms to see my aunt. The day being 

very fine, she was glad to co~e o.ut of the chariot, which smelt 
(1 had my head m tt all thts tlme) like a stable put under 
a. cucumber~frame. I diSmissed the coachman, and she took 
my arm, and we walked on together. She was like Hope 
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embodi~d, to me. How different I felt in one short minute, 
having Agnes at my side! 

My aunt had written her one of the odd, abrupt notes­
very little longer than a Bank note-to which her epistolary 
efforts were usually limited. She had stated therein that she 
had fallen into adversity, and was leaving Dover for good, but 
had quite made up her mind to it, and was so well that nobody 
need be uncomfortable about her. Agnes had come to London 
to see my aunt, between whom and herself there had been 
a mutual liking these many years ; indeed, it d>ted from the 
time of my taking up my residence in Mr. Wickfield's house. 
She was not alone, she said. Her papa was with her-and 
Uriah Heep. 

"And now they are partners," said I. " Confound him I" 
''Yes," said Agnes. "They have some business here; and 

I took advantage of their coming, to come too. You must not 
think my visit all friendly and disinterested, Trotwood, for-I 
am afraid I may be cruelly prejudiced-! do not like to let 
para go away alone, with him." 

"Does he exercise the same influence over Mr. Wickficld 
still, Agnes?'' 

Agnes shook her head. "There is such a change at home," 
<aid she, "that you would scarcely know the dear old house. 
They live with us now." 

''They?" said I. 
" Mr. Heep and his mother. He sleeps in your old room," 

said Agnes, looking up into my face. 
" I wish I had the ordering of hi< dreams." said I. "He 

wuuldn1t sleep there long.'' 
"I keep my own little room," said Agnes, •· where 1 used to 

learn my lessons. How the time goes! You remember? The 
little panelled room that opens from the drawing· room?" 

"Remember, Agnes? When I saw you, for ~he first time, 
coming out at the door, with your quaint little basket of keys 
hanging at your side?'' 

" It is just the same," said Agnes, smiling. "I am glad you 
think of it so pleasantly. We were very happy." 

"We were, indeed,'' said I. 
"I keep that room to myself still; but J cannot always 

desert Mrs. Heep, you know. And so," said Agnes, quietly, 
"I feel obliged to bear her company, when I might prefer to 
be alone. But 1 have no other reason to complain of her. If 
she tires me, sometimes, by her praises of her son, it is only 
natural in a mother. He is a very good son to her." 
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1 looked at Agnes when she said these words, without 

detecting in her any c~m~ciousness of U nah~s df:~tgn, I:Ier 
nnl<i but l1:trnt.:st en·s met n1inc with their own beauuful 

and ther~ w;;:-; no change in her gentle face 
"Th1: evil of th .. ·ir Jlli'.,cnce in th~ houst/' said ,A~n.l's, 

"is th:1t I cannnt bt' a-; nt;ar p:tpa as I could wt;-,h~l r}ah 
Heep ht'illg so nHidl h~-tween u:>~and cannnt watch over htm, 
if that is nnt too hold 1 thing to say, as closely a~ I would. 
But tf fr:Htd or trearhery is practism~ a~ain'it htm, I hope 
that love ,,nd trlll h will be stronger in the end. I hope 
that love and truth art: stronger in the end than any evll 
or misfurtunt:: in the world.n • 

A ct:nain brii-':ht :-;mile, whirh I never saw on any other face, 
di<:11 ~W:l.)', eVt"'n while I thought how good it was, and, how 
fa111d1ar it had once to me· and she askt::d me1 wJth a 
q1111 k of (Wt:! ~·ere drawing v~ry near nly 
~,tr~cn, i~· how the n~rerse in mv allnt\ circumstances 
had b·.:t'n hroug:hl about. On my replying no, sht' h:id not 
t' .!d tne yet, Agnes hera me thouslnt'ul, and I fancied I felt her 
arm tr~mble in mine. 

\\'e founrl n)y <'lunt alone, in a state of 5Umt:! t:xc:itement. A 
diff~..:rcrt,.e vi upin1on had :trisc.:n between hersdf and '1lrs. Crupp, 
on an abstract question (the propriety of chan.bers being tn· 
habited by the gentler sex) ; and nw aunt, utterly indifierent 
to sy:l'msnn tht part of illr>. \rupp, had cut the dispute short, 
by mtormm~ that lady that she ,melt of my hr:mdy, and that 
she would truuble her to walk out. Both oi these e•presstOnS 
Mrs. Crupp ~~msidcred actionable, and had cxptes<c•d her 
mtentto•' o! lmngmg; before a It Hritish Judy n_111t~anmg, 1t was 
supposed, the bulwark of onr national liberties. 

My aunt, h~WC\'er, h;wing haO time to cool, while Peggt)tty 
was out sh01nn~ Mr. !lick the soldiers at the Horse Gu,rds 
-a.nd betn~, besides, gr~~atly plca.sed to see Agnes~rather 
plumed. herself on th~ affair than otherwise, and received us 
wnh ununtMil~..:J good hunwur .. \\'hen Agnes laid her bor~oet 
00 the table, and sat down beSide her I could nut but thmk, 
~')nkmg (In h~r mild eyes and her r:1dia~t forehead. how natural 
~~se~~~~~ to h::t.ve her .thert:: how trustfully, although she w:ts 
str!.,o ~h ~ ar~d 1.nexpen~nce.d, my aunt confided in her; how 

, :::, · ~ \\::ts, mdeNi, 111 stmpk love and truth. 

1
\\ \began to talk about my aunt's lusses and I t.Jid them 

w 
1~\vh\i:hJ ~~:d. t~ d? ~hat rnoming. ' 

m~nt. \"uu~~ .mJ~dJclous, Trui," said my .lunt, "huL well 
· re a t>enerous b0y-I suppo~e I Dll.;.cil !hly, y(\ung 
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man, now-and I am proud of you, my dear. So far so good. 
Now, Trot and Agnes, let us look the case of Betsl'y Trotwood 
in the face, and see how it stands." 

I observed Agnes tum pale, as she looked very attentively at 
my aunt. My aunt, patting her cat, looked very attentively at 
Agnes. 

"Betsey Trotwood," said my aunt, who had always kept her 
money matters to herself' "-I don't mean your sister, Trot, 
my dear, but myself-had a certain property. lt don't matter 
how much; enough to live on. ll!ure; for she had saved a 
little, and added to it. Betsey funded her pro~crty fc,r some 
time, and then, by the advice of her man of business, laid it 
out on landed security. That did very well, and returned very 
good interest, till Betsey was pa1d off. I am talking of llcw.ey 
as if she was a man-of-war. Well! Then, Betsey had to look 
about her, for a new investment. She thought she was wiser, 
now, than her man of business, who was not such a good man 
of business by this time, as he used to be-l am alluding to 
your father, Agnes-and she took it into her head to lay it out 
for herself. So she took her pigs," said my aunt, "to a foreign 
market; and a very bad market it turned out to be. First, sbe 
lost in the mining way, and then she lost in the di,ing way­
fishing up treasure, or some such Tom Tidier nonsense,, 
explained my aunt, rubbing her nose; "and then she lost in 
the mining way again, and, last of all, to set the thing entirely 
to rights, she lost in the banking way. I don't know what the 
Bank shares were worth for a little while," said my aunt; 
"cent per cent was the lowest of it, 1 believe; but the Bank 
was at the other end of th" world, and tumbled into space, lor 
what I know; anyhow, it fell to pieces, and never will and 
never can pay sixpence; and Betsey's sixpences were all 
there, and there's an end of them. Least said, soonest 
mt:nded!" 

.\ly aunt concluded this philosophical summary, by fixing 
her eyes with a kind of triumph on Agnes, whose colour was 
gradually returning. 

'' !Jcar ~liss Tr0twood, is that all the hi<tory?" said Agnes. 
" I hope it's enough, child," s;,id my aun~ " Ii there had 

been more money to lose, it wouldn't have been all, I dare say. 
Betsey would have contrived to throw that aiter the rc;t, and 
make another chapter, I have little doubt. But there was no 
more mor:ey,. a~d the:e's n~ mor~. ~tory." 
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thought I knew why. I thm;ght she had had some fear that 
her unhappy father might be in some w~y to blame for what 
had h.,ppcned. My aunt took her hand 10 hers, and laughed. 

"Is that all?" repr·ated my aunt. "Why, yes, that's all, 
except, • And she lived happy ever afterward>.' Perhaps I may 
add that of Betsey vet, one of these days. Now, Agnes, you 
have a wise head. So have you, Trot, in some things, though 
I can't compliment you alw .. ys;" and here my aunt shook her 
own at me, with an energy peculiar to her~df. "\\'hat's to ?e 
done? Here's the cottage, taking one time with another, Will 
produce, say seventy pounds a-year. I think we may .safely 
put it down at that. Welll-That's all we've got," sa1d my 
aunt; with whom it was an idiosyncrasy, as it is with some 
horses, to stop very short when she appeared to be m a fm way 
of gomg on for a lung while. 

"Then/' .said my aunt, after a rest, u there1s Dick. He's 
good for • hundred a-year, but of course that must be expended 
on himself. I would sooner send him awav, thoogh I know I 
am the only person who appreciates him, than have him, and 
not spend his monev 011 himself. How can Trot and I do best, 
upon our meam? \Vl1at do )'OU say, Ag11es I" 

'•J say, aunt/, l interposed, "that I must do somdhing!" 
"Go for a soldier, do you mean 1" returned my aunt, alarmed; 

"or go to sea 1 I won't hear of it. You are to be a proctor. 
\\'e'~e not going to have any knockings on the head in thrs 
fam11y, tf you please, sir.IJ 

I was about to explain that I was not desirous of introducing 
that mode of provision into the bmily, when Agnes inquired 1f 
my rooms were held for any long term? 

"You come to th~ point, my deart said my aunt. "They 
are not to he got nd of, for six months at least, unless they 
could be underlet, and that I don't believe. The last man died 
here. F1ve people out of six 1<·ould die-of course-of that 
woman m nankeen with the ftannel petticoat. 1 have a little 
ready money; and I a~ree with you, the best thing we can do, 
15• to l11·e th~ term out here, and get Dick a bedroom hard by.'' 
St I thought It my duty to hint at the discomfort my aunt would 

l::itatnl from hvtng tn a contmual state of guerilla warlare wtth 
~lrs. Crupp; but she disposed of that objection summarily by 

eclanng, tha~ on the fitst demonstration of hostilitietii she wa.s 
phreparcd to ,astollish Mrs. Crupp for the whole rem;inder of 
er natural hfe. 

, 
1
'1,'alt hfave: bheedn ~hinking, Trotwood/' said .:\gnes1 dHtidently, 

1 you a ttme---'' 
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"I have a good deal of time, ,\gnos. 1 am always disengaged 

after four or live o'clock, and 1 have time early in the mornmg. 
In one way and another," said I, conscious of reddening a little 
as I thought of the hours and hours I had devoted to fi,.~~ing 
about town, and to and fro upon the Norwood Road, "I hm·o 
abundance of time." 

•· I know you would not mind," said Agnes, coming to me, 
and speaking in a low voice, so full of sweet and hopeiul 
consideration that I hc:tr it now, 1' the duties of a secretary.'' 

"Mind1 my dear Agnes?" 
"Because," continued Agnes, "Doctor Strong has acted on 

his intention of retiring, and has come to live in London; and 
be asked papa, I know, if he could recommend him vne. Don't 
you think he would rather have his favourite old pupil near h1m, 
than anybody else?" 

"Dear Agne>l" said I. "What should I do without you! 
You are always my good angel. I told you so. I never think 
of you in any other light." 

. Agnes answered with her pleasant laugh, that one good Angel 
(meaning Dora) was enough; and went on to remind me that 
the Doctor had been used to occupy himself in his study, early 
in the morning, and in the evening-and that probably my 
leisure would suit his requirements very well. 1 was scarcdy 
more delighted with the prospect of eaming my own broaJ, 
than wtth the hope of earnmg it under my old master; m •hurt, 
acting on the advtce of Agnes, I sat down and wrote a lwer to 
the Doctor, stating my objec~ and appointing to call on him 
next d~y at ten in the forenoon. Thi; I addrt,sed to H1gh~ate 
-for in that place, so memorable to me, he lived -and went 
and posted, mysdf, "ithout losing a minute. 

Wherever Agnes was, some agreeable token of her nobcbs 
presence seerr.ed inseparable from the pl~ce. When l came 
back, 1 found my aunt's birds h"ngtug, just a.s they had hung 
so !on~ in the pltlour window of the cottage; and my c"sy 
chair imitating my aunt's much easier chair in its po~1tion at 
the open window; and .,·en the round green fan, which my 
aunt had brou~ht away with her, screwed on to the w:nduw·sill. 
I knew who had done all this, by its seeming to have •luietly 
done itself; and I shuuld have known in a nooment who had 
arran~ed my neglected books in the old order of my school 
days, 

0

even if I had supposed Aptes to. be miks away. ins:ead 
of seeing her busy with them, and smthng at the dtsorder mto 
which they had fallen. 
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(~t re~llv did lnok very well with the sun upon it, though not 
like the ·sea before the cottage), but she could not relent towards 
the Londcm smoke, which, ~he '>1id, ~~peppered t!\'t:r}'.thing." A 

r(:volution, io which Pt.·:.rgotty bore a promtoent part1 
wa::; effected in every corner of my rooms, in reg.1.rd of 
this pr.:ppl':r: and I w.1s lo0king on, thinking how little even 
l't·~~otty seemed to do with a gorod deal of bustle, and bow 
much Agnes dJd wJthnut a.ny bustle at all, when a knock came 
at the dvur. 

'' I think, A;mc::>, turnmg pale, u ifs pa})a. He promised 
rne that he CiJnlt:". 11 

I the d"or, and admitted, not only Mr. Wtckfield, 
I had not seen Mr. Wickfidd for some ume. 

for a gn·at chan~e in him, after what I had 
Gut his appearance shocked me. 

It w.1s nrot he looked many years old•:r, though stil~ 
drL"::.-.d v. ;~h the cdd scrupulous cleanliness; or that there wus 
,),n \inwii 1iesorue ruddi11ess npun his face; or that his eyes were 
iuH :~.nd bktld:-.lwt: or that there was a nervous trembling' in 
hls band, the catP~t: tlf which I knew, and had for some years 
seen at work. it was not that he had lost his good looks, or 
his old bearin~ of a gentleman-for that he had not-but the 
thing that struck me most was, that with tht: e,;dences of hiS 
native superiority still ur••n him, he should submit himself to 
that crawling impersonation of meanness, Uriah Heep. The 
re\·ersa.l of the two _naturt:s, in their relative positions, Uriah's of 
po:ver and :.lr. 1\"•ckfield's of dependence, was a sight more 
pamful to me than I can express. If I had seen an .-\pe takmg 
command of o ~Jon. I should hardly have thounht it a more 
dt:~rading sp~:ctach;. 0 

He appe>rcd to be only too conscious of it himself. When 
he came in, he stood still; and with his head bowed, as if he 
f
1
elt '\~ 

1
This, on\~· for_ a ll\Oment; for Ag~es softly said to 

urn, l· ilpa' IS ~llss Trotwood-and rrotwoodl whom 
you havt:: no~ seen for a long while! n and then he approached~ 
and Cvil:\tramedly gave my :1unt his hand. and shook hands 
more rordrally wuh me. In tire moment's pause I ,peak of, 1 
sa.,~· Unah's countenanct; torm it!\clf into a most ill-favoured 
'"~;e. A[(lles saw it too, I think, for she shrank from him. 

h . ~~t my aunt SO.\\\ or did not. ~ee, I defy the science ~ 1 r 
b~h:~~~~my tO ~\"e made o:..tt, Wlt_hout her ow~ consent. I 
coumen:m~ee ne\er was anybody wah such an tmperturbahle 
dead wall ;tt:.n she, cho~e. Her face might hcwe been a 

on e occ:~sron tn question, for any light it threw 
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upon her thoughts ; until she broke silence with her usual 
abruptness. 

" Well, Wickfie!d 1 " said my aunt ; and he looked up at 
her for the first time. "I have been telling your daughter 
how well I have been disposing of my money for myself, 
because I couldn't trust it to you, as you were growing rusty 
in business matters. We have been taking counsel together, 
and getting on very well, all things considered. Agnes is worth 
the whole firm, in my opinion." 

"If I may umbly make the remark,". said Uriah Heep, with 
a writhe, "I fully agree with Miss Betsey Trotwood, and should 
be only too appy if Miss Agnes was a partner." 

"You're a partner yourself, you know,'' returned my aunt, 
"and that's about enough for you, I expect. How do you 
find yourself, sir? " 

In acknowledgment of this question, addressed to him with 
extraordinary curtness, Mr. Heep, uncomfortably clutching 
the blue bag he carried, replied that he was pretty well, he 
thanked my aun~ and hoped she was the same. 

"And you, Master-I should say, Mister Copperfield," pur­
sued Uriah. "I hope 1 see you well ! I am rejoiced to see 
you, !\lister Copperfield, even under present circumstances." l 
believed that; lor he seemed to relish them very much. 
" Present circumstances is not what your friends would wish 
for you, Mister Copperfield, but it isn't money makes the 
ruan: it's-I am really unequal with my umble powers to 
express what it is," said Uriah, with a fawning jerk, "but it 
isn't money!" 

Here he shook hands with me: not in the common way, bui 
standing at a good distance from me, and lifting my hand up 
and down like a pump handle, that he was a little afraid of. 

"And how do you think we are looking, Master Copperfield, 
-I should say, Mister?" fawned Uriah. "Don't you find 
Mr. Wickfield blooming, sir? Years don't tell much in our 
firm, Master Copperfield, except in raising up the umble, 
namely, mother and self-and in developing,'' he added as an 
after-thought, "the beaurifu~ namely, Miss Agnes." 

He jerked himself about, after this compliment, in such an 
intolerable manner, that my aunt, who had sat looking straight 
at him, lost all patience. ' 

"Deuce take the man I" said my aunt, sternly, "what's 
he about? Don't be galvanic, sir I" 

"I 'ask your pardon, Miss Trotwood," retumtd Uriah; "I'm 
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"Go alono with you, sir ! " said· my aunt, anything but 

appeased. .:'Don't pre,ume to say so ! I nm nothing of the 
sort. If you're an eel, sir, conduct yourself like one. If you're 
a man, control your limbs, sir ! Good God ! " said my aunt, 
with great indignation, "I am not going to be serp•:ntmed and 
corkscrewed out of my sonses ! '' 

Mr. H"ep wa~ r.,;her abashed, as most people might have 
been, by this exph>sion ; whkh derived great adclitional force 
from the indignant manner in which my auntafterwards mo1:ed 
in her chair, and shook her head as if she wen! makmg 
snaps or b"unces at him. llut he said to me aside in a meek 
voice: 

"I am well a war~, Master Copperfield, that Miss Trotwood, 
though an excellent lady, """ a quick temper (inueed I thmk I 
had the pleasure of knowing her, when I was an umble clerk, 
hefore you did, Master Copperfield), and it's only nntura~ I am 
sure, that it >hould be made quick"r by present circumstances. 
The wondtr is, that it isn't much worse! I only called to say 
that if there 11as anything we could do, in pr.:sent circum· 
stances, mother or self, or Wickfield and Hecp, we should be 
really glad. I may go so far?" said lJriah, with a sickly >lillie 
at h1s partner. 

"Uriah Heep," said Mr. Wickfield in a monotonous forced 
way, " is active in the business, Tro;wood. What he says, I 
quite concur in. You know I hnd an old interest in you. 
Apart from that, what Uriah says I quite concur in I" 

"Oh,. what a r~ward it is," said Uriah, drawing up one leg, 
at the nsk of bnngmg do1m upon himstlf another vi,it~noo 
from my aunt, "to b~ so tmsted in 1 But I hope I am able to 
do somethmg to reheve htm from the fatigues of busmess, 
Master Copperfield ! " 
. "Uriah Heep is a great relief to me," said Mr. \l'icklield, 
In the same dull voice. "It's a load off my mind, TrotwO<xl, 
to have such a p:utner." 
to The .red fox .made him sa~ all this, I knew, to exhibit him 

. me m the hght he had md&cated on the ni,ht when he 
rtsoned my rest. I saw the same ill·favoured s;;,ile upon his 
:u:.~ •.gam, and saw. how he watched me. 
yo \ ou are not gomg, papa?" said A;rnes, anxiously. "Will H not walk back With Trotwood and me ? " 
if th~t :~~:~ b~,.~ looked. to Uriah, I believe, before replying, 

" I am r1, ake not. a:nn~&pated hi!"· 
wise I should' hav m:self, Sa&d Ur&ah, "on business; other· 

e been appy to have kept with my fnends. 
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But I leave my partner to represent the firm. Miss t\~nc>, 
ever yours I I wish you good·day, ]\J"tcr Copperfield,~ a;~d 
leave my umble respects for Mtss Betsev Trotwood." 

1\'ith those words, he retired, kissing ·his great hand, and 
leering at us hke a mask. 

1\'e sat there, talking about our pleosant old Canterbury 
days, an hour or two. ~lr. 1\'ickfield, left to ,\,.ncs, sor.n 
became more like his former self; though there w~s a settled 
depression upon him, which he never shook off. For all that, 
he brightened ; and had an evident pleasure in he.tring uS 
recall the little mciJeuts of our old hfe, uwny nf which he 
fCIIlt:mbered v~ry well. He said it was like those times, to be 
alone with Agnes and me again ; and he wished to Heaven 
they had never changed. I am sure there was an intlucncc in 
the placid face of Agnes, and in the very touch of her hand 
upon his ann, that did wonders for h1m. 

)!)'aunt (who was husy nearly all this while with Pe~gottr, 
in the inner room) would not accomiJany us to the place where 
they were staying, but insisted on my going; and I went. We 
dined toe(~_·ther. .\ftcr dinner1 .Agnt!s sat besid~ him, as of old, 
and poured out his wine. He took what she gave him, and 
11<1 more-like a child-and we all three sat together at a 
wi.nJow as the en:nmg ,L,.tthered in. \\'hen it was almost <..btk, 
he l.<y down on a sola, ,\gncs 1•tflowi11~ his h. ad and ben•iing 
over him a little while; and when ;he rome hack to the 
wmdow1 it was n0t so dark Out 1 cou:J see tears glittt:nng 
in ht:r eyes. 

I pray Hearen that I nercr m.1y forgr·t the dear ~irl in her 
love anJ trulh, at that ttmt.! of my life; (1jr if I ~L.•Jtwl, J mu~t 
be drawing near the end, and th~n I would dc:c.ire to rcmetnht:r 
her best! She filkJ my heort with SUf'h gorH] rec.olutions, 
strengthened my weakm.--,:) so, by her example, so dirccttd----:-1 
know not how, she was too modest and gentle to ar!vise me m 
m:1n~· words-the wanderin;; ardour and Ut1settled purptJSe 
within me, that all the little go<.d I hal'e dune. and all the 
h . .urn I bare forburr:e. 1 SIJlt:mnl~· t..e\it·ve I may refer to her, 

.\nd how she spoke to me of Dora, sitting at the window in 
the dark ; listened to my praises of her; praised a?ain ; and 
round tla: little fairy·f~un.:: .;hcd sornt: glimp~es of her own 
pure light, t_hat m:ldt: it yet more precious and ffi 1.;re innQ'~;r·nt 
to me ! On. Agnes, sister of my boyhood, if I had ;.,;.:;·.,·~ 

what I knew lung afterwards t-
was a bc~~.u in the street, wht:n I went down ; and 

~~~..1 -• h-A ~nutllo .. Ai!ii. th.a win.-lnw tl,inl·in,.,. nf hr·r r~lm 
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!it'!,lnhir eyes, hC' made me start by mutt<:ring, as if he were an 
t'l · 1 ', nf the morning: 

'· t;lind I Blind! Blind I" 

C!IAPTER XXXVI 

FNTHUSIASM 

I P.EGA~ the next day with another dive into the Roman bath, 
and then started for Highgate. I w:ts not dbpirited_ now. I 
was not afraid of the shabby coat, and had no yearmngs aft~r 
gallant greys. l\[y whole manner of thinking of our late rots· 
iortu11e was changeJ. What I had to do, was, to show my 
aunt that her p.bt gooJness to me had not !wen thrown away 
on an insensible, Uni(rateful object. \\"hat I had to do, 
woo, to turn the painful discipline of my younger days to 
~ccount, by going to work wit!f a resC1hlte and s.teady heart. 
What I haJ to do, was, to take my woodrnan's axe m my hand, 
and dear my own way throu~h the forest of diliiculty, by 
rutting down the trees until I came to llo<". And I went 00 

at a .mighty rate, as if it could be done by w:dking . 
• _\\hen I found mvself on the familiar Hi,h;ate road, pur· 

sumg such a dtiTcrent errond from that old one of plc;ISitre, 
with which it was a;o.sociated, it seemed as it a complete change 
~~d come on my wholP life. But that did not discourage me. 
\ Hh the new hfe, ~a me new purpose, new intention. Great 

was the l:lbour; pnceless the reward. Dora was the reward, 
and Dora mu!'it he wnn. 

I got into such a transport, that I felt quite sorry my coat 
was not a little shabby alrearly. I wanted to be cu~ting at 
t~os~dtrees m the forest of difficulty, under circumstances th.lt 
s 10

" . prove my strength. I had a aood mind to ask an old 
m::t~, 10 Wire specta.c\es, \\'ho was b;eaking strmes npon the 
b~~i~ \~ 1~';d me hts h .. mmer for a little ~··hile, and let me 
mvself into cat a path to Dora aut of grantte. I sttmulated 
if ·I had b such a heat, and got so out of breath that I felt as 
1 \\'e:1t in~en earnmg I don't know how much. 'In this st:tte, 
narrowlv ~r! ~o;t~g~ that I saw wns to le~, and ex:.tmined it 
for me ;~d flo e J lt. neccssarr to be practical. It would do 

run about i;"a"dbra~ly: Wtth a little front garden for Jip 
anu • capit~ ro~r. at the tradc,people through the rail· 

m up-statrs for tny aunt. I came out · 
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a"ain hotter and faster than ever, and dashed up to Highgat~, 
a~ su~h a rate that I was there an hour too early ; and, though 
1 had not been, should have been obliged to stroll about to 
cool myself, before 1 was at all presentable, 

~[y first care, after putting myself under this necessary 
course of preparation, was to find the Doctor's ?ouse.. It was 
not in that part of H1gh~ate where Mrs. Steer!orth lived, but 
quite on the opposite side of the little town; When I had 
made this discovery, I went back, in an attraction I could not 
resist, .to a lane by Mrs. Steerforth's, and looked over the 
corner of the garden wall. His room was shut up close. The 
conservatory doors were standing open, and Rosa Dartle was 
walking, bareheaded, with a quick impetuous step, up and 
down a gravel walk on one side of the lawn. She gave me the 
idea of some fierce thing, that was dragging the length of its 
chain to and fro upon a beaten track, and wearing its heart out. 

I came softly away from my place of observation, and avoid­
ing that part of the neighbourhood, and wishing I had not 
gone near i~ strolled about fun til it was ten o'clock. The 
church with the slender spire, that stands on the top of the hill 
now, was not there then to tell me the time. An old red·brick 
mansion, used as a school, was in its place; and a fine old 
house it must have been to go to school at, as I recollect it. 

When 1 approached the Doctor's cottage-a pretty old place, 
on which he seemed to have expended some money, if I might 
judge from the embellishments and rep~irs that had the look of 
being just completed-! saw him walking in the garden at the 
side, gaiters and all, as if he had never left off walking since 
the days of my pupilage. He had his old companions about 
him, too ; for there were plenty of high trees in the neighbour­
h?od, and two or three ro?ks were on the grass, looking after 
h1m, as 11 they had been. wntten to about him by the Canterbury 
roo~s, a~d were observmg h>m closely m consequence. 

Knowmg the utter hopelessness of attracting his attention 
from that distance, I made. bold to open the gate, and walk 
alter h>m, so as to meet lam when he should tum round. 
When he did, and came towards me, he looked at me thought· 
fully for a few mo~ents, evidently without thinking about ille 
at all ; and then hiS benevoltnt face expressed extraurdina~ 
pleasure, and be took me by both hands. 

"Why, my dear Copperfield," said the Doctor "vou are a 
man ! How do you do? I am delighted to s~e you. ~~ y 
dear Conoerfield. how vPrv mnrh vrm h'!luA ;......, .............. .,.A • v ...... 
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I hoped he was well. and Me>. Stn·n~ too. 
"Uh dear, yes 111 s~wi the I )oct or ; '( Annie's quite well, 

and she'll be delight(;d to see you. You were ahv.:tys her 
favourite. She said so, last night, when I showed her your 
letter. And-yes, to be sure-you recollect Mr. Jack illaldon, 
Copperfield I " 

ll Perfectly, sir." 
"Of course, 11 said the Doctor. "To Le sure. lith pretty 

well, too." 
'' Ha~ he come h~Hne1 sir?'' I inquired. 
"From lnrlia I" said the lJortor. "Yes. Mr. Tack Maldon 

couldn't bear the climate, my dear. ~Irs. M.uideham-you 
have not for~otten Mrs. Markleham?" 

Forgotten the Old Soldier! And in that short time! 
"l\lrs. Marklehan1,'1 said the l>ortnr1 

11 
,, .. :1s quite rcx:ed about 

him, pour thin5; so we have got him at home ;1 ~a in; _and ~\·e 
have boll~ht hun a little Patent place, wl:ich a~rees wrth hrm 
mnch hdter. '' 

I knew enough of Mr. Jack Maldon to suspect from this 
account th<lt it was a place where there was not much to do, 
and which was pretty well paid. The Doctor, walking up and 
down with his hanrl on my shoulder, and his kind face turned 
encouragingly to mine, went on: 

"Now. my dear Copperfield, in reference to this proposal of 
yours. It's very gratifying and agreeable to me, I am sure; 
but don't you think you could do better/ You achrevrd dis­
tmctJon, you kno~, when you were with us. You are qu.1litied 
for many good tlungs. You have laid a foundation that any 
edrfice may be raised upon; and is it uot a pity that you should 
~=~o~~etrh;,,spnng-time of your life to such a poor pursuit as I 

rh; ber.amc -very glowing ag-n.in 1 and, expressing- myself in a 
psodJcal style, I am afraid, urged my request stron~ly: 

re~~~\~mg the ,.Do~tor that I had already a pro!essi_on. L 

ell, we!l, .sa.~d the Doctor, "that's true. Certamly, your 
: d(uleFSlOh, and being actually enga,r;ed in studying it, 

J,lOnnds a y~~:~~,ce. But, my g·:xJd young friend, what's seventy 

:: te:uble~11our i~come, Doctor Strong/' said I. 
that I rne:et~ ;:ph~d th~ Do~tor. "To think of that! Not 
bemuse 1 have nl~~ 5 ngtdly hmrted to seventy 'pounds a year, 
I m1,;ht thus em 

1
/s contemplated making any young friend 

D<><;tor, still walk~n y, a present too. Undoubtedly," sard the 
g me up and down with his hand on my 
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shoulder. "I have always taken an annual present into 
account." 

".i\!y dear tutor," said I (riow, really, without. any non-
· sense), "to whom I owe more obligations already than I ever 
can acknowledge-" 

"No, no," interposed the Doctor. "Pardon me! 11 
, 

"If you will take such time as I have, and that is my 
mornings arid evenings, and can think it worth seventy pounds 
a year, you will do me such a service as I cannot express." 

"Dear me!" said the Doctor, innocently. "To think that 
so little should go for so much! Dear, dear! And when you 
can do better, you will ? On your word, now? " said the 
Doctor,-which he had always made a very grave appeal to the 
honour of us bovs. 

" On my word, sir! " I returned, answering in our old school 
munner. 

"Then be it so," said the Doctor, clapping me on the 
shoulder, and still keeping his hand there, os we still walked 
up and down. 

"And I shall be twenty times happier, sir," said I, with a 
little-! hope innocent-flattery, "if my employm~nt is to bo 
on the Dictionary." 

The Doctor stopped, smilingly clapped me on the shoulder 
again, and exclaimed, with a triumph most deli;;htful to behold, 
as if I had penetrated to the profoundest depths of mortal 
sa~acity, "~ly dear young friend, you have hit it. It IS the 
Dictionary ! " 

How could it be anything else! His pockets were as full of 
it os his head. It was sticking out of hun in all directions. 
He told me that since his retirement from scholastic life, he 
had boon advancing with it wonderfully; and that nothing 
could suit him better than the proposed arrangements for 
morning and evening work, as it wos his custom to walk about 
in the day-time with his considering cap on. His papers were 
in a little confusion, in consequence of Mr. Jack illaldon 
having latdy proffered his occasional services as an amanuensis, 
and not being accustomed to that occupation; but we should 
s.oon put ri6ht what wa.s amiss, and go on swimmingly. After~ 
wards, when we were fairly at our work, I found Mr. Jack 
l\faldon's etTorts more troublesome to mt than I had expected, 
os he had not confined himself to making numerous mistakes, 
but had sketched so many soldiers, and ladies' heads, over the 
Doctor's manuscript, that 1 often became involved in labyrinths 
-t: ... L. .. _.....:-
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The Doctor was quite happy in the pro<pect of our t;oing 

to work tngdher on that \\Onderful performance, and we 
settled to bt·gin next mornin~ at seven (/clock. We wert: to 
\york two hours e\'ery morning, ;J.nd two or thr~·c hours t:v~ry 
ni1;ht, (·;>;C('pt on Saturd:.1.y::, when 1 was t.o rest. On Sundays, 
of cour:st, I wa:.-. to n~-;t also, and I con~tdered these n·ry L'<lSY 

tctm'l. 
( Jur l'bn"> hcing thus ;>.rr:.mged to our mutual satisfaction, the 

U()ctor took m~ into th·~ hoil~f' to preient me to )llrs. Strong1 
whom '"e found in th~ Doctor's nt·w study, dusting his bo(•ks, 
-a freedom which he ncv~r permitted anybody dse to take 
with tt,nse s:tcred favourilt.'s. 

Tlwy hod therr breakf:.st on my account, and we 
:-at duwn to \\'e had not hecn seated lung, 
when I c.:nv an arrival iR ?\lrs. Stront(s f:~.ce, before 
I ll'~:nll ::tny of it. gentleman on hor:,~back rame to 

antl his. lwr~~ into the lillie court, with the 
0\'tr hi-; arm, as if he were quite at hmn~::, tie~ him to 
in the empty coach-house wall, and came rnro the 

parlcur, whip in hand. It was ~[r. Jack ,l,tldon; 
and ~lr. Jack ~L\ldon w;15 not at all improved by India, I 
thought. I was in a ~tate of ferocious virtue, however; as 
tn yuun~ men \vho were not cutting down trees in the fort'St 
of difticulry; and my impression must be received 1>rth due 
allowance. 

" ~lr . .1 ack I" said the Doctor. "Coppertield!" 
~lr. Jack ~!aidon shook hands with me; but not very 

warmly, I believed; and with an air of [an~nid patronage, at 
whtch ~ secretly took gr~at umbra~e. But his lancuor alto~t:ther 
11;u; _qurte a wonderful stsht; except when he addressed himself 
to h1s cousm Anml'. 

"Ha\·e you hteakfasted this morning, ~lr. Jack?" said 
the Doctor, 

"I h:;~.rdly ~ver take breakfast, sir/> he repliedt with his head 
thrown back m an easy·chair. "I find it bores me. 11 

"I~. there anr news to-dc·l\'?" inquired the Doctor. 
"Nothing at all, sir/' rCplicd J\lr . .Maldon. 41 There's an 

accoun.t about the people being bun-:'l'V and drscontented 
d?wn m the Korth, but they are alw~v·s bc:ing hungry and 
d1sr<~r.tented somewhere." • 

Tho Doctor looked grave, and said. as thou<•h he wished to 
chan~e the sub)~ct, u Then tlu:rc1S no news ~t all· and no 
nt~·;, th.~~· S.ly, is good news." ' 

he.t: s a long statement in the p.:1.pers, sir, about a 
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murder" observed Mr. Maldon. "But somebody is always 
being ~urdered, and I didn't read it." . . 

A display of indifference to all the act1o~s. and passmns of 
mankind was not supposed to be such a ~lstlngU!shed quaht)' 
at that time, I think, as I have observed tt to be constdered 
since. I have known it very fashionable indeed. I have 
seen it displayed with such success, that I have encountered 
some fine ladies and gentlemen who might as well have been 
born caterpillars. Perhaps it impressed me the more then, 
because it was new to me, but it certainly did not tend to 
exalt my opinion of, or to strengthen my confidence in, Mr. 
Jack Maldon. ·· · ' 

"I came out to inquire whether Annie would like to go to 
the opera to·night," said Mr. Maldon, turning to her, "It's 
the last good night there will be, this season ; and there's a 
singer there, whom she really ought to hear. She is perfectly 
exquisite. Besides which, she is so charmingly ugly," relapsing 
into languor. 

The Doctor, ever pleased with what was likely to please his 
young wife, turned to her and said: 

"You must go, Anme. You must go." 
"I would rather not," she said to the Doctor. "I prefer to 

remain at home. I would much rather remain at home." 
Without looking at her cousin, she then addressed me, and 

asked rue about Agnes, and whether she should see her, and 
whether she was not l1kcly to come that day ; and was so much 
disturbed, that I wondered how even the Doctor, buttering his 
tuas~ could be blind to what was so obvious. 

But be saw nothing. He told her, good-natnredly, that she 
was young and ought to be amused and entertained, and 
must not allow her;elf to be made dull by a dull old fellow . 
.!.1 oreover, he satd, he wanted to bear her sing all the new 
singer's songs to him; and how could she do that well, 
unless >he went? So the Doctor persisted in making the 
engagement for her, and Mr. Jack )!aldan was to come back 
to dinner. This concluded, he went to his Patent place, I 
suppose; but at all event' went away on his horse, looking 
very tJle. 

I was curious to find out next morning, whether she had 
h..:,.,..,. (;;:l.,.,. h,..,..t '""'"'~ h .... L-.J • • • , 
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have gone if Agnes had not been in town, and whether Agnes 
had some good influetwe over her too ! 

She did not look very happy, I thought, but it wos a good 
face, or a very false one. I often glanced at it, for she sat 
in the winrlow all the time we were at work; and made our 
breakfast, which we took by snatches as we were employed. 
\\"hen I left, at nine o'clock, she was kneeling on the ground 
at the Doctor's feet, putting on his shoes and goners for 
him. There was a softened shade upon her face, thrown 
from some green leaves overhanging the open window oi the 
low room : and I thought all the way to Doctors' C0mmons, 
of the night w:~e·n 1 had seen it looking at him as he read. 

I was pretty busy now ; up at fire in the morning, ~nd 
home .It nine or ten at night. But 1 had infinite >at>Siactlon 
in bcmg so closely engaged, and never walked slowly on any 
account, and felt enthusiastically that the more I tired 
myself, the more I was doing to deserve llora. I had not 
revealed myself in my altered character to Dora yet, because 
she was coming to see Miss Mills in a few days, and I 
d··ferrcd all I had to tell her until then ; merely informing 
her in my letters (all our communications were secretly 
forwarded through 1!iss Mills), that I had much to tell her. 
In the meantime, I put myself on a short allowance of bear's 
grease, wholly abandoned scented soap and lavender water, 
and sold off three waistcoats at a prodiaious sacnfice, as 
being too luxurious for my stem career. " 
, Not satisiled with all these proceedings, but burning with 
1mpat1ence to do something more, I went to see Traddles, 
~ow lodgmg up behind the parapet of a house in Castle 
Street, Holborn. Mr. Dick, who had been with me to 
H•~h~ate twice already, and had resumed his companionship 
With the Doctor, I took with me. 

I ~oak il!r. Dick with me, because, acutely sensitive to my 
aunts r~verses, anJ since:ely believing that no galley-slave 
o: COilVICt worked as 1 dtd, he had begun to fret and worry 
~~md'~lf out of spirits and appetite, as having nothin~ useful 
h · In th1s condmon, he felt more incapable of tinishmg 

t f e Memonal than ever; and the harder he worked at 1t, the 
j;,ten;;ri~~~\ ~~lucky head of King. Charles the First ,;ot into 
unless we Jt · pprehendmg that hts malady would increase, 
him to b~iev~o~ tnnoce.nt deception upon him and cau>ed 
h1n1. in tht: wa t at he. \\As usetul, or unless. we could put 
better), 1 made J of. betng really u~efu! 1 wh1ch would be 

P my mmd to try 1f fraddlcs could help us. 
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Before we went, I wrote Traddles a full statement of all that 
had happened, and Traddles wrote me back a capttal answer, 
expressive of his sympathy and friendship. 

\\'e found him hard at work with his inkstand and papers, 
refreshed by the sight of the flower-pot stand and the little 
round table in a corner of the small apartment. He recetved 
us cordially, and made friends with .Mr. Dick i~ a mome~lt. 
Mr. Dick professed an absolute certamty of havmg seen htm 
before, and we both said, "Very likely.'' 

The first subject on which I had to consult Traddles was 
this.-1 had heard that many men distinguished in various 
pursuits had begun life by reporting the debates in Parlia­
ment. Traddles having mentioned newspapers to me, as 
one of his hopes, I had put the two things together, and told 
Traddles in my letter that I wished to know how I could 
qualify myself for this pursuit. Traddles now informed me, 
as the result of his inquiries, that the mere mechanical 
acquisition necessary, except in rare cases, for thorough 
excellence in it, that is to say, a perfect and entire command 
of the mystery of short-hand writing and reading, was about 
equal in difficulty to the mastery of six languages; and that 
it might perhaps be attained, by dint of perseverance, in the 
course of a few years. Traddles reasonably supposed that 
this would settle the business; but I, only feeling that here 
indeed were a few tall trees to be hewn down, immediately 
resolved to work my way on to Dora through this thicket 
-~~~ ' 

"I am very much obliged to you, my dear Traddles!" 
said I. "1111 begin to-morrow." 

Traddles looked astonished, as he well might; but he had 
no notwn as yet of my rapturous conditiOn. 

"I'll buy a book," said I, "with a good scheme of this art 
in it; I'll work at it at the Commons, where I haven't half 
enou~h to ?o ; I'll take down the speeches in our court for 
practtce-1 radJles, my dear fellow, I'll master it I " 
. " Dear me," said Traddle~, opening his eyes, " I had no 
tde:t. you ,were s1ch a detemuned character, Copperlield ! " 

I don t know how he should have had, for it was new 
enough to me. I passed that off, and brought Mr. Dick on 
the carpet. 
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such an employment in his he;trt to all others. Traddles, who 
would not have smiled for the world, replic·d composedly : 

"But you are a vt::ry good. penman, sir. You told me so, 
Copperfield? " 

'' Excellent ! " said I. And indeed he was. He wrote with 
extraordinary neatitess. 

"I lon't you think.'' >Oid Traddles, "you could copy writings, 
sir, if I got them for you? 11 

:\[r. I lick doubtfully at me. "Eh, Trotwood?" 
1 shook my Mr. IJick shook his, and sighc<.l. "Tell 

him ~lbnut thl' /.1~-"nwria\," ~aid i\lr. Dick. 
I e'plained to Traddles that there was a diffic11lty in 

keep111~ Kir.g Cb.<rlrs the First om of ~!r. Dick's manu<nipts; 
?llr. flick in the meanwhile looking very deferentially and 
serir•ll,ly at Tr,,ddks, and sucking his thumb. 

" But thc . .;e writings. you kuow, that I speak of, are al.ready 
dra .vn up anrl tinished." said Trnddles after a little conSidera· 
tit:n. H .:\lr. J);ck has nothinu to do with thC"m. \\'rmlrln't 
that rn.d:c a difference, Copp~;lidd? At all events, wouldn't 
it w .. 11 to try?" 

g:n·e us new hope. Tradd\es and I hying our heads 
together apart, while io.lr. Dick anxiouslr watcht:tl us from 
his chair, we concocted a sc: heme in virtue of which we got 
hi~ to work next d;'l.y, with triumphant success. 

On a tablo by the window in Buckingham Street, we set 
cut the work Trnddles procured for him-which wn.s to 
make, I for~et how many copies of a legal document ahout 
some. rtght o~ \~ay-and on another table we spread the .l:1.1t 
unt1mshe~ ongmal of th~ great Memori.1l. Our mstructJOns 
to Z1lr. D1ck were that he should copy exactly what he had 
betore h1m, Without the least departure from tht: ongmJl; 
and .that wh-;n he felt it necess:uy to make the slishtest 
allusto~ to Kmg Charles the First, he should fly to the 
:l[emonal. We exhorted him to be resolute in this, and left 
1; 1

} aunt to observe him. My aunt reported to us, afterwards, 
~hat, at first, he. ~~as like a man playing the kettle-drums, 

110 con,tantly d1v1ded hiS attentions between the two ; but 
th:tt. findmg th1s confuse and fati(Tue him and havinrr his 
copy there,. plainly before his eyes. 

0 
he sno~ sat at it i~ an 

~r~lt:rly busmes.s-l!ke. manner, and postponed· the Memori:1l to 
ca,reo~~~~nvenJent t1me. In a word, although we took great 
h. he should have no more to do than WlS rrood for 
a'~et:tnd h although he did not begin with the bt:gi~ning of' 

' e earned by the followmg Saturday night ten 
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shillinrrs and nine pt:ncc ; and never, while sbJI! I 
forget his guing about to all the sht•ps in the ne•·clll·<lut'hv<hl 

to chanr;e this treasure into sixpence<;, m his bnng111g them 
to my aunt arranged Ill the form of a ht~art upon a watter, 
wtth tears of joy and pride in his eyes. lie was like one 
under the propitious intluence of a charm, from the monwnt 
of his being uscrully employed: and if there were a happy 
man in the world, that Saturday night, it was the gratdol 
cr~:ature who thought IllY aunt the most wonderful wuman in 
existence, and me the nwst wondl'rf ul young man. 

"No starring now, Trotwood,'' said Mr. Dick, ,<;h:lking 
h~nds with m~ in a corner. u I'll provide for her. sir!" and 
he flourished his ten lingers in the air, as if they were ten 
banks. 

I hardly know which 11 ,., the bdtor pleased, TradJles or 
!. "It really," said Traddlcs, suddenly, taking a letter out 
of his pocket, and giving it to me, "put Mr. Micawber cplite 
out of my head ! 'I 

Th~~ ldtcr ft.lr. 1\licawber never missed any pos"ihle 
opportunity of writin~ a letter) was addressed to me, 11 ily 
the kmdnc>S of T. Traddles, Esquire, of the Inner Temple." 
It nlll thus: 

" Mv l•EAR CorrERFlELV, 
"\'ou may po,sibly not be unprepared t<J recti'"' the 

intimation that somethin~ has turnt:d up. l nl\\Y L;1 Vi! !Tlen· 
tioned to you on a former occasion that I wa::, in t.::>.p!.:ctation 
of S!J•;h an en·nt. 

"I am aL(JUt. to establit.h myself in one of t.he provincial 
towns of our tavoun:d isl:lnd (\\here the socttlY wav be 
described as a happv admixture of the agncultur;;l and th•' 
clt:rical), in immtd1.1te CUOllexlon wtth one of the learned 
profcs~JlJnS. ~Irs. ).lie<J.wber and our off:;pring will accump.tny 
mt:. Uur ashes, at a future period, will pr(jb.1Llv LH! Juund 
commmt;led in the ce"}ttery attachcJ to a venero.1.hle pllc, for 
wh11:h the spot to whtch I refer has acquired a rcput.ttiun, 
shall I say from Chtna to Peru? 

'·In bh.l<.ling :::.d1~u to the modem B~bvlon 1 wht:re we ho.v~ 
undeq:;unt: many VJci5situJes, I trust not i~n~bly, ~Irs. Mieaw\y~·r 
and mys~lf C~!nnot di.sgui::;e from our minJ;) that we p..1rt it mav 
be fur ye.1rs and it may be for ever, with an imlividua{ linked 

-~··"- cl....-n.wt.cr~a.s.socia.uons to the altar uf our rlomf•o;:ti(' liff· 1f nn 
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the wi"hl's natur,tl to the occ.bion, you will confer 

'
4 0n 

''One 
"Who 

"Is 

"~~'\~,£~~~~' MICAWBtR.', 

I wa.< g:.,d to fmd that ]\[r. Micawbcr had g<•t rid of his dust 
and :da'"· and that re.dlv had turned up at last. 
Lt:.trninf! from Tmddics ilwitation referred to the 
f'\'t:ning,. then wc.wiug awa.y, 1 exprt~·:::-,;d my re,tdiness to .rlo 
!JOn( ·m to and we went OlT toQdlwr to the whlch 
~}r. <Jccupit:d as ?~Ir.· -;..lortimer, and was 
sttuatt..:d nv:u the top of Gmy's Inn Ro.ul. 

The H'S<1urces oi th1s wae so limited) th~1t we found 
years o:d, repo~ing in a turn· 

where il!r. ~licawber 
what he called a 

for he was bmous. 
I had t\1t.: plco.surr, on of renewing the acquaint· 
anre of f..Iaster ~licawiH:r, whvm fuund a promising boy of 
about twelve or thirteen vc:ry suhicct to that restles:-:ne)S of 
limO which is not an uut/ef1tlC;lt ph~·nomenon m youths of ~is 

I also bec.m1~: one<! more l::nown to his sister, Mtss 
in whom, as :\lr. i\lic;~wber told us, "her mother 

youth, like the Phn:nix.~' 
"My Coppenlcld." s;,iJ ~Ir. Micawber, "romself and 

Mr. TraJdles fmcl us on the brink of mi·,mtion, and will excuse 
\itt}(-~ fiisromf~llts incidvntal to that ~osition.'' 

round as I nude a >'JtLdJlc reply, I observed that 
the hmily effects were :<lrc:tdv and that the amount-of 

w..~.s by no means I congratulated Mrs. 
on the approaching chaJtge . 

. "~ly .dear Mr. Cupperfte1d, 11 said Mrs. Micawher. 11 of yo_ur 
fnendly mtere,t in all om affairs, I am well assured. '!y famtlY 
mar consllter 11 bont.;oment, if they please : but I am a wtfe 
an~- mother~ and I nf•vcr will desert Mr. ).li<'awbt:r.". , 

1 ':"Idles, appealed to by Mrs. 1licawber's eye, tcehngly 
liC'JUl•:scc:d. 

11 That," said ~~irs. Mirawber
1 

u that, at least, is my view~ ~y 
d,ar \lr. Coppert>eld and Mr. Traddles, of the obligation wbtch 
I t••.-k u~on myself when I repeated the irrevocable words, 'I, 
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Emma, take thee, Wilkins.' I read the service over with a flat· 
candle on the previous night, and the conclusion I dern·ed from 
it was, that I never could desert Mr. l\licawber. Anu, '' said 
Mrs. Micawber, "though it is possible I may be mistaken in 
my view of the ceremony, I never will ! '' 

"My dear,'' said Mr. Micawber, a little impatiently, "I am 
not conscious that you are expected to do anything of the 
sort." 

"I am aware, my dear Mr. Copperfield," pursued Mrs. 
Micawber, "that I Am now about to cast my lot among 
strangers; and I am also aware that the various members of 
my family, to whom Mr. Micawber has written in the most 
gentlemanly terms, announcing that fact, have not taken tbe 
least notice of Mr. Micawber's communication. Indeed I may 
he superstitious," said Mrs. Mkawber, "but it appears to me 
that Mr. Mic:awber is destined never to receive any answers 
whatever to the great majority of the communications he "Tites. 
I may au~ur from the silence of my family, that they object to 
the resolution I have taken; but I should not allow myself to 
be swerved from the path of duty, Mr. Copperfield, e'·en by 
my papa and mama, were they still living." 

I expressed my opinion that this was going in the right 
direction. 

''It may be a sacrifice," said Mrs. Micawber, "to immure 
one's-self in a Cathedral town; but surely, lllr. Copperlield, if 
it is a sacrifice in me, it is much more a sacrifice in a man of 
Mr. Micawber's abilities." 

"Oh! You are going to a Cathedral town?" Mid I. 
Mr. Micawber, who had been helping us all, out of the 

wash-hand-staud jug, replied: 
"To Canterbury. In fact, my dear Copperfield, 1 have 

entered into arro.ngements, by virtue of which I stand pledged 
and contracted to our fnend Heep, to assist and serve him in 
the capacity of-and to be-his confidential cltrk." 

I stared at Mr. Micawber, who greatly enjoyed my surprise. 
"1 am bound to sta~e to you,'' he •aid, with an official air, 

•• that the busmess habtts, and the prudent suggestions, of Mrs. 
Micawber, have in a great measure conduced to this result. 
The ~auntlet, to which Mrs. Micawber referred upon a former 
occasion, bemg tbrown down m the form of an adv•rti<•~··· 
was ta.ken nn hu ,., .. t...: ... -.J ..... 
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retnuneration at tt)U hi~h a but he bas made a great dt·al, 
in the: w;lV of ~xtricatJon frum prc-;sure of pecuniary ditti~ 
rulties, cc\ntir,_:?,(:1lt the t:J.luc of nw servict:s; and on the 
v:due of tl•u>e I pin Ill)' ia;th. Such addn·ss and 
imelli••(:n.ce as 1 chance to )j said ~lr. ~licawbcr, 
bo:J.stt:lly with o!d genteel air, "will 
b~ <.kvckd Hn:p's service. I have already 
~ome acqoaintanl c the law-:ts a dtfend.lllt on CIVil 
pwccss-and I >h.dl tmmeJiately apply myself to the Com· 
n11~nta.ries of O!lt' of the most ~,.:mineut and remarkable of our 

Jurists. I beJj,.,.e it is unnecessary to add that l 
tv 2\tr. Juc,ticc Bht.chtom:.'' 

The:.e ob:-.ervations, and indt~ed the greater part of the 
ob-,ervations m.dc: .that were interrupted .by Mrs. 
~licawber's disc,ovenng th:1t ~lic.1wber was sttting on 
his boots, or holding his head on with both arms ~s if he felt 
it lo.osc, or accidentally kicking Traddlcs under the t,ble, or 

h;s fed. over one anr•ther, or producing them Jt 
from !umself appo.rently outrageous to Il:J.ture, or 

lying wtth his bair among thr:: wine"~la.!!ses. or deve~op­
ing his r~·~tJe..,me:-.-: of lillli> in sOme other 't\)fffi inrl)mpatJblt! 
wah tbe ~~f~neral interests of soc1cty; ;~nd by Ma-;ter i\Iicawber's 
re-c~~ivmg thllSC clisclWCrtes in a rc-;entful sr.irit. I Si.!t all ~he 
whtle, amazed Uy :\lr. Mtcawlu:r1s dbclosurc and wondenng 
what it ntoant; nntil ~Irs. Mirawber resumed \he thre<td oi the 
d·,sulur~c~ and chimed mv attt:ntion. -

'j \\"b~L~ I pJ.rtH ~larly ~equest .Mr. ~Iicawber to be careful 
o_f, is," ~,tid ~Irs. ~.lic,woh!.:t, "thJ.t he does not, rny dear ~{r. 
Co~pcrheld, m arplyin~ himoeli to rhi< subordinate branch ol 
the law, it out of his power to rist!, ultimately, to ~he to_p 
of. t.h·: I aln convinct:d tha.t l\!r. Micawber, girwg bts 
n~u1d to a profl..'~"ion su adJ.jJtt:"d to his fertile rt:.suurccs, aud 
hiS flow of m.·est di:-.tinguish himself. l\o•~, fol 
eAample, ~[r. said 1!rs. 11icawber, assummg 1 

pro~~~nd 
1 
air, "a JuJ:;e, or even say a Chancellor. Does a.! 

IOd" 1dua, place h:m;df bevond the pale ui those prcf<• 
m•.:nts by ~.:nlt:nng: on such ·an offi~,;e as Mr. Micawbe:r illl 
:1ccepted ? '' 

"\ly de.u," ouserved Mr. 11ict:wber-but glancing inquisi 
w·d~· at .Tr:d~~Ie~, too; H we h:we titne enou'"gh befOre us, fo 
the C•.::,~ldt:rauon of those question~." .1 

'· ~Iicuwber,'' sht! returned, "no! Your mist::.ke in life 1.~ 
tlut. JtlU do nut loo~ lorward far enougil. You are bound, ~ 
JU>tJ•:e to your famtly, if not to yourself, to take in at i 
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comprehensive glance the extremes! point i11 the horizon to 
which your abilities may lead you." 

Mr. l\ricawber coughed, and drank his punch with nn air of 
exceeding satisfaction-,till glancing at Traddk-s, as if he desired 
to have his opinion, 

"Why, the plain state of the c:ISe, Mrs. lllicawber." s.1id 
Traddles. mildly breaking the truth to her, "I mean the real 
prO>nic fac~ you know-" 

"Just so," said Mrs. l\licawber, "my dear Mr. Traddles, l 
wish to be as prosaic and literal as possible on a subject of so 
much importance." 

"-Is," said Traddles, "that this branch of the Jaw, even if 
Mr. Micawber were a. regular solicitor-'' 

"E.~actly $0," retumed Mrs. J\Iicawber. ("Wilkins, you are 
squinting, and will not be ahle to get your eyes back.") 

•• -Has nothing," pursued Traddles, "rn do with that. Only 
a barrisiL'f is cli!,'ible for $UCh preferments; a11d Mr. Mieawber 
could not be a barrister, without being entered Ill an inn of 
court as a student, for five f""r5. • 

"Do I follow you?" said i\lrs. l\licnwher, with her most 
affable air Qf business. "Do I understand, my dear Mr. 
'l'roddles, that, at the expiration of that period, Mr. Micawber 
woultl be eligit.le as a Judge or Chancellor?" 

" He would be •h'glb/e," returned 1'raddlcs, with a stron~ 
emphasis on that word. 

" Thank you," said Mrs. Mieawber. "That is quite suffick'llt. 
tr such is the case, and Mr. Micnwuer forfeits no privilege by 
l:llterin!l on these duties, my anxiety is set at rest. I spc:.k, • 
said ~Irs. Mir.awber, "as a female, neces$arily : but I havt 
always been of opinion that Mr. l\licawber possesses what I 
ban: heard my papa call, when I lived at home, the judicial 
mind; and I hope Mr. Micawber is no1v entering on a fickl 
where that mind will develop itself, a.nd take a commanding 
station.n 

I quite belie~e that Mr. Micawber saw himselr, in hi~ 
jtu.F.:i;LI mind's eye, on the woolsack. He passed his hand 
complacently over his bald head, and said with o"cnl:lti<.us 
resignation : 

•• :\ly dear, we will not anticipate the decrees of fortune. If 
t am reserved to wear a wig. I am at least prepared, externally,» 
iD allusion to his baldness, "for tllnt A;,,;M.:•- • • 
..... !-' 'lt.il' ...... 
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Church; I will not deny that, I should be happy, on his 

S.Ci:~~:~~' tl\~ ~\~'~1r~l:~ ,,e~~~~e~~~·ti\1 pondering, betweLn whik:;, 
on Uriah H ,,ep. 

~~Yes," said ~Ir. Mkawher. "He has a ft'lll.lrkahle head· 
\'Oice, and wllt commence as a chorister. Our resid .. nce at 
Canterbury, and our local connexion, will, no dou?t, t'nJ.ble 
him to t;,.:.ke ad\'ant:tge of any vacancy that may a-r1s~ in lhe 
Cathedral ('Ofp5.n 

On luokin;; at ~l:l;ter t.licawl•·" a~ain, I saw that he had a 
c..:xpres~ion of f..trt", as 1i his vo1·~e were behtml h1s eye-
where to be, on his singm~ us (as 

an alternative and bed), "The Wu"d Peeker 
cOnllpli"''"nts on thi> perfortnance, we 

fell into s<m~l! gcner_al ; and as I. was too full of 
my desperate intenttons to k~cr n1y altered cucumstrmces to 
myself, I made them known t•> ~Jr. and )Irs. Micuwhor. I 

1 t;~nnot exp~ess how thev both w~re, by the 
/-' id.;;a of my aunt's in ; and ho\v comf~~rtable 

and frit.:ndly it rn:.t.Je 
II' hen we were ncarh· come to the \Jst round of the punch, 

I addro•'td my sell to. Traddlcs, and reminded him that w~ 
must nvt St.:pJratc, without wishing our friends health, happl· 
ness, ant.l sucr..:6S in their nt:w car!:'er. I be)!ged ?,lr, !\licaw?er 
to fill us bumper>, and proposed the toast indue form; shaking 
h"nds with hun acr03S the tublo, and kissrna Mrs. Micawber, 
to commemornte that evcntlul occasion. ~fra.ddh::s imitated 
me in the first p:u titular, but did not consrJer himself a 
sutiicicntly old fri...:nd to Y!.!nturc on the second. 

"My dear Copperileld," said lllr. 1\licawber, rising with one 
oi ~lis thun1hs in eJch of his waist(,:oat pockets, "the com~ 
panron oi nry youth; if I may be allu\\ed the ex pres; ion-and 
n·:y esteemed friend Traddles: if I may be permitted to call 
hrrn so-w1ll. allow rue, on the part of ~Irs. ~~ icawber, myself, 
and our Olhpnng. to th:mk them in the warmest .md most 
ULh.,_;qnpromis:n~ terms for their good wishes. It may be 
cxp~c:tt.d that on the eve of a mian~tion which will consign us 
to a perfcCily new c\isterrce," Mr~ Micawber spoke as if they 
w"re gurrw five hundred thousand miles, "I should ofter a few 
v:tltt!~·"tory rem.trks to two such friends as I see before me. 
But all that 1 bare to say in this way, I have said. Whatever 
~t ... ~K"n. Ht St)ct~.:.ty I m..1y attJ.in, through the medium of the 
~~:.!11:..'1.1 pr~Ht:sslon (If which I am about to become a.n un· 
"ort~·y nwuber, I shall endeavour not to disgrace, and :Mrs. 
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Micawber will be safe to adorn. Under the temp~rary pres­
sure of pecuniary liabilities, contracted with a view to their 
immediate liquidation, but remaining unliquidated through a 
combination of circumstances, I have been under the neces,ity 
of assuming a garb from which my natural instincts recoil-I 
allude to spectacles·-and possessing mysdf of a cognomen, to 
which I can establish no legitimate pretensions. All I have to 
say on that score is, that the cloud has passed from the dreary 
scene, and the God of Day is once more high upon the 
mountain tops. On Monday next, on the arriral of the four 
o'clock afternoon coach at Canterbury, my foot will be on my 
native heath-my name, Micawber!" 

Mr. ;\licawber resumed his seat on the close of these remarks, 
and drank two glasses of punch in gmve succession. He then 
said with much solemnity: 

"One thing more I have to do, before this separation is 
complete, and that is to perform an act of justice. My friena 
~!r. Thomas Traddles has, on two several occo.:;ions, 'put h1s 
name,' if I may use a common expression, to bills of exch.mge 
for my accommodation. On the first occasion ll!r. Thomas 
Traddles was left~let me say, in shor~ in the lurch. The 
fulfilment of the second has not yet arri1·ed. The amount of 
the first obligation," here Mr. Micawber carefully referred to 
papers, "was, I believe, twenty-three, four, nine and a holt': of 
the second, according to my entry of that transaction, ci;ht•,en, 
six, two. These sums, united, make a total, if my c.tkul~uon 
is correct, amounting to forty·one, ten, eleven and a half. My 
friend Copperfield will perhaps do me the favour to check th.it 
total?" 

I did so and found it correct. 
"To leave this metropolis," said Mr, Micawber, "and my 

friend Mr. Thomas Traddles, without acquitting myself of the 
pecuniary part of this obligation, would weigh upon my mmd 
to an insupportable extent. I have, therefore, prepared for my 
friend Mr. Thomas Traddles, and I now hold in my hand, a 
document, which accomplishes the desired object. I beg to 
hand to my friend Mr. Thomas Traddles my I. 0. U. for 
forty-one, ten, eleven and a half, and 1 am happy to recover 
my moral di~nity, and to know that I can once more walk 
erect before my fellow man!" 

With this introduction (which greatly affected him), Mr. 
Micawber placed his I. 0. U. in the hands of Traddles, and 
said he wished him well in everv rel~tion of life. I am 
persuaded, not only that this wa.S quite the same to Mr. 
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Jlli'"'" ber as paying the money, but that Traddles himself 
l1.;rdlv knew the dtfiertllCe until he had had tllne to thmk 
:1b(1ul it. 

).lr. :\[i<'.lwl,er walked so erect bdvre his fdlow man, on the 
strength uf this virtuous actiot., that his chest looked halfas 
broad ag.1in when he li;;htcd us down-stairs. We parted wtth 
gte.lt heartiness on both anJ when I had seen Traddles 
to his own dnor, and was horne alone, I thought, among 
the other odd and things I mused upon, that, 
slippery as Mr. 2\licawber was, wa> probably indebted to 
~nme "('lnrl!:iC(Ior.ate rcculkction he n:tained of me a>; h1s !Joy-

for BL'W'r h;n ill:.! been :.tsked by him tor money .. I 
should nm hu.r~ l!J.d the moral courag~.;: to retuse 1t; 

and I nu dcml.t lu; bew that \lO his credit be it written) 
quite as well as I d1d. 

CHAPTER XXXYII 

A l.ITTLF. COLD WATER 

~I Y tl('W life had lor mote than a week, and I was 
stronger th.1n ever thos~ trcntt.:ndous pr.tcti •. :al resolution,; 
that I felt tile crisis re•Juircd. I continued to walk extremely 
~-ast, and to have a general idea that I WJS getting on. I ma.~e 
1t a rule to take as much out of myself as I posoibly coold~ m 
my w01· of d<>inz everything to which I applied my energtes 
~ m.Hl~ a p~rfect victim of ntysell. I even eutt.'1'1aint·d ~o?1t: 
tdea ?I puttmg my::.df on a vegetable diet, vaguely concetyJOg 
th:lt, 111 becoming a g;raminivorous animal I should sacnfice 
ti' Dora, ... ' 

As yet, little Ilora '''"' quite unconscious Qf my desperate 
Crmllt."iis. utherwtse than a~ lll)' lettt;:rs darkly shadowed It forth. 
i:ut :i.ltt'tht:r Saturday tame. and on that Saturd:1y evening she 
was tv be at Miss ~!ills's; and when Mr. 1!ills had gone tO 
h1s wlu;t.c\u~> \telegraphed to me in the street, by a b!C<kage 
m the drawing-room middle window), I was to go there to tea. 

By t\11; t1me, we were quite settled down in Buckmgha!11 
S_tre~t. where Mr. Dick continued his copying in a st.att: of 
a<Js,>lntc felicity. My aunt bad obtained a ·si·mal \ictory over 
Mrs. Crupp, by paying her off, thro\\ing the tirst pitcher she 
pb . .ntf'd ~m the stairs out of window, and protecting in person, 
up and down the staircase, a supernumerary whom she eng•sed 
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from the outer world. These vigorous measures s'truck such 
terror to the breast of Mrs. Crupp, that she subsided into her 
own kitchen, under the impression that my aunt was mad. 
My aunt being supremely indifferent to Mrs. Crupp's opini<•n 
and everybody else's, and rather favouring than dtscoumging 
the idea, Mrs. Crupp, of late the bold, became within a few 
days so faint· hearted, that rather than encounter my aunt upcn 

. the staircase, she would endeavour to hide her portly form 
behind doors-leaving vi,ible, however, a wide margin of 
flannel petticoat-or would shrink into dark corners. This 
gave my aunt such unspeakable satisfaction, that I believe she 
took a delight in prowling up and down, with her bonnet 
insanely perched on the top of her head, at times when Jl!rs. 
Crupp was likely to be in the way. 

My aunt, being uncommonly neat and ingenious, made so 
many little improvements in our domestic arrangements, that 
I seemed to be richer instead of poorer. Among the rest, 
she converted the pantry into a dressing-room for me; and 
purchesed and embellished a bedstead for my occupation, 
which looked as like a bookcase in the daytime as a bedstead 
could. I was the object of her constant solicitude; and my 
poor mother herself could not have loved me better, or studied 
more how to make me happy. 

Peggotty had considered herself highly privileged in being 
allowed to participate in these labours; and, although she still 
retained something of her old sentiment of awe in reference to 
my aunt, had received so many marks of encouragement and 
confidence, that they were the best friends possible. But the 
time had now come (I am speaking of the Saturday when I 
was tQ take tea at :\!iss .Mills's) when it was necessary for her 
to return home, and enter on the discharge of the duties she 
had undertaken in behalf of Ham. "So ~oot!-bye, Barkis," 
said my aunt, "and take care of yourself I I am sure I never 
thought I could be sorry to lose you I" 

I took Pe~~otty to the coach·office and saw her off. She 
cried at parting, and confided her brother to my friendship as 
Ham had done. We had heard nothing of him since he went 
away, that sunny afternoon. 

"And now,. my own dear Davy," said Peggotty, "if, while 
you're a prenttce, you should want an)' money to spend · or if 
when you're out of your time, my dear, you should wa~t any 
to set you up (and you must do. one or other, or both, my 
darhng); who has such a good rtght to ask leave to Jeod it 
you, as my sweet girl's own old stupid me 1" 



David Cupperfield 
I was n~t so savagely independent lS to say anything in 

reply, but that if ew·r I borrowed money of any one, I would 
hr.nrow tt of her. Next to acce-pting a large sum on the .spot, 
l beliew this gove l'eg~otty more comfort than an) tlung 1 
coultl have done. 

"And, my dear!" whispered l'e~gotty, "tell the pretty 
little un;;el that l should so have liked to see her, only for 
a minute! And tdl her that before she marries my boy, 
I'll come and make your bouse so beautiful for you, if you'll 
let me!)' 

I declared that nobodv else should touch it; and this gave 
Peggouy such delight, th,at she went away in good spirits. 

I fatigued myself as much as I possibly could in the Com­
mons all day, by a variety of devices, and at the appointed 
ume m the evening repaired to Mr. Mills's street. ;\lr. ~!ills, 
who was a terrible fellow to foil asleep after dinner, had not 
yet gone out, and there was no bird-c:1ge in the uuddle 
wmdow. 

He kept me waiting so long, that I fervently hope the club 
would fine him for being late At last he came out; and then 
I saw my own !lora hang up the bird-cage, and peep into the 
bako'ny to look for me, and run in again when 'he saw I was 
there, while Jip remained behind, to bark injuriously at an 
tmmense butcher's do" in the street who could have taken 
him like a pill. 

0 

' 

Dora came .to the drawing-room J(Jor to meet me ; and Jip 
~me ~(_~rambling out, tumbling over his own growls, und~r the 
Imprco;;slon that I was a Bandit· and we all thrt:e wt:nt m, a$ 

happy and loving as could be. 'r soon carried desolation into 
the bosom of our joys-not that I meant to do it, but that I 
was so lull of the subject-by "'king Dora, without the smallest 
preparation, tf <he could love a be"""'? 

~I)' pretty. little, startled Dora!'~ Her only association with 
the w~rd was a yellow lace and a nightcap, or a poi~ ofcrutch«, 
or a \\ood~n le~, or a do~ with a decanh.:r.stand m bts mouth, 
or somethmg ot that kind ; and she stared at me with the most 
de~~ghtful wonder. 
" How can you ask me anything so foolish? " pouted Dora. 

Love a be~~ar!" 
:: Dora. n, Y own dt:arest ! 11 said I. "I am a bt:~g:u ! '' . 

How ';n you be such a silly thing," replied lJora, slappt~g 
my hand, as to stt there, telling such stones? I H make Jtp 
btte vou!" 

Her childish way was the most delicious way in the world 
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:o me, but it was necessary to be explicit, and I solemnly 
repeated: · 

"Dora, my own life, I am your ruined David ! " . 
" I declare I'll make J ip bite you ! 11 satd Dora, shakmg her 

curls, h if you are so ridiculous.'' 
But I looked so serious, that Dora left off shaking her curls, 

and laid her trembling little hand upon my shoulder, and first 
looked scared and anxious, then began to cry. That was 
dreadful. I fell upon my knees before the sofa, caressing her, 
and imploring her not to rend my heart; but, for some time, 
poor little Dora did nothing but exclaim Oh dear I Oh dear! 
And oh, she was so frightened I And where was Julia Mills! 
And oh, take her to Julia Mills, and go away, please I until I 
was almost beside myself. 

At last, after an agony of supplication and protestation, I 
got Dora to look at me, with a horrified expression of face, 
which I gradually soothed until it was only loving, and her soft, 
pretty cheek was lying against mine. Then I told her, with my 
arms clasped round her, bow I loved her, so dearly, and so 
dearly; how I felt it right to offer to release her from her en\lage­
ment, because now I was poor; how I never could bear tt, or 
recover it, if I lost her; how I had no fears of poverty, if she 
had none, my arm being nerved and my heart inspired by her; 
how I was already working with a courage such as none but 
lovers knew; how I had begun to be practical, and look into 
the future; how a crust well·earned was sweeter far than a 
feast inherited; and much more to the same purpose, which 
I delivered in a burst of passionate eloquence quite surprising 
to myself, though 1 had been thinking about it, day and night, 
ever since my aunt had astonished me. 

" Is your heart mine still, dear Dora?" said I, rapturously, 
for 1 knew by her clinging to me that it was. 

"Oh, yes I" cried Dora_ "Oh, yes, it's all yours. Oh, 
don't be dreadful ! 11 

I dreadful ! To Dora I 
" Don't talk about being poor, and working hard ! " said 

Dora, nestling closer to me. " Oh, don't, don't 1" 
" My dearest love," said I, "the crust well-earned--" 
"Oh, yes ; but I don't want to hear any more about crusts ! • 

said Dol'lL "And Jip must have a mutton-.::hop every day at 
twelve, or he11 die I " 

I. ~as. charmed with her childish, winning way. I fondly 
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home, made indqJe;1dent hy rm l.tbour~sketchin~ in the little 
house I h~d set:n at Hi~heate. and my aunt m her room 
up·Stf\irs. 

" I am not dreadful now, Dura?" said I, tenderly. . 
u Ob, no, no ! 11 cried Dnra. " But I hope your aunt ,,,11 

keep in her own room :1 good deal. And I hope she's not a 
scolding old tiling!" 

If il were po>Sible for me to Jove Dora more than c\'er, 
I am sure I did. But I felt she was a little impracttcable. 
It d>mped my ncw.born ardour, to find that ardour so difficult 
of communic.1tion to her. I made another trial. When she 
was quite hersdf .again, and was curling Jip's ears, as he lay 
upon her lap, I became grave, and said : 

"My own! May I n~t•ntion something?" 
"Oh, please don't he practical ! " said Dora coaxingly. 

"Because it lri£:htens me ,~;o ,1 " 

11 Sweet heard'' I returned; "there is nothing to alarm you 
in all this. I want you to think of it quite differently. I want 
to make it nenre you, and inspire you1 Dora!" 

"Oh. but that's so shoe kin~!" cried Dora. 
"l\!y love, no. Perseverance and strength of character will 

enable us to bl·ar much W0tse things." , 
"But I haven't got any strength at all," said Dor3, shakmg 

her curls. "Have I, Jip? Oh, do kiss Jip, and be agree­
able! 11 

' It was impossible to resi;t kissing Jip, when she held him 
up to n:e for that purpose, putting her own bright,, rosy ltttle 
mouth .mto k~>smg form, as she directed the operatton, whtch 
she mststed should be performed symmetrically, on the centre 
of Ius nose. I d1d as she bade me-rewarding myself after­
wards for my obedience-and she charmed me·out of my 
graver character for I don't know how long. 

"B~t, Dura, my bdo\-"t!d! u said I, at last r~:iuming it; u I 
wa" g:omg to mention something." . 

The J ud~e qf the Prerogative Court might have fallen tn 

love wtth her, to see her fold her little hands and hold them 
up, be~ging and praying me not to be dreadiul any more. 

"Indeed I aut not going to be, my darling I'' I assured 
h<:r. "But, Vora, my love, if you will sometimes think-not 
de>;>ondm,ly, you know; far from that !~but if you will some­
ttmes thmk-ju;t to encourage yourself-that you are eng.tged 
to a poor man-" 

"D'Jn't. don't! Pray don't!~ cried Dora. *'It's so ,·ery 
dreadful!" 
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•• My soul, not at alii" said I cheerfully. "If you will 

sometimes think of that, and look about now and then at your 
papa's housekee?ing, and ~,ndeavour to acquire a little habit­
of accounts, for mstanc~ 

Poor little Dora received this suggestion with something that 
was half a sob and half a scream. 

"-It would be so useful to us afterwards," I went on. 
"And if you would promise me to read a little-a little 
Cookery Book that I would send you, it would be so excellent 
for both of us. For our path in life, my Dora," said I, 
warming with the subject, "is stony and rugged now, and 
it rests with us to smooth it. We must fight our way onward. 
We must be brave. There are obstacles to be met, and we 
must meet, and crush them I" 

I was going on at a great rate,"with a clenched hand, and a 
most enthusiastic countenance ; but it was quite unnecessary to 
proceed. I had said enough. I had done it again. Oh, she 
wa.< so frightened I Oh, where was Julia Mills I Oh, take her 
to Julia Mills, and go away, please! So that, in short, I was 
quite distracted, and raved about the drawing-room. 

I thought I had killed her, this time. I sprinkled water on 
her face. I went down on my knees. I plucked at my hair. 
I denounced myself as a remorseless brute and a ruthless beast. 
I implored her forgiveness. I besought her to look up. I 
ravaged Miss Mills's work·box for a smelling-bottle, and in my 
agony of mind opplied an ivory needle-case instead, and dropped 
all the needles over Dora. I shook my fists at J ip, who wa.< as 
frantic as myself. I did every wild extravagance that could be 
done, and was a long way beyond the er,d of my wits when 
II! iss Mills came into the room . 

. •· Who ha.< done this I" exclaimed Miss Mills, succouring her 
fnend. 

I replied, "1, Miss Mill>! I have done it! Behold the 
destroyer! :•-or words to that effect-and hid my face from 
the hght, m the so:a cush10n. 

At first Miss Mills thou~ht it was a quarrel, and that we were 
vergmg on the Desert of :>ahara ; but she soon found out how 
matters stood, f~r '!JY dear affectionate little Dora, embracing 
her, began excla1mmg that I was •· a poor labourer;" and then 
c:'ed for me, and embraced me, and asked me would I let her 
gtve me a!! her '!Ioney to keep, and then fell on Miss Mills's 
neck, sobbmg as 1f her tender heart were broken. 

Xfif::~o:. ~rille: '"n<::t l,,.,,,A h. .. ,. .. ~ .... - •- l. ~ 
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comforted Dora, and gradu;th convinced hn that I was not a. 
labourer-from my manner nf stating the case I believe !Jor;t; 
concluded that I was a navi~ator, and went balancing myself 
up and down a plank all day with a wheelbarrow-and so 
brought us t0gctha tn peace. When we were qmte compose( I, 
and Vora had gone up·stairs t0 put some ro~t:-Water to ht·r ey~:;, 
Miss Mills r.111~ for tea. ln the emuing interval, I told MiSS 
Mtlls that she was evermore my friend, and that my heart must 
cease to vtbrate ere I could for~et her sympathy. 

I then expounded to ~!iss Mills what I had endeavoured~ so 
very unsucces:.fully, to expound to Dora. Miss Mills replied, 
on gc•neral principles, that the Cvtta~e of C01lknt was better 
than the l'al.tce of cold splendour, and that where love was, 
nil was. 

l saul to ~ltss ~fills that this was very true, and who should 
kn"w it better than ] who k•red Dvr1 with a love that ne1·er 
mortal had e>:perien~ed yet 1 But on Miss Mills observing, 
with dcspt't>ckncy, that it were well indeed fur some hea~ts 
if tbi; were so, I explained that I heg;ed leave to restrict 
the olht:f\"Jtion to mortals of the masculine g-enJer. 

l then put it to Miss Mills, to say whetiter she considered 
that there was or was not any practical merit in the su~gt~stwn 
I haJ been anxious to make, conct:rning the accounts, the 
housekeeping, and the Cookery Book? 

Miss Mills, after some consideration, thus replied: . 
"~lr. Copperfield, I will be plain with you. 2>lental suffenng 

and trial supply, in some natures, the pl;1ce of years, and l wrll 
be as plain with you as if I were a Lady Abbess. No. 1 he 
su;;g~-stwn 1s not ~ppropriate to our DtJr.l. Our Dora IS 
a fJ.v.ourite ch1ld of rl:,;u~..:. She is a thing of light, airiness, 
anJ Joy. I am free to confess that if it could be done, it might 
be well, but-" Anrl Miss Mills shook her he;~d . 

. I wj,~ encouraged by this closing admi<S~i,Jn on the part of 
Mrss M1lls to ask her, whether, for Dora's sake, if she had any 
opportumty of lurmg her attention to such preparations for an 
~rnest hie, she_ would avail herself of it 1 .Miss Mills replied 
m the atl1rmattve so readily, that I further asked her if she 
~auld take charge of the Cookery Book ; and, if she ever could 
mst~.u~t: tt upon Dora's acceptance, .without fri.f:htening her, 
u~~trta.ke to do me that crown1ng servtce. M1ss J.lills accepted 
thh trust, too i but w:ts not sanguine. 

And Dora rt:turned, lookin~ such a lovely little creature that 
I really doubted whether she ought to be troubled with any;hing 
so nrdmary. And she loved me so much, and was so captivating 
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(particularly when she made Jip stand on his hind legs for 
toast, and when she pretended to hold that nose of his against 
the hot tea-pot for punishment be.cause he wouldn't), that I felt 
like a sort of Monster who had got into a Fairy's bower, when 
I thought of having frightened her, and made her cry. 

After tea we had the guitar; and Dora sang those same dear 
old French songs about the impossibility of ever on any account 
leaving off dancing, La ra Ia, La ra Ia, until I felt a much 
greater Monster than before. 

We had only one check to our pleasure, and that happened 
a little while before I took my leave, when, Miss Mills chancing 
to make some allusion to to-morrow morning, I unluckily let 
out that, being obliged to exert myself now, I got up at five 
o'clock. Whether Dora had any idea that I was a Private 
Watchman, I am unable to say; but it made a great impression 
on her, and she neither played nor sang any more. 

It was still on her mind when I bade her adieu; and she said 
to me, in her pretty coaxing way-as if I were a doll, I used to 
think: 

"Now don't get up at five o'clock, you naughty boy. It's so 
nonsensical." , 

" My love," said I, " I have work to do." 
"But don't do it I" re(urned Dora. "Why should you?" 
It was impossible to say to that sweet little surprised face, 

otherwise than lightly and playfully, that we must work to live. 
"Oh I How ridiculous I" cried Dora. 
''How shall we live without, Dora?" said I. 
"How? Any how I" said Dora. 
She seemed to think she had qu!te settled the question, and 

gave me such a tnumphant httle ktss, direct from her innocent 
hear~ that I would hardly have put her out of conceit with her 
answer, for a fortune. 

Well I I loved her, and I went on loving her most absorb­
ingly, entirely, and complet~ly. But going on,' too, working 
pretty bard, and bustly keepmg red-hot all the irons I now had 
ia the fire, I would si~ sometimes of a night, opposite my aun~ 
thinking how I had fnghtened Dora that time, and how 1 could 
best make my way with a guitar-case through the forest of 
difficulty, WJtil I used to fancy that my head was turning 
qutte grey. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII 

A DISSOLUTION OF I'ARTN~RSHIP 

I DID not allow my resolution, with respect to the Parliamentary 
Debates, to cool. It was one of the irons I bog:lll to he,lt 
immediately, and one of the irons I kept hot, and hammered 
at, with a r!·rsc\"eranre I may honestly admire. I bought an 
approrcd >dh:lae oi the noble art and mystery of stenography 
(whrch cost me ten •nd srxpence), and plunged mto a sea ol 
perpbity that brou,ht me, in a few weeks, to the confmes ?I 
distrac:ti>)!'L The cb.tn;;es that w~re rung upon dots, wluch ~~ 
such a position meant such a thing, and in such another posr 
tion soml'tbiug t>lse, entirely different; the wonderful vagant) 
that were pla):ed by circles; the unaccountable consequences 
that resulteJ from marks like fiies' legs; the tremendous cffect.l 
of a curve in a wrong place; not only troubled my waking hourS, 
but reappeared btctore me in my sleep. \\'hen I had groped 
my way, blinr\ly, through the<e difficulties, and had ma,terod 
the alphabet, which was an Egyptian Temple in 1tself, ther: 
then appeared a pruce»ion of new horrors, called arbmar) 
characters; the most deRpotic characters I have ever known; 
who insisted, for instance, that a thing like the beginning of 3 

cobweb, meant expectation, and that a pen-and-ink sky-rocket 
stood for drsadranta8eous. \\hen I had fixed these wretches 
m my mind, I found that they had driven everything else ?ut 
of it; then, beginning again, I forgot them; while I was pickm~ 
them up, I dropped the other fragments of the system ; in shor' 
\t was almo~t heart-break in~. 

It mi;ht have been quit~ heart-breaking, but for Dora, wh~ 
was the. stay and anchor ut my tempest-driven bark. Ever) 
s~r~tch m the sche.:me was . a gnarlcJ oak iu th~ forest of I 
dl.tnru\ty. an~ I went on cuttmg th~m dvwn, one alter ~u1o~her,, 
Wtth such vtgour, that in three or four months I was 111 a 
~onditi0n to tnake an txpcriment on one of our crack speakers 
tn the Commons. Shall l ever forget how the crack spe:J.kcr 
walked off !rom me before I began, and left my imbecile pencrl 
sta.g~~nng about the paper as if it were in a fit ! 

!Ius would not do, it was quite clear. I was flying too hi~h, 
and should never get on, so. I resorted to Traddles for ad nee i 
::~ s_~~gested .tha.t he should dictate spet:ches to me, at a p~ce, 

~1th OCCJ$10na\ stoppa.0es, adapted to my weakness \•el')' 
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grateful for this friendly a.id, I accepted the proposal; and 
night after night, almost every night, for a long time, we had a 
sort 'Of Private Parliament in Buckingham Street, after I came 
home from the Doctor's. 

1 should like to see such a Parliament anywhere else! My 
aunt and Mr. Dick represented the Government or the 
Opposition (as the cnse might be), and Traddles, with the 
assist:~.nce of Enfield ·s Speaker or a volume of parliamentary 
orations, thundered astonishing invectives against them. 
Standing by the table, with his finger in the p~ge to keep the 
place, and his right arm flourishing above his head, Traddles, 
as Mr. Pitt, .Mr. Fox, Mr. Sherid:m, Mr. Burke, Lord 
Castlereagh, Viscount Sidmouth, or Mr. Canning, would work 
himself into the most violent heats, and deliver the most wither· 
ing denunciations of the profligacy and corruption of my aunt 
and Mr. Dick ; while I used to sit, at a little distance, with my 
note.book on my knee, fagging after him with all my might and 
main. The inconsistencv and recklessness of Traddles were 
not to be exceeded by any real politician. He was for any 
description of policy, in the compass of a week ; and nailed al! 
sorts of colours to every denomination of masL My aunt, 
looking very like an immoveable Chancellor of the Exchequ~r, 
would occasionally throw in an interruption or two, as "Hear l" 
or "No I" or "Oh!" when the text seemed to require it: which 
was always a signal to .Mr. Dick (a perfect country gentleman) 
tO' follow lustily with the same cry. But Mr. Dick got t.1xcd 
with such things in the course of his Parliamentary career, and 
was made responsible for such awful consequences, that he 
became uncomfortable in his mind sometimes. I believe he 
actually began to be airnid he roally had been doing something, 
tending to the annihilation of the British constitution, and the 
ruin of the country. 

Often and often we pursued these debates until the clock 
pointed to midttight, and the candles were burning down. The 
result of so mu~h good practice w(IS, that by·and·bye I began 
to keep pace wtth Tradd!es pretty well, and should have been 
{uite triumphant if 1 had had the least idea what my notes 
~ere abou~ But, as to reading them after I had got them, 
l might as well have copied the Chinese inscriptions on an 
mmense collection of tea·chests, or the golden characters on 
ul the great red and green bottles in the chemists' shops 1 

There was nothing for it, but to turn bac~ and begin all over 
if!ain. It was very hard, but I turned back, though with a 
lollY)' heart, and began laboriously and meLhodica.!ly to plod 
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over the same tedious grounJ at a snail's p.:t!":e ; stopping to 
examine minutr:ly every StJt!Ck in the way, on ali :.1des, a,nd 
making the most desperate efforts to know the:,e elusn··c 
characters by si~ht wherever I met them. I was always 
punctual at the u1lice ; at the l'o<·tnr's too ; and I really d1d 
work, as the commun expre11::.iun i:-;, hke a c .. 1.rt·hor:e. 

()ne day, when I went to the ('omn<ons as usu.t!, I found 
Mr. Sp::nlow in the doorw::ty look in¥ ex~remely ~r~w:, and t~lktng 
to himself. As he was in the habtt ol compiamrng of pams II\ 

his head--he had naturally a short throat, and I do seriously 
believe he overstarched himself-! was at first alarmed by the 
idea that he was not quite r~ght in that direction; but he soon 
n..:ht,•ed rny uneasmess. 

lmtead of my "Good·morr:ing" with his usual 
affability1 he loukt:d nte in a dlsw.nt, ceremoniouli manner, 
and co!Jiy. requested me to acn,mpany him to a c~rtnin coffee­
bi)USe1 wh1ch, in those da.ys1 had a door upemng into the 
Commons, just within the little archway in St. Paul's church· 
yard. 1 complied, in a very uncomfortable state, and with a 
~.um sho.oting all ov\!r me, us if my appr~hcnsions were br~k~ 
mg out mto buds. When I allowed him to go on a ltttle 
before, on account of the narrowness of the waY, l observed 
that he carried his head with a lofty air that w,!, particularly 
unpromisin:;; and my mind mbgave me that he had found out 
about my darling Dora. 

If I had not guessed this, on the way to the coffee-houst, 
I could hardly have failed to know what was the nllttcr 
when l followed him into :m up stairs room, and found )\Js; 
Murdstone there, supported by a background oi sideboard, on 
w~uch were St::n:ral m~erted tuJulJitrs sustaining lemt~ns, and 
t\\.0 ?f tho~e extraordm:J.ry boxt:s, all corners and fluungs, for 
>llckmg kntvcs and forks in, which, happily for mankind, are 
now obsolete. 

~[iss Murdstone g~ve me her chilly finger-nails, nnd sat 
St!\erely ~1g1d. .Mr. Spenlow shut the door, nwuon.:d me 
to a ch:ur, and stood on the heorth-ru• in front of tbe 
nrephce. o 

'·Have the goodness to show Mr. Copperfield," said Mr. 
Sp~nlo~, 11 ':·ha: you have ,in y~ur retitule, .l\1iss l\Iurdstooe.

11 
• 

h" ~elleve <t ~as the old tdentJcal steel-clasped reticule of nl) 
"·:•Jnood, that shut up hke a btte. Compressing her lips, tn 

~empathy hwtth the snap, Miss ~!urdstone opened it-opening 
let~ mouh a httlc at th<: same time-and produced my Ja,t 

er to ora, tee!Illng Wtth expres.tons of devoted affection. 
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" I believe that is your writing, ~lr. Copp.rlield ? " said ~lr. 

Spenlow. 
I was very hot, and the voice I heard was very unlike mine, 

when I said, 11 It is, sir 1'1 

"If I am not mistaken," said i\!r. Spenlow, ns ~!iss ~lurd· 
stone brought a parcel of letters out of her reticule, tied round 
with the dearest bit of blue ribbon, "those are also .from )'<>ur 
pen, Mr. Copperfield ? '' 

I took them from her with a most desolate sensation ; and, 
glancing at such phrases at the top, as "My ever dearest and 
own Dora,"" My best beloved angel," "My blessed one lor 
ever," and the like, blushed deeply, and inclined my head. 

"No, thank you ! "said .lllr. Spenlow, coldly, as I mechani­
cally offered them back to him. "I will no't deprive you of 
them. Miss Murdstone, be so good as to proceed ! " 

That gentle creature, after a moment's thoughtful survey of 
the carpe~ delivered herself with much dry unction as follows : 

" I must confess to having entertained my suspicions of Miss 
Spenlow, in reference to David Copperfield, for some time. I 
observed Miss Spenlow and David Copperfield, when they first 
met; and the impression made upon me then was not agrcc.<ble. 
The depravity of the human heart is such--" 

"You will oblige me, ma1am,n interruptt:d :Mr. Spenlow, u by 
confining yourself to facts." 

~!iss Murdstone cast down her eyes, shook her head as if 
protesting against this unseemly interruption, and with frownmg 
dignity resumed: 

''Since I am to confine myself to facts, I will state them 
as dryly as I can. Perhaps that will be considered an ac­
ceptable course of proceeding. I have already said, sir, that I 
have had my suspicions of M1ss Spenlow, in reference to lJavid 
Copperlield, for some time. I have frequently endeavoured to 
find decisive corroboration of those suspicions, but without 
effect. I have therefore forborne to mention them to ~li>S 
Spenlow's flther;" looking sev.rely at him; "knowing how 
little disposition there usually is in such cases, to acknowlt<.lge 
the conscientious discharge of duty." 

~rr. Spenlow seemed quite cowed by the gentlemanly 
sternne;s of Miss Murdstone's manner, and deprecated her 
severity with a conciliatory little wave· of his hand. 

"On my return to Norwood, after the period of absence 
occasioned by my brother's marriage," pursued .Miss Murd. 
stone in a disdainful voice, "and on the return of :\1 iss 
Spenlow from her visit to her friend ll!iss !vii lis, I imagined 

s 
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that the manner of ~!iss Sponlow gave me greater occasion for 
suspicion than before. Therefore I watched Miss Spenlow 
closely." 

Dear, tender little Dora, so unconscious of this Dragon's 
eye. . . 

"Still," resumed :\Irs~ ~lun.lstone, "I found no proof unt;l 
last night. It appeared to me that Miss Spenlow received 
too many letters from her friend Miss illtlls; but :lliss Mills 
being her friend with her father's full concurrence," another 
telling blow at ilir Spenlow, "it was not for me to interfere. 
If I may not he permitted to allude to the natural deprarity of 
the human heart, at least I may-I must-be permitted, so far 
to reft:r to misplaced contidence." 

Mr. Spenlow apologetically murmured his assent. 
"Last evening after tea," pursued Miss Murdstone, "I 

ob,erved the little dog starting, rolling, and growling about the 
dra11ing-room, worrying somet!nng. I said to Miss Spcnlow, 
'Dora, 11·hat is that the dog has in his mouth? It's paper.' 
Miss Spenlow immediately put her hand to her frock, gave a 
sudden cry, and ran to the dog. I interposed, and said, 'Dora, 
my love~ you must permit me. 111 

Ob J ip, miser.1ble Spanie4 this wretchedness, then, was 
your work! 

"Miss Spenlow endeavoured," said Miss Murdstone, "to 
bribe me with kisses, work-boxes, and small articles of jewellery 
-that, of course, I pass over. The little do~ retreated under 
the sofa on my approaching him, and was wi~h great difficul~y 
d1slodged by the fire-irons. Even when dislod~ed, he st1ll 
kept the letter in his mouth; and on my endc-avo'uriog to take 
1t from hn;>, at the imminent ri:,k of being bitten, he kept it 
between hrs teeth so pertrnaciously as to suffer himself to be 
held suspended in the air by means of the document. At 
leng~h, I obtam~d possession of it. After perusing it, I u:xed 
~hss ~penlow wuh havmg many such letters in her possessiO~; 
nd ;>ltrmatcly obtamed from her the packet which is now lD 

DaVId Copperfield's hand." 
sl'~tire she ceased ; and snapping her reticule again, and 

' ldng her mouth, looked as if she might be broken, but 
cou never be bent. 
t "You have heard Miss ~!urdstone" said Mr Spenlow, 
.~;thi~~ot me. ·:I beg to ask, Mr. Co~perfield, if. you have 

The pict~r~i ~~d'!,P:Y 1" 
of my heart, sobbin e ore n_>e, of the beautifu: little treasure 

g and crymg all mght-<>f her bemg alone, 
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frightened, and wretched, then-of her ha\·ing so piteously 
begged and prayed that stony-hearted woman to forgive her 
-of her having vainly otfered her those kisses, work-boxes, 
and trinkets-of her being in such grievous distress, and all 
for me-very much impaired the little dignity I had been able 
to muster. I am afraid I was in a tremulous state for a minute 
or so, though I did my best to disguise it 

"There is nothing I can say, sir," I retumed, "except 
that all the blame is mine. Dora-" 

"Miss Spenlow, if you please," said her father, majestically. 
"-was mduced and persuaded by me," I went on, swallow· 

ing that colder designation, "to consent to this concealment, 
and I bitterly regret it." 

" You are very much to blame, sir,'' said Mr. Spenlow, 
walking to and fro upon the hearth-rug, and emphasizing 
what he said with his whole body instead of his head, on 
account of the stiffness of his cravat and spine. "You have 
done a. stealthy and unbecoming action, Mr. Copperfield. 
When I take a gentleman to my house, no matter whether 
he is nineteen, twenty-nine, or ninety, I take him there in a 
spirit of confidence. (f he abuses my confidence, he commits 
a dishonourable action, Mr. Copperfield." 

"I feel i~ sir, I assure you," I returned. ''But I never 
thought so, before. Sincerely, honestly, indeed, Mr. Spenlow, 
I never thought so, before. I love Miss Spenlow to that 
extent-" 

"Pooh I nonsense I" said Mr. Spenlow, reddening. "Pray 
don't tell me to my face that you love my daughter, Mr. 
Copperfield!" 

"Could I defend my conduct if I did not, sir?" I returned, 
with all humility. 

"Can you defend your conduct if you do, sir?" said Mr. 
Spenlow, stopping short upon the hearth-rug. "Have you 
considered your years, and my daughter's years, 1\lr. Copper· 
field? Have you considered what it is to undermine the confi· 
dence that should subsist between my daughter and myself? 
Have you considered my daughter's station in life, the projects 
I may contemplate for her advancemen~ the testamentary 
intentions I may have with reference .to her? Have you 
considered anything, Mr. Copperfield?" 

"Very little, sir, I am afraitl·;" I answered, speaking to him 
as respectfully and sorrowfully as I felt; "but pray believe me, 
I have considered my own worldly position. When I explained 
it to you, we were already engaged--,." 
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"I !lEG," said )tr. Spenlow, more like Punch than I had ever 

seen him, as he energetically struck one hand upon the other 
-I could not help noticing that even in my despair; "that 
you will NOT talk tl> me of eng.t~cn•ents, )[r. Copperfield 1" . 

'] ltc otherwise immov~.tbk ,\I iss ll!urdstone laugbetl con· 
tcmptnously in one short sylhble. 

"\\'hen I expl:~ined my a:ter•:J position to you, sir," I began 
a~.:\11, sui.Jlltitutiu~:t a new f,)rm (\f cxprt:ssion for what was 50 un· 
palatable to him," this concealment, into which I am so unhappy 
as tu h1tve kd ll!iss Spenlow, had begun. Since I have been 
in th:tt a!tt·rcu position. 1 have strained ewry nerve, I have 
exerted every cncr:~y, 10 improvo it. 1 am sure I shall improve 
it in time. \\'ill y'•u. gra:1: me time-any length of time? We 
are both so j''\UIIbl s1r,--" 

"You ar~ right," interru;>ted Mr. Spenlow, nodding his head 
a '.!Teat many tiOi\.:$1 and frmming very much, ((you are both 
wr v )'Ottng. It'~ all nonsense. Let there be an end of the 
no:>Sense. Take away those letters, and throw them in the fire. 
Civ<. me ~li:·:" Sprmlow's lettero to throw in the fire ; and nlll\Ough 
our luturr~ int~rC'l)Urse must, you o.re aware, be restrktt.."d to the 
Commons here, we will to make no further mention of 
th,, pllst. Cnme, Mr. you don't wont sense ; and 
thiS is the sensible rou,e. 

No. I Cnllldn't think of a"reeing to it. I was very sorry, 
but there was a higher consiJeration than sense. ·Love was 
above all earthly considerations, and I loved Dora to idolatrr, 
and Dora lO\'ed me. I didn't exactly say so ; 1 softened It 
down~ much :U: I c~uld; but I implied tt, and I was resolute 
upon It. I don t thmk I made myself very ridiculous, but I 
know I was resolute. 

"Very well, Mr. Copperfield," said Mr. Spenlow, "I must 
try,my tnOuence with my daughter.". . 
r : ii:s. Murds.tone, by ~~~ expresstve sound, a long.Jra11n 
Le~t)': 1 :l.;lo.n~.wh:ch was ~e.tthe-r a sigh nor n moo.n, but wJs .like 
first.' gale It as her opmron that he should have done this at 

" "~ ~ust try," s~id Mr. Spenlow, confirmed by this support, 
thnt). tfluence 1\'I.~h my, dol!gLter. Do you decline to tJke 
tab~:. etters, ~fr. Copperheld,l'' For I had laid them on the 

1 Ye~d ,1 told .him I hoped he "'auld not think it wrong but 
~?~ n: possibly take them from Miss i\1 urdstoue. ' 
l\~,0~ r~or;;c m~~" sa•d Mr. Spenlow. 

P d 'th the profoundest respect; nor from him. 
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" Very well! " said Mr. Spenlow. 
A silence succeeding, I w~s undeci~ed whether to go or s~,y. 

At length I was moving quietly !owards the door, with the 
intention of saying that perhaps I should consult his feelings 
best by withdra11ing; when he said, with his hands in his coat 
pockets, into which it was as much as he could do to get them; 
and with what I should call, upon the whole, a decidedly pious 
air: 

"You are probably aware, i\Ir. Copperfield, that I :trn not 
altogether destitute ofworldlyposscssions, and that my daughter 

·is my nearest and dearest relative?" 
I hurriedly made him a reply to the effect, that I hoped the 

error into which I had been betrayed by the desperate nature 
of my love, did not induce him to think me mercenary too? 

"I don't allude to the matter in that light," said Mr. Spenlow. 
" It would be better for yourself, and all of us, if you "'"' 
mercenary, Mr. Copperfield-! mean, if you were more discreet, 
and less influenced by all this youthful nonsense. No. I 
merely say, with quite another view, you are probably aware I 
have some property to bequeath to my child ? " 

I certainly supposed so. 
"And you can hardly think," said Mr. Spcnlow, "having 

experience of what we see, in the Commons here, every day, of 
the various unaccountable and negligent proceedings of men. in 
respect of their testamentary arrangements-of all subjects, the 
one on which perhaps the strangest revelations uf human 
inconsistency are to be met with-but that mine are made? " 

I inclined my head in acquiescence. 
"I should not allmv," said Mr. Spenlow, with an evident 

increase of pious sentiment, and slowly shaking his head as he 
poised himself upon his toes and heels alternately, "my suit· 
able provision for my child to be influenced by a piece of 
youthful folly like the present. It is mere folly. ~!ere 
nonsense. In a little while, it will weigh lighter than any 
feather. But I might-I might-if this silly business were not 

· completely relinquished altogether, be induced in some anxious 
moment to guard her from, und surround her with protections 
against, the consequences of any foolish step in the way of 
marriage. Now, Mr. Copperfield, I hope that you will not 
render it necessary for me to open, even for a quarter oi an 
'hour, that closed page in the book of life, and uns<·ttlc, even 
for a quarter of an hour, grave affairs long since composed." 

There was a serenity, a tranquillity, a calm sunset air about 
him, which quite affected me. He was so peaceful and resigned 
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-clearly had his affairs in such perfect train, :md so syst~mati­
callj wound up-that h•• was a man to feel touched m the 
contemplation of. I rt.dly think I saw tears nse to his eyes, 
(rom the depth of his own feeling of all this. 

But what could I do? I cou;d not deny 1 lura, and my own 
heart. \\'hen he told me I bd better take a week to consider 
of what he had said, how cou\d I say I wouldn't take a week, 
yet how could I f.1il to know t'oat no amount of weeks could 
influepce such love as In me? . 

"In tre rmantimt-. confer with 1!iss Trotwood, or With any 
p~rson w1th _any knowled;.,;e of life," said 1\[r. ~pen]~\\', ad justin?, 
hts rr.1\',\t w1th both hands. "To.ke a week, ,lr. Copperfield. 

I submitted; anJ, with a count!.;:nance as expr~~sive as 1 was 
ahlt: to nL.lk¢ it of dt·i•·('tt~d and despairing constancy. came out 
of tlH~ rrJ{JOj, Miss \lurdstont:'s heavy eyelJr(n,·s followed me 
to tht.: dvur-1 sav her eyebrows rather than her t.:yes, because 

\lr·rc much n1ore important in her face-·anclshe looked so 
a::. she U:.·td to lnuk, at :t.bout that hour of the mornmg, 

in our J1J.r!t1ur ar Blunders tone, that I coulJ ha\'L' fancied I had 
been h1,~aklng d0wn in n1y le~sons a~n.in, and that th~ dead 
wcid'rt nn mind was that horrible old spellin~,book with o\'al 
''':JuJntts, tv my youthful fancy, like the glasses out of 
spectacles. 

When 1 got to the office, and, shutting out old Tiifey andthe 
rest of them with my hands, sat at my desk, in my 'rwn plrtiCU· 
lar nook, thinking of this earthquake that had taken plac,e so 
unc,pectedly, and in the bitterness of my spirit cursing Jlp, I 
fell into such a state of torment about Dora that I wonder I 
did not take u~ my hat and rush insanely t~ Norwood. The 
Idea of the1r fnghtenmg her, and making her cry, and of my 
!'ot bemg there to comfort her, was so excrucioting, that Jt 
l~tpelled me .t? write a wild letter to Mr. Spenlow, bescec~mg 
hi~ not to VISit upon her the consequences of my awful destmy. 
I Implored him to spare her gentle nature-not to crush a 
fragile flower-and ~ddressed him generally, to the best of my 
remembrance, as If, mstead of being her father, he had been ~n 
Ogre, or the Dragon of Wantley. This letter I sealed and laid 
hpon his desk before he returned; and when he came in, I saw 
r~~ \~~ough the ha[f,opened door of his room; take it up and 

we~t" .!,:';d . nothing about it all the morning; but before he 
need nof ~.~e afternoon he called me in, and told me that I 
ha · e myself at all uneasy about his daughters 

ppmess. He had assured her, he said, thtlt it was all 
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nonsense; and he had nothing more to say to her. He 
believed he was an indulgent father (as indeed he was), and I 
might spare myself any solicitude on her account. 

" You may make it necessary, if you are foolish or obstinate, 
Mr. Copperfield," he observed, "for me to send my daughter 
abroad again, for a term ; but I have a better opinion of you. I 
hope you will be wiser than that, in a few days. As to Miss 
Murdstone," for I had alluded to her in the letter, "I respect 
that lady's vigilance, and feel obliged to her; but she has strict 
charge to avoid the subject. All I desire, Mr. Copperfield, is, 
that it should be forgotten. All you have got to do, Mr. 
Copperfield, is to forget it." 

All! In the note I wrote to Miss II! ills, I bitterly quoted 
this sentiment. All I had to do, I said, with gloomy sarcasm, 
was to forget Dora. That was all, and what was that? I 
entreated Miss Mills to see me, that evening. If it could not 
be done with 1\lr. Mills's sanction and concurrence, I besought 
a clandestine interview in the back kitchen where the Mangle 
was. I informed her that my reason was tottering on its 
throne, and only she, Miss Mills, could prevent its being 
deposed. I signed myself, hers distractedly; and I couldn't 
help feeling, while I read this composition over, before sending 
it by a porter, that it was something in the style of Mr. Micawber. 

However, I sent it. At night I repaired to Miss Mills's 
street, and walked up and down, until I wa.' stealthily fetched 
in by Miss Mills's maid, and taken the area way to the back 
kitchen. 1 have since seen reason to believe that there was 
nothing on earth to prevent my going in at the front door, and 

, being sh01vn up into the drawing-room, except Miss Mills's love 
of the romantic and mysterious. 

In the back kitchen I raved as became me. I ·went there, I 
suppose, to make a fool of myself, and I am quite sure 1 did it. 
MISs Mills had received a hasty note from Dora, telling her 
that all was discovered, and saying, "Oh pray come to me, 
Julia, do, do!" But Miss Mills, mistrusting the acceptability 
of her presence to the higher powers, had not yet gone; and 
we were all benighted in the Desert of Sahara. 

Miss ~!ills bad a wonderful flow of words, and liked to pour 
them out. I could not help feeling, though she mingled her 
tears with mine, that she bad a dreadful luxury in our afflic­
tions. She petted them, as I may say, and made the most 
of them. A deep gulf, she observed, had opened between 
Dora and me, and Love could only span it with its rainbow. 
Love must suffer in this stern world ; it ever had been so, it 
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erer would be so. No matt<'r, Miss ~I ills r<'mMked. Hearts 
C•Jnfmerl br cobwebs would burst at last, and then Lore was 
av~ngc:d. · 

Th1~ was ~,:J~.Lil ronsnla.tion, but ?\li"s Mills wouldn;t encour-
agt.· fa!laciou:; Slw m;llh: m~ much more wretched than 
I was bclc•re, I ft:!t tuld lwr with tht· deepest grati-
tude) th.lt ;lie"'"' a lrit•nJ. 1\'e resolveJ th.ltshe should 
go to Dora the f1rst thing in the morning, and find some means 
ot her, r:ith~.:r by looks or wnn.ls. of my dl.'votion and 

· with grief; anJ I think ~!iss 

wher, I got home; and in spite of 
all shl~ coulJ ~ay to me, went to bed despairing. I got tlp 

and \\t?nt out dt·spairiJJg, It was Saturday morning, 
to the Commons. 

when I c..tn1e within sight of out' office~door, 
rid;et-nnr:rers stanJmg outside talkin~ together, and 

ga..:ing at the winJows which were 
my pace, and, pa:-.sing among them, 

went hurriedly in. 
nobody was doing anything. Old 

Tifft~, l·ur the fnst time in lift: I should think. wa~ Sitting on 
somebody else's stoul, and h.td not hung up his hai.. 

"This is a dreadful calamity, ~lr. Copperfield,., said he, as I 
entered. 

'' \Vh:tt is?" I exclaimed. 14 \Vh.1es the matkr? '' 
"Don't you know?" cried Tifley, and all tht: rest of them, 

com1ng round me. 
"No!" said I, looking from face to face. 
'' i\l.r. Spt?nlmvt'' ~a1d Ttifey. 
'' \\ ilJ.t about him?'' 
" Ll~ad ~ ') 

it was the offite reeling, and not I, as one of the 
. taught hold of me. They sat me down in a charr, 

~ntJed my neckcloth, and brou,ht me some water. I hare no 
1dea wl!\~th!.!r th1s took an timt::, 

11 Dead? " sa.iJ 1. · 
b .~~~~~~o.;~\in2d i.n to:v~ yesterd~y, and drove down in the phaeton 
tl; . , , f, satd T1fley_, 11 havtng sent his own groom home by 

:.\\~~}l? ~he sometimes did, you know~·· 

at ~~Tho h~aeton went home wit1wut him. The horses stop['"d 
in th: ~~ri~g~~,e. 1'he man Went uut with a J..mtc:rn. :Kol>uJy 
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"Had they run away?" 
"They were not hot," said Tiff e)', putting on his glasses; "no 

hotter, I understand, 'than they would have been, going doii'D 
at the usual pace. The reins were broken, but they had been 
dragging on the ground. The house was roused up directly, 
and three of them went out along the road. They found him 
a mile off." 

"More than a mile off, Mr. TiJTey," interposed a junior. 
"Was it? I believe you are righ~" s.aid Tiffey,-" mo'e 

than a mile off-not far from the church-lying partly on the 
road·side, and partly on the path, upon his face. Whether 
he fell out in a fit, or got out, feeling ill before the fit came on 
-or even whether he was quite dead then, though there is no 
doubt he was quite insensible-no one appears to !;now. If 
he breathed, certainly he never spoke. Medical assistance was 
got as soon as possible, but it was quite useless." 

I cannot describe the state of mind into which I was thrown 
by this intelligence. The shock of such an event happening so 
suddenly, and happening to one with whom I had been in any 
respect at variance-the appalling vacancy in the room he had 
occupied so lately, where his chair and table seemed to wait for 
him, and his handwriting of yesterday was like a ghost-the 
indefinable impossibility of separating him from the place, and 
feeling, when the door opened, as if he might rome in-·thc 
lazy hush and rest there was in the office, and the insatiable 
relish with which our people talked about it, and other peor,le 
came in and out all day. and gorged themselv~s with the sutr 
ject~this is easily intelligible to any one. \\'hat I cannot 
describe is, how, in the innermost recesses of my own heart, 1 
had a lurking jealousy even of Death. How I felt as if its rni~ht 
would push me from my ground in Dora's thoughts. How I 
was, in a grudging way I have no words for, env~r,us of her 
grief. How it made me restless to think of her weer·ing to 
others, or being consoled by others. How I had a grasping, 
avaricious wish to shut out everybod)' from her but myself, am! 
to be all in all to her, at that unseasonable time of all ttmc&. 

In the trouble of this state of mind-not excl,.;ivclr my vwn, 
1 hope, but known to others-I went duwn to Norwood that 
night; and finding from one of the servants, when I made my 
inquiries at the door, that .\!iss ~Wls was there, got my aunt to 
direct a letter to her, which I wrote. I deplored the untimely 
death of ~!r. Spenlow most sincerely, and shed tears in doin~ n''· 
I entreated her to tell Dora, if Dora were in ~ st~te to hear it, 
that he had spoken to me with the utmost kindness and 
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~onsideration; and had ~oupled nothing t.ut tenderness, not a 
sin~le or reproachful wort.!, with her n~me. I know I did this 
sdtishly, to have my name brought before her; but I tried to 
belie•·e it was an act of justice to his mtmory. Perhaps I did 
believe it. 

lily aunt received a few lines next day in rtply; addressed, 
outside, to her; within, to rn~. Dora was overcome by gnef; 
and when her fritnd had asked her shouhi she send htr love to 
me, had only cri~d, as she was always crying, "Oh, dear papa! 
oh, poor papa ! " But she had not said No, and that I made 
the most of. 

:'llr. J orkins, who had betn at Nomoothince the occurrence, 
came to the office a few days afterwards. He and Titfey were 
closeted together for S(>me few moments, and then Titfq looked 
out at the door and beckoned me in. 

"Oh ! " said Mr. Jorkins. "Mr. TitTcy and myself, Mr. 
C<>rperfield, are about to examine the desks, the drawers, and 
other such repositories of the deceased, with the view of sealing 
up his pri,•ate papers, and searching for a \\'ill. There is no 
trace of any, elsewhere. It may. be as well for you to assist us, 
if you please." 

I had been in agony to obtain some knowledge of the cir· 
cumstances in which my Dora would be placed-as, in whose 
~uardianship, and so forth-and this was something towards 
tt. We began the search at once; Mr. Jorkins unlocking the 
driJ.WctS and desks, and we all taking out the papers. Tbe 
ofl1~e·papers we placed on one side, and the privatt papers 
( whtch were uot numerous) on the other. We were very grave; 
and '~hen w~ came to a stray seal, or pencil·case, or ring, or 
a~y httle article of that kind which we associated personally 
Wlth htrn, we spoke very low. 

We had scaled up several packets; and w~re still going _on 
dusuly and qu1etly, when Mr. Jorkins said to us, applymg 
exactly the same words to his late partner as his late partner 
had applied to him : 

'\;\lr. Spen!ow was very diftkult to move from the beaten 
\rae\ · You know what he was! I am disj'oscd to think he 
'"~ ~ilde no will.l' 

;·_uh. I know 1\t• h:1d ! " said 1 
.~ t':i t~oth 51 <-i •pod and looked. at me. 

that he ha~,·~:{d d~~;~•n. I l~t saw him," ~aid I, " he told me 
~lr. Jorkms and old~!%'" were long s1nce settled." 

accord. I ey shook their heads with one 
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"That looks unpromising," said Tiffey. 
"Very unpromising," said Mr. J orkins. 
"Surely you don't doubt-" I began. 
"My good Mr. Copperfield I" said Tiffey, bying his hand 

upon my arm, and shutting up both his eyes as he shook h1s 
head: "if you had been in the Commons as long as I have,. 
you would know that there is no subject on which men are so 
inconsistent, and so little to be trusted." 

"Why, bless my soul, he made that very remark ! " I replied 
persistently. 

"I should call that almost final," observed Tiffey. "My 
opinion is-no will." 

It appeared a wonderful thing to me, but it turned out that 
there was no will. He had never so much as thought of 
m~king one, so far as his papers afforded any evidence ; for 
there was no kind of hint, sketch, or memorandum, of any 
testamentary intention whatever. What was scarcely Jess 
astonishing to me was, that his affairs were in a most disorriered 
state. It was extremely difficult, I heard, to make out wh3t he 
owed, or what he had paid, or .of what he died possessed. It 
was considered likely that for years he could have h.1d no clear 
opinion on these subjects himself. By little and little it came 
out, that, in the competition on all points of appearance and 
gentility then running high in the Commons, he had spent 
more than his professional income, which was not a very l;trge 
one, and had reduced his prh·ate means, if they ever had been 
great (which was exceedingly doubtful), to a very low ebb 
indeed. There was a sale of the furniture and lease, at 
Norwood; and Tiffcy told me, little thinking how interested I 
was in the story, that, paying all the just debts of the deceased, 
and deducting his share of outst•nding bad and doubtful debts 
due to the firm, he wouldn't give a thousand pounds for all the 
assets remaining. 

This was at the expiration of about six weeks. I had 
suffered tortures all the time, and thought I really must have 
laid violent hands upon myself, when Miss Mills still reported 
to me that my broken-hearted little Dora would say nothing, 
when I was mentiOned, but "Oh, poor papa ! Oh, dear papa!" 
Also, that she had no other relations than two aunts maiden 
sisters of l\!r. Spenlow, who lived at Putney, and whd had not 
held any other than chance communication with their brother 
for many years. Not that they had ever quarrelled (Miss Mills 
informed me); but that having been, on the occasion of Dora's 
christening, invited to tea, when they considered themselves 
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pririlt-·;ed to be invited to dinuer, they had 
opilllon in wr:ling, thJ.t it w.LS 

1
' bi.:!tter fo~. the 

p:1~tli.:'S '' t~,: .. t. they should S~cl.Y away. :-,mce 

their 

o·'!lt' their anJ their brother had hiS: 
Th('r:;e two no\Y emt>r~o::U from rt:tlrcnh.!llt, and 

to take I 'ora to live•" Dora, to 
c..tld wt.-'-..:ping, 

ta~.c and me and J ip to 
ven· :-oon at:er the funeral. 

H·w 1 ic,tmd time to haunt Putney, I 
know Gut 1 cc•ntrived, L'Y !>Otlle means or 

thi?: nl·ighbnurhood pretty oftt:n. 
more ex8.ct disch lr;.:e of the Uu~it•t.: of 
and usr>d to m~et me sonH:l 1tnt:-: 1 vn the 

aunts! 

it, or she had not time tv dv thJ.t) knd to nte. 
trca .urr;d up the entries, of whtch 1 subjoin a sample!-

,, \f"nday. try ;wed ll. still much depressed. 1-!codoche. 
Called •:tcntion t•l J. a.> beau:ifully sleek. D. fondled J. 

(D\) W(; 

an~ J. took 
barking 
f~...:\\tur-.:s of 
J. l\L) 

t hut flood;;;ates of sorrow. 
the dewdrops of the 

"1\'edn•,day. D. comp,ratively cheerful. San~ to her, as 
con;:emal melody, E\·enill~ Bdls. Eu~::n not southing, but 

D. acficcted. Found sobbing atter~rn:·ds, 
n:~,n roorn. respecting sdf and young Gazdle. 

fnct1c•.:tually. referred to Patience on .Monument. (Qy. 
\\'!J.r· nn mnnun,cnt? J. :I!.) 

"'1 hursday. D. impr•)Vt'd. Better niJlil. Slight 
Ot d.~rna<;k cheek. 1\.esoh•ed to nwntlllll n.:tme 
C. Iutr~.Jduced. same

1 
in cour:;,e of air:ng. 

overcome. · Oh, dear, Julia! Oh, I have 
and uLJutiful cbild' ' Snothed und caressed. 

1 
vf lJ. C. on v~rge of tomb. D. a~:.tin orer~ 

''"'at shall I d•J, w·hat shall I do? 'I uch al.mncJ. . Fcrinting of D. 
I Poetical attmity. 

human life. Alas! 
incidcut. illan app!;;..lrs 
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blue bag, 'for lady's boots left out. to heel.' C?ok replies, 
'No such orders.' Man argues pomt. Cook Withdraws to 
inquire, leaving man alone with J. On Cook's return,pan 
still argues point, but ultimately goes. J. missing. D. 
distracted. Information sent to police. Man to be identified 
by broad nose, and legs like balustrades of bridge. Search 
made in every direction. No J. D.' weeping bitterlY., and 
inconsolable. Renewed reference to young Gazelle. ,Appro­
priate, but unavailing. Towards evening, strange boy calls. 
Brought into parlour. Broad nose, but no balustrades. Says 
be wants a pound, and knows a dog. Declines to explain 
further, though much pressed. Pound being produced by D. 
takes Cook to little house, where J. alone tied up to leg of table. 
Joy of D. who dances round J. while he eats his :supper. 
Emboldened by this happy change, mention D. C. up-stairs. 
D. weeps afresh, cries piteously, "Oh, don't, don\ don't! It 
is so wicked to think of anything but poor papa! •_,mbrnces 
J. and sobs herself to sleep. (Must not D. C. confine; himself 
to the broad pinions of Time? J. M.)" 

Miss Mills and her journal were my sole consolation at this 
period. To see her, who had seen Dora 'but a little while 
before-to trace the initial letter of Dora's name through her 
sympathetic pages-to be made more and more miserable by 
her-were my only comforts. I felt as if I had been living in 
a palace of cards, which had tumbled down, leaving only Miss 
Mills and me among the ruins; I felt as if some grim enchanter 
had drawn a magic circle round the innocent goddess of my 
heart, which nothing indeed but those same strong pinions, 
capable of carrymg so many people over so much, would enable 
me to enter! 

CHAPTER XXXIX 

WICKFIELD AND HE.EP 

Mv aunt, beginning, I ima~ne,, to be made seriously unco•u· 
fortable by my prolonged deJecllon, made a pretence of being 
anxious that I should go to Dover to see that all was working 
well at t~e cottage, which was let; and to conclude an a,_"fee­
men~ W1th the sa'?e tenant, for a longer term of occupation. 
Janet was drafted mto the service of Mrs. Strong, where I saw 
her every day. S~e had be.en. undecided, on leaving Dover, 
whether or no to gwe the fio1shing touch to· that renunciation 
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of mankind in which she h.1d bcc:l educ:ned, by marrving a 
pilut; but she decided agaitl't that venture. Not so much for 
the sake of principle, I believe, a; because she happened not 
to like him. 

it rcquiit~d an eff~1rt t.-, k:.wc 1\Jiss Mills, I fell 
into my aunt's pretence, as a means of en:l.hling 

tr hours with A~nes. I consulted the 
good . reb.tiv~ an ~b~~·nce <;f three dars; .1nd the 
J>nctor wi~.hmg me to t::k.; that r~_laxati~1n,~he "l~IH:d mt to 
take morr; b1;t my enerb'} coulJ not bear that,-! made up my 
mind tv gtl. 

As to the Com:nons, I had 110 great occasion to be particular 
about duti~:-~ in thlt quJ.rtcr. 'I o sJ.y the truth 1 \\C were 

nu Yt:ry g~~vJ uduur arnon.;; the tip·tiJfJ prtH.:tors 1 and 
sliding down to but a Joubt!ul positivn. The 
bet:n inJitTr:rt'nt under ).lr. Torkins, before ~Ir. 

time: and it ha,J beei1 quickened by the 
of new blood, and J1~pLty whilh 1\lr. Spenlo:v 

lilach:, still it Will! not un a sufficiently b:iSIS 

to without boing shaken, ouch a blow as the loss 
of acti\'e managt:r. It lt·ll oJf very much. J\lr. Jorkins, 
notwithstanding his reputation in the !irm, was an e.1.sy~going, 
inrapa.ble sort of man, '\ h0s~.: reput~ttion out of doors was not 
calculated to back it up. I was turned over to hun now, and 
when I saw him take his snuff and kt the businc" go, I 
re~retted a.unfs thou-,and more than evd. 

llut was not the of it There were a number 
of 11!Jd outsiders J.bout the Communs, who, with~ 
out themsclws, d;\bl>kd in common-form 
busincs~, .~ot i~ done by real proctors, who lent their 
names m cunsxderatton of a share in the spoil ;-and there 
Wt:re a good many of th:.:se too. As our house now wanted 
bu,iness on any terms, we joined this noble band; and thre~1· 
out, lures to the han;.;t.:r~-on and outsiders, to hring their 
bu-;mt:S~ to m:. ~l.arrin.g:e and ::;mall prob:-ttes were 
what "e all. look eo for, what paid us best; and the 

lor these ran very high indeed, Kidnappers and 
were pbnttd in all the avenues of entrance to the 

with instructions to do their utmost to cut off all 
mourning, and all nenth..:mtn with am·thinc; bashful 

appearance, Jnd enti;e them to the olilces In which 
tht·ir rc~pertivc employers were interested; which instructions 
"'''"'. '" well observed, that I myself, before I was kn~wn 
by >~ght, w,ts tw:ce hustled into the premises of our prmc1pal 
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opponent. The conflicting inte~ests of ~hese touting gentle­
men being of a nature to mitate thetr feelmg,, personal 
collisions took place ; and the Commons was even scand~­
lised by our principal inveigler (who had formerly been m 
the wine trade, and afterwards in the sworn brokery line) 
walking about for some days with a black eye. Any one 
of these scouts used to think nothing of politely assisting 
an old lady in black out of a vehicle, killing any proctor 
whom she inquired for, representing his employer as the 
lawful successor and representative of that proctor, and 
bearing the old lady otf (sometimes greatly affected) to his 
employer's office. Many captives were brought to me in 
this way. As to marriage licences, the competition rose to 
such a pitch, that a shy gentleman in want of one, had 
nothing to do but submit himself to the first inveigler, or 
be fought for, and become the prey of the strongest. One 
of our clerks, who was an outsider, used, in the height of 
this contest, to sit with his hat on, that he might be ready 
to rush out and swear before a surrogate any victim who 
was brought in. The system of inveigling continues, I 
believe, to this day. The last time I was in the Commons, 
a civil able-bodied person in a white apron pounced out upon 
me from a doorway, and whispering the word "!llarriage­
licence" in my ear, was with great difficulty prevented from 
taking me up in his arms and lifting me into a proctor's. 

From this digression, let me proceed to Dover. 
I found everything in. a satisfactory state at the cottage; 

and was enabled to grat•fy my aunt exceedingly by reporting 
that the tenant inherited her feud, and waged incessant war 
against donkeys. Having settled the little business I had 
to transact there, and slept there one night, I walked on to 
Canterbury early in the morning. It was now winter again; 
and the fresh, cold wmdy·day, and the sweeping downland 
brightened up my hopes a little. ' 

Coming into Canterbury, I loitered through the old streets 
with a sober pleasure that calmed my spirits, and eased my 
heart: There were the old signs, the old names over the 
shops, the old people serving in them. It appeared so Jon~ 
since I had been a schoolboy there, that I wondered the pia;~ 
was so little changed, until I reflected. how little I was changed 
myself. Strange to say, that quiet mfiuence which was in· 
separ~ble in my mind from Agnes, seemed to pervade even 
the CJty where she dwelt. ·The venerable cathedral towers nnd 
the old jackdaws and rooks whose airy voices made them :nore 
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retire•) than perfect silence would have done; the haltered 
once stuck full mth statues, long thrown down, and 
a.w,w, like the reverential pilgrims who had gazed 

upon them; the still nooks, ~<here the ivied ~rowth of ceo-
tunes over gabled ends and rumed walls; the ancient 
hou<es, P"'toml landscape uf field, orchard, and 
everywhere--on c,·erylhing-I fell ~he srune serener the 
same caln1, thu~;ghtful, so(tt.:nmg sp1rit. 

Arrived ctt Mr. \l'ickfic!d's house, I found, in the little 
lower rvom on the grour>d fluor, where Uriah Heep had been 
of old accustomed to sit, ?l!r. lllicawber ply1ng his pen with 
£'""'' a;siduity. He was dres,ed in a legal-looking suit of 
bhck, and loomed, burly and large, in that small office. 

)Jr. )licawuer ""' e'tremelr ~lad to see me, but a little 
C<onfu,cd too. He would have conducted me immediately 
imo the presence of L'ria.h, but I declined. 

"I know the house of nld, you recollect," said I, "and will find 
my We\\' up-stairs. How do you like the law, Mr. Micawber?" 

"My dear Coppertidd," he replied. "To a man poosessed 
?f the hightr imaginative powers1 tht objection to lcg.d studies 
IS the amount of detail which tl1ey involve. Even in our 
prtde~slonal corrcspondl.2nCt.:\'' say.s Alr. MicawbN, glancing 
at somt: letters he was writing, "the mind is not at liberty 
to soar to any e"Xalted form of expn.:~::.ion. Still, it is a _srl!at 
pur~uit. A purwit! u 

lie then me that he had become the tenant of Uriah 
Hcc;>'s old house; and that Mrs. Micawber would be delighted 
to n:n.:nc me, once more, under her own roof. 

•· lt ~:.. hu~ble/' ~ai~ 1\lr. :\licawLH:r, 1'to quote a favou,rite 
'''Pre'""" vi my in~nd Hecp ;. b11t it may pro,·c the steppmg­
Sl•·n~.· to ~lor~ ::tmlmtuu~ dom:uliary accommndation." 

~ tiSk('u. ~un whethd l,e hJ.J rt:·.son., so far, to b~ satisfied 
Ylitil ~nend Hcep1s tn:"atment of him? He got up to 

1f the d•our w•re close shu~ before he rcplicJ, in 
a lm\·,·r \'OJCt: 

u l\.iy dt,).,r c,)'j.Jpt:rtiC"hll a man who labours under the 
1-rt:iSUrl! of IJ~:cuniary ~mbarrassmenls, is, with the gener:dity 
ol :.tt, a dis:tdvamage. That disadvant:U!~ is not 

wnen th:.tt prt:ssur..: necessitates the Urawin~ of 
emohtnlents, Lefore those emolum~nts Jre str~icll)' 

due . p:c;able. All I can sar is, that my friend Heep has 
r~pu!~d.,:d to appt:als to which I need not more p:uticula.rly 
re.'er: rn a manner c1lcuhted to redound equally to the honour 
01 h!~ ht':.td, and o( his heart." 
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"I should not have supposed him to be very free with his 

money either," 'J observed. 
"Pardon me!" said Mr. Micawber, with an air of constraint, 

"I speak of my friend Heep as I have experience." 
"I am glad your experience is so favourable,'' I returned. 
"You are very obliging, my dear Copperfield," said Mr. 

Micawber; and hummed a tune. 
".Do you see much of Mr. \l'ickfield?" I asked, to change 

the subject. 
"Not much," said Mr. Micawber, slightingly. "Mr. Wick· 

field is, I dare say, a man of very excellent intentions; but 
he is-in short, he is obsolete." 

" I am afraid his partner seeks to make him so," said I. 
"My dear Copperfield!" returned Mr. Micawber, after some 

uneasy evolutions on his stool, "allow me to oiTer a remark I 
I am here in a capacity of confidence. I am here in a position 
of trust. The discussion of some topics, even with ~!rs. 
Micawber herself (so long the partner of my various vicissi­
tudes, and a woman of a remarkable lucidity of intellect), 
is, I am led to consider, incompatible with the functions now 
devolving on me. I would therefore take the liberty of 
suggesting that in our friendly intercouroe-which I trust 
will never be disturbed 1-we draw a line. On one side vf 
this line," said Mr. Micawber, representing it on the desk 
with the office ruler, "is the whole rnn~e of the human 
intellect, with a trifling exception ; on the other, is that 
exception; that is to say, the affairs of ~!ems. Wickfitld 
and Heep, with all belonging and appertaining thereunto. 
I trust I give no offence to the companion of my youth, in 
submitting this proposition to his cooler judgment?'' 

Though I saw an uneasy change in lllr. Micawl!er, which 
sat tightly on him, as if his new duties were a misfit, I felt 
I had no right to be offended. My telling him so, appeared 
to relieve him; and he shook hands with me. 

"I am charmed, Copperfield," said Mr. Micawber, "let 
me assure you, with ~!iss Wickfield. She is a very superior 
young lady, of very remarkable attractions, graces, and virtues. 
Upon my honour," saiJ Mr. Mica11·l.>cr, indefinitely kissing his 
hand and bowing with his genteelest air, "1 do H omagc to 
Miss Wickfield! Hem!" 

" I am glad of that, at least," said I. 
" If you bad not assured us, my deax Copperfield, on the 

occasion of that agreeable afternoon we bad the happine.s 
of passing with you, that D. was your favourite letter," said 
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~lr. l\licawue.r. "I should unquestionobly have supposed that 
A. had bee-n so.)} 

We hn·e all some exp<·rience of a feeling, that comes over 
us occasinnally, of what we are sa yin~ and doing ha>·ing heen 
said and done before, in a remote time-of our having been 
surrounded, dim a,;es ago, by the >ame faces, obiects, and 
circumstances-of our knowing perfectly what will be said 
ne.<t, as if we sud,Jenly remembered it! I never had this 
mysterious impression more strongly in my life, than before 
he uttered those words. 

I tonk my leave of :VIr. ~licawber, for the time, charging 
him with my best remembrances to all at home. As I left 
him, resuming his stool and his pen, and rolling his head in 
his stork, to gd it into e:L~ier wr:tin; order, I clearly perceived 
that there was s,1mc!hing _interposed between him and me, 
since he had con•e into his new functions, which prevented 
our getting at. each other as we used to do, and quite altered 
the character of our intercourse. 
. There was no one in the quaint old drawin~-room, though 
1t presented tokens of l\(rs. Heep's whereabout. I looked 
mto the rc)om st1ll belonging to A,;n!.'S, a.ud saw her sitti.ng 
by the fire, at a pre•ty olcl-fashioned desk she had, writing. 

~!y darkening the light made her look up. What a pleasure 
to be the cau:.e of that bright chan~e in h~r attentive face, and 
the object of that sweet regard and-welcome! 

"7\h, Agnes! 
11 s~id I, when we were sitting together, side 

by stde i 41 I have n'lissed you so much, latelv ! '' 
"Indeed?" she replied. "Again! :\nd. so soon I" 
~. shook ,my head, . . 

I don t. know hmv tt 1s, Agnes; I seem to want so~e 
faculty of mmd that I ought to have. You were so much m 
the habit of thinking for me, in the happy old days here, and 
I came so naturally to you for counsel and support, that I 
reJllv thmk I have mi;,ed acquiring it!" 

"And what is it?" saJd A~nes, cheerfully. 
"I don't know what to call it," I replied. "I think I am 

e3rnest and persevermg? n 

''I am sure of it," said Agnes. 
:: .;nd,Patient, Agnes?" l inq.uired, with a little hesitation. 
11

\ es, ret~me~ Agnes, laughmg ... "Pretty well." . 
And yet, satd I, " I get so mtseroble and warned, and , 

am so unsteady and irresolute in my power of assuring myself, 
1 that I know I must want-shall I call it-reliance, of somel 

kmd?" 
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"Call it so, if you will," said Agnes. 
"Well!" I returned. "See here ! You come to London, 

I rely on you, and I have an object and a course at once. 1 
am driven out of it, I come here, and in a moment 1 feel an 
altered person. The circumstances that distressed me are 
not changed, since 1 came into this room; but an influence 
comes over me in that short interval that alters me, oh, how 
much for the better I What is it? What is your secret, 
Agnes?" 

Her head was bent down, lo0king at the fire. 
"It's the old story," said I. "Don't laugh, when I say it 

was always the same in little things as it is• in greater ones. 
lily old troubles were nonsense, and now they are serious; but 
whene•·er I have gone away from my adopted sister-" 

Agnes looked up-with such a Heavenly face !-and gave 
me her hand, which I kissed. 

"Whenever I have not had you, Agnes, to advise and 
approve in the beginning, I have seemed to go wild, and to 
g<t into all sorts of dtfficulty. When I have come to you, at 
last (as I have always done), I have come to peace and happi· 
ness. I come home, now, like a tired tra\·c!ler, and find such 
a blessed sense of rest ! " 

I felt so deeply what I said, it affected me so sincerely, that 
my voice iai!ed, and I covered my face with my hand, and 
broke into tears. I write the truth. Whatever contradictions 
and inconsistencies there were within. me, as there ar(· within 
so many of us; whate•·er might have been so dim:rent, and so 
much better; whaterer I had done, in which I had perversely 
wandered away from the voice of my own heart; I knew 
nothing of. I only knew that I was fervently in earnest, when 
I felt tl1e rest and peace of having Agnes near me. 

In her placid sisterly manner; with her beaming eyes; with 
her tender voice; and with that sweet composure, which had 
long ago made the house that held her quite a sacred place to 
me; she soon won me from this weakness, and led me on to 
tell all that had happened since our last meeting. 

"And there is not another word to tell, Agnes," said I, when 
I had made an end of my confidence. "Now, my reliance is 
on you." 

"But it must not be on me, Trotwood." returned Agnes 
with a pleasant smile. "It must be on some one else." 

"On Dora? " said I. 
"Assuredly." 
"Why, I have not mentioned, Agnes," said I, a little 
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embarrassed," that Dora is rather diftirultto-I would not, f,r 
the world, sal', to rely upon. becauoe she rs the soul of punty 
and truth-but rr.ther dillicult to·-1 hardly know h"w to 
e)iprt:ss it, Agn~s. She is_ a tim,id little thm~l J.nd 
e>Sily and fnghtcncd. ~orne nme ago, before her 
f.:tthH\ tkalh. when I thought it right to mentiOn to her-but 
I'll tell ynu, if you will bear with me, how it wa~:· 

Accurdin~ly, I told A~ne> ahcntt my declaratton of pov•"ty, 
about the cookery-hook, the housck<ccpitrg accounts, and all 
the re't of it. 

~t Oh, Trotwood! n she remonstmtcd1 with a smile. "Just 
your old headlong way! You might have been in earnest in 
~triving to gl~t on in the ,...,,orld, without being so r~ry sudden 
with a t1mid, loving1 inexperienced girl. Poor Dora! 11 

I never heard such sweet forbearing kindness exprrsscd i_n a. 
vo1cel as she expressed in mal;lng this reply. It was ns tf I 
bad seen her admiringh• and tenderly embracing llor:t, and 
tacitly reprovin:~ me, by her con:-;iJeratc protection, for my hot 
baste in fluttering that little hl'art. 1t was as if I had seen 
Dora, in all her ... fascinating: artle~sness, caressing A~ncs, and 
th:mking htr, and coaxingly :.tppealing against me, ancl loving 
1n0 with all her childish innocence. 

I fdt grateful t<~ A0o1es, and admired her so! I saw those 
two together, in a bright ptrspective1 such \VCll·associated 
friend~, ench adorning the otha so much! 

"\\'hat ought I to do then, Agnes?'' I inquired, after 
at the frre a little while. "What would it be ri,;ht 

to 
I! I think,'' Sitid Agnes, '1 th:.tt the honour:1ble course to take, 

would be to write to those two ladies. Don't you think that 
SL·Crd tourse is an unworthY one?" 

I ~t:ei 
your::iell.'' 

If _W•/1 thrnk " SWcl I. 
to jcdge of such matters," replied 

ht·~itation, "but I CL'rtainly ft·el-in sh?rt, 
secret nnd clandt:stine, is not being hke 

" Like myself, in the too high opinion you have of 01e, 
am afrrtid1 '' said I. 
yo~rseli, in the candour of your nature,)/ she returnt:>d; 

"and therefore I would write to those two ladies. I would 
rehto, as plarnly and "' openly as possible, all that has taken 

: and I would ask their permission to visit sometimes at 
house.. Considering that you are young, and striring for 

a place m lrfe, 1 think it would be well to say that you would 
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readily abide by lLnY conditions they might impose upon you. 
I would entreat them not to dismiss your request, without a 
reference to Dora; and to discuss it with her when they should 
think the time snitable. I would not be too vehement," said 
Ac;nes, gently, "or propose too much. I would trust to my 
fidelity and perse,·erctnce-and to Dora." 

"Hut if they were to frighten Dora again, Agnes, by speaking 
to her," said I. "And if l>r;ra were to cry, and say nothing 
about me ! '1 

"Is that likely?" inquired Agnes, with the same sweet 
consideration in her face. 

"God bkss her, she is as easily scared as a bird," said I. 
"It might be! Or if the two Miss Spenlows (elderly ladies of 
that sort are odd characters sometimes) should not be likely 
persons to address in that way!" 

"I don't think, Trotwood," returned Agnes, raising her 
soft eyes to mine, "I woultl consiJer that. Perhaps it would 
be better only to consid~r whether it is right to do this; and, 
if it is, to do it." 

I had no longer any doubt on the subjec~ With a lightened 
heart, though with a profound sense of the weighty importance 
of my task, I devoted the whole afternoon to the compo,inon 
of the draft of this letter; for whic.h great purpose, Agnes 
relinquished her desk to me. But first I went duwn-otairs to 
see Mr. Wickfield and Uriah Hecp. 

I found Uriah in pussess1on of a new, plaster-smdiing oftlce, 
built out in the garden; looking extraordinarily mean, in the 
midst of a quantity IJf books and papers. He rccc;ved me in 
his usual fawning way, and pretended not to have heard uf my 
arrival from ~Jr. Mieawber; a prttence I took the liberty of 
disbelieving. He accompanied me into Mr. Wicklidd"s room, 
which was the shadow of its former self-having been dil'ested 
of a variety of convcni.ences; for the accommuda.lion of the 
new partner-and stood bdore the fire, warm in~ his hack, and 
shaving his chin with his b•my hand, while Mr. Wicklicld and 
I exchanged greetings. 

"You stay with us, Trotwood, while you remain in Canter~ 
bury?" sa~d ~[r. WJc:.:fitid, not without a blance at Uriah fm 
his approl'al. 

" Is there room for me?" said I. 
"I am sure, Master Copperfieltl-1 should say ;\[i.,tcr, but 

the other comes so natural," said Uriah,-" I \\Otdd turn uut 
of your old room with pleasure, if it would be a~rec•blc." 

"No, no,'' said ~lr. Wick field. "Why should )'Ott I.e 
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incnnvenic•nccd? There's another room. There's another 
r0(!!11.1/ 

"()h, but you knO\Y,'' nturned. Uriah, with a grin," I should 
really be deli~ I. ted!'' . 

To cut the matter short, I saul! would have the other room 
or none .\t all ; so it wa< settled that I should have the other 
room ; and, taking my leave of the firm until dinner, I went 
up·stuir1' :q~,\in. 

I l.:1d h'oped to have no other companion than Agnes. But 
~Irs. Heep had asked permi,i•m to bring herself and her kmt­
ting ncar the fire, in th:lt room ; on prdcnce of its hJ.ving an 
a5pt:ct Blt"~re favourable for her rheumJ.tics, as the wind then 
was, than the drawin~·room or dining-parlour. Though I could 
almost have consigned her to the OH'rcies of the wind on the 
topmost pinnacle of the Catlwdral, without remorse, I made a 
\'irtue of nece->sity, and gave her a fri~.:nrlly salutation. 

'·I'm umbly thankful to you, sir," said ~Irs. Heep, in acknow­
ledgment of my inquiries concrrniog her he.llth, "but I'm only 
pretty well. I haven't much to b":"t of. If I could >ee my 

\Uriah well settl~d in lifr-, I couldn't expt•ct much more, I think. 
I· How do you thmk my Ury lookmg, str 1" 

I thought him looking "'vill.muus as ever, and I replied that 
I saw no change in him. 

"Oh, don't you think he's chang"d?" said Mrs. Hecp. 
"There I must umhly beg leave to' duTcr from you. Don't 
you see a thmness in h11n?" 

"l\ot more than usual,'' I replied. 
"Do1it you thou~h ! " said Mrs. Hcep. "But you don't 

take notice of hun \11th a mother's eye ! " 
HIS mother's eye was an evil eye to the rest of the world, I 

thought as it met mine, howsoever a!Ttctionate to h1m; and I 
believe she and her son were devoted to one another. It 
p;:bsed me, and wept on to Ac;rtes . 

• H Don't )'Ou see a wasting ·;1nd a wearintt in him, Miss 
W~rktield?" inquired Mrs. ileep. b 

"No,'/ said Agnes, quietly pursuing the work on which she 
~as engagt'tl. " \' ou are too sulicitous about him. He is very 
welL') 

~Irs. Heep, with a prodigious sniff, resumed her knitting .. 
Sh~ never left off, or left us for a moment. I had arnved 

early m the day, and we had still three or four hours before 
dmner: bu~ she sat there, plying her knitting-n•·edles ~s 
nhJ!lOton?m'}' ..ts an hour-glass m1ght have pourt:d out t.ts 
sands. ~he sat on one side of the fire ; I sat at the desk m 



David Copperfield 535 
front of it ; a little beyond me, on the other side, sat Agnes. 
Whensoever, slowly pondering over my letter, I lifted up my · 
eyes, and meeting the thoughtful face of Agnes, saw it clear, 
and beam encouragement upon me, with its own angelic ex· 
pression, I was conscious presently of the evil eye passing me, 
and goin~ on to her, and coming back to me again, and drop· 
ping furtively upon the knitting. \\'hat the knitting was; I 
don't know, not being learned in that art; but it looked like a 
net; and as she worked away with those Chinese chopsticks 
of knitting-needles, she showed in the firelight like an ill­
looking enchantress, baulked as yet by the radiant goodness 
opposite, but getting ready for a cast of her net by-and-bye. 

At dinner she maintained her watch, with the same unwink­
ing eyes. After dinner, her son took his turn; and when Mr. 
Wickfield, himself, and I were left alone together, leered at 
me, and writhed until I could hardly bear it. In the drawing­
room, there was the mother knitting and watching again. All 
the time that Agnes sang and played, the mother sat at the 
piano. Once she asked for a particular ballad, which she :;aid 
her Ury (who was yawning in a great chair) doted on; and at 
intervals she looked round at him, and reponed to Agnes that 
he was in r~ptures with the music. But she hardly ever spoke 
-I question if she ever did-without making some mention of 
him. It was evident to me that this was the duty assigned 
to her. 

This lasted until bedtime. To have seen the mother .md 
son, like two great bats hanging over the whole house, and 
darkening it with their ugly forms, made me so uncnmfortahlc, 
that I would rather have remained down-stairs, knitting and all, 
than gone to bed. I hardly got any sleep. Next day the 
knitting and watching began again, and lasted all day. 

I had not an opportunity of speaking to Agnes, for ten minutes. 
I could barely show her my lttter. I proposed to her to walk 
out with me ; but Mrs. Heep repeltedly complaining thlt she 
was worse, Agnes charitably remained within, to be;u- her com· 
pany. Towards the twilight I went out by myself, musing on 
what I ought to do, and whether I was justified in withholding 
from Agnes, any longer, what Uriah Heep had told me in 
London: for that began to trouble me again, very much. 

I had not walked out far enough to be quite clear of the 
town, upon the R:lmsgate road, when there was a good path, 
when I was hailed, through the dust, by somebody behind me. 
The shambling figure, and the scanty great coat, were not to 
be mistaken. I stopped, and Uriah Heep came up. 
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II \\',.11?" SJid I. 
"How f::tit vnu walk! l) said hC'. "1[y legs are pretty long! 

but y•>u\·e give11 \::m r1uite a 
"\Vhli're "''u ~nin·T? '' I. 
"I am ' w;th )"au. ~!ast~r C'upperlield, if you'll allow 

me the pl·;asure of a walk with an. old ac.luaintance!' suxing 
this, with a jerk of his body, whrch nnght have been erth.r 
propni:vtory or derisive, he fdl into step beside, me. 

"L' nah!" sa1d I, as ovilly as I could, after a srknce. 
")bster Coppertield!" saiJ Uriah. 
''To teil you the truth (at which you will not be offended), 
came our to walk alone, be<\<USe I have had so much 

C('mpany.1 . 
He looked at me sideways, anrl said with his hardest gnn­

u You m!:!an mother." 
"\\'hy, yes, I do," said I. 
u Ah! Hut you know we're so \'ery umble/' he returned. 

"And havi11g such a knowlcdgt: of our O\\'n un1hlene~s, we 
must really take care that we're not pusl.ed to the wall by thetn 
a.<; I.'.01t umblc. 1\ll arc fair in ll)Ve, sir." 

Raising his unul they touched his chin, he 
rubbed them and soltlv chuckled : looking as like a 
~~:t.voknt bah, •o11, I thou0ht, as anything human could 

"You S(:~~.'' hl· still hut:r~ing himself in that unpleasant 
'~;1y, anr! :-~h:ikin~ his at tnl', <~ yvu 're quite a dan~erous 
rn<d,_ :\·Iast~r Coppr:"rtldd. \'ou alw:1ys was, you know/' 

"Do you set a watch upor, \[,ss· ll'ickneld, and mal.e her 
ho~r:.e nCl home, lJecause- t~t me?" sr~iJ I. 

.. \ lh 1 ~bstcr Copp,r(,eld ! Tho>e are very arsh words," he 

Pl:t my OH:.\ning into aliV words rou like" said I. 11 You 
know what it i!5, Cnah, a~ wt.::ll r~s 1 d:).j) ' 

'' Oh nc, ~ VPU Olu:;t it into word~," he said. "Oh, 
I r.Puldn't 

:-,uppo:-~e, :-.:ud L constmininct nwself to be Vt:.rY 
:m.l wlth him, on acc.ou~ or' :\.cines. "that I 

uth~rwi:-.t~ than as a very dear sister?'' 
.. II' ell, "laoter CupperfreiJ," he replied, "you perceive I am 

~~ot bound to an~wer that qut·stJOn. You muy not, you know. 
1tut th~::n1 you s ... ·t:, you mav: '1 

Anything to equal the low cunning of his visage, and of his 
;;hadow!e:::: t:\'es Without tht: ghost of an eyelash, I never saw. 

"Colllc then~" so1d L '' t'or the sake of Miss Wick field-'' 
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"My Agnes I'' he exclaimed, with a sickly, angular contortion 

of himself. "Would you be so good as call her Agnes, Master 
Copperfield I " 

"For the sake of Agnes Wickfield-Heaven ble~s her!" 
"Thank you for that blessing, J\Iaster Copperfield I" he 

interpo<ed. 
"I will tell you what I should, under any other circumstances, 

as soon have thought of telling to-Jack Ketch." 
"To who, sir?" said Uriah, stretching out his neck, and 

shading his ear with his hand. 
"To the hangman,"! retl>med. "The most unlikely person 

I could think of,"-though his own face had sugg•sted the allu· 
sion quite as a natural sequence. "I am engaged to another 
young lady. I hope that contents you." 

"Upon your soul?" said Uriah. 
I was about indignantly to g1ve my assertion the contirma· 

tion he required, when he caught hold of my hand, and gave 
it a sque~ze. 

"Oh, Master Copperfield," he said, "If you had only had 
the condescension to return my confidence when I poured out 
the fulness of my art, the night I put you so much out of 
the way by sleeping beiore your sitting-room fire, I never 
should have doubted you. As it is, I'm sure I'll take off 
mother directly, and only too appy. I know you'll excuse the 

• precautions of afl'cction, won't you? What a pity, Alaster 
Copp~rfidd, that you didn't condescend to return my confi­
dence! I'm sure I gave you every opportunity. Hut you 
ne,·cr have condescended .. to me, as much as I could have 
wished. I know you have never liked me, as I have liked 
you 1" 

All this time he was squeezing my hand with his damp fishy 
fing~rs, while I made every effort I decently could to get it 
away. But I was quite unsuccessful. He drew it under the 
sleeve of his mulberry-coloured great coa(, and I walked on, 
almost upon compulsion, arm in arm with him. 

"Shall we turn?" said Uriah, by-and-bye whcciing me face 
about towards the town, on which the early moon was now 
shining, silvering the distant windows. 

"Before we l~ave the subject, you ought to understand," 
said I, breaking a pretty long silence, "that I believe Agnes 
Wickfield to be as far above you, and as far retnO\'ed from all 
ymtr aspirations, as that moon herself I " 

"Peaceful! Ain'tshe!"said Uriah. "Very! Nowconfess, 
.Master Copperfield, that you haven't liked me quilt: as I have 



liked \'OU. ,\1! 
~huu\Jn't wonder 

DJ.\ id CoppcrficlJ 
yuu've thought me too umble now, I 

'' 1 ;un not fond of professions of humility," I returned, ''or 
proft·~silm-; of anythinr::: t:bt:." 

"Ther•' now I" s,1id C ri:.h, looking flabiJy and lead-coloured 
in the moonli:Zllt. '' ])idn't I know it I But how little you 
think of the ;;~htful umbleness of a per;on in my station, 
~laster ! Father and me was both hrought up 
at :.1 for boys ; :l!Hl mother, she wa.s like-
wi'e brought up at a public, sort of charitable, establi,hment. 
They taught U> all a deal of umbleness-not much ei>e that 
I kno,,· of, from morning to night. \\'e W:\S to he umble to 
this and umble to that : and to pull off our caps here, 
and bows there; and always to know om place, and 
ab:c;e ourselves before our betters. And we had such a lot 
of betters! Father got the monitor·med.li by being umble. 

I! So did I. Father got made a sexton hy being umiJie. He 
had the character .. ,n.ong the gentlefolks, of being such a 
well·hehavcd man, that they were determined to bring h1m 
in. 'Bt• umble, L'ri:lh,' says father to me, • and you'll get on. 
It was '~·hat was a\w~ty~ lwinp- diuned into you and me at 
school ; 1fs what gnes duwn bt:st. lJe umhle/ says father, 
'and von'll do!' And teallv it ain't done bad I" 

It ,;·as the- ilrst time it h;d ever occurred to nw. that this 
dekstablt C;lllt o~ false hu1t1ility might have originated out 
of the Hc·ep family. I had seen the harvest, but hnd never 
thou;.,:ht of the ~eed. 

•· \\'hen I was quite a young boy," said Uriah, "I got to 
know what uml>leness did, and I took to it. I ate umble pie 
~vith nn apodite. I st<,pped at the umble point of my learn· 
mg, and says I, ' Hold hard ! ' When you offered to teach 
me Lltm, I knew better. 'People like to be above you,' says 
f.lther, 'h·ep your;e\f down.' 1 am very umble to the present 
moment, ~bster Co~perfieid, but I've got a little power!" 

And he said all this-! knew, as I saw his face in the 
moonlight--that I mi •ht undorstand he was resolved to re· 
compense himself by ~sin~ his power. 1 had never doubted 
hJS meanness, his craft and malice; but I fully comprehended 
no."> for the first time, what a Lase, unrelenting, and revengeful 
spmt, must have been engendered by this early and this long 
SUJlpr~s~ton. 

\lis account of himself was so far attended with an agreeable 
result, that it led to his withdrawing his hand in orderc that he 
lll1,;ht have ~n,,ther hug of himself under the chin. Once apart 
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froin him, I was determined to keep apart; and we walked 
back, side by side, saying \'ery little more by the way. 

Whether his spirits were eJe,·ated by the communication I 
had made to him, or by his having indulged in this retrospect, 
I don't know ; but they were raised by some influence. He 
talked more at dinner than was usual with him ; asked his 
mother (off duty from the moment of our re.entering the house) 
whether be was not growing too old for a bachelor : and one~ 
looked at Agnes so, that I would have given all I had, for leave 
to knock him down. 

When we three males were left alone after dinner, he got 
into a more adventurous state. He had taken little or no 
wine; and I presume it was the mere insolence of trium.ph 
that was upon him, flushed perhaps by the temptation my 
presence furnished to its exhibition. 

I had observed yesterday, that he tried to entice Mr. 
Wickfield to drink; and interpreting the look which Agnes 
had given me as she went out, had limited m)•self to one glass, 
and then propostd that we should follow her. I would have 
done so again to-day; but Uriah was too quick for me. 

"We seldom see our present visitor, sir," he said, address· 
ing Mr. Wickfield, sitting, such a. contrast to him, at the end 
of the table, "and I should propos~ to give him welcome in 
another glass or two of wine, if you have no objections. Mr. 
Copperfield, your elth and appiness I" 

I was obliged to make a show of taking the hand he 
stretched across to me ; and then, with very different emotions, 
I took the band of the broken gentleman, his partner. 

"Come, fellow•partner," said Uriah, "if 1 may take the 
liberty,-now, suppose you give us something or another 
appropriate to Copperfield ! " 

I pass over Mr. Wickfield's proposing my aunt, his pro­
posing Mr. Dick, hi~ ~roposing I?octor~' Con;mons, his pro. 
posmg Unah, h1s dnnkmg everythmg tw1ce; h1s consciousness 
or his own weakness, the ineffectual effort that he made against 
it; the struggle between his shame in Uriah's deportment, and 
his desire to conciliate him ; the manifest exult~tion with which 
Uriah twisted and turned, and held him up before me. It 
m~~e ~e sick at heart to see, ·and my hand recoils from 
wntmg 1t. 

"Come, fellow·partner!" said Uriah, at last, "I'll give you 
another one, and I umbly ask for bumpers, seeing I intend to 
make it the divinest of her sex. • 

Her father had his empty glass in his hand. I saw him set 
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was so like. put his han0 to his 

!n h1s clhnw-ch,tir. 
to gi"'' you her elth,"' pr0ccedecl 

.i<huir•c·~-ad•>rt: her.'' 
IJ.i!O th,tt !h·r f:.1ther's grey hend could h:1xc 
coulJ have L1:~n 1110re terrible to O!e, th::m 

l S.1.,"~' compn::o~ed now "ithin both his 

said U ri.lh, either not regarding him, or not 
the nature 0f his action was, jl •\.;nes \\"ifkfield 

the tiivine-;t nf h·~·r s·~x. ~!Cly 1 spe:-~k out, 
be her father is a proud distini tion, but to 

mt; en.:r such a cry, as ~hat with 
her f.ttLcr ruse 

"\\'hat':; the mall• said Uriah, turnin~ of a deadly 
rolour. '·You arc not -::on~ mad, a!tcr all, .:\lr. \\'icklidd, 
[hope? If I :'i:l)' rve ~n ambition to tllake your A~rH.:S my 

haw: as a to it as another m:m. I have e 
to it :tny m~t:t ~ '' 

arms round ~lr. \\'icktit:ld, implori11~ him by 
1 could think ol:enest of all l•v his love 

ITI&: .l JIOl 
f~Jl" he kc•v'W not 

S}Jf'<"t:tr\t•. 

lie WU$ m:~d ior the 
hi~ head, trymg to 

mt', not amwer~ 
any one; bl!ndly <;tri\'in3 
staring and distorted-a 

conj.tr·.:•J ;Ji!n, mr ~,'""''''"" 
/li,•B!H.:r. tl'Jt t'J aiJaWI•m to this wiltlne:-.". tl) hear 

I him tv think of Agnes, to connt'ct me with 
h()\\' ~\~TK 'i and 1 had grown ~lp to.~dher, 

•l lH:r ;mrl !lll'o.:d !J, 1W she was h1s pr;tle ;tnd 
•.i ~o ht:r id.-.~ him in any form; 1 C\'en 

reprn:>l..hc·J h"J!ll unt h.l·.im: tirmne<>s to spJ.re hl'r the 
know\tl\·:~~.· (11 SU( b a scene as this. I han! 

'Jf hls wi\Jne:;:; 111n.y h .. \ve 
.11Hl be£.::tn to at me-str~i.tl;!t-ly 

ln his eyes. At lenblh he said, 
'' 1 ~·:,•\\', Trotwo<,J! My d:n!ing child and you-! know! 
l:~.t i 10k :lt j,im! '' 

H·· to Criah, p:t!e and glowering in a corner, 
very much out in his calculations, and whn by 

~t!rpri~~,;. 
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"Look at my torturer," he replied. "Before him I have 

step by step abandoned name and reputation, peace and quiet, 
house and home." 

"I have kept your name and reputation for you, and your 
peace and quiet, and your house and home too," said Uriah, 
IVith a sulky, hurried, defeated air of compromise. "Don't 
be foolish, l\Ir. Wickfield. If I have gone a little beyond 
what you were prepared for, I <:an. go back, I suppose? 
There's no harm done.'' 

"I looked for single motives in every one," said Mr. 
\\'ickfield, "and I was satisfied I had bound him to me by 
motives of interest. But see what he is-oh, see what 
he is!'' 

"You had better stop him, Copperfield, if you can," cried 
Uriah, with his long forefinger pointing to~>ards me. "He'll 
say something presently-mind you !-he'll be sorry to have 
said afterwards, and you'll be sorry to have heard ! " 

"I'll s•y anything!" cried Mr. Wickfield, with a desperate 
air, "Why should 1 not be in all the world's power if I am in 
yours?" 

"Mind I I tell you ! " said U rial1, continuing to warn me. 
" If you don't stop his mouth, you're not his friend : Why 
shouldn't you be in all the world's power, lllr. Wickfield? 
Because you have got a daughter, You and me know what 
we know, don't we ? Let sleeping dogs lie-who wants to 
rouse 'em? 1 don't. Can't you see 1 am as umble as I cnn 
be? I tell you, if I've gone too far, I'm sorry. What would 
you have, sir ? " 

"Oh, Trotwood, Trotwood ! " exclaimed Mr. Wickfifld, 
wringing his hands. 11 \\'hat I have come down tn he, since 
I first saw you in this house! 1 was on my do•-nward way 
then, but the dreary, dre"'y road I h'l\'e traversed since I 
\\' eak indulgence has ruined me. lndul~ence in remem­
brance, and indulgence in forg<tfolness. ~ly natural grief 
for mv child's mother turned to disease; my n.ttural Jv. e 
for my child turned to disease. I have infected c1•cryt hing I 
touched. I have brought misery on what I dearly Jove, I 
know- You know! I thought it possii,Je that 1 could truly 
love one creature in the world, and nut love the rest; I thou~ht 
it possible that I could truly O>vurn for one creatme gone out 
of the world, and not have some part in the grief of all who 
mourned. Thus the lessons of my life have been perverted! 
1 have preyed on my OIV!l morbid coward heart, and it has 
preyed oo me. Sordid in my srief, sordid in my Jove, sordid 
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in miserable e~cape from the Jar~er side of both, oh see 
the 1 Jm a11d natt! shun rn~! 

1 [" dropped into a and W(,akiy snbb~d. The •~cite. 
ment into "hich he had been rous.:d was Jea,,ng btm. L nah 
ca1ne out of his corner. 

"I don't know all I have done, in mv fatuity," satd ~lr. 
\Vickfidd, pmtmg out his blnds, as if to deprecate my 
condtmnati0n. "He knows best,'' meaning Uriah Heep, "for 
he has alwavs been at my elbow, whispering me. You see the 
milhtone tltat he is about my neck. You find him in my 
house, you lind .him in n:y business. You heard him, but a 
little time ago. What nc(d b:lvc I to say more!" 

"You haven't need to say Sll much, nor half so much, nor 
anything at all," observed Uriah, half defiant, and half fawning. 
"You wouldn't have took it up so, if it hadn't been f<>r the 
wine. You'Jlthink better of it to-morrow, sir. If I have said 
too much, or more than I meant, what of it I I haven': stood 
by it I" 

The door opened, and A:;nes, gliding in, without a n:sti.ge 
~ of colour in her face, put her arm round his neck, and steadtly 
/' s1id, "hpa, you are not well. Come with me!" He bid his 

head upon her shoulder, as if he were oppreS~ed with heavy 
shame, and went out with her. Her eyes met mine for but an 
inst:mt, yet I saw how much she knew uf what had passed. 

"I didn't expect he'd cut up so rou~h. ~laster Copperfield," 
said Unah. "But it's nothmg. I'll be friends with him 
to-morrow. It's for his good. I'm umbly anxious for hts 
good.u 

I gave him no answer, and W<:nt up·stairs intq the quiet 
room where Agnes had so often sat beside me at my books. 
Nobody came near me until late at ni0ht. I took up a book 
and tned to read. I heard the clocks strike twelve, and W(l.S 

still rcadmg. without k11owino what I read when Agnes 
touched me. " ' 

"You w11\ be going early in the morning, Trotwood! Let 
u~ sa v f!ood-Lve now 1 " 

She l)ad bee~ wecpillg, but her face then was so ca!Jt, and 
btJutifu!! 

" Heaven bless yuu! 11 she said, giving rue her hand. 
"fleare::.t Agnes ! 11 I returned, 11 I see you ask me not to 

speak of to-night-but is there nothing to be done I" 
'' TIH:re is (_;od to trust in! 11 she replred. 
"C1n I do nothing-/, who come to you with my poor 

SQ!r()II'S ?11 
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"And make mine so much lighter," she replied. "Dear 

Trotwood, no ! " 
" Dear Agnes," I said, " it is presumptuous for me, who am 

so poor in all in which you are so rich-goodness, resolutiOn, 
all noble qualities-to doubt or direct you; hut you know how 
much !love you, and how much I owe you. You will never 
sacrifice yourself to a mistaken sense of duty, Agnes? " · 

More agitated for a moment than I had ever seen her, she 
took her hand from me, and moved a step back. 

"Say you have no such thought, dear AgnesJ Much more 
than sister! Think of the priceless gift of such a heart as 
yours, of such a Jove as yours I" 

Oh I long, long afterwards, I saw that face rise up before me, 
with its momentary look, not wondering, not accusing, not 
regretting. Oh, long, long afterwards, I saw that look subside, 
as it did now, into the lovely smile, with which she told me she 
had no fear for herself-! need have none for her-and parted 
from me by the name of Brother, and was gone ! 

It was dark in the morning when I got upon the coach at 
the inn door. The day was just breaking when we were about 
to start, and then, as I sat thinking of her, came struggling up 
the coacb side, through the mingled day and night, Uriah's head. 

"Copperfield ! " said he, in a croaking whisper, as he hung 
by the iron on the roof, " I thought you'd be glad to hear, 
before you went off, that there are no squares broke between 
us. I've been into his room already, and we've made it all 
smooth. Why, though I'm umble, I'm useful to him, you 
know; and he understands his interest when he isn't in 
liquor! What an agreeable man he is, after all, Master 
Copperfield ! " 

I obliged myself to say that I was glad he had made his 
apology. 

"Qh, to be sure!" said Uriah. "When a person's umbie, 
y~u kn_ow, ~hat's an apology? So easy! I say! I suppose," 
wtth a Jerk, you have sometJmes plucked a. pear before it was 
ripe, Master Copperfield ? "· 

"I suppose I have," I replied. 
"I did that las~ night," said Uriah; "but it'll ripen yet! It 

only wants attendmg to. I can wait!" 
Profuse in his far~wells, he got down again as the coachman 

got up. For anyt~mg I. know, he was eating something to 
keep the raw mormng au out; but he made motions with his 
mouth as tf the pear were ripe already, and he were smacking 
hts lips over tL 
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CHAPTER XL 

THr: W.l..NDERER 

1\"E had a verv serious conveJSation in Buckingham Street that 
ni~ht, ab•JUt the domestic occurrences I have detailed in the 
l"'t chapter. ~[y aunt w.IS deeply interested in them, and 
waiked up and down the room with her arms folded, for more 
than two hours afterwards. Whenever she was particularly 
Jiscrnnposed. she always performed one of these pedestrian 
feats; and the amount of her discomposure might always be 
estlmated by the duration of her wa\k. On this occasion she 
was so much disturbed in mind as to find it nece%ary to open 
the bedroom dc·OT, and make a course for herseli, comprising 
the full extent of the bedrooms fwm wall to wall; and while 
Mr. Dick and I sat quietly by the fire, she kept passing in and 
out, alan~ this measured track, at an unchanging pace, with the 
re~ularity of a clock·ptndulum. 

\\'hen my aunt and I were left to ourselves by Mr. Dick's 
~mng out to bed, I sc<t .Jown to write my letter to the two old 
ladtes. llv that time she wns tired ,,r walkin~. and sat by the 
fire with her dress tucked ur• as usual. But i~stead of sitting 
in her usual manner, holdm~ her glass upon her knee, she 
suiTr;rPd it to. 5t:ttHl lWf.dt:ded on the. chimney· piece; and, 
restms her lett dbow on her right arm, and her chin on her 
lett hand, looked thoughtfullv at me. As often as I raised my 

from what I was ab,;ut, I met hers. "I am in the 
of tcmpl'rs, my dear/ she would assure me with a 

nod. but I am fid.~et~d and sorry!" 
I had IJ\•en too husy to obset·,·c, until after she was gone to 

bed, that she had left her night·nlixture, as she always called 
1t •. tmta'-tcd on the chimnt.:y,pk·C('. She came to her door, 
<lith even more than her usual atfection of manner. when I 
knock·;d to acquaint her with this discovery; but said, 
"I h:..~.se not the hL~rt to take it

1 
Trot, to-night," and her 

and went in al~ain. 
re:.d my letter to the two old ladies, in the mornin;, 

and approved of it. l posted it, and had nothing to do 
then., but wait, as patiently as I could, for the reply. I was 
still m th1s state of e:,rectation, ·and had been, for nearly a 
we,k: when I leftthe l>ortor's one snowy night, to walk honte. 

It haJ been a bttter day, and a cutting north-east wmd had 
blown for some time. The wind had gone down with the hght, 
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and so the snow had come on. It was a heavy, ~ettled fall, I 
recollect, in great tlakes; and it lay thick. The no1se of wheels 
and tread of people 1vere as hushed as if the streets had been 
$trewn that depth 11ith feathers. 

My shortest way home,--and I naturally took the shortest 
way on such a night-:ovas .through Saint Martin's Lan~ 
Now, the church which g1ves 1tS name to the lane, stood m 
a less free situation at that time; there being no open space 
before it, and the lane winding down to the Strand. As I 
passed the steps of the portico, I encountered, at the comer, 
a woman's face. It looked in mine, passed across the narrow 
l:~ne, and disappeared. I knew it. I bad seen it somewhere. 
But I could not remember where. I bad some asrociation with 
it, that struck upon my heart directly; but I was thinking 
of anything else when it can1e upon me, and was confused, 

On the steps of the church, there was the stooping figure 
of a man, who had put down some burden on the smooth. 
snow, to adjust it; my seeing the face, and my seeing him, were 
simultaneous. I don't think I had stopped in my surprise: 
but, in any case, as I went on, he rose, turned 11.nd came 
down towards me. I stood face to face with Mr. Peggotty 1 

Then I remembered the woman. It was Martha, to whom 
Emily had given the money that night in the kitchen. 
:Martha Endell-side by side with whom, he would not have 
seen his dear niece, Ham hnd told me, for all the treasures 
wrecked in the sea. 

We shook hands heartily. At first, neither of us could 
speak a word. 

"Mas'r Davy! • he said, griping me tight, "it do my art 
good to see you, sir. Well met, well met I" 

"Well met, my dear old friend!'' said I. 
. "I h~d 'f:Y tho1~ts ~· coming to make inquiration for you, 

sir, to·n!fht, he 53<'!- but kno1nng as your aunt wns living 
along WI yo?-fur I ve been down yonder-Yarmouth way-I 
was afcere~ 11 was t~ late. I should have come early in the 
mornmg, s1r, afore going away." 

11 A~ain? ,. said I. 
to·:~~~~y· he replied, patiently shaking his head, " I'm away 

" Where were you going now 1" I asked · 
" " Well! " .he replied, shaking the snow ~ut of his long hair 

I was a-gomg to turn m somewheers." ' 
In thos~ days there was a side-entrance to the stable·prd 

of the Golden Cross, the inn so memorable to me in 
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t'utmelion wilh hi~ misfortune, n~.arly opposite to where we 
sto()d. I pointt·d out the pteway, put my arm throu~h his, 
anrl we went across. Two or three pubhc-rooms opened out 
of t!1e stable-yard ; and looking into one of them, and finding 
it ernptv o.tld a .• ,,od fire burnmg, I took him in there. 

\\'ben' l ,aw hm1 in the h~ht. I observed, not only that his 
hair was lonr; and ragged, but that his face was burnt dark by 
the suo. H'e was greyer, the lines it1 his face and forehead 
were deeper. and he had appearance of having toiled 
and wandered through all of weather: but he looked 
wrv stron7, and like a man upheld by stedfastness of purpose, 
wcom nothing could tire out. He shook the snow from hJS 
hat and clothes, and brushed it a11ay from his face, while I 
was inwardly making these remarks. As he sate down opposite 
to me at a table, with his back to the door by which we had 
entered, he put out his rough band again, and grasped mine 
wnnnly. 

" I'll tell you, lvhs'r Davy," he .<aid,-" wheer-all I've been, 
and what-all we've heerd. I've been fur, and we've heerd 
little; but .I'll tell you 1 

•· 

I rang the bell for something hot to drink. He would have 
nothmg stronger than ale: and while it was bein~ brought, 
and being·warmed at the fire, he sat thinking. There was a 
lme massive gravrty in his face, I did not venture to disturb. 

"When she was a child," he s:~id. lifting up his head soon 
alter we were left alone, "she used to talk to me a deal about 
the sea, and about them coasts wheer the sea got to be dark 
blue, .and to lay a-shining and a-shining in the sun. I thow~, 
odd tlOJes, as her father bemg drownded made her think on rt 
>O much. I doen't know, you see, but maybe she believed­
or hoped-he had drifted out to them parts, wheer the flowers 
JS always a-blowtn~. and the country bright." 

::!tis likely to have been a childish fancy,'' I replied. , 
. \I hen she was-lest," soid Mr. Peggotty, " I know d 
m my mwd, as he would take her to them countries. I 
know'd in my n•ind, as he'd have told her wonders of 'em, 
•.nd how she was to be a lady theer, and how he got her 
hsten to him fust, along o' sech like. When we see his 

I k~ow'd quite well as I was right. I went across· 
the skv."to !·ranee, and landed theer, as if I'd fell down from 

I s~w the door move, and the snow drift jn, I saw it move 
a httle more, and a hand softly interpose to keep it open. 

"l found out an English gen'leman as was in authority,'' 
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said Mr. Peggotty, 11 and told him I was a·going to seek my 
niece. He got me them papers as I wanted fur to carry me 
through-! doen't rightly know how they're called-and he 
would have give me money, but that I was thankful to have no 
need oo. I thank him kind, for all he done, I'm sure I 'l've 
wrote afore you,' he says to me, 'aod I shall speak to many as 
"~II come that way, and many will know you, fur distant from 
beer, when you're a-travelling alone.' I told him, best as 1 
was able, what my gratitoode was, and went away through 
France." · 

" Alone, and on foot? " said I. 
"Mostly a-foot," he rejoined; 11 sometimes in carts along 

with people going to market; sometimes in empty coaches. 
Many mile a day a-foot, and often with some poor soldier or 
another, travelling to see his friends. I couldn't talk to him," 
said Mr. Peggotty, "nor he to me; but we was company for 
one another, too, along the dusty roads." 

I should have known that by his friendly tone. 
11 When I come to any town," he pursued, "I found the inn, 

and waited about the yard till some ono turned up (some one 
mostly did) as know'd English. Then I told how that I was 
on my way to seek my niece, and they told me what manner of 
geotlefolks was in the house, and I waited to see any as seemed 
like her, going in or out. When it warn't Em'ly, I went on 
ageo. By little and little, when I come to a new village or 
that, among the poor people, I found they know'd about me. 
They would set me down at their cottage doors, and give me 
what-not fur to eat and drink, and show me wheer to sleep ; 
and many a woman, Mas'r Davy, as has had a daughter of about 
Em'ly's age, I've found a-waiting fur me, at Our Saviour's Cross 
outside the village, fur to do me sim'lar kindnesses. Somo! has 
had daughters as was dead. And God only knows how good 
them mothers was to me ! '' 

It was Martha at the door. I saw her haggard, listening face 
distinctly. My dread was lest he should turn his head, and s<e 
her too. 

"They would often put their children-partic'lar their little 
girls," said Mr. Peggotty, "upon my knee; and many a time 
you might have seen me sitting at their doors, when night was 
coming on, a' most as if they'd been my Darling's children. Oh, 
my Darling!" 

Overpowered by sudden grief, be sobbed aloud. I laid my 
trembling hand upon the hand he put before his face. "Thankee, 
sir,u he said, "doen't take no notice., 
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In a very little while he tnok his hand aw:.y and put it on his 

brea,;;t
1 

and went on with h1s story. . 
"They ofttn. walkt!d with me/' he said, "in the mornmg, 

mavbe a mile or two upon my road; and when we p.trted, 
and I said, ' I'm very thankful to you 1 God Llcss you ! ' 
thev alwavs seemed to understand, and answered pleasa11t. 
At 'last I· come to the sea, It warn t hard, you may suppuse, 
for a seafaring man like me; to work his way over to Italy. 
\\'hen I got thcer, I wandered on as l had done afore, The 
people was just as good to me, and I should have gone from 
tvwn to town, maybe the country through, but that I got 
news of her bt:ing seen among thern Swiss mountains yondt:r. 
One as know'd his sarvant see 'em theer, all three, and told 
me how they travelkd, and wheer they was, I mode fur 
them mountains, ~las1r DaY)', day J.nd night. Ev\.~r so fur 
as I went, ever so fur the mountains seemed to shift away 
from me. But I come up with )ern, and I crossed 

1

em. 
When 1 got nigh the place as I bad been told of, I beg.rn to 

~ thmk within nry own sell; ' \Vh:tt shall I do when I see her?'" 
r The listen1ng face, insensible to the inclement m'ht, still 

drooped at the door, and the hands be~~ed me-prayed me-
not to cast it forth. ' 

"I nc\·er doubttd her," said T\(r. P~·~:..;otty. 4
' No! Not 

a bit! On'y let her see my face-on·y let her beer my 
vo1ce-on'y ld my stanning ~till afore her blinu; to her 
thoughts the home she had ·fled awav from, and the child 
she had been-and if she had ~r<·w~d to be a royal lady, 
she'd have fell down at my feet 1 1 know'd it well : :llany a 
t1me in my sleep h:1d I beerd her cry out, 'Uncle!' and 
seen her. fall like death afore me. ~!any a time in sleep 
had I ra~>ed her up, .tnd wl1i>pered to her, 'En1'ly, my I 
n.m come fnr bring ft>rgivent!~s, and to take you home 1 

He and shook his head, and went on with a 
I! lie was nowt to me now. En,'lv was all. I 

counrry dres-s to put uron hd; and I know'd 
f(lUihl, she wuu!rl walk be:-;ide tnt' over them stonv go 
wheer l would, und nC\Cr, ucrer, lt:ave me more. To put 
that,;,.,,, upon her, awl to ca~t off what she wore-to take 
h~,._·r on my arm .:1-:ain, an~i w;)ndt•r towards hon1e-to :·wp 
SOITit'flhk, the road, anU he,d her brulsed teet <lnll her 

hectrt-was all that I tbowt of now. I J,,,n't 
b··lic·ve I hare done so much as look at him. But, 
l\Lts'r U,Lry, iL \Y:un't to 1 I was too hte, and 
tbt') was guue. \\'heer, I learn. Some said het.:rt 
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some said theer. I travelled heer, and I travelled theer, but 
I found no Em'ly, and I travelled home." 

"How long ago?" I asked. 
"A matter o' fower days," said Mr. Peggotty. "I si~hted 

the old boat arter dark, and the light a·shining in the win•lcr. 
When I come nigh and looked in through the gbs, I •·<· the 
faithful creetur lvlissis Gummidge sittin' by the fire, as •e had 
fixed upon, alone. I called out, ' Doen't be afcerd 1 lt's 
Dan'll ' and I went in. I never could have thowt the · .\d 
boat would have been so strange I" 

From some pocket in his breast he took out, with aver} 
careful hand, a small paper ·bundle containing two or three 
letters or little packets, which he laid upon the table. 

"This fust one come," he said, selecting it from the rest, 
"afore I had been gone a week. A fifty pound Bank note, in 
a sheet of paper, directed to me, and put underneath the door 
in the night. She tried to hide her writing, but she couldn't 
hide it from Me ! " 

He folded up the note again, with great patience and care, 
in exactly the same form, and laid it on one side. 

"This come to ;\!issis Gummidge," he said, opening another, 
"two or three months ago."· After looking at it for some 
moments, he gave it to me, and added in a low voice, "Be so 
good as read it, sir." 

I read a.s follows : 
"Oh what will you feel when you see this writing, :~.nd know it com•:)} 

from my wicked hand! Hut try,. try-nol {or my sake, .but fnr u:-~,cle's 
~uodncss, try to let yuur hc:1rt sotten to me, only (or a Jmle little umc I 
fry, pray do, to relent towa:rcls n miserable ~irl, 11nd wrilc rlnwn nn n b1t 
of pnper whether be i11 well, and wh:lt he SJ.i,\ nbout me before you i::ft utf 
ever IT.tming me among )'OUr..dvcs-:wd wtw,lwr, o( a nwl1t, when it is 
m)' old time of coming home, youe,·cr see hint look ~H\ if he thought of unc 
he tl'-ui Lo love .:o dl'.lf. Oh, my ht:art ts hreak111g Wh!!l\ I think about it I 
I am l:ncdin~ dnwn to you, htt::"~ltl::! :~od pra,in,; you not to be a., hllrd 
with me as l t!l'~t:ne-a.l!; l well, well know I dc·er.·c-but to be -.o gentle 
and so J;Ood, a." to wrire down Mmcth1ng of l1im, anti to ~end it lo m••, 
You need not c..tll mt!' Little, you need not cnll me by the Mme I h:'lve 
di~:.;raccd j Lut oh, }j<;t('n to my agony, and h:l\'e mercy on me !1-0 lar :t.'> to 
wrue me ~ome word vf uncle, nercr, never to bt- seen in rim wt~rh1 by n.y 
eyes. again! 

"Dear, if your hctl.rt is hard toward~ me~ju,tly hnrd, I !-now-bitt, 
Li~ten, if it is h;ud, dear, n:;k him I hav-e wtc.nged the ml)~t-l,:m wJv,~c 
wift! { W3.S tO ha'\"e b~n-hcfnre you qni(e d'!cide :J~1n~t my pO<)t' p<N 
prnyer! If he J>hould he so co_mpa.11'1ionnte <H to MY lh1t you mq~ht write 
something for me to read-! lhmk he would, oh, I thmk he would, If ynu 
would only Jsk him, for he alway~ was !>CJ brave and so f"r~t~·in;,:-t,:J! h;m 
then (but Mt else), thnt when I h'!;U lhe \~ind hlowin~ at nig/11, I feel a.'S 
if it was rati:iing- angnly from seeing him and uncle, and was ~oing up to 
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God ml! ·r~·ll him that 
w,.,. wn,,!.\ h• ~".t;.l:ld to di~ 
}:~St w_.rll~. ;<r,d •,· ·:· 10r his hn.pjl)' 

to. morrow (:md ol1, if I 
him anrl ~:~.clc W1Lh my 

bre.1th. 

Svme m·__..n.:y was enclosed ln. this letter als0. Fivt: pou~d.s. 
h was untouched hke the pr.,vwus sum, and he refolded 1t m 
~he s:une way. Lktaih::d imtructJOn'; were o.dJ(_,d rel,ttln: to 
the of a reply, which, altbou~h tbev betrayed the 

of several bands, and made it di(ticult to arnve 
,\1 any very probable conclusion in telercn•·e to her plac_c of 
contt:.llmcnt, made 1t at lea 'it not unhkt.!ly that she had wnttt..'n 
from that spot where ~he w;L-, st~tcd .to ha.ve been st:en. 

1o \Yhn.t answer w~s sent?'' I mqmrerl of Mr. re~gotty. 
11 i\li-,si-; Gummid~e," returned, "not br::in.~ a good 

schol.~r. sir, Ham kindly it out, and she made a copy 
c•n They to\J ,her I wus gone to seek her, and what my 

words was. 
'' ls another letter in vour hand?" s:dd I. 
HIt's money. sir/' said :\'rr. Pes-totty, unfoldin~ it a little 

u T~n pound, you see. ~lnd wrote inside, ·From a. true 
like the fust. But the fust was put underneath the 

door, and this come by the post, doy afore ycstcrcby. I'm 
a-going to h•.::r a.t the post ma1k." . 

He showed to me. It w>s a town on the Upper Rhme. 
He had found out1 at Y:.rmouth 1 some foreign dealers who 
knew that country, and they had drawn him a rude map on 
paper, which he could ve~· well understand. He laid it 
between us on the table; and, with his chin resting on one 
hand, tracked his course upon it with the other. 

I asked htm how Ham was? He shook his head. 
l: ''He w~rks, 1

' he said, "as bold as a man can. His ~ame's 
as good, m all that part, as any man's is, anywheers m the 
wureld .. Any one's hand is re•uy tu help him, you understand, 
and hts IS ready to help them. !·lc's nerer been hcerd fur to 
complain, But my sister's belief is ('twixt ourselves) as it has 
cut him deep'' 

"Poor fellow, I can believe it!" 
"He ai~'t no care, :\bs'r Davy," said Mr. Peggotty in a 

•olemn wbtsper-" keinJer no care no·how for his life. When 
a man's wanted for rough sarvice in rough weather he's theer. 
\\'l,\en thcer's ha~d duty to be done with danger in' it, he st~ps 
for ard a\ ore all IllS matos. AnJ yet he's as gentle as any child. 
Tbcer ain't a child in Yarmouth that doen't'know him." 

, He _gathered up the letters thoughtfo\ly, smoothing the~ 
wtth ills hand; put them into their little bundle; and placed tt 
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tenderly in his breust again. The face was gone from the da•.Jr. 
I still saw the snow drifting in; but nothing else was there. 

"Well!" he said, looking to his bag, "having seen you 
to-night, Mas'r Davy (and that doos me good 1), I shall away 
b~times to·morrow morning. You have seen what I've got 
beer;" putting his hand on where the little packet lay; "all 
that troubles me is, to think that any harm might come to me, 
afore that money was give back. If I was to die, and it was 
lost, or stole, or elseways made away with, and it was never 
know'd by him but what I'd took it, I believe the t'otber ~'Ureld 
wouldn't hold me! I believe I must come back!" 

He rose, and I rose too; we grJ.Sped each other by the 
h:md again, before going out. 

"I'd go ten thousand mile," he saiu, "I'd go till I dropp~d 
dead, to lay that money down afore him. If I do that, and 
find my Em'ly, I'm content. If I doen't find her, maybe 
she'll come to hear, sometime, as her loving uncl" only ended 
his search for her when he ended his life; and if I know her, 
even that will turn her home at last I" 

As he went out into the rigorous night, I saw the lonely figure 
flit away before us. I turned him hastily on some pretence, 
and held him in conversation until it was gone. 

He spoke of a traveller's house on the Dover Road, where 
he knew he could find a clean, plain lodging for the night. l 
went with him over Westminster Bridge, and parted from him 
on the Surrey shore. Everything seemed, to my imaginotion, 
to be hushed in reverence for him, as he resumed his solit.lry 
journey through the snow. 

I returned to the inn yard, and, impressed by my remcm· 
brance of the face, looked awfully around for it. It was not 
there. The snow had CO\'cred our late footprints ; my new 
track was the only one to be seen; and even that began to die 
away (it snowed so fast) as I looked back over my shoulder. 

CHAPTER XLI 

DORA'S AUNTS 

AT last, an answer came from the two old lAdies. They 
presented their compliments to Mr. Copperfield, and informed 
him that they had gi\'en his letter their best consideration, 
"with a view to the happiness of both parties "-which I 
thought rather an alarming expression, not only beo:ause of the 
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use they had made of it in rebtiun to the family 
hefore-m,·ntioned, but becau3e l had (and have all. nw 
olJ~t:n·cd that convenlion:1l phras~..:s are 3: sort of lln.:works, 
ea>~iy l•et oR·, and liable to take a great. van~ty of shapes _and 
coiuurs not .1t all su~;:c,tet! by thelf ongmal form. 1 he 
lll1sses Sp.:nlow added that they besged to lurbear ~xpresomg, 
"through the medium of c?rrespom.ie~ce<' an optnlun ~n the 
sebject of Mr. Cupperiidcl's commumcat1on; but that ~f C>!r. 
Copperfield would do them the iavour to call, upon a ~ertam day 
(accompanied, if he thought proper, by a contident1al fnend), 
they would be happy to hold ,o~e conversation on the subJect. 

To th1s tawur, ,\[r. Cuppenidd 1mmeJiately rephed, w1th 
his resjwctful compliments, that he would have the honour of 
v~:dting on the Misst:s ::;pt.::liuw, at the timt.: appointed ; ac~om. 
pa.nit.:d, in accordance with thc:ir kind vermi~sion, by his inend 
:Vir. Thomas Traddl~s of the Inner Court. Having dispatched 
which mi,sil'e, ~lr. Copperlield fell mto a condition of strong 
nervuu~ agitation; and so remaint'd until the day nrrivvd. 

It was a great augtuentation of my uncaoiness to be bereaved, 
at this eveutful crisis, of the inestimable services of ~l1lls. 
But 1lr. Mills, whu w.<> always duin~ something or to 
annoy me-or I fdt as if ht:: 'ln:re, wilich was the same thing­
had brought his conduct to a chmax, by t,tking it into h\5 head 
that he would go to India. \l'hy should he ~u to India, except 
to harass me I To be sure he had nothing to do with any 
other pan of th~ world, and had a good deal to do With that 
part; hemg ent1rdy m the Indian tr..tdt\ whatever tlt:1t was 
I I had tloaling dreams myself c0ncernin" golden shawls and 
~~~·pha,1~b' t(;eth); having h~:en at Caicuu~ in his youth;_ and 
•.l\:s1gamg now to go out there nsain, in the cup.1city of n;.1Idt:nt 
\

1anner. ~ut this was nothing to nw. However, it was so 
umch to htm that for India he was bound, and Julia withhim; 
md Juha went Into the country to t;tke ltav" of her rekltlOnS; 
t;ld :h~ h(luse was put into a p:::rfc~t suit of bills, announcing 
·hat 1t wns to be let or sold, and that the furniture (\l;wgle 
,<nd all)""' to be taken at a valuJtion. So, here was another 
earthquake of which I bt·came the sport, before I had 
rccovt::rcu_ from the shud'- of ils predtccssor! 

I was m several minds how to dress mvself on the impor­
ta!lt ?lY; being ditided Uetween my desire to ap"flt:ar to 
aumntage, and my apprehensions of putting on anvthin~ that 
""'h~ llllpalt my severely practical character in the eyes of 
tloe \fis>es Spenlow. I endeavoured to hit a happy medium 
between these two extremes; my aunt approved the result; 
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and Mr. Dick threw one of his shoes after Traddles and me, 
for luck, as we went down-stairs. 

Excellent fellow as I knew Traddles to be, and warmly 
attached to him as I was, I could not help wishing, on that 
delicate occasion, that he had never contracted the habit of 
brushing his hair so very upright. It gave him a surprised 
look-not to say a hearth-broomy kind of expression-which, 
my apprehensions whispered, might be fatal to us. 

I took the liberty of mentioning it to Traddles, as we were 
walking to Putney; and saying that if he would smooth 
it down a little- · 

"My dear Copperfield," said Traddles, lifting off his ha~ 
and rubbing his hair all kinds of ways, "nothing would give 
me greater pleasure. But it won't." 

" \\' on't be smoothed down ? " said I. 
"No," said Traddles. "Nothing will induce it. If I WJS 

to carry a half-hundredweight upon it, all the way to Putney, 
it would be up again the moment the weight was taken off. 
You have no idea 1•hat obstinato hair mine is, Copporfield. 
I am quite a fretful porcupine." 

lwas a little disappointed, I must confess, but thoroughly 
charmed by his good-nature too. I told him how I e;teemed 
his good-nature; and said that his hair must have taken all 
the obstinacy out of his character, for lte had none. 

'' Oh J" returned Traddlcs1 laughing, "I assure you, it's 
quite an old story, my unfortunate hair. My uncle's wife 
couldn't bear it. She said it exasperated her. It stuod very 
much in my way, too, when I first fell in lnve with Sophy. 
Very much I" 

"Did she object to it?" 
"Sh< didn't," rejoined Traddles ; "but her eldest sister­

the one that's the Beauty-quite made game of it, I under­
stand. In fact, all the sisters laugh at it." 

" Agreeable ! " said I. 
"Yes," returned Traddles with perfect innocence, "it's a 

joke for us. They pretend that Sophy has a lock of it in her 
desk, and is obliged to shut it in a clasped book, to keep it 
down. We laugh about it." 

" By-the-bye, my dear Traddle<," said I, " Y')Ur experience 
may suggest something to me. When you became engaged to 
the young lady whom you have just mentioned, did you m>ke 
a regular proposal to her family? Was there anything like­
what we are go:ng through to-day, for mstancc ? " I added, 
nervously. 
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r•.·r,\ied Traddk·r, on whose attentive f.1cr a thoncht­
h~{~1 ~tolen 1 ''it \V.ts ratl:er a painful transaction, 

ia my cc1se. You sec, Sophy being of so much 
none of th<:tn could r;;:ndure the thought of 

marricu. lnd•:cd, they had quite settled among 
t!;-:mJdvcs snc ne:ver was to be married, and they called 
i><·r :h<: o\•1 n,;'.iJ. Accorclingly, when I n1entioncd it, with 
t}H~ precautiun, to !\Irs. Crewler-)' 

mama.?') saic.1 I. 
!( Tht: n1am..1,'' said Trad.d\es-- 11 l<.everend Horace Crewler 

-v' hen I tw nti(Jnt'd it with every pos:-:ible precaution to Mrs. 
('Jewlti, the e!Tt:ct upt~n her w:-ts smh that sht g3.ve a scream 

Gec.1me inscm1ble. I coukln't apprmch the subject 
lor m0nths." 

did cit last?" said I. 
"\\'ell, the Reverend Horace did," said Traddlcs. "He 

is an t:xcellent P.W:3t ext nljJl:uy in everv way; and he 
point~:d out to her ouc.ht, a Christi~m, to reconcile 
h(.:rsdf to the- ~.tc:rirlce as was so unct'rtain), and 
to bear no towards me. As to myself, 
Coppertidd, I g11•c you n'y I f•:lt a periect bird of prey 
tuwarJs the familY." 

11 Th~ 'listers ,tof,k I hope, Traddlc~?" 
"\\'hy, I can l s:.y he returned. "\\'hen we had 

)~omp~ratively . . Crcwler to it, we had to break 
1t to Sarah. Y~)u reco1le<:t my mt:ntioning Sarah, as the one 
that has somcthmg the matter with her spine?" 

" Perfectly 1
" 

"She clenched both her hontls," said Tradd\es, looking at 
me m d1sm~y; 11 shut h\:r eves ; turned le:ui~colour; became 
perfectly "'ilf; and took n<•thing for two days but toaot-and· 
watt.'r, admtnl~kred with a t•.a·~i ·>on .. , 

''\\'hat a very unplea>aot girl, Tradd\es!" I remarked. 
":• l beg your pard"."· l'opperfleld ! " said Traddles . 
. :":l~e a Vt.:r)' charmm~ gtrl, bxtt she has a great deal of 
ltclmg. In fact, they all have. Sophy told me afterwards, 
that the se\f.fl·pn ach >he underwent while she was in attend­
ance upon s~LrJ.h, no word<; C1."1t:l·l d.;:,cribe. I know it must 
have ?ccn . :~v mv •"Jwn fl·l·ling,, Copperfield; -.vhich 
\'ue llke_a cnmma\'s. After ~cHJL w~\s restored, we still had 
'" l!relk 11 to the other eight;. and it produced ,,uious eft'ects 

'' :hem of a moot pathetlc nature. The two little ones, 
:iophy educates, have only just left off de-testing me." 

"At any rate, they arc all reconciled to it now, I hope I" said I. 
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"Ye-yes, I should say they were, on the whole, resigned 

to it,'' said Traddles, doubtfully. "The fact is, we avoid 
mentioning the subject; and my unsettled prospects and 
indifferent circumstances are a great consolation to them. 
There will be a deplorable scene, whenever we are married. 
It will be much more like a funeral than a wedding. And 
they'll all hate me for taking her away I" 

His honest face, as he looked at me with a serio-comic 
shake of his head, impresses me more in the remembrance 
than it did in the reality, for I was by this time in a state of such 

, excessive trepidation and wandering of mind, as to be quite 
unable to fix my attention on anything. On our approaching 
the house where the Misses Spenlow lived, I was at such a 
discount in respect of my personal looks and presence of mind, 
that Traddles proposed a gentle stimulant in the form of a 
glass of ale. This having been administered at a neighbour· 
ing public-house, he conducted me, with tottering steps, to the 
:Misses Spenlow's door. 

I had a vague sensation of being, as it were, on view, wh~n 
the maid opened it ; and of wavering, somehow, across a hall 
with a weather-glass in it, into a quiet little drawing-room on 
the ground·floor, commanding a neat garden. Also of sittin~ 
down here, on a sofa, and seeing Traddles's hair start up, now 
his hat was removed, like one of those obtrusive little figures 
made of springs, that fly out of fictitious snuff-boxes when the 
lid is taken off. Also of hearing an old-fashioned clock tick­
ing away on the chimney-piece, and trying to make it keep 
time to the jerking of my heart,-which it wouldn't. Also of 
looking round the room for any sign of Dora, and seeing none. 
Also of thinking that Jip once barked in the distance, and 
was instantly choked by somebody. Ultimately I found my­
self backing Traddles into the fireploce, and boll'ing in great 
confusion to two dry little elderly ladies, dressed in black, and 
each looking wonderfully like a preparation in chip or tan of 
the late Mr. Spenlow. 

"Pray,'' said one of the two little ladies, ''be seated." 
When I had done tumbling over Tmddles, and had sat upon 

something which was not a cat-my first seat was-I so far 
recovered my sight, as to perceive that Mr. Spenlow had 
evidently been the youngest of the family ; that there wa.s a 
disparity of six or eight years between the two sisters ; and 
that the younger appeared to be the manager of the conference, 
inasmuch as she had my letter in her hand-so f~miliar as it 
looked to me, and yet so odd l-and was referring to it through 
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an eye"gbss. They were dre<Sed alike, but this sister wore her 

wirh a li\Ote youthful air th,rn the other; and perhaps 
a tnfte more fril\ 1 or tuck~r, or bruoch, or lnn.n:lt:t, or son1e 

little thing uf that kind, which made her look more livdy. 
· in their cJ.rria;-!e, forma\ 1 precise, cum­

sister .who had not rnr lett(.·r, had her 
un her breast, and re~tmg on ea~b otht:r, like an 

I lv;lie\'C, '" sJid tht: sister who had gut n1y 
her,elf to Tradcles" 

Tracldles h.rd to indic.rte, 
had to Jay cl.1im to mpelf, 

and tht."·y had to th:::msc·lvi'S of a preumCL·ived optnwn 
th:tt TradJb was Mr. Ccpperlidd, and alto~<:thcr we .. .,.ere in 
a nke cond::ion. T(l imf•rovc it, Wt: o.ll di~tin<:tly b(':.trd ]1p 
g1H: two s:JIJft 3nd rcccire another ch(·.ke. 

":llr. Cop1>erfrdd said the ;i,tcr with the letter. 
1 du.1 sornething-bow~~d, I suppo~t:-and '''..l~ all attention, 

wlll'n tl:e oth~~r :,i~tt.:r struck in. 
'' 1\ly siste:r Lavinia,'' said she, 1' bdng conversant with 

IIJ .. ~krs .Jf this naturt.', will state what we C(Jt\Sider most 
calculated to promote the happine's of both P"' ties." . 

1 drscovered aft.:rwards that ~!iss Lavinia Wc\S an authonty 
in. affait·s of the by reoson of there barins anciently 
ext>ted a ~[r. who 1'\ayed short whist, and was 

. enamuurr:d ol her. lily prtvale opmton 
th1s wus e1airdy a gratuitr,us assumption, and that 

was altot;tlher innoceJJt of i.UlV such st.:ntiml'llts~to 
Ire had never gi1•en ar.y wn nf · drat 1 could 

l'Yt.:r b~::ar ol. Both .:\1!:;3 Lanni:L and Cbnss~t hlJ a 
howt'ver, that he h~n·e Jt:chlrt.·J hi~ 

not bcL'n cut yt!Uth iat ~~b·•ut 
u.cHirit.l:in·r and vv~r·doin~ an 

W.livr. · ( ~ il.lJ ;;. 
t:r.:n, he of c;.ecrtt love ; I must 

.,.ty \\'a.-' ;.'\. p~<;ture ot };im in the hou::,e \\ ilh a dam<~"k 
~~~~~;. wbir~h C:'JllCI·,1lment lLJ nut JPJH.':lr to ba.vt: t;\'~,;r prt:) t:d 

·''We will Ill iss 

'' :-ai0 }!iss Clarissa, 11 h(:~·n in the habit of 
wtth our brotiH.!r Fr.uh i: : lltll th~re was 

or di:<union lH::t\veen us. l;r.ulu:; touk his 
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road; we. took ours. We considered it conducive to the 
happiness of all parties that it should be so. And it was so." 

Each of the sisters leaned a little forward to speak, shook 
her bead after speaking, and became upright again when silent. 
Miss Clarissa never moved her arms. She sometimes played 
tunes upon them with her fingers-minuets and marches, I 
should think-but never moved them. 

" Our niece's position, or supposed position, is much changed 
by our brother Francis's death," said Miss Lavinia; "and 
therefore we consider our brother's opinions as regarded her 
position as being changed too. We have no reason to daub~ 
Mr. Copperfield, that you are a young gentleman possessed of 

'good qualities and honourable character; or that you have an 
affection-or are fully persuaded that you have an affection­
for our niece." 

I replied, as I usually did whenever I had a chance, that 
nobody had ever loved anybody else as I loved Dora. Traddles 
came to my assistance with a confirmatory murmur. 

Miss Lavinia was going on to make some rejoinder, when Miss 
Clarissa, who appeared to be incessantly beset by a desire to 
refer to her brother Francis, struck in again: 

"If Dora's mama," she said, "when she married our brother 
Francis, had at once ·said that there was not room for the 
family at the dinner-table, it would have been better for the 
happiness of all parties." 

" Sister Clarissa," said Miss Lavinia. "Perhaps we needn't 
mind that now." 

"Sister Lavinia," said llliss Clarissa, "it belongs to the 
subject. With your branch of the subject, on which alone 
you are competent to speak, I should not think of interfering. 
On this branch of the subject I have a voice and an opinion. 
It would have been better for the happiness of all parties, if 
Dora's mama, when she married our brother Francis, had 
mentioned plainly what her intentions were. We should then 
have known what we had to expect. We should have said 
'pray do not invite us, at any time;' and all possibility of 
misunderstanding would have been avoided." 

\\'hen Miss Clarissa had shaken her head, llliss Lavinia 
resumed : again referring to my letter through her eve-glass. 
Th~y both had !itt!~ bright rou~d twinkling eyes, br the way, 
wh1ch were hke b1rds' eyes. fhey were not unlike birds 
altogether; having a sharp, brisk, sudden manner, and a !itt!~ 
short, spruce way of adjusting themselves, like canaries. 

Miss Lavinia, as I have said, resumed: 
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"You ask permission of my sister Clarissa and myself, 

1! r. CopperficlJ, to visit here, as the accepted sunor of our 
nit:( c." 

"If our brother Francis," said ~[iss Clarissa, break in~ out 
again, if I may call anything so calm a breaking out, "wi~hed 
to "umnmd himself with an atmosphcte of Doctors' Com­
mons, and of Doctors' Commons only, what right or desire · 
ha<l we to obtcct I None, I am sure. \\'e have ever been far 
frnm 'vi.:;hing-to obtrude ourseJ,·es on any one. But why not 
'"I' so? Let our brother Francis and his wife have their 
s~·~!ety. Let my :-is:er l .... 1.vinia and myself have our society. 
\\'e can find it for I hope." 

As this ::ppcMeJ to be to Traddles am! me, 
both TraJ.!les and I made some sort of reply. Tr.1ddks was 
inaudible. I think I ob,erved, m1·se\f, that it was highly 
creditable to all concerned. I dnn:t'in the least know what I 
meant. 

II s;stcr La\'itlia./~ ~lid. ?\.[iss Clarissa, having now rdieved her 
"you c:.i.n go 011

1 
my dear/' 

Lwinia proce~dcd: 
"~lr. Coppcrlidd, my sister Chrissa and I have been very 

careful indeed in considering this letter; and we have not 
consid~red _it without finally showin~ it to our niece, and 
dtscussmg tt With om niece. We luve no doubt that you 
think you like her very much." 

'
1 Thin~~ ma'aJ? 1n I rapturously began, "oh 

llut ~!tss Clanssa giving me a look (just like a sharp canary), 
as requestmg that I would not interrupt the oracle, I begged 
pardon. 

"Affection," s~id Miss Lavinia, glancing at h•·r sister for 
corroboratwn, which she gave in the form of a little nod to 
every clause, "_mature affection, homage, devotion, does not 
easily express ttself. Its voice is low. It is modest and 
rctirin~, it lies in ambush. waits and waits. Such is the 
mature fruit. Sometimes a life glides away, and finds it still 
Tlpemng tn the shade." 

Of course I did not understand then that this was an 
allusion to her supposed experience of the stricken Pidger; 
hut I saw, from !he gravity with which Miss Clarissa nodded 
he;, head, that great weight was attached to these words. 

I he hght-for I call them, in comparison with such 
S<>nt;ments •. the li.ght-inclinations of very young peopl"!" 
P!J~~ued Mtss ~v1ma, "are dust, compared to rocks. It ts 
owms tv the difficulty of knowing whether they are likdy to 



David Copperfield 559 
endure or have any real foundation, that my sister Clarissa 

. and myself have been very undecided how to act. Mr. 
Copperfield, and Mr.--" 

"Traddles," said my friend, finding himself looked at. 
"I beg pardon. Of the Inner Temple, I believe?" said 

Miss Clarissa, again glancing at my letter. 
Traddles said "Exactly so," and became pretty red in the 

face. · 
Now, although I had not received any express encourage­

ment as yet, 1 fancied that I sa1v in the two little sisters, 
and particularly in Miss Lavinia, an intensified enjoyment of 
this new and fruitful subject of domestic interest, a settling 
down to make the most of it, a disposition to pet it, in 
which there was a good bright ray of hope. I thought I 
perceived that Miss Lavinia would have uncommon satis­
faction in superintending two young lovers, like Dora and 
me; and that Miss Clarissa would have hardly less satis· 
faction in seeing her superintend us, and in chimini; in with 
her own particular department of the subject whenever that 
impulse was strong upon her. This gave me courage to 
protest most vehemently that I loved Dora better than I 
could tell, or any one believe; that nil my friends knew how 
I loved her; that my aunt, Agnes, Traddles, ever)' one Wht! 
knew me, knew how I loved her, and how earnest my love 
had made me. For the truth of this, I appealed to TradJles. 
And Traddles, firing up as if he were plun,Png into a Par­
liamentary Debate, really did come out nobly: confirming 
me in good round terms, and in a plain, sens;bJe, practical 
manner, that evidently made a favourable impression. 

"I speak, if I may presume to say so, as one who h1c' some 
little experience of such things," said Traddles, "being mrstlf 
engaged to a young lady-one of ten, down in Devonshire­
and seeing no probability, at presen~ of our eng.lgement 
coming to a termination/' 

"You may be able to confirm what I have said, Mr. 
Traddlcs," observed Miss Lavinia, evidently taking a new 
interest in him, "of the affection that is modest and retiring; 
that waits and waits I" 

"Entirely, ma'am/' said Traddles. 
?>I iss Clarissa looked at Miss Lavinia, and shook her head 

gravely. Miss Lavinia looked consciously at ~!iss Cl1ris;a, 
and heaved a little sigh. 

"Sister Lavinia," said Miss Clarissa, "take my smelling· 
bottle'' 
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!II iss Lavinia revived hc·roelt with a few whiffs of aromatic 

vinegar-Trad<iles and I looking on 1nth great sohcitude 
the while· and then went on to say, rather larntly: 

"My sister and myself have been in great doubt, ~lr. 
Traddles> what c(.-~ursr.: we ought to take in reft.:rence to the 
likings, or imaginary likings, of such very young people as 
your friend ~[r. Copperfrcld and our niece." . 

"Our brother Frnncis's child," rem:uked !I! iss Clanssa. 
"If our brother Francis's wife had found it com·enient in 
her life-time (though she had an unquestionable right to act 
as s\1e thou,;ht best) to invite the fam1iy to her dinner-table, 
we might have known our brother Francis's child better at 
th-..· pre~t.'nt moment. Sister L1sinia, proceed.'' 

Miss Lavinia turned my letter, so as to bring the super­
scription towards herstll~ and referred through her cye-e;lass 
to some orderly-looking notes she had made on that part 
of it. 

"It seems to us," said she, "prudent, ~lr. Traddlcs, to 
bring the;;e fedings to the test of our own oh~t:rvation. At 
present we know noLhing of them, and are not in a situation 
to Judge how much reality there may be in them. Therefore 
we are inclined so far to accede to 1lr. Coppertield's proposal, 
as to aJmit his visits here.)) 

"I sh~tll never, dear lwJics/' I exclaimed, relieved of an 
immense load of apprehension, '' fur;.;d your kindness ! 11 

"But,)) pursued .Miss La.vinia 1~" but we would {Jrefer to 
rer:;ard those visit:5, 1\lr. Truddles, as made, at present, to us. 
\Ve must guard ourselves from recognising any positiv~ 
engagement between ll!r. Copperlield aud our niece, unttl 
we have. had an opportunity-'1 

:' Unt1l )'OU have b,td an· oppmttmity) sister Laviuio.,JI said 
~!ISs Clar1ssa. 

\(Be it so," assenttd .Mi:,s Lavinia, with a sigh-"umil 
I ?,ave had an ,~Pf•Ort~•:rty of observing them." 

Copperheld, sard l raddles, turning to nrc, "y<>u feel, 
I am sure, that nothing could be more reasunab!t.: or con· 

! " oi~d I. "I a!U deeply scnsihle of it.'' 
p0stt1vn of aRlns," !'aid ~liss Lavinia, again 

to her notes, "and admitting his vi:;its on '"'this 
Ullciersttanclin~ only, we must require from Mr. Copperfield 
a . . as!:>ura.nce, on his word of hon(lttr, that no com­
mrmrcatlOn of any kind shall tlke place \.Jctwcen him and 
cur nrcce wuhout our knowledge. That no project whatever 
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shall be entertained with regard to our niece, without being 
first submitted to us--" . 

"To you, sister Lavinia," Miss Clarissa interposed. 
"Be it so, Clarissa!" assented Miss Lavinia resignedly­

'' to me-and receiving our concurrence. We must make 
this a most express and serious stipulation, not to be broken 
on any account. We wished l\Ir. Copperfield to be accom· 
panied by some confidential friend to-day,'' with an inclination. 
of her head towards Traddles, who bowed, "in order that 
there might be no doubt or misconception on this subject. 
If Mr. Copperfield, or if you, Mr. Traddles, feel the least 
scruple in giving this promise, I beg you to take time to 
consider "it." 

I exclaimed, in a state of high ecstatic fervour, that not. 
a moment's consideration could be necessary. I bound 
myself by the required promise, in a most impassioned 
manner; called upon Traddles to witness it; and denounced 
myself as the most atrocious of characters if I ever swerved 
from it in the least degree. 

"Stay!" said Miss Lavinia, holding up her hand; "we 
resolved, before we had the pleasure of receiving you two 
gentlemen, to leave you alone for a quarter of an hour, to 
consider this point You will allow us to retire." 

It was in vain for me to say that no consideration was 
necessary. They persisted in withdrawing ior the specified 
time. Accordin;ly, these little birds hopped out with great 
uigniry; leaving me to receive the congratulations of 
Traddles, and to feel as if I were translated to regions 
of exquisite happiness. Exactly at the expiration of the 
quarter of an hour, they reappeared with no less dignity 
than they had disappeared. They had gone rustling away 
as if their little dresses were made of autumn-leaves: and they 
came rustling back in like manner. 

I then bound myself once more to the prescribed conditions. 
"Sister CI~rissa," said Miss Lavinia, "the rest is with you." 
lvhss Clartssa, unfoldtng her arms for the first time, took 

the notes and glanced at them. 
"We shall be happy," said Miss Clarissa, "to see Mr. 

Copperfield to dinner, every Sunday, if it should suit his 
convenience. Our hour is three." 

I bowed. 
"In the course of the week," said Miss Clarissa, "we shall 

be happy to see Mr. Copperfield to tea. Our hour is half· 
past six." 
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af:ai~. 

" J'wio..:t: th~ wetk," said ~Jiss Clariss:1, "but, as a rule! 
n~)l dtem:r/' 

I bowed •R·l\n. 
11 ~\liss Tr(;tw~;od/' said Miss Clarissa. u mentioned i~ .l\lr. 

Cuppertidd's letter, will perhaps call upor~ us. \\'hen nsrtrng 
is better for the happrness of all parues, we are glad to 
recei l'e visits, and return them. \\'hen 1t 15 better for the 

of all parties that no ri,itin~ should take place 
(as the case of our urother FranCis, and hrs estai.Jhsbment), 
that is quite different.'' . 

l intimated that my aunt would be proud and dehghted 
to make their acquaintance; tlwu;h l must say I was not 
quite sure of their getting on very ;atisfactorily together. 
The conditions being now cln~t:d, I expressed my acknow· 
led~ments in the warmest 111anncr: and 1 tJking the hand, 
lirst of !l!iss Clarissa, and then of ~li;s Lavinia, presscJ it, 
in each case, to my lips. 

~!iss Lavinia then arose, and begging :\[r, Traddles to 
excu;e us for a minute, requested me tu f<lllvw her. I ol"·yed, 
aH in a· tremble~ and was conducted into another rtJom. 
There I fou.nd n>y blessed darling stopping her ears bebmd 
the dour, wnh her dear lmle face against the wall; and J tp 
m the plate.warmer with his head tied up in a towel. 

Oh I How beautiful she was in her black irock, anJ how 
she sobbed and cried at tirst, and wouldn't come out irom 
behind the door! How fond we were of one another, when 
she did come out at last; ami what a state of bliss I was in, 
when we took Jip out of the plate.warmer, and restored 
htm w the light, snee7.ing very much, and were all three 
rt~umted! 

:: ~1y dtarfest})ora.! NuW1 indeed, my own for ever!~' 
Oh DON T! pltaded lJom. "l'lea'e l '' 

11 Are you not my own for erer, Dora? 11 

~. 11 Oh yes, of ~,.:ourse I am! 11 cried Dor11, "but I am so 
!nghtened!" 

11 Frightened, my own?" 
"Oh yes I I don't like him," said Dora. "\l'hy don't 

he go?" 
"1\'ho, my life?" 
.~~Your fri.tmd/ 1 said Dora. "It isn 1t any business of his 

\I h.lt a stup1d he must be 1" 
~~ ~.ly luve! '' (There never was anything so coaxing as her 

chudtsh ways.) ''He is the best creature I" , · 



David Copperfield 
"Oh, but we don't want any best creatures!" pouted 

Dora. 
"My dear," I argued, "you will soon know him well, and 

like him of all things. And here is my aunt coming soon: 
and you'll like her of all things too, when you know her." 

"No, please don't bring her!" said Dora, giving me a 
horrified little kiss, and folding her hands. " Don't. I know 
she's a naughty, mischief-making old thing I Don't let her 
come here, Uoady!" which was a comtption of Da\;d. 

Remonstrance was of no use, then ; so I laughed, and 
admired, and was very much in love and very happy ; and she 
showed me Jip's new trick of standing on his· hind legs in a 
corner-which he did for about the space of a Bash of lightning, 
and then fell down-and I don't know hoi' long I should have 
stayed there, oblivious of Traddles, if Miss· Lavinia had not 
come in to take me away. Miss Lavinia was very fond of 
Doro. (she told me Dora. was exactly like what she had been 
herself at her age--'she must have altered a good deal), and 
she treated Dora just as if she had been a toy. I wanted 
to persuade Dora to come and see Traddles, but on my 
proposing it she ran off to her own room, and locked herself 
m ; so I went to Traddles without her, and walked away with 
him on air. 

"Nothing could be more satisfactory," said Traddles; "and 
they are very agreeable old ladies, I am sure. I shouldn't be 
at all surprised i! you were to be married years before me, 
Copperfield." 

'' Does your Sophy play on any instrument, Traddles?" I 
inquired, in the pride of my heart. 

"She knows enough of the piano to teach it to her little 
sisters," said Traddles. 

" Does she sin~ at all ? '' I asked. 
" Why, she smgs ballads, sometimes, to freshen up the 

others a little when they're out of spirits," said Traddles. 
"Nothing scientific." 

• She doesn't sing to the guitar?" said I. 
'' Oh dear no I " said Traddles. 
"Paint at all?" 
"Not at all,'' said Traddles. 
I promised Traddles that he should hear Dora sing, and 

see some of her flower-painting. He said he should like it 
very much, and we went home arm in arm in great good 
humour and delight. I encouraged him to talk about Sophy, 
on the way; which he did with a loving reliance on her that I 
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very much admired. I compared her in my mind with Dora, 
with considerable inward Scltisfartion; but I candtdly admitted 
to nmelf that she seemed to be an excellent kind of f,~rl fur 
Traddlcs, too. 

Of course my aunt was immediately made acquainted with 
the successful issue of the conference, and wtth all that had 
been said and done in the course of it. She was happy to see 
'me so happy, and pr01nised to call on J1ora's aunts without 
loss of time. But she took such a long walk up and down our 
rooms that night, while I was writing to Agnes, that I beg.m to 
think she meant to walk till morning. 

My letter to A~es was a ferl'ent and grateful one, narrating 
all the good eflects that had resulted from my followin~ her 
advice. She wrote, by return of post, to me. Her letter was 
hopeful, eamest, and cheerful. She was always cheerful from 
that time. 

I had my hands more full than ever, now. My dailv 
journeys to Highgate considered, Putney was a long way off; 
and I naturally '"anted t0 go there as often as I could. The 
proposed tea-drinkings bemg quite impracticable, I com­
pounded with Miss Lavinia for permission to visit every 
Saturday afternoon, without detriment to my privileged 
Sundays. So the close of every week was a delicious time 
for me; and I got throuQh the rest of the week by looking 
forward to it. ' 

I was wonderfully relie,·ed to find that my aunt and ])or.1's 
aunts rubbed on, all things considered, much more smoothly 
tha.n I could have expected. My aunt made her promised 
Y!Stt Wlthtn a few days of lbe conference i and within a few 
O.'Ore days, Dora's aunts called upon her, in due st~te and form. 
::>nn1lar bu~ more friendly exchangl's took place alh:rwMds, 

mtcrvals of three or four weeh I know that my 
l),)ra's aunts very tnnch, by utterly setting at 

of Dy-canreyance, and walking aut to Putney 
as shot tly after breakbst or just bct'ore 

wearing her bonnet in any mann~::r th:lt 
10 comfoi·table to her head without at all defer· 

,to the prejudices of ciYilisation o;, that subject. But 
Dora s aunts soon. agrt'ed to regard my aunt as an ecctntric and 
sumewhat masculmt lad~', with a 5trong underst:mding: n.nd 

my aunt occastona\ly rufikd the leathers of Dora's 
expressmg heretical opinions on various puints. of 

c.ercmony,. sh.e.lo\'t:d me too well not to sacrif1ce sume of her 
little pecultarltles to the general harmony. 
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The only member of our small society who positively 

refused to adapt himself to circumstances, was Jip. He never 
saw my aunt without immediately displaying every tooth in his 
head, retiring under a chair, and growling incessantly: with 
now and then a doleful howl, as if she really were too much for 
his feelings. All kinds of treatment were tried with him­
coaxing, scolding, slapping, bringing him to Buckin'gham Street 
(where he instantly dashed at the two cats, to the terror of all 
beholders); but he never could prevail upon him<elf to bear 
my aunt's society. He would sometimes think he had got the 
better of his objection, and be amiable for a few minutes; and 
then would put up his snub nose, and howl to that extent, 
that there was nothing for it but to blind him and put him 
in the plate-warmer. At length, Dora regularly muffled him 
in a towel and shut him up there, whenel'er my aunt was 
reported at the door. 

One thing troubled me much, after we had fallen into this 
quiet train. It was, that Dora seemed by one consent to be 
regarded like a pretty toy or plaything. My aunt, with whom 
she gradually became familiar, always called her Little 
Blossom ; and the pleasure of ~!iss Lavinia's life was to wait 
upon her, curl her hair, make ornaments for her, and treat 
her like a pet child. What Miss Lavinia did, her sister did as a 
matter of course. It was very odd to me; but they all seemed 
to treat Dora, in her degree, much as Dora treated Jip in his. 

I made up my mind to speak to Dora about this; and one 
day when we were out walking (for we were licensed by Miss 
Lavinia, after a while, to go out walking by oursell'es), I said 
to her that I wished she could get them to beha\'e towards her 
differently. 

"Because you know, my darling," I remonstrated, "you are 
not a child." 

"There I" said Dora. "Now you're going to be cross!" 
u Crossl my love? u 

"I am sure they're very kind to me," said Dora; "and I am 
very happy." 

"Well! But, my dearest life I" said I, "you might be very 
happy, and yet be treated rationally." 

Dora gave me a reproachful look-the prettiest look 1-anu 
then began to sob, saying, if I didn't like her, why had I e1:er 
wanted so much to be engaged to her? And why didn't I go 
away now, if I couldn't bear her? 

What could I do, but kiss away her tears, and tell her how 
I doted on her, after that I 
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11 I ~am sure I atn \'ery affectionate,'' said Dora; 11 you 

ou~htn't to be crud to me, Doady I" 
:. Cruel my precious luve I As rf I woultl-or could-be 

crud to you, for the world I" . . 
"Then don't find fault with me," sard Dora, makrng a 

rosebud of her mouth ; "and I'll be ~ood." 
I was charmed by her prost·ntly askin~ me, of her own 

accord, to give her that cookerl'·book I had once spoken of, 
and to show her how to keep accounts, as I had once 
promised I would. I brought the volume with me on my 
next visit (I got it prettily bound, first, to make 1t lo.?k less dry 
and more inviting); and as we strolled about the Common, I 
showed her an old housekeeping-book of my aunt's, and gave 
her a set of tablets, and a pretty little pencil-case, and box of 
leads, to practise housekeeping with. 

llut the cookery-book made Dora's head ache, a~d t~e 
figures made her cry. They wouldn't add up, she surd. So 
she rubbed them out, and drew little nosegays, and likenesses 
of me and Jip, all over the tablets. · 

Then I playfully tried verbalmstrurtion in domesticmatters, 
as we walked about on a Saturday aiternoon. Sometimes, for 
example, when we pasoed a butcher's shop, I would say : 

"Now suppose, my pd, that we \H>:re married. and you were 
going to buy a shoulder of mutton fur dinner, would you know 
how to buy it?" 

My pretty little Dora's face would fall, and she would make 
her mouth into a bud again, as if she would very much prder 
to shut mine with a kiss. 

"1\"ould you know how to buy it, my darling?" I would 
repeat, perhaps, if I were very in~exible. 

Dora. would think a little, and then reply, perhaps, with 
great tnumph : 

"1\"hy, the butcher would know how to sell it, and what 
need 1 know? Oh, you silly !loy!" 

~o, when I once n~ked Dora, with an eye to the cookery· 
bonk, whJ.t she would do, if we wc.re married, and I were to 
say I should like a nice Irish stew, she replied that she would 
tell the servant to make rt; and then clapped her little hands 
together across my arm, and laushed in such a charming 
ma~ner that she was more deli~htful than ever. 

ln_nsequently, the principal use to which the cookery-book 
was oevoted, was bemg put down in the co,ner for Jip to stand 
upon. But Dora wa.s so pleased, when she had trained him to 
stand upon 1t wrthout offering to come off, and at the same 
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time to hold the pendl-case in his mouth, that I was very glad 
I had bought it. 

And we fell back on the guimr·case, and the flower-painting, 
and the songs about never leaving off dancing, Ta ra Ia ! and 
were as happy as the week was long. I occasionally wished I 
could venture to hint to Miss Lavinia, that she treated the 
darling of my heart a little too much like a plaything; and I 
sometimes awoke, as it were, wondering to find that I had 
fallen into the general faul~ and treated her like a plaything 
too-but not otten. 

CHAPTER XLII 

MISCHIEF 

I FEEL as if it were not for me to record, even though this 
manuscript is intended for no eyes but mine, how hard I 
worked at that tremendous shorthand, and all improvement 
appertaining to it, in my sense of responsibility to Dora and 
her aunts. I will only add, to what I have already written 
of my perseverance at this time of my life, and of a patient 
and continuous energy which then began to be matured 
within me, and which I know to be the strong part of my 
character, if it have any strength at all, that there, on looking 
back, I find the source of my success. I have been very 
fortunate in worldly matters; many men have worked much 
harder, and not succeeded half so well; but I never could have 
done what I have done, without the habits of punctuality, 
order, and diligence, without the determination to concentrate 
myself on one object at a time, no matter how quickly its 
successor should come upon its heels, which I then formed. 
Heaven knows I write this in no spirit of self-laudation.. The 
man who reviews his own life, as I do mine, in going on here, 
from page to page, had need to have been a good man indeed, 
if he would be spared the sharp consciousness of many talents 
neglected, many opportunities wasted, many erratic and per· 
vetted feelings constantly at war within his breas~ and defeat. 
ing him. I do not hold one natural gift, I dare say, that I 
hal'e not abused. My meaning simply is, that whatever I have 
tried to do in life, I have tried with all my heart to do well ; 
that whatever I have devoted myself to, I have devoted myself 
to completely; that in great aims and in small, I have always 
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been thnrou~hly in earnest. I h~,·e nerer believed it possiule 
that any natural or improved alnlity can clam1 tmmumty from 
the comp.1nionship of the >eeady, plain, hard-worki?g qttaltttes, 
a11d hope to gain its end. There ts no such thmg as such 
fultilment on this earth. Some lMppy talent, and sume for­
tunate opportmtity, may form the twv sides of the ladt!cr on 
which sotlle men mount, but the round, of that ladlkr must 
be made of stuff to stand wear and tear ; and there is no 
substitute for thorough-going) nnle.nt, and si!1cere earnestness. 
;-,'ever to put one hand to anythmg on wh1ch I cnulJ throw 
my whole self; and never to aft.ect depreciation of my work, 
wliate\'er it was; I find, no1r, to hare been my golden rules. 

How much of the practice I have just reduced to precept, 
I owe to A~nes, I will not repeat here. :My narratl\·e pro­
ceeds to A,ncs, "ith a thankful lo1·e. 

~he came 011 a visit of a fortnic:ht to the Doctor's. ?llr. 
1\'ickii.:Jd was the Doctor's old friend, and the Doctor wished 
to talk with him, and do him good. It had ·been matter of 
convdsation with Agnes when she 'Nas last in tmvn, and this 
\'isit was the result. She and her father came to"cther. I was 
not m\u.:h surprised to hear from her that she

0 
had 

to find a lodging in the neighbnurhuud for ~Irs. H.·ep, 
rheumat1c complaint required ch:.1nge of air, and wl•o \hlll\d 

be d:armed to have it in such company. Neither was I 
surpnsed when, on the very next t:riah, like a dutiful 
son, brought h1s. W(Jrt!1Y moth~r to posst>Slil(IO. 

"You see, :1\Iastt:r Coppertitld,J! said he, as he him~ 
::;~lf upon mr COlTipany for u t11rn in the g.:~.alen, 
"\':~lere a pus on lovesl a per~on is a little j~alous-kasl ways, 
am.:10us to ket:p an eye on the beloved onc.jJ 

:: !lf whom are you jealous, now?" said I. 
lltauks to you, Ma1ter Copperlicld," he returned, "of no 

one Jn part1cuhr just at prJ;~ent-no male person~ at le.1~t. 11 

"Do you mean t~at you are jealou~ of a femak person? I' 
an~-ic g,we me a stdelong glaru.:e out of his sinister rl'd eyl's, 

. . Master Copperfield,'' he said, "-I should soy 
oltste~, . I know you'll excuse the abit I've got intO-\'Nl're 
'

0 u,tstn~allng, ~hat you draw nte like a corkcscrew! \\'ell, I 
~\1! 111 ~ m,md teliu~g you,',' putting his flsh·like hand on mine, 

n net a lady s man m general str and I ne\'cr was with :\f r;;, Stmng. H ' ' ' 

Hi,s ev<'> looked green now, as they watched mine with a 
r.'bca.ly c:ttnnmg. 
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"What do you mean? " said I. 
"Whv though I am a lawyer, ~faster Copperfield," he 

replied -~ith a dry grin, "I mean, just at present, what I say." 
"A~d what do you mean by your look?" I retorted, 

quietly. 
"By my look? Dear me, Copperfield, that's sharp practice! 

What do I mean by my look?" 
"Yes," said I. "By your look." 
He seemed very much amused, and laughed as heartily as 

it was in his nature to laugh. After some scraping of his chin 
with his hand, he went on to say, with his eyes cast downward 
-still scraping, very slowly: 

"When I was but a numble clerk, she always looked down 
upon me. She was for ever having my Agnes back wards and 
forwards at her ouse, and she was for ever being a friend to 
you, Master Copperfield; but I was too far beneath her, 
myself, to be noticed."' 

"Well?" said I; "suppose you were!" · 
"-And beneath him too," pursued Uriah, very distinctly, 

and in a meditative tone of voice, as he continued to scrape 
his chin. 

"Don't you know the Doctor better," said I, "than to suppose 
him conscious of your existence, when you were not before 
him?" 

He directed his eyes at me in that sidelong glance a3ain, 
and he made his face very lantern-jawed, for the greater 
conrenience of scraping, as he answered: 

"Oh dear, I am not referring to the Doctor I Oh no, poor 
man i I mean Mr. Malden ! " 

My heart quite died within me. All my old doubts and 
apprehensions on that subject, all the Doctor's happiness and 
peace, all the mingled possibilities of innocence and com· 
promise, that I could not unravel, I saw, in a moment, at the 
mercy of this fellow's twisting. 

"He never could come into the office, 1\ithout ordering and 
shoving me about," said Uriah. "One of your fine ~,;entlemen 
he was I I was very meek and umble-and I am. But I 
didn't like that sort of thing-and I don't ! " 

He left off scraping his chin, and sucked in his cheeks until 
they seemed t? meet inside; keeping his sidelong glance upon 
me all the wh!le. 

"She is one of your lovely women, she is," he pursued 
when he had slowly restored his face to its natural form · "and 
ready to be no friend to such as me, I know, She's j~st the 
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person as would put up to hi;he_r sort _of g.1me. 
~ow, 1 ain1t (1ne of your nwn1 ~1:1:-.ter Coppu11vld: but 
I've had eyes in nw ed, a pretty, hn~ time back. We u~nbl~ 
ones have got eyes~ mostly spl.tkJOg-and we lrx>k out nf tm. 

l endeavoured to apJ•elr unconscious and not disquieted, 
but, I saw in his face, with poor 

"N"w, I'm not a-going to let my,elf run d()wn, Copper· 
0·.>1d/1 be continut:d, rai!)ing that }·art of h:s C<1tlntt1Mnce, 

wh•ote his red eyebrows would hare \Jt·en if he h:•.d had any, 
with mali:~nant triumph, 11 .:md I sh:dl do what I cln to 1mt a 
stop to ti\IS friend>hip. I don't 'l'l'ro;-e of it, I don't mind 
a·~kiiO\\'kde:.,ring to you that I've bot rather a grud~ing Ois~JO'II· 
t10n, and WJ.nt tL1 k~ep o!f intrude-rs. I ain't J.·going, if I 
know it, to run the risk of plott,•d " 

"You are alv:avs and 
belief th.tt everyb<;dy 

u h·rb.1ps so, 1\'Ia~ter 
a motive, a.; my fdlow-p.lrrtler 
tooth and nail, I mu,tn't be 
too n,uch. l can't allow 
con1e out of the cart, 

14 I dnn't understand ynu, 
'' Don1

t you, though?" he retnrned, with one of his jerks. 
"I'm astonished at that, M<"ter (,,pperfield, you bc·ing usually 
sn qutck! I'll try to be plainer, ;mntlwr time.-Is rh.1t ~lr. 
).ln.\dun a-no~seback, ring in~ at th.: ~ltL·, sir?" 

"It looks ltke htm," I replied, as carelessly as I could. 
Unah stopped short, put his bands between his great knobs 

of and doubled himsdf un with lat~~hter, With per· 
tectly Not a sound escaped from him, I was 

, by odious behaviour, particularly by this con· 
lll.stanre. that I turned away without any ceremony; 
h•m dnuLicd up in the middle of the ~arden, like a 

srarecrnw m want of 
1 t was not on that but, as I well remember, Oil the 

but one, wns a Saturday; that I took 
to s~e I had arran~ed the visit, beforehand, with 

Lannta; and Agnes was expected to tea . 
. I was m a fiuttt·r of pride and anxiety; pride in my dear 

httle betrothed, and anxtety that ;\~nes should like Iter. All 
the way to Putney, .\gnes being- inside the stage-roach, and I 

,I r•ctured Dora to nw,eJf in every one of the prett)' 
'"ew so well ; now tmking up my mind that I should 

h·cr to look exactly as she looked at such a time, and then 
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doubting whether I should not prefer her looking as she looked 
at such another time; and almost worrying myself into a fever 
about it. 

I was troubled by no doubt of her being very pretty, in any 
case; but it fell out that I had nzver seen her look so well. 
She was not in the drawing-room when I presented Agnes to 
her little aunts, but was shyly keeping out of the way. I knew 
where to look for her, now ; and sure enough I found her 
stopping her ears again, behind the same dull old door. 

At first she wouldn't come at a.ll; and then she pleaded for 
five minutes by my watch. When at length she put her arm 
through mine, to be taken to the drawing-room, her charming 
little face was flushed, and had never been so pretty. But 
when we went into the room, and it turned pale, she was ten 
thousand times prettier yet. 

Dora was afraid of 1\gnes. S~e had told me that she knew 
Agnes was " too clever." But when she saw her looking at 
once so cheerful and so earnest, and so thoughtful, and so 
good, she gave a faint little cry of pleased surprise, and just 
put her affectionate arms round Agnes's neck, and laid her 
innocent cheek against her face. , 

I never was so happy. I never was so pleased as when 1 
saw those two sit down together, side by $ide. As when I saw 
my little darling looking up so naturally to those cordial eyes. 
As when I saw the tender, beautiful regard which Agnes cast 

upon. her. ' ' d.'I' Cl · k · h · llllss Lavm1a an " ISS anssa partoo 1 m t e1r way, of my 
joy. It was the plea.o;antest tea·table in the world. Miss 
Clarissa presided. I cut and handed the sweet seed-cake­
the little sisters had a bird-like fondness for picking up seeds 
and pecking at sugar ; Miss Lavinia looked on with benignant 
patronage, as ·if our happy love were all her work ; and we ' 
were perfectly contented with ourselves and one another. 

The gentle cheerfulness of Agnes went to all their hearts, 
Her quiet interest in everything that interested Dora; her 
manner of making acquaintance with Jip (who responded 
instantly); her pleasant way, when Dora was ashamed to 
come over to her usual seat by me ; her modest grace and 
ease, eliciting a crowd of blushing little marks of confidence 
from Dora ; seemed to make our circle quite complete. 

"I am so glad," said Dora, after tea, "that you like me, 
I didn't think you would ; and I want, more than ever, to 
be liked, now Julia Mills is gone." 

I have omitted to mention it, by·the-bye. l\!iss Mills had 
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Sliled, and Dora and I had gone aboard a great East Tndi:t­
man at (;rai"C'end to see her; and we had had preserved 

and and other delicacies of that sort for lunch ; 
we Mills 11·eeping on a camp-stool on the 

quarter-deck, with a large new diary under her arm, in. which 
the on~inal reflections awakened by the contempLttton of 
Ocean were to be recorded under lock and key. 

said she was afraid I must have given her an un· 
but Dnra corrected that directly. 

of it. I) 

her curls at me; "it w.1s all 
your opinion, that I was quite 

"My g,;od opinion cannnt strenp:lhen his att:wht~ent t? 
some people whom he knows/' s:tid .:\~nt;s, with a smtle; nIt 
is not worth their having. n 

''But please let me have it," said Dora, in her coaxin~ way, 
'
1 if can 1" 

m::tde merry about Dora's wanting to be liked, <tnd Dora 
said I was a goose, and she didn't like me at any rote, and the 
short evening flew away on gossamer-wings. The time was at 
hand when the couch was to call for us. I was standin~ alone 
b·:fore tbe fire, when Dora came stealing softly in, to give me 
that usual precious little krss beiore I went. 

"Don't you think, if I had had her fur a friend a long time 
aso, Doady," said Dora, her bright eyes shin in~ very bri~htly, 
and her ltttle nght hand idly busyin~ itself with one of the 
buttons of my "I might hare been more clever, perhaps?" 

":Jfr love! )l I, "Whlt nrJnsense! ~j 
" Do you think it is returned Dora, without 

lookm~ at m~: "Are you sure is? 11 

" Of course I am ! '' 
,~I have for;;otten," sJ.id s1'ill turning the button 

~~~tU an,~ round, 
11 

what reLHiJn is to you, you d('Jr 

"i\o , I repii~.:d ; 11 but w~ wt.:re brought up 
hkte brother and sistt:r." 

I wonJer why rou erer fell in love ll'ith me?" slid Dora, 
on another button of my coat. 

because I couldn 1t see you, and not love you, Dnm! 11 

''Suppose you had never seen me at alV, said Dora, going 
to another button 

'' Suppn\e we h~d never been born I" said I, gaily. 
1 wonJered what she was thinking about, as I glanced in 
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admiring silence at the little soft hand travelling up the row of 
buttons on my coat, and at the clustering hair that lay against 
my breast, and at the lashes of her downcast eyes, slightly 
rising as they followed her idle fingers. At length her eyes 
were lifted up to mine, and she stood on tiptoe to give me, 
more thoughtfully than usual, that precious little kiss-once, 
twice, three times-and went out of the room. 

They all came back together within five minutes afterwards, 
and Dora's unusual thoughtfulness was quite gone then. She 
was laughingly resolved to put Jip through the whole of his 
perforrpances, before the coach came. They took some tirne 
(not so much on account of their variety, as Jip's reluctance), 
and were still unfinished when it was heard at the door. There 
was a hurried but affectionate parting between Agnes and 
herself; and Dora was to write to Agnes (who was not to mind 
her letters being foolish, she said), and Agnes was to write to 
Dora ; and they had a second parting at the coach·door, and 
a third when Dora, in spite of the remonstrances of Miss 
Lavinia, would come running out once more to remind Agnes 
at the coach-window about writing, and to shake her curls at 
me on the box. 

The stage-coach was to put us down near Covent Garden, 
where we were to take another stage-coach -for Highgate. 
I was impatient for the short walk in the interva~ that Agnes 
might praise Dora to me. Ah ! what praise it was I How 
lovingly and fervently did it commend the pretty creature I 
had won, with all her artless graces best displayed, to rny rnost 
gentle care I How thoughtfully remind me, yet with no 
pretence of doing so, of the trust io which I held the 
orphan child ! 

Never, never, had I loved Dora so deeply and truly, as 
I loved her that night When we had again alighted, and 
were walking in the starlight along the quiet road that led to 
the Doctor's house, I told Agnes it was her doing. 

" When you were sitting by her," said I, " you seemed to 
be no less her guardian angel than mine; and you seem so 
now, Agnes." 

"A poor angel," she returned, " but faithful." 
The clear tone of her voice going straiglir to rny heart, made 

it natural to rne to say : 
"The cheerfulness that belongs to you, Agnes (and to no 

one else that ever I have seen), is so restored, I h"ve ,,bserved 
to-day, that I- have begun to hope that you are happier at 
home?" 
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"I am happier in myself," she said; "I am quite cheerful 

and light·hearted." . " · 
1 glanced at the seren7 face lookm~ upward, and thou)1t It 

was the stars that made It seem so nc.ble. 
"There has been no change at home," said Agnes, after a, 

f~:w moments. . 
•' JSo fresh reference," said I, "to-I wouldn't d1stress you, 

Agnes, but 1 cannot help asking-to what we spoke ol, when 
w~ 1mted last?" 

"Nu, non~,~~ she an;;;wered. 
"I have thought so much about it." 
"You must think le>s about it. Remember that I confide 

in simple love and truth at last. Have no apprehensions for 
me, Trotwood/, she adtlt::d1 after a moment; 14 the Stt'p you 
dread my taking, I shall never take." 

Although I thiuk I had never rmlly feared it, in any season 
of cool rctlection, it was an unspeakable relief to me to have 
this assura.11ce from her own truthful lips. I told her so, 
earnestly. 

•• And when this visit is over,'1 said 1,-'' for '"'e may not be 
alone another time,-h<'W long is it likely to br:, my d~ar Agnes, 
before you come to London 

"Probably a long time," replied; "I think it will be 
best-for papa's sake-to retmin at h•)me. \l"e are not likely 
to meet often, for some time to come ; but 1 shall be a goad 
correspondent of Dora'o, and we shall frequently hear of one 
another that way.'' 

\\'e were now within the little court-yard of the Doctor's 
cotta~e. It was growing late. There was a !inht in the 
wind0w of Mrs. Strong's chamber, and .:\gnes, pu~nting to it, 
UJd•' me good night. 

•·lJ? not be troubled," she said, giving me her hand, "by 
our misfortunes and anxieties. I can be happier in nothing 
than i~ your happiness. If you can ever give me help, rdy 
upon It 1 wdl ask you for rt. God bless vou alwavs ! " 

In her beaming smile, and in th<"e ]a;t tones oi· her cheerful 
voice, 1 seemed :,gain to see and hear my little Dora in her 
comvmy. I stood awhile, looking throu~h the porch at the 
stars, with a heart run of love and gratitude, and then w:dked 
slowly forth. 1 had engJged a bed at a decent alehouse close 
by, and was going out at the gate, when, happening to turn my 
r.c.,J, I saw~ lrght in the Doctor's study. A hall', reproachful 

came 1_nto my mmd, that he had been working at the 
Without my help. With the view of seeing if thiS 
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were so, and, in any case, of bidding him good night, if he 
were yet sitting among his books, I turned back, and going 
softly across the hall, and gently opening the door, looked in. 

The first person whom I saw, to my surprise, by the sober 
light of the shaded lamp, was Uriah. He was standmg close 
beside it, with one of his skeleton hands over his mouth, 
and the other resting on the Doctor's table. The Doctor 
sat in his study chair, covering his face with his h~nds. 
Mr. Wickfield, sorely troubled and distressed, was leaning 
forward, irresolutely touching the Doctor's arm. 

For an instant, I supposed that the Doctor was ill. I 
hastily advaoced a step under tbat,irupression, when I met 
Uriah's eye, and saw what was the matter .. I would have with· 
drawn, but the Doctor make a gesture to detain me, and I 
remained. 

"At any rate," observed Uriah, 11ith a writhe of his ungainly 
person, " we may keep the door shut. We needn't make it 
known to ALL the town." . 

Saying which, he went on his toes to the door, which I had 
left open, and carefully closed it. He then came back, and 
took up his former position. There was an obtrusive show of 
compassionate zeal in his voice and maoner, more intolerable 
-at least to me-than any demeanour he could have assumed. 

"I have felt it incumbent upon me, Master Copperfield," 
said Uriah, "to point out to Doctor Strong what you and me 
have already talked about. You didn't exactly understand me, 
though?" 

I t;ave him a look, but no other answer; and, going to 
my good old master, said a few words that I meant to be 
words of comfort and encouragement. He put his hand 
upon my shoulder, as it had been his custom to do when 
[ was quite a little fellow, but did not lift his grey head. 

"As you didn't understand me, Master Copperfield," resumed 
Uriah in the.sa~e offi~ious manner,~· I may take the liberty of 
Jmbly menttomng, bemg among fnends, that I have called 
Doctor Strong's attention to the goings-on of Mrs. Strong. It's 
nuch against the grain with me, I assure you, Copperfield, to 
le concerned in anything so unpleasant; but really, as ir is, 
ve're all mixing ourselves up with what oughtn't to be. That 
•·as what my meaning was, sir, when you didn't understand me." 

I wonder now, when I recall his leer, that I did not collar 
1im, and try to shake the breath out of his body. 
"I dare s~y I didn't make myself very clear," he went on, 

nor you neither. Naturally, we was both of us inclined to 
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give such a subj~ct a wide bert_h. Hows'e\·er, at lnst I bar 
ma<le up my mmd to speak plam; and I h:.ve menuoned t 
ll<>Ctor ~trong tl1at-did you speak, sir?" 

This was to the Doctor, who hnd moaned. The soun 
might have touched any heart, I thought, but it had no effe 
upot\ Uriah's. 

"-mentioned to Doctor Strong,'' he proceeded, "that an 
one may see that Mr. ~!a!dou, and the lovely and agreeabl 
hdy as i; Doctor Strong's wife, are too sweet on one another 
Really the time is eome t we being at present all mhing out 
selres up with what oughtn't to be), when Doctor Strong mu 
be told that this was full :,.- ~·L,;n to el'erybody as the sun, befo 
:l!r. ~lnldon went to India; that 1Ir. Al:.ldon made excuses t~ 
come back, for nothing el>e; and that he's always here, f~ 
n0thing dse. When you come in, sir, I was just putting itt~ 
my l~lluw·partner," towards whom be turned, "to say to Docto! 
~ttong upon his word and honour, whether he'd ever be,e! 
of this opinion lung agr., or 1lot. Come, .Mr. Wickfield, Str 

\Yould you lJe so good as tell us? Yes or no, sir? Con1e 
pattnt:r!" , 

•· For God's soke, my dear Doctor," said "lr. \\'ickfield 
again laying his irreoolute hand upon the Doctor's arm 
"don't ~ttach too much weight to any suspicions I m~. 
h:tve cntert::lln~d.•' 

"There I" cried Uriah, shoking his head. "Whot 
melancholy confirmation: ain·t it'?' Him ! Such an ol 

fritnd! Bless your soul, when 1 was nQthin~; but •. cl~r 
Ill h1s .office, Copperfield, l're '''"n him twent)' times, t[ I v 
seen h1m once. qtate in :.t tu.ki n~ about it -quite put outl yo 
know (and very proper in him 'as a father: I'm sure I can 
hlame him), to think that llliss A~nes was mixing herself u 
wnn what ou:;htn't to be." ' . 

"~Ir d~nr ~triln[!," s.>id :\lr. \\'ickfi~ld in a tremulous voic 
•· m)' ~O,)d friend, i necdn"t tell )'OU that it has been Ill)' vi< 
ti loo~ for S(tntc on~ mCJ.ster moti\'e in ~\·crybody, a~1d to t 
a. I acuons by one narrow tc>t. I may have fallen mto sU< 
doubts as I hn1·e had, throw•h this mistake.'' 
. '.'You have had t!ouht;, \l'ickfield," said the.Doctor, witho 
hftm~ up his head. "\"ou have had doubts.'' 

"Sp~ak up, fellow-partner," urged Uriah. 
'· 1 had, at one tinw, certainly,'' said Mr. \\"kkfield. "I 

God furg1v~ me-l rhou~ht .t·ou hnd." 
"!'':', M, no I" returned the Doctor, in a tone of m< 

p.:lthctJC gr:et. 
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"I though~ at one time," said Mr. \\'ickfield, "that you 

wished to send Maid on abroad to effect a desirable separation." 
lit" No, no, no!" returned the Doctor. "To give Annie 
pleasure, by making some provision for the companion of 
her childhood. Nothing else." 

"So I found," said Mr. Wickfield. "I couldn't doubt it, 
when you told me so. But I thought-! implore you to 

· remember the narrow construction which has been my beset­
ting sin-that, in a case where there was so much disparity in 
point of years-" 

"That's the way to put it, you see, Master Copperfield ! " 
observed Uriah, with fawning and oh·ensive pity. 

"-a lady of such youth, and such attractions, however real 
her respect for you, might have been influenced in marrying, 
by worldly considerations only. I make no allowance for 
innumerable feelings and circumstances that may have all 
tended to good. For Heaven's sake remember that I" 

"How kind he puts it I" said Uriah, shaking his head. 
"Always observing her from one point of view," said Mr. 

Wickfield; "but by all that is dear to you, my old friend, I 
entreat you to consider what it was ; I am forced to confess 
now, having no escape-" 

"No I There's no way out of i~ Mr. Wickfield, sir," observed 
Uriah, "when it's got to this." · 

"-that I did," said Mr. Wickfield, glancing helplessly and 
distractedly at his partner, "that I did doubt her, and think 
her wanting in her duty to you; and that I did sometimes. if 
I must say all, feel averse to Agnes being in such a familiar 
relation towards her, as to see what I saw, or in my disca-'ed 
theory fancied that 1 saw. I never mentioned this to any one. 
I never meant it to be known to any one. And though it is 
terrible to you to hear," said i\lr. Wickfield, quite subdued, 
"if you knew how terrible it is for me to tell, you would feel 
compassion for me! u 

The Doctor, in the perfect goodness of his nature, put out 
his hand. Mr. Wick field held it for a little while in his, with 
his head bowed down. 

"I am sure," said Uriah, writhing himself into the silence 
like a Conger-eel, "that this is a subject full of unpleasantness 
to everybody. But since we have got so far, I ought to take the 
libeny of mentioning that Copperfield has noticed it too." 

I turned upon him, and asked him bow he lhred refer 
tO me! 

·u Oh! it's very kind of you, Copperfield," returned Uriah, 
1/ 
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undulating ·1\1 over," and we all know what an amiable character 
yours is; but y.JU know that the moment. I spoke to you the 
other night, yc•U knew what I meant. You know you knew 
what I meant, Coppertield. ]Jon't deny it! You deny it with 
the best intentions; but don't do it, Copperfield." 

I saw the mild eye of the good old Doctor turned upon me 
for a moment, and I felt that the confession of my old mis· 
givings and remembrances was too plainly written in my face 
to be overlooked. It was of no use ragmg. I could not undo 
that. Sav what I would, I could not uns.1y it. 

11· e w;re silent and remained so, until' the Doctor 
rust and walked or thrice across the room. Presently he 
returned to where his chair stood : and, leaning on the back of 
it, and occasiowlly putting his handkerchief to his eyes, with a 
simple honesty that did him more honour, to my thinking, tban 
any di.,gui1e he codd ha\'e all'ected, said : 

., I hlve been muc~1 to blame. I believe I have been wry 
much to blame. I have exposed one whom I hold in my bean, 
to trials and aspcrs'ons-1 call them aspersions, even to have 
been conceived in any body's inmost mind~of which she ne\'et, 
but for me. could ha,·e been the object." 

Uriah lleep gave a kind of snivel. I think to express 
sympathy. 

"Of which my Annie," said the Doctor, "never, but for me, 
could have been the object. Gt•ntlemen, I am old now, as you 
know; I do not feel, to·ni~ht, that I have much to live for. 
But my life-my Life-upo'n the truth and honour of the dear 
lady who has been the suuject of this conversation!" 

I do not think that the btst embodiment of chivalry, the 
rtalisation of the handsomest and most romantic fi.,ure ever 
ima;med by painter, could have Slid this with a more i;;,pressive 
;\nd "tTe~ting dignity than the plain old Doctor did. 

''But 1 am not prepared," be went on, "to deny-perhaps I 
mr.~.y h~ve been, WJthout knowing it, in some dt!gree prepared 
to adm1t-that I may have unwittingly ensnared that lady into 
an unhappy mamage. I am a man quite unaccustomed to 
observe ; and I cannot but believe that the observation of 
•everal people, of different ages and positions, all too plainly 
tendn~g in one direction (and that so natural), is better than 
mme.) 

I. had often admired, as I have elsewhere described, his 
bcn~gnant manner towards his youthful wife; but the respectful 
ten•cerness he manifested in every reference to her on thrs 
occaswn, and the almost reverential manner in which be put 
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away from him the lightest doubt of her intregrity, exalted him, 
in my eyes, beyond description. 

"I married that lady," said the Doctor, "when she was 
extremely young. I took her to myself when her character was 
scarcely formed. So fax as it was developed, it had been my 
happiness to form it. I knew her father well. 1 knew her 
well. I had taught her what I could, for the love of all her 
beautiful and virtuous qualities. If I did her wrong; as I 
fear I did, in taking advantage (but I never meant it) of her 
gratitude and her affection; I ask pardon of that lady, in my 
heart!" 

He walked across the room, and came back to the same 
place ; holding the chair with a grasp that trembled, like his 
subdued voice, in its earnestness. 

" I regarded myself as a refuge, for her, from the dangers 
and vicissitudes of life. I persuaded myself that, unequal 
though we were in years, she would live tranquilly and con· 
tentedly with me. I did not shut out of my consideration the 
time when I should leave her free, and still young and still 
beautiful, but with her judgment more matured-no, gentlemen 
-upon my truth ! " 

His homely figure seemed to be lightened up by his fidelity 
and generosity. Every word he uttered had a force that no 
other grace could have imparted to it. 

"My life with this lady has been very happy. Until to­
night, I have had uninterrupted occil!iion to bless the day on 
which I did her great injustice." 

His voice, more and more faltering in the utterance of these 
words, stopped for a few moments; then he went on : 

"Once awakened from my dream--! have been a poor 
dreamer, in one way or other, all my life-! see how natural 
it is that she should have some regretful feeling tow~rds her 
old companion and her equal. That she does regard him with 
some innocent regret, with som-. blameless thoughts of what 
might have been, but for me, i9, I fear, too true. Much that 
I have seen, but not noted, has come back upon me with new 
meaning, during this last tr),ng hour. But, beyond this, gentle· 
men, the dear lady's name never must be coupled with a word, 
a breath, of doubt." 

For a little while, his eye kindled and his voice was firm; 
for a little while be was again silent. Presently, he proceeded 
as before: 

"It only retnains for .me to bear the knowledge of the un· 
happiness I have occas1oned, as subm1ss1vely as I can. It IS 
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she who should reproach; not I. To save her from miscon· 
struction cruel misconstruction, that even mv friends hav~ not 
been abl~ to avoid, becomes my duty. Th~ more retired we 
live, the b~ttcr I shall discharge it. And when the time comes 
~m:t)' it come S'JOO, if it be His merciful pleasure !-wh•·n my 
d.:ath shall release her from constr:tint, 1 shall dose my eyes 
upon hor honoured face, wrth unbounded conJidence ar.d love; 
and leave her, with no sorrow then, to happier and brighter 
days." 

I could not sec him for the tears which his e~rnestness and 
goodness, so adorned by. and so adorning, the perfect sim­
plidty ol his manner, br.o~rght into my eyes. He had moved 
to tht door, when he added : 

" Gentlemen, I h'!l'e shown you my heart. I am sure you 
will respect it. What we have said to-night is never to be said 
more. Wicktield, give m.· an old friend's arm up-stairs!'' 

~lr. Wickllcld hastened to him. Without interchanging a 
word they went slowly out of the room together, Uriah looking 
after them. 

''\\'ell, Mast~r Coppefield! "said Uriah, meekly turning to 
me. "The thing ha,n't took quite the turn that might have 
been cxpcckd, for the old !:icholar-what an excellent man!­
is as blind as a brickbat; but !Itt's family's out of the cart, I 
think'., 

I needed but the sound of his voice to be so madly enraged 
as I never was before, and never have been since . 
. "You \'ilhin," said I, "what do you mean by entrapping me 
mto your •chenrcs? How dare you appeal to me just now, 
you false rascal, as if we had been in discu>sion togeth~r I" 

As we stood~ front to front, I saw so plainly, in the ste~lthy 
exultation of h1s fac~, what I already so plainly knew; I mean 
that he forced his confidence upon me, expressly to make me 
mr>orahle. and had set a ddiherate trap for me in this very 
ntatter; th.tt I couldn't bcllr it. The whole of his lank cheek 
was inviti~gly before me, and I struck it with my open hand 
Wll h that Ioree that nt)' fingers tingled as if I had burnt them. 

H,e caught th~ hand in his, and we stood in that connexion, 
lo•.>kmg at each other. We stood so a long time; long enough 
for me to see. the white marks of my fingers die out ol the 
de:;r red of hJS,cheek, and leave it a. deeper red. . 
., t opporfield, he sard at length, 1n u breathless vorce, 

have you taken leave of your senses?" 
" I ha,·e taktn leave of you " said I wresting my hand away. 

" \'au <log, I'll know no mar; of you.'\ 
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"Won't you?" said he, constrained by the pain of his cheek 

to put his hand there. " Perhaps you won't be able to help it. 
Isn't this ungrateful of you, now?" 

"I have shown you often enough," said I, "that I despise 
you. I have shown you now, more plainly, that I do. Why 
should I dread your doing your worst to all about you ? What 
else do you ever do?" 

He perfectly understood this allusion to the considerations 
that had hitherto restrained me in my communications with 
him. I rather think that neither the blow, nor the allusion, 
would have escaped me, but for the assurance I had had from 
Agnes that night. It is no matter. 

There was another long pause. His eyes, as he looked at 
me, seemed to take every shade of colour that could make eyes 
ugly. 

"Copperfield," he said, remo,•ing his hand from his cheek, 
"you have always gone a~ainst me. I know you always used 
to be against me at Mr. Wickfield's." 

"You may think what you like," said I, still in a towering 
rage. u If it is not true, so much the worthier you." 

"And yet I always liked you, Copperfield!" he rejoined. 
I deigned to make him no reply ; and, tAking up my hnt, 

was going out to bed, when he came between me and the 
door. 

"Copperfield," he said, "there must be two parties to a 
quarrel. "I won't he one." 

" You may go to the devil! " s.1id I. 
"Don't say that ! " he replied. " I know you'll be sorry 

afterwards. How can you make yourself so inferior to me, as 
to show such a bad spirit ? But I forgive you." 

"You forgive me!" I repeated disdainfully. 
"I do, and you can't help yourself," replied Uriah. "To 

think of your going and attacking me, that have always been a 
lriend to you! But there can't be a quarrel without two partie,, 
and I won't be one. I will be a friend to you, in spite of you. 
So now you know what you've got to expecL" 

The necessity of carrymg on this dialogue (his part in which 
was very slow; mine very quick) in a low tone, that the house 
might not be disturbed at an unseasonable hour, did not im· 
pr;ve my temper; though my passion was cooling down. 
Merely telling him that I should expect from him what I 
always had expected, and had ne•er yet been disappointed in, 
I opened the door upon him, as if he had been a great walnut 
put there to be cracked, and went out of the house. But be 
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slept out of the hou>e too, at his muthds lod~ing; and before 
1 h.Hl gone manv lnmdred y"ds, came up wtth me. , 

"You knnw, Copperfield," he said, in my ear (l dtd not turn 
my head), "you)re in quite a wrong position ; n which I fdt to 
be true, and that made me chafe the more; "you can't make 
this a brave thin~. and you can't help being forg.iven. I do?'t 
mtend to m~ntion tt to mutht·r, nor to any hvmg sotJl. I m 
determined to foqive you. But 1 do wonder that you should 
lift your hand apinst a per>on that you knew to be so 
umhie!'' 

I felt onlv less mean than he. He knew me better than I 
knew myself. If he had retorted or "P''nly eusperated me, it 
would have been a relief and a justification; but he had put 
me on a slow tire, on which I lay tormented half the ni~ht. 

In the morning, when I came out, the early church bell was 
and he wa, walking up and down with his mother. He 

me as if nothing lud happened, and I could do no 
less than reply. I had struck him hard enough to gi,·e him the 
tout hache, I suppose, At all el'cnts his face was tied up in a 
black silk handkerchief, which, with his hat perched on the top 
ol it, was far from improving his appearance. I heard that he 
went to a dentist's in London on the 11onday morning, and 
bad a tooth out. I hnpe it we; a double one. 

The Doctor gave out that he was not quite well; and re 
mamed alone, for a corbHlerab!.; part of every day, during the 
remainder of the visit. Agnes and her father had been gone a 
week, before we resumed our usual work. On the day pre­
ceding its resumption, the Doctor gave me with his own hands 
a folded note, not sealed. It ""' addressed to myself; and 
laid an injunction on me, in a few affectionate words, never to 
refer to the subject of that e1·ening. I had confided it to my 
a~nt, but to no one else. It was not a subject I could discuss 
111th Agnes, and Agnes certamly had not the least susptcton o( 
what had pa,ed. 

Neither, I tdt con1inccd, had Mrs. Strong then. Several 
weeks elapsed before I saw the least change in her. It came 
on slowlr, hke a cloud when there is no wind. At first, she 
seemed to wonder at the gentle compassion with which the 
Doctor spoke to her, and at his wish that she should have her 
:nothet wrth her, to relieve the dull monotony of her life. 
Often, when '!'e were at work, and she was sitting by, I would 
see her pausmg and looking at him with that memorable face. 
Afterward;, I sometimes observed her rise, with her eyes full of 
tears, and .;o out of the room. Gradually, an unhappy shadow 
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fell upon her beauty, and deepened every day. Mrs. Markle­
ham was a regular inmate of the cottage then; but she talked 
and talked, and saw nothing. 

As this change stole on Annie, once like sunshine in the 
Doctor's house, the Doctor became older in appearance, and 
more grave; but the sweetness of his temper, the placid kind· 
ness of his manner, and his benevolent solicitude for her, if 
they were capable of any increase, were increased. I saw him 
once, early on the morning of her birthday, when she came to 
sit in the window while we were at work (which she had always 
done, but now began to do with a timid and uncertain air that 
I thought very touching), take her forehead between his hands, 
kiss i~ and go hurriedly away, too much moved to remain. I 
saw her stand where he had left her, like a statue; and then 
bend down her head, and clasp her hands, and weep, I cannot 
say how sorrowfully. 

Sometimes, after tha~ I fancied that she tried to speak, even 
to me, in intervals when we were left alone. But she never 
utter<<! a word. The Doctor always had some new project for 
her participating in amuseme11ts away from home, with her 
mother; and .Mrs. 1\!arkleham, who was very fond of amuso:­
ments, and very easily dissatisfied with anything else, entered 
into them with great good wil~ and was loud in her com· 
mendations. But Annie, in a spiritless unhappy way, only 
went whither she was led, and seemed to have no care fur 
anything. 

I did not know what to think. Neither did my aunt ; who 
must have walked, at various times, a hundred miles in her 
uncertainty. What was strangest of all was, that the only real 
relief which seemed to make its way into the secret r~gton of 
this domestic unhappiness, made its way there in the person 
of Mr. Dick. 

\\'hat his thoughts were on the subje~ or what his 
observation was, I am as unable to explain, as I dare say 
be would have been to assist me in ~ task. But, as I have 
recorded in the narrative of my school days, his veneration 
tor the Doctor was unbounded; and there is a subtlety o( 
perception in real attachment, even when it is borne tow.rds 
man by one of the lower animals, which leaves the highest 
intellect behind. To this mind of the heart, if I may 
call it so, in Mr. Dick, some bright ray of the truth shot 
strai;ht. 

He had proudly resumed bis privilege, in many of his spare 
hours, of .walking up and down the garden with the Doctor; 
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as he had been accustomed to pace up and down The Doctor:s 
\Yalk at Cant~rbury. But matters were no sooner m thts 
statt,, th.m he devoted all his spare time (and got up earher 
to make it more) to these perambulations. If he had never 
been so happy as when the Doctor read that ma;vellous per­
formance, the IJictiunary, t<• him; he was now quae m1serable 
unless the Ductor pulled it out of his pDcket, and began. 
When the Doctor and I were en~a~ed. he now fell into the 
custom of walking up and down with Mrs. Strong, and helpmg 
her to trim her favourite flowers, or weed the beds. I dare say 
he rarely spoke a dozen words in an hour: but his quiet 
interest, and his wistful face, found immediate response m 
both tlteir breasts; each knew that the other liked him, and 
that he loved both; and he became what no one else could 
be-a link between them. 

When I think of him, with his impenetrably wise face, 
walking up and down with the Doctor, delighted to be batter~d 
by the hard words in the Dictionary ; when I think of htm 
carrying huge watering-pots after Annie; kneeling down, ~n very 
paws of gloves, at patient microscopic work among the little 
leaves; expressing as no ~hilosopher could have expressed, in 
everything he diu, a delicate desire to be her friend; showering 
sympathy, trustfulness, and affection, out of every hole in the 
watering-pot; when I think of him never wandering in that 
better mind of his to which unhappiness addressed itself, never l' bringing the unfortunate King Charles into the garden, never 

1· wavering in his grateful service, never diverted from his know­
led~e that there was something wrong, or from his wish to set 
It nght-1 really fed almost ashamed of having known that 
he was not quite in his wits, taking account of the utmost 
I have done wnh mine. · 

"Nobody but myself, Trot, knows what that man is!" my 
aunt would proudly remark, when we conversed about it. 
" Dtck will distinguish himself yet!" 

I must refe.r to one other topic beiore I close this chapter. 
II hde the VISit at the Doctor's was ,till in progress, I obserred 
th.rt the postman brought two or three letters every morning 
for U nah Het·p, who remained at Highgate until the rest went 
back, It bemg a leisure time· and that these were always 
d~rected in a business-like man~er by Mr. Micawber, who now 
assumed a r?und legal hand. I was glad to infer, from these 
sh,;ht premises, that Mr. Micawber was doing well; and 
Co"s;~uently was much surprised to receive, about this time, 
the tollowmg letter from his amiable wife: 
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"CANTERBURY, Jlfonday Evmin,(. 

"You will doubtless be surprised, my dear Mr. Copperfield, 
to receive this communication. Still more so, by its contents. 
Still more so, by the stipulation of implicit confidence which 
I beg to impose. But my feelings as a wife and mother require 
relief; and as I do not wish to consult my family (already 
obnoxious to the feelings of Mr. Micawber), I know no one 
of whom I can better ask advice than my friend and former 
lodger. 

"You may be aware, my dear .Mr. Copperfield, that between 
myself and Mr. Micawber (whom I will never desert), there ha; 
always been preserved a spirit of mutual confidence. Mr. 
Micawber may have occasionally given a bill without con­
sulting me, or he may have misled me as to the period 

·when that obligation would become due. This has actually 
happened. But, in geneml, Mr. Micawber has had no secrers 
from the bosom of aiTection-1 allude to his wife-and has 
invariably, on our retirement to rest, recalled the events of 
the day. 

"You will picture to yourself, my dear Mr. Copperfield, 
what the poignancy of my feelings must be, when I inform 
you that Mr. Micawber is entirely changed. fie is reserved. 
He is secret. His life is a mystery to the partner of his joys 
and sorrows-! again allude to his wife-and if 1 should 
assure you that beyond knowing that it is passed from morn­
ing to night at the office, 1 now know less of it than I do 
of the man in the south, connected with whose mouth the 
thoughtless children repeat an idle tale respecting cold plum 
porridge, 1 should adopt a popular fallacy to express an 
actual fact. 

"But this is not all. Mr. Micawber is moro;e. He is 
severe. He is estmnged from our eldest son and daughter, 
he has no pride in his twins, he looks with an eye of coldne-<s 
even on the unoffending stranger who. last became a member 
of our circle. The pecuniary means of meeting our expenses, 
kept down to the utmost farthing, are obtained from him with 
great difficulty, and even under fearful threats that he· wrll 
Settle himsdf (the exact expression); and he inexorably 
refuses to give any explanation wh;tever of this distractir•g 
policy. 

"This is hard to bear. This is heart-breaking. If you will 
advise me, knowing my feeble powers such as they are, how 
you think it will be best to exert them in a dilemma so 
unwonted, you will add another friendly obligation to the 
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rn"''Y you have "!ready rendererl me: \l'ith l~1·es fwm the 
chilUrt:l\ and a smlif' lrom the h:tpptly-unconscwus stranger, 
I remain, dear Mr. Copperfield, 

''\'our afflicted, 
u EM!IlA ~l!CA\\'P,ER." 

I did not feel justified in gi1•ing a wiie of M.s. Micawber's 
experience any other rt:C('Illfllenclation, than that she ~lwuid 
try to reclaim h!r. Micawber by patience and kindness I": l 
knew she would in any case); but the ktter set me thmkmg 
about him very much. 

CHAPTER XLIII 

:\NOTHER HETRO~PF.CT 

(J:;cE again, let me pause upon a memurable period of my life. 
Let me stand aside, to see ·the phantoms of those days go by 
me, actompanying the shadow of myself, in dim procession. 

Weeks, months, seasons, pass along. They seem little more 
than a summer d<1y und a winter evening. Now, the Common 
where l walk with Dora is all in bloom, a field of bright gold; 
and now the unseen heather lies in mounds and bunches 

), underneath a covering of snow. In a breath, the river that 
/ ftows through our Sunday walks is sporkling in th•; summer 

sun, 1s ruffied by the winter wind, or thickened with drifting 
heaps of ice. Faster than ever river ran towards the sea, tt 
fushes, darkens, and rolls away. 

Not a thread changes in the house of the two little bird-like 
ladies.. The clock ti~ks over the fireplace, the weatheq~lass 
hangs tn the hall. N e1ther clack nor weather-glass is ever nght; 
but we bd,eve in both, devoutly. 

I have come lepily to man's estate. I have attained the 
dignity <Jf twenty·one. But this is a sort of dignity that may be 
thrust upon one. L:t me think what I have achieved. 

I have tamed that savage stenographic mvstery. I make a 
n'5pcctable .mcorne by it. I am in high repute for my ace om· 
p!:>hment m all perta~ning to the art, and am jo1ned wJth 
d•:ven others in reportinn the debates in Parliament for a 
Mornmg New>paper. Ni~ht after night, I record predictions 
that never come to pa.ss, professions that are never fulfilled, 
exr,lanatwns rhat are only meant to mystify. I wallow in words. 
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Britannia, that unfortunate female, is always before me, like a 
trussed fowl : skewered through and through with office-pens, 
and bound hand and foot with red tape. I am sufficiently 
behind the scenes to know the worth of politicul life. I am 
quite an Infidel about it, and shall never be converted. 

My dear old Traddles has tried his hand at the same pursuit, 
but it is not in Traddles's way. He is perfectly good-humoured 
respecting his failure, and reminds me that he always did con· 
sidcr himself slow. He has occasional employment on the 
same newspaper, in getting up the facts of dry subjects, to be 
written about and embellished by more fertile minds. He is 
called to the bar ; and with admirable industry and sell-denial 
has scraped another hundred pounds togdher, to fee a con· 
veyancer whose chambers he attends. A great deal of very hot 
port wine was consumed at his· c:1ll; and, considering the 
figure, I should think the Inner Temple must have made a 
profit by it. 

I have come out in another way. I have taken with lear 
and trembling to authorship. I wrote a little something, in 
secret, and sent it to a magazine, and it was published in the 
magazine. Since then, I have taken heart to write a good 
many trifling pieces. Now, I am regularly paid for them. 
Altogether, I am well off; when I tell my income on the 
fingers of my left hand, I pass the third finger and take in the 
fourth to the middle join~ 

We have removed from Buckingham Stree~ to a ple~L~ant 
little cottage very near the one I looked at, when my enthu­
siasm first c:1me on. My aunt, however (who ha> sold the 
house at Dover, to good advantage), is not going to remain 
here, but intends removmg herself to a still more tiny cottage 
close at hand. \\'bat does this portend? My marriage? 
Yes! 

Yes! I am going to be married to Dora! Miss Lavinia 
and ~'!iss Cluris;a have given their consr,nt; and if ever canary 
birds were in a flutter, they are. Miss Lavinia, sell-charged 
with the superintendence of my darling's wardrobe, is constantly 
cutting out brown·paper cuirasses, and differing io opinion 
from a highly respectable young man, with a long bundle, and 
a yard mea>ure under his arm. A dressmaker, always stabbed 
in the breast with a needle and thread, boards and lodges in 
the house; and seems to me, eating, drinking, or sleeping, 
never to take her thimble off. They make a lay-figure of my 
dear. They are always sending for her to come and try some· 
thing on. \\' e can't be h'PPY together lor five minutes in the 
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e1·cning, hut some intrusive iemale knocks at the door, and 
;oys, "(lh, if you please, ~!iss Dora, would you step up­
st.urs! 11 

:.!iss Clarissa and my aunt ro;cm all ovtr London, to fmd out 
articles of furniture fvr !lora and me to lonk at. It would be 
better for them to buv the goods at once, without this ceremony 
of mspection ; for, 1~hen 1ve go to see a kitchen fender and 
meat·screen, Dora sees a Chmese house for Jip, w1th httle bells 
on the top, anJ ptt.fers that. And it takes a long t1me to 
accustom jip to his new residence, after we have bought 1t; 
whenever he goes in or out, he makes all the little bells ring, 
and is horribly frightened. 

l'eg~otty comes up to make herself useful, and falls to work 
immediately. Her department appears to be, to dean every­
thtng over and over again. She rubs everything that can be 
rubbed, until it shines, like her own houest forehead, w1th 
perp<·tua\ friction. And now it is, that I begin to see her 
sr<lllary broth'" passing through the dark streets at night, and 
looking, as he goes, among the wa.ndenng faces. I never speak 
to him at such an hour, I know too well, as his grave figure 
pass.es onward, what he seeks, and what he dreads. 

Why does Tmddles look so important when he calls upon 
me this afternoon 10 the Commons_:where I still oceastonally 
attend, for form's sake, when I have time? The realisation of 
my boyish day-dreams is at hand. I am going to take out the 
JJr.t:nt:e. 

It is a little document to do so much; and Traddles con· 
templates it, as it lies upon my de1k, half in admiration, half 
Ill awe, There are the names in the sweet old visionary con­
nexiOn, David Coppertield and llora Spenlow; and there, in the 
<:orner, IS that Parental Institution, the Stamp Office, which IS 

'o benignantly Interested 10 the various transactions of human 
hfc, loukin.'l do1111 upon our Union; and there is the Arch· 
bJShop of Canterbury invoking a blessing on us in print, and 
d<·u~g tt as cheap as could possibly be expected. . 

l'ievertheless, I am in a dream, a flustered, happy, horned 
dream, I can't bdieve that it is going to be; and yet 1 can't 
believe but that every one I pass in the street must have some 
kmd of pcrcept1on, that I am to be married the day aiter to­
morrow. The Surrogate knows me, when I go down to be 
sworn, andd1sposes of me easily, as if there were a ~bsomc 
~nderstandtng between us, 'fraddles is not at all wanted, but 
IS m attendance ns my general backer. 

"I hope the next time you come here, my dear fellow," I say 
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to Traddles, " it will be on the same errand for yourself. And 
I hope it will be soon." 

"Thank you for your good wishes, my dear Copperfield," he 
replies. "I hope so too. It's a satisfaction to know that she'll 
wait for me any length of time, and that she really is the deare;t 
girl-" 

"When are you to nteet her at the coach?" I ask. 
"At seven," says Traddles, looking at his plain old silver 

watch-the very watch he once took a wheel out of, at school, 
to make a water-mill. "That is about Miss Wick field's time, 
is it not?" 

"A little earlier. Her time is half·past eight." 
"I assure you, my de.u boy," says Traddles, "I am almost 

as pleased as if I were going to be married myself, to think 
that this event is coming to such a happy termination. And 
really the great friendship and consideration of personally 
associating Sophy with the joyful occasion, and inviting her to 
be a bridesmaid in conjunction with Miss Wickfield, demands 
my warmest thanks. I am extremely sensible of it." 

I hear him, and shake hands with him; and we talk, and walk, 
and dine, and so on; but I don't believe it. Nothing is real. 

Sophy arrives at the hou,e of Dora's aunts, in due course. 
She has the most agreeable of faces,- not absolutely beautiful, 
but extraordinarily pleasant,-and is one of the most genial, 
unaffected, frank, engaging creatures I have ever seen. 
Traddles presents her to us with great pride; and rubs his 
hands for ten minutes by the clock, with every ind1vidual hair 
upon his head standing on tiptoe, when I congratulate him in 
a corner on hi~ choice. 

I have brought Agnes from the Canterbury coach, and her 
cheerful and beautiful face is among us for the second time. 
Agnes ha.s a ~reat liking for Traddlcs, and it is capital to see 
them mee~ and to observe the glory ofTraddles as he commends 
the dearest girl in the world to her acquaintance. 

Still! don't believe it. We have a delightful evening, and 
are supremely happy: but I don't believe it yet. I can't coll1:rt 
myself. I can't check off my happiness as it takes place. I 
fed in a misty and unsettled kind of state; as if I had got up 
very early in the morning a week or two ago, and h:~d never 
been to bed since. I can't make out when yesterday was. I 
seem to have beon carrying the licence about, in my pocket, 
many months. 

Next day, too, when we all go in a flock to see the house­
our house-Dora's and mine-! am quite unable to regard 
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mv><:lf as its muster. I seem to be there, by permission of 
,,;mebody else. I half the real master to come home 
prc·sently, and he ;, to see me. Surh a beuut11u1 little 
huuse as it is, everything so bright and new: With the 
flnwcrs on the c"rpet; lvoking as if freshly gathered, and the 

le:wes on the p.1pcr as ,f they had just come out; With 
spot\tss mu~lin curtains, and the blushing rose.coloured 

furniture, and llma's ~arden hat with the blue ribbon-do I 
remcmber1 now, how I luwd her in such anotht!r hat when 
1 1irst knew her !-already h;msmg on its little peg; the 
):!Uttar-case quite at home on it::; IH.'els in a corner; and every~ 
lwdy tumbling ovr:r Jip's P.1goda. which is much too big for the 
establishn1ent. 

:\nether happy evening, quite as unreal as all the rest of i~, 
;1.nd I steal into the usu1l room before going aw-y. Dora. IS 

not there. I suppose they have not done trying on yet. Miss 
La~ima in, and tells me mysteriously that she will not 
be long. is rather long, not111thstanding: but by-and-bye 
I hrar a rustling at the door, and some one taps. 

I say, "Come in!" but ~ome one taps as:ain. 
I to the dnor, wondering who it is; there, I meet a 

pair ey .. s, Md a Llushing face; they are Dora's eyes 
and face, and \!iss l.,;,vinia has dressed her in to-morrow's 
dress, bonnet and all, for me to see. I take my little wife to 
my hem; and Miss Lavinia gives a little scream because I 
tumble the bonnet, and Dora laugh' and cries at once, because 
I am so pkased; and I believe it less than ever. 

"Do think it pretty, Dc>.<dy?" says Dora. 
Pretty I should rather think 1 did. 
:·And ar.e l:OU sure you like me very much I" says Dora. 
fhe topic ts fraught 1nth such danger to the bonnet, that 

~lis; uvinia gives another little scr~am and Lens me to 
understand that Dora is only to be lonked at, a;d on no 
account to be. touched. So Dora stanJs in a delightful state 
of confusiOn tor a minute or two, to be aJmired; and then 
takes off her bonnet-looking so natural without it !-and 
runs away with it ln her hand; and comes dancing down aga1n 
m her own familiar dress, and asks Jip if I have got a beautiful 
httle Wife, and whether he'll forgive her for being married, and 
kneels d?wn to make him stand upon the cookery-book, for 
the last time m her single life. 

I go home, more incredulous than ever, to a lodging that 
I have hard by ; and get up very early in the morning, to ride 
to the H 1ghgate road and fetch my aunt. 
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I have never seen my aunt in such state. She is dressed 

in lavender-coloured silk, and has a white bonnet on, and is 
amazing. Janet has dressed her, and is there to look at me. 
Peggotty is ready to go to church, intending to behold the 
ceremony from the gallery. Mr. Dick, who is to give my 
darling to me at the altar, has had his hair curled. Traddles, 
whom I have taken up by appointment at the turnpike, 
presents a dazzling combination of cream colour and light 
blue ; and both he and Mr. Dick have a general effect about 
them of being all gloves. 

No doubt I see this, because I know it is so; but I am 
astray, and seem to see nothing. Nor do I believe anything 
whatever. Stil~ as we drive along in an open c.1rriage, this 
fairy marriage is real enough to fill me with a sort of wondering 
pity for the unfortunate people who have no part in it, but are 
sweeping out the shops, and going to their daily occupations. 

My aunt sits with my hand in hers all the way. When we 
stop a little way short of the church, to put down Peggotty, 
whom we have brought on the box, she gives it a squeeze, and 
me a kiss. 

"God bless you, Trot I My own boy never could be dearer. 
I think of poor dear Baby this morning." 

"So do I. And of all I owe to you, dear aunt." 
"Tu~ child!" says my aunt; and gives her hand in over· 

flowing cordiality to Traddles, who then .gives his to ,\lr. Dick, 
who then gtves his to me, who then gtve mine to Traddles, 
and then we come to the church door. 

The church is calm enough, I am sure; but it might be a 
steam·power loom in full action, for any sedative eiTect it has 
on me. I am too far gone for that. 

The rest is all a more or less incoherent dre1m. 
A dream of their coming in with Dora; of the pew-opener 

arranging us, like a drill·sergeant, before the altar rails; of my 
wondering, even then, why pew·openers must alw•ys be the 
most disagreeable females procurable, a.nd whether there is any 
religious dread of a disastrous inf"ction of good humour whi,:h 
renders it indispensable to set those vessels of vinegar upon 
the road to Heaven. 

Of the clergyman and clerk appearing; of a few boatmen 
and some other people strolling in; of an ancient mariner 
behind me, strongly flavouring the church with rum ; of the 
service beginning in a deep voice, and our all being very 
attentive. 

Of Miss Lavinia, who acts as a semi·auxiliary bridesmaid, 
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being the first to cry, and of her doing homage (as I take. it) 
to th~ memory of Pidger, in sdJs; of )!iss Clanssa applymg 
a "nelling·bottle; of Agnes taking care of Dora; of my aunt 
endeavouring to represent her!'elf as a moJel of sternness, wtth 
tears rollmg dmm her face; of little Dora tremlJlmg very much, 
and making her respnnses in faint whispers. 

Ui our kneeling down to~tther, side by side; of Dora's 
trembling less and le,, but alwavs clasping Agnes by the 
hand : of the service being got throu~h, quietly and ~ravely; 
oi our all looking at each other in an Apnl state of smtlcs and 
tears, when it is over: of my young wife bemg hvstencal in the 
~estry, and crying for her poor papa, her dear papa. 

ltf her soon cheering up a"ain. and our signing the register 
ali ronn'l. Of my goin~ into the plkry for l'eggotty to bnng 
iur to sign 1t; of Pcggotty's hu~ging me in a corner, and telhng 
me she saw my own de:u mother marritd; of its being over, 
and our going away. 

Of my walking so proudly and lovingly down the aisle with 
my swe~t wife upon my arm, through a mist of half·seen 
people, pulpits, rnonumtnts, 1)ews, fonts, organs, and church~ 
window.~, in which there flutter faint airs oi association with 
my childish church at home, so long ago. 

Of their whispering, as we pass, cwhat a youthful couple we 
are, and what a pretty little wife she is. Of our all being so 
me:ry and talkative in the carriage going back. Of Sophy 
telling us that when she saw Traddles (whom I had entrusted 
wtth the licence) asked for it, she almost fainted, having been 
com·mced that he would contrive to Jose it or to have his 
pocket picked, Of Agnes laughing gaily; and of Dora being 
so fond of 1\gncs that she will not be separated from her, but 
still keeps her hand. 

Of there being a breakfast, with abundance of things, pretty 
and substantial, to eat and drink, whereof I partake, as I should 
do m any other dream, without the least perception of therr 
flavour; e:\tmg and drinkir.g, as 1 may say, nothing but lo~e 
and marrmge, and no more believing in the viands tha.n 1n 
anything else. 

Of ~y making a speech in the same dreamy fashion, with· 
out havmg an tdea.of what I want to say. beYond such as may 
be comprehended 111 the full conviction that I haven't satd tt. 
Of our being very sociably and simply happy (always in a 
drec.m though): and of Jip's having wedding cake, and tts not 
ac;ree1ng With hun afterwards. 

(Ji the pair of hired post·horses being ready, and of Dora's 
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going away to change her ·dress. Of my aunt and Miss 
Clarissa remaining with us; and our walking in the garden; 
and my aunt, who has made quite a speech at breakfast 
touchmg Dora's aunts, being mightily amused with herself, but 
a little proud of it too. " 

Of Dora's being read\', and of ~!iss Lavima's horNing 
about her, loth to lose the pretty toy that has gil'cn her so 
much pleasant occup"tion. Of Dora's making a long series 
of surprised discoveries th.it she has forgotten all sorts of little 
things; and of everybody's running everywhere to fetch th"m. 

Of their all closing about Dora, when at last she be~ ins to 
say good-bye, looking, with their bright colours and riGbons, 
like a bed of flowers. Of my Jar:ing b,,ing almost smothered 
among the flowers, and com1ng out, laughing and crying both 
togt:ther, to my jealous arms. 

Of my wanting to carry Jip (who is to go along with us), 
and Dora's saying, No, that she mu.st carry him, or else he'll 
think she don't like him any more, now she is married, and 
will break his heart. Of our ~oing, ann in arm, and [Jora 
stopping and looking hack, and saying, "If I have ever been 
cross or ungrateful to anybody, don't remember it!" ar1d 
bur5ting into tears. 

Of her waving her little hand, and our going a1uy once 
more. Of her once mor~ stopj'ing anri looking back, and 
hurrying to .~goes, and giving Agnes, above all the others, her 
last kisses and farewells. 

We dri1·e away together, and I awake from the dream. 
belie1e it at last. It is my deitr, dear, littk wife beside 0.1:, 

whom I Jove so well ! 
''Are you happy now, you foolioh boy?'' says Dora, "and 

sure you don't repent f" 

I have stood aside to see the phantoms of those day.s "o by 
me. They are gone, and I resume the journey of my story. 

UL\l'TER XLIV 

0U~ HOUSEKEEPING 

Ir V.\\S a strange condition nf things. th~.: hont>ymnon being 
ovt:r, and th1; bridesm.:.1ds f'nne home, when I found mrstlf 
sitting down in my own small house with !Jora; quite thrown 
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out of employment, as I may say, in respo·ct of the delicious 
old occupation of making lon,, 

It seemed such an extra•)ruinary thing to ha"e Dora alwa\'s 
there. It was so unaccountable not t(l be obliged to go out 
to see her, not to have any occasion to be tormenting myself 
about h.::r, rwt to have to write to her, not to be scheming ana 
de\'ising opportunitic; of being alone with he:, Sometuues of 
an evenmg, when r looked up from my wntmg, and saw her 
seated upoosite, I would kan back in my chair, and think how 
queer it was that there We were, alone together as a matter 
of course-nobody's business any more-all the romance of 
our engagemtnt put away upon a shelf, to rust-no one to 
please but one another--one another to please, for life. 

When there was a debate, and I was kept out very late, 
it seemed so strange to me, as I was .,.,,!king home, to think 
that Dora was at home I It was such a wonderful thmg, at 
first, to have her corriiog softly down to talk to me as 1 ate my 
supper. It was such a stupendous thing to know for certain 
that she put her hair in papers. It was altogether such an 
astonishing event to see her do it ! 

I doubt 1vhether two young birds could have kn(\wn less 
about keeping house, than I and my pretty Dora did. \l'e had 
a servant, of course. She kept house for us. I have still a 
late~t belief that she must hlll'<J been Mrs. Crupp's d~ughter 
m dtsguise, we had such an awful time of it with 11arv Anne. 

Her name was Paragon. Her nature was represenied to us, 
when we enga~ed her, as being feebly expres>ed in her name. 
She had a written chara~ter, as large as a proclamation; an~ 
accordmg to thts documont, could do everything of a domestic 
uature thot ev•'t I heard of, aoJ a great manr things that I never 
d•d hear of. She was a woman in the prime of life; of a severe 
countenance; and subject (!>articul~rly in the arms) to a sort,of 
perpe;ual m.,asles or fiery rash. She bad a cousin in the Life 
Guards, with such long legs that he looked like the aftcmooD I 
s.hadow of, somtbody else. His shell-jacket was as much too 1 

tittle for hm1 as he wus too big for the premises. He made the. 
cottage smaller th>n it need have been, by being so very much 
out of proportion to it. Besides l<hich, the walls were not thick, 
and wh<:never he p.1ssed the e1•ening at our house, we alwars 
kneiV of •t by he.uing one continual growl in the kitchen. 

Our treastJre was warranted sober and honest, I am therefore 
willing to believe that she was in a fit when we found her under 
the boiler; Md that the deficient te.Hpuons were attributablt 
to the dustmau. 
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. But she prev~d upon our minds dreadfully. \\'e felt our 
mexpencnce, an.l were unable to help ourselves. We should 
have beron at her mercy, if she had had any ; hut she was 
a remorseless woman, and had none. ~be was the cause of our 
first little quarrel. 

"~~ y dearest life," I said one day to Dora, "do you think 
~!ary Anne has any idea of time I" 

"'\"hy, Do~dy? J) inquired Dor:1, looking up, innocently, 
from her drawtng. 

'' ~[y love, because it's fh·e, and we wtre to have dined at 
four." 

Dora glanced wistfullr at toe clock, and hinted that she 
thou~ht it was too fast. 

"On the contrary, my lo\'e/' said I, rdt-rring to my watch, 
"it>s a f~w minutes too slow.'' 

My little wtfe came and sat upon my knee, to coa' me to be 
quiet, and drew a line wtth her pencil down the middle of my 
nose; but I couldn't dine oJT that, though 1t was very a~rce.1blc. 

"Don't you think, my dear.'' Slid I, "it would be better 
for you to remonstrate with ~lary Anne?" 

"Oh no, please! I couldn't, Doady!" said Dora. 
"\l'hy not, my love I" I gently asked. 
11 Oh, because I am such a litth: gousr:," said Dor:t, 11 lnd sht: 

knows I am ! '' 
I thvught this sentiment so incompatible with the es•a!.hsh· 

meat of any system of check on Mary Anne, that I frc>wned 
a little. 

"Oh, what ugly wrinkles in my bad boy's forehead! '' >aid 
Dora, and still being on my knee, she traced them with her 
pencil ; puttmg it to her rosy lips to make it mark blacb:r, and 
:"orking at my forehead with a quaint li~tle ffi(J( hry vf bc1ng 
mdustrious, that quite delighted me in splle of myself. 

1' There 1S a good child/' said IJor~ "it makes it:; bee so 
much prettier to laugh." 

"But, my love," said I. 
''No, no J ple.l.Se! n cried Dora, with a. kiss, 11 dvn't be a 

naughty Blue Beard! Don't be serious ! " 
,tMy precious wift::/1 said I, 11 we must be serious ~ometnnes. 

Corne ! Sit down on this chlir, close beside me I Give me 
the penctl! There' !\ow Iet us :alk sen,it.Jy. You know, 
dear:., what a ltttle hand tt .. as tr• hc,]d, and what a uny 
wedding-ring it was to St::e: o You know. my love, it is not 
exactly comfort<~ble to have to go out wllhout one's d1noer. 
Now, is it?'' 
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•· ~- n •. -no'" replied l.Jora, faintly. 
u \I y love, how you tremble 1" , . 
"t~craust"" I KNOW ynu'tt: going to scold me, exclaune1 

Dora. in a piteous voice. 
•· \[y sweet, I am only g.Jing to reason." 
'' ( )t), but reasoning is worse th~m scolding ! " ext:Lt.imC1 

Dora, in "I didn't marry to be reasoned wrth. If 
ynrr m•·"nt re:\Son wtth such a poor little thing as l am, you 
ou~ht tn hare told me so, you crud hoy!., 

[ tri«l to pat ify Dora, but she turned away her face, and 
shook h~1 curls hom side to side, and sJ.id, ''You crud, cruel 
UCI)': " so many times, that I really did not exactly know what 
to do : so I took a few tums up and duwn the room in my 
un('ntaint)\ and came back again. 

•· lJora, my darling ! ,. 
''No, 1 am not your darling. Bec:tuse you must be sorry 

that j'C1U married me, or elst~ you wou\Jn't reason with me!'' 
returned Drwa. 

I fdt .so injured by the inconscquc.ntial nature of this charge, I 
th,it 1t gave rnt~ cour:t;~~~ to 

•· Now, my own Dora," I. ''you are Y..:ry childi.;;h, and 
an: ta1kmg nonst·nse. You mu.;;t r~memb~r, I am sure, that I 
was oL\iged to go out yesterday when dinner was half over i 
and that, the Jay before, I was made quite unwell by being 
obliged to eat underdone veal in a hurry ; to-day, l don't dine 
at a\l~an,\ I am at mid to say how h•ng we waited for breakfast 
~and ti1cn the water didn't boiL I don't mean to reproach 
you, my dear, but this is not comlortoble." 

." Oh, you cruel, crud boy, to say I am a disagreeable wife!" 
crterl Dura. 

"Now, my dear !Jora, you must know that I never said 
that!" 

"You said I wasn't comfortable!" said Dora. 
" l ,,ud the housekeeping was not comfortable! " 
" l t' s exactly the same thing 1 " cried Dora. And she eridentl)' 

thou~ht so, lor she wept most grievously. 
I tonk another turn across the room full of love for mY 

pretty wife, aud distracted by self-accu;atory inclinations. to 
knock my head agamst the door I sat down aoain and said: 

"I am not blaming you, Dor~ We have bcnh ~great deal 
to team. I am only trying to show you, my dear, that you 
must~you really must" (I was resolved not to give this up) 
"accustom yourself to look after Mary Anoe. Likewise to act 
a ltttle for yourself, and me." 
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"I wonder, I do, at your making such ungrateful speeches," 

sobbed Dora. "\\'hen you know that the other day, when you 
said you would like a little bit of fish, l went out mysdf, miles 
and miles, and ordered it, to surprise you." 

" And it was very kind of you, my own darling," said I. 
"I felt it so much that I wouldn't on any account have even 
mentioned that you bought a Salmon-which was too much 
for two. · Or that it cost one pound six-which was more than 
we can afford." 

"You enjoyed it very much," sobbed Dora. "And you said 
I was a Mouse." 

"And I'll say so again, my love," I returned, ''a tho11sand 
times!" 

But I had wounded Dora's soft little heart, and she was not 
to be comforted. She was so pathetic in her sobLing and be· 
wailing, that I felt as if I had said I don't know what to hurt her. 
I was obliged to hurry away; I was kept out late : and I felt all 
night such pangs of remorse as made me miserable. I had the 
conscience of an assassin, and was haunted by a vague sense 
of enormous wickedness. 

It was two or three hours past midnight when I got home. 
I found my aunt, in our house, sitting up for me. 

"Is anything the matter, aunt?" said I, alarnted. 
"Nothing, Trot," she replied. "Sit down, sit down. Little 

Blossom has been rather out of spirits, and I have been keeping 
her company. That's all." 

I leaned my head upon my hand; and felt more sorrr am! 
downcast, as I sat looking at the ftre, than I could have ;op­
posed possible so soon after the fulfilment of my brightest 
hopes. As I sat thinking, I happened to meet my aunt's 
eyes, which were resting on my face. There was an anxious 
expression in them, but1t cleared directly. 

"I assure you, aunt," said I, "I have been quite unhappy 
myself all night, to think of llora's being so. But I had no 
other intention than to speak to her tenderly and lovingly 
about our home-affairs." 

My aunt nodded encouragement. 
" You must have patience, Tro~ ': said she. 
"Of course. Heaven knows I don't mean to be unre:~;on· 

able, aunt ! " 
H No, no/' said my aunt. ''But Little Blossom is :1 very 

tender little blossom, and the wind must be gentle with her." 
I thanked my good aunt, in my heart, for her tenderness 

towards my wife; and I was sure that she knew I did. 
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" Don't you think, aunt," said I, after some further con· 

temphtion of the fire, "that you could ad me and counsel 
Dor;l. a littlej for our mutual advantar:e, now and then? u 

"Trot/' returned n1y aunt, '~ith some emotion, "no! Don't 
3.-~k me such a thing." 

Her tone was ;o very earnest that r raised my eyes in 
surpnse. . 

"I look back on my life, child," s~id my aunt, "and I thmk 
of some who are in their graves, with whom I might hare been 
on kinder terms. If I judged harshly of other people's mts- ' 
takes in marriage, it may h.tve been because I had bitter reason 
to judge harshly of my own. Let that pass. I have been a 
~rumpy, frumpy, wayward sort of a \voman, a good ma11y ye3.fs. 
I am still, and I always shall be. But you and I have done 
one another sorne good, Trot--at all events, you have done me 
good, my dear; and division must not come between us, :11 

this time of d~v." 
'; Division lx·i\\'een us I" cried I. 
"Child, child 1 .. said my aunt, smoothing her dress, "boll 

soon it might come between us, or how unhoppy I mtght 
moke our Little Blossom, if I meddled in anything, a prophet 
couldn't say. I want our pet to like me, and be as gay as a 
butterfly. Remember your own home, in that second mar· 
riage: and never do both me and her the injury you have 
hinted at!" · 

I comprehended, at once, that my aunt was right; and I 
c<,mprehended the full extent of her generous feeling towards 
my dear w1fe. 

"These are early days, Trot," she pursued, "and Rome wJS 

not bu1lt m a day, nor in a ye:1r. You have chosen freely for 
a cloud passed over her face for a moment, I 

; "and you have chosen a very pretty and a vel) 
creature. It will be your duty, and it will be your 

t<Jo-of comse I know that ; I am not delivering a 
e<timc<te her (as you chose her) by the qualities she 

h.,, and n<>t by the qualities she may not have. The latter you 
must de,·elop in ber, if you can. And if you cannot, child," 
ht're my aunt rubbed her nme, "you must just acC\l$tom your· 

to do without 'em. But remember, my dear, your future 
. between you two. No one can assist you i you are to wor~ 
1t uat for yourselves. This is marriage, Trot ; and Heai'N 
bless you both in it, for a pair of babes in the wood as you are!' 

My aunt said this in a sprightly way, and gave me a kiss t< 
M1fy the blessmg. 
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. "Now,"said she, "light my little lantern, and see me into my 

bandbox by the garden path ; " for there was a communication 
between our cottages in that direction. "Give Betsey Trot· 
wood's love to Blossom, when you come back; and whatever 
you do, Trot, never dream of setting Betsey up as a scarecrow, 
for if I ever saw her in the glass, she's quite grim enough and 
gaunt enough in her private capacity! " 

With this my aunt tied her head up in a handkerchief, with 
which she was accustomed to make a .bundle of it on such 
occasions ; and I escorted her home. As she stood in her 
garden, holding up her little lantern to light me back, I thought 
her observation of me had an anxious air again ; but I wa.o; too . 
much occupied in pondering on what she had said, and too 
much impressed-for the first time, in reality-by the con· 
viction that Dora and I had indeed to w<>rk out our future for 
ourselves, and that no one could assist us, to take much notice 
of it. 

Dora came stealing down in her little slippers, to meet me, 
now that I wa.o; alone; and cried upon my shoulder, and said I 
had been hard·hearted and she had been naughty ; and I said 
much the same thing in effect, I believe; and we made it up, 
and agreed that our first little difference was to be our last, and 
that we were never to have another if we lived a hundred years. 

The next domestic trial we went through, was the Ordeal of 
Servants. Mary Anne's cousin deserted into our coaJ.hole, and 
was brought out, to our great amazement, by a piquet of his 
companions in arms, who took him away handcuffed in a pro. 
cession that covered our front-garden with ignominy. This 
nerved me to get rid of Mary Anne, who went so mildly, on 
receipt of wages, that I was surprised, until I found out about 
the tea·spoons, and also about the little sums she had borrowed 
in my name of the tradespeople without authority. After an 
interval of Mrs. Kidgerbury-the oldest inhabitant of Kentish 
Town, I believe, who went out charing, but was too feeble to 
execute her conceptions of that art-we found another treasure, 
who was one of the most amiable of women, but who generally 
made a point of falling either up or down the kitchen stairs 
with the tray, and almost plunged into the parlour, as into a 
bath, with the tea-things. The ravages committed by this 
unfortunate rendering her dismissal necessary, she was suc· 
ceeded (with intervals of Mrs. Kidgerbury) by a long line of 
Incapables ; terminating in a young person of genteel appear· 
ance, who went to Greenwich Fair in Dora's bonnet After 
whom I remember nothing but an average .equality of failure. 



6oo David Copperfiela 
El'erybod" we had anything to do with seemed to cheat us. 

Our appeam:,l~e in a shop was a sif(nal for the dnm~ed goods 
to be brought out immediately. lf we bought a lobster, it was 
full of water. All our meat turned out to be tough, and there 
was hardly any crust to uur loa•·es. In search of the principle 
on which joints ought to be ro:J.Sted, to be roasted enough, and 
not too much, I myself referred to the Cookery Book, and 
found it there established as the allowance of a quarter of an 
hour to every pound, and say a quarter over. Hut the principle 
always failed us by some curious fatality, and we never could 
hit any medium between redness and cinders. 

I had reasf>n to believe that in accomplishing these failures 
we incurred a far grl'ater e.xpense than if we had achieved a 
series of triumphs. It app,,arcd to me, on looking over the 
tradesmen's books, as if we might h~ve kept the basement story 
paved with. butter, such was the extensive scale of our con· 
>umption of that article. I don't know whether the Excise 
returns of the perit•d may hare exhibited any increase in the 
demand for pepper ; but if our perform~nces did not affect ~he 
market, I should say several families must have left off ustng 
it. And the most wonderful fact of all was, that we never had 
anything in the house. 

As to the washerwoman pawning the clothes, and coming in 
a state of penitent intoxication to apologise, I suppose that 
n1ight have happened several times to anybody. Also the 
chimney on fire, the parish engine, and perjury on the part of 
the Beadle. llut 1 apprehend tbt we were personally unfor· 
tunnte in engaging a servant with a taste for cordials, whc 
swelled our .runnin~ account for porter at the public·hous,e b~: 
such tnexphcable ttems as "quartem rum shrub (Mrs. C.); 
"H;df·quartcrn gin and cloves (Mrs. C.);" "Glass rum and 
pcppermmt (~Irs. C.) "-the parentheses always referring to 
Dora, who was supposed, it :tppeared on explanation, to ba1·e 
unbtb"d the whole of these refreshments . 
. One of our first feats in the housekeeping way was a littl~ 

tltntier to Traddles. I met him in town, and asked him to 
walk t•ut With me that afternoon. He readily consenting, 1 
wrote to Dora, saying I would bring hint home. It w~; 
pleas~nt weather, and on the road we made rn)' domestiC 
ha~pmess the. thtme of conversation. Traddles w~s very full 
~f tt ; and ~atd, that, picturing himself with such a home, ~t:d 
~ophy watlln~ and preparing for him he could think of nothmg 
waol11l~ to complete his bliss. ' 

l could not have wished for a prettier little wife at th• 
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opposite end of the t,1ble, but I certainly ct•uld have wishetl, 
when we sate down, for a little more room. I dtd not know 
how it was, but though there w~re only two of us, we were at 
once always cramped for room, and yet .had always room 
enough to lose everything in. I suopcct it may h~ve been 
because nothing had a place of its own, except Jip's pagoda. 
which invMiably blocked up the main thorougilf•re. On the 
present occas1on, Traddles was so hemmed in by the pa~oda 
and the guitar-case, and Dora's !lower-painting. ami my writing­
table, th.lt I had serious doubts of the possibility ol his using 
his knife and fork; but he proteoted, with his own good-humour, 
" Oceans of room, Copperfield ! I assure you, Oceans I " 

There was another thing I could have wished ; namely, that 
J ip had never been encour.1gcd to walk about the table-cloth 
during dinner. I began to think there was something disorderly 
in his being there at all, even if he had not been in the habit 
of puttiug his foot in the salt or the melted-butter. On this 
occasion he seemed to think he "'" introduced expressly to 
keep Traddles at bay; and he barked at my old friend, and 
made short runs at his plate, with such undaunted pertinacity, 
that he may be said to have engrosocd the conver>ation. 

However, as I knew how tender·hl'arttd rny dear Dora wa!', 
and how sensitive she would to any slight upon her 
favourite, I hinted no objection. similar reasons I made 
no allusion to the skirmishing plates upon the ftoor; ur to the 
disreputable appearance of the castors, which were all at si.X>:s 
and serens, and looked drunk; or to thc further blockade of 
TraJJ!es by wandering vegetable dishe' and jugs. I could not 
help wondering in my own mind, as I contemJ•IJt•:d the boiled 
leg of mutton before me, previous to carving it, how it camt: 
to pass that our joinls of meat were of su<'h extraordinary shapes 
-and whether our butcher contracted for all the dt-formed 
sheep that came into the world; but I kept my reflections to 
mys•,lf. 

":>ly lore," said I to Dora," what h"·e you got in that dish?" 
I could not ima~ine why Dora had been m.,kinJ tempting 

little faces at me, as if she ,(·anted to kiss me. 
"Oysters, dear, ·• said Dora, timidly. 
"I\' as that your thought?" said I, delighted. 
"Ye-yes, Doady,'1 said Dora. 
"Tht:re never was a happier one!'' I exclaimed, hying down 

the CMVing-kniic and fork. "There is nothin;; Traddlcs likes 
so much!" 

"Ye-yes, Doady/' said Dora, "anJ so I IJuught a bt:.lutiful 
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little h;mel of them, and the man said they were very good. 
But 1--1 am afraid something the matter wrth them. 
They don't seem ri.Qht. Here Dora shook her head, and 
dianwnds twinkled in her eyes . 
. "They are only opc•ned in both >hells," said I. "Take the 
top one olf, my love." . 

1' But it won't come otT,'' sa:d I), •ra, trytng v~ry hard, and 
looking very much di,tressed. 

"lio you know, Copperti··ld," said Traddles, cheerfully 
examining the di,h, "I thmk it is in consequence- they are 
caprtal ''ysters, but I thi11k it is in consequence--of their ne,et 
having b~.:en operwd/' , 

They never had been opened; and we had no oyster-knrw 
-and couldn't have used them if we had; so we looked at the 
oysters and ate the mutton. At least we ate as much of it as 
was done, and made up with capers. If I had permitted him, 
I am satislied that Traddb would have mach: a perfect savage 
of himself, and eaten a plateful of r.nv mea~ to express enjoy· 
meut of the repast ; but I would !war of no such immolation 
on the altar of friendship; and we hall a course of bacon 
instead; there happening, by good fortune, to be cold bacon 
in the larder. 

My poor little wife was in such affiiction when she thought I 
should be anuoytod, and in such a state of joy when she found 
I was not, that the discomfiture I had subdued very soon 
vanished, and we pas,ed a happy evening: Dora sitting with 
her :urn on my chair while Traddks and 1 discussed a glass ol 
wine, and taking every opportunity of whispering in my car 
that It was so good pf me not to be a cruel. cross old boy 
lly-and.bp:. she made tea for us; which it was so pretty to sec 
her do, as rf she was bu;ying herself with a set of doll's tea 
things, that I wa; not particular abuut the qmlity of tb< 
beverage. Then Traddks and I played a gan1e or two a 
cnbhage ;, and Dora singing to the guitar the while, rt scemcc 
to me as tf our courtship and marria~e were a tc:nJt·r Jrl:am o 
mine, and the ni~llt wheo I frrst listened to her voice were no 
yet 0\'(!f, 

. When Traddlcs went away, aud I came b.~ek into the padou 
lrurn sccmg hun out 1 my wife plank•d her chair d1sc to mtm 
and <at down by my side. 

"I J.Ol very ~orry/' she said. ci \\'ill you try to te:tch nu 
Dmdy?" 

"I nms.~ teach myself lirst, DutJ.," s.1id {. "I am as bad a 
}'<JU, low~. 
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11 Ah l But you can lL"arn," sh~ returnetl; 11 and yc.•U arc a 

clevc.:r, clever man ! " 
H Non~ensc, mouse!'' said I. 
"I wish, n resumed my wife, after a long sile-nce, n th:lt I could 

have gone down into the country for a whnl~ year, and livc~l 
with Al!nes! 11 

I !cr 'hands were cla;ped upon my shoulder, and her chin 
re>ted on them, and her blue eyes looked quietly into mine. 

"\I" h)' so?" I asked. 
"I think she might have improved mt·, und I think I might 

haYe learned from !Jtr," said Dora. 
".\11 in good time, my love. Agnes has bad her fatlwr to 

take eare ol for these many years, you should remember. Even 
when she was quite o. child, ~he was the Agnes whom we know,'' 
said I. 

u \\'ill you call me a name I want you to call me?" inquir~·cJ 
I lora, withuut moving. 

"\\"hal is it?" I asked with a smile. 
11 lt's a stupid name/' she said, shaking her curls for a 

moment. '' Chi\d.wile.'' 
I laughingly asked my child-wife what her fancy W<~S in 

desiring to be so called. Sh~ answered without moving, 
otherWise than as the arm I twined about her m.ty hav•: 
brought her blue eyes nearer to me; 

"I don't ntcan, you silly fellow, tltat you sholuld use the 
name instead of IJora. I only mean that you should think uf 
me that way. \\'hen you are going to be aogrr witi1 me, say to 
yourself, 'it's only my rhild-wife!' When I am wry dipppoint­
ing, say, 1 I knew, a long time a~o, that she would make hut a 
cbild·WJfe I' \\'hen you miss what I shcould liLe to be, and I 
think can never be, say, 'still my foolish •:hild-wile loves me!' 
For indeed I do." 

I had not b~.:en strious with her; having n0 id~ until now, 
th:H she wa.s scri(JUS herself. Hut her aJ(rrtinnat~ n,!t\lre was 
so happy in what I now said to her with my whule ht·.nt, that 
her face b"came a laughing one ldore h"r ~littering eyes w"re 
dry. She was soan my child wife indeed; sitting d<>wn on the 
flour outsiJ,, the Chine.,e l\ou>e, ringing all the little bel\, •one 
aftt·r another, to punish J ip fvr his l''l.~~:t:nt bad bchavir,ur; while 
Jip lay blinking in the doorway with his hc"d uut, even too lazy 
to be te"'-«'d. 

This apj•eal of Dura's made a strong impression on me. I 
l(Jok b::1r:k on the time I write o£; I invokt the innuct.:nt tigure 
that I dearly loved, to come out from the mists and shadows 
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of the pas~ and turn its gende head to\vards me once again, 
and I ran still declare that this one• little speerh was constantly 
in my mL·mory. I may n•Jt ba\·e U')td it to the best account; 
1 w~lS ymmg and inexperienced : lmt I never turned a deaf ~ar 
to its artbs pleading 

!Jot>\ tr,id shnitly afterwards, tlrat she was going to be a 

wonderful Accordinsly, she polished the tablets, 
pt)inted th.: lJl'lltil, an immcnc..e arcount~bo(Jk, carefully 
stitched up wrth a needle and thre:,d all the ledvcs of the 
Cookery Book which J ip h;rd tom, and made quite a desperate 
httlt: 11 tO be g~10ll," as sh.: callt·d it. But the figures 
had tlte obstinalt:: propt;n~it\•-they u•ould tllil add up. 
\\'tkn she had enten.d t\\'O 01 three laborious items in the 

1 tp W')Uld w,1.!k 0\'t:r the page; Wll;!~ing his tail, 
· all out Her ow11 little right-hand middle 

to the wry 1 nme in ink ; ;nd I think that 
w,l~ only re~ult oht.1ined. 

Sometimes. of an er(:nin;t, when I was .1t home .:md at work 
~!or I wrote :l good dt·al n(JW, and wa~ beginnill!.! in a small 
way to be kn~1wn as a writer--I would by dnwn my J.len, and 
w.~tch my chiJJ.wife tryin~ to be good. First of all, ~he would 
hnng o~t the tmmt>nst· arrnunt-bonk, and lay it down upon the 
ta.bie, wnh a det:p si;h. she would open it at the place 
where Jip hod made it last ni,~ht, and coli Jip up to 
look at his mi>deeds, This would oo·asiun a diversinn in Jip's 
fa\'our, and some inking of his nose, perhaps, as a penally. 
Then she would tell lip to lie down on the table instantly, 
"like a lion "-which ·was one of his tricks, though I ca~not 
sar the hkeness w.1s striking-and, if he wtrc in an obed1ent 
humour, he would ohey. Then she would take up a pen, and 

1 be~m to wnte, and find a hoir in it Then she would toke up 
:l!lmhcr pen, and b~:gin to writt\ and find that it spluttered 
I hen she would take up another pen, and begin to write. and 
sar to a low vo<ce, '' (>h. tt's a t;tlking pen and will diSturb 
ll<•ady!" And thm she• woulJ give it up ~s a bad job, and 
~:\\tht~~ account·bOt)k away, after pretending to crush the hon 

Or, if she were in a very sedate and serious state of mind, 
she. would sit down with the tablets, and a little basket of bills 
acu vther documents, which looked more like curl-papers than 
anythmg else, and ...:ndeavour to cret some result out of them. 
~Uter severt!y comparing one witht> another, and making entries 
em the tablets, and blotting them out, and counting all the 
fm~,,rs nt her left hand over and over again, backwards and 
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forwards, she would be so vexed and discouraged, and would 
look so unhappy, that it gave me pain to see her bright face 
clouded-and for me l-and I would go softly to her, and 
say: 

"What's the matter, Dora?" 
Dora would look up hopelessly, and reply, "They won't 

come right. They make my head ache so. And they won't 
do anything I want I " 

Then I ~~auld say, " Now let us try together. Let me show 
you, Dora. 

Then I would commence a practical demonstration, to which 
Dora would pay profound attention, perhaps for five minut.~s; 
when she would begin to be dreadfully tired, and would lighten 
the subject by curling my hair, or trying the effect of my face 
with my shirt·collar turned down. If I tacitly checked this 
playfulness, and persisted, she would look so scared and dis­
consolate, as she became more and more bewildered, that the 
remembrance of her natural gaiety when I first strayed into her 
path, and of her being my child-wife, would come reproachfully 
upon me ; and I would lay the pencil down, and call for the 
gmtar. 

I had a great deal of work to do, and had many anxieties, 
but the same considerations made me keep them to myself. 
I am far from sure, now, that it was right to do this, but I did 
it for my child-wife's sake. I search my breast, and I commit 
its secrets, if I know them, without any reservation to this paper. 
The old unhappy loss or want of something had, I am con· 
scious, some place in my heart; but not to the embitterment 
of my life. When I walked alone in the fine weather; and 
thought of the summer days when all the air had been filled 
with my boyish enchantment, 1 did miss something of the 
realisation of my dreams; but I thought it was a softened 
glory of the Past, which nothing could have thrown upon the 
present time. 1 did feel, sometimes, for a little while, that I 
could have wished my wife had been my counsellor: had had 
more character and purpose, to sustain me, and improve me by· 
had been endowed with power to fill up the void which some: 
where seemed to be about me; but I felt as if this were an 
unearthly consummation of my happiness, th:~t never had been 
meant to be, and never could have been. 

· I was a boyish husband as to years. I had known the 
softening influence of no other sorrows or experiences than 
those recorded in these leaves. If I did any wrong, as I may 
have done much, I dk!· it in mistaken love, and in my want of 
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wisrlom.· I write the exact truth. It would avail me nothilli 
to (~\tenu:ttr it now. 

Thns it was that I took upon nwself the toils and cares of 
our life, an<~ had n•> partner in them. \l'e lived much .1> 

before, in ref, rt•nce to our snamhling household arrangements; 
but I h:<d gut used to thoie, and lJora I was ple~sed to se' 
W>' >doom ve.\ed now" She was btil(ht and cheerful in the 
old childish way, lcw.;d me de.uly," and w.LS happy with her o!J 
tri1lt•s. 

ll"h<·n <he debates were h•'"'')'- I mean as to length, not 
qu.t1Hy, for in the last respect they were not often otherwise­
nnd I went horne late, Dcn,t womld never rest wheo she beard 
Ul) footsteps, but would always come down-stairs to meet me 
When my evenings were uoocr.opi~d by the pursuit ft>r which. I 
had qualifi(·d mysdt ltlth so much p;~ins, and I wM engaged rn 
wnting at hotne, sh~ wo•tld sit quietly near me, howerer late 
the huur, and be "' mut~. that I would often think she had 
dror.ped asleep. But >;<·nerally, when I raised my bead, I s:>W 
her blue eyes looking at Ule with the quiet attention of which I 
have already spoken. ' 

•· Oh, what a weary boy!" said Darn one night, when I met 
her eyes as I was shutting up my desk . 
. "\\'hat a '''eary girl!" said!. "Thlt'S more to the purpose. 

\ ou must go to bed another time, my love. It's far too late tor 
you." 
, ''No, don't send me to bed ! • pleaded Dora, coming to my' 

stde. "Pray, d,>n't do that I" 
''DoraJ'' 
~·o. my amawncnt she was sobbing on my neck. 
":Sot wdt, my dear! not happy! • 

Yes! quite well, and wry happy!" said Dora. "Buts~~ 
) ou'li le.t me stop, and see vou write." 

''Why, what a >ight for such bright eyes at midnigh~·· 
replied. 
"Ar~ tlwy hri~ht, th~ugh?" r~turned Dora, laughing. "l'r 

so ghd thel''re bri"h'." 
'' Little V :mity t" said I. 
But it was not vanity; it was only harmless delight in m' 

ad?.matum. .r knew that v~ry well, before she told me so1 
lf J,'OU thmk them pmtty, say I may always stop. and' 

you Wnte I" saJd Dora. "Do you think them pretty?" 
" Very pretty.'' 
"Then let 111e always stop and see you write." 
"1 am afraid that won't improve thetr brigh:ness, Dora.'' 
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, "Yes, it will! Because, you clev~r boy, you'll not forget me 
then, while you are full of silent f"ncies. Will yc•u mind it, if 
[ say something very, very silly ?-more than usual?" iuqu:rcd 
Dora, peeping over my shoulder into my face. 

"\\'Jut wonderful thing is th~t?" saiJ I. 
"Please let me hold the pens," said Dora. "I want to have 

something to do with all those many hours when you are so 
industrious. May I hold the pens?" 

The remembrance of her pretty joy when I said Yes, brings 
tears into my eyes. The next time I sat down to write, and 
resularly afterwards, she sat in her old place, with a spare 
bundle of pens at her side. Her tnumph in this connexion 
With my work, and her delight when I wanted a new pen­
which 1 very often feigned to do-suggested to me a new way 
of pleasing my child-wife. I occa;ionally made a pretence of 
w:mting a page or two of manuscript copied. Then Dora was 
in her glory. The preparations she made for this great work, 
the aprOn> she put on, the bibs she borrowed from the kitchen 
to ke•'P off the ink, the time she took, the innumerable stop­
pa~es she nllde to have a laugh with Jip as if he understood it 
all, her conviction that her work was incomplete unbs she 
signed her name at the end, and the way in which she would 
b;lng it to me, like a school-copy, and then, when I praiseJ it, 
clasp me wund the neck, are touching recollections to me, 
SJmple as they mi:;ht appear to other men. 

~he took possession of the keys suon after this, and went 
jin~ling about the house with the whole bunch, in a little 
b;bkt·l, tieJ to her slender waist. I seldom found that the 
places to which they belonged were locked, or that they wer•' of 
any use except as a plaything for Jip-but Dora was pleased, 
and that pleased me. She was quilt satisfied that a good 
deal """' eiTected by this make-belief of bousckeepin0 ; and 
was as merry as if we had been keeping a baby-house for a 
joke. 

So we went on. Dora was hardly Jess afftctionatc to my 
aunt than to me, and often told her of the time when she was 
"a cross old thing!' I never saw my aunt unbend more 
sy;tenMtically to any one. She courted Jip, though Jip never 
responded; listened, day after day, to the guttar, though 
I am afraid she had no taste for music: never attacked 
the lncapables, thou~h the temptation must !.ave been severe ; 
went wonderful distances on foot to purchase, as surprises, any 
tnflcs that she found out Dora wanted ; ancl never came in by 
the garden, and mi»c.l :.a from the room, but she would call 
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out, at the foot of the stairs, in a voice th.tt soundc·d cheeriully 
all vw·r the h(m..,c·--

,, IV here's Little Blossom?'' 

CHAPTLl\ ;;LV 

MR. DICK H'J.FILS ~IV All:\ r':; P\JFPlCTIIl:-,'5 

I r was :-;rJme tintt now, since I had left the Dor:tor. LiYin~ in 
his neigrbourhooJ, l s"w h1m frequently; and we all went to 
hi:; houst.: on two or three o~:casions to dinner or tea. lht! Old 
S·Jldier was in p('"'rrnanent <']Ua1tt-rs undt!r the Uoct~_lr's roof. 
She wa;; exadly the same as ever1 and the :)ame tmnwrt:~.l 
butlt'rlhes hovered mer hc•r cap. 

Like some otht'r mothers1 whom I have known in th~ course 
of my hfe, 'l!rs. :-rarkkhan1 was far more fond of pleasure than 
her daughter was. She rcqmred a grt:.lt deal of amtl';ementj 
and, ld:c a deep old soldier, pretended, in consultins her own 
inclinations, to be dc1·oting herself to her child. The Doctor's 
desire that Annie should be entertained. was therefore particu­
!Jrly accept.•ble to this excellent p;uc·nt; who expressed 
ur.4ua\itled appro,·a\ oi his di~ctt.>tion. 

I h"ve no doubt, imb d, that she probc·d the I lnttnr's wound 
without knowing it. Meoning nothing but a certain matured 
ln\'olity and seltishness, not alwa)s insepJT.lble from full-blown 
y~n.rs, I think shr;. conhrmed h1n1 in hi:; fear tlMt he was a con· 
straint Ul•\m h1s y1J\l!lg wife, :md thJ.t tf~t!r~o.· wa;) no congeniality 
ot: f~dinl! ,between them. by so strllngly comme-1lCling his d~:-,i3n 
ot l1ghtelllng the load of her liie 

11 j\y Je,u <;atd t1J him one dav when I was prc<;ent, 
"YOU know thr::'re no Jou~'t it W(Juld he a little pokey for 
Annit' to be :t~htl.\'"i up bert·.'· 

1 he I'"'· t.Jr nod Jed benevolent head. 
"\\'hen sL~ come..; to her mother's age;'' said Mrs. ;\Lukie~ 

ham, with u fi.l...luri.si1 tJI her Lm, ''then' it'll bi.! another thing. 
\' otl mig-ht put ~H.:. into a J u1l, with genteel society .l.nd a ntbh~r, 
J.nd 1 ~.hPuld nt:v•~r care to come out. Uut I am not AnnJt\ 
ruu kr.lf'''; anJ .\nuic is not her motht:r. 1

' 

"~m· !y. sun::h," ~aid the dtKtor. 
. "You are th,; best of creJtures~no, I beg your pardun ! ' 
~M. the Voct.or c1ude a gesture of deprecatt.Jn, "I nlU!.-tt S:.l} 

l•el·Jre your !;tee, a; I always say belri .. = )vur back, you .He t\1< 
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best of creatures; but of course ron don't-:-new do you ?-enter 
into the same pnr>Llits and fanc1es as Anme. · 

"No" said the Doctor, in a sorrowful tone. 
"No', of course not," retorted the Old Soldier. ."Take your 

Dictionary, for example. What a useful work a DLctwn~ry IS! 

What a necessary work! TI1e meanings of words! \\ Lthout 
Doctor Johnson, or somebody of that sort, we might have been 
at this present moment calling an Itallan·iron a b;Jstead. But 
we can't expe<:t a Dictionary.-.especia.lly when Its makwo;-to 
interest Annie, can we 1" 

The Doctor shook his head. 
"And that's why I so much approve,'' said Mrs. Mark!eham, 

tapping him on the shoulder with her shut-up fan, "of your 
thoughtfulness. It shows that you don't expect, as ma11y 
elderly people do expect, old heads on young shoulders. You 
have studied Annie's character, and you understand it. Tlt<>t's 
what I find so charming!" 

Even the calm and patient foce of Doctor Strong expressed 
S<>me little sense of p:lin, I thought, under the infliction ot 
these compliments. 

"Therefore, my dear Doctor," said the Soldier, giving him 
several aifectionate taps, "you may command me, at all times 
and seasons. Now, do understand that I am entirely at your 
service. I am ready to go with Annie to operas, concerts 
exhibitions, all kinds of places; and you shall never find tha; 
I am tired. Duty, my dear Doctor, before every consideration 
in the universe ! " · · 

She was as good as her word. She was one of those peool~ 
who can bear a great deal of plca;ure, and she never flinched 
in her perseveranc_e in the c:.use. · She seldom got hold ol 
the newspaper (whtch she settled hersdf down in th~ softest 
chair in the house to read through an eye-glass, every day, 
for t~vo hours), but she found out something that she was 
certatn Anme would hke to see. ·It was in vain for Annie 
to protest that she was weary of such things. Her mother's 
remomtrance always was, "Now, my dear Annie, I am sure 
you know b<:tter ; and I must tell you, my love, that you 
~re not making a proper return for the kindness of Doct 
~trong." or 

This was us~ally said in, the. D~ctor:s presence, and a~peared :o me to cons mute An me s prmctpal mducemcnt for withdr•w­
mg. her obJections when she made any. But in gener:d ,he 
r,es•gned herself to her mother, and went where th Old 
:Soldter would. c ,..,....., .... ,. 

l( 
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It rarely h~ppened now that ~Jr. ~bld.on. accompanied 

them. !:'ometimcs my aunt and Dora were mvtted to do so, 
and ac\'ented the invitation. Sometimes Dora only was asked. 
The tim~ had heen when I should have been uneasy in her 
going; hut refiertion on what had passtd that forme~ night 
in the Doctor's study, had made a c.hange m my mtstrust. 
I udieved that the Doctor wa.s right, and I had no worse 
suspicions. 

~ly annt ruhhed her OO$e sometimes when she happened 
tu be alone with me, and said she couldn't make it out ; she 
wishrd the)' were happier; she didn't think our military friend 
(so she always c.~lltd the Old Soldier) mended the matter at 
;~tl. My aunt further expremd her opinion, "that if our 
military friend would cut off rhos~ butterflies, and give 'em 
to the chimney-sweepers for ~lay-day, it would lo<•k like the 
b<,·~inning of solllething sensible on her part." 

Hut her ahidin~ reliance was on Mr. Dick. That man 
ho.d evidently an tdea in his he.1d, she said ; and if he could 
only once pen it up i11t0 a corner, which was his great 
difficulty, he would ui;tinguish himself in some extraordinary 
manner. 

Unconscious of this prediction, Mr. Dick continued to 
occuf')' precisely the same ground in reference to the Doctor 
and to Mrs. Strong. He seemed ntither to advar1ce nor to 
recede. He appe:.rcd to have settled into his originJI found· 
at ion, like a buildiug; and I must confess that my faith in 
his ever moving, 11·as not much greater than if h~ had been 
a building. 

But one night, when I had been marri~d some months, Mr • 
l)ick put his head into th~ parlour, where I was writing alon! 
I I lora h:ll'ing gone out with my aunt to take tea with the !W( 
littl~ birds), and said, with a significant cough : 

"You couldn't speak to me without inconveniencing yout 
sdf, Trotwood, 1 arn afraid?" 

"l 'ert"inl~-, ~1r. lJick," said l i "t·ome in! '1 

··Trotwood. •· satd ~rr. Dick. laying his finger on the sid 
of l!rs nose, aft~r h<~ had shaken hands with me. "Befo: 
l sit down, I wish to make an observation. You knc 
your aunt?" 

"A little," I replied. 
"She is the most wonderful woman in the world. sir ! '' 
After the dcli1~ry of this communication which he shot c 

of himself as if he were loaded with it, Mr. Dick s~t down w 
greater gr:nity than usual, and looked at me. 
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"Now, boy/' saiL! i\fr. Uick, 11 I am g~Jir,g to put a quc;;wn 
to yuu." 

''A:> many a;; yuu ple.tse/' said I. 
•· \\"hat do you consider me, sir?"' asked ~[r. Di<:k, foldins 

his arms. 
"A dear old friend," said I. 
"Thank vou, Trotwood," returned l\!r. Dkk, and 

n:aching acfo;.;s in hi~h glee to shJ.ke hands with n~t:~. Bm 
I n:e.1n, boy," rcsumin,s his [!ravity, '1 what do you consH'l·:r nw 
in thi~ respect?'' touching his forehe:1d. 

I was puuled how to answer, bllt ht helped me" i!h a w· ,,,J. 
"Weak I" satd Mr. Dick. 
"Well," I replied, duGiously. 11 Rutht'r so.n 
"Exactly!" cried Mr. Dick, who secn.cd quite endtanted hy 

my reply. "That is, Trotwood, when they took some of the 
trouLie out of you-know-who's h··ad, and put it you know whc·re, 
there was Mr. Dick made his two hands rc,·olr•• v •. •ry 
fast about each nther a great numbt:r of tinu:;s, and then brou .. ~:1t 
them into collision, and rolled them over :;nd over one ~nothcr, 
to expn:ss confusion. 11 There was that sort of tlnn~ done to 
me s.omehuw. Eh? '' 

I nodded at liim, and he nodded back a~ain. 
11 In short, boy,'' said ~lr. Di(k, drop1~ing his voii'C t·' a 

wlw;pt::r, "I am simple." 
I would hare qua!rt1ed tl1at conclusion, but he me. 
11 

'{ es. I am! She pretends I am nut. She hear of 
it ; but I Jm. 1 know 1 am. lf she hadn't stood friend, 
sir, I should have been shut up, tG lead a dismal theoc 
many ye,trs. But I'll provide fur her! I never spend th!· 
C•'Jl)'tng money. I put it in a bf1X. I h:ire mad..:! a will. I'll 
le:\\·e it nil to her. She shall be rich-noolc ! " 

\I r. Dick took out his pncket-liand~el chief, and hi; 
r'}'t''i. He_ then fc..'lded it up with care, pr~:»~t.:cl 5tno• 1th 
bctw~c:n h1s two hands, pul it in pock( t, and :"t't:llH.J tu jl'll 
my aunt awav with it. 
·~.:\ow yo~ are aschoi<Lr, Trotwood,'' said Mr. })ick. "\"(,lll 

ar~:: a fine sc11obr. Yo~ know what a karncJ man, what ,l 
man, tbe Doctor ts. You know what honour he lHL1 

me. Not proud in his wisdom. Humhle. humble 
--c•mclescen•ling eH:n to poor lJid:, who is simple and knows 
nuthir,g. I h,lVC st:nt his na.mc up, on a scrap of p.:qK·r, to tlte 
kite. alon~ the string, when it has been ir. the sky, the 
larks. The kite has [,,,,,n glad to receive it, >ir, >nd sky 
h<LS been brighter With it" 
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1 delight~d hi111 L.ysayin~. lllo>t he • .:·tily, tlllt the p.,rt"r W<lll 
de~t'f\'illg' (1f oar be~t n.:spL··~t :tnd hit-Ju.:~t e:Jtn·n~. 

11 :\nJ hi:?- bt'~tuur'ul wd~,• is a star." said J\lr. 1 JiLk. 11 A 
shm'rl•g ~tar. I ha\-1' :.~.:ell hf'r ~hint:, sir. J;ut,'' hrin,:!'ing his 
chlJr l1t!rlrer, and laying cru: h<l.od 111um my km.:t:-·'' clvuds, 
sir-rl0uds." 

I '" •s·.;vrcd the S(llicit ode which his f"ce ~~~r•:<S<:d, by 
<.:onn·ying th~ s:u11e t·~~'lr\·~:-".lt~n inlu my own, and sk:.king 
IllY h·· .• J. 

"~\'h.lt douds?" said Mr. !Ji,·k. 
He looked so wistfully into 111y fact!, and was so i1m:i•.)US 

:" undemnnd, that I to,,k gre<ll J•<uns to on>wcr him slowly 
and d~~tinr.:tly. as I mi~bt have entdt'(i nn an cxplan.ltH'n tu 
a d1ild. 

"T!tt:rt is I'Oitk' unlortEn;ttc (h~·ision. b~lWl.."i.:n thl'm," I 
n·plied. ·• S0nn~ un;mt·rr (':LUS!¢ of st·paratioo. A st·rrt.t. lt 
ruay ht insep~-ual~i~ fr1 'm tl,t: Jistt¢p.wrr in their p·.us. lt may 
h<!VE: r:rown out of :~ln1o.·~t nothing.·· 

Mr. th ... k, who t•Jit> uff e\·t•ry ~t:nklll t: ~~ ith a thont.:"htful nud, 
}•J.U~t'J '''ben I h.u:i done, and ~at tt,tbiJt:ring, with l11s (•yc.s 
oplll\ my face, znd hi') h:lnd upun IH)' knt'c. 

•· v~,ctor not :..,nory wi~l~ h,:r, Tn)IWDuJ?'' he :::.lid, after 
\'0111(' tiiUI.!. 

"N<J. Devote,! to h<·r." 
"Thrm, l have got it, boy ! " :;;,j,] ~~ r. Di•:k. 
The sudd,·n exulution with whkh hr.- sk\f!f'~d n1e on the 

knee: a11d kaned b.\cK in his chair, w1tb his eyd.>rc~\I'S lifted up 
•s h•~h as be could Y"·"i\.Jy 11ft them, made me think him 
farther out of Ins Wits than r:wr. lie b,•callle as suddtnly 
t;:rart' :.~.~.t.in, and lt:anmg fon\atd ;.~ bdi.lre, said·-·tlrst respect-: 
iully tJJ<ing 0111 his P<'< kct-h.llluktrrhkf, as if it rc·a!ly di<J 
repr•S<'nt my aunt; · 

•· ~lost wonderilll W<HMn in the woriJ, Trotwor,d. Wlw hal 
S•il d<.ne n<.lhm~ to •et things rifJ>t?" · j' 

"T,.-. ddicJte .~ud dii1icuh a sul•iel'! for such imetferen·:e, 
1 !•:plied. · 

u .. hnf: s~.:hnlar," said ).lr. J lick, touching me with hb t!ngf' 
'

1 
\\· !J}' h:;.s i'u dvnt:: noLhiH,.; ?'' 
" For the same rt.:as<>u, .. ,-I rt'l urm:d. 
"Then, l ha~·~ ~ot it, boy!'' '"id Mr. Dick. And he st<li 

~p ~tic::e lllc,. n1<>~e exu!tin;,:ly than b.-fore, noddin~ his he~ 
anJ stnRm; hnnse<f repr:ttedly upon the breast, until one mi' 
!.Jvc ~na-o>ed that he h;~d nearly "''dded ood struck all t 
breath uut oi Ius body. 
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"A poor fellow with a craze, sir," said :Mr. Dick, "a simple­

ton, a weak-minded person-present company, you know!" 
striking himself again, "may do what wonderful people may 
not do. I'll bring them together, boy. I'll try. They'll not 
blame me. They'll not object to me. They'll not mind what 
J do, if it's wrong. I'm only Mr. Dick. And who minds 
Dick? Dick's nobody! Whoo!" He blew a slight, contemptu­
ous breath, as il he hlew himself away. 

It was fortunate he had proceeded so far with his my;tery, 
for we heard the coach stop at the little garden gate, which 
brought my aunt and Dora home. 

"Not a word, boy I" he pursued in a whisper; "lea,·e all 
the blame with Dick-simple Dick-mnd Dick. I have bc(•n 
thinking, sir, for some time, that I was ~etting i~ and now l 
have got it. After what you have said to me, I am sure I have 
got it. All right ! " 

Not another word did Mr. Dick utter on the subject ; but he 
made a very telegraph of himself for the next half-hour (to the 
great disturbance of my aunt's mind), to enjoin inviolable 
secrecy on m.e. 

To my surprise, 1 heard no more about it for some two or 
three weeks, though I was sufficiently interested in the result of 
his endeavours; descrying a strange gleam of good sense-I 
say nothing of good f('eling, for that he always exhibited-in 
the conclusion to. which he had come. At last I began to 
beheve, that, in the flight)' and unsettled state of his mind, he 
had either forgotten his intention or ab.1ndoned it. 

One fair evening, when Dora was not inclined to go out, my 
aunt and I strolled up to the Doctor's cottage. It was autumn, 
when there were no debates to vex the evening air; and I 
remember how the leaves smelt like our garden at lllunderston~ 
a< we trod them under foot, and how the old, unhappy feeling 
seemed to go by, on the sighing •·ind. 

It was twilight when we reached the cottage. Mrs. Strong 
was just coming out of the garden, where Mr. Dirk yet lingered, 
busy with his knife, helping the gardener to point some stakes. 
The Doctor was engaged with some one in his study; but the 
visitor would be gone directly, Mrs. St.rong said, and begged 
us to remam and see htm. We went Into the drawin;;·room 
with her, and sat down by the darkening window. There was 
never any ceremony about the visits of such old friends and 
neighbours as we were. 

We had not sat here many minutes, when Mrs. Markleham, 
who usually cor,,rived to be in a fuss about something, came 
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btJotling in. with her newsl':tpcr in her h~nd. ann. s.1id, "!'t of 
breat11. 1

' ~[v g<·~;dn~ss ~~.u .. ~ous, ~\;lllJCt why d1dn t you h~1l me 
Lhc:re was Stnn~ one m th~: ~tudy ~ 

" llry dear mamo.," she quietly rt>tnrn(·d, "how could I knmv 
thn.t \'OU dc:~ired the iof,)rmation? '' 

" i lc;i!<!d the int>mnatinn:" ;aid ~[rs. Markle!Janl, 'inking 
on the sofa. "1 never had such a tum in all my life!" 

" lla·:e you 1 "'"" to th~ Study, then, mum:~ I'' a> ked 
Anlllr. 

" ,';,.,. to the St•1dy, my dear!" she returned ernph~·.ically. 
" hodf·ed l 1•:1\'e ! I rln•~ upon the awiable cre:1turc-1f you II 
i111a~ine wy f~elii1g.;, Mi.)s Trotwood and Pa\'id-in the act of 
~"'~in.r his will." 

Her-daughwr look<d round irom the windmv quickly. 
"In the act, my dear :\nnie,'' repeetcd Mrs. :.J.1rkkbam, 

'Pr'"adin~ the "'""paper on her lap lil:e a table-ch>th, aud 
patting her hc.rvJ, Ul"'" ;t, "of makin~ his last \\'ill and 
Te>t:•<ll<,nt. The foresight and atf,:nion of the dear I I must 
tell you how it "as. I really mmt, in justice to the darling­
for he is nothin~ less !-tell you how it was. Perhaps y~u 
know, ~tiss Trotwood, that there is "'~'"" a c~ndle lifhtod m 
this \!oust!, un~il on-e's eyt.'s :trt: lltcto.Jly f:.dling- ont of o11r:'s ht>ad 
W>th being strdched to re:~<l the paper. And that there is net 
a <:hlir in this house, in which a pap•~r can be wh.1t I r•\1. read, 
except one in the Swd,·. This h~<•k me l<l tho Stwh·, wlv~re I 
saw a light. I opened the duor. In company wiih the d,•ar 
D•Jctr>r were two professional people, evidently connected with 
the law, and they we;re ail thr<e standing at the table: the 
oarling Dortnr' ptn ito hand, ''fhis simply <.>.~prrs>es then,' 
;":d th~ [Jc,ctor-Anme, rny lot~, ,,ttend to the very worJs­
- tu.s stmply t'\prPSS•.!~ tlu.::n. gentlemen, the confid~nce I havt. 
t~l ~hs. Stron2, and gires her all unconditionally 1' One of 
the P'Ofe1siowd p"oplc repli('d, ',\nd gives her all uucondition· 
all F.' Up<lll that, with the mtmal feelings of a mother, I !<aid, 
'Good God, I be~ your p.udc•u!' fell orer the door·sten, and 
can>e away through the little bark passage where the pan.tr)' is." 

~Irs. Str<>ng ''f'~llt:d th~ window, and went out into thl 
verandah, where she stood leaning against a pillar. 

•' But now tsn,t 1t, Miss Trotwood, isn't it, David, inrig?t 
atll1£," said ~Irs. !.larkich4rn, mechanically following her wttl 
h<'T ey.:s, "to find a n~:u1 at Doctor Strong's time of life, wit 
the >trength (I( nnr.d to do this kind of thin~ I It only sho11 
how ri::bt ! was. I s.;id to Annie, wh"'' br. Strong p1iJ 
•·try ti;.ttcring Yisit to myself, ond made her :he subject of 
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d~claration aud on offer, I said, 'My dear, ther·: is no doubt 
wh:1tever. in my oplnion, with reference to a su1t.1bk pruYision 
for you, that Doctor Strong will do more than he binds 
himst·lf to do.' " 

Here the bell rang. and we heard the sound of the vi<itnrs' 
feet as they went out. 

"It's all over, no doubt," said the Old Soldier, after liste~mg; 
''the dear creature has signed, sea!ed1 and dt!ivert>tl, an11 his 
mind's at rest. \\"ell it may he I \\'hat a mind! Annie, nry 
love, I am going to the Study with my p.rper. ior I am a P'"" 
creature without news . .Miss Trotwood, Da.,·id, prct.)' contt: and 
see the Doctor/' 

I wa; conscious of Mr. Dick's standin~ in the shadow of the 
room, shutting up his kuile, when we a::comp:rnied her t<> the 
Stu•l)'; and of my aunt's rubbing her no>e violently, by the 
way, as a mild vent for her intolerance of our miiitary t'riend : 
but who got frrst into the Study, or how Mrs. :lfarklchanr 
settlt!d her;o;clf in a moment in htr ClSY eh.1ir, r)r ho\\r my aunt 
and I came to be left together near the door (unless her 
were quicker than mine, "nd she held me back), I 
forgotten if I en:r knew. Hut this I knmr,-th:lt Vic) sa.w tit,: 
Doctor before he saw us, s:ttinM at his ta[,Je, among the fo}i(, 
volumes in which he ddi,;hted, rcstin~ his head calmly on hi1 
hanJ. That, in th~ same momt:nt, we saw Mrs . .Strong glide 
in, pale and tn·nrblin~. That \lr. Dick suppurted her on 111, 
arm. That he !cud hrs other hand upun the Doctor's ore1, 
cau;ing hm1 to look up with an abstracted air. That, a.' the 
Doctor moved his head, his wife dropr>cd down on one kr•ee 
at his feet, and, with her hands inrploringly lifted, fi:;ed "!"~'11 
bis face the mcmoral)1e look I had tlcrer fqrgottt:n. ThJ.t at 
this Mrs. ~larkleham dropped the newspaper, anri '':'.:·'d 
more a fi6ure head intenJ·:d for a to be called Ti;~~ 
Astonishment. than anyt~ing else l c(m of. 

The gentleness of the IJoctor·s manner and surprh;~~, the 
di0nity that mingled with the 5upplicatin~ attituJe of hi5 
wife, the amiaUle concern of Mr. Vtck, and tLe ca.rnt::;tn·~ss 
with which my aunt s"id to herself, " Tial man "'",J 1 " 
(triumphantly expressive of the mi:..cry from whit:h sht~ h,vl 
sa\'ed him)--I st:e and hear, mther than rememlJCr1 a~ I writ\! 
~bcut it. 

" Doctor!'' said ~Ir. Dick. "\\'hat is it that's amL~s? 
Look hue!" 

u Annie t '' 

"Yes!" she 
the Lh:ctor. 11 Not at my feet, my _d<:>ar! 11 

.. I oeg and proy that no uue wrll leave 
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the room ! Oh, my husb~nd and father, break this long 
silence. Let us both know what it is that has come between 
us!" 

Mrs. Markleham, by this time recovering the power of 
sprech, and seeming to SIVCil with family pride and motherly 
indignation, here exclaimed, "Anuie, get up immedint~ly, 
and don't disgrace everybody bclongmg to you by bumblmg 
yourself like that, unless you wish to see me go aut of dty 
mind on the spot ! " 
"~lama I" returned Annie. "Waste no words on me, 

[or my appeal is to my husband, nnd even you are nothing 
ht:re. 11 

'' Nathin~: I., exclaimed lllrs. Markteham. •• Me, nothing! 
The child has taken leave of her senses. Please to get me 
• gla;s of w~ter I" 

1 was tf•O attemive to the Doctor and his wife, to give any 
heed to this reque't; and it n1ade no impression on anybody 
ebe ~ ~o Mrs. nlarklcham panted, stared, auu fanned herself. 

"Annie ! " said the ]Joctor, tenderly taking her m his 
hands. ":My dear! If any unavoidaGle cha.uge has come, 
in the sequence of time, upon our married life, you are not 

.1!!_ ulame. The fault i;; n•ine, and only mine. There is no 
· ~ge in my affection, admiration, a1ld respect. I wish to 

) r,ou happy. 1 truly love and honour you. Rise, Annie, 

,){t >he did not rise. After lo"king ut him for a little while, 
f'" sank down closer to him, laid her arm across his knee, 
and dropping her head upon it, sRid : 

'• li' I have any friend here, who can spe.~k one word for 
me, or for my husband m this matter; if I have a11y friend 
hero, who ca.•.give a voice to any suspicion that my heart has 
son11:tunes whtspe.rcd to me ; if I have any friend here, who 
hou•mrs my husband, or has ever cared for me, anJ has 
anrthmg within his knowledge, no matter what it is, that 
""'Y hdp to mtdi.tte between uo,-1 implore that fri"nd to 
sp,:::tk !11 

'l'h~re WiiS a profound silence. After a few moments of 
pamful hesitation, I broke the silente. 

"Mrs. Strong," l said, "there is something within my 
knowledge, wh1ch I have been earnestly entreated by Doctor 
~trong to cot\ceal, and ha,·e concealed until to.night. But 
I beheve the tU!IC has come when it would be mistaken faith 
and Jclici\cy to conceal it any longer, and when your appeal 
absolves me from his injundion." . 



She turned her face t·.•wards me for a moment, a~d l knew 
that I wn.s rh.rl1t. I crn1ld O()t have resisted ils cnttt':.lty, if 
the assuranct!" that it grtve me had been less connncing 

"Our future pt.J.Ce," she said, "may be in your hands. 
I trust it confidently tc your not suppressing anytbing. I 
know beforehand that notbing you, or any one, can tell me, 
will show my husband's noble heart in any other light th.m 
one. Howsoever it may seem to you to touch me, diSre,;orrl 
th.lt I will speak for myself, before him, and before God 
a!terwards/' 

!'bus earnestly besought, I made no reference to the Doctor 
for his permission, but, without any other compromise of tile 
trcth than a little softening of the co.nseness of Uri<th Hecp, 
related plainly what had passed in tbat same room that ni~ht. 
The staring of Mrs. Markleham during the whole narration, 
and the shril~ sharp interjections with which she occasionaily 
interrupted it, defied description. 

When I had fiuished, Annie remained, for sonre few 
moments, silent, with her head bent down as I have described, 
Then, sire took the Doctor's lund (he was sitting in the same 
attitude as when we had entered the room), and pressed it to 
her breast, and kissed it Mr. Dick softly r:tiscd her ; and 
she stood, when she began to speak, leaning on him, anJ 
looking down upon her husband-from whom ;he never turm·cl 
her eves. 

"All that has ever been in my murd, since I was marricJ," 
she said in a low, :mbmissive, lt·nJer voic~, 11 I wiU Lly l1,lk 
before you. I could nut live and have one re;erv:ttion, 
knowing what I know now." 

"Nay, Annit::/ 1 said the Doctor; mildlv, 1
' I ha\'e never 

doubted you, my c·hild. There in no neeJ; indeed there is 
no need, my dt:Jr." 

"Tht:re is gn:at w.:l'd/' she answered, in the same wJv 
"that 1 shouid open my whole heart before the soul oi 
generomy and truth, whom, year by year, and day br day, I 
have lovt:d and vcner:1tt:d more and more. as Heav~n knuw:-.!" 

"Really," interrupted Mrs. l\larkleham, "if I have any 
discretion at all~11 

(" \\'hich you haven't, you Marplot," obserl'cJ my aunt, in ,tn 
ind1gnant whlSfkL) 

"-I tnu>t be permitted to observe th.tt it <'.tnnot bo 
requisite to ent..:r mto these deta1ls.'' 

''No one but my husband can judge of that, nrama," said 
Annie, without rt;moving ht:r eyt:s fruw his f::t.ct:.:, ~~and he will 



my 
u;-~~ .n them all. 
;Ot)J as 
~ther 

David C>pj'(:rllcld 

11, giv~ vutl pain. ::.,Jma~ forgive 
oft(ll ~.1:1d lung. myse\C' 
~lr;. ,\\arkleham. 
"·said .\nnie, ''quite a little 

knowledge of kind were 
friend and friend of 

v.J.s always d:'ar to me. I can remember 
without r•:m~n1Lwring him. He stored 

first trl:'a"11res, ilnd stamped his character 
They n•·Ver could \wee been, I think, as 
beer; to me, if I had taken them from any 

''~take~ lH:r IHotht:r nothing!" excl:1.imed Mrs. M.1rkkham. 
"i\ot SP, mama/' sa..id Ann;e: "but I m;lke him wlut he 

w~s I n,m·t do that. As I w(~w up, he occupied tlw s~tme 
pl.ree still. 1 w.\S proud of hi~ interest: de•·ply, fondly, 

•tefully att•chcd to him. I \no bed up to him, 1 c•n hardly 
how-11~ l fcttber, a;; s guidt.\ as one whose praise was 
frnm aH othr;r praise, lS ()J1~ in whom 1 collld h:tvc 

trusted and ~onfrded, if 1 lmd dr,ubted all the world. You 
kn<lW, nunu, how young ::tnd inexperit-nced I was, wht::n you 

blm bri~.._1r~ me, of a sudd.·n, as a lover.)) 
'' h;:::.ve lllt~ntiom d the faf:t, fifty times at leastt to cveryhody 

here'" said Mrs. :>!Jtkleh:lm. 
(" Tiren hold yuur tungu1:, for the Lord's sake, an.J don't 

mentinn it any n1ort::! ~~ ll!\lttt:r~d a \Int.) 
." lt w1s so ~rt:at a "lian;:t: !'it.J a loss, I felt it at first," 

sard str\1 preservrng tire ,;nme look and tone, "that I 
and distressrd. I w.L~ but a g\rl; and wht;n so 

a came in tire character in wh.ich l had so long 
up him 1 I thi11k I wa.s s••rrv. Hut nothing could 

have made him ~hat he used to be ~ti.:tin; and I wa~ proud 
tli.ot he should thmk 11wthy. ar .. l we were married.'' 
~ ~ '

1 
-1\t ~aint Canterbury,'' observed ~1rs. 

l\,~.ark\chanJ. 

(" Cont'••'!nd the woman! J) said my aunt, 11 5he 'Il'm:'t be 
!)Ulet' '') ' 

"I nen~r thotJ~ht/' proceedtd Anni~, with a heightened 
cc\!\ur, ."ot any wor\<1\y galll that my husband would bring to 
nH. :.ry young heart had no room in its homage for any such 
VJor r;:fertnce. Man1a, forgi\'t' me wht:n I say that it w~s )'''u 
\\hu t1rst pt"esentt:d to my mind the thon~ht that any one 
('('uld wHCltlg mel and wrong him. by such a cruel suspidon.n 

•· \ic! n cried Mrs. ~Iarkleharn. 
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(" Ah! You, to be sure I" observed my aunt, "and you 

can't fan it away, my milttary friend ! '') 
"It w~s tbe first unhappiness of my new life," said Annie. 

"It was the first occasion of every unhappy moment I have 
known. These moments have been more, of late, than I can 
count; but not-my generous husband !-not for the reason 
you suppose; for in roy heart there is not a thought, a 
recollection, or a hope, that any power could separate from 
you!" 

She raised her eyes, and clasped her hands, and looked as 
beautiful and true, I thought, as any Spirit. The Doctor 
looked on her, henceforth, as stedfastly as she on him. 

" Mama is blameless," she went on, "of having ever urged 
you for herself, and she is blameless in intention every way, I 
am sure,-but when I saw how many importunate claims were 
pressed upon you in my name; how you were traded on in 
my name; how generous you were, and how Mr. Wickfield, 
who had your welfare v~ry much at hear~ resented it; the 
first sense of my exposure to the mean suspicion that my 
tenderness was bought-and sold to you, of all men on earth 
-fell upon me like unmerited disgrace, in which I forced you 
to plrticipate. I cannot tell you what it was-mama cannot 
imagtne what it was-to have this dread and trouble always on 
my mind, yet know in my own soul that on my marriage-day 
I cr01med the love and honour of roy life ! " 

"A specimen of the thanks one gets," cried ~Irs. Markle­
ham, in tears, "for taking care of one's family ! I wish I was 
a Turk 111 

("I wish you were, with all my heart-and in your native 
country!" said my aunt.) 

"It was at that time that mama was most solicitous about 
my Cousin Maldon. , I had liked him :" she spoke softly, but 
Without any hesnatton: "very much. We had been little 
lore!s once. If circumstances had not harpened otherwise, 
I m1ght hal'e come U> persuade myself that I re,tlly lol'ed him, 
and m•ght have mamed him, and been most wretched. There 
can be no disparity in marriage like unsuitability of mind and 
purpose." . 

I p~ndered on those words, eyen while I was studiously 
~ttendtng to what followed, as !f they had some particular 
tnterest, or some strange apphcanon that I could not divine. 
"There can be no disparity in marriage like unsuitability of 
mmd and pnrpose"-" no disparity in marriage like unsuitability 
of mind and purpose." 
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11 1 'ht'rC i~ nr,tl-.in~, 11 said .. \nniv, "that we ha\'e in common. 

I h:\\'c found tbt there is nothing. II I w··rc thankful to 
br no more, instead c•i for so much, I 'hould be 

for saved me from the f1rst mistaken 
he,uL)) 

b,:fc•re the Doctor, and spoke with an 
t:,mc..-·~;tness me-. Yet her voice w:ts just as quid 

hl:'furt.:. 
11 

\\ h1.:n he was 'u.iting to be tl.l· objec:t of your munificenc.~ 
sn !w:ly IJ~stowc-d for my sake, and when I was unhappy 10 

tlw I was maJe to I tlwu~ht it would 
\.:·vt> b•:,'001e t1) ha\t: wc,rked own w,1y on. I 

that if I would have tried to do it, 
13ut I thought no worse 

for Jndta. That night 
he h.1J a and heart. 1 saw a double 

then, in .\Jr. \':i,:kneld's scm tiny of me. 1 perceived, 
tile ~~~trk .susricion thllt shad:>wed my li~;·u 

~:ttd tne lJoct(.1r. ".:\tl, no, no! 
II r t1 tb~·r~.; W.\S ll•)fll', 1 knowl nw husbJ.nd! !I she 

"1~nd ·,\ l1cn I came to you, that ni~ht Lo Ll.y down 
all "'Y h1d ot ,)urn.: .111J grief, and knew that I had to tell 

your roof, one cf my own kindred, to whom 
ynu b:;L'n a bt:tH,;I~tcWr, k1r the love of me, had spoken to 
me wor

1
Js th.'.t ~hou;d ha•,·e f11·_.nd no utteri.\.nCe, eren if I had 

1«'tn l.1e and \\Tdth he thou<>ht me--my 
n1ind . from t1int t.1.le con\·c;Y't:J. It di~d 

,;ny ltps, and from th:tt hour now has never passed 

~brkleh.tm, "ith a short groan, leaned back in her 
e:~.s~ ~..-kttr _; ltnd re\1red Lt:hinJ he; fan, as if ::;he ,vere never 

out a.ny more. 
Iw\'er, but in prL·~ence, interchanged a word 

':i'ith him f;·(Jn\ thal tilr:l" ; UIPJn. on"'"'h••n it has be1:n necessary 
,·m aroiJatll:!:' o( thl.;; \'cars have p:1ssed 
"''"" h.; knc\'. from m·, his here w;\S, The 

y-:Ju h:•\·c dcme for his adwl.llcement, and 
to me, fur my st:rprise and plea~,ur~:, h:ln~ been, 

\Jut "~;;ra,·otions of the unha~piness and 
my sccrd." 

~lte sunk d<JWn gently at the Doctor's feet thou·'h he did 
b1' Ulli\O>t teo prevent her; and ,aid, looking ~p tca7full)' into 

r~~. , .. : , , 
"]l<, W>t spe:tk to n•< yet! Let me say l little morel 
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Right or wrong, if this were to be done again, I t~ink I should 
do just the same. You never can know what It w3s to be 
devoted to you, with those old associations ; to find that any 
one could be so hard as to suppose that the truth of my heart 
was bartered away, and to be surrounded by •tppearonces con· 
firming that belief. I was very young, and had no adviser. 
Between mama and me, in all relating to you, there was a wide 
division. If I shrunk into myself, hiding the disrespect I had 
undergone, it was because I honoured you so much, and 
so much wished that rou should honour me I" 

"Annie, my pure heart I" said the Doctor, "my dea.~ girl!" 
" A little more I a very few words more I I used to think 

there were so many whom you might ha,·e married, who would 
not have brought such charge and tr(luhle on you, and 1\'ho 
would have made your home a worthier home. I used to be 
afnid that I had better have remained your pupil, and almost 
your child. I used to fear that I was so unsuited to your 
learning and wisdom. If all this made me shrink within my· 
self (as indeed it did), when I had th:;t to tell, it was still 
because I honoured you so much, and hoped that you might 
one day honour me." . 

"That day has shone this long time, Annie," s.:.id the 
Ductor, "and can have but one long night, my dear.'' 

"Another word! I afterwards meant-stedfastly meant, 
and purposed to myself-to bear the whole weight of knowing 
the unworthiness of one to whom you had been so good. And 
now a last VI"Ord, dearest and best of friends I Th~ cause of 
the late change in you, which I have seen with so muo.h p~in 
and sorrow, and have sometimes referred to my ol<.l appre· 
hension-at other times to lingering suppositions nearer to the 
truth-has been made clear to-night; and by an accident I 
have also c?me to know, to-night, the full measure of your 
noble trust tn me, even under that mistake. I do not hope 
that any love and duty I. may render in return, 10ill e\·e~~nake 
me worthy of your pnceless confidence; but with alT this 
knowledge fresh upon me, I can lift my eyes to this dear face 
revered as a father's, loved as a husband's, sacred to me i~ 
f!lY childhood as a friend's, and solemnly declare that in my 
lightest thought I bad never wronged you; never wavered in 
the l01•e and the ftdtlity I olte you t" 

She bad her arms around the Doctor's neck and he leant 
his head down over ber, mingling his grey hair' with her dark 
brown tresses. 

"Oh, hold • .11e to your heart, my husband l Never cast me 
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r.ur: I 10 1101 think or spe.lk of dic<jortrity hclwecn us, for thert; 
~s nunt..:, t.\r~pt m :!ll my u.~ny iwperkdion:-t. E\'cr~· SUI\,I."ed­
w:_~ '·nr 1 n.we knr~\\n tlll~ b~tt~·r, as I hJve t;..;tttmcd you 
n~~~~e :wd mort:. Oh. tal:e me- ro your heart, my hmb.vHi, for 
nt, !. 1'e w,ts {oun .. ;t.:U on a ruck, a~.d it ~·ndurcs ! 11 

In tit~ silcn~e that en>ued, my aunt wllkcd gravely up to 
~:r. f)j,,k, wtthout ,it all hurryin:: h<:r,,\'1£, and gnre him a hug 
,,11d a ::rJUildina ki.;.;, ·\Ni it wUs very fr•rHII~J.t~. ,;:ith a view 
tt• his credit, ~~h~t >he d:d so: for I am c•mliuent thrtt I 
d-:~tch d him at thn.t mumcnt in the nr.t of m;;..king pn:par-lti<JnS 
to :-~it.ld on one le-g, as an ap}Jroprbtt: expre~::itm of ddi~ht. 

"Ynu arc n very r•·m""rk:1btc- n\an, Dick Ill suiU JHY auott 
.,, :th an air of UI1•JU • .Jifi .. J approbation; "and never pretend 
to h~ i1ll}'thbg !.,:b.t:. for I know bdttH'! u 

W1th that, ~)' aunt pulltJ him by the slce1·e, and nodded 
tu me: and w~· thrte o.;tuie quil.'dy (1Ut of tbe room, ~nd r.ame 
ilWa'.', 

''Thor's a settler for our military friend, at ,my me," said 
ntl' :1u11t, on lhc \1'.1\' home. "! should sleep the bcllor for 
th"l, if there w.1s ll~thing dsc to be glad of!" 

'' Sht: Wls qui!~.· orert~ome, I nm afraid/' said ~rr. Dick, 
l\'~th grLat cornmi~ .... ro.ttion. 

"'Yil:.tt~ Did yuu e1o·..:r sef:' a t:rocudile overcome?'' inquired 
n1y ~unt. 

"I dr.m't think I CYer saw a r:r·Jct,dilt:, 11 rGturnc.O Mr. D~tk, 
milcllr. 

u Tb•rt uever would have U~c·n .1nything the m~tH·~r, if it 
ilJ.dn't be~n for llt~4t old .!\l~im~d," said m\· aunt, with strong 
em:1lusi~. '' ll's \'tjy mu~~h ln br· w1sheJ 'that sow': mothers 
1\.vuiJ lt~re.tl:f-ir Jau:-:h:l.'r~ aione afttr marriage, aml nDt be so 
·;Jokntly ,lflet'll<lll.lte, They >e<m to think the only return 
ll1.ll ~·aB_ bt made ti1~:m kr brwging an unfo1 tunate young 
''<m>:t:l 1rlto the wnrld-Gnd bkss my soul, as if '''" ask~d i 
tu be bro~;ht, or waat~d to come !-is full libcriy to worry ' 
he1 out of 1t agam. What are you thinkin" of Trot ? " 
, f '"'" lhu1';:q; of ali that lucl been ;aid: ~!y mind was 
Still ~um~-1l.'; _em :.'m1y of the t:q;rt'!'.:-ions used. '• Th!.:rt: '..:'all Lt 
!!~ _d:~v·a 1 'J' ~~ ll•..t•n~~~c hkt: unsuit.lbility of mind and purpC~se." 

l k l;r>l n>Jstakcnnnpulse of an undisciplined heart." ")lyl 
I· ·v~ ,~:<t;; f<,~unt.!('d on a rot:k." l~ut we wc;rt at humt.:; and the! 
tr.'"'·; t: leaves were lying undcr·foot, and the a.ulumn wind 
w 1•: bloW!og. ! 
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CHAPTER XLVI 

I NTELLI(;ENCE 

I MUST have been married, if I may trust to my imperfect 
memory for dates, about a year or so, when one evening, as 
I was returning from a solitary walk, thinking of the book 
I was then writing-for my success had steadily increased 
with my steady application, and I was engaged at that time 
upon my first work of fiction-I came past Mrs. Steerforth's 
house. I had often passed it before, during my residence in 
that neighbourhood, though never when I could choose 
another road. Howbeit, it did sometimes happen that it was 
not easy to find another, without making a long circuit ; and 
so I had passed that way, upon the whole, pretty often. 

I had never done more than glance at the house, as I went 
by with a quickened step. It had been uniformly gloomy and 
dulL None of the best rooms abutted on the road; and the 
narrow, beavily·framed old-fashioned windows, never cheerful 
under any circumstances, looked very dismal, close shut, 
and with their blinds always drawn down. There was a 
covered way across a little paved court, to an entrance that 
was never used; and there was one round staircase window, 
at odds with all the rest, and the only one unshaded by a 
blind, whtch had the same unoccupied blank look. I do not 
remember that 1 ever saw a light in all the house. If I had 
been a casual passer·by, I should have probably supposed that 
some childless person lay dead in it If I had happily 
possessed no knowledge of the place, and had seen it often in 
that changeless state, I should have pleased my fancy with 
many tngcmous speculatiOns, I dare say . 

. As it was, I though~ as little of it as I might. But my 
mmd could not go by It and le:'-ve it, as my body did; and 
tt usually awak~ned ~ long !rat~ of meditations. Coming 
before me o.n ~h1s part:tcul~r evemng that I mention, mingled 
With the chtldtsh recollectmns and later fancies, the ghosts 
of half·formed hopes, the broken shado~s of disappointments 
d1ml~ se.en an_d ?nderstood, the blendmg of experience and 
1magmat1on, tncldental to. the occupation with which my 
thot~ghts had be_en busy, 1t was more than commonly sug­
geMive. I fell ::-.~' ·.brown study :l.S I walked on, and a 
votce at m:· s1de made me start. 
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11 was a woman's yoicc, too. I was nnt long in recollect· 

i:~~ :~Irs. Stt:erf<_1rth's littk~ p.u!om-11' wlw had formerly 
w . .~m hlut ril>Lnns in her CJ.p. ~ht.: h.lJ them out now, 
to adapt herself. I suppost:, to th1.: n.l!t•red ch.lract~.·r of the 
huu~t:; and wure but une or two d1sconsoiatc bvws of sober 
ht(lwn. 

<• If ~vJ ~ir, wo11ld you h;l\·e the gnodne;;s to walk in, 
:tnd .~tu:ak ~11,s llart!t ? ,. 

'
1 Has f..li:--; l )art!e s~nt you for tn~?" I in<jUift!d. 
"~~Jt sir) but it's ju .. t ttw same. .Miss P!\rtle !>aw 

you p;~!-~ ::!. or twn ::l!~O; and I was U) si~ at 'vork on 
the '>l:dn·;l ,~, ,ll.d wh~._·n l ~:1w you pa~s ag:~in, tu a::k y~..~u to 
~ten in and to l11:r. 11 

i turncJ and 
how lire. 
and 

c1mductor, as we wtr.t 
;:dJ her lady "'·" hut 
deai. 

"'"'directed to Mise Partie 
presencr: known to her 

at one end of a kind of 
ctty. lt was a sombre 

w1th .1 lur,.J lll!ht m !ikr: and as I saw tht 
$c•·wlinc: in the distance, with h~·re and thL·re some la.rgt:r 
starttn~ up into the sullen glare, I fancied it was no inapt 

to the memory of this tll'rce woman. 
s:tw mt: as I advanc~d. and ro~c for a moment to receive 

me. I tlnJttght her, then, still mure coloorle% and thin than 
when I had seen hrr last ; the tLtshing eyes still lJri[;hkr, and 
the :>car ~till plainer. 

Our nwetittg ~ttS not corJial. 1\'e had partcrl 
the \,l:;t ocr:as.on ; and there wa.'i an air of disdam 
which ~he took no pains to conceal. 

"1 :mt told you wish to speak to me, Miss llartle," said I, 
standm~. nt.lt her, wtth my hand upon the hack of the seat, 
and d~chnmg; her gesture of inYitJ.tion to sit down. 
fo~~~ 

1 
you please," :><tid she. " I' ray h:Ls this girl been 

11 No." 
";\nd yet sh~ h~ run nway! :' 
1 saw her th111 ltps working while she looked at me a.s if 

they wen~ ea~er to load her wilh reproaches. ' 
u Run away?" 1 rej•eatcU. 
u Yes ! From h~m, ,, she said, with a lnun·h u If she is 

~~~J~~nd, perh<lp~ she never will bt :· .... ~.~0 • She may he 
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The vaunting cruelty with which she met my glance, I 

ne11er saw expressed in any other face that ever I have seen. 
"To wish her dead," said I," may be tj1e kindest wish that 

one of her own sex could bestow upon her. I am glad that 
time has softened you so much, ~!iss Dartle." 

She condescended to make no reply, bu~ turning on me 
with another scornful laugh, said: 

"The friends of this excellent and much-injured young lady 
are friends of yours. You are their champion, and assert their 
rights. Do you wish to know what is known of her?" 

11 Yes." said I. 
She rose with an ill-favoured smile, and taking a: few steps 

towards a wall of holly that was near at hand, dividing the 
lawn from a kitchen-garden, said, in a louder voice, "Come 
here! "-as if she were calling to some unclean beast. 

"You will restrain any demonstrative championship or 
vengeance in this place, of course, Mr. Copperf1eld? "said she, 
looking over her shoulder at me with the same expression. 

I inclined my head, without knowing what she meant; 
and she said, "Come here ! " again ; and returned, followed 
by the respectable Mr. Littimer, ·who, with undiminished 
respectability, made me a bow, and took up his position behind 
her. The air of wicked grace: of triumph, in which, strange 
to say, there was yet something feminine and alluring: with 
which she reclined upon the seat between us, aud looked at 
me, was worthy of a cruel Princess in a Legend. 

"Now," said she, imperiously, without glancing at him, 
and touching the old wound as it throbbed : perhaps, in 
this instance, with pleasure rather than pain. "Tell Mr. 
Copperfield about the flight." . 

"Mr. James and myself, ma'am--" 
"Don't address yourself to me I" she interrupted with a 

. frown. 
"1\lr. James and myself, sir-" 
"Nor to me, if you please," said I. 
Mr. Littimer, without being at all discomposed, signified 

by a slight obeisance, that anything that was most agreeable to 
us was most agreeable to him; and began again: 

"Mr. James and myself have been abroad with the young 
woman, ever since she left Yarmouth under Mr. James's pro­
tectipn. We have been in a variety of places, and seen a deal 
of foreign country. We have been in France, Swil:l:erlaod, 
ltaly-m fact, •1.iivc' ;.ll parts." 

He look~ at the hack of the seat, as if he were addressing 
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himscif to that; and s<•ftly played cron it wJth his h'tnds, as if 
l:e ll'<"rt' strikin~ ch<>rJs upon a dumb p1ano. 

":;1r. James too~ quite uncommonly to the young womJn; 
and was more settled for a length <lf ~me, tb.m 1 ha1~ known 
him to be ~ince I \a,·e be,n in his service. The 'o<mg 
woman was very impro~able, and spoke the languages; and 
wouldn't have been known for the sam•: country-person. I 
norircd that she was much ad01irrd whercvd we Wt·nt.'' 

Miss !Jartle put her hand upon her s1de. 1 saw him steal a 
gla11<~ at her, and slightly smile to himsdf. 

u Very much admired. indt:cd, tlu: young l'I'L..>ma.u w~s 
What with her dre;s; what with tile air and ;un ; what 11 :th 
being made so murh of; wh.lt with thi~, that, and the <>thcr; 
her merits really attracted gener•l notice.." 

He made a short pause. llcr ~y,·s wnnd.,red restlessly over 
the distant pwspcct, and she bit b<·r nether lip to sto~• tb~t 
busy mouth. 

Taking his hands from the scat, nod placing one of them 
within the other, as he settled hirn,dl on one ltg, Mr. Littimer 
proceeded, with his eyes cast Juwn, and his rcopectablc head 
a little advanced, and a little'"' one >ide: 

"The young ~oman went on in this manner for some time, 
being occa,,i.m:tily low in her spirits, until I think she bc~an 
to Weary Mr. James oy givin~ way to her low spirits and 
tempers ol that kind; and tlungs were Ml so comfortable. 
Mr. James he. began to be re,tless :c:;ain. The more restless 
he got, the wor'e she got : and I m1Ht say, fur myself. that I 
h~d a very difiicult tinte of it indeed bctwr.cn tltc two. Still 
matters ~ere patched up her~, alld made :.;<md there, over ~nd 
over agam ; and nlto~etlter hskd, I am sure, for a longer ume 
than any?ody could have "'P-cted." . 

Recalling h~r eyes from the d<stance, she looked at me agaur 
no1t, ~·ith her former air, Mr. Littimt!r, clearing his thrOtlt 
behind his hand with a resp<·Ctahle short cough, changed legs, 
and went on: 

"At I,.,t, when there had be~n, upon the whole, a good 
m.my words and reproaches. i\Ir, James he set otT one monung, 
from the neighbourhood of N"ples, where we had a villa (the 
y0ung wonun bem~ very plrtial to the sea), and, under pre· 
tence of cnmm~ back in a day or so left it in char~e with me 
to break it out, that, for the ~eneral h'appiness of •<II ~onccrned, 
h,, w:" "-here an intemtptinn of tho short cough-" gone. 
But ~lr. James, I must say, certaini1 ;;.; ::··ha,•e extrenwly 
l:onour.1blc; for he Proo<'"'d that the voung ~~~man should 



David Copperfield 
marry a very respectable person, who was fully prepared to 
O\'crlook the pas~ and who was, at ie;~St, as good as anybody 
the young woman could have aspired to in a regubr way: her 
connexions being very common." 

He chan;ed legs again, and wetted his lips. I wa~ con· 
rinced that the scoundrel spoke of himself, and I saw my 
conviction reflected in Miss Dartle's face. 

"This I also had it in charge to communicate. I was 
willing to do anything to relieve ~lr. James from his dit1iculty, 
and to restore harmony between himself and an affectionate 
parent, who has undergone so much on his account. There­
fore I undertook the commission. The young woman's 
violence when she came to, after I broke the fact of his 
departure, was beyond all expectations. She was qnite mad, 
and had to be held by force; or, if she couldn't have got to a 
knife, or got to the sea, she'd have beaten her head against the 
marble floor." 

i\liss Dartle, leaning back upon the seat, with a light of 
exultation in her face, seemed almost to caress the sounds this 
fellow had uttered. 

"But when I came to the second part of what had been 
entrusted to me," said Mr. Littimer, rubbing his hands un­
easily, "which anybody might have supposed would have been, 
at all events, appreciated as a kind intention, thtn the young 
woman came out in her true colours. A more outrageous 
person 1 never did see. Her conduct was surprisingly bad. 
She had no more gratitude, no more feeling, no more patience, 
no more reason in her, than a stock or a stone. If I hadn't 
been upon my guard, I am convinced she would ha,·e had my 
blood." 

"I think the better of her for it," said I, indignantly. 
Mr. Littimer bent his head, as much as to say, "Indeed, 

sir? But you're young!" and resumed his narrati\·e. 
"It was necessary, in short, for a time, to take away every­

thing nigh her, that she could do herself, or anybody else, an 
injury with, and to shut her up close. Notwithstanding which, 
she got out in the night ; forced the lattice of a window, that I 
bad nailed up myself; dropped on a vine that was trailed bel0w; 
and never ha.s been seen or heard of, to my knowltdge, since.'' 

"She is dead, perhaps," said Miss Dartle, with a smile, as if 
she could have spurned the body of the ruined girL 

"She may have drowned herself, miss,"· returned Mr. 
Littimer, catchin~ at an excuse for addressing himself to some· 
body. "It's "-•Y posstble. Or she may have had assistance 
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from the boatmen, and the IJoatmen's w1ves a~d childre1~. 
l:kini! given to low cowp,tny, she was \'(~ry much tn t!l~ babtt 
ol t.1!king to th.:m on tht beach, Miss l>artle, and ;Jtung by 
thetr boats. I h:\\'e known her to do it, when ~lr. has 
been away, whole days. Mr. JJmes was far from to 
find out once, that she had told the children she was a boat· 
man's dau~htcr, and that in her own country, long ago, she had 

~l;.out the beach, like them." 
Emily! Unhappy beauty I What a picture r?se t.ciore 

me oi her sitting on the far·olf shore the children hke 
h~rsdf when sl.e was innocent, listen in;,; to \'Oiccs such as 

hare called her /l!uther had ;he been a poor man's 
; and to the grc..~t n~ice of tlu· s~a, with its etem;tl 

H (\ever more!'' 
"\\'hen it was clear that n"thing co11ld be done, ~li>< 

Ilanle-" 
" Did I tell you tM to spt"k to me?'' she said, with stern 

contem11t. , 
"\'ou spoke to me, miss,'' he replied. "I beg your pardon. 

Hu~~ it is my sen·i~e t1~ obey." 
Do your serv1ce~ :-be returned. "Fini.:.h your sttlr)\ and 

go! II 

"When it was ckar.'' he said, with· infinite respectability, 
and an obedient buw, "that she was not to be found, I went 
to lllr. James, at the place where it had lJc,;n agreed that I 
should write to him, and informed him of whet! had occurred. 
\\ ords passed bet1•.een us in consequence, and I felt it due to 
my ch.racter to leave him. I could and I have borne, a 
greot deal from Mr. James; but he me too far. He 
hurt me. Knowin~ the unfortunate difference between himself 
and his mother, and what her an~icty of mind was likely to be, 
I took the liberty of corn in~ home to En;!land, and relating-" 

"For money which I pa1d hm1," said 1li>S l.lartle to me. 
"Just so, ma'am-and relating what I knew. I am not 

aware\:' said ~Yr. Lit:im~r, after a moment's refl~ction, "that 
tlu"·e JS anything else. I am at present out of employment, 
and should be happy to meet with a respectable situation.'~ 

1!tss Dattle ~lanced at me, as thc•ugh she would inquire 1f 
there '""e anythtng that I desired to ask. As there was some· 

which had occurred to my mind, I said in reply: 
. could w1sh to know from this-creature,'' I could not 

hrms. mysl'lf to utter a.ny more conciliatory word, "whether 
th,t.:y ll~:~·ret·pted a lt:tter that was writkn to her from home, or 
'·"'dhtr he '"!'poses that she received it:' 
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He remained calm and silent, with his eyes fixed on the 

ground, and the tip of every finger of his right hand delicately 
poised against the tip of every finger of his left. 

Miss Dartle turned her head disdainfully towards him. 
"I beg your pardon, miss," he said, awakening from his 

abstraction, "but, however submissive to you, I have my · 
position, though a servant. Mr. Copperfield and you, miss, 
are different people. If Mr. Copperfield wishes to know any­
thing from me, I take the liberty of reminding Mr. Copperfield 
that he can put a question to me. I have a character to 
maintain." 

After a momentary struggle with myself, I turned my eyes 
upon him, and said, " You have heard my question. Consider 
it addressed to yourself, if you choose. What answer do yuu 
make?" 

"Sir," he rejoined, with an occasional separation and re­
union of those delicate tips, "my answer must be qualified; 
because, to betr~y Mr. James's confidence to his motl1er, 
and to betray it to you, are two different actions. It is not 
probable, I consider, that Mr. James would encour~ge the 
receipt of letters likely to increase low spirits and unpleasant· 
ness; but further than that, sir, I should wish to avoid goint;." 

" Is that all ? " inquired i.\liss Dartle of me. 
I indicated that I had nothing more to say. "Except," I 

added, as I saw him moving off, "that I understand this 
fellow's part in the wicked story, and that, as I shall make it 
known to the honest man who has been her father from her 
childhood, I would recommend him to avoid going too much 
into public." 

He had stopped the moment I began, and had listened with 
his usual repose of manner. 

"Thank you, sir. But you'll excuse me if I say, sir, that 
there are neither slaves nor slave-drivers in this country, and 
that people are not allowed to take the law into their own 
hands. If they do, it is more to their own peril, I believe, 
than to other people's. Consequently speaking, I am not at 
all afraid of going wherever I may wish, sir." 

\Vith that, he made a polite bow; and, with another to i\1i;s 
Dartle, went away through the arch in the wall of holly by 
which he had come. Miss Dartle and I rerarded each other 
for a little while in silence; her manner beil1g exactly what it 
was, when she bad produced the man. 

" He says beside•," she obscn·ed, with a slow curling of her 
lip, "that his m:t''"'· a• he hears, is coastinf; Spain; and this 



dom~, '1s away to ~rt:t.tify his u~u:s til_l .he . wc:.J.ry. 
Dut th:s is of r.o mtl:rcsl to ynu. t!.cs,; two pr.c1ud 

m' 1thl·r tmd :.on, there is a wider breach tfun lwl1Jft!, 
and h1 1n::: 0f i~s for the;· J.re one at hcart. a.n~ 
time makes :.ach more nnd imperious. 1\eill1t.:r lS 
tb:s of :"l.n)' intc:rt:st to yvu; but it intrnduc(':; what I wi.',h to 
say Thts del'il wlwm you m:tk<: aa at•s··l ,f, l mean thiS low 
~irl whom he pi~.ked out of the ttde·n,ud," \l'llh Ler blao k eyes 
tdl me, ~Lr.d h1:r p~ssionate finger up, 1

' may be 
arc; hard to die. If she 

a peorl such prire found and tal:ctl 

;."'''of. th.ll, too that he tnay not by 'tnnce 
bt.: I!Htde her prey again. Sv we arc unittd in one 
and that is why I. who \\Ould misd1ief that so cnarse 
tt wretch is c.q~ablc of ftf'!inc;, have se11t for you to hear wh:tt 
y0u lw·e he:ud." 

I the In her that somt: one w~1s ~dvanc-
was ).lrs. who c;:1ve mt: her 

than of yorr:1 and with an aug111Cntation c~f 
,,r matotJcr: hut still, I peweived-and 1 

it-with an inl'tl"J.<::c;tlJ\e remembrance of my 
son. :sh..:: wct..; greatly itlteit~d. Her fine 

figure was far lt:~s upright, her h:tnd'.tlme fa~~c was 
markt:dl ard her h<~ir was almo:.t white. But when sht! 
down on the st:at, sht:: was a h:lndsnw.~: s.lill ; at1d well 
I :-new the bri~ht eye with its lofty look, that bew a light 
in my very drt·:tms at srhool. · 

:: ~~ ·'!.r. Coppnfi,:Jd inf._,rnh:d oft:\ t'TJ'Lbing, kosa?" 

"And h:ts hl' beard Li'.linn~r 
11 Yu;; I h.:nt;; told him it." 
'· \"<_~:1 are a gvr,d !!irl. . bJd some slight c~~rrc~pond, 

\11th fclTIIL(~r fnend, 11 addn~ssin~ nH~1 o but 1t hJs 
not his S1.:n:.c of d\lly or n:lttH':Il vb!ig;ltion. 
I ha\'t: nu olh~r in lh1s, than what Rosa has 
1:, by the l'OUI.'C may teiiC'.'t the mind of the Jc•cellt 
m:m you broug!1t here (for whum I am sorry~! c~w say no 
r.n.ore), 1~1y ~on nHy be ~a\·t.:d frrll1l again fllling into the snares 
u: a dcslgnm.~ t:nt'my, wdl! '1 

She drew h~;:r:,e\f up, anJ sr..t lor.king slra.ig-ht before hr.:r, !ltr 
·~~ . 

'' :V~::td:lm/' I said re~pt:ctfully, "I uwl~r:;t:md. I a.l:isure you 
) ln_l m no ~lant;er of putting ;u1y ~,t!';;ined construction on ro~r 
motn·es. l3ut I mu~t sa.y, eV!.:n to ynn, having knuwn thiS 
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injured family from childhood, that if you suppose the girl, so 
deeply wronged, has not been cruelly deluded, and would not 
rather die a hundred deaths than take a cup of water from your 
son's hand now, you cherish a terrible mistake." 
"Wel~ Rosa, well!" said Mrs. Steerforth, as the other was 

about to interpose, "it is no matter. Let it be. You ar~ 
married, sir, I am told?" 

I answered that I bad been some time married. 
" And are doing well ? I hear little in the quiet life I lead, 

but I understand you are beginning to be famous." 
" I have been very fortunate," I said, "and find my name 

connected with some praise." 
"You have no mother?"-in a softened voice. 
"No." 
"It is a pity," she returned. "She would have been proud 

of you. Good night I" 
I took the hand she held out with a dignified, unbending air, 

and it was as calm in mine ~s if ber breast had been at peace. 
Her pride could still its very pulses, it appeared, and draw the 
placid veil before her face; through which she sat looking 
straight before her on the far distance. 

AI; I moved away from them along the terrace, I could not 
help observing how steadily they both sat gazing on the pros­
pect, and how it thickened and closed around them. Here and 
there, some early lamps were seen to twinkle in the distant 
city ; and in the eastern quarter of the sky the lurid light still 
hovered. Bu~ from the greater part of the broad valley inter· 
posed, a mist was rising like a sea, which, mingling witb the 
darkness, made it seem as if the gathering waters would 
encompass them. I have reason to remember this, and think 
of it with awe; for before I looked upon those two again, a 
stormy sea had risen to their feet. 

Reflecting on what had been thus told me, 1 felt it right that 
it should be communicated to Mr. Peggotty. On the following 
evening I went into London in quest of him. He was always 
wanrlering about from place to place, with his one obj~.ct of 
recovering his niece before him ; but was more in London than 
elsewhere. Often and often, now, had 1 seen him in the dead 
of night passing along the streets, searching, among the few 
who loitered out of doors at those untimely hours, for what he 
dreaded to find. 

He kept a lodging over the little chandler's shop in Hunger· 
ford .Market, which I have had occasion to mention more than 
once, and from which he first went forth upon his errand of 



mercy. Hither I directl'd my 11.lik. (!Jl llhtking inr1uiry for 
him ·I learned from the ~eople of the bouse that he had nc>t 
b~·,.,~ out yf't, a~)d I should lind ~im in .hi:' r?om up·st.n.irs. 

!{., vv·as sittin~ reading by a wmdow rn whrclt he k·,pt a. few 
pLmrs. The room was very neat and orJerly. 1 "':W tn a 
m·;ment that it was always kept prepared f"r her recepuon, and 
that he ncverwenl out but he thOt:ght It po'-silrle he mrght bnn~ 
her hon•e. He had not heard mv :ap at the dvor, and only 
raised his eyes \vhen I latd my hand up•m his shoulder ... 

"Mas'r Davy! Thankee, sir ! thankct: he:crty, for tht< mtt I 
Sit ye dm\·n. You're kindly wckomt:', ;,ir! '' , 

11 Mr. l'eg.a.otty/' said 1, takin;; :he chair he h:tnded me, 11 don t 
much! I ha.\'e ht!ard smut: llCW~.~~ 

OfEm'ly!" 
He put his hand, in a nervous m:tnner, on his mouth, and 

turned p:l.!e, as he fixed his cyts on mine. 
"It gives no clue to where she ts; but she is nut with 

hiru.'' 
He sat down, looking intentlv ~t 111e, and listened in pro· 

found silence to all I had to teli. I well rem••rnher the sense 
of dignity, beauty e\'en, with which the i'Jtient gravity of his face 
1m pressed me, when, havin~ gradually tclliOYed his eyes front 
mine, he sat looking downwJrd, k.~ning his forcheJd on h15 

hand. He offered no interruption, but rvnr.1inul throughout 
ptrlec~ly still. He St:CPled to pur::,ul! her !l~;ure thwu~h the 
narr~tJve, and to ltt every oth"'r sh.tpe go by him, as if 1t w~;;re 
llOthmt,:. 

When I had done, he slre.de<l hi., face, and continued silent. 
l lnoked out of the window for a little while, and occuprcd 
11\\'self with the plants. 

"How do you f>re to fe·ol ahout it, .\bs'r l>Jvy?" he inquired 
at length. 

''lth'1nk th:J.t ')he is livin!.!," I 
. "I do.en·t know. ~layb~ the shock was too rough, and 
Ill the wildnt<S of l11:r an-! That there blue w;ttcr as she 
ust::d to Sp!.!ak on. Could <She havl~ th(JWl o' that so ma.ny p.:ar~ 
twcause it w.1s to be ht'r ''rav<• 1" 

He s:dd ~hi!11 musing. i~ a lo.w
1 

frightened voice; and walked 
arruss tht: httle room. 

"And yet," he added, "Mas'r Davy, I have fdt so s~re "-~ 
she was hvltlg-I have know\1, awake and sleeping, ns tt WJ.:> 

so trew that I should lind her--·[ have been so led on by it, and 
ltckl 11 1• by it-that I doen't believe I can have been dccciv·eJ. 
l\o! Em'ly's alive!" 
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He put his hand down finnly on the table, and set his 

sunburnt face into a resolme expression. 
"~ly niece, Em'ly, is alive, sir ! " he said, stedfastly. "I 

doen't know wheer it comes from, or how 'tis, but I am told as 
she's alive I" 

He looked almost like a man inspired, as he said it. I 
waited for a few moments, until he could give me his undivided 
attention; and then proceeded to explain the precaution, tha~ 
it had occurred to me last nigh~ it would be wise to take. 

"Now, my dear friend-" I began. 
"Thankee, thankee, kind sir," he said, grasping my hand in 

both of his. 
"If she should make her way to London, which is likely­

for where could she lose herself so readily as in this vast city ; 
and what would she wish to do, but lose and hide herself, if she 
does not go home?-" 

"And she won't go home," he interposed, shaking his head 
mournfully. "If she had left of her owu accord, she might; 
not as 't was, sir." 

"If she should come here," said I, "I believe there is one 
person, here, more likely to discover her than any other in the 
world. Do you remember-hear what I say, wirh fortitude­
think of your great object !-do you remember Martha?" 

"Of our town? 11 

I needed no other answer than his face. 
" Do you know that she is in London ? " 
" I have seen her in the streets," he answered with a 

shiver. 
"But you don't know," said I, "that Em'ly was charitable 

to her, with Ham's help, long before she fled from home. 
Nor, that, when we met one night, and spoke together in the 
room yonder, over the way, she listened at the door.'' 

"Mas'r Davy I" he 'replied in astonishment. "That night 
when it snew so hard ? " · · 

"That night I have never seen her since. I went back 
after parting from you, to speak to her, but she was gone. i 
was unwilling to mention her to you then, and I am now· but 
she is the person of whom I speak, and with whom I thi~k we 
should communicate. Do you understand?" 

"Too well, sir," he replied. We had sunk our voices, almost 
to a whisper, and continued to speak in that tone. 

"You say you have seen her. Do you think that you could 
find her 1 I could only hope to do so by chance." 

"I think, ~~As'r Lavy, I koow wheer to look." 



"It is dark. Bcin~ togclhcr. ;hall we ~o out now, and try to 
find hcr to-night/'' 

He assented, and prepared to accompany me. Without 
appearing to ohs~rve wlllt he w~s d·lill£ 1 1 sJW how carefully he 
adjusted the linle room, put a candle ready and the means of 
li,;h•,ng it, arranged the bed, and finally took out of a drawer one 
,,f h·:r dresses (! remember to have seen her wear n), neatly 
folded with some other garments, and a bonnet, which he pbced 
upon a chair. He made no alll!li•)[l to these clothes, neither 
did I. There they had been waiting for her, many and many a 
nigh~ no doubt. . 

'
1 The time was, Mas'r Davy1" he said, as we carne du,vn-5t;urs, 

"when I thowt this girl, ~i,tha, a'mo't like the dirt under· 
neath my Em'ly's feet. God forgivl:! 1ne, tht.:er's a difierence 
UtJ\\' !'' 

As we went along, partly to holt! him in convers.Jtion, and 
partly to satisfy myself, I asked him about Ham. He said, 
almost in the same wmds as funneriy, that Ham was just the 
Slme, "w~aring away his life with kit·roder no t .... 1re nohow .for 't i 
but never murmuring, and liked bv all." 

I asked him what he t:,ou~ht lhm's state of mind was, 
in relerence to the cause of tliw misfortunes? Whether he 
believed it w"' danger0us I \\h.1t he supposed, for example, 
Ham would do, if he and Steerforth ever should encounter I 

"I. doen't know, sir," he replied. "I have thowt of it 
oftentimes, but I can't arri~.:e myst:lf of it, 110 matters." 

I recalled to his remembrance the morning after her departure, 
when we were all three on the beach. "!Jo you recollect," sa1d 
I, "a certain wild way in which he looked out to sea, and 

about ·the end of it' 1" 
I do I" said he. 

II \\'h~t d0 you surpose he trJt'.lOt? II 

"hlanyal'y," he re~lic~, "I've put the question to my5e!f 
a mort .o ttmt.·S, and nt\·er found no answer. And thccr s 
one cunous thing-that, though he is 50 pleasant, I wouldn't 
lare to feel comfortable to try' and get his mind upo11 't. He 
ne\er 0:11d a wured to me as warn't as dootiful as dootitul 
~:.1,d be: ~nd it ,ain't likely as. he'd begin to speak anv <•th<·r 

\ " 011 , Lut tt s fur from bemg llcet water in Jus mind, whcer 
them tho\\'ts lays. It's deep sir and I C'm't see down" 

•·. You are right,'' said I, "~nd' that has' sometimes n~ade me 
.-d:l\lf)US 11 

"'~ 1:: me too, 7\Ias'r. Davy," he rejoined. "Even more so, 
I do ""ure you, than his venters0me wa)'s, thcm15 h bvth bdungs 
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to the alteration in him. I doen't know as he'd do violence 
under any circumstances, but I hope as them two m~y be kep 
asunders. 11 

We had come, through Temple Bar, into the city. Convers­
ing no more now, and walking at my side, be yielded himself 
up to the one aim of his devoted life, and went on, with that 
hushed concentration of his faculties which would have made 
his figure solitary in a multitude. We were not far from 
Blackfriars Bridge, when he turned his head and pointed to 
a solitary female figure flitting along the opposite side of the 
street. I knew it, readily, to be the figure that we sought. 

We crossed the road, and were pressing on towards her, when 
it occurred to me that she might be more disposed to feel a 
woman's interest in the lost girl, if we spoke to her in a quieter 
place, aloof from the crowd, and where we should be less 
observed. I advised my companion, therefore, that we should 
not address her yet, but follow her; consulting in this, likewise, 
an indistinct desire I had, to know where she went. 

He acquiescing, we followed at a distance: never losing 
sight of her, but never caring to come very near, as she 
frequently looked about. Once she stopped to listen to a 
band of music : and then we stopped too. 

She went on a long way. Still we went on. It was evident, 
from the manner in which she held her course, that she was 
going to some fixed destination; and this, and her keeping in 
the busy streets, and I suppose the strange fascination in the 
secrecy and mystery of so following any one, made me adhere 
to my first purpose. At length she turned into a dull, dark 
street, where the noise and crowd were lost; and I said, "We 
may speak to her now ; " and, mending our pace, we went 
aiter her. 

CHAPTER XLVII 

MARTHA 

WE were now down in Westminster. We had turned back 
to follow her, having encountered her coming towards us; 
and Westminster Abbey was the point at which she passed from 
the lights and noise of the leading streets. She proceeded so 
quickly, when she got free of the two cuments of passengers 
settmg towards and frofl' the bridge, that, between this and the 
advance she '.ad of us when she struck otf, we were in the 
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~-~rrnw water-side strcvt by 1Jil\b;u~k bdore we c.tnl~ up \vi.th 
h.::t. .\t that moment :-ihe the n•ad 1 as if to UYnid tne 
fooi~tcps that s~1e bt'<'.Td so c!t.J5.e ; anJ, with~Jut look,ng 
ha~:k 1 on evt·n more raptdly. 

,A. of th(' r:vtr a dull g·th'w~:;. wh._.rt:' st,me 
w:l\l:~IJns were bmtsed for the s{·emt·t"i to ilfrl'st my f~et. 
I t(,'J~.:hed my companion without and we hotlt l?r" 
bJt·:~ to cP•ss aft,~r ht:r, ~md both on that c'PJ'IlSJte 
suJe vf trLe way kc:eping as qu1ct!y a5 •::~.: c,,uld in tht..: sh,1.dow 
of the h ... uses, keeping rery w.~r b,·r. . 

There was, and is when l write. at the end of thlt low.]ymg 
sheet. a di!::t)Jld.1tcd ilttle wo(,dt·:~ . (Jhsolf'te 
old ferry-l1ome. its posinlln is iLl-:l .1t fHJlllt wh·~re the 
street and the r, nd hr :.:;m.; to lie twtween a row of 
hou~cs ancl river. A::: scon ;:; ~he r1me here, and saw the 
water, she stopped D.s if she h:vi r:ome to hc:r destination ; and 
pr~sc";t\y went sh•wly along by the brink of the rirrr, }(liJkmg 

at iL 
war here, I h:cd that she was going to some 

1 k1d <;rliLnaillnl tile hope th~tt th~ 
hou~e 111i~ht in sumt:: w.1y as~•)natt•d t\ itb the lost girL Hut 
that one 'luk glimpse or •.he the gntcw.ly, had 

nh:: f,,r ht<r 
nci,;l\l..om·ho,,d "'"·'- a 

sad,. and soliwy by . 
1 were ntltber whJ.rvcs nor on the meJ,mcllu.y 

wasle ro:td neat the t:rcat blank l)rt~<.)n, A slu::~t~h ditd1 
its wud ut the prison w.tllc. c .. arse grass and rank 

\';l..:ds str:itrgJcd un:r all tll<: mar~hy Jrmd in the vJrilllty. ln 
on~ part1 ~.:arca~t'S of houses, inauspidou!:.l)' he~un and never 
fit.)J.shed, rotted away. In another. !he ground was cumbered 
w1th. rusty iron mo::.st(:rs of steam.bni\..._ rs, whecl:>:

1 
cr.mks, piiJt.:Sj 

fumaces, paddles, anchors, diving.IJdis, windmill·sails, anJ l 
l: now not ,.,:lut _stran6e ot~jccts, uccumulattd by some sp~cubtor, 
and gr~vclhng ln the Just, um!t'rtlE::,'ith which-having sunk into 
the sot! of their o':n weight in wet weather-they had the 

of vamly trving to hide tl.emsehes. The chcsh and 
of sundry liery \\'arks upon the river-side, arose by night 

.... :;turb everythmg exn:pt the heav'' and unbroken smuk~ 
the~• pom~d out of their chimneys. "slimy o'P' and cause­
"'"·' wmdm~ among old wooden ptles, with a sickly substance 

to the latter, hke gree11 hair, and the rags of llst ye.1r's 
. 011~.:~ ,ug n.:w,-uds for drov.·ncd men tiuttering above 

~ 1 lbh-watu m.uk, 1-:d down thruu~h the ooze auc! ~lush to the 
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ebb tide. There was a story that one of the pits dug for the 
dead in the time of the Great Plague was hereabout ; and a 
blighting influence seemed to have proceeded from it over the 
whole place. Or else it looked as if it bad gradually decom· 
posed into that nightmare condition, out of the overflowings 
of the polluted stream. 

As if she were a part of the refuse it had cast out, and left to 
corruption and decay, the girl we had followed strayed du1vn to 
the river's brink, and stood in the midst of this night-picture, 
lonely and still, looking at the water. 

There were some boats and barges astrand in the mud, and 
these enabled us to come within a few yards of ber without 
being seen. I then signed to Mr. Peggotty to remain where he 
was, and emerged from their shade to speak to her. I did not 
approach her solitary figure without trembling; for this gloomy 
end to her determined walk, and the way in which she stood, 
almost ~tithin the cavernous shadow of the iron bridge, looking 
at the lights crookedly reflected in the strong tide, inspired a 
dread within me. 

I think she was talking to herself. I am sure, although 
absorbed in gazing at the water, that her shawl was off her 
shoulders, and that she was muffling her hands in it, in an 
unsettled and bewildered way, more like the action of a sleep­
walker than a waking person. 1 know, and never can forget, 
that there was that in her wild manner which gave me no 
assurance but that she would sink before my eyes, until I had 
her arm within my grasp. 

At the same moment I said "~Iartha! '' 
She uttered a terrified scream, and struggled with me with 

such strength that I doubt if I could have held her alone. 
But a stronger hand than mine was laid upon her; and when 
she raised her frightened eyes and saw whose it was, she made 
but ooe more effort and dropped down between us. We 
caxried her away from the water to where there were some dry 
stones, ~d there laid her down, crying and moaning. In a 
httle whtle she sat among the stones, holding her wr~tchcd head 
with both her hands. 

"Oh, the river!" she cried passionately. "Oh, the river!" 
"Hush, hush!" said I. "Calm yourself." 
But she sull repeated the same words, continually exclaiming 

" Oh, the river ! " over and over again. - ' 
" 1 know it's like me ! " she exclaimed. " I know that I 

belong to it. I know that it's the natural company of such as 
I am! It comes from country places, where there was once 
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no horm in it-ami it creeps throu"h the disnnl street, dt·ftled 
and miserahle~and it goes away, like my lift\ to a. gr:.1~ );ea., 
that is a! ways troubled-and I ftd that I must g? wtth tt. 

I have never known what despatr was, except m the tone of 
those word:;, 

11 I can~t keep away from it. I can't forget it. It hJ.unts 
me day and nH1t. It's the only thin" in all the world that I 
am tit for, or th•t's ft for me. Oh, th~ dreadful ri1·er!" 

The thought through my mmd th.1t in the face oi my 
companion, as tYJked upon h~"r withnut spe~ch or ntoti?n, 
I rr.t~ht have read his niece's hist".r)', if I had known nnthtng 
of it. 1 never saw1 in any painting or rr.aiity, horror and, 
compassion so impressively blended. He s\)(lok as if he would 
have fallen ; and his h:l.lld-1 tourhe.J it with my own, inr his 
app-:arancc alarmed me-was cteadly cold. 

"She is in a state of frenzy,'' 1 whisp~:red to him. "She 
w:ll sp<ak difi'erently in a little tint<;" 

T don't know wl1at would hav.: said in answer. He ma.Je 
some motion 'vilh mouth, and s~·~mecl to think he lud 
spoken ; but he hdd only pointed to Iter with his outstretched 
nand. 

A new burst of crying came upon her now, in which she 
once more bid her face among the slt•nes, and lay before us, a 
prostrate imag,, of humiliation nr d ruin. Knowin~ that this 
state must P'"'• before. we could speak to her with ;ny hope, I 
rentured to restram b•m wht'n h<" wottld have raised her, and 
we stood by in silence unttl she bec:unc more tran~uil. 
. "Marth~/' said I then, lt::aning clown, and helping her to 

nse-she f:lemed to want to rise as if with the intentin:l of 
going hut she ""-' weak, :tnd leaned against <I boat 
"Do yon who this is, who i:; with me?" 

She !}:\id faintly, "Yes." 
"Do you know that we hare followed you a lung W:l)' 

tcrnight?!) 
She shook her head. She looked neither at him nor at me, 

but stood in a humble attitude, ho!ding her bonnet and sha\\l 
m on:. hand, without appearing conscious of them, and pressing 
th~, o.ner,. clenched ag'llnst her forehc1d. 

Are }~AI cot~posed enough," !':ud I, "to speu.k on the 
:"bjeet whtch so mtere,ted you-! hope Heaven may remember 
1t !-that snowy night?" 

~lt:r soh.~ broke out af7'~Sh, and .;;he murmured some in~ 
>.'l<rubtc th'1nks to me for n•lt havillg driven her away from the 
do~)!. 
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".I want to say nothing for niyself," she said, after a few 

moments. ''I am bad, I am lost. I have no hope at all. 
But tell him sir" she had shrunk away from him, "if you 
don't feel tod h:u'd to me to do it, that I never was in any way 
the cause of his misfortune." 

"It has never been attributed to you," I returned, earnestly 
responding to her earnestness.. . . 

"It was you, if I don't decetve myself," she satd, m a broken 
voice, " that came into the kitchen, the night she took such 
pity on me; was so gentle to me; didn't shrink away from me 
like• all the rest, and gave me such kind help! Was it you, 
sir?'' 

"It was," said I. 
"I should have been in the river long ago," she said, 

glancing at it with a terrible expression, " if any wrong to her 
had been upon my mind. I never could have kept out of it a 
single winter's night, if I had not been free of any share in 
that I" 

"The cause of her flight is too well understood," I said. 
" You are innocent of any part in it, we thoroughly believe,-
we know." , 

" Oh I might ha\'~ been much the better for her, if I had 
bad a better heart!" exclaimed the girl, with most forlorn 
regret; "for she was always good to me! She never spoke a 
word to me but what was pleasant and right. Is it likely I 
would try to make her what I am myself, knowing what I am . 
myself so well ? When I lost everything that makes life dear, 
the worst of all my thoughts was that I was parted for ever 
from her I" 

Mr. Peggotty, standing with one hand on the gunwale of the 
boat, and his eyes cast down, put his disengaged hand before 
hts face. . 

"And when I heard what bad happened before that snowy 
night, from some belonging to our town,'' cried Martha, "the 
bitterest thought in all my mind was, that the people would 
remember she once kept company with me, and would say 1 
had corrupted her! When, Heaven knows, I would have died 
to have brought back her good name ! " 

Long unus~ to any self-control, the piercing agony of her 
remorse and grtef was temble. 

"To have died, would not have been much-what can I 
say ?-I would have lived ! " she cried. " I would have lived 
to be old, in the wretched streets-and to wander about 
avoided, in the dark-and to see the day break on the ghastly 
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line of bo11se~, a11d rememb~r ht)~v the same sun Uc'cd to shin~ 
into Ul).· room and wake me oncc-l woukl h~ve done eve1 
that to save hl!r!" d 

Sinkmg on the stones, she took some in each hand, an 
clenched them up, as if she would have h'l'o.und them. Sh1 
writhed into some new posture constantly: strffemng her arm~ 
twisting them before her face, as th,.u;h to shut out fro111 h~ 
eyes th•' iott.le li;:,ht there was, and d. rc•oprng her head, as rf ~11 
were heavy wrth m'upportab\e recolkctrons.. . 

"What shU I ever do r " sh~ sa1d, fishtrng thus wtth h 
despair. "How can I go on as I n.m, a solitary curse t 
myself, a living disgrace to ev~ry • Jll~.: 1 come near!" Suddenll 
she turned to my companion. "Stamp upon me, kill mol 
\\'hen she was your pride, you woul<.l have thought I had donr 
her harm if 1 had brushed against her in the street. You ran~ 
believe-why should vou 1-a syllable that comes out ~~ mJ 
lips. It would be a burning sh~me upon you, even now, 1f shi 
•nd I excha11'ed a word. I don't complain. I don't say sh! 
Jnd I are alike. I know there is a long, long way between us 
I only s1y, with all my guilt and wretchedness upon my hea~ 
that I am gmteful to her from my soul, and love her. Ob 
don't think I hat all the power I had of lovio~ anything is quit~ 
worn out! '!'brow me away, as all the world does. Kil\ml 
for being what I am, and havtng ever known her; but don 
think that of me I" 

He looked upon her, while she made this supplication, in 
wild distroctcd manner; and, when she was silent, gentll 
raised her. l 

'' MarthJ," said Mr. Peggotty, "God forbid as I should judfll 
you. Forbid as I, of all men, should do that, my girl! Yol 
doen't know half the change that's come, in course of tim 
upon me, when you think it likelv. Well ! '' he paused 
moment, then went on. "You dot•n't understand how 'tis th 
this here gentleman and me has wished to speak to you. Yo 
doen't understand what 'tis we has afore us. Listen now t '' 

. His influence upon her was complete. She stood, shrin 
mgly, betore him, as if she were afr~id to meet his eyes ; b 
her passionate sorrow was quite hushed and mute. 

"If you heerd,'' said Mr. Peggotty, "owt of what pass 
between ~las'r l>avy and me, th' night when it snew so h:u 
Y?u know a' I have been-wheer nut-fur to seek my de 
nKce. !I! y dear niece," he repeated steadily. "Fur sh 
IHOre dear to me now, Martha, than ever she was de 
alOre." 
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She put her hands before her face; but otherwise remained 

quiet. 
" I have heerd her tell," said Mr. Peggotty, "as you was 

early left fatherless and motherless, with no friend fur to take, 
in a rough seafaring-way, their place. Maybe you can guess 
that if you'd had such a friend, you'd have got into a way of 
being fond of him in course of time, and that my niece was 
kiender daughter-like to me." 

As she was silently trembling, he put her shawl carefully 
about her, taking it up from the ground for that purpose. 

" Whereby," said he, " I know, both as she would go to the 
wureld's furdest end with me, if she could once see me again ; 
and that she would fly to the wureld's furdest end to keep off 
seeing me. For though she ain't no call to doubt my love, and 
doen't-and doen't,'' he repeated, with a quiet assurance of the 
truth of what he said, "there's shame steps in, and keeps 
betwixt us." 

I read, in every word of his plain impressive way of delivering 
himself, new evidence of his havillg thought of this one topic, 
in every feature it presented. 

"According to our reckoning," he proceeded, "Mas'r Davy's 
here, and mine, she is like, one day, to make her own poor 
solitary course to London. We believe-Mas'r Davy, me, and 
all·of us-that you are as innocent of everything that has befel 
her, as the unborn child. You've spoke of her being pleasant, 
kind, and gentle to you. Bless her, I knew she was! I knew 
she always was, to all. You're thankful to her, and you lov~ 
her. Help us all you can to find her, and may Heaven reward 
you!'' 

She looked at him hastily, and for the first time, as if she 
were doubtful or what he had said. 

"Will you trust me?" she asked, in a low voice of astonish· 
ment. 

"Full and free!" said Mr. Peggotty. 
"To speak to her, if I should ever find her; shelter her, if I 

have any shelter to divide With her ; and then without her 
knowledge, come to you, and bring you to her?" she asked 
hurriedly. 

We both replied together, "Yes 1" 
She lifted up her eyes, and solemnly declared that she would 

devote herself to this task, fervently and faithfully. That she 
would never waver in it, never be diverted from it never 
relinquish it ~bile. there was ~ny chance of hope. If she were 
not true to 1~ m1ght the object she now had in life, which 
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bound her to something devoid of evil, in its pas,ing away 
from her, leave her mor~ forlorn and more dcspairin&, if th.1t 
were possible, than.she had been upon the nv~rs brmk that 
night; and then mrght all help, human and Drvme, renounce 
her evermore I 

She did not raise her Nice above her breath, or address us, 
but said this to the night sky; then stood profoundly quiet, 
looking at the gloomy water. . 

We judged it expedient, now, to tell her all we knew; whrch 
I rerounted at length. She listened with great attention, and 
with a face that often changed, but had the same purpose in all 
ito varying expressions. Her eyes occasionally filled with tears, 
but those she repressed. It seemed as if her spirit were quite 
altered, and she could not be too quiet. 

She asked, when all was told, where we were to be com· 
municated with, if occasion should arise. Under a dull lamp 
in the road, I wrote our two addresses on a le;,f of my pocket· 
book, which I tore out and gave to her, and which she put in 
her poor bosom. I asked ber where she lived herself. She 
said, after a pause, in no place long. It were better not to 
know. 

Mr. Peggotty suggesting to me, in a whisper, what had already 
occurred to myself, I took out my purse; but I could not pre­
vail upon her to accept any money, nor could I exact any 
promise from her that she would do so at another time. I 
repr~sented to ht:r that Mr. Peggotty could not be called, for 
one m hrs condltlon, poor; and that the idea of her engag1ng 
in this search, while depending on her own resources, shocked 
us both. She continued stedfast. In this particular, his inftu· 
ence upon her was equally powerless with mine. She gratefully 
thanked him, but remained inexorable. 

"There may be work to be got," she said. " I'll try." 
" At least take some assistance," I returned, "until you have 

tried." 
"I couid not do what I have promised, for money," she 

rephcd. "I could not take it, if I was starving. To give me 
m~ney would b6'1to take away your trust, to take away t~e 
object that you have given me, to take away the only certam 
thrng that saves me from the ri1·er." 

"In the name of the great Judge," said I, "before whom 
you and aU of us must stand at His dread time dismiss that 
terrible idea I We can all do some good, if we w'ill." 

She trembled, and her lip shook, and her face was paler, as 
she answered: · 
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"It has been put into your hearts, perhaps, to save a lvretched 

cre;~ture for repentance. I am afraid to think so ; it seems too 
bold. If any good should come of me, I might begin to hope ; 
for nothing but harm has ever come of my deeds yet. I am to 
be tmsted, for the first time in a long while, with my miserable 
life, on ~ccount of what you have given me to try for. I know 
no more, <md I can say no more." 

Again she repressed the tears that had begun to flow; and, 
putting out her trembling hand, and touching Mr. Peggotty, as 
if there were some healing v'.rtue in him, went away along the 
desolate road. She had been ill, probably for a long time. I 
observed, upon that closer opportunity of observation, that sbe 
was worn and haggard, and that her sunken eyes expressed 
privation and endurance. 

We followed her at a short distance, our way lying in the 
same direction, until we came back into the lighted and popu· 
lous streets. I had such implicit confidence in her declaration, 
that I then put it to Mr. Peggotty, whether it would not seem, 
in the onset, like distrusting her, to follow her any further. He 
being of the same mind, and equally reliant on her, we suffered 
her to take her own road, and took ours, which was toward~ 
Highgate. He accompanied me a good part of the way ; and 
when we parted, \\ith a prayer for the success of this fresh 
effort, there was a new and thoughtful compassion in him tbat 
I was at no loss to interpret. 

It was midnight when I arrived at home. I had reached my 
own gate, and was standing listening for the deep bell of Saint 
Paul's, the sound of which I thought had been borne towards 
me among the multitude of striking clocks, when I was rather 
surprised to see that the door of my aunt's cottage was open, 
and that a faint light in the entry was shining out across the 
road. 

Thinking that I!IY aunt might have relapsed into one of her 
old alanus, and mtght be watching the progress of some ima~in· 
ary conflagration in the distance, I went to speak to her. It ~,·as 
with very great surprise that I saw a man standing in her little 
garden. 

He had a glass and bottle in his hand, and was in the act of 
drinking. I stopped short, among the thick foliage outside, 
for the moon was up now, though obscured ; and I recognised 
th~ man whom I had once supposed to be I. delusion of 1\lr. 
Dtck's, and had once encountered with my aunt in the streets 
of the city. 

He was eating as weV as drinking, and seemed to eat with a 
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hurygry "!•petite. He ser·mnl curious rcprding the cottage, 
too, as if it were the first titne he had seen it. After stoo~ing 
to rut th" bottlr on the ground,_ he looked up .at the: windows, 
o.nd 1oul\-_~l aiJ,,ut; though wnh :t CO\'Crt and lmp.tttent a.r, as 
if ht: w.1~ :1m:io~,.;s to be goHe. 

The li~ht in the passa~e was ob,·urr·J fo.r a moment, and.my 
aunl c~n,e out. She was a~itakd, and told some muncy Into 
his hand. l ht'.trd it chink.' 

4
' Wk~t's the u:-.e of this? u he Ut;m:tnlkd. 

'' l r;tn :-·p~m: llO m.or~,' 1 rettJmcd my aunt 
"TtH':ll ·1 C;Jn't go/' said he. :. Here~ \. ou may take it back! 11 

'' \ ou l';;.d man,'' rt turneJ mv aunt, with emotion; 
.. how r.:n you u~;e mt ~o? l:tut \vhy do I a-,k It is because 
yon know how wt.'lk I am I What have I to do, to free myself 
fl.r ever of your VJsits, bnt to abandon you to your J~!'erts?" 

"And why don't ) <Jll ub, .. nJon 1ne to my dcsem?" said he. 
11 You ask me wLy! J) returw~d Ill)' aunt. "\Vh;.~.t a heart 

you mu.st have ! '1 

He stood moodily r1ttiin? the "'""''Y· c.nd shaking his head, 
unul at he >aid : 

'' Js this vou me;m to then?., 
"It is all i CtJ!l ~·i\'c yon. mv .1unt. 11 You know I 

have had lo<>es, and' am ~or•r<:r th.1n !·used to be. I ha-·e told 
you so. Havir.:; got it, 11hy du you ~i,·e me the p:1in of look­
mg at you for an0thcr moment, and ~ceing wh:H you ha\·e 
bt:comc( 1

' 

"I have become shabby enough if you mean that," he said. 
11 I lead tLe life of an owl. 11 

' 

"\ ou >tripped me of the greater pat·t of ,tll I ever hac," said 
my,aunt. "Vou dosed my ~~~·art against the whole world, years 
anu )'e,s. You tr"'ned me falstly, ungrJtefully and cruelly. 
Go, and repent of !t. Don't aud new injmit:S to the long, long 
li~t of mjuries you ha\o·e done me!,., 

"Aye!" he returned. ''lt\ all ve•y fine '~Well! I must do 
the be:;t. I ranj .for the prcsrnt, I SU}IJll>:-.e." • 

In sptte of htmselt; he "J'peared abashed by my aunt's indtg­
r~ant tears, ~nd rJ.me slouchmg out of the garden. Takmg two 
or three qmck steps, as if I it.;d ju,t come up, I met him at the 
gate, anJ. went in as he ca1ru: out. \Ve eyed one another 
narrowly m pa;smg, and with no favour. · 

":\unt/' said I, ~urrietlly. n This man:-- brming you again l 
LH me_ speak to htm. \\'ho is he?" 

'' :ChilJ.n returned my aunt, ta'king my arm, "come in, and 
dun t speak to me for ten minutes." 
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We sat down in her little parlour. ~ly aunt retired behind 

the round green fan of former d"ys, .which was screwed on the 
back of a chair, and occas1onally w1ped her eyes, for about a 
quarter of an hour. Then she came out, and took a seat 
beside me. 

"Trot," said my aunt, calmly, "it's my husband." 
"Your husband, aunt? I thought he had been dead!" 
"Dead to me,'' returned my aunt, "but living." 
r sat in silent amazement. 
" Betsey Trotwood don't look a likely subject for the tender 

passion," said my aunt, composedly, "but the time wa.s, Trot, 
when she believed in that man most entirely. When she loved 
him, Trot, right well When there was no proof of att:~ch· 
ment and affection that she would not have given him. He 
repaid her by breaking her fortune, and nearly breaking her 
heart. So she put all that sort of sentiment, once and for 
ever, in a grave, and filled it up, and flattened it down." 

"My dear good aunt!" 
."I left him," my aunt proceeded, laying her hand as usual 

on the hack of mine, "generously. I may say at this distance 
of time, Trot, that I left him generously. He had been so 
cruel to me, that 1 might have effected a separation on easy 
terms for myself; but I did not. He soon made ducks and 
drakes of what I gave him, sank lower and lower, married 
another woman, I believe, became an adventurer, a gambler, 
and a cheat. \\'hat he is now, you see. But he was a fine· 
looking man when I married him," said my aunt, with an echo 
of her old pride and admiration in her tone ; "and I believed 
him-I was a fool !-to be the soul of honour!" 

She gave my hand a squeeze, and shook her head. 
"He is nothing to me now, Trot, less than nothing. But, 

sooner than have him punished for his offences (a.s he would 
be if he prowled about in this country), I give him more 
money than I can afford, at intervals when he reappears, to 
go away. I was a fool when I married him ; and I am so far 
an incurable fool on that subject, that, for the sake of what I 
once bdieved him to be, I wouldn't have even this shadow of 
!llY idle fancy hardly dealt with. For I was in earnest, Trot, 
tf ever a woman was.'' 

1\Iy aunt dismissed the matter with a heavy sigh, and 
smoothed her dress . 

. "There, my dear ! " she said. "Now you know the begin­
ntng, m1ddle, and end, and all about it. We won't mention 

. the subject to one anot!Jer any more; neither, of course, will 
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you menti0n it to anybr•d)' d,,.. 'I his is my grumpy, frumpy 
~t~..~ry! and wc.l! h:r:p it to uur~~h..:s, Twt!" 

CHAPTER XLYIII 

I LAnouu.n hard at my book, without allowing it to interfere 
'.Vith the punctual dis•:h:uge of my newcpapl'r duties; and 
it came out and was very surce;,ful. I was not stunned 
by the praise which sonnded in my r~ars, nntwithsta~ding 
th,t I w" keenly alil't: to e.nd thou~ht better n\ my 
own ptti'ormance, I have doubt, than anvbody else 
did. It has always been in my observation of human nature, 
that a man who has any good 1 cason to believe in himself 
ne·,•er flourishes himself betore the fa,·cs of other people in 
ord~r that they m:!y believe in hi1n. For this reo.~on, ·I 
retained my modesty in very scJf.rt'5JlCCt; and the more 
pratse I got, the more I tried to deserve. 

It is not my purp .. ce, in this record, though in all other 
~ essentials it is my written memory, to pursue the history of 

my own fictions. They express then,sdves, and I leave them 
to themselv<s. When I refer to them, incidentally, it is only 
as a !•art of my pro,;res~. 

Having some foundation for believing, by this time, that 
nature and accident had made me an author, I pursued O'Y 
vocation with confidence. 1\'ithnut such assurance I should 
certainly have kft it alone, and bestowed my t·ner~y on some 
other ende;vour. I should have tried to tind out what nature 
and accid•'nt really had made me, and to be that, and nothing 
el.:.e. 

I had been writing, in the newspaper and elsewhere, so 
~rosperously, thnt witm Ill)' new success was achieved, I 
constdered myself rea<onably entitled to escape from the 
dreary debates. One joyful oight, therefore, 1 noted d~wn 
the tnliSIC Of the parJiantt·ntary bagpipeS for the Jaot !l~C, 
and I have uevc;r lw~lld it since; though I ~till rccogn1.se 
the ~ld drone m the new>paper;;, without any substantial 
~anatton (except, perhaps, that there is more of it) all thi 
uwJon;; sesstun. 

I nuw write of the time when 1 had been married, I suppose, 
arc•ut a year and a half. After several varieties of expenment, 
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we had given up the housekeeping as a. ba.d job. The hous.e 
kept itself, and we kept ~page. The ~nnc1~al function of tillS 
retainer was to quarrel w1th the cook ; Ill wh1ch respect he was 
a perfect Whittington, without his cat, or the remotest chance 
of being made Lord Mayor. 

He appears to me to have lived in a hail of saucepan·lids. 
His whole existence was a scuffle. He would shriek for help 
on the most improper occasions,-as when we had a little 
dinner party, or a few friends in the evening,-and would 
come tumbling out of the kitchen, with iron missiles flying 
after him. We wanted to get rid of him, but he was very 
much attached to us, and wouldn't go. He was a tearful 
boy, and broke into such deplorable lamentations, when a 
cessation· of our connexion was hinted at, that we were 
obliged Eo keep him. He had no mother-no anything in 
the way of a relati,·e, that I could discover, except a sister, 
who fled to America the moment we had taken him off her 
hands; and he became quartered on us like a horrible young 
changeling. He had a lively perception of his own unfor­
tunate state, and was always rubbing his eyes with the sleeve 
of his jacket, or stooping to blow his nose on the extreme 
corner of a little pocket·handkerchief, which he never would 
take completely out of his pocket, but always economised and 
secreted. 

This unlucky page, engaged in ao evil hour at six pounds 
ten per annum, was a source of continual trouble to me. I 
watched him as he grew-and he grew like scarlet beans­
with painful apprehensions of the time when he would begin 
to shave; even of the days when he would be bald or grey. 
I saw no prospect of ever getting rid of him; aod, projecting 
myself into the future, used to think what an inconvenience 
he would be when he was a11 old man. 

I never expected anything less, than this unfortunate's 
manner of getting me out of my difficulty. He stole Dora's 
watch, which, like everything else belonging to us, had no 
particular place of its own; aod, converting it into money, 
spent the produce (he was always a weak·minded boy) in 
incessantly riding up and down between London and Ux· 
bridge outside the coach, He was taken to Bow Street, as 
well as I remember, on the completion of his fifteenth journey; 
when four.and-slxpence, and a second-hand fife which be 
couldn't play, were found upon his person. 

The surprise and its consequences would have peen much 
less disagreeable to . me if he had not been penitent. But 
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he was very penitent indeed, and in a peculiar way-not in 
the lump, hut by instalm(nts. For example: the day after 
that on which I was obliged to appear against him, he made 
certain revelations touching a hamper in the cellar, which 
we bdieved to be full of 11ine, but which had nc•thmg in it 
except bottles and corks. We ;upp<•sed he had now eased 
nis mind, and told the worst he knew of the cook : but, a 
da) or two afterwards, his conscience sustained a new twinge, 
and he disdosed how she had a little girl, who, early every 
morning, took away our bread; and also how he himsdf 
had bt·en suborned to maintain the milkman in coals. In 
two or three days more, I was informed by the authorities 
of his having led to the di~C<lVery of sirloins of beef among 
the kitchen·sttlff, and sheets in the ra~-ba:;. :\ little whtle 
afterwards, he broke out in an entirely new dire<·tion, and 
confes<ed to a knowledge of burglarious intentions as to our 
premises, on the part of the pot boy, who was immediately 
taken up. I got to be so ashamed of being such a victim, 
that I would have e>iven him any money to hold his ton.gue, 
or would have offered a round bribe for his being permitted 
to run away. It was an aggravating circumstance in the c...1se 

~that he had no idea of this, but toneeived that he was making 
, me. amends in every new discovery; not to say, heaping 

obligations on my heaJ. 
At last I ran aw,ty my:;elf, whenever I saw an emissary of 

the police approaching with some new intelli~ence; and Jived 
•. stealthy hfe unul he was tried and orderc·d to be transported. 
Even then he couldn't be qttiet, but was always writing us 
letters; and wanted so much to sfe flora before he went 
away, that Dora went to visit him, and fainted when she 
found hersc'if inside the iron bars, In short, I had no 
peace of my life until he was expatriated, and made (as I 
afterwlrds heard) a shepherd of, "up the countrv" some­
where; 1 have no geogr•phical idea where. 

All this led me into some serious reflections and presented 
our mistakes in a new aspect; as I could not 'help comnllini· 
cattng to Dora one e1·ening, in spite of my tenderness for her. 

"My love," satd I, "it is very painful to me to think that 
our want of system and management involves not only our· 
sel~e~ (whtch we have got used to), but other people." 

. \ ou have been silent for a long time, and now you are 
gomg to be cross! J) said Dora.. 
I ~~~"my d~ar, indeed I Let me explain to you what 
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''I think I don't want to know," said Dora. 
"But I want you to know, my love. Put Jip down." 
Dora put his nose to mine, and s~id "Boh!" to d~ive my 

seriousness away; but, not succeedmg, ordered h1m mto h1s 
Pagoda, and sat looking at me, with her hands folded, and a 
most resigned little expression of counten~nce. . . 

"The fact is, my dear," I began, "there IS contag10n m us. 
We infect every one about us." 

I might have gone 6n in this figurative manne_r, if Dora's 
face had not admonished me that she was wondermg w1th all 
her might whether I was going to propose any new kind of 
vaccination, or other medical remedy, for this unwholesome 
state of ours. Therefore I checked · myself, and made my 
meaning plainer. 

"It is not merely, my pet," said I, "that we lose money 
and comfort, and even temper sometimes, by not learning to 
be more careful; but that we incur the serious responsibility 
of spoiling every one who comes into our service, or has any 
dealings with us. I begin to be afraid that the fault is not 
entirely on one side, but that these ·people all turn out ill 
because we don't turn out very well ourselves." 

"Oh, what an accusation," exclaimed Dora, opening her 
eyes wide; "to say that you ever saw me take gold watches! 
Ohl" 

"My dearest," I remonstrated, "don't talk preposterous 
nonsense ! \\"ho has made the least allusion to gold watches?" 

"You did," returned Dora. "You know you did. You 
said I hadn't turned out well, and compared me to him." 

"To whom?" I asked. . 
"To tbe page," sobbed Dora. "Oh, you cruel fellow, to 

compare your atl"ectionate wife to a transported page I Why 
didn't you tell me your opinion of me before we were married? 
Why didn't you say, you hard-hearted thing, that you were 
convinced I ~as worse than a transported page? Oh, what 
a dreadful optmon to have of me I Oh, my goodness I" 

"Now, Dora, my love," I returned, gently trying to remove 
the h~ndkerch1ef she pressed to her eyes, "this is not only 
very nd1culous of you, but very wrong. In the first place, it's 
not true." 

"You always said he was a story·te\ler," sobbed Dora. 
"And now you say the same of me! Oh, what shall I do! 
What shall I do ! " 

"My darling girl," I retorted, "I really must entreat you to 
be reasonable, and listen to what I did say, and do sar:- My 
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dt"ar Dora., unle~s v-:e h::.J.rn to d(, nur d11ty to those whom v.·e 
emj>loy, they will nev<r learn t•l 0•1 their duty to us. I am 
afraid we present opporttmiti,·s to to Jo wrong, that 
nev~:;r ou~ht to be prtst·nted. h\·t·n we ·were as lax a.s we 
are, in J1 our arran:.:t~ments, b\' ,:h1lic~-whirh we are nut­
evt::ll if we lik(.·d it, and found it. a.;:r~?t;>able to be so·-whi<..h we 
don't-! am 1•crsuaded we should have no ri~ht to go on 
in this wav. \\'c arc pt)~itivdy conuptin~ peoph:. \Ve are 
Lolilld to think of that. I can't h•·lp thinkmg of it, Dor>. It 
is 11 n.:t1ecti()n I am ttnal,Je to dismi~s, and it sometimes makes 
mt~ Vl!ry unea~y. Then:, dear1 that's all. Come now. Don't 
be forJ\ish! 11 

!)ora would not allr1W me, for a long time, to remo\'e t~e 
handkerchief. She sat sobhin~ and murmurin;; beh'nd It, 
that, if I wa.s uneasy, why had I ever been married? Why 
hatht't I said, even the day hel<~re we went to church, that 
I knew I should be uneaw, and I would rather not? If I 
cc.uldn't bear her, '''''Y didn't I s•:nd her away to her aunts 
at l'utney, or to Jul<a lllills m l11dia? Julia would be glad 

, to see her, and would not cali her a tralbported p;i·~e; Juha 
il never had called her unvthing uf the sort. In short, il<>ra was 
r so afflicted, and so atl11ckd 11'.(: br being in that condnion, 

that I felt it was of no use · this kind of ef1'urt, thou~h 
never so mildly, and I must v11ne other course. 

\\'hat other course was left to take? To'' iorm her mind?" 
This was a COilln10n phra~;e of Y.'dtds which had a iair and 
promising sound, and I re,oil·ed to form Dora's minrl. 

I began immediately. Wlwn Dorl was verv chiJ,Jish, and 
I would have infinitdy prefem·rl to humour he;, I tried to be 
grave-and di;cc•ncertcd hc·r, and mvsdf too. I talked to her 
on the subjects which occU[•ied n1y thoughts; and I read 
Shakespeare to her--ond fatigued her to the last degree. 
I. accustomed myself to givin~ her, as it were quite casually, 
httle scraps of useful information, or S•>Und opinion-and she 
started from them when I let tl,em off, as if they had been 
crackers. No matt"r how incidt•ntallr or naturally I endeav· 
oured to form my little wife's mind, I could not help seeJOg 
that she always had an instir.ctire perception of what l was 
about, and. became a prey to the keenest apprehensions. In 
paltwnlar, 11 was clear to me, that she thought Shakespeare a 
temlolc fellow. The formation weot on very slowly. 

I preS>ed 'f<.<dJles into the service without his knowledge; 
and whenever he came to see us, exploded my mines upon 
biUI !Ill the edifwa<i.m of Dvra at sccwd hnnd. The amount 
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of practical wisdom I bestowed upon.Traddles .m this m:mn~r 
was immense, and of the best quahty; but It had no other 
effect upon Dora than to depress her spirits, and m .. ke her 
a! wars nen·ous with the dread that it would be her turn next. 
I found myself in the condition of a schoolmaster, a. trap, 
a pitfall; of always p!llying spider to Dora's fly, and always 
pouncing out of my hole to her infinite disturbance. 

Stil~ looking forward through this intermediate stage, to 
the time when there should be a perfect sympathy between 
!)ora and me, and when I should have "formed her mind" 
to my entire satisfaction, 1 perse1·ered, even for months. 
Finding at last, however, that, although I had been all this 
time a very porcupine or hedgehog, bristling all over with 
determination, I had effected nothing. it began to occur to 
me tlllit perhaps Dora's mind was already formed. 

On further consideration this appeared so likely, that 
I abandoned my scheme, which bad had a more promising 
appearance in words than in action ; resolving henceforth to 
be satisfied with my child-wife, and to try to change her into 
nothing else by any process. I was heartily tired of being 
sa~acious and prudent by myself, and of seeing my darling 
under restraint; so I bought a pretty pair of ear-rings for her, 
and a collar fQr Jip, and went home one day to make myself 
agreeable. 

Dora was delighted with the little presents, and kissed me 
joyfully; but there was a shadow between. us, however slight, 
and I had made up my mind that it should not be there. If 
there must be such a shadow anywhere, I would keep it for 
the future in my own breast. 

I sat down by my wife on the sofa, and put the ear-rings in 
her ears; and then I told her that I feared we bad not been 
quite as good company lately, as we used to be, and that the 
fault was mine. Which I sincerely felt. and which indeed it was. 

"The truth is, Dora, my life," I said, "I have been trying 
to be wise.~ 

"And to make me 11ise too," said Dora, timidly. "Hav~a't 
you, Doady? • 

f nodded Msent to the pretty inquiry of tbe raised eyebro1vs, 
a.nd kissed the parted lips. ' 

"It's ?f not a bit o.f use," said Dora, shaking her head, until 
the ear·rmgs rang agam. "You know what a little thing I am 
and what I wante? you to call me from the first. If you can't 
do so, I am afra1d you'll never like me.. Are you sure you 
:lon't think, sometimes, i! would have been better to ha1·e-" 
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11 Pune w:~.11, my tk:u?n For she ln<:.Ut: HQ tffort to 

f'HJCttJ. 

:: ~oth~~g! ':.~aid nor.\. 
l\otluug? t tcp~atcJ 

;'!;" put her .u ms rc•tmd my ned, nn<l lau~hed, and ~alled 
ht."rl..l'lf I·\' her favourite name nf a goose, and ·hid her fact: on 
Ot)' shoulder in surh a profusion "I curls that it was quite a 
ta>k I<• cbu them away and see it. 

" I >on't 1 think it would have been h(•trer to ha\'e done 
nothing, than to hwc tried to form m1· little wife's mind?" 
5Jtd 1, lau~l.ing at myself. "ls th:.t' the qq~;stion? Yes, 
inJe•·tl, I dn." 

"ls that wh1t you have b.,en trviug? ·• cried Dora. "Oh 
~<hat a shucking hoy!" ' ' 

"But I sh.1ll ne\'er try any 11H>rc," sJiu I. "For I lore her 
dearly as she "·" 

"\l"ithr;ut a story-really I" in<J!Iirl'd Dora, creeping closer 
to me. 

"\\'hy should I se•·k to rh:mg<·," >Ji<i !, "what has been so 
prtCitJUS to me for SO lt·n~? \'uu Hi..:'\"t~l" r:an shuw bt::tttor than 
as your own natural <eli, my sw~ct !lora; and we'll try no 
conceited expenments, but go bao k 111 our old way, and be 
happy." 

"And be happy!" returned !>ora. "\'es! :\II day! And 
ynu won't mind rhings going: a tiny mor~d wrong, sonle­
times?', 

"No, no," said I. "We must do the be>t we can.'' 
"And you won't tdl me, auy more, that we !l\ake other 

people bad," C<•oxed I lora ; " will you? P,etause you knoiV 
it's so dr.,adfull I' cro;s ! " 

H No, no," said I. 
"lt's better for me to be stupid thon unromfortobte, i'n't 

it?" '"id !lora. 
"l:etter to be naturally I )ora than anything else in the 

world.' 
"In the world! Ah, lloady, it's a large place!'' 
She shook her head, turnc:d her delighted !>right ey~s up to 

mine, kissed me, brolw into a merry laugh, and sprang away to 
put on Jip's new C(JIJar. 

So ended my l"st attempt to make any change in Dora. 1 
h:.d ~een unhappy in tryi11g it ; I could not <ndure my owt 
solitMY wisdom; I could not reconcile it with her forme: 
appeal to me as my child.wife. I resol\'ed to do what I could 
in a quiet way, to improve our proceedings myself; but I foresa• 
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that my utmost would lle very little, or I must degenerate into 
the <pider again, and be for ever lying in wait. 

And the shadow I have menti••ntd, that was not to b,· bet"een 
us any more, but was to rest wholly on my own heart. How 
did that f.rll? 

The old unl1.1ppy feeling pervaded my life. It was deepened. 
if it were changed at all ; but it was as UBJ!:!tint·d as ever, and 
addressed me like a strain of sorrowful music famtly heJ.rd in 
the night. I lov<·d mv wife dearly, and I was happy ; but the 
happiness I had ,.;,~udy anticipated, once, was not the happiness 
I enjoyed, and there was always something wanting. 

In fulfilment of the compact I have made wirh mvstlf, to 
reflect my mind on this paper, I again examine it, closd)', and 
bring its secrets to the light. What I missed, I still regarded 
-I always regarded-as something that had been a dream of 

my youthful fancy: th,tt was incap.1ble of realisation : that I 
was now discocering to be so, with some natural pain, as all 
men did. H<:t that it would have been better for me if my 
wife could have helped me more, and shared the many thoughts 
in which I had no partner; and that this might have been; I 
knew. 

Between these two irreconcileable conclusions: the one, that 
what I felt was general and unavoidable; the other, that it was 
particular to me, and mi~ht ba,•e been ditferent: I balonced 
curil\Usly, with no distinct sense of their opposition to each other. 
\\'lwn I thought of the airy dreams of youth that are incapable 
of realisation, 1 thought of the better state preceding manbood 
that I had outgrown. And then the contented day< with At~nes, 
in the dear old house, arose belnre me, like spe< tres ol the 
dead, that might have some renew;cl in another world, but nel'cr 
never more could be reanimated here. 

Sometimes, the s~eculation came into my thoughts, \\'hat 
might have happened, or what would have happened, if !Jora 
and I had never known each other I But 'he was so incor­
purated with my existence, that it was the idlest of a!! fancies, 
and would soon rise out of my reach and sight, like ~ossamer 
floating in the air. 

I always loved her. What 1 am descril.>in~, slumbered and 
haif awoke, and sl-:pt :tg;:tin 1 in the innermoSt recesses (lf my 
mind. There was no evidence of it in me; I know of no 
influence it had in anything I said or did. I bore the wei,,ht 
of all our little care<, and all my projects; Dora hdd the pe;~, ; 
and we both felt that our shares were adjusted as the Cd<e 

required. She was truly fond of me, and proud of me; and 
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w~en :\g~es wrote. a fc:w ear.ne:;t \~·orris in h~.~r 1etto:r~ to Dora, 
"' rh· pnde and mtercst wlth wh1ch my "ld lnemls heard of 
my ~r~~wm~ reputauun ... w•J read mv book J..S if th.·v hc·ard me 
spcaki:1.::: 1ts content!\, J )"ra read th.i'"m PUt to me \\;ith tears of 
j<•Y in her bri~ht eyes, lnd sard I was a de.tr old clever, famous 
bnv. 

;, The first mistaken impulse of an um!isciplined heart." 
Tl~o~t> \~·ords of Mrs. Strollg·s were constantly rt:curring to me, 
.11 thr; ume; were almost always pre>ent to my mind. I awoke 
'Sith them, olten, in the mght ; I rt'memhf'r to have ~ven read 
rh•·m, in drl'ams, inscribed upon the walls of houses. For I 
knew. n.,w, th~t m1' own hc·art was undisciplined when it first 
loveJ ]I, ·ra : and that if it had been disciplined, it never could 
ha1· ... rdt, when we were married, what it had lett in its secret 
expen~·nce. 

"TII.:re can be no in n•arria~e, like unsuitability of 
mind and purpose." W<•rols I reo•emhered too. I had 
endeavoured to adapt I '''ra to myself, and found it impracticable. 
It rt;>mained for mt' to <l,lJ.[It nlyself t0 l )ora: to slure with her 
what I cvuld, and be h.• PI')'; to b•:ar on my own shoulders 
what I mu<t, a,nd be still h"I'PY· This was the discipline to 
~hich I tritd to bring my h~earr, when 1 be"an to think. It 
m.lde m\' second ye•r much h.,ppicr than my first; and. what 
\I'.L< better still, made I 1ora's life all sunshine. 

Hut, .rs that year wore on, Dora 1\,IS .not strong. I had 
hoped that lighter hands than mine WO!tld help to mould her 
character, and that a baby-smile up11n h,·r breast might change 
my child-wife to a woman. It w;ts not to be. The spmt 
fluttered for a moment on the threshold of its little prison, and, 
unrons('ious of captivity, took wing. ,) . 

"·when I can nm about again1 as I used to do, aunt, stud 
!>ora, ''I shall make Jip rc:c·e. He is getting quite <low and 
lazy." · 

11 I .suspert, my dear," said my aunt, quitotly working by her 
side, "hl' has a worse disorder than that. Age, Dora.'' 

" Do yuu think he is old?" said Dora, astonished. "Oh, 
how strange it seems that Jip should be old I" 

"It's a complaint wear~ all li,ble to, Little One, as we .get 
on in life," said my aunt, cheerfully: "I d,,n't feel more lree 
frorn it than I u..;~·d to be, I a~.osun: you." 

11 But Jip," said I>ora, looking at him with compassion,'' cvt·n 
little Jip' Oh, poor fellow!" . 

"I dare say he'll bst a long time yet, Blossom,'' satd my 
aunt, patting lJora on the cheek, as she \e~ned out of her 
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couch to look at Jip, who responJed by standing on his hind 
legs, and bnulking himself in various a<thmatic attempts to 
scramble up by the head and shoulders. "He must have 
a ptece of tlannel in his house this winter, and I shouldn't 
wonder if he came out quite fresh again, with the flowers 
in the spring. Bless the little dog!" exclaimed my aunt. 
"If he had as many lives as a cat, •nd was on the point 
of losing 'em all, he'd bark at me with his last breath, I 
believe I" 

Dora had helped him up on the sofa; where he really wa.;, 
defying my aunt to such a funous extent, that he couldn't ket•p 
straight, Lut barked htmself sideways. The more my aunt 
looked at him, the more 'he reproached her; for she had latch· 
taken to spectacles, and for some inscrutable reaso11 he c01{. 
sidered the glasses personaL 

Dora made him lie down by her, with a good deal of persua· 
sion: and when he was qute~ drew one of his long ears through 
and through her hand, repeating thoughtfully, "Even little Jip! 
Oh, poor fellow ! " 

~>His lungs ~re good enough," said my aunt, gaily, "and 
his dislikes are not at all feeble. He h.t~ a good many years 
before him, no doubt. But if you want a dog to r .. ce with, 
Little Blossom, he has lived too well for that, and I'll give you 
one.n 

"Thank you, aunt," >aid Dora, faintly. "But don't, 
please ! 11 

.., 

".K o?" said m)' aunt, taking otf h~r spectacles. 
"I couldn't have any other dog but Jip," said Dora. "It 

would be so unkind to J ip! Besides, I couldn't be such 
friends with any other dog but Jip; because he wouldn't ha~·e 
known me before 1 was married, and wouldn't have barked at 
lloady when he first came to our house. I couldn't care for 
any other dog but Jip, I am afraid, aunt." 

"To be sure!,, said my aunt, patting her cheek a.:.:J:ain. "You 
are right." 

"You are not offended," said Dora, ":tre you?" 
"Why, what a sensitive pet it is!" cried my aunt, bend­

in~ over her affectionately. "To think that I could be 
t.1tT~nded!" 

"No. no, I didn't re.1lly think so," retumed Dora; "but 
I am a little tired, and it made me silly for a moment-! 
am always a silly little thing, you know; but it made me 
more sil!l'-to talk about Jip. He has known me in aU 
that has happened tom~. haven't you, Jip I And I couldn't 
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he.u to slight him, because he was a little altered·--tould I, 
lip?" 
· Jip 11estled closer to his mistress, and lazily licktd her 
hand. 

"Vnu are not sn 1'\d. Jip, are yuu, that you'll le,we yvur 
n1isrress yet? 11 s,1id Dora. 11 We. may ket:p one anotht:r 
company a little longt:r] n 

:-Iy pretty Dora 1 \\'hen she came down to dinntor on the 
ensuing Sunday, and II' as so glad to see old TraJdles (who 
always dined with us on Sunuav), we thought she would he 
"running about as she used to do/' in a ft:w days. Llut tht:y 
said, wait a few days more, and then, wait a few days more; 
and still she neither ran nor walked. · She looked very pretty, 
and was ''ery merry; but the little fed that used to be so 
nimble when they danced round Jip, were dull and motionless. 

I be~an to carry her down-stairs every morning, and up-stairs 
every night. She ll't•uld clasp me round the neck md laugh, 
the while, as if I did it for a wager. J ip would bark and caper 
mund us, and go on before, and look back on the landing, 
breathing short. to see that we were coming. My aunt, the 
bf-st and rno;;t cheerful of nurses, would trudge after us, a 
movmg m;N of shawls and prllows, /llr. llick \\~ould not hare 
relinquished his post of candle-bearer to any one alive. Traddlcs 
wunld be often at the bottom of the staircase, looking on, and 
taking charge of sportive messages from !Jora to the dearest 
g1rl in the world. We made quite a gav procession of it, and 
my child· wife was the gayest there. ' 

Eut, sometimes, when I took her up, and felt that she was 
lighter in my arms, a dead blank feeling came upon me, as if 
1 were approaching to some frozen rq.:ion yet unseen, that 
numbed my life. I avoided the recognition of this fedin~ by 
t111y n~me, ot by any communing with myself; until one mght, 
when rt was very stron.~ upon me, and my aunt had left her 
wtth a parting cry of "Good nrght, Little l:llossom,'' I sat 
down at my desk nlone, and cried to think, Oh what a fatall 
name It was, and how the blossom 11ithered in its bloom upo!IJ 
the tree! 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

I A~l J;o;VOL\'ElJ IN ~Ji:,-,rEl\Y 

I RECE!I'ED one mornin~ by the post. the foil·1win~ letter, 
dated Canter burr, and addressed to me at Doctor.'' ' 
which I read with some surprise: 

11 .Mr DEAR SIR, 

"Circumstances beyond my individual_ control have, 
for a considerable lapse of time, effected a severance of th"t 
intimacy which, in the limited opportunities conceded to me 
in the midst of my professional duties, of contemplating the 
scenes and events of the past, tinged by the prismatic hues of 
memory, has ever afforded me1 as it ever must continue to 
afford, gratifying emotions of no common description. This 
fact, my dear sir, combined with the distinguished elevation to 
which your talents hare raised you. dete" me from presuming 
to aspire to the liberty of addressing the cnmpanirm of my 
youth, by the familiar appellation of Copperfield! It is 
sullicient to know th.tt the name to which I do myself the 
honour to refer, will evt:r be treasured among the muniments 
or c•ur house (I allude to the archives connected with our 
former lodgers, preserved by Mrs. lllicawber), with sentiments 
of personal esteem amounting to affection. 

''It is not fur one situated, through his original crr0rs and 
a fortuitous combination of unpropitious tvents, a:.; 1s the 
foundered Bark (if he may be allowed to assume so moritime 
a denomination), who now takes up the pen to addre>S )'Oil­

it i::.. not, I repeat, for one so circum~tanced, to adopt the 
longmge of compliment, or of c<~ngrJtulation. That he 
le:tves to abler and to purer hands. 

"If your more important avocations should admit of your 
e'-er tracing these imperfect characters thus far-which may 
he, or may not be, as circumstances arise-you will natumlly 
inquire by what object am I influenced, thrn, in inditin~ the 
present missive? Allow me to '"Y that I fully defer tn the 
reasonable character of that inquiry, and proceed to devdop 
it : premising that it is 1/PI an ohject ot a pecuniary noture. 

'• 1\'ithout more directly referring to any Lttent ability that 
may possibly exist on my part, of wielclin~ the thunuerlwlt, 
or directing the devouring and avenging flame in any quarter, 
I may be permitted to observe, in passing, that my brightest 
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visions are for ever dispelled-that my peace is shottered and 
my power of enjoyment destroyed-thot my heart is no longer 
in the right place-and that I no more walk erect before my 
fellow-man. The ranker is in the flower. The cup is bitter 
to the brim. The worm is at his work, and will soon dispose 
of his victim. The sooner the better. But I will not digress. 

"Placed in a mental positi•m of peculiar painfulness, beyond 
the assuaging reach even of :-!rs. Micawbds influence, though 
exercised in the tripartite character of woman, wife, and 
mother, it is my intention to fly from myself f<Jr a. short 
period, and devote a respite of eight-and-forty h<nirs to re­
visiting some m<tropolitan scents of past enjoyment. Among 
other havens of dorne.<tic tran•juillity and peace of mind, my 
feet will natr.talll' tend towarJ, the King's liench !'rison. In 
stating that I sh;ll be (D.V.) on the out'side of the south wall 
of that place of incarceration on civil process, the dar after 
to-morrow, at seven in tht: evening, precisely, my object in 
this epistolary communication is accomplished. 

'· l do not fed warranted in soliciting my former friend 
Mr. Copperfield, or my former friend Mr. Thomas Traddles 
of the Inner Temple, if that gentleman is still existent and 
f.Jr!hcomiug, to condescend to meet me, and renew (so far as 
nuy be) our past relations of the olden time. I confine 
myself to throwing out the observation, that, at the hour ~nd 
vlacc I have indicated, may be found such rurncd vestiges 
as yet 

h Remain, 
"Of 

"A 
" FaJien Tower, 

"\\'II.KINS MtCAIVBF.R. 

"P.S. It may be advisable to superadd to the above, the 
statement that Mrs. ~Iicawber is 1wt in confidential po"cssion 
of my intentions.~~ 

I read the letter over several times. Makin• due allow.tnce 
for Mr .. Micawber's lofty style of compositio~. and for the 
extraordrnary relish with which he sat down and wrote long 
letters on all possible and impossible occasions, I still believed 
that someth>ng Important lay hidden at the bottom of this 
roundabout communication. 1 put it down, to think about 
11 ; ••~d t~ok it up again, to read it once more; and was still 
pursum~ tt, when Traddles found me in the height of my 
perplexity. . ' 
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"My dear fellow," said I, "I never was better pleased to 

see you. You come to give me the benefit of rour sober 
judgment at a most opportune time.. I hav~ received a very 
singular letter, Tmddles, from Mr. M1cawber. 

"No?" cried Traddles. ''You don't say so? And I have 
received one from Mrs. Mlcawber!" 

With that, Traddles, who was flushed with. walking, ~nd 
whose hair, under the combined effects of exercise and excite­
ment, stood on end as if be saw a .cheerful ghost, produc::d 
his letter and made an exchange w1th me. I watched h1m 
into the heart of Mr. Micawber's letter, and returned the 
elevation of eyebrows 1\~th which he said '" Wielding the 
thunderuolt, or directing the devouring and aveng1ng flame l' 
Bless me, Copperfield! "-and then entered on the perusal of 
.Mrs. Micawber's epistle. 

It ran thus: 

"My best regards to Mr. Thomas Traddles, and if he 
should still remember one who formerly had the happiness 
of being well acquainted with him, may I beg a few moments 
of his leisure time? I assure Mr. T. T. that I would not 
intrude upon his kindness, were I in any other position than 
on the confines of distraction. 

"Though harrowing to myself to mention, the alienation of 
Mr. Micawber (formerly so domesticated) from his wife and 
family, is the cause of my addressing my unhappy appeal to 
Mr. Traddles, and soliciting his best indulgence. Mr. T. 
can form no adequate idea of the change in Mr. Micawber's 
conduct, of his. ~ldness, of his violence. It has gradually 
augmented, unttl 1t assumes the appearance of aberration of 
intellect Scarcely a day passes, 1 assure Mr. Traddles, on 
wh1ch some paroxysm does not take place. Mr. T. will not 
requiTe me to depict my feelings, when I inform him that I 
have become accustomed to hear Mr. Micawber assert that 
he has sold himself to the~· . Mystery and secrecy have long 
been hts prmc1pa! c~aractensttc, have long replaced unlimited 
confid~nce. 1. he sltghtest provocation, even being asked if 
there 1s a~ythmg be would prefer for dinner, causes him to 
ex~r7ss a Wlsh for a separatJoo. Last night, on being childishly 
soltc1ted for twopence, to buy 'lemon-stunners '-a local 
sw~etmeat-he pr:sented an oyste~·knife at the twins 1 

I entre:;-.t 1Ir. 1 ruddles to bear Wlth me in entering into these 
deuuls. \\1thout them, ~!r. T. would indeed find it difficult to 
torm the famtest conqeptlon of my heart-rending situation. 
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"\lay I now venture to confide to olr. T. the purport of my 

~tter? \\'ill he nuw allow me to throw myseli on his fn<'Jldly 
consideration? Oh yes, for I know his be;ut ! 

"The quick of affection is not easily blinded, wh·.'n of 
the fcm.1le sex. ~ltcawl •er is gomg to London. Though 
he studiously cnncealt•d his hand, this morning before break­
LA, in writing the d!rt:f.'tion·card which he attached to the 
litlle Grown ,.;lise of happier days, the eagle-glance of matri· 
moni'li anxiety detected d, o, n, distinctly traced. The \Vest­
End destlmtion ,,[ the coad1 is the Golden Cross. l.hre I 
r.,rv<>~Hiy implore ill r. T. to my misguided husuand, and to 
teason with lnm? [l,u·,, 1 "lr. T. to endeavour to step in 
bdween ~Ir. ~Iit·awbt·r and his agonised iamily? Oh no, for 
that WtJII)d be t(1 1) lllttCb J 

"II' ~lr. should yet remember on(· unknown to 
will ~lr. take char~·: of my un.dterable reg~rds and 

t?ntrt:Jtie.'l? In any c.lse, he will have the bent:\·oivnce 
· lo ton.:d(·r tllis Cl}mmullitatJ(m stnd~,., irivate, atui r1n no 

a:~,JIJ•tt u,ftaf, 'lltr to /;( a(/uJ··J /(1, };,l"£l't.i'O' dtsta !1/lr, in the 
i'"·'"''"e of Jlr. Jlica:d~o·r. If l\lr. T. should ever reph to it 
1which I cannot but feel to be most improbable), a letter 
ac~dtes'.cd t'l M. E., Post (lfricc, \. Jnterbury, will be frauoht 
with ie~s painful comequenres !han :my aJdres"ed immed1arely 
to one. who suh;rribt:-, ht:rself, in extreme distress, 

"Mr. 'l horuas Traddles's reop<ctful friend ::md suppliant, 
"EMMA MICA WilER .. , 

•· \\'Lat d<J vou tltink of that letter?" said Tra.Idles, ca,ting 
his ey~·~ upon' mt:, whr•n 1 had read it twice. 

'·What dtl you tbi11k of the other I" sJid L For he was 
>till readin~ it with knitted brow>. 
, , "I tlti,,k that the two together, Copperfield," replied 
I rarldles, "mean more than Mr. and ;;rr&. M1cawber u;ually 
mean in their corre<ponJcnce~-but I don't know what. They 
ar~ both written in good faith, I have no doubt, and without 
any collusion. Puor thing! 11 he was now alluding to J\~rs. 
Mtc.awber's INter, and \Ye were standing side by side companng 
the two: u it will be a charity to write to her, at all e\·ents, and 
tell that we will oot fail to see Mr. Micawber." 

acceded to this the more readily, because I now reproached 
my,elf with having treated her forn1er letter rather lightly. It 
had set.me thinking a good deal at the time, as I have men­
ll<..•nt:~ m Its place ; but my absorption in my own affo.irs, my 
exptneoce o( the f•mily, and my hea·in~ nothing more, had 
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gradually ended in my dismissing the subject. I had often 
thought of the ~licawbers, but chiefly to wonder what 
"pe~uniary li:.bilities ·• they were establishing in Canterbury, 
and to recall how shy Mr. Micawber was of me when he 
became clerk to L'riah Heep, 

However, 1 now wrote a comforting letter to ;\Irs. ~Iicawber, 
in our joint names, and we both si,;ned it As we ~"<tlked into 
town to post it, Traddles and I had a long conitrcncc, and 
bunched into a number of specul:ttions, which I need not 
repeat We took my aunt into our counsels in the aiternoon; 
but our only decided conclusion was, that we would be very 
punctual in keeping ~Ir. Micawber's appointment. 

Although we appeared at the stipulated place a ~uarter of 
an hour before the time, we found Mr. lllirawber already 
there. He was standing with his arms folded, over against 
the wall, looking at the spikes on the top, with a sentimental 
expre;sion, as if they were the interlacing boughs of trees that 
had shaded him in his youth, 

\Vhen we accostt-d hirn, his manner was something more 
confused. and something less genteel than of yore. He had 
relinquished his legal •uit of black for the purposes of this 
excursion, and wore the old surtout and ti~ht,, but not quite 
with the old air. He gradually picked up more and more of 
it as we conversed with him ; but his very eye~~lass seemed to 
hang less easily, and his shirt~col!ar, though still of the old 
formidable dimensions, rather drooped. 

"Gentlemen ! "said Mr. ,\Jicawber, after the first salutations, 
"you are friends in need, and friends indeed, Allow me to 
offer my inquiries with reference to the physical welfare of 
1\lrs, Copperfield in tsu, and Mrs. Traddles in ,Mss,,-presum· 
tng, that ts to say, that my fnend Mr. TradJb is not yet 
united to the object of his atTections, for weal and for woe." 

We acknowledged his politeness, and made suitable replies, 
~e then directed our attention to the wall, and was beginning, 

I assure, you, gentlemen,'> when I ventured to object to that 
ceremonious form of address, and to beg that he would speak 
to us in the old way. 

"My dear Copperfield," he returned, pressing my hand, 
"your cordiality O\'erpowers me. This reception of a shattere,d 
fra~ment of the Temple once called Man-if I may be per­
mitted so to express myself-bespeaks a heart that is an 
honour to our common nature. I was about to observe that I 
again behold the serene spot where some of the happiest hours 
ot my ex1stence fleeted Ly." 
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"1lade so, I am sure, by :1lrs. :-ricawber,'' said I. "l hope 

she is well? ·· 
11 Thank YOu~~~ returned :Mr. 1\ficawber, whose fJ.ce clouded 

at this rcf~rence~ '1 s.he is but so-so. And this,~~ saiJ Mr. 
?l!icawber, nociding his head sorrowfully, "is the l:icnch 1 

\\'here, for the first time in many revolving years, the over· 
whelming pressure of pecuniary li"bilities was not proclaimed, 
from day to day. by importunate voices declining to vacate 
the passage ; where there was no knocker on the door for any 
creditor to appc.ll to : where personal service of was 
not required, and detainers were merely lodged the gate! 
Gentlemen," said M•. ~ficawber, "when the shadcow of th<~t 
iron-w01 k on the summit of the brick structure has been re· 
fleeted on the gravd of the Parade, I have seen my children 
thread the the intricate pattern, avoiding the dark 
marks. I have familiar with every stone in the place. 
It I betray W•'<lkness, you will how to excuse me." 

"We have all got on in since then, .Mr. Mic..1.wber," 
said I. 

"Mr. Copperlleld," returned Mr. ~licawber, bitterly, "when 
I was an inmate uf tbat retreat I could look mv fellow-man 
in the face, and punch his head if he offended me. My 
:ellow~m;:m n.:1d my:-df are no on those glori~ms terms!'' 

Turni11g lrnm the building a downcast manner1 :Mr. 
Micawber ac<:epted my profiored arm on one side, and the 
profrercd arm of Traddles un the other, and walked away 
between us. 

uThcre arc some lalldmarks," obserred Mr. 1\ficawber, 
look in;; fondly back over his shoulder, "on the road to the 
toml!, which, hut for the impiety of the aspir:uion, ~ m.tn 
wvutd w1sh never to have passed. Such is the Bench m my 
chequ(:red •l 

': Oh, yuu are in low spirits, Mr. l\1:ica.wbcr/' said TraUdles. 
''I am, interposed Mr. Micawber . 
. " 1 hope,_ ~aid Traddles, "it not because you ha ,." con, 

~~~~~.a d1shke to the I am a lawyer myself, you 

Mr. Micawber answered not a word. 
a ::1!;~; is our friend Heep, :VIr. Micawber 1" said I, after 

. ".My dear Copperfield," returned Mr. ~licawber, bursting 
mto a state of much excitement, and turning pale, "if you 
ask aUer m~ employer as your friend, I am sorry for it; if you 
ask alter h1m as my friend, I sard )nically smile at it. In 
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•·hatever capacity you ask after my employer, I beg, witho~t 
offence to you, to limit my reply to this-that whatever hts 
state of health may be, his appearance !s fox~: ~ot to say 
diabolical. You will allow me. as a private mdmdual, to 
decline pursuing a subject which has lashed me to the utmost 
ver«e of desperation in my proiessional capacity." 

{expressed my re,;ret for having innocently touched upon 
a theme that roused him so much. ".\fay I ask," said I, 
''without any h<t7.urd of repeating the mistake, how my old 
friends Mr. and ).[iss Wick field are?" 

"Z\Iiss \Vickfield/1 said Mr. ]\licawber, now turning r~;-d, 
"is, as she always is, a pattern, and a bright example. ~1 y 
dear Copperfield, she is the only starry spot in a miserable 
existence. My respect for that young lady, my admiration of 
her character, my devotion to her for her love and truth, and 
goodness !-Take me/' said Mr. ~rica\' .. ·bet, "do\rn a turning, 
for, upon my soul, in my present state of mind I am not equal 
to this!" 

\\'e wheeled him off into a narrow street, where he took out 
his pocket-handkerchief, and stood with his back to a wall. 
If I looked as gravely at him as Traddles did, he must have 
found our company by no means inspiriting. 

"It is my fate," said Mr. ;'.!icawber. unfeignedly sobbing, 
but doing even that, wirh a shadow of the old expression of 
doing something genteel; "it is my fate, gentlemen, that the 
finer feelings of our nature have become reproaches to me. 
My homage to Miss Wickfield is a tlight of arrows in my 
bosom. You had better leave me, if you pkase, to walk the 
earth as a vagabond. The worm will settle my business in 
double-quick nme." 

Without attending to this invocation, we stood by, until he put 
up his pocket·hanctkerchief, pulled up his shirt-collar, and, to 
delude any person in the neighbourhood who might have been 
observing htm, hummed a tune with his hat very much on one 
side. 1 then mentioned-not knowing what might· be lost if 
we lost sight of him yet-th~t it would give me great pleusure 
to tntroduce him to my aunt, if he would ride out to Highgate 
where a bed was at his s<::n ice. ) 

"You shall make us a glass of your own punch Mr. 
Micawber," said I, "and forget whatever you have on' your 
mind, in pleasanrer reminiscences.,, 

:·Or, if confiding anything to friends will be more likely to 
·rehcve you, you shall impart it to us, Mr. Micawber," said 
Traddles, prudently. 
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u GentlemC'n," r~turned Mr. Micawber, 'c do with me as you 

will! I am a straw upon the surface of the deep, and am to,sed 
in all directions by the elephants-! beg your pardon ; I should 
have said the elements." 

\\'c walked on, ann·in-arm, again; found the coach in the act 
of starting; anJ arrived at Highgate without encountering anr 
diiticulties by the way. I was very uneasy and very uncertain 
in my mind what tn say or dv for the best-so was Traddles, 
-:vidently. Mr. ~lic<~wber was for the most part plunged into 
deep gloom. lie occasionally made an attempt to smarten 
himself, and hum the fag-end of a tune : but his relapses into 
profound melancholy were only made the more impressive by 
the mockery of a hat exceedingly on one side, and a shirt-collar 
pull eel up tn his eyes. 

IV e wr·nt to my <~unt's house rath~r than to mine, because of 
Uou·s not ueing well. My aunt presented herself on being 
sent ior. and welcomed i\lr. ~!1cawber with gracious cordiJiity. 
0\[r. :\licawber kissed her hand, retired to the window, and 
puliing uut his pocket handkerchief, had a mental wrestle with 
hirmdf. 

~lr. l>i<"k was at home. He was by nature so exceedin~ly 
compassiotMte uf any one who seemed to be ill at ease. and was 
so quick to linu any such person out, that he. shook hands with 
ll!r. Mrcawber, at least half·a-duzen times in five minutes. To 
1!r. Micawber, in Ius trouble, this warmth, on the part of a 
stran~er, was so extremely toudring, that he could only say, on 
the occasi(m of e:1ch succt·~sive shake, ":\ly dear sir, you over­
power me l" 1\'hrch gratified Mr. Uick so much, that he went 
at It a.~ain with grtater vig:our than before. 

"The friendlintss of this gentleman," said ~!r. Micawber to 
my aunt, "if rnu wi!l a1\ow me, ma'am, to cull a fit,'Urc of speech 
from the vocabulary of our coarser national sports-floors 01e. 
To a man who is struggling with a complicateu buruen of 
perp!extty :tnd Jisqui~t, such a reception is trying, I assure you." 

"My friend :-Ir. Uick," replied my aunt, proudly, "is not a 
common man.n 
. "That 1 am convinced uf," said Mr. Micawber. "l\[y dear 

srr!" for M_r. Dick was shaking hands with him again; "I am 
deeply scnsrble of )'<'or cordiality ! " 

" How do you lind yuursdt I "said Mr. Dick, with an anxious 
look. 

"Indifferent, my dear sir/' returned ~Ir. Micawber, sighing. 
"You must keep up your spirits," said Mr. Uick, "and make. 

youroelf as corufortable as possible." 
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Mr. Micawber was quite overco.me by these friendly words, 

and by findino Mr. Dick's hand again within his own. " It has 
been my lat/lte observed," to meet, in the diversified panorama 
of human existence, with an occasional oasis, but never wtth one 
so green, so gushing, as the present ! " 

At another time I should have been amused by this ; but I 
felt that we were all constrained and uneasy, and I watched Mr. 
Micawber so anxiously, in his vacillations between an evident 
disposition to reveal something, and a counter-disposition to 
reveal nothing, that I was in a perfect fever. Traddles, sitting 
on the edge of his chair, with his eyes wide open, and his hair 
more emphatically erect than ever, stared by turns at the ground 
and at Mr. Micawber, without so much as attempting to put in a 
word. My aun~ though I saw that her shrewdest observation 
was concentrated on her new guest, had more useful posses­
sion of her "its than either of us ; for she htld him in 
conversation, and made it necessary for him to talk, whether 
he liked it or not. 

"You are a very old friend of my nephew's, Mr. Micawber," 
said my aunt. " I wish I had had the pleasure of seeing you 
before." 

" Madam," returned Mr. Micawber, "I wish I had had the 
honour of knowing you at an earlier period. I was not always 
the wreck you at present behold." 

"I hope Mrs. Micawber and your family are well, sir," said 
my aunt. 

Mr. ~licawber inclined his head. "They are as well, ma'am," 
he desperately observed, after a pause, "as Aliens and Outcasts 
can ever hope to be." 

"Lord bless you, sir!" exclaimed my aunt in her abrupt way. 
"What are you talking about I'.' 

"The subsistence of my family, ma'am," returned Mr. 
Micawber, "trembles in the balance. Mv employer--" 

Here Mr. Micawber provokingly left o'tr; and began to 
p~el the lemons_ that had been under my directions set before 
him, together with all the other appliances he used in making 
punch. 

"Your employer, you know," said Mr. Dick, jogging his arm 
as a gentle remmder. 

"l'V!y good sir," ,returned Mr. Micawber, "you recall me. I 
am obltged to you.' They shook hands again. "My employer 
ma'am-Mr. Heej)-once di~ me the fav.our to observe to me: 
that tf I were not m the receipt of the sttpendiary emoluments 
appertamtng to my e~gagement with him, I should probably 
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be a mountebank about the country, swallowing a sw•Jrd-blade, 
and eating the d<'rouring elen1ent For anything that 1 can 
perceive to the contrary, it is still probable that my children 
m•y be reduced to ;eek a livelihootl by personal contortion, 
~ hile Mrs. 1licawber abets their unnatural feats by playing the 
barrel-nrt;an. '' 

Mr. J\licawhcr, with a random but expressive tlouri'h of his 
knile, sigmfied that these performances might be expected to 
t.1ke pl.1ce after he was no more ; tht.:n resumed his peeiing 
with a desperate air. 

~[vaunt leaned her elbow en the little round table that she 
usuailv kept beside her, and eyed him attentively. Notwith· 
standn1~ the aversion with which I regarded the idea of en· 
trappmg him into any disclosure he was not prepared t., make 
voluntarill', I ;bould have taken him up at this point, but for 
the strange proceedings in which I saw him engaged; whereof 
hts putting the lemon-pee~ into the kettle, the sugar into the 
snuffer-tray, the spirit into the empty jug, and confidently 
attempting to pour boiling water out of a candle-stick, were 
among the most rernarbble. I saw that a crisis was at hand, 
and it came. He clattered all his means and implements 
together, rose from his chair, pulled out his pocket-handker­
cbtef, and burst into tears. 

"My dear Copperlield," said Mr. Micawber, behind his 
handkerchief, "this i; an occupation, of all others. requiring an 
untroubled mind, and self-respect. I cannot perform iL It is 
~)Ut of the que~tion." 

"~lr. Micawber," said 1, "what is the matter? Pray speak 
out. You are among friends." 

~~A mung friends, air ! " repeated Mr. Mica\'·:Uer ; and all. h.~ 
had r.t:servt'U came breaking out of him. "Good heavens, tt IS 
princ1pally bccau,c 1 am among fri<mds that my <tate of mind 
i.s what it is. What is the matter, gentlemen? What IS ""'the 
mattc·r? Villa.ny is the matter; bJ.Seness is the matter; decep­
tion, fraud, cons~iracy, are the matter; and the nam< of the 
whole nttucious mass is-HEEP I" 

My aunt clapped her hands, a:1d we all started up as if we 
were possessed. 

"'!he stru~·~le is over!" said Mr. Micawber, violently 
gesticulating with his pocket-handkerchief, and fairly striking 
out from time to time with both arms, as if he were swimmmg 
unch:r superhuman difficulties. "I will lead this life no longer. 
I Clm a w'etr.hed being, cut off from everything that makes 
life tolerable. I have been under a Taboo in that infernal 
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scoundrel's service. Give me back my wife, give me back my 
family,· substitute Micawber for the petty wretch who walks 
about in the boots at present on my feet, and call upon me 
to swallow a sword to-morrow, and I'll do it. With an 
appetite!" 

I never saw a man so hot in my life. I tried to calm him, 
that we might ·co!lle to something rational ; but he got hotter 
and hotter, and wouldn't hear a word. 

"111 put my hand in no man's hand," said Mr. Micawber, 
gasping, puffing, and sobbmg, to that degree that he was like a 
man fighting with cold water, "until I have-blown to lrag· 
ments-the-a-detestable-serpent-HEEP 1 I'll partake of 
no one's hospitality, until I have-a-moved Mount Vesuvius 
-to eruption-on-a-the abandoned rascal-HEEP! Re­
freshment-a-underneath this roof-particularly punch­
would-a-choke me-unless-! had-previously-choked 
the eyes-out of the head-a-of-interminable cheat, and 
liar-HEEP! 1-a-I'll know nobody-and-a-say nothing 
-and-a-live nowhere-until I have crushed-to-a-un· 
discoverable atoms-the-transcendent and immortal hypocrite 
and perjurer-HEEP!" 

I really had some fear of Mr. Micawber's dying on the spot. 
The manner in which he struggled through these inarticulate 
sentences, and, whenever he found himself getting near the 
name of Heep, fought his way on to it, dashed at it in a 
fainting state, and brought it out with a vehemence little ltes 
than marvellous, was frightful ; but now, when he sank into a 
chair, steaming, and looked at us, with every possible colour in 
his face that had no business there, and an endless procession 
of lumps followmg one another in hot baste up his throat, 
whence they seemed to shoot into his forehead he had the 
appearance of being in the lost extremity. I would have 
gone to his assistance, but he waved me olf, and wouldn't hear 
a word. 

:· N_o, Copperfield 1-No communication-a-until-Miss 
Wtckheld-a-redr~ss from wrongs inflicted by cpnsummate 
scoundrel-BEEP! (I am quite convinced be could not 
ha~e utt.ered thr.ee :vords •. but for the am~g energy with 
w.htch thts word msptred htm when he felt 1t coming.) " In· 
vtolable secret-a-from the whole world-a-no exceptions 
-!hts d~y week-a-at breakfast time-a-everybody present 
-mcludmg aunt-a-and extremely friendly gentleman-to 
be at the hotel at Canterbury-a-where-Mrs. Micawber and 
myself-Auld Lang Synt in chorus-and-a-will •expose 
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intolerable ruffi:tn-I!E>:l'! No more to say-a-•Jr listen to 
per0ua.:':d1JO~"go immeJiJ.tely~~not c<l.Jlablt>~a-he.\r snciety­
up~m thr. track of tlevotcd and dunm~..;d traitor-H ~:l•:r!" 

W 1th this \a:->t repetition nf the magic word that had kept 
him at all, and in wlli<h he sur;msed all his previous 

\1icawber rusheU uut of the lwuse; leaving U"i in a 
sute exritt:ment, hope, and wonder, that n.-duceJ us to a 
cond1t10n bttle betler than his own. But e\'L'O then his passion 
for writing letter-; \\o'a..; too Stl1mg to be resisted; for while we 
were yet in tit~ heitJ;ht nf our ("XC'itt>mrnt, hope, and wonder, 
the foll<~win.~ p.tstoral nme was broup;ht to me from a. neigh~ 
bourmg ta\'t:rn, at which he had r.lllcJ to write it 

'c ~fu1t :::.ccret ami cn!ltidential. 

~ l'>lr ur:.\1{ SiR, 
11 I b( .. g tP be ;dlowed 'to conv~.·y. through you, my 

apolo.~it·<:. to ynur C\cd\cnt aunt fo1 m}' late excitement. An 
explo:-ion of 3. ~nwultlt:rir1g volcano long suppressed, wa.s the 
re1ult of an internal conkst mo1e ea:)ily cont:cived th.~n 
de,cribed. 

"I trust I rcnJe!!·J tolerably intelligible my appoiutrnent 
for the morning of tl.is Jay week, at the hou'c of public 
entt>rt.tinnH.:nt at CantcrlHif~\ wlwre l\Trs. Micawber and my· 
self had. onct~ tht: honour of uniting our voices to yours, in the 
well· known stralll of the Immortal exciseman nurtured be\'ond 
the Twec·J. , 

"The duty done, and ar,t of reparation performed, which 
CJ.n alone eoable rile to contemplate my fellow-mortal, I shall 
be kno~n no more. I slllll simply require to be deposited in 
tha.l place of unJvers.1l resort, where 

'j l; 'l!"h in his n:mow cdl for ever l:~id, 
"The rud~; for,·bthers uf the hamlet !.lecp, 

"--With the plain Inscription, 
It \VILKINS MtCAWBI!:R. 11 

CH:\PTER L 

MR. Pl!.G(;orn 
1
S DRJ£.\M COMES TRUF: 

I:h· tbis timt, some months had passed since our intcr\'iew on 
the lwJk of the river with Martha, I had never seen her 
~luce, but she had communicated w;.th Mr. l'eggotty on 
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several occasions. Nothing had come of her zealous inter­
vention · nor could l infer, from ·what he told me, ~hat 
any clu~ had ever beon obtained, for a moment, to Emtly's 
fate. I confess that I began to despair of her re.covery, and 
gradually to sink deeper and deeper into the behef that she 
was dead. 

His conviction remained unchanged. So far as I know­
and I believe his honest heart was transparent to me-he 
never wavered again, in his solemn certainty of finding her. 
His patience never tired. And, although I trembled for the 
agony it might one day be to him to have his strong a~sur.ance 
shivered at a blow, there was somethmg so rehg1ous m 1t, so 
affectingly expressive of its anchor being in the purest depths 
of his fine nature, that the respect and honour in which I held 
him were exalted every day. 

His was not a. lazy trustfulness that hoped, and did no more. 
He had been a man of sturdy action all his life, and he knew 
that in all things wherein he wanted help he must do his own 
part faithfully, and help himself. I hu"e known him set out in 
the night, on a misgiving that the light might not Le, by some 
accident, in the window of the old boat, and walk to \'armouth. 
I have known him, on reading something in the newspaper, 
that mi~ht apply to her, take up his stick, and go forth on a 
journey of three or four score miles. He made his way by sea 
to Naples and back, after hearing the narrative to which Miss 
Dartle had assisted me. All his journeys were ruggedly per· 
formed; for he was always stedfast in a purpose of saving 
money for Emily's sake, when she should be found. In all 
this long pursuit, I never heard him r~pine ; I never heard him 
say he was fatigued, or out of heart. 

Dora had often seen him since our marriage, and was quite 
fond of h1~. I fancy hts figure before me now, standing ncar 
her sofa, w!th h1~ roug~ cap i_n h1s hand, and the blue eyes of 
my chtld·Wifc raiSed, With a t1m1d wonder, to his face. Some­
times of an evening, about twilibht, when he came to talk with 
me, I would induce him to smoke his pipe in the garden, as 
w.e slowly paced to and fro together; and then the picture of 
h1s deserted ,home, and the comfortable air it used to have in 
my ch1ldish ey~s of an evening when the ~re was buming, and 
the wmd moamng round It, came most VIvidly into my mind. 

One ev~n.mg, at th1s hour7 he told me that he had found 
Martha wattmg ncar h1s lodgmg on the preceding night when 
he came out, and that she had asked him not to leave London 
on any account, unt1l h~ sliould have seen her again. 
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"Did she tell you why? " I inquired. 
"I asked her, ~[as'r O:wy," he replied, "but it is but few 

words as she ever says~ and she on'y got my promise and so 
went awo.y." 

·~Did she say wht.:n you might expect to see her aga.in ? 11 I 
demanded. 

•· No, ~bs·r D:1vy," he returned, drawing his hand thought· 
fully down his face. •' I that tou; but it was more (she 
<aid) than she could tell. 

:\s I h,J.d long forborr•e to t'nCllurttge him with hopes that 
bung un threads, I tnJ.de no other comment on this inform· 
"tion than that I supposed he would see her soon. Such 

as it en6r:ndl'red wtthin me I kept to myself, and 
were ~~~int t:llt>ll.::,h. 

I was w.1lkin!{ a! .. mo: in the garden, one evening, about a 
fortnight afterword>. I remember that evening well. It was 
:h.• se•'md in Mr .• \[1\ awber's "'''ck of suspense. There had 
b~en min all day. and there was a damp feeling in the air. 
The leaves were thick upon the trees and henvy with wet ; but 
'he r.1in h"d ceased, though the sky was still dark; and the 

Lirus were singing cheerfully. As I walked to and fro 
in g:mh:n. and tht: tw1light began to close around me, their 
little voices were hushed; and that peculiar siknce which 
b·~longs t·J such all evt<'ning in the counlry when the lightest 
lr<•'> lee quite still, save for the occasional droppings from their 

prevailed. 
was a little green perspective of trellis-work and ivy at 

the stde uf our cottage, throu~h which I could see, [rum the 
~J.rcltn 1 was walking, into the road btfore the house. 
l to turn my eyes towards this place, as I "'"-' 

many things; and I saw a figure beyond, dressed 
cloak. lt was bending eagerly towards me, and 

"1bl ~l)a ! " said I, ;.!;Oing to it. 
11 C:::.n you come \\:ith ~m:?" she inrtuired, in an 

whisper. "I have been to him, and he is not at home. 
wrote tluwn where he was to come, and left it on his table 
With my own hand. They said he would not be out long. 
I h~wt: tidin~s for him. Can you come directly?" 

My anower was to pass out at the gate immediately. She 
made a hasty gesture with her hand, as if to entreat my 
pattence a:1d my ~ilence, and turned towards London, whence, 
a.a her (ire~~ Lt.:tokencd, she had ,~orne expeditiously on foot. 

1 :u;kcd her if that were not vUr destination? On her 
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wtioning Yes, with the same hasty gesture as before, I stopped 
n empty coach that was coming by, and we got into it When 
asked her where the coachman was to drive, she answered, 
Anywhere near Golden Square I And quick I "-then shrunk 
1to a corner, with one trembling hand before her face, and the 
•ther making the former gesture, as if she could not bear a 
·oice. 

Now much disturbed, and dazzled with conflicting gleams of 
tope and dread. I looked at her for some explanation. But 
eeing how strongly she desired to remain quiet, and feeling 
hat it was my own natural inclination too, at such a time, I did 
1ot attempt to break the silence. We proceeded without a 
•ord being spoken. Sometimes she glanced out of the window, 
15 though she thought we were going slowly, though indeed we 
•ere going fast; but otherwise remained exactly as at first. 

We alighted at one of the entrances to the Square she bad 
nentioned, where I directed the coach to wait, not knowing 
but that we might have some occasion for it. She laid her 
hand on my arm, and hurried me on to one of the sombre 
streets, of which there are several in that part, where the houses 
were once fair dwellings in the occupation of single families, 
but ha,·e, and had, long degenerated into poor lodgings let off 
in rooms. Entering at the open door of one of these, and 
releasing my arm, she beckoned me to follow her up the 
common staircase, which was like a tributary channel to the 
street 

The house swarmed with inmates. As we went up, doors of 
rooms were opened and people's heads put out; and we passed 
other people on the stairs, who were coming down. In 
glancing up from the outside, before' we entered, I had seen 
women and children lolling at the windows over flowerpots ; 
and we seemed to have attracted their curiosity, for these were 
principally the observers who looked out of their dool'l!. It 
was a broad panelled staircase, with massive balustrades of 
some dark wood; cornices above the doors, ornamented with 
carved fruit and flowers ; and broad seats in the windows. 
But all these tokens of past grandeur were miserably decayed 
and dirty; ro~ damp, and age, had weakened the flooring, 
which in many places was unsound and even unsafe. Some 
attempts had been made, I noticed, to infuse new blood into 
this dwindling frame, by repairing the costly old wood-work 
here and there with common deal; but it was like the marriage 
of a _reduced old ~oble to a plebeian pauper, and each party to 
the ill-assorted un1on SM.mk away from the other. Several of 
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the back windows on the staircase had been dark~ned or wholly 
blocked up. In those that remained, ttiere was sc.ucely any 
glass : ~nd, through the crumbling frames by which the bac 
air seemed always to come in, and never to go out, I saw, 
through other glas,less windows, into other houses in a similar 
condition, and looked giddily down into a wretched yard, which 
was the common dust·heap of the mansion. 

We proceeded to the top-story of the house. Two or three 
times, by the way, I thought I observed in tbe indistinct light 
the skirts of a female tigure going up before us. As we turned 
to ascend the last flight of stairs between us and the roof, we 
caught a full view of this f•gure pausi11g for a moment, at a 
door. Then it turned tlie handle, a.nd went in. 

"\\'hat's this I " said 1!artha, in a whisper. "She has gone 
into my room. I don't know her I " 

I knew her. I had recognised her with am:l.Ztment, for Miss 
Dartle. . 

I said something to the effect that it was a lady whom I had 
seen before, in a few words, to my conductress; and had 
scarcely done so when we heard her voice in the room, though 
not, from where we stood, what she was saying. Martha, with 
an astonished look, kpeated her former a•:tion, and softly led 
me up the stairs; and then, by a little back door which seemed 
to have no lock, and which she pushed open with a touch, into 
a small empty g.met with a low sloping roof: little better thalli 
a cupboard. Between this, and the room she had called hers 
there was a small door of commumcation, standing partly open. 
Here we stopped, breathless with our ascent, and she place 
her hand lightly on my lips. 1 could only see, of the roo 
beyond, that it was pretty large ; that there was a bed m it 
and that there were some common pictures of ships upon th 
walls. I could not see ~!iss llartle, or the person whom w 
had heard her audress. Certainly, my companion could no~ 
for my position was the best. 

A dead silence llfe1·ailed for some moments.. Martha k~p 
one hand on my lips, and rarsed the other m a hstenmb 
attitude. 

"It matters little to me her not being at home," said Ros 
Dartle, haughtily, "I know nothing of her. It ts you I com 
to see." 

" ~!e I" replied a soft voice. . 
At the sound of it, a thrill went through my frame. For ' 

was Emily's I 
''Yes," returned Miss Dartle, "t hql'e come to look at you 
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What? You are not ashamed of the face that has done so 
much?" . 

The resolute and unrelenting hatred of her tone, 1ts cold 
stern sharpness, and its mastered rage, presented her before '?e• 
as if I had seen her standing in the light. I saw the flashing 
black eyes, and the passion-wasted figure; and I sa:-v t?e scar, 
with its white track cutting through her bps, qutvenng and 
throbbing as she spoke. 

"I have come to see," she said, "James Steerforth's fancy: 
the girl who ran away with him, and is the town-talk of the 
commonest people of her native place ; the bold, flaunting, 
practised companion of persons like James Steerforth. I want 
to know what such a thing is like.'' 

There was a rustle, as if the unhappy girl, on whom she 
heaped these taunts, ran towards the door, and the speaker 
swiftly interposed herself before it. It was succeeded by a 
moment's pause. 

When Miss Dartle spoke again, it was through her set teeth, 
and with·a stamp upon the ground. 

"Stay there!" she said, "or I'll proclaim you to the 
house, and the whole street! If you try to evade me, I'll 
stop you, if it's by the hair, and raise the very stones against 
you!" 

A frightened murmur was the only reply that reached my 
ears. A silence succeeded. I did not know what to do. 
Much as I desired to put an end to the interview, I felt that 
I had no right to present myself; that it was for Mr. Peggotty 
alone to see her and recover her. Would he never come? 
I thought, impatiently. 

"So I" said ~osa Dartle, with a contemptuo~s laugh, "I see 
her at last I \\ hy, he was a poor creature to be taken b1· that 
delicate mock-modesty, and that hanging head ! " · 

"Oh, for Heaven's ;ake, spare me!" exclaimed Emily. 
"Whoever you are, you know my pitiable story, and for 
Heaven's sake spare me, if you would be spared yourself! " 
. "If !_would be spared!" returned the other fiercely; "what 
ts there m common between us, do you think?" 

"Nothing but our sex," said Emily, with a burst of 
. tears. 

"And tha~" said. Rosa Dartle,. "is so strong a claim, 
preferred by one so mfamous, that tf I had any feeling in my 
breast but scorn and abhorrence of you, it would freeze it up. 
Our sex I You are an honour to our se.x!" 

"1 have J,•served •his;" said Emily, "but it's dreadful! 
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Dear, dear lady. think what I have suffered, and how I am 
fallen! Oh, Martha, ~ome back ! Oh, home, home!" 

~!iss Dartle placed he,elf in a rhair, within view of the 
JG"r. and looked downw>rd, as if Emily were crouching on 
the ftnnr before her. Br·ing now between me and the ligh~ 
I could see her curled lip. and her cruel eyes intently fixed 
on one plare, with a greedy triumph. 

"Listr·n to what I say!" she said; "and 
arts for your dupes. Do you hope to move me 
No more thon you could charm me by your 
purchased slave." 

your false 
your tears? 

smiles, you 

'' Oh, hav~ some mercy on me!'' cried Emily. "Show me 
som~ compas~ion, or I sb,dl die mad!" 

"It wou!J be no gre:tt pen>nce," said Rosa Dartle, "for 
:· ·Cir crimes. 1),, you know what you have done? lio you 
ewr think of the home vou have laid waste?" 

"Oh. is there ever night or day, when I don't think of it!" 
cried Emi!y; and now I could just see her, on her knee>, with 
her head thrown b:tck, her pale face looking upward, her hands 
wildly clasped and hdd out, anrl her hair streaming about her. 
''I lac there ever been a single minute, waking or sleeping, 
wh"" it ha>n't·been before mo, just as it used to be in the lost 
davs when I turned my back upon it for ever and for ever I 
Oh, home, home! Oh dear, d•:ar uncle, if you ever could have 
:mown the agony your love would cause me when I fell away 
from good, you nevc;:r would h•~ve shown it to me so const.mt, 
much a. you. feit it ; but _w,,uJJ have been angry to me, at least 
once m my life, that I nught have had some comfort! I have 
none, none, no comfort upon earth. for all of them were always 
fond of me!" She dropped on her face, before the imperious 
tigure in the chair, with"" im~loring effort to clasp the skirt of 
her dress. , 

R()s:J. Dartle sat looking down upon her, as inAexible as 
a fi~ure of brass. Her lips were tightly compressed, as if she 
kntw that she must keep a strong constraint upon her1'elf~ 
l wrile what I sincerely believe-or she would be tempted to· 
"trike the beautiful form with her foot. I saw her, distinctly,! 
and the whole power of her face and character seemed forcedj· 
tnto that expression.-Would he never come? 

"Th•· miserable vani~y of these earth-worms I" she said,~ 
when 'he had so far controlled the angry heavings of bet 
hreast, that she could trust herself to speak. " Your home 
flo you imagine that I bestow a thought on it, or suppos 
you could do any harm to that lvw place, which mane)' 

I 
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would not pay for, and handsomely? ygu,. home! You 
were a part of the trade of your home, and were bought and 
sold like any other vendible thing your people .dealt in." 

"Oh, not that!" cried Emily "Say anythmg of me; but 
doo't visit my disgrace and shame, more than I have done, 
oo folks who are as honourable as you 1 Have some res pee~ 
for them, as you are a lady, if you have no mercy for me." . 

"I speak," she said, not deigning to take any heed of t~1s 
appeal, and drawing away her dress from the contan:un­
ation of Emily's touch, "I speak of Ius home-where I hve. 
Here," she said, stretching out her hand with her con· 
temptuous laugh, and looking down upon the prostrate gtrl, 
"is a worthy cause of division between lady-mother and 
gentleman-son; of grief in a house where she wouldn't ha•·e 
been admitted as a kitchen-girl; of anger, and repining, and 
reproach. This piece of pollution, picked up from the water­
side, to be made much of for an hour, and then tossed back 
to her original place ! " 

"No! no I" cried Emily, clasping her hands together. 
"\\"hen he first came into my way-that the day had never 
dawned upon me, and he had met me being carried to my 
gra•·e !-I had been brought up as virtuous as you or any 
lady, and was going to be the ~ife of as good a. man as you 
or any lady in the world can ever marry. If you live in his 
home and know him, you know, perhaps, what his power 
with a weak, vain girl might be. I don't defend myself, 
but I know well, and he knows well, or he "~II know when 
he comes to die, and his mind is troubled with it, that he 
used all his power to deceive me, and that I believed him, 
trusted him, and loved him ! " 
Ro~a Dartle sprang up from her seat; recoiled; and in 

recothng struc~ ~t her, with a face of such malignity, so 
darkened and d1stigured by pass1on, that I had almost thrown 
myself between them. The blow, which bad no aim, fell 
u~on the atr. As she now stood panting, looking at her 
~l'lth the utmost. detestntton that she was capable of express· 
mg, and tremblmg from head to foot with rage and scorn 
I thought I had never seen such a sight, and never could 
see such another. 

" You lov~ him?. rou I" she cried, with her clenched 
hand, qlllvenng as 1f 1t only wanted a weapon to stab the 
obJect of her 117ath. 

Emily had shrunk-out of my view. There was no reply 
"And tell ~nat to, ""','' she added, "witb your sha~eful 
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lips? \\'hv don't they whip these creatures I If I could 
order it to clre done, I wuuld have this girl whipped to deathc" 

.'\nd so she wouid, I have no doubt. I would not have 
trusted her with the rack itself, while that furious look 
b>ted. 

~he slowly, very slowly, broke into a lau~h. and pointed 
a\ Emily with her hand, as if she were a si~ht of shame for 
g•Jds and men. 

"Sl~e love'" she said. "That carrion! And he ever 
wred f<>r her, she'd tdl me. Ha, ha! The liars that these 
traders are!'' 

Her m(X:kery was worse than her undisguised rage. Of 
the two, I would have much preferred to be the object of the 
Iauer. Bu~ when she suffered it to break loose, it was only 
for a nwment. She hau chJined it up again, and however 
it might tear her within, she subdued it to herself. 

"1 came here, you pure fountain of love," she said, "to see 
-as I began by teilin~ you-what such a thing as you was 
like. 1 was curious. 1 am satisl1cu. .'\}so to tdl you, that 
you had best seek that home of yours, with all speed, and 
hrde your head among those excdlent people who are expect· 
ing you, and whom your money will comole. \\'hen it's all 
gone, you can believe, and trust, and love again, you know I 
1 thought you a broken toy that had lasted its time ; a 
worthless spar.gle that was tarnished, and thrown a><ay. 
But, finding you true gerld, a very lady, and an ill·used 
mnocent, wttb a fresh heart full of love and trustfulness­
which you look like, and is quite consistent with your story! 
-I have something more to say. Attend to it; for what 
I say 111 do. Do lou hear me, you fairy spirit? What 
I say, I mean to do I" 
. Her rage got the better of her again for a moment i but 
1t passed over her face like a spasm, and left her smiling. 

"Htde yourself," she pursued, "if not at home, som~where. 
Let 1t be. so~ewherc beyond reach; in some obscure hfe--:'"• 
hetter sttl~ m St•llle obscure death. I wonder, if your lovulg 
heart will not break, you have found no way of helping it to 
be sull ! I have heard of such means sometimes. I bdteve 
they may be easily found." 

A low crying, o~ the part of Emily, interrupted her here. 
She stopped, and hstened to it as if it were music. 
,

1 
"I atn of ,a strange nature, perhaps/' Rosa Dartle went on; 

bu.t I cant breathe freely in the air you breathe. I find 
it s1ckly. Therefore, I will have it· cl~ared; ~ will have tt 
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purified of you. If you live here to-morrow, I'll have yo~r 
story and your character proclaimed on the common s.ta•~· 
There are decent women in the house, I am told ; and 1t 1s 
a pity such a light as you should be among th~m, and con­
cealed. If, leaving here, you seek any. refuge m thts town 
in any character but your true one ( wh1ch you are welcome 
to bear, without molestation from me), the sa.me se:vtce 
shall be done you, if I hear of your retreat. Bemg asststed 
by a gentleman who ~ot long ago .~spired to the favour of 
your hand, I am sangume as to that. 

Would he never, never come? How long was I to beat 
this? How long could I bear it 1 

"Oh me, oh me!" exclaimed the wretched Emily, in a 
tone that might have touched the hardest heart, I should 
have thought; but there was no relenting in Rosa Dartle's 
smile. "What, what, shall I do!" 

" Do?" returned the other. "Live happy in your own 
reflections ! Consecrate your existence to the recollection of 
James Steerforth's tenderness-he would have made you his 
serving·man's wife, would he not ?-<>r to feeling grateful to 
the upright and deserving creature who would have taken 
you as his gift. Or, if those proud remembrances, and the 
consciousness of your own virtues, and the honourable posi­
tion to which they have raised you in the eyes of everything 
that wears the human shape, will not sustain you, marry 
that good man, and be happy in his condescension. If this 
will not do either, die ! There are doorways and dust-heaps 
for such deaths, and such de~pair-find one, and take your 
flight to Heaven I'' 

I heard a distant foot upon the stairs. I knew it, I was 
certain. It was his, thank God! 

She moved slowly from before the door when she said 
this, and passed out of my sight. 

"But roark ! " she added, slowly and sternly, opening the 
other door to go away, "I am resolved, for reasons that 
I hav~ and hatreds that I entertain, to cast you out, unless 
you Wlth~r~w .from my reach altogether, or drop your pretty 
:·~~·!, 1 h1s IS what I had to say; and what I say, I mean 

The foot upon the stairs came nearer-nearer-passed her 
as she went down-rushed into the room! 

''Uncle!'' 
A fear~ul ~ry follo~ed the w~rd. I paused a moment, 

and, lookmg In, saw lum supportmg her inse~sible figure in 
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his arms. He gJ.Jed for a few seconds in the face : then 
stooped to kiss it-oh, how tenderly l-and drew a hand· 
kerchief before it. 

"\las'r Davv," he said, in a lo11·. tremulous voice, when it 
was covered, ''I thank my H"av'nly Father as my dream's 
come true! I thank Him he,trty for having guided of rne, 
in His own ways, to my darling! 11 

With those words he took h~r up in his arms : and, with 
the veiled face lying on his bosom, and addressed towards 
his own, carried her, motionless and unconscious, down the 
stairs. 

CHAPTER LI 

THE RRGINNING OF A LONGER JOURNF.Y 

IT wa' yet early in the morning of the following day, when, as 
I was walking in my garden with my aunt (who took little 
other exercise now, bt~ing ~o much in attendance on my dear 
Para), 1 was told that Mr. Peg~otty desired to speak with me. 
He came into the garden to meet me half-way, on my going 
towards the gate ; and bared his head, as it was always his 
custom to do when he saw my aun~ for whom he had a hig~ 
respect. 1 had been telling her all that had happened over­
night. Without saying a word, she walked up with a cordial 
focc, shook hands with him, and patted him on the arm. It 

mas so expressively done, that she had no need to say a word. 
:VIr. Peggotty understood her quite as well as if she had said 
a thous,md. 

"nl go in now, Trot," said my aunt 1 "and look after Little 
Blos,om, who will be getting up presently." 

"Not along of my being beer, ma'am, I hope?" said ~lr. 
Pe;gotty. n Unless my wits is gone a bahd's·neezing 11-b}' 
wh;ch ~fr. Peggotty meant to say, bird's~nesting- 11 this 
morning, 'tis along of me as you're a·going to quit us?" 

·~You huve something to s:ty, my good friend," returmd my 
aunt, "and will do better without me." 

1
' By your leave, ma'amt rt:tljrned I\'Ir. Pe~·~ottv, 11 I should 

t~ke it kind, pervising you doen't mind my c'tckc,tten, if you'd 
btde hecr. 1

' 

"i\"ould you?" said m.y aunt, with short (tood"nature. 
"Then I am sure I Y.ill!" l::l 

So she drew her arm through Mr< P~ggotty's, and walked 
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"'ith him to a leafy little summer·house there was at the bottom 
of the garden, where she sat down on a bench, and I beside 
her. There was a seat for Mr. Peggotty too, but he preferred 
to stand, leaning his hand on the smal.l rustic table; ~s he 
stood looking at his cap for a little wh•le before begmrung to 
speak', I could not help observing what power and force of 
chamcter his sinewy hand expressed, and what a g~od and 
trusty companion it was to his honest brow and trOn·grey 
hair. 

"I took my dear child away last night," Mr. Peggotty 
began, as he raised his eyes to ours, "to my lodging, wheer 
I have a long time been expecting of her and preparing fur 
her. It was hours afore she knowed me right; and when she 
did, she kneeled down at my feet, and kiender said to me, as 
if it was her prayers, how it all come to be. You may believe 
me, when I heerd her voice, as I bad heerd at home so 
playful-and see her humbled, as it might be in the dust our 
Saviour wrote in with his blessed hand-! felt a wownd go to 
my 'art, in the midst of all its thankfulness." 

He drew his sleeve across his face, without any pretence of 
concealing why; and then cleared his voice. 

"It warn't for long as I felt that; for she was found. I had 
on'y to think as she was found, and it was gone. I doen't 
know why I do so much as mention of it now, I'm sure. I 
didn't have it in my mind a minute ago, to say a word about 
myself; but it come up so nat'ral, that I yielded to it afore I 
was aweer." 

"You are a self-denying soul," said my aunt, "and will have 
your reward." . 

Mr. Peggotty, with the shadows of the leaves playina 
athwart his face, made a surprised inclination of the head 
towards my aun~ as an acknowledgment of her good opinion; 
then took up the thread he had rehnqmshed. 

''When my Em'ly took flight," he said, in stern wrath for 
the moment, "from the house wheer she was made a pris'ner 
by that theer spotted snake as Mas'r Davy see,-and his story's 
tr.ew, and may GoD c~nfoun~ him !-she took flight in the 
mght.. It was a dark rught, wnh a many stars a-shining. She 
was w!ld. She ran ~ong the sea beach, believing the old boat 
was theer; an~ calltng out to us to tum away our faces, for 
~h~ was a-commg by. She heerd herself a-crying out, like as 
1f_ 1t was amJther person ; and cut herself on them sharp­
pmted stones and rocks, and felt it no more than if she had 
been rock herself. Eve~ so fur she run, and there was fire 
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afore her eyes, and roarings in her ears. Of a sudden-or so 
she thowt, you unnerstand-the day broke, wet and windy, 
and she was lying b'low a heap of stone upon the shore, and 
a woman was a-speaking to her, saying, in the language of that 
country, what was it as had gone so much amiss?" 

He saw everything he related. It passed before him, as he 
spoke, so vividly, that, in the intensity of his earnestness, he 
prc·s"nted what he described to me, with greater distinctness 
than I can express. I can hardly believe, writing now long 
afterwards, but that I was actually present in these scenes; 
they are impressed upon me with such an astonishing air of 
fidditv. 

"A's Em'lv's eves-which was heavr-see this woman 
lJettcr, 11 ~Ir. Pe;.:go'tty went on, "she kn~w'd as sht; was one 
of them as she had often talked to on the beach. Fur though 
she h:tu run (as I have said) erer so fur in the ni~ht, she had 
oftentimes wandered long ways, partly afoot, partly in boats 
and carriag~s, and know'd all that rountry, 'long the coast, 
r:tiles and miles. !ihe hadn't no children of her own, this 
wom:tn, being a young wife; but she was a-looking to have 
one afore long. And may mv prayers go up to Heaven tha\ 
'twill be a happ'neS< to her, and a comlort, and a honour, all 
her life ! May it Jove her and be dootiful to her, in her 
old age; helpful of her at the last; a Angel to her heer, and 
hct.:n:tfttr ! '1 

'' t\m~n! ''said my aunt. 
"She had been summa! timorous and down," said Mr. 

Pr::g,!:ottyl ''and had sat, at first, a little way off1 at her spinning, 
or such work ali it was, when Em'ly talked to the children. 
But Em'ly had took notice of her, anJ had gone and spoke to 
her; and as the young woman was partial to the children 
herself, they had soon made friends. Sermuchser, that when 
Em'ly went that way, she always giv Em'ly flowers. This was 
her ali now asked what it was that had gone so much amiss. 
Em'ly told her, and she-took her home. She did indeed. 
She took her home," said .Mr. Peggotty, covering his face. 

He was more affect"d by this act of kindness, than I had 
ever seen him affected by anything since the night she went 
away. :\ly aunt and I did not atrempt to disturb him. 

11 It '"as a little cottage, you may suppose,') he said, presently, 
· but she found space for Em'ly in it,-her husband was away 
at sea,-and she kep it secret, and prevailed upon such neigh­
bours as she had (they was not many near) to keep it secret 
too. Em ly was took bad with fever and what is very strange 
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to me is,-maybe 'tis not so strange to scholars,-the ianguage 
of that country went out of her head, and she could only 
speak her own, that no one unnerstood. She recoll~cts, as 
if she had dreamed it, that she lay theer, always a-talking her 
own tongue, always believing as the old ~oat WI.IS rou?d the 
next pint in the bay, and begging and unplonng of em to 
send theer and tell how she was dying, and bring back a 
message of forgiveness, if it was on'y_ a wured. A'most ~he 
whole time, she thowt,-now, that h1m as I made ment10n 
on just now was lurking for her unnerneath the winder : now, 
that him as had brought her to this was in the room,-and 
cried to the good young woman not to give her up, and 
know'd at the same time, that she couldn't unnerstand, and 
dreaded that she must be took away. Likewise the fire was 
afore her eyes, and the roarings in her ears ; and theer was 
no to-day, nor yesterday, nor yet to-morrow; but everything 
in her life as ever had been, or as ever could be, and every· 
thing as never had been, and as never could be, was a-crowding 
on her all at once, and nothing clear nor welcome, and yet 
she sang and laughed about it! How long this lasted, I dotn't 
know ; but then theer come a sleep ; and in that sleep, from 
being a many times stronger than her own self, she fell into 
the weakness of the littlest child." 

Here he stopped, as if for relief from the terrors of his 
own description. After being silent for a few moments, he 
pursued his story. _ 

"It was a pleasant arternoon when she awoke; and so 
quiet,. that the~r wam't a sound but the rippling of that blue 
sea Without a tide, upon the shore. It was her belief, at first, 
that she was at home upon a Sun9ay morning; but the vine 
leaves as she see at the winder, and the hills beyond, wam't 
home, and con~radicted of her. Then, come in her friend, 
to watch alongs1de of her bed; and then she know'd as the 
old boat warn't round that next pint in the bay no more but 
was fur o_ff; and know'd wheer she was, and why; and broke 
out a-crymg on. that. good young woman's bosom, whcer r 
hope her baby Ill a-lymg now, a-cheering of her with its pretty 
eyes I" 

He could not speak of this good friend of Emily's without 
a fl_ow of tears .. It was in vain to try. He broke down 
agam, endeavounng to bless her! 

" That done my Em'ly good," he resumed, after such 
emotiOn as I could not. behold without sharing in ; and as 
to my aunt, she wept With all her heart; "that done Em'ly 
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good, and she hesun to mend. Jlut the lan!;uage of that 
country was qmte :zunc from her, and she was [()reed to make 

So she w<·nt on, getting better from day to day, slm<, 
sure1 and trying to learn the names of common thing!l--­

tMmes as she s,•emed rwvcr to have heerd in all her life-till 
one (·renlng rome, wht.:n she was a-setting- at her wmdow, 
l0nkin~ at ~ little girl at play upon the beach. And of a 

this child he!d out her hand, and said, what wuuld be 
m 'Fish';'rnlan's dau:;hter, her~·., a shtll 1-for you 
are to unncrstand that they used at first to call her 'Pretty 
lady,' as the general way in that country is, and that she had 
t.tu_Lht 'em to call her 1 Fi:>lll'rtnan's daught~r' instead. The 
rhild says of a sudden, ' Fishern•an's daughter, here's a shell!' 
1 hen Em'ly unnerstands her; and she answers, bursting out 
a-crying; and it all comes back l 

"\\'hen Em'ly ~ut strong again," said ~lr. Pe."gotty, after 
another short interr;d of silence, "she casts about to leare that 
g<ond young credur, and get to her own country. The husband 
w.tS come home, then; and the two together put her aboard a 
small tr:tder bound to Leghorn, :md from that to Fr.mce. She 
llld a little money, l•ut it was b,; than little as they would take 
for aH they done. I'm a'most glad on it, though they was so 
poor. \\'hat they done, is laid up whcer neither moth nor rust 
doth corrupt, and wheer thieves do not break through nor steal. 
Mas'r l.Javy, it'll outlast all the treasure in the wurdd. 

'' Em)ly got to France, and took service to wait on travelling 
ladies at a inn in the port. Thcor, thcer come, one day, that 
snakc.--Lt~t him n~ver come mgh me. I doen't knllw what 
hurt I do him !-Soon as she see him, without him see-
ing her, her fear and wildne,s returned upon her, and she 
fled afore the very breath he draw' d. She come to England 
and was stt il~hore at Vovt:r. 

u I doen't know," said Mr. Pt:ggotty, ''for sure, when her 'art 
begun to fail her; but all the way to England she had thowt to 
come to her dear hom~. Soon as she got to England she 
turned he~ face tow'rds it. But fear of not being forgiv, fear 
of bcmg prnted at, fear of some of us being dead along of her, 
lear of 111any tliln~..;, turned h~r from it, kiender by force, upon 
the road' 'Uncle, uucle,' she says to me, 'the fear of not 
bel!lg worthy to do what my torn and bleeding breast so longed 
to do, was the most fright'ning fear of all ! I turned back, 
when n•y 'att was full of prayers that I might crawl to the old 
doromep, Ill the ni~ht, kiss it, lay my wicked face upon it, and 
theer be found dead in the morning.' 
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"She come," said Mr .. Peggotty, dropping his voice to a~ 

awe-stricken whisper, 11 to London. She-as had never seen 1t 
in her life-alone-without a penny-young-so pretty-come 
to London. A'most the moment as she lighted beer, all so 
desolate, she found (as she believed) a friend; a decent woman 
as spoke to her about the needlework as she had been brought 
up to do, about finding plent:J: of i.t f~r her, abou~ a lodging fur 
the night, and making secret mqmranon concemtn!; of me and 
all at home, to-morrow. When my child.'' he said aloud, and 
with an energy of gratitude that shook him from head to foo~ 
11 stood upon the brink of more than I can say or think on­
Martha, trew to her promise, saved her." 

I could not repress a cry of joy. 
"Mas'r Davy!" said he, gripping my hand in that strong 

hand of his, 11 it was you as first made mention of her to me. 
I thankee, sir! She was arnest. She had know'd of her bit~er 1 
knowledge wheer to watch and what to do. She had done it~ 
And the Lord was above all! She come, white and hurried, 
upon Em'ly in her sleep. She says to her, 'Rise up from 
worse than death, and ~orne with me I' Them belonging to 
the house would have stopped her, but they might as soon have 
stopped the sea. • St:tnd away from me,' she says, • I am a 
ghost that calls her from beside her open grave ! ' She told 
Em'ly she had seen me, and know' d I loved her, and forgil·e 
her. She wrapped her, hasty, in her clothes. She took her, 
faint and trembling, on her arm. She heeded no more what 
they said, than if she had had no ears. She walked among 'em 
with my child, minding only her; and brought her safe out, in 
the dead of the night, from that black pit of ruin ! 

''She attended on Em'ly," said Mr. Peggotty, who had 
released my hand, and put his own hand on his heaving chest ; 
"she attended to my Em1y, lying wearied out, and wandering 
betwixt whiles, till late next day. Then she went in search of 
me; then in search of you, Mas'r Davy. She didn't tell Em'ly 
what she come out fur, lest her 'art should fail, and she should 
think of hiding of herself. How the cruel lady know'd of her 
being theer, I can't say. Whether him as I have spoke so 
much ?f, chanced to .see 'em going theer~ or whether (which is 
most ltke to my thmkmg) be had heerd 1t from the woman I 
doen't greatly ask myself. My niece is found. ' 

"All night long," said Mr. Peggotty, "we have been toeether 
Em'l~ and me. 'Tis little (considering the time) as she h~ 
s:ud, m wureds, through them broken.hearted tears ; 'tis less as 
1 have seen of her dea:< face, as grow'd into a woman's at my 



David Copperfield 
hearth. But, all night long, her arms has been about my neck; 
and her head h:iS laid beer ; and we kt~?ws full well, as we can 
put our trust m one another ever more. 

He ceased to speak, and his hand upon the table re>ted 
there in perfect repose, with a resolution in it that might have 
conquered lions. 

" It was a glt:.<-1.m of lif!ht upon me1 Trot, 1
' said my aunt, 

drying her eyes, "when I formed the resolution of being god­
mother to your sister Betsey Trotwood, who disappointed me; 
but, next to that, hardly anything would have given me greater 
pleasure, thv.n to be godmother to that good young creature's 
baby!" 

~'lr. Peg~ottv nodded his understanding of my aunt's feelings, 
but could 'not' trust himsdf with any verbal reference to the 
subject of her commendation. \\'e all remained silent, and 
occupied wtth our own rdlections (my aunt drying her eyes, 
and now sobbing convulsively, and now laughing and calling 
her>clf a fool), until I spoke. 

"You have quite made up your mind," said I to :\!r. 
Peggotty, "as to the future, good friend? I need scarcely ask 
you." 

"Quite, Mas'r !1avy," he returned; "and told Em'ly. Theer's 
michty countries, fur from beer. Our future life lays over the 
sea.'' 

'~They will emihrrate together, atlnt," said I. 
"Yes!" saicl Mr. l'eg~otty, with a hopeful smile. "No one 

can't reproach my darling in Australia. We will begin a new 
life over theer!" 

I a>ked him if he yet propos,•d to himself any time for going 

) 

away. 
I " I w:1s down at the Docks early this morning, sir," he 
returne~, "to get infurmation conc.:erning of them ships. In 
about SIX weeks or two months from now, theer'll be one sailing 
-I see her this morning-went abvard-and we shl!l take our 
pa;-,:::.~1-!'-' in her:' 

"<2uite alone?" I asked. 
".Aye, Mas'r Davy!" he returned. "My sister, you see, 

shes that fond of you and yourn, and that accustomed to think 
on'y of her 01~·n country, that it wouldn't be hardly fair to let 
her go. Bestdes wl11ch, theer's one she has in charge ?vlas'r 
Dal'y, as dot.:n't ou.!.::ht to bt: furgot. 11 ' 

" Poor Ham!~' s:.ud I. 
'' J\I y good si~ter takes care of his house, you seet ma'am; 

and he takes kmdly to her," Mr. Peg~otty explained for my 
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aunt's better information. "He'll set ~nd b.lk to her with .a 
calm spirit, wen it's like he couldn't brmg htmself to o~en hts 
lips to another. Poor fellow ! '' said Mr. Peggotty, shakmg hts 
head, "theer's not so much left him, that he could spare the 
little as he has \" 

"And Mrs. Gum midge?" said I. 
" Well, I've had a mort of con-sideration, I do tell you," . 

returned Mr. Pcggotty, with a perplexed loo~ whtch grad?ally 
cleared as he went on, "concerning of· l\hssts Gummtdge. 
You see, wen Missis Gummidge falls a-thinking of the old 'un, 
she an't what you may call good company. BetWixt you and 
me Mas'r Davy-and you, ma'am-wen Mrs. Gummidge 
tak~s to wimickin","-<Jur old county word for crying,-"she's 
liable to be considered to be, by them as didn't know the old 
'un, peevish-like. Now I did know the old 'un," said Mr. 
Peg••otty, "and I know'd his merits, so I unnerstan' her; but 
'ta~~ entirely so, you see, with others-nat'rally can't be!" 

My aunt and I both ac<]uiesced. 
"\l'heerby," said Mr. Peg~otty, "my sister might-I doen't 

say she would, but might-find Missis Gnmmidge give her a 
le.:tle trouble now and ag>in. Theerfur 'tan't my intentions to 
moor Missis Gummidge 'long with them, but to find a Bein' 
fur her wheer she can fisherate for herself." (A Bein' signi­
fies, in that dialect, a home, and to fisherate IS to provide.) 
1• Fur which purpose," said Mr. Peggotty, ''I means to make 
her a 'lowance afore I go, as'll leave her pretty comfort'ble . 

. She's the faithfullest of creeturs. 'Tan't to be expected, of 
course, at her .time of life, and being lone and lorn, as the good 
old Mawther 1s to be knocked about aboardship, and in the 
woods and wilds of a new and fur-away country. So that's 
what I'm a-going to do with her." • 

He forgot nobody. He thought of everybody's claims and 
strivings, but his own. 

:· Em'ly:" he ~ontinued, "will keep along with me-poor 
chtld, shes sore In need of peace and 'rest !-until such time 
as we goes upon our voyage. She'll work at theut cloth~s, 
as must be made; and I hope her troubles will begin to seem 
longer ago than they was, wen she finds herself once more by 
her rough and loving uncle." · 

l\1 Y a~nt n_oddcd confirmation of this hope, and imparted 
great sat1sfactton to Mr. Peggotty. 

"Thetr'~ one thing furder, Mas'r Davy," said he, putting his 
hand m bts breast-pocket, and gravely taking out the little 
paper bundle I h&d seen before, which he unrolled on the 
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table. "Theer's th~se beer bank-notes~fifty pound, and ten. 
To them i wi,l! to add the money as she come oway with. 
l'\'e a eked her a Lout that (but not saying why), and have added 
of it I an't a scholar. \\'ould you b.; so kind as see 
how 

He handed me, apulo~etically for his scholarship, a piece of 
papc•r, and observed me while I looked it over. It was quite 
right. 

"Thankee, sir," he said, t.1king it back. "This money, if 
Y"" don't see objecti0ns, Mas'r l).rvy, I shall put up jest afore 
I so, in a cover d1rectt:d to him ; and put that up in another, 
d'rected to his mother. 1 shall tell her, in no more 11ureds 
than I speak to vou. what it's the price on; and that I'm gone, 
<!.nU past receiving of it hack/' 

I told him that I thought it would be right to do so-that 
I ·.·:as thoro-:~hly convinced it wnuld be, since he felt it to be 
richt. 
'"I s•id that theer was on'y one thing furder," he proceeded 

with a grave smile, when he had made up his little bundle 
a;pin. anG put it in his pocket; "hut tt1t:cr was two. 1 warn't 
s>JTe in my mind, wen I come out this morning, as I could go 
anr\ break to Ham, of mv mm self, what had so thankfully 
happened. So I writ a l~tter while I was out, and put it in 
the pnst:affice, telling of 'em how all was as 'tis, and that I 
shuuJ.i come down to"morrow to unload ml' mind of what 
littl•· nc·eds a·doing of d·•wn theer, and, mc;st-like, take my 
iorewcll leave of Yarmouth." 

".\nd do you wish me to go with you?" s.~id I, set•ing that 
h.;· ktt somethin~ unsaid. 

,; lf co\lld do mt that kind fo.\·our, ;.bs'r Davy,'' he 
"I know the sight on you would cheer 'em up 

~Ir lit:le Dora be1ng in good spirits, and very desirous that 
I •h •uld go~as I found on talkin~ it over with her-! readily 

myself to accompany him in accordance with his wish. 
morning. consequently, we were on the Yarmouth toach, 

Fmd <~ga1n tr;wdling over the old ground. . 
As we _PJs;cd along the familiar street at night-Mr. 

Pt:~g,>lty, m de~pite of all my remonstrances, carrying my 
ba~---;I glanced into Orner and Joram's shop, and s:nv my 
old fnend Mr. 0mer there, smoking his pipe. I felt reluctant 
to be present, when Mr. Peggotty first met his sister ond 
H~:": a~d 1nade ~Ir. Omer ~)' excuse for lingering behi1~d. 

, How IS Mr. Omer after th1s long tiiM? " said I, going m. 
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He fanned away the sm;,ke of his pipe, that he n;ight get 

a better view of me, and soon recogmsed me "1th great 
delight. 

"'I should get up, sir, to acknowledge such an honour a> 
this visit," ,aid he, "only my limbs are. rather out of sorts, and 
I am wheeled about. With the exceptiOn of my hmbs and my 
breath, haws' ev~;· I am as hearty as a man ~ be, I'm 
thanldul to say. . 

I congratulated him on his contented looks and hts good 
spirits, and saw, now, that hi~ easy·~~air went. on wheels: 

"It's an ingenious thing, run't tt? he mqutred, follomng 
the direction of my glance, and polishing the elbow with his 
arm. "It runs as light as a feather, and tracks as true as a 
mail-coach. Bless you, my little Minnie-my grand-daughter 
you know, Minnie's child-puts her little strength against the 
back, gives it a shove, and away we go, as clever and merry as 
ever you see anything ! And I tell you what-it's a most 
uncommon chair to smoke a pipe in." 

1 never saw such a good old fellow to make the best of a 
thing, and lind out the enjoyment of it, as Mr. Orner. He 
was as radiant as if his chair, his asthma, and the failure ot 
his limbs, were the various branches of a great invention for 
enhancing the luxury of a pipe. 

"I see more of the world, I can assure you," said Mr. Orner, 
"in this chair, than ever I see out of it. You'd be surprised 
at the number of people that looks in of a day to have a chat. 
You really would ! Tl~ere's twice as much in the newspaper, 
smce I've taken to thts chau, as there used to be. As to 
general reading, dear me, what a lot of it I do get through ! 
That's what I feel so strong, you kn.ow l If it had been my 
eyes, what should I have done? It tt had been my ears, what 
s~ould I h.ave done? Being my limbs, what does it signify' 
\1 hy; my hmbs only made my br~th shorter when I used 'em. 
And now, tf I want to go out into the street or down to the 
sands, I've only .sot to call Die~, Joram's youngest 'prentice, 
t~~:~~~f. I .go m n::y own carnage, like the Lord .Mayor of 

He half suftocated himself with laughing here. 
" Lord bless you ! " said Mr. Orner, resuming his pipe, ''a 

man '!'ust .take the fat wtth the lean; that's what he must make 
up hts mmd .to, m thts hfe. J oram does a fine business. 
Ex-cellent busmess l" 

" I am very glad to hear it," said I. , 
"l knew you would :,e," said Mr. Omer. "And Joram aud 
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~linnic are like valentine·;. \\'bat mnre c~n a man expect? 
\\ 

1
' 1t's h1s limbs to that I 11 

His supreme contempt for his own limbs. as he sat smoking, 
w:cs one of the plea>:lhtLSt oddtties I ha,·e e,-.;r encountered. 

"And sin::c I've took to rc;uJ!og, you've took to 
gen~.r~l wntu:,g .. eh, sir? 11 ~fr. (>mer, surveying me 
admmn;ly. . 1\ hat a lovel.Y work that was of yours! What 
expressruns m tt! I read tt ev,'rv word-every word. And 
as to feeling sleepy I l\ut at all! .. 

I lau~hingl)' expressed nry >atisfJninn, .but I must confess 
that I thought this association of ideas significant. 

"I give you my word and. honour1 hir,'~ said 1\h. Omtr, 
"that when I lay that book upnn the t;:l•k, and look at it 
outstde; compact in tbrt:e sr p:uate and mdiwidual wollumes 
--one, two, three; I am as ~t<lUd as Punch to think that I 
once had the honour of being conn>;cted with your family. 
And dear me, it's a lr)ng timt: ugo, DO\V, ain't it? Over at 
lllunderstone. With a l>r> tty little party laid along with the 
other party. And yuu <;u:tr a small party then, yourself. 
I'ear, dear!" 

I changed the subject by relet ring to Emily. After assuring 
him that 1 dtd nut forget how interested he had always been 
in her, and how kindly he had ahravs treated her, I gave him 
a ~cneral account of her restoration to her uncle by the aid 
of ~!.mha; which I knew would please the old man. He 
listened with the utmost attention, and said, feehngly, when 1 

. had done: 
" I am rejoiced at it, sir! It's the best news I have hen.rd 

fur many a day. IJear, dear, dear! And what>s going to be 
underlot>k for that unfortt'llate young woman> Martha, now I" 

•· \ uu touch a pomt that my thoughts have been dwelling 
on since yesterday,'> said I, "but on which I can give you no 
information yet, ~lr. Omer. Mr. Peggntty has not alluded to 
it and I have a delicacy in doing 5o. I am sure he has not 
forgotten it. He forgets noth:ng that is disinterested and 
good.'' . 

"Because you know," said Mr. Omer, taking himself up, 
where he had left otT, "whatever is done, 1 should wish to be 
a member of. l'ut me down for anythin~ you may constder 
right, and let me know. I never , ould rhink the girl all bad, 
and I dl\l glad to fmd she's not. So wtll my daughter Mmme 
~.e. \'uunv women are contradictory creatures in some thmgs, 

her rn"t lier was just the same as her-but their hearts are' 
suit and kind. It's all show with Hinpie, about Martha. 
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Why she should consider it necessary to make any show, 1 
don't undertake to tdl you. Jlut it"s all show, bless )"L'U. 
She'd do her any kindness in private. So put me down for 
whatever you may consider right, will you be so *ood? and 
drop me a line wher_e to f?rward Jt. Dear m7! sa1d ~lr. 
Orner, "when a man 1s drawmg on to a ume of life, where ,he 
two ends of life meet; when he fmds h1msdf, however hearty 
he is, being wheeled about lor the. second time, in a spe~ches 
of go-cart: he should be over-reJOICed to do a kmdness if he 
can. He wants plenty. And I d<!n't speak of myself, \)aft!· 
cular,n said :Mr. Omer, "becau'le, sn, the wa.y I look at 1t lS; 
that we are all drawing on to the bottom of the hili, whatever 
age we are, on account of time never standing still for a single 
moment. So let us always do a kindness, and be over-rejoice•!. 
To be sure!" 

He knucked the ashes out of his pipe, and put it on a leu;;e 
in the back of his chair, expressly maJe for its reception. 

"There's Em'ly's cousin, him that she was to have been 
married to,'' said ~[r. Omer, rubbing his hands feebly, "as 
fine a fdlow as there is in Yarmouth l He'll come and talk 
or read to me, in the evening, for an hour together some­
times. That's a kindness, l should csll it! All his liie's a 
kindness.'1 

"I am going to see him now," said I. 
"Are you?" said Mr. Orner. "Tell him I was hearty, and 

sent my respects. ~linnie and Joram's at a ball. They would 
be as proud to see you as 1 am, if they was at home. Minnie 
won't hardly go out at all, you see, 'on account of father,' as 
she says.. So I swore to-night, that if she didn't go, I'd go to 
bed at "'· In consequence of which '' lllr. Orner shook him­
self and his chair with laughter at th~ success of his device, 
'"she and Joram's at a ball." 

!, 'hook hands with ~!m, .and wished him good night. 
. Half a .mmute, str, satd Mr. Orner. "If you was to go 

I~Jthout swng my httl~ elephant, you'd lose the best of sights. 
·\ ou never see such a s1ght ! Minnie!' 
" A musical little voice ans•vered, from somewhere up-stairs, 

I am. commg, .grandfather!" and a pretty little girl with 
lo~¥: , fl~x~n, curl.mg hair, soon came running into the shop. 

1 hts !S ,r;'~ little elephant, sir," said Mr. Orner, fondling 
th~ chtid. S1amese breed, m Now, little elephant 1" 

fhc httle ~lephant set the door of the park1ur open, enabling 
me to see th~t. m these latter days, a was converted into a 
bedro<>m for Mr. Omer, who could not be easily conve)ed 
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up-stairs; and th~n hid her pretty fc>rehead, and tumbled her 
long hair, a~ainst the back of Mr. Omer's cluir. 

•· The elephant butts, you know, str," said ~!r. Orner, wiuk· 
ing, •· when he goes at a object. Once, elephant. Twice. 
Three timt"s l" 

At this signal, the little elephant, with a dexterity that wa.s 
mxt to marvellous in so small an animal, whisked the chair 
round with ?llr. Omer in it, and rattled it off, pell-mell, into the 
parlour, without touching the doorpost: illr. Orner indescrib· 
ablv enjoying the performance, and looking back at me on the 
road as if it were the triumphant issue of his life's exertions. 

After a stroll ahout the town, I went to Ham's house. 
Peg~otty had now removed here for good; and had let her 
own bouse to the successor of Mr. Barkis in the carrying 
business, who had paid her very well for the goodwill, car~ 
and horse. I bdie,·e the verv same slow horse that Mr. 
B:ukis drove, was still at work. 

I found them in the neat kitchen, accompanied by Mrs. 
Gummidge. who had been fetched from the old boat by Mr. 
l'eggotty himself. I doubt if she could have been induced 
to desert her post by any one else. He had evidently told 
them all. !loth Peggotty and Mrs. Gummidge had their 
aprons to their eyes, and Ham had stepped out "to take 
a tum on the beach." He presently came home, very glad 
to see me; and I hope they were all the better for my bemg 
there. We s~oke, with some approach to cheerfulness, of 
Mr. Peggotty's growing rich in a new country, and of the 
w•·nders he woulrl describe in his letters. We satd notlnng 
of Emily IJy name, but distantly referred to her more than 
once. Ham was the serenest of the party. . 

But Peggotty told me, when she !i~hted me to a little 
ch>mbcr where the Crocodile book was lving ready for me 
on the table, th,,t he always was the same. She believed 
(she told me, crytng) that he was broken-hearted; though 
he was as full of courage as of sweetness, and worked harder 
and better th~n any boat-builder in any yard in all that part. 
There. were ti.mes, she said, of an evening. when he t~lked 
of thetr old life in the boat-house · and then he o1entwned 
Emily as a child. But he never me~tioned her as a woman. 

I thought I had read in his face that he would like to spe•k 
to me ak:ne. I therefore resolved to put myself in his way 
next evenmg, as he came home from his work. Having settkd 
this With myself, I fell asleep. That night, for the first time Jn 
all those many nights, the candle waq !<.'ken out of the window, I 
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l!r. Peggotty swung in his old hammock in the_ old boat, and 
he wind murmured with the old sound round his head. 

All next day he was occupied in disposing of his fishing-boat 
md tackle; in packing up, and sending to London by wag:;on, 
;uch of his little domestic possesSions as he thought would be 
"seful to him; and in parting with the rest, or bestowing them 
on Mrs. Gummidge. She was w!th him all day. As I had a 
sorrowful wish to see the old place once more, before it was 
locked up, I engaged to meet them there in the evening. But 
I so arranged it, as that I should meet Ham first. 

It was easy to come in his way, as I knew where he worked. 
I met him at a retired part of the sands, which I knew he 
would cross, and turned back with him, that he might have 
leisure to speak to me if he really wished. I had not mistak~n 
the expression of his face. We had walked but a little way 
together, when he said, without looking at me : ' 

" Mas'r Davy, have you seen her? " 
"Only for a moment, when she was in a swoon," 1 softly 

answered. . 
\\'e walked a little farther, and he said: 
"illas'r Davy, shall you see her, d'ye think?" 
"It would be too painful to her, perhaps," said I. 
"I have thowt of that," he replied. "So 'twould, sir, so 

'twould." 
''But, Ham," said I, gently, "if there is anything that I 

could write to her, for you, in case I could not tell it; if there 
is anything you would wish to make known to her through me; 
1 should consider it a sacred trust." 

"I am sure on't. I thankee, sir, most kind! I think theer 
is something I could wish said or wrote.'' 

" What is it? " 
\\'e walked a little farther in silence, and then he spoke. 
"'Tan't that I forgive her. 'Tan't that so much. 'Tis more 

as I beg of her to. forgive ~e, for ha_ving pressed my affections 
upon her. Odd times, I think that If I hadn't had her promise 
fur to marry me, sir, she was that trustful of me, in a friendly 
way, that she'd have told me what was struggling in her mind, 
~~~ .. would have counselled with me, and I might have sa\·ed 

I pressed his hand. " Is that all?" 
"Theer's yet a something else," he returned, "if I can say it, 

Mas'r Davy." 
We walked on, farther than we had walked yet, before he 

spoke agam. He was not, crying when he made the pauses 
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I shall express by lines. He was merely collectin~ himself 
to speak very phmly. 

" I loved her·-and I love the mem'ry of her-too deer>­
to be able to lead her to bdieve of my own self as I'm a happy 
mon. I could only be happy-by forgetting of her-lnd l 'm 
af,:.:rd l couldn't hardly hear as she should be told I done that. 
But if you, being so full of learning, ll!.ts'r Davy, cmild think 
of anything to say as might Orin;; her to believe I wa~n 't greatly 
hurt : still loving of her, and mourning for her : anything as 
mtght bring her to bthe,·e as I was not ttred of my life, and 
yet was hoping fur to see her without blame, wheer the wicked 
ceast! from troubling and the weary are at rest .......... anything as 
would ease h~r sorrowful mind, and yet not ntake her think as 
I could ever marry, or as 'twas possible that any one could 
ever be to tne whJt she wa,-1 should ask of yon to say that 
-with my prayers for her -that was so dear.u 

I pressed his manly hand again, and told him I would charge 
mvsclf to do this a< well as I could. 

''I thanke..:, sir,'· he 3.11~\\'t'reU. " 1Twas kind of you to 
m~d me. 1Twa:; kind of yvu to bear him comp.my down. 
M.10'r Davy, l unnerstan' very well, though my aunt will 
come to Lon1

(!:\ afore tbry sail, and they1ll unite once morel 
that I am not likt: to see hill'! ~g-en. I fart! to feel sure on't. 
We duen't say so, but so 'twill be, and better so. The last 
you see on him-the very la<t--will you give him the lovingest 
duty and thanks of the orphan, as he was ever more th•n a 
father to I" 

This I also promi,ed, t~,ithfully. 
"1 thankee a~l'n, sir." he said, heartily shakiog hands. "l 

know whet:r you're a·.~oing. Good~hye ! 11 

\\'ith a slight wave of his hand, as though to explain to me 
that he could not enter the old place, he turned away. As I 
looked after his figure, crossing the waste in the moonlight, I 
s;w him turn bis lore towards a strip of silvery light upon the 
sea, and pass on, looking at it, until he was a shadow in the 
d1:~t:mce. 

The door of the boat·house stood open when I approached; 
tlnd, on entenn~, I found it emptied of all its furniture, saving 
Ill'<! of the old lockers, on which Mrs. Gummidgc, with a 
basket on her knee, was seated, looking- at Mr. Peggotty. 
He leaned his elbow on the rough chimney·piece, and galed 
upon a few cxpinng embers in the grate; but he raised hts 
bead, hopefully, on my coming in, and spoke in a cheery 
manner. 
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"Corne, according to promise, to bid farewell to 't, eh, Mru;'r 

Davy?" he said, taking up the candle. "Bare enough, now, 
an't it?'' 

"Indeed you have made good use of the time,'' said I. 
"Why, we have not been idle, sir. ~Ii~sis Gum midge ha,s 

worked like a-I doen't know what MlSslS Gummtdge ant 
worked like," said Mr. Peggotty, looking at her, at a loss for 
a sufficiently approving simile. 

Mrs. Gummidge, leaning on her basket, made no observation. 
" Theer's the very l<lcker that you used to sit on, 'long with 

Em'ly!" said Mr. Peggotty, in a whisper. "I'm a-go10g to 
carry it away with me, last of all. And beer's your old little 

·bedroom, see, :l!as'r Davy? A' most as bleak to-night, as 'art 
could wish." 

In truth, the wind, though it was low, had a solemn sound, 
and crept around the deserted house with a whispered wailing 
that was very mournful. Everything was gone, down to the 
little mirror with the oyster-shell frame. I thought of myself, 
lying here, when that first great change was being wrought at 
home. I thought of the bluEHJyed child who had enchanted 
me. I thought of Steerforth : and a foolish, fearful fancy 
came upon me of his being near at hand, and liable to be met 
at any turn. 

"'Tis like to be long," said Mr. Peggotty, in a low voice, 
"afore the boat finds new tenants. They look upon 't down 
beer, as being unfort'nate now ! " 

" Dues it belong to anybody in the neighbourhood ? " 1 
asked. "" 

" To a mast·maker up town," said Mr. Peggotty. "I'm 
a-going to give the key to him to-night." 

We looked into the other little room, and came back to 
Mrs:· Gummi?ge, sitting on the lo~ker, 'whom Mr. Peggotty, 
puttl~g the hght_ on the chlmney·ptece, requested to rise, that 
he m1ght carry It outs1de the door before extinguishing the 
candle. 

"Dan'!," ~id. Mrs. c:;ummidge, suddenly deserting her 
basket, and clmgmg t? h1s arm, " my dear Dan'!, •the parting 
words I speak lO th1s house is, I mustn't be left behind. 
Doen't ye think of leaving me behind, Dan'!! Oh, doen't ye 
e\'er do it!'' 

Mr. Peggotty, taken aback, looked from Mrs. Gummidge 
to me, and from me to Mrs. Gummidge, as if he had been 
awakened from a sleep. 

" Doen't ye, dearest llan'l, doen't ye!" cried Mrs. Gum midge, 



David Copperfield 
fervently. "Take me 'long with you, Dan'!, take me 'long 
with you and Em'ly! I'll b" your servant, constant and trew. 
If there's slaves in them parts where you're a-gving, I'll be 
bound to you for one, and happy, but doen't ye leave me 
behind, Dan'l, that's a deary dear ! " 

"My good soul," said Mr. Pe~~otty, shaking his head, 
"you doen't know what a long voyage, and what a hard life 
'tis!" 

"Yes, I do, Dan'l! I ca.n guess! o cried 1\frs. Gurnmidge. 
"But my parting words under this roof is, I shall go irito the 
house and die, if I am not took. I can dig, Dan'l. I can 
work. I can live hard. I can be loving and patient now­
more than you think, llan'l, if you'll on'y try me. I wouldn't 
touch the 'lowance, not if I was dying of want, Dan'l Peggotty; 
but I'll go with you and Em'ly, if you'll on'y let me, to the 
~")rid's end ! I know how 'tis; I know you think that I am 
lone and lorn; but, deary love, 'tan't so no more ! I ain't sat 
here, sn long, a-watching, and a-thinking of your trials, without 
some guod being done me. Mas'r Davy, speak to him for 
me ! I knows his ways, and Em'ly's, and I knows their 
sorrows, and can be a comfort to 'em, some odd times, and 
labour for 'em allus I Dan'l, deary Dan'l, let me go 'long with 
you ! 1

' 

And Mrs. Gummidse took his hand, and kissed it with a 
homely pathos and alfection, in a hamel)' rapture of devotion 
and gratitude, that he well deserved. 

\V c brought the locker out, extin••uished the candle, fastened 
the door on the outside, and left the old boat close shut up, a 
dJrk speck in the cloudy night. Next day, when we were 
returning to London out>ide the coach, Mrs. Gummidge and 
her IJa,ket were on the seat behind, and Mrs. Gummidge was 
happy. 

CHAPTER LI! 

I ASSIST AT AN EXPLOSION 

IVHE'I the time Mr. Micawber had appointed so mysteriously, 
was Within four-and-twenty hours of being come, my aunt and 
! consulted how we should proceed ; for my aunt was very 
unw1llmg to leave Dora. Ah I bow easily I carried Dora up 
and down stairs, now 1 
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We were disposed, notwithstanding Mr. Micawber's stipu­

atiun fur my aunt's attendance, to arra01ge that sbe should stay 
ll home, and be represented by Mr. Dtck and me.. In short, 
Ne had res0lved to take this course, when Dora agam unsettled 
os by ded""mg that she never would forgive h~rs<:lf, an~ never 
would forgive her bad boy, if my aunt remamed behmd, on 
mv pretunt:e. . . 

·• 1 won't speak to)''':," s.1:d Dara. shakmg her curls at my 
~unt. "I'll be disagre<-' •'e! l1l make Jip bark at you all 
day. I shall be sure that you really are a cross old thing, if 
you don't go ! " 

"Tut, Blossom!" laughed my aunt. "You know you can't 
do without me ! " •. 

"Yes I can,'' said Dora. " You are no use to me at alL 
You ne;er run up and down stairs for me, all day long. You 
never sit and tell me stories about Doady, when his shoes were 
worn out, and he was covered with dust-oh, what a poor little 
mite of a fellow I You never do anything at all to please me, 
do you, dear?" Dora made haste to kiss my aunt, and say, 
"Yes, you dol I'm onlyjoking!"-lest my aunt should think 
she really meant it. 

"But, aunt," said Dora, coaxingly, "now listen. You must 
go. I shall tease you, till you let me have my own way about 
it. I shall lead my naughty boy such a life, if he don't make 
you go. I sball make myself so disagreeable-and so will Jip! 
You'll wish you had gone, like a good thing, for ever and ever 
so long, if you don't go. Besides," said Dora, putting back 
her hair, and looking wonderingly at my aunt and me, "why 
shouldn't you both go? I am not very ill indeed. Am I ? " 

"Why, what a question I" cried my aunt. 
" What a fancy I " said I. 
"Yes! I know I am a silly little rhing!" said Dora, slowly 

looking from one of us to the other, and then j)Utting up her 
pretty lips to kiss us as she lay upon her couch. "Well, then, 
you must both go, or I shall not believe you; and then I shall 
cry!, 

I saw, in my aunt's face, that she began tc give way now and 
Dora brightened again, as she saw it too. ' 

"You'll come back with so much to tell me, that it'll take at 
least a week to make me understand ! " said Dora. " Because 
I knw I .sh":"'t understand, for a length of time, if there's ;my 
busmess m 11. And there's sure to be some business in it 1 
If there's anything to add up, besides, I don't know whe~ 
I shall make it out; and n:y bad boy will look sq miserable ali 
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the time. There! Now you'll go, won't you? You'll only 
he ~one one night, and Jip will take care of me while you are 
gone. Doady will carry me up-stairs before you go, and I 
won't come down again till you come back; and you shall take 
.-\gnes a dreadfully scolding letter from me, because she ha' 
never been to sec us ! '' 

\\'e agreed, without any more consultation, that we would 
both go, and that Dora was a little Impostor, who fei;,'lied to be 
rather unwell, because she liked to be petted. She was greatly 
pleO'ed, and \'ery merry ; and we four, that is to say, my aunt, 
~[r. Dick, Traddles, and I, went down to Canterbury by the 
!Jo,·er mail that ni~ht. 

.\t the hotel ":here ~lr. Micawber had requested us to 
aw.1it him, which we got into, with some trouble, in the 
middle of the night, I found a letter, importing that he 
would appear in the morning punctually at half-past nine. 
Alter which, we went shivering, at that uncumfomble hour, 
to our respective beds, through various close passages ; which 
smelt as if they had been steeped for ages in a solution of soup 
and stables. 

Early in the morning, I sauntered through the dear old 
tranquil streets, and again mingled with the shadows of the 
vencroble gateways and churches. The rook> were sailing 
about the cathedral towers; and the towers them"<eh·es, over· 
looking many a long unaltered mile of the rich country and its 

1 pleasant stre~ms, were cutting the bright morning air, as if 
there were no such thin~ as change on earth. Yet the bells, 
when they sounded, told me sorrowfully of chan,;e in every· 
thing ; told me of their own age, and my pretty Dora's youth ; 
and of the many, never old, who had Jived and loved and died, 
while the reverberations of the hells had hummed through the 
rusty armour of the Black Prince hanging up within, and, motes 
upon the deep of Time, had lost themselves in air, as circles 
do in water. 

[ looked at the old house from the corner of the street, but 
did nnt go nearer to it, lest, being obscrv~d, I might unwittingly 
do any harm to the design I had come to aid. The early sun 
wa.;s stnking ~:dgew1se on its gahlt>s and lattice-windows, touching 
them with gold; and some beams of its old pe:we seemed to 
touch my heart. 

I strolled into the countrv for an hour or so, and their 
returned by the main street, ~·hich in the interval had shakol 
~11' its last night's slee~. Among those who were stirring i 
llie shops, I saw my ancient enemy, the butcher, now ;dvance 
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to top· boots and a baby, and in business for h>mself. He was 
nursing the baby, and appeared to be a bemgnant member of 
society. . . , 

We all became very anxwus and tmpatwnt, when we sat 
rlown to breakfast. As it approached nearer and nearer to 
·lalf-past nine o'clock, our restless expectation of Mr. ~!1cawber 
:ncreased. At last we made no more pretence of attendmg to 
the meal, which, except with Mr. Dick. had been a mere form 
fmm the first ; but my aunt walked up and down the room, 
Traddles sat upon the sofa arTecting to read the paper with his 
ey<:s on the ceiling ; and I looked out of the 11indow to give 
:arly notice of Mr. Micawber's coming. Nor h<td I long to 
•·atrh, for, at the first chime of the half·lmur, he appeared in 
•he street. ' 

'' Here he is," saiJ I, "and not in his legal attire!" 
My aunt tied the strings of her bonnet (she had come down 

to breakfast in it), and put on her >haw!, as if she were ready 
for anything that was resolute and uncompromising. TraJdles 
buttoned his ;:oat with a determined air. Mr. Dick, disturbed 
by these formidable appearances, but feeling it necessary to 
imitate them, pulled his hat, with both hands, as firmly 01 er 
his ears as he possibly coulJ; and instantly took it off again, to 
welcome Mr. ll!icawber. 

"Gentl~men, and m.tdam," said Mr. 1licawber, ''good 
morning ! My dear sir," to Mr. Dick, who shook hands with 
him viohmtly, "yo!l are extremely good." 

" Ha\'e you brEakfasted?" said Mr. Dick. "Ha\'e a chop ! " 
"Nut for the world, my good sir!" cried ;\[r. li·Iicawber, 

stopping him !Jn his way to the bell ; "appetite and myself, 
Mr. Dtxon, have long been strangers." 

Mr. Dixoh was so well ple.<Sed with his new name. and 
app:ared to thi~k it so very obliging in Mr. Micawber to 
confer 1t upon htm, that he shook hands with him a•ain and 
laughed rather childishly. 

0 
' 

" Dtrk/' said my aunt, "attention : ., 
~lr. Dick recovered himself, with a blush. 
11 Now, •:iir,'' said my aunt to :1\Ir. Mica..,vbe~, as she put _on 

her gloves, "we are ready for Mount Vesuvius, or anythtng 
else) as s<.1on as )'Ou please." 

. ''~I adam," returned Mr. Micawber, "I trust you will shortly 
w1t~cos an eruptiOn. Mr. Traddles, I have your permission, I 
beheve, tc mentiOn here that we have been in communic.ttion 
together?'' 

"It is undoubtedly the fact, Copperfield,'' said Traddlcs, to 
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whom I looked in surprise. "~lr. ~licawber has ronsu!ted 
me, in reference to what he has in contemplation; and I have 
advised him to the best uf my JUdgment." 

"Unless I deceive myself, ~lr. Traddles," pursued Mr. 
Micawber, "what I contemplate is a disclosure of an important 
n1~ure." 

'' Highly so," said Tradollo''· 
"Perhaps, un.der such cJrcc~ubtJ.nc·cs, madam anrl gentle.. 

men," said Mr. Micawber, "you will do me the favour to 
submit you"elves, for the moment, to the direction of one 
who, howt"\'Cr unworthy to be regarded in any other light but 
as a Waif and Stray upon the shore of human nature, is still 
your fellow-man, though crushed out of his original form by 
indi;idual errors, and the accumulative force of a combination 
of circumstances?" 

"We ha\·e perfect confidence in you, Mr. Micawber," said I, 
"and will do what you pktse." 

"~lr. Copperfield," returned Mr. Micowber, "your confidence 
is not, at the existing juncture, ill-bestowed. I would beg to 
be allowed a start of five minutes by the clock ; and then to 
receive tht present company, inquiring for Miss Wickfidd, at 
the oC!ice of Wickfield and Heep, whose Stipendiary I am." 

My aunt and I looked at Traddles, who nodded his 
approval. 

"I have no more," observ~d Mr . .:\Ecawber, "to say at 
present." 

With which, to my infinite surprise, he included us all in 
• cGmprehensive bow, and d'sappeared; hi5 manner bemg 
ex~rem,·ly nistant, ·~d his face extremely pale. . . . 

I radolcs only smtled, and shook his head (wtth hts hatr 
standin~ upright on the top of it), when I looked to him for 
an expl:matl~~n ; so I tt)Ok out my watch, and, as a last resource, 
counted off the five minutes. My aun~ with her 0wn watch in 
her hand, did the like. When the time was expired, Traddles 
gave her his .1rm ; and we all went out together to the old 
house without saying one word on the way. 

\\'e found ~lr. ~licawber at his desk, in the turret office on 
;he ground .floor, etlher writing, or pretending to write, hard. 
I he large otnce-ruler was stuck into his waistcoat, and was not 
so well concealed but that a foot or more of that ;nstrument 
protruded from his bosom, like a new kind of shirt-frill. 

As it appeared to me that I was expected to speak, I said 
aloud; 

"How do you do, Mr. Micawber?" 
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"Mr. Copperfield," said Mr. Micawber, gravely, "I hope I 

see you well?" 
"Is Miss Wickfield at home?" said I. . 
"Mr. Wickfield is unwell in bed, sir, of a rheumattc fever," 

he returned · "but Miss Wickfield, I have no doubt, wtll be 
happy to se~ old friends. Will you walk in, sir? '' 

He preceded us to the dinin.g·r?om~the first room I had 
entered in that house-and fimgmg open the door of Mr. 
Wick field's former office, said, in a sonorous voice: 

"Miss Trotwood, Mr. David Copperfield, Mr. Thomas 
Traddles, and Mr. Dixon ! " 

I had not seen Uriah Heep since the time of the blow. Our 
visit astonished him, evidently; not the less, I dare say, 
because it astonished ourselves. He did not gather his eye. 
brows together, for be bad none worth mentioning; but he 
frowned to that degree that be almost closed his small eyes, 
while the hurried raising of his gristly hand to his chin betrayed 
some trepidation or surprise. This was only when we were in 
the act of entering his room, and when I caught a glance at 
him over my aunt's shoulder. A moment aiterwards, he was 
as fawning and as humble as ever. 

"Well, I am sure," he said. "This is indeed an unexpected 
pleasure! To have, as I may say, all friends round Saint 
Paul's at once, is a treat unlooked for ! Mr. Copperfield, I 
hope I see you well, and-if I may umbly express self so­
friendly towards them as is ever your friends, whether or not. 
~rs. Copperfield, sir, I hope she's getting on. We have been 
made quite uneasy by the poor accounts we have had of her 
state, lately, I do assure you." 

I felt ashamed to let him take my hand, but I did not know 
yet wliat else to do. 

"Things are changed in this office, Miss Trotwood, since I 
was an umble clerk, and held your pony· ain't they?" said 
Uriah, with his sickliest smile. "But I am' not changed, Miss 
Trotwood." · 
"Wei~ sir," returned my aunt, " to tell you the truth, I think 

you ar~ pret~y constant to the promise of your youth· if that's 
any satisfaction to you." ' 

"Thank you, Miss Trotwood," said Uriah, writhing in his 
ungaml~ manner, "for your good opinion 1 Micawber, tell 'em 
tole~ M1ss Agnes know-and mother. Mother will be quite in 
a state, w~en she sees the present company!" said Uriah 
settmg cha1rs. ' 

"You are not busy, Mr·. Heep?" said Traddles, whose eye 
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the cunning red ere accidentally caught, as it at once scrutinised 
and eradtd us. 

"No, !llr. Tmddb,'' replied Uriah, resumin.; his official 
seat, and squ•:cting his bony hands, laid palm to palm, between 
his bnny knees. ":'ut so much as I could wish. But lawyers, 
slmks, and leeches, are not easily satisfied, you ~now! Not 
but what mysdf and \!ieawk·t h"''e our hands pretty iull in 
general, on account ,,f ~!r. \\'rcktield's being hardly fit for any 
(!(_'cupation, sir. P.ut it's a pleasure as well as u duty, I am 
sur,~. t(t wmk for f.ntl, \'ou'n, not been intimate with Mr. 
\\,,.,f. ld, 1 •', ,,, ,: Tradd'cs? I believe I've only had 
the \· .. n·• 11 ui .,·u· !' ·1 once myself?" 

I h:,.,,,. ''"' intinl3te with Mr. 1\'ickfidd,'' re· 
turwd · · r I might perhaps have waited on you 

;,.r..: · .. ~-! J. I L··· ·n." 
Th('fl' w:t.') .,r)~n~ th.tL 111 thL' tune of this reply, \Yhich made 

rriaJi Ju,,k at !h:; "II'' d,• r a~.tin, with a very ~inister a.nd 
susplciuus But, Sct>ing only Traddlcs, with his 
g:nod·naturcd simple manner, and hair on end, he dis-
lllisscd it as he replied, with a jerk of his whole body, but 
especid.lly his thro•t : 

'·! am sorrr for thot, Mr. Traddles. You would have ad· 
ll1ircd him as much as we all do. His little failings would only 
have endeared him to you the more. nut if youcwould like to 
hear my fellow·partner eloquently spoken of, I should refer you 
\>1 Copperfidd. The hmily is o subject he's very strong upon, 
If )'OU llCV~r heard him." 

1 was preYented from discbiming the compliment (if I should 
hare done so, in any ca:o;e), by the entrance of Agnes, now 
"'hered in by lv!r. Micawher. She was not quite so self· 
possessed as usuJ!, I thought; and had evidently undergone 
anxiety and fatigue. llut her earnest cordiality, and her quiet 
beauty, shone with the gentler lustre for it. 

I saw Uriah watch her while she greeted us; and he reminded 1 

rne of an ugh· and rebellious genie watching a good spirit. In 
the meanwhile, some sli~:ht sign passed between Mr. Micawber I 
and l'radJies; and Tracldlcs, unobserved except by me, went out. 

~< Don 1t wait, 1\licawl)t:r,'' said Uriah, 
ll! r. ~licawber, with his hand upon the ruler in his breas~ 

stnod er~ct before the door, most unmistakably contemplanng 
one of hts fellow.men, and that man his employer. . 

"\\'hat are you waitmg for?" said Uriah. "Micawberl drd 
you hear me tell you not to wait?" 

"Yes!" replied the intmovable Mi: Micawber. 
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"Then why do you wait?" said, Uriah. , . 
"Because l-in short, choose,' replied Mr. Mtcawber, wtth 

a burst. 
Uriah's cheeks lost colour, and an unwholesome paleness, 

still faintly tinged by his pervading red, overspread them. He 
looked at Mr. Micawber attentively, with his whole face breathmg 
short and quick in every feature. 

" You are a dissipated fellow, as all the world knows," he 
said, "~th an effort at a smile, "and I am afraid you'll oblige 
me to get rid of you. Go along 1. I'll talk to you pres~ntly." 

"If there is a scoundrel on this earth," satd Mr. M1cawber, 
suddenly breaking out again with the utmost vehemence, "with 
whom I have already talked too much, that scoundrel's name 
is-HEEPI" 

Uriah fell back, as if he had been struck or stung. Looking 
slowly round upon us with the darkest and wickedest expression 
that his face could wear, he said, in a lower voice: 

"Oho ! This is a conspiracy I You have met here by 
appointment I You are playing Booty with my clerk, are you, 
Copperlield? Now, take care. You'll make nothing of this. 
We understand each other, you and me. There's no love 
between us. You were always a puppy with a proud stomach, 
from your first coming here; and you envy me my rise, do 
you? None of your plots against me; I'll counterplot you I 
Micawber, you be off. I'll talk to you presently." 

"1lr. Micawber," said I, "there is a sudden change in this 
fellow, in more respects than the extraordinary one of his 
speaking the truth in one particular, which assures me that he . 
is brought to bay. Deal with him as he deserves I " 

"You are a precious set of people, ain't you?" said Uriah, 
in the same low voice, and breaking out into a clammy hea~ 
which he wiped from his forehead with his long lean hand, ''to 
buy over my clerk, who is the very scum of society,-as you 
yourself were, Copperfield, you know i~ before any one had 
charity on you,-to defame me with lies? Miss Trotwood, 
you had better stop this; or I'll stop your husband shorter 
t?an will b,e pleasant to you. I won't know your story profes­
Sionally, for nothmg, old lady I Miss Wickfield, if you have 
any love for your father, you had better not join that gang. 
I'll ruin him, if you do No;-v, come! ~ have got some of you 
under the harrow. Thmk tWice, before It goes over you. Think 
tw1ce, you, Micawber, if you don't want to be crushed. I 
recommend you to take yourself off, and be talked to presently 
you fool! while there's till'e to retreat ! \Vhere's mother?" h~ 
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said, suddenly appearing to notice, with alarm, the absence of 
Traddles, and pulling down the bell-rope. "Fine d>ling< in a 
person1

S own house ! " 
j• Mrs. Heep is here, sir,,, said Traddles, return in~ with that 

w0rthy mother of a worthy so1L "I have taken the libmy of 
making myst:,f known to her." 

·• \\'ho >rc you to make yourself known?" retorted Uriah. 
".\nd what do vou want here?" 

"I am the ~;~ent and friend of :llr. Wick field, sir," said 
Traddles, in a composed business-like way. "And I have a 
power of attorney from him in my pocket, to act for him in all 
matters." 

"The old ass has drunk himself into a stage of dota~e," said 
Urilh, turnin~ uglier than bt.:lore, "anJ it h.H lwl'n got from 
him by fraud ! " 

'
1 SoiJ)ething has been got !rom him by fraud, I know,'' 

rdurned Traddles qui<:tly; "and so do you, :llr. He.;p We 
will refer that question, if you please, to Mr. :1licawba." 

" Ury-·-! '' l\lrs. Heep began, with an anxious gestor!!. 
tl You hold your tongue, mother/' he rctl!lned i "lc.:.-,t 5aid, 

soonest mt:nded.'' 
"But, my Ury-" 
''Will you hold your tongue. mother, and leave it to me''' 
Thou~h I had long known that his sen·ility was false, and all 

his preknces knavish and hollow, I had had no adequate ron· 
ception of the extent of his hypocrisy, until I now saw him with 
hi' mask off. The suddenn.ss with which he dropp"d it, when 
he perceived that it was useless to him ; the malice, insolence, 
and hatred he revealed ; the leer with which he exulted, even 
at this moment, in the evil he had done-all this time being 
desperate too, and at his wits' end for the means of getting the 
better of us-though perfectly consistent with the experience 
l had of him, at first took even me by surprise, who had known 
him so long, and dJSitked him so heartily. 

I say nothing of the look he conferred on me, as he stood 
eyeing us, one after another; for I had always understood that 
he hated me, and I remembered the marks of my hand upon 
hts cheek.. But when his eyes passed on to Agnes, and I saw 
the rage with which he felt .his power over her slipping away, 
and. the exhtbttton, m thetr dtsappointment, of the od1ous 
passwns that had led him to aspire to one whose virt11es he 
could never appreciate or care for, I was shocked by the mere 
~~~~~ht of her havmg h•·ed, an hour, within sight of such a 
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After some rubbing of the lower part of .his ~ace, and some 

ooking at us with those bad eyes, over h1s gnstly finge~ he 
nnde one more address to me. half whining! and half abust~e. 

"You think it justifiable, do you, Copperneld, you who pnde 
rourself so much on your honour .and ~~ the rest of It, t.o 
meak about my place, eaves-dropping With my clerk? If It 
11ad been me,'l shouldn't have wondered; for I don't make 
myself out a gentleman (though I never was in the streets either, 
as you were, according to Micawber), but being you /-And 
you're not afraid of doing this, either? You don't think at all 
of what I shall do, in return; or of getting yourself into trouble 
for conspiracy and so forth? Very well. We shall see l Mr. 
What's.your-name, you were going to refer some question to 
Micawber. There's your referee. Why don't you make him 
speak? He has learnt his lesson, I see." 

Seting that what he said had no effect on me or &.llY of us, 
he sat on the edge of his table with his hands in his pockets, 
and one of his splay feet twisted round the other leg, waiting 
doggedly for what might follow . 

. Mr. Micawber, whose impetuosity I had restrained thus far 
w~th the greatest dtfficulty, and who bad repeatedly interposed 
wtth the first syllable of ScouN-drel! without getting to the 
second, no1v burst forward, drew the ruler from his breast (ap­
parently as a defensive weapon), and produced from his pocket 
a foo!scap , documen~ .fold~d in the form of a large Jetter. 
Openmg tht~ packet, ~1th his old flourish, &.rid glancing at the 
contents, ~. 1f he chenshed an artistic admiration of thdr style 
of composttton, he began to read as follows: 

:: 'Dear Miss Trotwood and 2entlemen--' P 

Bless and save the man l'r exclaimed my a t . 1 voi~ "H 'd ·1 1 b un m a ow 
offen~ I" e wn e etters y the ream, if it w~s a capital 

~~r. Micaw~r, without hearing her, went on. 
ln appearmg before you to denounce probably th 

consummate Villain that has ever existed , • 111 . e most 
wahohut looking off the letter, pointed the ~kr like ~tcahwberstl, 
trunc eon, at Uriah Heep '" 1 k . • g o y 
self. The victim fr · as no consideration for my-
which I have bee~ u~~b~yt;~dle, of pecuniary liabilities to 
sport and toy of debasing c' espond, I have e\"er been the 
Despair, and Madness hav trcumst~ces, Ignominy, Want, 
the atten~ants. of my ~areei"~ollechvely or separately, bec.rt 

The relish wnh whic~ M:r. Micawber described h' lf 
. tmse as a 
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prey to those di;m~l calamities was only to he equ .. lle.:l by the 
emphasis with which he read his k·tter; and the kmd 
he rendered to it with a roll of his head, when he thought 
h1d hit a sentence verv hard indeed. 

"' ln an accumula.tiun of Ignominy, \\' ant 1 

I entered the oliice-or, as r•ur lh-dr 
G.llll term it, the Bureau-of the Firm·, 
ducted under the appelbtion of 1\'ickfield and--HEr:·, ir• 
reolity, wielded by-HEn alone. HEEP, and only HEEP, IS 
the mainspring of that machine. Hn:r, and vnly !lEEr, is 
the Forger and the Che:1t.' '' 

llnah, more blue than white at these words, matie a dart 
at the letter, as if to tear it in pieces. Mr. Micawber, with 
a perft:ct miracle of dexterity or luck, caught his advancii1g 
knuckles with the ruler, and disabled his right hand. lt 
dropred at the wrist, as if it were bwken. The blow sounded 
~> if it had fallen on wood. 

'• The Devil take you! 1
' said Uriah, writhiug in a new way 

with pain. "I'll be even with you.n 
"Approach me again, you-you-you HEEP of infamy." 

g>~ped Mr. Mica\\ber, "and if your head is humln, I'll break 
it. C(.Jnle on, co1ne on!" 

I think I never saw anvthing more ridiculous- I wa:-. scnsiiJ!e 
of 1t, even at the time-tl;an 1\lr. ~licawber makinp; bro:td·swnrd 
guarrls with the r•dcr. :md crying, u Come on ! 11 \\~bile Tr:ldJks 
and I puslwd hint back into a corner, from which, as oftt-:·1 J.s 
Wt' got him into it, he persisteJ in emerging agam. 

His enemy, muttering to himself, after wringing his wounded 
hand for S• .rue time, slowly drew off his necl:erchkf and b01111d 

it up; then held it in his other hand, and sat upon his r;,ble 
with his sullen face looking down. . 

. ~'.lr. ~ltcawber, when he was suftici~:ntl)' cool, procet~ded w1th 
l11s lctkr. 

"'The stipendiary emoluments in (:OnsiJeration of which l1 
entered into the service of-HI·TP,' J) always pausing bvfvre that~ 
wvrd at;d uttering it with astoni':ihing vigour, 11 'wen~ not defined, 
~J:) und tht:: pitt::mce of twentywtwo shllllngs aud six p~r week.! 
I he .rest \\:as left CLmtingent on the value of my pr~>:"-.::-.sion.tl! 
ex e. rtl.ons; m other a.nd. I~ lOre e'\pressiv~. words, on the Uas~nesls 
of my nat<rre, the cuprdrty of my mottves, the poverty of my 
r,mrly, the general moral (or rather immoral) re>enrblancc 
hetween tnyself Clnd~HeEP. Need I say that it soon became 
nt:ccssary for me to solicit from-1-IEFP-··p~<:uniJ.ry advances 
to,,·ards the support of Mrs. ,\[icawner, and our uli;;hted bu 
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rising family? Need I say that this necessity had been fore;een 
by-H EEP 1 That those advances were secured by I _0 U's 
and other similar acknowledgments, known to the legal mstttu­
tions of this country? And that I thus became immeshed in 
the web he had spun for my receptio~? "' . . 

Mr. Micawber's enjoyment of hts eptsto!ary powers, m 
describing this unfortunate state of things, really seemed to 
outwei£h any pain or anxiety that tbe reality could have caused 
him. He read on: 

"'Then it was that-HI!.EP-began to favour me with just 
so much of his confidence as was necessary to the discharge 
of his infernal business. Then it was that I began, if I may so 
Shakespearingly express myself, to dwindle, peak, and pine. 
I found that my services were constantly cailed into requisition 
for the falsification of business, and the mystification of an 
individual whom I will designate as Mr. W. That Mr. W. 
was imposed upon, kept in ignorance, and deluded, in every 
possible way; yet, that all this while, the ruf!ian-HEEP-was 
professing unbounded gratitude to, and unbounded friendship 
for, that much-abused gentleman. This was bad enough ; but, 
as the philosophic Dane observes, with that universal applicability 
which distinguishes the illustrious ornament of the Elizabethan 
Era, worse remains behind I' " 

Mr. Micawber was so very much struck by this happy 
rounding off with a quotation, that he indulged himself, and 
us, with a second reading of the sentence, under pretence of 
having lost his place. 

'"It is not my intention,"' he continued, readiJlg on, '"to 
en!er on a detai!ed_ list, within the compass of the present 
eptstle (though tt ts ready elsewhere), of the various mal­
practices of a minor nature, affecting the individual whom I 
have d~nominated Mr. W., to which I have been a tacitly 
consentmg_ party. My object, when the contest within myself 

• between sttp~nd and no sttpend, baker and no baker, existence 
and no~·:XIstenc~ ceased, was to take advantage of my 
oppo1 tunmes to dtscover and expose the maJor malpractices 
com nutted, t? that gentleman's grievous wrong and injury, by 
-HEEP. _Sttmulated by the silent monitor within, and by a no 
le~s touchmg and app

1
ealmg monitor without-to whom I will 

bnefiy refer. as .MISS \1 --:-I entered on a not unlaborious task 
of clandesttne mvesttgatwn, protracted now, to the best of my 
knowledge, mformattOn, and belief, over a period exceeding 
twelve caiendar months.'" 

He read this pru;sage 11.3 if it were from an Act of Parliament; 
A A . 
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and appeared majestically refre,hcd by the sound of the 
words. 

"' ?\Iy charges against-HEI~P/ ''he read on, glancing at him) 
and drawing the ruler into a cr•n\'enient position under his left 
artn, in case of need, "'are as rollows/" 

\Ve all held our breath, I think. I am sure Urinh held his. 
"• First,'" said Mr. !llicawber. "• When ~lr. \L's faculties 

and memory for bttsiness became, through causes into which it 
is not necessary or expedient for me to enter, weakened and 
confused,-HHP-designedly perplexed and complicated the 
whole of the official transactions. When Mr. \\'. was least fit 
to enter on business,-HREP was always at ha11d to force him 
to enter on it. He obtained !llr. \V.'s signature under such 
circumstances to documents of importance, represenling them 
to be other documents of no importance. He induced ~lr. 
W. to empower him to draw out, thus. one particular sum of 
trust-mom.:-y, amounting to twelve six fourteen, two and nine1 

and employed it to meet pretender! business charges and 
deticiencies which were either already provided fur, or had 
never really existed. He gave this prucecdillg, throughout. 
the appearance of having originated in :Vlr. \\'.'s own dishonest 
intention, and of having been accomplished by ~lr. \V.'s own 

act; and has ust:d it, ever sinct:, to torture and 
him.'" 

"You shall prove this, you Copperfreld ! " said Uriah. with a 
threatening shake of the head. "All in good time!" 

"Ask-HEEP-Mr. Tradult·s, who lived in his house after 
him," said Mr. ~licawber, breakmg off from the letter; "will 
you?" 

"The fool himself-and lives there now," said Uriah, dis­
dainfully. 

"Ask-HEEP-if he ever kept a pocket-book in that house," 
said Mr. Micawber; "will you?" 

I saw Uriah's lank hand stop, involuntarily, in the scraping 
of hrs chin. 

"Or ask him/' said ~lr. Micawber, u if he ever burnt one 
there. If he says Yes, and asks you where the ashes are, refer 
him to Wilkins Micawber, and he will hear. of something not 
at all to hrs advantage!" 

The triumphant flourish with which Mr. Micawber delivered 
himsdf of these. words, had a pow.erful effect in alarming the 
mother ; who cned out tn much agitation : 

"Ury, Ury I lle umble, and make terms, my dear I" 
HMotherl 11 he retorted, "will you kerp quiet? You)re in a 
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fright, and don't know what you say or mean. Umble I" he 
repeated, looking at me, with a snarl; "I've u~?led some of 
'em for a pretty long time back, umble as I was I 

Mr. Micawber, genteelly adjusting his chin in his cravat, 
presently proceeded with his composition. 

'"Second. HEEP has, on several occasions, to the best of 
my knowledge, information, and be lief--'" 

"But that won't do," muttered Uriah, relieved. "Mother, 
you keep quiet." 

"We will endeavour to provide something that WILL do, and 
do for you finally, sir, very shortly," replied Mr. Micawber. 

"'Second. HEEP has, on several occasions, to the best of 
my knowledge, information, and belief, systematically forged, 
to various entries, books, and documents, the signature of Mr. 
W.; and has distinctly done so in one instance, capable of 
proof by me. To wit, in manner following, that is to say:'" 

Again, ~{r. Micawber bad a relish in this formal piling up of 
words, which, however ludicrously displayed in his case, was, I 
must say, not at all peculiar to him. I have observed it, in the 
course of my life, in numbers of men. It seems to me to 
be a general rule. In the taking of legal oaths, for instance, 
deponents seem to enjoy themselves mightily when they come 
to several good words in succession, for the expression of one 
idea; as, that they utterly detest, abominate, and abjure, or so 
forth ; and the old anathemas were made relishing on the same 
principle. We talk about the tyranny of words, but we like 
to tyrannise over them too ; we are fond of having a large 
superfluous establishment of words to wait upon us on great 
occasions ; we think it looks important, and sounds well. As 
we are not particular about the meaning of our liveries on state 
occasions, if they be but fine and numerous enough, so the 
meaning or necessity of our words is a secondary consideration, 
if there be hut a great parade of them. And as individuals get 
into trouble by making too greut a show of liveries, or as slaves 
when they are too numotous rise against their masters, so I 
think I could mention a nation that has got into many great 
difficulties, and will get into many greater, from maintaining too 
large a retinue of words. 

Mr. Micawber read on, almost smacking his lips : 
'"To wit, in manner following, that is to say. Mr. W. being 

infirm, and it being within the bounds of probability that his 
decease might lead to some discoveries, and to the downfall of 
-HEEP's-power over theW. family,-as I, Wilkins Micawber, 
the undersigned, assu'l!e-unless the filial aJfection of his 
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daughter could be secretly influenced from allowing any 
inrestigation of the partnership affairs to be erer made, the 
said-HEEP-deemcd it expedient to have a bond ready by 
him, as from l>lr. W., for the befor.,.mentioned sum of twelve 
six fourteen, two and nine, with interest, stated therein to have 
been advanced bv-HEEP-to i)!r. W. to save Mr. \V. from 
dishonour; though really the sum was never advanced by 
him, and has long been replaced. The signatures to this 
instrument purporting to be executed by Mr. W. and attested 
by Wilkins Mieawber, are forgeries by-HEEP. I have, in m} 
possession, in his hand and pocket-book, several similar imita· 
tions of Mr. W.'s signature, here and there defaced by fire, but 
legible to any one. I nerer attested any <uch document. And 
1 have the document itself, in my possession.'" 

Uriah Hecp, with a start, took out of his pocket a buncl 
of keys, and opened a certain drawer; then, suddenly be­
thought himself of what he was about, and turned again 
toward-. us, without lookin~ in it. 

"'And I have the docu'men~·" ~!r. Micawber read again, 
looking about as if it were the text of a sermon, " 'in my 
possession,'-that is to say, I had, early this morning, when 
this was written, but have since relinquished it to Mr. 
Trat.ltlb.'' 

"It is quite true," assented Traddles. 
"Ury, Ury l" cried the mother, "be umble and make terms. 

I know my son will be umhle, gentlemen, if you'll give him 
ttme to thmk. Mr. Copperfield, I'm sure you know that he 
was always very umble, sir!" 

It was singular to see how the mother still held to the old 
trick. when the son had abandoned it as useless. 

~·Mother;'' he said, with an impatient bite at the handker· 
chief m. which h1s hand was wrapped, "you had better take 
and fire a loaded gun at me.'' 

''But I love you, Ury," cried Mrs. Heep. And I have no 
doubt she did ; or that he loved her, however it may 
appear ; though, to be sure, they were a couple. 
"And I ~an't bear to hear you provoking the gentleman, and 
endangenng of yourself more. I told the gentleman at first, 
when he told me up-stairs it was come to light, that I would 
answer for your bemg umblc, and making amends. Oh, see 
ho~ u,mble 1 am, gentlemen, and don)t mind him ! " 

. \1 hy, there's Copperfidd, mother," he angrily retorted, 
pomtmg hts lean finger at me against whom all his animostty 
was levelled, as the prime m~ver in the discovery ; and I did i 
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not undeceive him; "there's Copperfield, would have given 
you a hundred pouna to say less than you've blurted out ! " 

"I can't help it, Ury," cried his m_other. "I can't see you 
running into danger, through carrymg your head so htgh. 
Better be umble, as you always was." 

He remained for a little, biting the handkerchief, and then 
said to me with a scowl: 

"What more have you got to bring forward? If anything, 
go on with it. What do you look at me for? " 

;lfr. Micawber pron.ptly resumed his letter, glad to revert to 
a performance with which he was so highly satisfied. 

"'Third. And last. I am now in a condition to show, by 
-HEEP's-false books, _and-HEEP's-real memoranda, b& 
ginning with the partially destroyed pocket-book (which I was 
unable to comprehend, at the time of \ts accidental discovery 
by Mrs. Micawber, on our taking possession of our present 
abode, in the locker or bin devoted to the reception of the ashes . 
calcined on our domestic hearth), that the weaknesses, the 
faults, the very virtues, the parental affections, and the sense 
of honour, of the unhappy Mr. W. have been for years acted 
on by, and warped to the base purposes of-HEEP. That Mr. 
W. has been for years deluded and plundered, in every con­
ceivable manner, to the pecuniary aggrandisement of the 
avaricious, false, and grasping-HEEP. That the engrossing 
object of-HEEP-was, next to gain, to subdue Mr. and Miss 
W. (of his ulterior views in reference to the latter I say nothing) 
entirely to himself. That his last act, completed but a few 
months since, was to induce Mr. W. to execute a· relinquish­
ment of his share in the partnership, and even a bill of sale on 
the very furniture of his house, in consideration of a certain 
annuity, to be well and truly paid by-HEEP-on the four 
common quarter-days in each and every year. That these 
meshes; beginning with alarming and falsified accounts of the 
estate of which Mr. W. is the receiver, at a period when Mr. 
W. had launched into imprudent and ill-judged speculations, 
and may not have had the money, for which he was morally 
a.nd legally responsible, in hand ; going on with pretended 
borrowings of money at enormous interest, really coming 
from-H;;EP-a.nd by-HEEP-fraudulently obtained or with­
held from Mr. W. himself, on pretence of such speculations 
or otherwise ; p~rpetu.ated by a misc~llaneous catalogue of 
unscrupulous chtcanenes-gradually tbtckened, until the. un­
happy .Mr. W. could see no world beyond. Bankrupt as he 
believed, alike in circur.1stances, in all other hope, ~nd in 
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honour, his sole reliance was upon the monster in the garb of 
man,' "-Mr. Micawber made a good deal of thi,, ~s a new turn 
of expression,-"' who, by making himself necessary to him, 
had achieved his destruction. All this I undert"ke to show. 
Probably much more!'" 

I whispered a few words to Agnes, who was weeping, half 
joyfully, half sorrowfully, at my side; and there was a move­
ment among us, as if Mr. Micawber had fini,hed. He said, 
with exceeding gravity, "Pardon me," and proceeded, with a 
mixture of the lowest spirits and the most intense enjoyment, 
to the peroration of his letter. 

"'I have now concluded. It merely remains for me to 
substantiate these accusations; and then, with my ill·starred 
family, to disappear from the landscape on which we appear 
to be an incumbrance. That is soon done. It may be 
reasonably inferred that our baby will first expire of inanition, 
as being the frailest member of our circle; and that our twins 
will follow next in order. So be it I For myself, my Canter· 
bury Pilgrimage has done much; imprisonment on civil 
process, and want, will soon do more. I trust that the labour 
and ha1.ard of an investigation-of which the smallest results 
have been slowly pieced together, in the pressure of arduous 
avocations, under grinding penurious apprehensions, at rise 
of morn, at dewy eve, in the shadows of night, under the 
watchful eye of one whom it were superfluous to call Demon­
combined with the struggle of parental Poverty to tur~ it, 
when completed, to the right account, may be as the spnnk­
ling of a few drops of sweet water on my funereal pyre. I ask 
no more. Let it be, in justice, merely said of me, as of a 
gallant and eminent naval Hero, with whom I have no pre­
tensions to cope, that what I have done, I did, in despite of 
mercenary and selfish objects, 

"For England, home, and Be:luty." 

~·Remaining always, &c. &c., WILKINS MtCAWilER.'" 

Much affected, but. still intensely enjoying himself, Mr. 
:t.licawbl'r folded up h1s letter, and handed it with a bow to 
my aunt, as something she might like to keep . 
. There ~as, as I had noticed on my first visit long ago, an 
rron sate In the roon:. The key was in it. A hasty suspicion 
~eemed to stnke Unah; and, with a glance at Mr. Micawber, . 
e~'P~;.nt to It, and threw the doors clanking upen. It was : 
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"Where ru-e the books?" he cried, with a frightful face. 
" Some thief has stolen the books I" 

Mr. Micawber tapped h1mself with the ruler. "l did, when 
I got the key from you as usual-but a little .:ad•n -and 
opened it this morning." 

"Don't be uneasy," said Traddles . .;! They have come mto 
my possession. I will take care of them, under the authonty 
I mentioned." 

"You receive stolen goods, do you?" cried Uriah. 
"Under such circumst:lnces," answered Traddles, "yes." 
What was my astonishment when I beheld my aunt, who 

had been profoundly quiet and attentive, make a dart at Uriah 
Heep, and seize him by the collar with both hands I 

·"You know what I want?" said my aunt. 
"A strait-waistcoa~" said he. 
"No. My property!" returned my a.lllt. "Agnes, my 

dear, as long as I believed it had been really made away with 
by your father, I wouldn't-and, my dear, I didn't, even to 
Tro~ as he knows-breathe a syllable of its l..1ving been pla•Yd 
here for investment But now I know this le:J•.>w·., ali··"''' c·:· 
fori~ and I'll have it I Trot, come and take it away from l;~m ' 

Whether my aunt supposed, for the moment, that h~ ke~t 
her property in his neckerchief, I am sure I don't know ; but 
she certainly pulled at it as if she thought so. I hastened to 
put myself between them, and to assure her that we would 
all take care that he should make the utmost restitution of 
everything he had wrongly got. This, and a few moments' 
reflection, pacified her; but she was not at all disconcerted by 
what she had done (though I cannot say as much for her 
bonnet), and resumed her seat composedly. 

During the last few minutes, Mrs. Heep had been clanwur­
ing to her son to be "umble ";. and had been going d•'wn on 
her knees to all of us in succession, and making the wildest 
promises. Her son sat her down in his chair; and, standing 
su!kily by he~, holding her arm with his hand, but not rudely, 
satd to me, w1th a feroc10us look: 

"\\'hat do you want done?" 
"I will tell you what must be done," said Traddles. 
"Has that Copperfield no tongue?" muttered Uriah. "I 

would do a good deal for. you if you could tell me, without lying, 
that somebody had cut 1t out." 

"My Uriah means to be umble I" cried his mother. "Don't 
mind what he says, good gentlemen I" 

"What must be d.one," said Traddles, "is this. First, the 



David Copperfield 
deed of relinquishment, that we have heard of, must be given 
over to me now-here." 

"Suppose I haven't got it," he interrupted. 
"But you have," said Traddles; " therefore, you know, we 

won't suppose so." And I cannot help avowing that this was 
the first occasion on which I really did justice to the clear head, 
and the plain, patien~ practical good sense, of my old school­
fellow. "Then," said Traddles, "you must prepare to disgorge 
all that your rapacity has become possessed of, and to make 
restoration to the last farthing. All the partnership books and 
papers must remain in our possession ; all your books and 
papers; all money accounts and securities, of both kinds. In 
short, everything here.)) 

"~lust it? I don't know that," >aid Uriah. "I must have 
time to think about that." 

"Certainly," replied Traddles; "but, in the meanwhile, and 
until everything is done to our satisfa1 tion, we sl~~.dl maintain 
possession of these things; and beg you-in short. compel you 
-to keep your own ruom, and hold no communication with 
any one." 

"I won't do it I" said Uriah, \\ith an oath. 
"ll!aidstone Jail is a saler place of detention," observed 

Traddles; "and though the Jaw may be longer in righting us, 
and may not be able to right us so completely as you can, th~re 
is no doubt of its punishing you. I lear me, you know that qutte 
as well as I I Copperfield, will you go round to the Guildhal4 
and bring a couple of officers?" 

Here, Mrs. Heep broke out again, crying on her knees 
to Agnes to interfere in their behalf, exclaiming that he was 
very humble, and it was all true, and if he didn't do what we 
wanted, she would, and much more to the same purpose ; being 
half frantic with fears for her darling. To inquire what he might 
have done, if he had had any boldness, would be hke inqUiring 
what a mongrel cur might do, if it had the spirit of a tiger. He 
was a coward, from head to foot; and showed his dastardly 
nature through his sullenness and mortification, as much as at 
any ttme of hts mean life. 

"Stop 1" he growled to me; and wiped his hot face with his 
hall d. "Mother, hold your noise. Weill Let 'em have that 
deed. Go and fetch it 1" 

"Do you help her, Mr. Dick," said Traddles, "if you please." 
Proud ~f h1s commission, and understanding it Mr. Dick 

~cco~p"Tred her as a _shepherd's dog might accompa;,y a sheep. 
ut J rs. - eep gave htm httle trouble' for she not only returned 
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with the deed, but with the box in which it was, where we found 
a banker's book and some other papers that were afterwards 
serviceable. 

"Good I" said Traddles, when this was brought. "Now, 
Mr. Heep, you can retire to think: particularly observing, 
if you please, that I declare to you, on the part of all present, 
that there is only one thing to be done; that it is what I have 
explained; and that it must be done without delay." 

Uriah, without lifting his eyes from the ground, shuffled 
across the room with his hand to his chin, and pausing at 
the door, said : 

"Copperfield, I have always hated you. You've always been 
an upstart, and you've always been against me." 

"As· I think I told you once before," said 1, " it is you who 
have been, in your greed and cunning, against all the world. 
It may be profitable to you to reflect, in future, that there 
never were greed and cunning in the world yet, that did not 
do too much, and over-reach themselves. It is as certain as 
death." 

" Or as certain as they used to teach at school (the same 
school where 1 picked up so much umbleness), from nine 
o'clock to eleven, that labour was a curse; and from eleven 
o'clock to one, that it was a blessing ano a cheerfulness, and a 
dignity, and I don't know ":hat all, eh?" ~aid he with a sneer. 
"You preach, about as conststent as theydtd. Won't umbleness 
go down 1 I shouldn't have got round my gentleman fellow­
partner without it, l think.-Micawber, you old bully, I'll pay 
you!" 

Mr. Micawber, supremely defiant of him and his extended 
finger, and making a great deal of his chest until he had slunk 
out at the door, then addressed himself to me, and proffered 
me the satisfaction of" witnessing the re-establishment of mutual 

. confidence between himself and i\lrs. Micawber." After which, 
he in,ited the company generally to the contemplation of that 
affecting spectacle. 

"The veil that has long been interposed between Mrs. 
Micawber and myself, is now withdrawn," said Mr. Micawber; 
"and my children and the Author of their Being can once 
more come in contact on equal terms.'' 

As we were all very grateful to him, and all desirous to show 
that we wer<:o a.s well as the hurry and disorder of our spirits 
would permtt, I dare say we should all have gone, but that it 
was necessary for Agnes to return to her father, as yet unable 
to bear moro than tb~ dawn of hope; and for some one else to 
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hold Uriah in safe keeping. So Traddles remained for the 
latter purpose, to be presently relieved by Mr. ])ick; and 
Mr. Dick, my aunt, and I, w•:nt home with Mr. .Micawber. 
As I parted hurriedly from the dear girl to whom l owed 
so much, and thought from what she h.1d been sa1·ed, perhaps, 
that morning-her better resolution notwithstanding-! fdt 
devoutly thankful for the miseries of my younger days which 
had brought me to the knowledge of 11r. Micawbet. 

His house was not far oft"; and as the street-door opened 
into the sitting-room, and he bolted in with a precipitation 
quite his own, we found ourselves at once in the bosom of the 
family. ~lr. Micawber exclainung, "Emma! my life!" rushed 
into 11rs. ~1icawb<'t's arms. Mrs .. \licawber shrieked, and 
folded ~lr. ~licawbcr in her embrace. Miss Micawber, nursing 
the unconsrious stranger of Mrs. Micawbcr's last letter to 
me, was sensibly affected. The stranger leaped. The twins 
testitic··l their joy bv several inconvenient but innocent demon· 
strat1on<. Mastc·r Micawber, whose disposition appeared to 
have been soured by early disappointment, and whose aopect 
had become morose, yielded to his better fetlinp, and 
blubbered. 

" Emma!" said Mr. Mirawber. "The cloud is past from my 
mind. .Mutual con!ldence, so long presen·t.:d between us once, 
is restored, to know no further interruption. Now, welcome 
poverty!,. cried Mr. 1\licawber, shedding- tears. 11 Welcome 
misery, wtdCt)me houselt:ssness, welcome hunger, rags, tempest, 
and bt:ggary! ~[utual confidrnce will sustain us to tht· end! u 

1\"ith these expressions, Mr. ~lirawber placed Jl!rs. ~licawber 
in a chair, and embraced the family all round: welcomio;; a 
variety of bleak prospects, which appeared, to the Gcst of my 
jud~mcnt, to be anything but welcome to them; and calling 
upon lhern. to cume out into Canterhmy and .sing a chorus, as 
nothing else was left for their support, 
. But i\lrs. Micawber having, in the strength of her emotions, 
tamted away, the first thing to bt done, even before the chorus 
could be con,idered complete, was to recover her. This my 
aunt and Mr. Micawber d•d: and then my aunt was introduced, 
and Mr~. ~licawber recognised mt:. 

, '.' Excuse me, dear Mr. Cop~crfield," said the poor lady. 
g•vmg me her hand," but I am not stron" · and the removal of 
the late misunderstanding between ~rr:~licawber and myself 
was at lust too much for me.'~ 

::I~ this all your family, ma'am?" sa.id my aunt. 
1 here are no more at present," returned :..1rs. !\licawber. 
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"Good gracious, I didn't mean tha~ ma'am," said my aWJt, 

1' I mean, are all these yours ? 
11 

• • • , 

""Madam," replied Mr. Mtcawber, "11 IS a ;;ue b!ll. 
"And that eldest young gentleman, now, , satd my aunt, 

musing, "what has lze been brought up to_? . 
"It was my hope when I came here," said Mr. Mtcawber, 

"to have got Wilkins into the Church : or perhaps .I shall 
express my meaning more strictly, if I say the ~hoir. ~ut 
there was no vacancy for a tenor in the venerab_le Ptle fo~ whtch 
this city is so justly eminent; and he has-m short, ne bas 
contracted a habit of singing in public-houses, rather than 
in sacred edifices." 

"But he means well," said Mrs. Micawber, tenderly. 
"I dare say, my love," rejoined Mr. Micawber, "that he 

nieans particularly well; but I have not yet found that he 
carries out his meaning, in any given direction whatsoever." 

Master 111icawber's moroseness of aspect retumed upon him 
again, and he demanded, with some temper, what he was to do? 
Whether he had been born a carpenter, or a coach-painter, any 
more than he had been born a bird? Whether he could go 
into the next street, and open a chemist's shop? Whether he 
could rush to the next assizes, and proclaim himself a lawyer? 
Whether he could come out by force at the opera, and succeed 
by violence? Whether he could do anything, without being 
brought up to something? 

My aunt mused a little while, and !hen said: 
"Mr. Micawber, I wonder you have never turned your 

thoughts to emigration." 
"Madam,"- returned Mr. Micawber, "it was the dream of my 

youth, and tlie fallacious aspiration of my riper years." 1 am 
thoroughly persuaded, by-the-bye, that he had never thought of 
it in his life . 

. " Aye?" said my aunt, with a glance at me. "Why, what a 
th•.ng tt wo~ld be for yourselves and your family, Mr. and Mrs. 
Mtcawber, tf you were to emigrate now." 

:: Capit~l, mada~, capital,'' urged ~lr. Micawber, gloomily. 
That IS the prmctpal, I may say the only difficulty my dear 

Mr. Copperfield," assented his wife. ' 
"Capital?'' cried my aunt, "But you are doing us a great 

servtce--:-have done us a great service, I may say, for surely 
much wtll come out of the fire-and what could we do for yo 
that would be half so good as to find the capital?" u, 

"I c?uldnot r~;eive it as a gift,': said Mr. Micawber, full of fire 
and ammat10n, but df a sufficient sum could be advanced, 
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say at five per cent. interest per annum, upon my personnl 
liability~s••Y my notes of hand. at twelve, eighteen, and twenty­
four months, respectively, to allow time for something to turn 
UJ.)--- '' 

"Could be? C:m be and shall be, on your own terms," re­
turned my aunt, "if you say the W<)rd. Think of this now, 
both of you. Here are some people David knows, going out to 
Australia shortly. If you tkcidc to go, why shouldn't you go 
in the same ship? You may help each other. Think of this 
now, Mr. and Mrs. ~licawber. Take your time, and weigh it 
well." 

"There is but one question, my dear ma'am, I could wish to 
ask," said Mrs. Micawber. "The climate, I believe, is healthy?" 

~·Finest in the world ! " said my aunt. 
"Just so," returned Mrs. Micawbc-r. "Then my question 

arises. Now, ar( the circumstances of the counlry such, that a 
man of l\!r. :-lirawber's abilities would have a fair chance of 
riSing in the social scale? I will not say, at present, might he 
aspire to be Governor, or anything of that sort; but wouhJ there 
be a reasonable opening for his talents to develop themselves­
that would be amply sutticient-and rind their own exp:msion?" 

"No better opening anywhere,~~ s::tid my aunt, ''for a man 
who conducts himself well, and is industrious." 

"For a man who conducts himself well," repeated Mrs. 
Micawber, with her clearest business manner, 41 and is indus­
trious. Precisely. It is evident to me that Australia is the 
legitimate sphere of action for i\!r. 11 icawber." 

"I entertain the conviction, my d':ar madam," said Mr. 
Micawber, "that it is, under existin()' circumstanct:s, the land, 
the only land, for myself and family:' and that so~cthing of an 
extraordinary nature will turn up' on that shore. It is no 
distance-comparatively speaking; and though consideration is 
due to the kindne" of your proJ•osal, I assure you that is a 
mere matter of form.'' 

Shall I ever forget how, in a moment, he was the most 
sanguine a~ men, looking on to fortune ; or how Mrs . .Mica wber 
presently dtscoursed about the habits of the kangaroo I Shall 
I ever rec;IJJ that street of Canterbury on a market day, without 
recalhng h•m, as he walked back with us; expressing, in the 
hardy rovtng manner he assumed the unsettled habits of a 
temporary sojourner in the land; ~nd looking at the bullocks, 
as they came by, Wlth the eye of an Australian fanner! 
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CHAPTER LIII 

Al'>OTHER RETROSPECT 

I MUST pause yet once again. Oh, my child-wife, there is a 
figure in the moving crowd before my memory, quiet and still, 
saying in its innocent love and childish beauty, Stop to think of 
me-tum to look upon the Little Blossom, as it flutters to the 
ground I 

I do. All else grows dim, and fades away. I am again with 
Dora, in our cottage. I do not know how long she has been 
ill. I am so used to it in feeling, that I cannot count the time. 
It is not really long, in weeks or months; but, in my usage and 
experience, it is a weary, weary 1\'hile. 

They have left off telling me to "wait a few days more." I 
have begun to fear, remotely, that the day may never shine, 
when I shall see my child-wife running in the sunlight with 
her old friend Jip. 

He is, as it were suddenly, grown very old. It may be that 
he misses in his mistress something that enlivened him and 
made him youngr,r; but he mopes, and his sight is weak, and his 
limbs are feeble, and my aunt is sorry that he objects to her no 
more, but creeps near her as he lies on Dora's bed-she sitting 
at the bedside-and mildly licks her hand. 

Dora lies smiling on us, and is beautiful, and utters no hasty 
or complaining word. She says that we are very good to her; 
that her dear old careful boy is tiring himself out, she knows; 
that my aunt has no sleep, yet is always wakeful, active, and kind. 
Sometimes, the little bird-like ladies come to see her; and then 
we talk about our wedding-day, and all that happy time. 

What a strange rest and pause in my life there seems to be­
and in all life, within doors and without-when I sit in the 
quiet, shaded, orderly room, with the blue eyes of my child­
wife turned towards me, and her little fingers twining round my 
band I Many and many an hour I •it thus ; but of all those 
times, three times come the freshest on my mind. 

It is morning ; and Dora, made so trim by my aunt's hands 
shows me how her pretty hair will curl upon the pillow yet and 
how long and bright it is, and how she likes to have it )o~sely 
gathered in that net she wears. 

"Not that I am vaiL o( it, now, you mocking boy," she says, 
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when I smile ; "but because you used tu say you thought it so 
beautiful; and because, when I first began to think about you, 
I used to peep in the glass, and wonder whether you would like 
very much to h~ve a lock oi it. Oh what a foolish fello11· you 
were, Deady, wh l~ n T f=:tV~ v\: '1 (Inc! '' 

11 That was on tht: d ~! Y wh,·n }'OU were p3inting the fl on·crs I 
had gi~en you, Dora, and when [ t<>ld you how much in love 
l V. ,l~. 

II Ah ! but I (! ;, In';, like to tl'll I'(Jtt/' says nor~ u tlun, how I 
had cried u1···r l! ·du, !.c .. au'c I bdicved. you rea lly liked mel 
1\'hl'n I •: .u• nm about again as l used to do, Doady, let us go 
and "., those pl.lc,,; where we were such a si lly couple, shall 
we? And take ,0me of the old walks? And not forget poor 
p:l \'·' ? '~ 

.. '. , . . , we will, and have some happy days. So you must 
nt ~~ c ha~t t! to g<.' t well, my dear." 

"Oh, I sh.1ll soon do that ! I am so much better, you don't 
Lnvw !'' 

It is evening ; and I sit in the same chair, by the same bea, 
with the same face turned towards me. We have been silent, 
and there is a smile upon her face. I have ceased to carry my 
light burden up and down stairs now. She lies here all the day. 

"Doady!" 
'' Mv dear Dora!" 
"You won't think what I am going to say, unreasonable, 

after what you told me, such a little while a~o, of Mr. Wickfield's 
not being well? I want to see Agnes. Very much I want to 
see her.'' 

"I will write to her, my dea:r." 
"Will you?" 
u Directly." 
"What a good, kind boy I Doady, take me on your arm. 

Indeed, my dear, it's not a whim. It's not a foolish laney. l 
want, very much indeed, to see her 1" 

"I am certain of it. I have only to tell her so, and she i: 
sure to come." , 

· "You .are very lonely when you go down·stairs, oow? : 
Dora wh1spers, with her arm about my neck. J 

" How can I be othenvise, my own Jove, when 1 see you 
empty chan?" j 
. "My empty chair!" She clings to me for a little whil t;4 

stl ~nce. " A.nd you really miss me, Doady? '' looking up, 
bnghtlv smlltmr. 11 F.vPn nnnr. rtititiv -:tnnirl mP..? 11 
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"My heart. who is there upon wlh tbat i could miss so 

much?'~ 1,, · 
"Oh, husband 1 I am so. glad, yet so sony · Sh~r~=~~b~ 

closer to me, and folding me m b~th her arms. e 
and sobs and lhen is quiet, and qu1te happy. 

" Qui;e 1 , she says. ,, Only gh·e Agnes my dear love, and 
tell het that l want very, very much to see her; and 1 have 
nothing left to wish for.'' 

"Except to get well again, Dora." • 
"Ah, Doady 1 Sometimes I think-you ~now 1 always was 

a silly little thing !-that that Wlll never be I , . • 
"Don't say so, Dora 1 Dearest love, don t tbmk so 1 
"I won't, if I can help it, Deady. ~ut I am very .hap~y; 

though my dear boy is so lonely by himself, before h1s child­
wife's empty chair I " 

It is 11i~;ht · and l am with her still. Agnes has amved; bt.s 
been among' us for a whole day and an evetili:lg. She, my 
aunt, and I, have sat with Dora since th~ morning, all together. 
We had not t.a.lked much, but Dom has been perfectly con­
tented and d1eerful. We are now alone. 

Do I \;now, now, that my child-wife will soon leave me? 
They have told me so ; they ha~e told me nothing new to my 
thoughts; hut l am far from sure that 1 have taken that truth 
to h~art I cannot roaster it. I have withdrawn by myself, 
many times to-day, to weep. I ba1·e remembered Who wept 
for a parting between the living and the dead. I have be­
thollght me of all that gracious and compassionate history. I 
have tried to resign 111yself, and to console myself; and thJ.t, 
1 hope, l may have done ill\perfectly ; but what l cannot 
tirmly settle in my mi?d is, that the end will absolutely come. 
1 bold htr hand m mille, I bold her heart in mine, I see her 
l?ve f?r me, ali1•e in all !ts strength. I cannot shut out a pale 
Jmr,enng sha~ow of belief that she will bt $pared. 

I a:m gOing to speak to you, Doady. I am going to say 
sp~ethmg! have often thought of saying, lately. You won't 
mmd? • wnll a gentle look. 

"Mind, my diu-ling?'' 
" Because 1 don't know what you will think, or what you 

may have thought sometimes. Perhaps you hn1·e often thought 
the same. Doady, dear, I am afraid I Willi too yo~mg" 

I lay my face upon the pillow by her, and she look~ into m 
el:~ and .sl:ks very softly. Gradually, as she goes on 1 feer 
Wit a stnc en heart, that she is speaking of herself as ~'\St. 
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.m afraid} d~..-·::tr, I was too yonn~. I don't mean in yea.:s 

but in and tho·Jght:>, o.nd everything. I was 
, a silly creature! I nm atraiJ it would have been 

iter, if we had only loved each oth(·r as a Jnd girl, and 
it. I b:.n·e bcl'un tf) think I \vas not to be a wit e." 

try to stay my tears, and to reply, "Oh, Dora, love, as lit 
as I to be :1 hu~band! )l 

u I Jun't know,'' with the old shake of her curls. '' Ft!rhaps! 
But if I i>J.cl betn mr.re fit to he married, I micht h,_e made 
you .~1or~ S\J, too. Bt:,;<.les, yuu ilfC very clcv:r, and I nt.:ver 
was. 

",\.c h:we been vt:ry happy, my sweet Dora." 
''I w~s very \'cJy. But, as years went on1 my dear 

Loy would have ol his child-wife. She would hal'c 
been lcs.; and less a for him. He would have been 
mort> ,,nd n1('rC of what w:ts \\'anting in his home, 
She W(:uldn't have imnroved. It is bettt:r as it is.~~ 

"Oh, D.•ra, dearest; de-arest, do not speak to me so. Every 
WtJrd ;;;t'ems a reproach.!,. 

11 !'}o, not a syliable!" she a;)swers, kissing me. c' Oh, my 
dear, you never deserved it. and I loved you tar too well to say 
a reproachful word to you, in e:une:.t-it w.1s all the ml'rit I 
had, except being pretty-or you thought me so. Is it lonely, 
d0wn-stairs, DoJdy?" 

"Very! Very!" 
''Don't cry l Is my chair there?'' 
" 1 n its old pl.•ce." 
"Oh, how my poor boy cries! Hush, ·hush! Now, make 

me 0ne promise. I want to speak to Agnes. "'hen you go 
down-stairs, tel\ .~gnes so, and sen<l her up to me; and while I 
spea1: to her, let no one come~not even aunt, I want to, 
speak to Agnes by herself. I want to spe.1k to Agnc,•, fjttite 
alonf:!." 

I promise that she shall, immediately ; but I cannot leav 
her, for my grief. 

"I said that it was better as it is I" she whispers, as she hold 
me m her arms. "Oh, Doad.v, after more years, you neve 
could hove \ov('d your child-wife better than you do ; an 
after more ye.tn, she would so have tried and dilluppointc 
you~ that you might not have bc~·n ::t.hle to love her h::llf 
we\1 1 I know I "'·" too young and foolish. It is much bw 
as it is." 

Agnes is down·otairs, when I go into the parlour; and 
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give her the mes>age. She disappears, leaving me alone 
with Jip. . . . . . 

His Chinese house is bv the fire: and he hes Wtthtn It, on 
his bed of flannel. querulously trying to skep. The bright 
moon is high and clear. As I look out r·n the night, my 
tears fall fast, and my undisciplined he:~rt is chastened 
heavil.,-~hcavily. 

I sit down by the fire, thinking with a blind remorse of 
all thos~ s~cret feelings I have nourished since my marriage. 
I think of every little trifle between me and Dora, anJ feel 
the truth, that trifles make the sum of life. Ever rising 
from the sea of my remembrance, is the image of the dear 
child as I knew her first, graced by my young love, and by her 
own, with every fascination wherein such love is rich. Would 
it, indeed, b~ve been better if we had loved each other as a 
boy and girl, and forgotten it? Undisciplined heart, reply! 

How the time we;us, I know not i until I am recalled by 
my child-wiie's old companion. More restless than he wd5, 
he crawls out of his houoe, and looks at me, and wanders to 
the door, nnd whines to go up-stairs. 

"Not to~night, Jip! Not to-ni~ht! 11 

He comes very slowly back to me, licks my hand, ar,J ;;its 
his dim eyes to my bee. 

"Oh, Jip t It may be, never again I'' 
He lies down at mv feet, st1 etches himself out as if to 

sleep, and with a pbi'ntive cry, is dead. 
"Oh, ! Look, lc)ok. here!" 
~That so full of pity, and of grief, that rain of telts, 

that awful mute appeal to me, that sulemn hand upraised 
towards Hcavtl'n ! 

"Agnes?'' 
It is over. Darkn•~ss comes before my eyes : and, for a 

~ime, all things are blotted out of my remembrance. 

CHArTER LIV 

MR- ~11CAWBER'S TRA~'S,\CriO~S 

THIS is not the ti.me at which I am to enter on the >tate of 
my mmd beneath 1ts load of sorrow. I came to think th.1t the 
r uture was walled up before me, that the ener~v and action of 
n,y life were at an e:1d, ihJt I never could fltd ·any refuse but 
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in the grave. I can<e to think so, I say, but not in the first 
shock of my •rrief. It slowly ~rew to that. If the events I go 
on to relate, had not thickened around me, in the beginning 
to confuse, and in lhe end to au~ment, my affliction, it is 
possible (though I think not probable), that I might have 
i;tllen at once into thiS condit10n. As it was, an interval 
occurred before I fully knew my own distress ; an interval in 
which I even supposed that its sharpest pangs were past; and 
when my mind coulJ soothe itself hr resting on all that was 
most innocent and beautiful, in the tender story that 11"3.1 

dosed for ever. 
When it was first proposed that I should go abroad. or how 

it came to be a11reed among us that I was to seek the rt·;-;tor:tw 
tion of my peace in change a11cl travel, I do not, even now, 
distinctly know. The spirit of Agnes so pervaded all we 
thou~bt, and said, and did, in that time of sorrow, that I 
assume I may refer the project to her influence. But her 
inflt1ence WHS S<> quiet that I know no more. 

And no•v, indeed, I began to think that in my old a>Socia· 
tiun of her with the stained-glass window in the church, a 
prophetic foreshaduwin~ of what she would be to me. in the 
calan<ity that w:" to happen in the fulness of time, had 

1 f1und a way into my mind. In all that sorrow, from the 
moment, never to be forgc•ttcn, when she stood before me 
with her upr.tised hand, sl;e wos like a sacred presence in m)' 
lonely house. \\"hen the Angel of Death alighted there, my 
child-wife fell asleep-they tu'lct me so when 'r could bear to 
hear it--on her bosom, with ~ smile. From my swoon, I 
first awoke to a conscioHsness of her compassion.tte tc.r.rs. her 
WOI ds of hope and peace, her .~entle face bending down "' 
from a purer rt:cion nearer Heaven, over my unclisciplilwd 
heart, and softening its p1in. 

Let me go on. 
I was to go abroad. Tint seemed to have been determined 

among us from the first. The ffround now co\"ering all that 
could perish of my departed wife, I waited only ior what 
Mr. ~!icawber called the "final pulverisation of Heep," and 
for the departure of the emigrants. 

At the request of Traddlcs, most affectionate and devoted 
of friends in my trouble, we returned to Canterbury: I mean 
my aunt, A;;nes, and I. We proceeded by appointment 
straight to ~Ir. ll!icawber's house; where, and at Mr. Wick· 
field's, my friend had been labouring ever since our explosive 
meeting. When J!OOr 1!rs. Micawber saw me come in, in my 
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black clothes, she was sensibly affected. There was a great 
de . .! of good in ,\Irs. Micawber s heart, which had not been 
dunned out of it in all those many years. 

"IV ell, Mr. and Mrs. "licawber," was my Bunt's first 
salutation after we were seated. •' Pray, have you thought 
about that emigration proposal of mine?" 

"My dear madam," returned Mr. 1\licawber, "perhaps I 
cannot better express the conclusion at which :Mrs. ~l!cawber, 
your humble servant, and I may add our children, have jointly 
and severally arrived, than by borrowing the langua~e of an 
illustrious poet, to reply that our Boat is on the shore, and 
our Bark is on the sea." 

"That's right," said my aunt. "I augur all sorts of good 
from your sensible deci>ion." 

"~!adam, you do us a great deal of honour," he rejoined. 
He then referred to a memorandum. "\\'ith respect to the 
pecuniary asoiotance enabling us to launch our frail canoe on 
the ocean of enterprise, I have reconsidered that important 
business point ; and would beg to propose my notes of hand 
-drawn, it is needless to stipulate, on stamps of the amounts 
respectively required by the various Acts of Parliament 
applying to such securities-at eighteen, twenty-four, and 
thirty months. The proposition I originally submitted, was 
twelve, eighteen, and twenty-four ; but I am apprehensive 
that such an arrangement might not allow sufficient time for 
the requisite amount of-Something-to turn up. We might 
not," said 1lr. Micawber, looking round the room as if it 
represented several hundred acres of hi;::hly cultivated land, 
"on the first responsibility becoming due, hove been successful 
in our harvest, or we might not ho.n: got our harvest in.. 
Labour, I bdieve, is sometimes ditncult to obtain in that 
portion of our colonial possessions where it will be our lot to 
combat with the teeming soil." 

"Arrange it in any way you please, sir," said my aunt. 
"Madam:" he replied, ".!llrs. Micawber and myself are 

deeply sens1ble of the very considerate kindness of our Jriends 
and patrons. \\'hat I wish is, to be perfectly business-like, 
and perfectly punctual. Turning over, as we are about to turn 
over, an entir~ly new leaf; and falling back, as we are now io 
~he act of falhng back, tor a Spring of no common magnitude ; 
1t IS 1mportant to my sense of sell-respect, besides being an 
example to my son, that these arrangements should be con­
cluded us between man and man." 

1 don't know tlwt ~'H. Micawber attached any meaning to 
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this last phrase ; I don't know that anybody ever does, or did ; 
but he a~pearcd to relish it uncommonly, and repeated, with 
an impressive cough, '~as bt:>twecn man and rn . .m. 1

' 

"I propose," said 1!r. Micawber, ''Bills-a convenience to 
the mercantile world, for which, I bcl•eve, we are originally 
indebted to the Jews, who appear to me to have had a devilish 
deal too much to do with them ever since~because they are 
negotiable. Ilut if a Bond, or any other description of 
security, would be preferred, I should be happy to execute any 
such instrument. As between man and man." 

My aunt observed, that in a case where both parties were 
willing to agree to anything, she took it for granted there 
would be no difficulty in settling this point. 1lr. 1lkawber 
was of her opinion. 

"In reference to our domestic preparations, madam," s~id 
1fr. l\ficawber1 with some pride, "for meding the dv,uny 
to which we are now understood to be self-devoted, I beg 
to rerort them. My eldest <laughter attends at 6"e every 
mornin~ in a neighbouring establishment, to acqu1re the 
prvces<-if process it way be called-of milking cows. ~fy 
younger children are instructed to observe, as closely as 
circumotances will penn it, the habits of the pigs and roultry 
maintained in the poorer parts of this city : a pursuit from 

)
) which. they have, on two occasions, been brought home, within 

an inch of being run over. I have myself directed some 
attent1on, during the past week, to the art of baking ; and my 
son Wtlkins has issued forth with a walking-stick and driven 
~at tie, when permitted, by the rugged hirelings who had them 
1l1 ~hargc, to render any voluntary s()rVice in that dirt,;ttlon­
whJch I regret to say, for the credit of our nature, was not 
often ; he being generally warned, with imprecations, to 
desist." 

"All Yery right indeed," said my aunt encuura~ingly. 
"Mrs. Micawber has b~~n busy, too, I hav~ no dou}.,t.'' 

"~ly rlear madam," returned Mrs. Micawber, with her 
busine,s-lil;e air, "I am free to confess that I have not been 
a~ti:·ely eng.cged in pursuits immediately connected with 
cultivation or ~1th stock, though well aware that both will 
datm my attent1on on a foreign shore. Such opportunities as 
1 have been enabled to alienate from my domestic duties, 
I have devoted to. corresponding at some length with my 
family. Fori own tt seems to me, my dear Mr. Copperfield," 
sard ~Irs. M1cawber, who always fell back on me (I suppose 
from old habtt) to whomsoever else sh~ might address her 
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discourse at starting, "that the time is come wh~n the 
past should be buried in oblivion; when my family should 
take Mr. Micawber by the hand, and Mr. Micawber should 
take my family by the hand ; when the lion should lie 
down with the lamb, and my family be on terms with 
Mr. Micawber." 

I said I thought so too. 
"This, at least, is the light, my dear Mr. Copperfield," 

pursued Mrs. Micawber, "in which 1 view the subject. When 
I lived at home with my papa and mama, my papa was 
accustomed to ask, when any point was under discussion in our 
limited circle, 'In what light does my Emma view the 
subject?' That my papa was too partial, I know ; still, on 
such a point as the frigid coldness which has ever subsisted 
between Mr. Micawber and my family, I necessarily have 
formed an opinion. delusive though it may be." 

"No doubt. Of course you have, ma'am," said my.aunt. 
"Precisely so," assented Mrs. Micawber. "Now, I may be 

wrong in my conclusions; it is very likely that I am; but 
my individual impression is, that the gulf between my family 
and Mr. Micawber may be traced to an apprehension, on 
the part of my family, that Mr. ~!icawber would require 
pecuniary accommodation. I cannot help thinking," said 
ll!rs. Micawber, with an air of deep sagacity, "that there 
are members of my family who have been apprehensive that 
Mr. lllicawbor would solicit them for their names.-! do not 
mean to be conferred in Baptism upon our children, but to 
be inscribed on Bills of Exchange, and negotiated in the 
Money Market." 

The look of penetration with which lllrs. Micawber an· 
nounced this discovery, as if no one had ever thought of it 
before, seemed rather to astonish my aunt; who abruptly 
replied, "Well, ma'am, upon the whole, I shouldn't wonder if 
you were right! 1

' 

"Mr. Micawber being now on the eve of casting off the 
pecuniary shackles that have so long enthralled him," said 
.Mrs. Micawber, "and of commencing a new career in a 
country where there is sufficient range for his abilities,-which, 
in my opinion, is exceedingly important; Mr. ll!icawber's 
abilities peculiarly requiring space,-it seems to me that my 
family should signalise the occasion by coming forward. \\"hat 
I could wish to see, would be a meeting between Mr. Micawber 
and my family at a festive entertainment, to be given at my 
family's expense; where Mr. lllicawber's health and prosperity 
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being proposed by some leading member of my family, ~!r, 
Micawber might have an opportunity ?f developing his ~·iews." 

"My dear,'' said Mr. fo.lJcawber, w1th some he-at, "It may 
be better for me to state distinctly, at once, that if I were 
to develop my views to that assembled group, they would 
possibly be found of an olfensil'e nature; my impression being 
that your family are, in th·· aggregate, impertinent Snobs; anJ, 
in detail, unmitigated Ruffians." 

":\licawber," said ~lrs. Micawher, shaking her head, "no! 
You have never understood them, and they hare never 
understood vou." 

Mr. l\lica1~her coughed. 
"They have never understood you, Micawber," said his 

wife. "They may be inrapable of it. If so, that is their 
misfortune. I can pity their misfortune." 

"I am extremely sorry, my dear Emma," said ~!r. Micawher, 
relenting, "to have been betrayed into any expressions that 
might, even remotely, have the appearance of being strong 
expressions. All I would say is, that I can go abroad without 
your fJmily coming forward to favour me,-in short, with a 
parting Shove of their cold shoulders ; and that, upon the 
whole, I would rather leave England with such impetus as I 
possess, than derive any acceleration of it from that quarter. 
At the same time, mv dear, if thev should condescend to reply 

' 

to your communications-which ·our joint experience renders 
! most improbable-far be it from me to be a barrier to your 
· wishes.)) 

The matter being thus amicably settled, Mr. Micawher gave 
l•lrs. Micawber his arm, and ghncing at the heap of books and 
p.lpers lying befor·· Traddles on the table, sa1d they would 
leave us to ourselves ; which !hey ceremoniouslr did. 

"My dear Copperfield," said Traddles, leanin~ back in his 
chair when they were gone, and looking at me wi1h an affection 
that made his eyes red, and his hair all kinds of shapes, "1 
don't make any excuse for troubling you with business, b':cause 
I know you are deeply interestl'd in it, and it may divert your 
thoughts, My dear boy, 1 hope you are not worn out I" 

11 1 am quite myself," said I, after a pause. '' \Ve have 
more cause to think of my aunt than of any one. You know 
how much she has donc/1 

'' Snrely, surely," answered Traddles. "Who can forget it!" 
"But even that is not all," said I. "During the last fort· 

nizht, some new trouble has vexed her and she has been io 
an'd out of London every day. times she has gone 
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out early, and been absent until ~ening. Last night,!Traddle;;, 
with .this journey before her, it was almost midnight ~fore she 
came home. · You know what her .considcration.for'otbers i&. 
She _will not tell me wbo.t bas happened to distress her." • 
. · My aunt;• very pale, and with deep lines. in ber lace, sat 
immovable.until I bad finished; ·When 10n1e stray t~Sl~S found 
their way ~o her cheeks, aod she put her band ..., mine. . .. 

"It's nothing, Trot; •it's nothing; ~ · There will be Do more of 
ito .· You sball know by-and-bye. • Now1 Agnes, my lieu, let us 
attend to1these affairs.• • · •·•· • . . ' · ·. ~-
. •q must do Mr.. Micawber the justice to· say,• Tr1111Ucs 

. began; . "that although be would appeanot to bave·worked to 
any good account for himself, he is a most untiring man whell 
be-works for other people. I never saw llucb a fellow •. •· If he 
always goes on in the same way, be must be, virtually, about 
:two hundred years •.old at present. The beat into which he 
bas;·been cOntinually .putting himself; and the distracted and 
.impetuolis-manner<io-whicb he has been diving, day and night, 
; among' papers and· lxioks; to . say· nothing . of the immeme 
number of !etten be· bas 'Written. me between this bouse and 
·Mr, :Wickfield'l,' and often across ·the table wbt:a he hu been 
sitting:opposite,.•and .mignt much more easily ha'l\l ;pokeo ; is 
quite extraardinar:y.'! " · ""' . 
. "Letterst'l·cried ··my. aunL •' "1-'' believe he dreamt in . 
·letters.J!! .· ' '· . · I• • ,. · · 

,. ·: '!There's. Mr' Dick,· .too," said . Traddles, "bas beeJi doing 
·wonders Jov .Ali ·&OOm,as he was released from overlooking 
Uriah Heep, · whom he kept in sncb charge as I nevf:ll saw 
exceeded, h~ begao .to devote himself to Mr. Wickfield. · And 
really his anxiety to be ,of use in the investigations we have 
,been ,making; ·and•·. his zeal ' usefulness .in extracting. and 
.,cbpying, andJetcbing,.and carrying, have_been quite stimulating 
. to.-usl,·~ · ... "··". . .: · . · .. · . .. ~ ; ·:;. ~ · · :. · 
i', "Dickisawryremarkableman,•excJaimedmyaunt;"and 
• I always Said he,was; · Trot, you know iL"" 

"1 am happy to say, Miss Wickfield," pursued Traddles, lot 
once with great delicacy and with great earnestness, ·" that in 
your absence ·Mr. Wickfield has . considerably improved. Re. 
,Jieved of the incubus that bad fastened upon him for so long a 
time, and of the dreadful apprehensions uuder wbich be had 
Jived, be is hardly the same person. •At times, even his im­
paired power of concentrating his memory and attention on 

:,particular points of business, has · recovered itself very much ; 
. •and he has been abla.co Wist us in making some things dear, 
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that we should have lound very difficult indeed, if not hopeless, 
without him. But what I have to do is to come to results, 
which are short enough: not to gossip on all the hopeful 
circumstances l have observed, or 1 shall never have done.'' 

His natural manner ~nd agreeable simplicity made it trans· 
parent that he said this to put us in good heart, and to enable 
Agnes to hear her father mentioned with greater confidence; 
but it was nut the bs pleasant for that. 

"!'\'"'• let me see," said Traddles, looking among the papers 
on the table. "Havin~ counted our funds, and reduced to 
ord.r a gre.tt mass of uuintentiunal confusion in the first place, 

··and of wilful confusion and lalsification in the second, we take 
it to be clear that 11lr. \\'ickfield might now wind up his 
busin<:ss, and his agency-trus~ and exhibit no deficiency or 
defalcation whatever." 

"Oh, thank Heaven!" cried Agnes, fervently. 
" But," said Traddles, "the surplus that would be left as his 

means of support-and I suppose the house to be sold, even in 
saying this-would be so small, not exceeding 111 all probability 
some hundrerls of pounds, that perhaps, Miss \\'ickfield, it 
would be best to consider whether he might not retain his 
a~ency of the estate to which he has so lung been receiver. 
His friends might advise him, you know; now he is free. 
You yourself, Miss \\'ickficld-Copperfield-l-" 

"I have considered it, Trotwood," said Agnes, looking to 
me, "and I feel that it ought not to be, and must not be ; 
even on the recommendation vf a ftiend to whom I am so 
grateful, and owe so much." 

"I will not say that I recommend it" observed TraJJies, 
u I thmk it r1ght to suggest it. No more> 

"}am happy to hear you sav so" answered A"ncs, steadily, 
"for it givts me hope, almost .. ass~ ranee, that wt>c: think alike. 
Dear Mr. Traddks and dear Trotwood, papa once free with 
honour, what could I wish for! I have always asl'ired, if I 
could h:we released htm from the toils in which he was held, 
t~ render back some little portion of the love and care l owe 
htm, and to derate my life to him. It has been, for years, the 
utmost height of my hopes. To take our future on myself, 
Will be the next great happiness-the next to his release from 
all trust and responsibility-that I can know." 

::Have you thought how, Agnes?'' 
Often I I am not afraid, dear Trotwood. I am certain of 

success. So many people know me here, and think kindly of 
me, that I am certain. Don't mistrus~ me. Our wants are 
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not many. If I rent the dear old house, and keep a schoo~ I 
shall be useful and happy." 

The calm fervour of her cheerful voice brought bac~ so 
viv1dly first the dear old house itself, and then my solitary 
home,' that my heart was too full f?r speech. Traddles 
pretended for a little while to be bustly lookmg among the 

paP.e~~xt, Miss Trotwood," said Traddles, "That property of 
yours. 11 

"Well sir," sighed my aunt. "Alii have got to say about 
it is, tha{ if it's gone, I can bear it; and if it's not gone, I shall 
be glad to get it back.'' 

"It was originally, I think, eight thousand vounds, Consols ?" 
said Traddles. 

" Right ! " replied my aunt. 
"1 can't account for more than five," said Traddles, with an 

air of perplexity. 
"-thousand, do you mean?" inquired my aunt, with 

uncommon composure, "or pounds?" 
"Five thousand pounds," said Traddles. 
"It was all there was," returned my aunt. "I sold three, 

myself. One, I paid for your articles, Trot, my dear ; and the 
other two I have by me. When I lost the rest, I thought it 
wise to say nothing about .that sum, but to keep it secretly for 
a rainy day. I wanted to see how you would come out of the 
trial, Trot ; and you came out nobly-persevering, self·reliant, 
self-denying I So did Dick. Don't speak to me, for I find my 
nerves a little shaken ! " 

Nobody would have thought so, to see her sitting upright, 
with her arms folded ; but she had wonderful self-command. 

"Then I am delighted to say," cried Traddles, beaming with 
joy, "that we have recovered the whole money!" 

"Don't congratulate me, anybody!" exclaimed my aunt. 
" How so, sir?, 

"You believed it had been misappropriated by Mr. Wick­
field?" said Traddles, 

'' Of course I did," said my aun~ "and was therefore easily 
silenced. Agnes, not a word ! " 

"And indeed," said Traddles, "it was sold, by virtue of the 
power of management he held from you; but I needn't say by 
whom sold, or on whose actual signature. It was afterwards 
pretended to Mr. Wickfield, by that rascal,-and proved, too, 
by figure~,-tha~ he had P?ssessed himself of the money (on 
general mstructions, jre mud) to keep other deficiencies and 
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difticulties from the lit:ht. ~lr. Wicklldd, beir.g <n "' ok and 
~dple.ss in his hands as to pay you, atterw3.rd<>, :;Lv~·ral sun1s of 
mtercst on a !"''tended princJpalwhlch he knew did not em~ 
made hi1melf, unhappily, a p:Hty to the fmnrl " 

·• ,\nd at last tool< the blame upon h1mwlf," added my aunt; 
"and wrot(j mt.: a mad \1 .ter, cha!'ging himself with robbery, 
and wrong unheard of. Upon which I paid him a visit early 
one morning, ca1'd for a candle, burnt the letter, and told him 
if he ever could right me .md himself, to do it ; and if he 
couldn't, to keep hi1 u•··" •ounsel for his daughtds sake.-If 
anybody speaks to me, IIi leave the house I" 

We all remaint-d quiel ; Agne~ CO\'Cring her face. 
"\\'ell, mr dear friend," said my aunt, after a pause, '' :md 

you have really extorted the money back from him?'' 
"Why. the fact is," returned Traddles, "Mr. ~licawber had 

so completely hemme·d him in, and was always rt'ady with so 
many new point> if an old one failed, that he could not escape 
from us. A mmt rernarbble circumstance is, that I rully 
don't think he gr:dpcd this sum cren so much for the gratifica­
tion of his avarice, which was. inordinate~ as in the hatred he 
felt for Copperfield. He said so to me, plainly. He said 
be wouhl even have spent as much, to baulk or injure 
Copperfwld." 

"Ha f" said my aunt, knitting her brows thoughtfully, and 
h glancing at Agnes. e~ :\nd what 1S become of him? 11 

"I dun't kuow. He left here," said TradJies, "with his 
mulher. who hatl he~n clamouring, and b~~eec},ing, and dis­
closing, the whole t1me. They went away by one of the 
London ni~ht coaches, and I know no more about him ; except 
th.lt his rual(~volence t11 me at p~trting was audacious. He 
seemed to C@sider hirmdf hardlv less indebted to me than to 
Mr. ~licawber; which I consider (as I told him) quite ~ 
compltment. 11 

"Do you suppose he has any money, Traddlcs?" I asked. 
"Oh dear, yes, I should think so," he replit•cl, shaking his 

head,, scnously. "I should say he must have pocketed a ~nod 
deal, m one way or other. But I thi,,k you would find, Copper­
field, if you had an opportunity of observing his ccurse, th~t 
mooey 11'0\Jid never keep that man out of mischief. He rs 
such an incarnate hypocrite, that whatever object he pur;ues, 
he must pursue crookedly. It's his only compensation for the 
outward restraints he puts upon himself. Always creepin~ 
along the ground to some small end or other, he will alwav; 
ma~nify every object in the way; aud consequently will hate 



David Copperfield 731 
and suspect everybody that comes, in the most innocent 
manner, between him and it. So the crooked courses wtll 
become crookeder, at any moment, for the least reason, or for 
none. It's only necessary to consider. his history here," said 
Traddles, "to know that." 

"He's a monster of meanness l" said my aunt. 
" Really I don't know about that," observed Traddles, 

thoughtfully. "Many people can be very mean, when they 
give their minds to it." 

"And now, touching Mr. Micawber," said my aunt. 
"Well, really," said Traddles, cheerfully, "I must, once 

more, give Mr. Micawber high praise. But for his having been 
so patient and persevering for so long a time, we never could 
have hoped to do anything worth speaking of. And I think 
we ought to consider that Mr. Micawber did righ~ for right's 
sake, when we reflect what terms he might have made wjth 
Uriah Heep himself, for his silence." 

''I think so too," said I. 
" Now, what would you give him?" inquired my aunt. 
"Oh I Before you come to that," said Traddles, a little dis. 

concerted, "I am afraid I thought it discreet to omit (not being 
able to carry everything before me) two points, in making this 
lawless adjustment-for it's perfectly lawless from beginning to 
end-of a difficult affair. Those I. 0. U .'s, and so forth, which 
Mr. Micawber gave him for the advances be had--" 

"Well! They must be paid," said my aunt. 
"Yes, but l don't know when they may be proceeded on, or 

where they are," rejoined Traddles, opening his eyes ; "and I 
anticipate that, between this time and his departure, Mr. 
Micawber will be constantly arrested, or taken in execution." 
. "Then he must be constantly set free again, and taken out of 
execution," said my aunt. "\\'hat's the amount altogether?" 

"Why, Mr. Micawber has entered the transactions-he calls 
them transa~t!ons-with great form, in a book," rejoined 
Traddles, smtlmg ; "and he makes the amount a hundred 
and three pounds, five." 

"Now, what shall we give him, that sum included?" said 
my aunt. "Agnes, my dear, you and I can talk about di,ision 
of it afterwards. What should it be? Five hundred pounds?" 

Upon thts, Traddles and I both struck in at once. We both 
re.comn:ended a small sum in money, and the payment, without 
~ttpulauon to Mr . .Mtcawber, of the Uriah claims as they came 
m .. We proposed that the family should have their passage aod 
thetr outfit, and a hundr~d pounds; and that Mr. Micawber's 
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arrangement for the repayment of the advances should be 
gravely entered into, as it might be wholesome for him 
to suppose him>elf under that responsibility. To this, I 
added the sugsestion, that I should give some explanation of 
his character and history to Mr. Peggotty, who I knew could 
be relied on; and that to Mr. Peggotty should be quietly 
entrusted the di>crction of advancing another hundred. I 
further proposed to interest Mr. Micawber in ~lr. l'eggotty, by 
confiding so much of ~lr. Peggotty's story to him as I might 
feel justified in relating, or might think expedient; and to 
endeavour to bring each of them to bertr upon the other, for 
the common advantage. We all entered warmly into these 
views; and I may mention at once, that the principals 
themselves did so, shortly afterwards, with perfect good will 
and harmony. 

that Traddles now glanced anxiously at my aunt 
again, reminded him of the second and last point to which 
he had adverted. 

"You and your aunt will excuse me, Copperfield, if I touch 
upon a painful theme, as I greatly fear I shall,'' said Traddles, 
hesitating; "but I think it necessary to bring it to your 
recollection. On, the day of Mr. Micawber's memorable 
denunciation, a threatening allusion was made by Uriah Heep 
to your aunt's-husband." 

My aunt, retaining her stiff position, and apparent composure, 
assented with a nod. 

"Perhaps," observed Traddlcs, "it was mere purposeless 
impertinence? 11 

~.~ ~0,'1 returned my aunt. . 
"There was-pardon me-really such a person, and at alltn 

his power?" hinted Traddles. 
"Yes, my good friend,'' said my aunt. . 
Traddles, with a perceptible lengthening of his face, explamed · 

that he had not been able to approach this subject; that It had' 
shared the fate of Mr. Micawber's liabilities, in not bmng com· 
prehended in the terms he had made ; that we were no longer 
of any authority with Uriah Hecp; and that if he could do us,, 
or any of us, any injury or annoyance, no doubt he would. i 

My aunt remained quiet; until again some stray tears tounl 
their way to her cheeks. 

"You are quite right," she said. "It was very thoughtful t 
mention it/' · 

"Can l-or Copperfield-do anything I" asked Traddk 
gently. 
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"Nothin"" said my aunt. '·I thank you many times. Trot, 

my dear, a ~ain threat! Let us have ~lr. and Mrs. Micawb~r 
back. And don't any of you speak to me!" With that she 
smoothed her dress, and sat, with her upright carriage, lookmg 
at the door. 

"Well Mr. and Mrs. C.licawber!" said my aunt, when they 
entered. ' "We have been discussing your emigration, with 
many apologies to you for keeping you out of the .~oom so 
long; and I'll tell you what amngements we propose. 

These she explained to the unbounded sattsfacuon of the 
hmily,-children and all being then present,-and so much 
to the awakening of Mr. Micawber's punctual habits in the 
opening stage of all bill transa.ctions," !hat he could not be dis· 
suaded from immedtately rushmg out, m the htghest sptnts, to 
buy the stamps for his notes of hand. But his joy received 
a sudden check; for within five minutes he returned in the 
custody of :. shorifCs officer, informing us, in a flood of tears, 
that all was lost. We, being quite prepared for this event, 
which was of course a proceeding of Uriah Heep's, soon paid 
the money; and in five minutes more Mr. llficawber was 
seated at the table, filling up the stamps with an expression 
of perfect joy, which only that congenial employment, or the 
making of punch, could impart in full completeness to his 
shining face. To see him at work on the stamps, with the 
reli>h of an artist, touching them like pictures, looking at them 
sideways, taking weighty notes of dates and amounts in his 
pocket·book, and contemplating them when finished, with a 
high sense of their precious value, was a sight indeed. 

" Now, the best thing you can do, sir, if you'll allow me to 
advise you," said my aunt, after silently observing him, "is to 
abjure that occupation for evermore." 

"Madam," replied ~!r. Micawber, "it is my intention to 
register such a vow on the virgin page of the future. ~Irs. 
Micawber will attest it. I trust," said Mr. Micawber, solemnly, 
"that my son IVtlkins will ever bear in mind, that he had 
infinitely better put his fist in the fire, than use it to handle 
the serp~nts that have poisoned the life.blcrtJd of his unhappy 
parent ! Deeply :t!fected, and changed m a moment to the 
image of des1wr, Mr. Micawber regarded the serpents with a 
look of gloomy abhorrence (in which his late admiration of 
them was not quite subdued), folded them up ;mJ put them in 
his pocket . 

. This closed the proceedings of the evening. We were weary 
wtth sorrow and fattgue, :md my aunt and I were to return to 
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London on the morrow. It 1vas arranced that the Micawbers 
should follow us, after eft"ecting a sale of their goods to a 
broker; that /l!r. Wickfield's al1'airs should be brought to a 
settlement, with all conl'enient speed, under the direction of 
Traddles; and that Agne• should also come to London, pend· 
ing those arrangements. We passed the night at the old house, 
which, freed from the presence of the Beeps, seen1ed purged 
of a disease; and I lay in my old room, like a shipwrecked 
wanderer come home. 

We went back next day to my aunt's house-not to mine; 
and when she and I sat alone, as of old, before going to bed, 
she soid: 

"Trot, do you re.11ly wish to know what I have had upon 
my mind lately?" 

" Indeed I do, aunt. If there ever was a time when I felt 
unwilling th.\t you should have a sorrow or anxiety which I 
could not share, it is now." 

H You have had sorro\v enou.r.:h, child," said my aunt, 
atrectionatdy, "without the addition of my little miseries. 
I cnuld have no other motive, Trot, in keeping anything frnm 
you." 

11 I know that well," said I. <f nut tell me now." 
"Would you ride with me a little way to-morrow morning?" 

askt:d my aunt. 
"Of course." 
hAt nine," said she. 11 I'll tell you then, my dear/' 
At nine: accordiugly, we went out in a little chariot, and 

drove to London. We drove a long way through the streets 
until we came to one of the large hospitals. ~tanding hard 
by the buil-ling was a plain hearse. The driver recognised my 
aunt, and in obedience to a motion of her hand at the window, 
dro\'e slowly off; we following. 

~~You understand it now, Trot/' said my aunt. ''He i:. 
gone ! 11 

"Did he die in the hospital?" 
j'Yes.'' 
She sat immovable beside me; but again I saw the <tr.ty 

tears on her face. 
''He was there once before," said my aunt presently. 

"He was ailing a long time-a shattered, broken man, these 
many vears. When he knew his state in this last illness, 
he asked them to send for me. He was sorry then. Very 
surry." 

h You went, I know, aunt." 
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"I went. I was with him a good deal aftenvards." 
"He dicu the night before we went to Canterbury r" 

said I. 
)I! y aunt nodded. " No one can harm him now," she said. 

'·It was a vain threat.'' 
We drove away, out of town, to the churchyard at Homsey. 

"Better here than in the streets," said my aunt. "He was 
born here.,, 

We alighted; and followed the plain coffin to a corner I 
remember well, where the service was read consigning it to the 
dust. 

"Six-and-thirty years ago, this day, my dear," said my aunt, 
as we walkeu back to the chariot, '' I was married. G<ld 
for~ive us all!" 

We took our seats in silence ; and so she sat beside me for 
a long time, holJing my hand. At length she suddenly burst 
into tears, and s~ud; 

" He was a fine-looking man when I married him, Trot-and 
he was sadly changed!" 

It did not last long. After the relief of tears, she soon 
became composed, and even cheerful. Her nerves were a 
little shaken, she said, or she would not have given way to it. 
God forgive us all ! 

So we rode bctck to her little cottage at Highgate, where 
we found the following short note, which had arrived by that 
morning's post from Mr. Micawber: 

"My dear Madam, and Copperfield, 

"Caoterburv, 
,;Friday. 

"The fair land of promise lately loomin~ on the 
horizon is again enveloped in impenetrable mists, and for ever 
withdrawn from the eyes of a drifting wretch whose Doom is 
sealed! 

"Another writ has been issued (in His Majesty's High 
Court of King's Bench at Westminster), in another cause of 
HEEP v. MICA \HER, the defendant in that cause is the 
prey of the sheriff having jurisdiction in this baliwick. 

11 1\(,w's tht: day1 and llow's the hour, 
See the front of b.utle lower, 
See approach proud EDWAkll'S power­

Chains and !.lavery! 

Consigned to which, and to a speedy end (for mental torture 
is not supportable beyonr! a certain point, and that point I 
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fed 1 have attained), my cour;e is run. Bless you, bless 
Some future traveller1 visiting, from motives of 
not unmingled, let us hope, with ;ympathy, the place 
confith:ment allotted to J,:btors in this cltv, may, and I trust 
will, l'und(;r• as he traces on its w:dl, insc1ibt;d with a rusty 
nail, 

"The obscure initials 
"II'.~!. 

"r.S. I re-open this tn say that our conunon friend, ~lr. 
ThonF\S 1hddles (who has not vet left us, and is lookin3 
extremely well), has paid the deGt and cnsts, in the nobk 
name of ~!iss Trotwood; and that myself and family are at the 
height u[ earthly bliss." 

CHAPTER LV 
TEZIIPEST 

I NOW approach an event in my life, so indelible, so awful, s~ 
bound by an infinite v.ui,·ty of ties to all that has preceded It 
in these vagc\ that, from the beginning of my narrath·c, I have 
seen it growing larger anJ as I advancccl, like a grc~1t 
tower in a plain, and throwing fore-cast shadow even on the 
incidents of my childi;h days. 

For years after it occurred, I dreamed of it often. I lw·e 
started up so vividly impressed by it, that its lury has yet 
"'emed raging in my quiet room, in the still night. I dream 
of It sometmtes, though at lengthE>ned and uncertain interra.ls, 
to this hour. I have an association betwec:n it and a stormy 
wind, or the lightest mention of a sea·shore, as 'ltrong as ~ny 
of whirh my mind is conscious. As plainly as I behold what 
happened, l will try to write it down. I do not recall it, but 
see it done; for it harpens again before me. · 

The nme drawing on rapidly for the sailing of the emigrant· 
slup, my good old nurse (almo't broken-hearted for me, when 
we tirst mt::t} came up to London. I was cr•n7->t:Lntly with her, 
and her brother! and the Micawbers (they being very much 
together); but Emily I neve-r saw . 

. One evening when the time wn.s close at hand, I wn.s alone 
wrth Peggotty and her brother. Our cotwer>ation turned on 
Ham. ~he described to us how tenderly he had taken k.ll"c 
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of her, and how manfully and quietly he had borne himself. 
Most vi all, of hte, when sl1e believed he was most tried. It 
wa...s a subil.!ct of \\ohich the ,\flet:tiOiw.te creature ne\·er tin"'d; 
and our lnkrest in ht·:tr!n., the m1ny examples which ~he, 
who was so much with biu•, bJ.d to rdate, wru~ equal to hers 
in them. 

My and I were ?C that time vacating the two cottages 
at Hi~bgate; I intending to go abroad, and she to retuw to 
her house at Dover. We had a temporary in Covent 
G.udl:'n. As I wJl\·:d home to it, after this Coll\'t..:rs~ 
ation, reflecting'"' what had passed between !lam and myself 
when I was last at Yarmouth, I wa\·ered in the original pur­
pose I had formed, oi leaving a letter fvr Emily when I 
should take leave of her uncle on bollid the ship, and thought 
it would be better to write to her now. She might desire, 
I thought, aftt.!r receiving my communication, to send some 
pnrting word by me to her unhappy lover, I ought to give her 
the opportunity. 

I therefore sat down in my room, before going to bed, and 
wrote to her. I told her ti1.1t I had seen him, and th.tt he h.td 
requested me to tell her what I have already written in ils 
pb.ce in those sheets. I faithfully rep<Jated it I had no need 
to enlarge upon it, if I had had the right. Its deep fidelity 
and goodness were not to be adorned by me or any man. I 
lc!t it out, to be sent round in tht: morning; with a line to Dlr. 
Peggott)', requesting him to give it to her; and went to ued 
at daybreak. 

1 was weaker than I knew then; and, not falling asleep 
until the sun was up, l~y lJ.lel and unrc-fre~hed, next ~by. 
I was roused by the silent presence of my aunt at my 
bedside. I felt it in my siecp, as I suppose we all do feel 
such things. 

"Trot, my dear,, she said, when I opened my eyes, "I 
couldn't make up my mind to disturb you. Mr. Pe,;gotty is 
here; shall he come up I" 

I replied yes, and he soon aJllleared. 
"~L:.s·r D.wy,') he said, when Wt had sh:~.ken h:mJs, " I giv 

Em'ly yc•ur lener, sir, and she writ this heer; and be~~cJ of 
me fur ~o ask you to read it, and if you se~ no hurt··rn\ to 
be so kmd as take charge un't. 11 

"Ha~·e you read it?" said L 
He nodded sorrowfully. 1 opened it, and read as follows: 
H 1 have: got ym.u mess:1~e. Oh, what ca.n I write, to thank you f·'>l 

your good and blessed h:Jnd~ to me 1 
BB 
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"I h::~vc pnt the ~·ords clo~e to my heart. I -h:'tll keep them till I die. 

Th..:y are ~h.np thorns, but tlwy arc !iuch tomfort, I have pray<'d ov~;r 
rtww, nh, I !mv(! prayed so mudl, When 1 tind wh:tt you ar~, anrl what 
uw.:k 1~, 1 thll•k \\ h::~t God mu.;t be, :md Ciln t't)' to him. 

"lioo,J.bye fr•r t'\'rr. };row, n1y :le:tr, my iw:n(t, good-bye for ever in 
thi,.; \lt·rl·L lu ::tnother worl<i, it 1 :tm (orgiv.:n, I m,ly W:'\h ::1. cluld and 
come to you. All thanks anU bl·:s._"mgs. huewdl, everm()rc.)) 

This, hlotted with tears, was the letter. 
"~[ay I tell her as you dnen't ~ee no hurt in't, and as you'll 

be so kiml :1:, t:tkc ch:Lrgt on t. \bs'r Davy?:' sa:d Mr. Pegg()tty, 
when I had read it. 

'' l"n•]ue.;;tionably,'' said J.~" but I arn thinking-" 
"Ye~. ~Li.:''r navy? II 

"I am think in~/' said I, "that I'll go down again to Yar­
mouth. There's time, ,tnJ to sp.ne, fur me tu go and come 
l~a~...:k th~· ~hip saih.. ~Iy mmd i::; ronstantly runnin3 o.n 
hin>. his solitude; to put this letter of her writit;g in illS 
hand at thi; time, and to enoble vou to tell her, in the mvment 
ot 1 hot he has got it, ,;.;n be a kindness to both of 
th•,lll. solemnly accepted his commission, deJr good fellow, 
.,11d C;tnnot di ... char~e it tt~O <:'omplctely. 'fht: journey is nothing 
t<• r:><·. I am rcstbs, and shall be better in motton. I'll go 
down to·n1:.:ht. 11 

Though he anxiously endeavoured to dissuade me, I s:tw 
that he was of my mind: and this, if I had required to be 
confinned in my intention, would have hod the effect. He 
went round. to the coach-oifice, at my re~uest, and took the 
hnx-seat for me on the ,-,ail. In the evc·nin~ I started, by thot 
rom •.:yan<-t:, d(l\\'11. the n:.1d I had traver;;t.:d uHJer so many 
vtcissitudl~t:t. 

"Dr,n't you think that," 1 aoked the coachman, in the first 
stage out of London, 11 a vuy remarkable sky? I don't 
n.:mt:mber to have ~een one lik~,. it11 

"Nor I-not equal to i~" he ;eplied, "That's wind. sir. 
There'll be mtschid dot·e at sea, l expect, before long.'' 

It was a murky confu,ion-here and there blotted with a 
colour like the colour of the smoke from damp fuel-of llying 
clouds tos.sed up into most remarkable heaps, sug~esling 
greater hetghts in the clouds than there were depths helow 
them to the botto~ of the deepest hollows in the earth, 
through whtch the wt!d moon seemed to plunge headlong, as 
tf, m a dread dtsturbance of the laws of nature she had lost 
her way and ':'ere frightened. There had been a' wind all day; 
and tt was ttsmg then, with an extraurdinary great sound. Jn 
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another hour it hld much increaseu, .)I\}' was mme 
overcast, and blew hard. 

But as the ntght ndranced, the clouds closing in and densely 
on:rspreadmg the whole sky, thl·n very durk, it c.llll~ on to 
blow, harder and harder. It still increased, until our hor<es 
could scarcely f.1>ce the wind. Many times, in the dark p:ltt ol 
the ni~ht (it \\a'l then late m Sep1emh•r, whl;!n the nights \Vt:rc 

not short), the l~aJ8r~ turn_ed abClut, ur c._l:ttt· tu .1 J·~J.tl st")P; 
and we were often m st:nous aplJrehen:-~1on that the coach 
\'>'\_11..tld be blo_wn over. Sweeping ):!U~ts of rain came up bt!un: 
th1s storm, hke shuwers of steel ; anJ, at those tinh:s, wh~n 
there wa.s any shelter of trees or lee wal\s to be got, 1:e Wt't•: 
fain tO Stop, 1n (\ shet'T itnpossibiJity or CO!'ltinuing th~ tilTU;_!;~\t:. 

\\'hen the .dav broke, it blew hard··:· a:rd harder. I had been 
in \'armouth when tht! seamen :1aid it blew great ,C'un-;, but I 
had nerer known the like of this, nr """"''>' JL!'!"roa:e~u:.,; 
\\\: c1.mc to Ipsw[r_h-n:ry lak, h.lVIllt!, 

of ground sinrc we were ten miles (lUl ol 

n. cluster of people in the nurket,place, ris'.'n froill 
their beds in the ni[!ht, feanul of falling chinm.:ys. Some of 
these, a Gout the inn. yard wblic W(~ changed h\lf.'>«.:::i, 

told us g:eat of lead havmg been ripped off a hi~h 
churdHuwer, and flung into a bye~stn.:et, which then 
blocked up. Others had to tell of country 
fwm neighbouring villages, who bad Set"n 
out of t!1e earth, and n·!Jole rit b 
and fiel,l;. Still there was no abatement 
blew harder. 

As we on, nearer and nl'arer to the sea1 from \\ hi1·h 
this mighty was blowing dead un :'bore, its Ioree UccamL· 
more and more terriflc. Long before w0 0:.l.W th~ ~t:n, its spr.1y 
was on our lips, and showered salt rain upon us. The w.~tt::­
v.-.~s out, over miles and miles of the fbt country ad.1.tcent to 
Yarn:outh; and €\'Cry sheet and puddle la'hcd its uanh ""d 
hr!.d its stress of little brr:akcr~ setting heavily tuW[I.rd~ us. 
\\'hen we c.a.me, within sie;ht of tht: sea, the waves on tht: 
hori;on, caught at intervals above the rol!ing ~h:,·.~s, wer~ lib;: 
glirnpst:S or a~other shore with towers anti buildJO.L!S." Wheu 
at last we got mto the town, tile penple ca.~1e out to tht.:tr dvors, 
all u~la.nt 1 and with streaming hair, m:tklllg a wondc.:r <Jf th~ 
mail that had come through such a night. 

1 put up at the old inn, and went down to luck at the sea ; 
sta(l'o.:ring alon~ the street, which wa-:; strewn "':ith sand :~nJ 
St:3.~~Cd 1 and Wilh flying blotches or Sea-foam; a! raid OJ f.;4lll06 
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slates and tiles ; and hc•lding by people I met, nt an,:ry corners. 
Coming neor the beach, I saw, not only the boatmen, but half 
the people of the town, lurking behind buildings; some, now 
and then bra ring the fury of the storm to look away to sea, 
and blown sheer out of the1r course in trying to get zigzag back. 

J nining these groups, I found bewailmg women whose 
husbands were away in herring or oyster boats, which there 
was too much reason to think might have foundered before 
they could run in anywhere for safety. Grizzled old sailors 
were among the people, shaking their heads, as they looked 
from water to sky, and muttering to one another; ship-owners, 
excited and une.1sy; children, huddling together, and peering 
into old~r faces even stout mariners, disturbed ru1d anxious, 
levelling their at the sea from behind places of shelter, 
as if they were survt>ying an enemy. 

The tremendous sea itself, when I could find suffirient pause 
to look at it, in the agitation of the blinding wind, the flying 
stones and s:md, and the awful noise, confounded me. As the 
hi,;h watery w.11ls came rollin~ in, and, at their highest, tumbled 
into surf, they looked as if the least would engulf the town. 
,\s the receding wave swept back with a hoarse roar, it seemed 
to >coup out deep caves in the beach, us if its purpose were 
to undermine the earth. \\'hen some white-headed billows 
thundered on, and dashed themselves to pieces before they 
reached the \anJ, every fragment of the bte whole seemed 
possessed by the full mi~ht of its wrath, t\IShing to be gathered 
to the r.ompusition of another monster. Undulating bills were 
t!Janged to valleys, undulating valleys (11'ith a solitary storm· 
J;ird sometimes skimming through them) were lifted up to 
h1lls; masses of water shivered and shook the beach with a 
bouming sound; every shape tumultuously rolled on, as soon 
as made, to change its shape and place, and beat another shape 
and place away; the iJcal shore on the horizon, with its towers 
and buildings, rose and fell; the clouds fell fast and thick; I 
seemed to see a rending and upheaving of all mture . 

. Not finding Ham among the people whom this memorable 
wmd-for it is still remembered down there, as the greatest 
ever known to blow upon that coast-had brought together, I 
made my way to hJS house. It was shut; and as no one 
anwered to my knocking, I went, by back ways and bye-lanes, 
to the yard where he wurked. I learned, there, that he had 
gone to Lowestoft, to ~eet some sudden exigency of ship· 
ll'pamng m whrch hrsskrll was required; but that he would be 
bacl, to-morrow morn1ng, m good time ,, 
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I went back to the inn; and wl'ien I had washed and dressed 

and tried to sleep, but in vain, it was five o'clock in th~ 
afternoon. I had not sat five minutes Dl' the colfee-room fire 
when the waiter coming to stir it, as an •:.;c,,e for talking, told 
me that two co!hers had gone down, with ull hanJs, a few miles 
~way; and that some other ships had been seen l.,l>Ouring hard 
m the Roads, a.nd trying, in great distress, to kf'C!' o·~· ·.~l!(•r•!. 
Mercy on the~, and on ~ll poor sailors, s.1id he, 1f we haa 
another ntght hke the last ! 

I was ~ery m.uch depressed in spirits; very solitary: and felt 
an uneastness 10 Ham's not being there, disproportionate t. 
the occasion. I was seriously affected, without knowing how 
much, by late events; and my long exposure to the fierce wind 
had confused me. There was that jumble in my thoughts and 
recollections, that I had lost the clear arrangement of time and 
distance. Thus, if I had gone out into the town, l should not 
have been surprised, I think, to encounter some one who I 
knew must be tben in London. So to speak, there was in 
these respects a curious inattention in my mind. Yet it was 
busy, too, with all the remembrances the place naturally 
awakened; and they were particularly distinct and vivid. 

In this state, the waiter's dismal intelligence about the ships 
immediately connected itself, without any effort of my volition, 
with my uneasiness about Ham. I wns persuaded th1tt I had 
an apprehension of his returning from Lowestoft by sea, and 
being lost. This grew so strong with me, that I resolved to go 
back to the yard before I took my dinner, and ask the boat· 
builder if he thought his attempting to return by sea at all 
likely? If he gave me the least reason to think so, I 
would go o1·er to Lowestoft and prevent it by bringing him 
with me. 

I hastily ordered my dinner, and went back to the yard. I 
was non~ too soon; for the boat-builder, with a lantern in his 
hand, was locking the yard·gate, He quite laughed when I 
asked him the question, and said there was no fear; no man in 
his senses, or out of them, would put off in such a gaic of 
wind, lens! of all Ham Peggotty, who had been born to 
seafaring. 

So sensible of this, beforehand, that I had really felt ashamed 
of doing what I was ne~ertheless i~pdled to do,. I went b~ck 
to the inn. If such a wmd could nse, I thmk tt wns nsmg. 
The howl' and roar, the rattling of the doors and windows, the 
rumbling in the chimneys, the apparent rocking of tbe. very 
house that sheltered me1 and the prodigious tumult of the sea, 
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were mnre fearful than in the morning. llut there "''" now a 

.t darkness: btsidn; and that im·tsted the storm with new 
real and fanrif ul. 

I could not eat, 1 could not sit still, I could not continue 
stedl~tst to anything. Something within me1 f:.tintly answvnng 
to the st<•rm withou~ t<>ssed up the depths cf my memory 
.mJ made a tumult in them. \' et, in all tht hurty of my 
thuughts, wild running with the thundlring ~ea,-the storm 
and my uneasiness reg.trding Ham were always in the fore~ 
ground. 

~~ y dinner went away alma·;~ untasted, and I tried to refresh 
myself with a glass or two of wine. In vain. I fell into a dull 
slumber before the fire, without losing mv consciousness, tither 
of the uproor out of doors, or of the i1lace in whic!J I was. 
Both bc,rame ovc·rsh<td>~wtd by a new anJ indelimble horror; 
and when I a1wke-or rather when I shook of! the leth:~r~y 
that bound me in my chair·-my whole frame thrillod 11ith 

and unintelli,;ihle i,·ar. 
walked to and fro, tried to read an old gazetteer, li<tened 

to the awful ll'lises: h·nked at 1:l•:l'S, ::l t'lh.:S anti !l~ures in the 
tire. At lcncth, the steady ticking of the undistnrbed cluck 
on the waH torm~.._nted me to that degree that I n::SiJh·:.:d 
to go to bed. 

It was reassuring1 on !-.Uch a night, to be told that some of 
the inn-servants had agreed tog'ethcr to sit up until moming. 
I w-.:nt to bed, exceedingly weary and heavy; but, on my lying 

all such sensations vani~hl·J, as if by magic, and I was 
awa.ke::, with t!Very sense refined . 

. hours 1 by there. listen in~ to the wind and water; 
irn<l.gtmng, now, that I heard .shritks out at SL':l; now, that I 
dl5itinctly heard thl· firing of signal ,guns; anJ the r.~u or 
houses in the tmvn. I got up several times, and <•llt; 
but could St"C nuthing-, except the reflection in the \Vindc~w­
panes of tb~ faint randle I had left burnitw, and of my uwn 
haggard face looking in at me from the black void. 
. At length, my restlessness attained to such a pitch, that I 
h~rnt:d on my clothes, and went down-stairs. In the i:J.rge 
k1lchen, where I dimly saw hacon und ropes of onions han~ing 
fro~i the ?eams~ the \Vatdwrs were clustered together, in 
va~IOUS atttt~des, about a taLle, purposely moved away from 
t~e great ch1mney, and brou:7!1t n(·ar tbe door. A pretty girl, 
"ho had her ears stopped wnh h•·r apron, and her eyes upon 
th~. door, screamed '"hen I a!Jpe;..4,.red, suppo~ing m~.: to be a 
spmt; Out the others had more prtsenct" of mind, and were 
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glad of an addition to thetr company. One man, referring to 
the topic they had been discussing, asked me whether I thought 
the souls of the collier-crews who had gone down, were out in 
the storm? • 

I remained there, I dare say, two hours. Once, I opened 
the yard-gate, and looked into th" empty street. The Sdnd, 
the seaweed, .and the flakes of lo"m, w.·re rlriving l"·; and I 
was obliged to call for assistance bttore 1 c;.;d.J shut ~:tte 
again, and make it fast against the wind. 

There was a dark gloom in my solitary chamber, wb,:n 1 .It 
length returned to it; but I was tired now, and, gcttin~ into h..:d 
again, fell-off a tower and down a precipice-into the de1 ,tJ, 
of sleep. I have an impression that for a long time, though l 
dreamed of being elsewhere and in a variety of scenes, it was 
always blowing in my dream. At length, I lost that feeble hold 
upon reality, and was engaged with two dear friends, but who 
they were I don't know, at the siege of some town in a roar of 
cannonading. 

The thunder of the cannon was so loud and incessan~ that 
I could not hear something I much desired to hear, until I 
made a great exertion and awoke. It was broad day-e•ght 
or nine o'clock; the storm raging, in lieu of the batteries; d:•d 
some one knocking and calling at my door, 

" What is the matter?" I cried. 
" A wreck ! Close by I " 
I sprung out of bed, and asked, what wreck ? 
"A schooner, from Spain or Portugal, laden with fruit anJ 

wine. ~lake haste, sir, if you want to see her! It's thought, 
down on the beach, she'll go to pieces every moment." 

·The excited voice went clamouring along the staircase; and 
I wra1>1~d myself in my clothes as quickly as I could, and '"'' 
into the st;eet. 

Numbers of people were there before me, all runnin~ in """ 
direction to the heach. I ran the same way, out;;tn;•pln!' a 
good many, and so~ came facing the wild sea. 

The wind might by this time ha\'e lulled a little, though n •t 
more sensibly than if the cannonading I had dre .. uned of li.<a 
been diminished by the silencing of half.a-do,en guns out of 
hundreds. But the sea, having upon it the additional agitation 
of the whole night, was infinitely more terrific than when I had 
seen it last. Every appearance it had then presented, bore th~ 
expression of being swtlled; and the height to which the 
breakers rose, and, looking over one another, bore one another 
down, and rolled in, in interminable hosts, was most appalling. 
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In the difficulty of hearing anything but wind and waves, 

and in the crowd. and the unspeakable confusion, and my 
first breJthiess etTYts to stand against the weather, I was so 
contused that I looked out to sea for the wreck, and saw 
nothing but the foaming heads of the great waves. A half· 
dressed boatman, standing next me, pointed with his bare arm 
(a tattoo'd arrow on it, pointing in the same direction) to the 
lelt. Then, 0 great Heaven, l saw it, close in upon us! 

One mast was broken short off, six or eight leet from the 
deck, and lay over the side, entangled in a m'le of sail and 
rigging; and all that ruin, as the ship rolled and beat-which 
she did without a moment's pause, and ~~th a violence quite 
inconceivaule-beat the side as if it would stave it in. Some 
eif()l'ts were even then being made, to cut this· portion of the 
wreck away; for as the ship, which was broadside on, turned 
tow,:rds us in her rolling, 1 plainly descried her p(;ople at work 
with axes, '"'pecially one active figure with long curling hair, 

among the rest. But a great cry, which was 
e1·en above the wind and water, rose from the shore 

at this moment; the sea, sweeping over the rolling wreck, 
made a dean breach, and carried men, spars, casks, planks, 
bulwarks, heaps of such toys, into the boiling surge. 

The sc~ond mast was yet standing, with the rags of a rent 
sail, and a wild confusion of broken cordage flapping to and 
fro. The ship had struck once, the same boatman hoarsely 
said in my ear, and then lifted in and struck again. I under­
stood him to add that she was parting amidships, and I could 
readily suppose so, for the rolling and beating were too 
tremendous for any human work to sufi·er long. As he spoke, 
there w~ another great cry of pity from the beach; four m<·n 
a~ose wrth the wreck out of the deep, clinging to the rigging 
ot the ren.>atning mast; uppermost, the active figure with the 
curung hJ.Ir. 

There _was a bell on board; and as the ship rolled and 
dashed, hke a desperate creature driven mad, now showing 
us the whole sweep of her deck, as she turned on her beam­
ends towards the shore, now nothing but her keel, ao she 
spru~g wtldly over and turned towards the sea, the bell rang ; 
and Its sound, the knell of those unhappy men, was borne 
towards us on the wrnd. Again we lost her and a"ain she 
~ose. Two men were gone, The agony on ;hore ;;creased. 
~len groaned, at~d clasped their hands ; women shrieked, and 
turned away the1r faces. Some ran wildly up and down along 
the beach, crymg for help where no help could be. I found 
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myself one of these, frantically imploring a knot of sailor.; 
whom I knew, not to let those two lost creatures perish before 
our eyes. . 

They were making out to me, in an agitated way-I don't 
know how, for the little I could hear I was scarcely comp<1sed 
enough to understand-that the lifeboat had been bravely 
manned an hour ago, and could do nothing ; and that as 
no man would be so desperate as to attempt to wade off with 
a rope, and establish a communic.~tion with the shore, there 
was nothing left to try ; when I noticed that some new sensa· 
tion moved the people on the beach, and saw them part, and 
Ham come breaRing through them to the front 

I ran to him-as well as I know-to repeat my appeal for 
help. But, distracted though I was by a sight 'o new to me 
and terrible, the determination in his face, and his look out to 
sea-exactly the same look as I remembered in connexion with 
the moming after Emily's flight-awoke me to a knowledge of 
his danger. I held him back with both arms ; and implored 
the men with whom I had been speaking, not to listen to him, 
not to do murder, not to let him stir from otl" that sand ! 

Another cry arose on shore; and looking to the wr~ck, we 
saw the cruel sail, with blow on blow, beat off the lower of the 
t.wo men, and fly up in triumph round the active figure left 
alone upon the mast. 

Against such a sight, aod against such determination as that 
of the calmly desperate man who was already accustomed to 
lead half the people present, I might as hopefully have en· 
treated the wind. "Mas'r Davy," he said, cheerily grasping 
me by both hands, "if my time is come, 'tis come. If 'tan't, 
I'll bide it. Lord above bless you, and bless alii Mates, 
make me ready ! I'm a-going off!" 

I was swept away, but not unkindly. to some distance, where 
the people around made me stay, urging, as I confusedly per· 
ceived, that he was bent on going, with help or without, and 
that I should endanger the precautions for his safety by 
troubling those with whom they rested. I don't know what 
I answered, or what they rejoined; but I saw hurry on the 
beach, and men running with ropes from a capstan that was 
there, and penetrating into a circle of figures·that htd htm from 
me. Then I saw him standing alone, in a seaman's frock and 
trowsers : a rope in his hand, or slung to his wrist ; another 
round his body ; and several of the best men holding, at a 
little distance, to the latter,. which h~. laid out himself, slack 
upon the shore, at llis feet. 
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The wreck, even to my unpractised eye, was breaking up. 

I saw that she was parting in the middle, and that the life of 
the solitary man upon the m:J>t hun~ by a thread. Still, he 
clung to it. He had a singular red cap on,-not like a sailor's 
cap, but of a finer colour; and as the few yielding planks 
between him and destruction rolled and bulged, and his 
anticipative death-knell rung, he was by all of us to wave 
it. I saw him do it now, and thought \vas going distracted, 
when his action brought an old remembrance to my mind of a 
once dear friend. 

Ham watched the sea, standing alone, with the silence of 
suspended breath behind him, and the storm before, until 
there was a great retiring wave, when, with a backward glance 
at those who held the rope which was made fast round his 
body, he dashed in after it, and in a moment was buffetting 
with the water; rising with the hills, fallin~ with the valleys, 
lost bem:ath the foam; then drawn again to land. They 
hauled in hastily. 

He was hurt. I saw blood on his face, from where 1 stood : 
but he took no thought of that. He seemed hurriedly to give 
them some directions for leaving him more free-or so I 
judged from the motion of his arm-and was gone as before. 

And now he made for the wreck, rising with the hills, falling 
with the valleys, lost beneath the rugged foam, borne in towards 
the shore, borne on towards the ship, striving hard and 
valiantly. The distance was nothing, but the power of the 
sea and wind made the strife deadly. At length he neared 
the wreck. He was so near, that with one more of his vigorous 
strokes he would be clinging to it,-when a high, green, vast 
hill·side of water, moving on shoreward, from beyond the ship, 
he seemed to leap up into it with a mighty bound, and the 
ship was gone! 

Some ~ddying fragments I saw in the sea, as if a mere cask 
had.becn brokeu, in running to the spot where they were haul­
mg m. ConsternatiOn was in every face. They drew him to 
my very feet-insensible-dead. He was carried to the nearest 
house; and, no one preventing me now, I remained near him. 
busy, while every means of restoration were tried; but he had 
been beaten to death by the great wave and his aenerous 
hr·art was stilled for ever. ' ~ 

As I sat beside the bed, when hope was abandoned and all 
was done,. a fisherman, who had known me when Emily and 
I were Children, and ever since, whispered my name at the 
door. 
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"Sir," said he, with tears starting to his weather-beaten face, 

which, with his trembling lip>, was ashy pale, "will you come 
over yonder?" 

The old remembrance that had been recalled to me, was in 
his look. I asked him, terror-stricken, lean in.~ on the arm he 
held out to support me : 

"Has a body come ashore?" 
He said, "Yes." 
" Do I know it?'' I asked then. 
He answered nothing. 
But he led me to the shore. And on that part of it where 

she and I had looked for shells, two children-on that part of 
it where some lighter fragments of the old boat, blown down 
last night, had been scattered by the wind-among the ruins 
of the home he had 1nonged-I saw him lying with his head 
upon his arm, as I had often seen him lie at school. 

CHAPTER LVI 

THE NEW WOUND, AND THE OLD 

No need, 0 Steerforth, to have said, when he last spoke 
together, in that hour which I so little deemed to Le our 
parting-hour-no need to have said, "Think of me at my best ! " 
I had done that eYer; and could I change now, looking on this 
sight! 

They brou~ht a hand.bier, and laid him on it, and co,·ered 
him with a flag, and took him up and bore him on towards the 
houses. All the men who carried him had known him, and 
gone sailing with him, and seen him merry and bold. They 
carried him through the wild roar, a hush in the miJst of all 
the tumult; and took hinl to the cottage where Death was 
already. . 

But when they set the bier down on the threshold, they looked 
at one another, and at me, and whispered. I knew why. They 
felt as if it were not right to lay him down in the same quiet 
room. 

We went into the town, and took our burden to the inn. So 
soon as I could at all collect my. thoughts, I sent for J oram, 
and begged him to provide me a conveyance in which it 
could be got to London in the nighl I knew that the care of 
it, and the hard duty o_f preparing his mother to receive it, could . 
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only rest with me; and I was anxious to discharge that duty 
as faithfully as 1 ·could. 

I chose the ni~ht for the journey, that there might he less 
curiosity 11hcn I left the town. Ilut, although it was nearly 
miJni,:ht when I came out of the yard in a chaise, followed by 
what I had in chorgc, there were many people waiting. At 
intervals, along the town, and even a little w.ty out upon the 
road, I saw more; lJqt at length only the bleak night and the 
open country were around me, and the ashes of my youthful 
inendship. 

Upon a mellow atttumn day, about noon, when the ground 
was perfumed by !alien kan·s. and many nwre, in beautiful 
tints of vcllow, reJ, and brown, yet hung upon the trees. through 
which the sun was shinin3. 1 arrived at Highgate. I walked 
the last mile, thin>:in,: us I went along of what I had to do; 
~nd ldt the CJrria,.,. that had followed me all through the night, 
awaitin~ nrclers t() <\dvance. 

The 'iwu<e, wh:·n I •·ame up to it, looked just the <ame. 
l';ot a l>Jind was r.ti><·d ; no si~n of life was in the dull vaved 
court, with its coven d way leading to the disused door. The 
~ind had quite gone down, and nothing moYt'd. 

1 had nut, at first, the courage to ring at the ~ate; and when 
I did rin~. n~y errand ')eemcd to me to be exprc~~ed in the very 
sound of the bell. The little parlour-maid came out, with the 
key in her hand; a.nd looking earnestly at me as she unlocked 
the gate, sai<l: 

"I beg yottr pardon, sir. Are you ill?" 
"I ha.ve been much agitated, and am fnti,:.::w ·d." 
"Is anything the matter, sir ?-Mr. James?-" 
"Hush! " said I. "Yes, something has happclicd, that 1 

have to break to Mrs. Stcerforth. She is at home?'' 
The girl anxiously replied that her mistress was very seldom 

out now, ev~n in a carriage ; that she kept her room; th~t she 
saw no company. but would see me'. Her mistress was up. ~he 
said, and Miss Dnrtle was with her. What message should >he 
take up-stairs? 

Givin~ her a strict charge to be careful of her manner, and only 
to carry 111 my card and say I waited, I sat down in the drawing­
room (whtch we had now reached) until she should come back. 
Its former pleasant air of occupation was gone, and the shutters 
were half closed. The harp had not been used for many and 
~1any.a day. His picture, as a boy, was there. The cabinet 
m wluch hts mother had kept his letters was there. I wondered 
1f she ever read them now; if she would ever read them more! 
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The house was so still that I heard the girl's light step up­

stairs. On her return, she brought a meosage, to the effect 
that Mrs. Steerforth was an invalid and could not come down ; 
but that if I would excuse her being in her chamber, she would 
be glad to see me. In a few moments I stood before her. 

She was in his room; not in her own. I felt, of course, that 
she bad taken to occupy it, in remembrance of him ; and that 
the many tokens of his old sports and accomplishments, by 
which she was surrounded, remained there, just as he had left 
them, for the same reason. She murmured, however, even in 
her reception of me, that she was out of her own chamber 
because its aspect was unsuited to her infirmity; and with her 
stately look repelled the least suspicion of the truth. 

At her chair, as usual, was Rosa· D<utle. From the tirst 
mome11t ·of her dark eyes resting on me, I saw she knew I was 
the bearer of evil tidings. The scar sprung into view that 
instant. She withdrew herself a step behind the chair, to keep 
her own face out of Mrs. Steerforth's observation i and 
scrutinised me with a piercing gaze that never faltered, ne,·er 
shrunk. 

" I am sorry to observe you are in mourning, sir," said l\!rs. 
Stecrforth. 

"I am unhappily a widower," said I. 
"You are very young to know so great a loss," she returned. 

"I am grieved to hear it. I am grieved to hear it. I hope 
Time will be good to you." 

"I hope Time," said I, looking at her, "will be good to all 
of us. Dear Mrs. Steerforth, we must all trust to that, in our 
heaviest misfortunes." 

The earnestness of my manner, and the tears in my eyes, 
alarmed her. The whole course of her thoughts appeared to 
stop, and change. 

I tried to command my voice in gently saying his name, but 
it trembled. She repeated it to herself, two or three times, in a 
low tone. Then, addressing me, she said, with enfvrcccl cal Illness: 

h My son is i:~ " 
"Very ilL" 
"You have seen him?" 
''I have.'' 
"Are you reconciled?" . 
I could not say Yes, I could not say No. She slightly turned 

her head towards the spot where Rosa Dartle had been standing 
at her elbow, and in that moment I said, by the motion of n1y 
lips, to Rosa, " D.,ad 1" 
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That Mr'. Steerforth might not be induced to look !Jchind 

her, and re.1d, pb.inly writt~:n 1 \\'hat she w.ts n )t yet prt~pared to 
kn•ow. I met her luok qutckly; but l hnd seen Rosa llartlc throw 
her h:lnd) up in the air with rt·hcmen~ e oi dt:.:>pair and hun or, 
anJ then cJa,ped them on h··r face. 

rhc h.mJ,.,me bdy-so oh so like !-n·garded me with 
a f"nl look, and put her to her foreLc·.td. I 
:"" to be c;~lm, and prepare h··"••lf to bc.tr what I lnd to ; 
but I should rather have entr.·at• d her to weep, fnr she sat like 
a stone fl~me. 

"1\'h,·n I was la;t !J .. n·,'' I f":t. red, ":-!iss Dartle told me 
he wa-; ~:1ilinf{ here ~n,i thert;:. The night bef(.\ft.! last \vas a 
dreadful one ..tt sea. If he were at sta that ni~ht, and near a 
dJn,.~~rous as it is f.i:litl he was ; anJ if th~ vessd th.t.t was 
St:'.'n should be the ship which-~~ 

" Ro:<~! n St~_ .. erf•Jrth, 11 cume to me ! n 

:-:.he r:une, hut with no sympathy or gcntlt.:nt·ss. Her eyes 
,..:.k.tnJ:.·tllikt: !::·.·as she confronkd hi:- mother, and broke into 
· lau.:.;b. 

she. :-;;ud, '' is ynur pride apfJeast~d, yotl lll:Jdwom::n? 
j·,,~i'' ha" rr.ade atontn1~nt to you-with his lilc! Do )''Jll 
hcar?-His lilel'' 

\lre. ~'"':<forth, fallen hack stimy in her chair, and making 
nt;.• ::;vund Out a n,n:m, cast hr_:!" her with a wide !:.tare. 

"Aye! 1' cried kosa, smitin~ pa~:-.itJtl:Ht'l\' on the 
hrea<.;t, "look at me! }.toan,~ and groan, :md lo<;k at me! 
LJI 1k here! H striking the scar, "at your dead child's har!di~ 
work I') 

'1 ht: mo~m the mother uttered, from time to time, Wt'nt to 
•m· heart. Alwars the same. Alwa\'s inarticulate and stitle<l. 
Alw.tys accomp.1~ied with an incapclble motion of the head, 
but 'Yith no char1ge of face. Ahvays proceeding from a rigid 
mouth and clo,ed teeth, as if the jaws were lucked and the face 
frozen up in p:1in. , 

·• Do yc•u remember when he did this? she proceeded. 
"l>o. you remembe: when! in his inheritance or your nature, 
and tn your pampenng of his pride and passion, he did this, 
and d•sfigurcd me for life? Lvok at me marked until I die 
with his high disple<l>ure; and moan and' groan for what you 
made htm: 

'' hlis~ Durtle," I entreated her. ''For Heaven's sake~,, 
"1 wt// spe.tk ! H she said, turning on me with her lightning 

eyes. " lle silent, you ! Look at me, I say, proud mother of 
' a proud false son I Moan for your nurture of him, moan for 
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your corruption of him, moan for your loss of him, moa" for 
mine!" 

She clenched her hand, and trembled through her spare worn 
figure, as if her pa.>sion were killing her by inches. 

"You, resent his se]f.wili I" she exclaimed. "You, injured 
by his haughty temper! You, who opposed to both, when 
your hair was grey;· the qualiti"s which made both when you 
gave him birth I You, who from his cradle reared him to be 
what he was, and stunted what he should have b(:en I Are 
you rewarded, ?low, for your years of trouble?" 

"Oh Miss Darrle, shame! Oh cruel]" 
"I tell you," she returned, "I will speak to her. No power 

on earth should stop me, while I was standing here 1 Have I 
been silent all these years, and shall I not speak now? I 
loved him better than you ever loved him ! " turning on her 
fiercely. " I could have loved him, and asked no return. It 
I had been his wife, I could have been the slave of his caprices 
for a word of love a ye3l'. I should have been. Who knows 
it hetter than I i You were exacting, proud, punctilious, 
selfish. My love would have been de•·oted-would have trod 
your paltry whimpering under foot I" 

With flashing eyes, she stamped upon the ground as if she 
actually did it. 

"Look here I" she said, striking the scar again, with a 
relentless hand. "When he grew into the better undcrs:and· 
ing of what he had done, he saw it, and repented of it! I 
could sing to him, and talk to him, and show the ardour that 
I felt in all he did, and attain with labour to such knowledge 
as most interested him ; and I attracted him. When he was 
freshest and truest, he loved me. Yes, he did I Many a time, 
when you were put off with a slight word, he has taken Me to 
his heart!" 

She said it with a taunting pride in the midst of her frenzy­
for it was little less-y~t with an eager remembrance of it, in 
which the smouldering embers of a gentler feeling kindled for 
the moment. 

"I descended-as I might have known I should, but that 
he fascinated me with his boyish courtship-into a doll, a 
trifle for the occupation of an idle hour, to be dropped, and 
taken up, and trifled with, as the inconstant humour took him. 
\\'hen he grew weary, I grew weary. As his fancy died ou~ 
I would no more have tried to strengthen any power I had, 
than I would have married him on his being forced to take me 
for his wife. We fell away from one another without a word. 
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1'erh:1ps you s;(w it, an<i were not S1lrn· Since then, I ha\·e 
heen a mere di .tl.;urld pil·ce of furnutiTC between you both; 
h:t•·ing w · t'yt:s, no cars, no feel in~~, no rememhranc~s. 
~loan? ~loan ior ~-hat you made hnn ; not for your love. 
I tell vou t' ,at the time was, when I loved him better than 
you t'\:L:r Jid I 1' 

She with her bright confronting the wide 
st:-tre, the set far.e; aod no more, when the 
moaning wo.s repeated, than if the face had been a picture. 

<~~!iss Llartle,)t •:·~id I. "it y•l\1 can be ~o ohdur.:ltc as not to 
fed f11r this a.ftl!cteci rw ~h·_·:- - 1' 

"\\'bo feds for me?" she sharply retorted. "She has eown 
this. Let her rno'm for the harvest that she reaps to-day J" 

11 And if hi~ f<'lult~-~~ I bq . .:,l.n, 
"Faults!" she cried. bmsting into passion~llc tears. •• \Vho 

dares malipn him? !le had a soul worth millions of the 
frit'nds to '\ lnJm he stor.ptd! n 

"\!1 O!~f· ran have ltw~.-·d him hettf'r, no one can hold him 
in th.::ner rcmemhrance th,tn I/' I rcpli..:d. 11 I m\~ant to S:1Y~ 
if )•JU have no cum passion for his n1othcr; or if bis faults­
you have been b1 t ttr on tbern-'' 

'' It's false/' she cried, tearing her black hair; u I loved 
him!" 

"-if his faults co.nnot," I went on, "be h~nishcd from your 
rtnh:rnbranr:e. in su<'h an hour; lank at that figure, even as 
one have never sct:n before, and render it "Ome help ! " 

this time, the figure was unchangeJ, and looked un­
changt:able. i\!otionl...:~s,_ rigid, _staring; moaning in the _same 
dumb way from time to tim<·. w1th the SJOl" hdpless motion of 
the h<'Jd ; but giving no other sign of life. Miss Dartle 
sudd-;nly kneeled down before it, and began to loosen the 
dress. 

" A curse upon you I" she said, looking round at me, with 
a mingier! e:...press10n of and gnef. HIt 'v.ls in an evil 
hour th:~t you ever came ! A curse upon you I Go ! " 

After passing out of the room, I hurried back to ring the 
bell, the sooner to alarm the ser,·onts. She had then tJken the 
imp.1~.sive figut·e in ht:r arms, :llld, still upun her knt:es, \\,IS 
wet:pmg over it1 k_i:-:-ing it., calling to it, rocking it to and fro 
upon her bosom hke a ch1ld, and trying erery tender means to 
''''lSe the dormant senses. No lon-'er afraid of leavin" her, 
l noiselessly turned back again; and ai>rmed the hous~ as I 
w~;nt out. 

Later in the day, I returned, and we hid him in his mother's 



David Copperfield 753 
room. She was just the same, they told me; Miss Dartle 
never left her; doctors were in attendance, many things had 
been tried; but she Jay like a statue, except for the low sound 
now and then. 

I went through the dreary house, and darkened the 
windows. The windows of the chamber where he lay, I 

, darkened last. I lifted up the leaden hand, and held it to my 
heart; and all the world seemed death and silence, broken 
only by his mother's moaning. 

CHAPTER LVI! 

THE EMIGRANTS 

ONE thing more I had to do, before yielding mrself to the 
shock of these emotions. It was, to conceal wh"t had 
occurred, from those who were going away; and to dismiss 
them on their voyage in happy ignorance. In this, no time 
was to be lost. 

I took Mr. Mkawber aside that same night, and confided 
to him the task of standing between Mr. l'cg~ottv and in­
telli~ence of the late catamovhe. He ?.ealously undertook to 
do so, and to intercept any newspaper through which it might, 
without ~uch precautions, reach him. 

"If it penetrates to h1m, sir," said :Mr. 1\!irawber, striking 
himself on the breast, "it shall first pass through this hotly I" 

lllr. nlicawber, I must observe, in his adar•tation of himself 
to a new state of society, had acquired a bold buccaneering 
air, not absolutely lawleS<, but defensive and prompt. One 
might have supposed him a child of the wilderness, long 
accustomed to live out of the confines of ci\'ilisation, and 
about to return to his native wilds. 

He had pr01·ided himself, among other things, with a 
complete suit of oiJ.skin, and a straw hat with a very low 
crown, pitched or caulked on the outside. In this rough 
clothing, with a common mariner's telescope under his arm, 
and a shrewd trick of casting up his eye at the sky as looking 
out for dirty weather, he was far more nautical, after his 
manner, than 1\!r. Peggotty. His whole family. if I may so 
express it, were cleared for action. I found Mrs. Micawber in 
the closest and most uncompromising of bonnets, made fast 
under the chin ; and in ~ shawl which tied her up (as I had 
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been tkd up, when my aunt first received me) like a bundle, 
and wa' secureu behind at the waist, in a strong knot ~!iss 
lllicawber I found made snug for stormy weather, in the same 
manner; with nothing superfluous about her. Master 
~licawber was hardly visible in a Guernsey shirt, and the 
shaggi<:st suit of slops I ever saw ; and the children were done 
up, like preserved meats, in impervious ca,.,cs. Both Mr. 
i\licawber and his eldest son wore their sleeves loosely turned 
back at the wrists, as being ready to lend a hand in any 
direction, and to "tumble up," or sing out," Y co-Heave­
y eo ! " on the shortest notice. 

Thus Traddles and I found them at nightfall, assembled on 
the wooden steps, at that time known as Hun~erford Stairs, 
watching the departure of a boat with some of their property 
on board. I had told Tr:tddles of the terrible event, and rt 
had greatly shocked him ; but there could be no doubt of the 
kindno:ss of keeping it a secret, and he had come to help me in 
this last service. It was hc·re that I took Mr. 1\licawber aside. 
and received his promise. 

The Micawbor fan1ily were lodged in a little, dirty, tunrhle· 
down pulilic·hotroe, which in those days was close to the stairs, 
and whose protruding wooden rooms overhung the mer. 'J he 
family, a«; emigrants, being objects of some inlere~t in and 
about Hungerford, attracted so many beholders, that we were 
glad to take refuge in their room. It was one of the wooden 
chambers up"stairs, with the tide flow in~ underneath. iv!y aunt 
alld Agnes. were there, busily making some little extra comforts, 
in the way of dress, for the children. Peggotty was quietly 
assisting, with the old insensible work-box, yard measure, 
and Lit of wax candle before her, that had now outlived so 
much. 

It was not easy to answer her inquiries; still less to whisper 
Mr. Peggotty, when Mr. Mirawher brought him in, that I had 
~iven the letter, and all was well. But I did both, and madt· 
them happy. If I showed any trace of what I felt, my own 
sorrows were suftlcient to account for it. 

"And when does the ship sail, Mr. Micawber I" asked my 
aunt. 

Mr. Micawber considered it necessary to prepare either my 
aunt or his wife, by degrees, and said, sooner than he had 
expected yesterday. 

"The boat brought you word, I suppose I" said my aunt. 
11 It dtd, ma'am," he returned. 
"Well?" said my aunt. "And s~e sails-" 
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" :\!adam," he replied, "I am informed that we must positiveiy 

be on board before seven to-moirow morning." 
"Heyday I" said my aunt, "that's soou. Is it a sea-going 

fact, Mr. Peggotty?" 
"'Tis so, ma'am. She'll drop down the ril'er with thct theer 

tide. If Mas'r Davy and my sister comes aboard at Grarescn', 
arternoon o' next day, they'll see the last on us." 

"And that we shall do," said I, "be sure I" 
"Until then, and until we are at sea," observed Mr. Mtcaw­

ber, with a glance of intelligence at me, "~[r. Pcggotty and 
myself will constantly keep a double look-out together, on our 
goods and chattels. Emu1a, my love," said ~1r. Micawher, 
clearing his throat in his magnificent way, "my friend 7\[r. 
Thomas Traddles is so obliging as .to solicit, in my ear, that 
he should have the privilege of ordering the ingredients 
necessary to the composition of a moderate portion of that 
Beverage which is peculiarly associated, in our minds, with 
the Roast Beef of Old England. I allude to-in short, 
Punch. Under ordinary circumstances, I should scntple to 
entreat the indulgence of Miss Trotwood and Miss Wick field, 
but-'' 
. "I can only say for myself," said my aunt, "that I will drink 

all happiness and success to you, Mr. Micawber, with the utmost 
pleasure/' 

"And I too ! " said Agnes; with a smile. 
Mr. Micawber immediately descended to the bar, where he 

appeared to be quite at home; and in due time returned wirh 
a steaming jug. I could not but observe that he had been 
peeling the lemons with his own clasp-knife, which, as became 
the knife of a practical settler, was about a foot long; and 
which he wiped, not wholly without ostentation, on the sleeve 
uf his coal Mrs. Micawber and the two elder members of the 
family I now found to be provided with similar formidable 
instruments, while every chtld had its own wooden spoon 
attached to its body by a strong line. In a similar anticipation 
of life afloat, and in the Bush, Mr. Micawber, instead of help· 
ing Mrs. Micawber and his eldest son and daughter to punch, 
in wine-glasses, which he might easily have done, for there was 
a shelf-full in the room, served it out to them in a series of 
villainous little tin pots; and I nevet saw him enjoy anything 
so much as drinking out of his own particular pint pot, and 
putting it in his pocket at the close of the evening. 

"The luxuries of the old country,'' said Mr. ~licawber, with 
an intense sa~i~factiotj, in 'their renouncement, " we abandon. 
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The denizens of the forest cannot, of course, expect to participate 
i.n the relinemcnts of the land of the Free." 

Here. a boy came in to say that Mr. Micawber was wanted 
down-stairs. 

"I have a presentimen~" said :Mrs. Micawber, setting down 
her tin pot, "that it is a member of my family I" 

"If so, my dear," observed Mr. Micawber, with his usual 
suddenness of warmth on that subject, "as the member of your 
family-whoever he, she, or it, may be-has kept us waiting for 
a considerable period, perhaps the Member may now wait my 
convenience.'' 

'' .\licawber," said his wife, in a low tone, u at such a time as 
this--" 

"
1 It is not meet,'" sa.id Mr. 1Iicawber, rising, "'that every 

u.ice oA'ence should bear its comment I' Emma, I stand 
reproved." 

"The loss, Micawber," observed his wife, "has been my 
family's, not yours. If my family are at length sensible of the 
deprivation to which their own conduct has, in the plSt, exposed 
them, and now desire to extend the hand of fellowship, let it 
not be repulsed." 

" 1f y dear," he returned, "so be it ! '' . 
"If not for their sakes; for mine, Micawber," said his wife. 
"Emma," he returned, "that view of the question is, at such 

a mometll, irresistible. I cannot, even now, distinctly pledge 
myself to fall upon your family's neck; but the member of your 
family, who is now in attendance, shall have no genial warmth 
frozen by me." 

Mr. Micawber withdrew, and was absent some little time; in 1 

the course of which Mrs. Micawber was not wholly free from 
an apprehension that words might have arisen between him and 
the Member. At length the same boy re-appeared, and pre>ented 
me with a note written in pencil, and headed, in a legal manner, I 
"Heep v. Micawber." From this document, I learned that! 
Mr. Micawber being again arrested, was in a fmal paroxysm of 
despair; and that he begged me to send him his kniie and pint 
pot, by bearer, as they might prove serviceable during the brief 
remainder of his existence in jail. He also requested, as a las\ 
act or friendship, that I would see his family to the Parish 
Workhouse, and forget that such a Being ever lived. 

or course I answered this note by going down with the boy 
to pay the money, where I found Mr. Micawber sitting in a 
corner, looking darkly at the Sherifl's Officer who had effected I 
the ca~ture. On his release, he em~raced me with the utmosd 
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fervour; and made an entry of the transaction in his. pocket­
book-being very particular, I recollect, about a hal: penny I 
inadvertently omitted from my statement of the total. 

This momentous pocket-bonk was a timelv reminder to him 
of another transaction. On our return to the room up-stairs 
(where he accounted for his absence by saying that it had been 
occasioned by circumstances over which he had no control), he 
took out of it a large sheet of paper, folded small, and quite 
covered with long sums, carefully worked. From the glimpse 
I had of them, I should say that I never saw such sums out of 
a school ciphering-book. These, it seemed, were calculations 
of compound intcres~ on what he calkd "the principal amount 
of forty-one, ten, eleven and a half," for various perious. Alter 
a careful consideration of these, and an elaborate estimate of 
his resources, he had come to the conclusion to select that sum 
which represented the amount with compound interest to t•·o 
years, fifteen calendar months, and fourteen days, from that 
date. For this he had drawn a note-of-hand with great neat­
ness, which he handed over to Tradules on the spot, a discharge 
of his debt in full (as between man and man), with many 
acknowledgments. 

"I have still a presentiment," said Mrs. Micawber, pensively 
shaking her head, "that my family will appear on board, 
belore we finally depart." 

i\lr. lllieawl>cr evidently had his presentiment on the subject 
too, but he put it in his tin pot and swallowed it. 

"If you have any opportunity of sending letters home, oo 
your passage, Mrs. Micawber," said my aunt, "you must let us 
hear from you, you know." 

"Mv dear Miss Trotwood," she replied, ''I shall only be too 
happy 'to think that any one expects to hear fr<>m us. I shJII 
not fail to correspond. Mr. Copperfield, I trust, as an old and 
familiar friend, will not object to receive occasional intelligence, 
himself, from one who knew him when the twins were yet 
unconscious?" 

I said that I should hope to hear, whenever she had an 
opportunity of writing. 

"Please Heaven, there will be many such opportunities," 
said Mr. l\licawber. "The ocean,' in these time,., is a perfect 
fleet of ships; and we co.n hardly fail to encounter many, in 
running over. It is merely crossidg,". said ~lr. Micawbe~, 
trifling with his eye-glass, "merely cwosmg. 1 he drstance IS 

quite imaginary." . 
I think, now, bow odd it was, but how wonderfully hke Mr. 
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~[icawlwr, that, wh•·n he went from London to Canterbury, he 
shr,ukl ha•:e u.lkrd a:J if he were to th~ f:utht~St limits of 
the e:ttth : and, when he went from to Australia, as if 
he were for a little trip across the channel. 

"'On "·oyage, I shall endeavour/' said 1Ir .. ~Iicawber, 
I( ncclsi~ln,lily to spin them a yarn; and the melndy of my son 
\l'ilkins w:ll, I tru;t, be acceptuble at the ,all, dire. When 
:-fro. ~licawber has her sea-h·p on~an expr~ssinn in which I 
hope there i.:; no cnnventiunal impropril'ty-she will give them, 
I .\are ;w, Little Tatllin, Porpoises and dolphins, I believe, 
will be ulht::f\'t·d athwart our Bows, and, either on 
the Starhmrd or I .arl>oard l~uarter, obiects of interest will 
lh: continuaily J·:~crit"(L In short, 11 said Mr. 11icaw!xr, with 
the old g<'nteel air. ''the probability is, all will be found so 
e~citin~, alO'o\' ,:lntt, that when the look~out~ st::ttioncd in 
the u>aitH<;\:· Land-oh I we shall be wry consideraLiy 
~~·,<Jms!wd : 

\\'itb >kit he flourished off the contents of his little tin pot, 
a,; i1 he lud made the voyage, and had pass••cl a first·dass 
~~:\..tmi11atitm befure the highest naval authnritii:S. 

"What 1 chiclly hope, my dear ~lr. CO<>J•crf>eld," said Mrs. 
'.licawbcr, "is, that in some branches of our family we may 
liv•e again in the uld country. Do not frown, Micawber l I 
do not now rder to my own family, but to our children's 
childrtn. lluW<.:V•~r vigorous the sapling,'' ~aid }lrs. :i\ricawber, 
shaking her bcJ.J~ u I CaiJnot forget the p:trent-lrt.:e; and when 
our rac:e attains to emin~..:nce and fortUnt:\ I own I should wish 
th.ct fortune to tlow into the colters of Britannia.'' 

"~ly dt:dr,'' ~aid ~lr. Micawbd, 11 Britannia must t<lkt:: her 
chance. I am bound to say that she has never done much for 
na~, and that I hav-: no particular wish upon the subject." 

").licawb:..·r~t' returned 1\lrs. 1\Iicawber, "tJ,ert: ynu are 
wron.'!. Y 011 are going out, 1vlicil.wber, to this distant clirn~. 
tu strength(:n, not to weaken, the conncxion betwt·~:n yours'-" If 
:lnd .\lbinn. 11 

_'~The connexion in questicm, my love," rc:ioin~d ~Ir. 
MlCawbL·r, "has not laid me~ I repeat, und~:r that load of 
personal obligation, that I am at all sensitive as to the form' 
ation of another conncxion . .u 

"~1icawb~.:r, 11 returned .Mrs. Micawber, ''there, I a:::-~dn say, 
you are wrong .. You do not know your power, Mical,:her. It 
ts that wh1ch w1l_l ~trt!n~then, evt::n in this step you are ahout 
to take, the connexwn ?et~·een yourself ~nd Albion." 1 

Mr. ~hcawl>er sat m hts elbow-chatr, with his eyebrowj 
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raioed; h~lf receiving and half re~udiating Mrs. Micnwber's 
v1ews as they were stated, but very 'ensible of their foresight. 

"Mr dear Mr. Copperfield," 'aid }Irs. Micawbcr, "I wish 
Mr. Micawber to feel ~is position. It appears to me highly 
important that ~fr. l\!Jcawber should, from the hour of his 
embarkation, feel his position. Your old knowleuge of me, 
my dear 1\lr. Copperfield, will have told you that l have ""t 
the s.1nguine disposition of lllr. ~(icawber. ~ly dispo<ition is; 
tf 1 may say so, eminently practical. I know that this is a 
long voyage. I know that it will involre many privations Rnd 
inconveniences. I cannot shut my eyes to those facts. But 
I also know what Mr; Micawber is. I know the latent power 
of Mr. Micawber. And therefore I consider it vitally im­
portant that Mr. Micawber should feel his position." 

"My love," he observed, "perhaps you will allow me to 
remark that it is barely possible that l do feel my position a: 
the present moment." 

"I think not, Micawber," ~he rejoined. ":-rot fully. ~ly 
dear Mr. Copperfield, Mr. Micawber's is not a common case. 
Mr. Micawber is going to a distant country expressly in order 
that he may be fully understood and appreciated for the first 
time. I wish Mr. Micawber to take his stand upon that 
vessel's prow, and firmly say, 'This country I am come to 
conquer I Have you honours? Have you riches? Have 
you posts of profitable pecuniary emolument? Let them be 
brought forward. They are mine ! ' " 

Mr. Micawber, glancing at us all, seemed to think there was 
a good deal in this idea. 

"I wish Mr. Micawber. if I make m\'sclf unJerstood," said 
Mrs. Micawber, in her argnment~tive tone, "to be the Cresar 
of his own fortunes. That, my dear ?llr. Copperfidd, appe~rs 
to me to be his true position. From the first moment of this 
voyage, I wish Mr. Micawber to stand upon that vessel's 
prow and say, 'Enough of delay: enoll,;h of disappointment: 
enough of limiter! means. That was in the old country. This 
is the new. Produce your reparation. Bring it forward!'" 

Mr. Mieawber folded his arms in a resolute manner, as if he 
were then stationed on the figure-head. 

"And doing tha~" said Mrs. ~licawber, "-feeling his 
position-am I not right in saying that :Vlr. 1\licawber will 
strengthen, and not weaken, his conm·xion with Brit:tin? An 
important public character arising in that hemisphere, shall I 
be told that its influence will not be felt at home? Can I be 
so weak as to imagire tliat 11-lr. Micawber, .,;elding the rod of 
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talent and of pow~r in Australia, will be nothing in En;land? 
I am but a woman ; but I should be unworthy of myself, and 
of my p.tpa, if I were guilty of such absurJ weakness." 

\1rs. 11icawbc:r's conviction that her argument<.; were un~ 
Jn,,nrable, gave a moral elevation to her tone which I think 
I had never heard in it bl'fore. 

",\nd therefore it is," said :>Irs. ll!icawber, ''that I the 
more wi,h, that, at a future periorl, we may live a~ain on the 
pClrent soil. ~lr. ~Ikawhet may be-l cannot d1sgube from 
myself that the probability is, Mr. ~licawber will be-a page 
of Histury; and he ought then to be represented in the 
country which gave him birth, and did 11•'1 gtve him em· 
plo) m·~nt!" 

'' ,\ly love," observed Mr. 1\licawber, "it is impossible for 
me not to be touched by your affection. I am alnays willing 
to defer to your good sense. What will be-will be. He~ven 
forl.rJ thJt I sh~uld t;rudge my native coun1ry any pnrtion o/ 
the wealth that may be accumulated by our dcsccnda~ts!" 

u That's well," ~aid my aunt, nodding toward$ Z\lr. P.cggotty. 
'·and I dnuk my love to you all, and every lJ!e,smg and 
SUCCl!SS att~nd you ! " 

Mr. Peg~otty put down the two children he had been 
nursing. ont on each knee, to join Mr. and i\!rs. )!icawGer m 
drinking to all of us in return; and when he and the ~licawbers 
cordially shook hands as comrades, and hi' brown lace 
brightened with a smile, I felt that he woulrl make his way, 
estaGiish a good name, and be beloved, go where he would. 

Even the children were instructed, each to dip a wooden 
spoon into l\Ir. Micawber's pot, and pledge us in its content;. 
\Vhc:n this was do1:t.:~ my aunt and Agnes ros!!, and p.lrted 
from the emic;rants. It w~ a sorrowful fart:wdl. ThvY were 
ali crying; the children hung about Agnes to the last ; and we 
lett poor lllrs. Mtcawbor in a very distressed conJitiun, sol>btng 
aud weeping by a dim candle, that must have made the roum 
look, from the river, like a miserable lighthouse. 
, I went down ag~in nexl mornin~ to S!.:e that they were away. 

1hcy had departed, in a boat, as early as five o'clock. lt was 
a wonderful instance to me of the gap such partings make, 
that .although my association of them with the tumble-down 
publtc.hou>e and the wooden stairs dated only from last night, 
both seemed dreary and deserted, now that they were gone. 

In the a:ternoon of the next day, my old nurse and I went 
down to Grave>cnd. We found the ship in the river, sur­
tOUlldcd uy a crowd of boats; a fav0urable wind blowing; the 
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signal for sailing at her mast head. I hired a boat directly, 
and we put otf to her; and getting through the little vortex oi 
confusion of which she was the cenll'<!. nnt on l•Danl. 

Mr. Peggotty was waiting for us on det<. Ho told rne th.:t 
Mr. Micawber had just now been arre>ttd ·~·tin (~t·d lt•r ti·~ 
last time) at the suit of Heep, and that, in cu:nplia~re .,.,h , 
request I had made to him, he had paid the money : wh ., h ; 
repaid him. He then took us down between deck>; and th•·c · 
any lingering fears I had of his having heard any run1c•u=> 
of what bad happened, were dispelled by Mr. ~licawbers 
coming out of the gloom, taking his arm with an air oi frietJd· 
ship and protection, and telling me that they had scarcely been 
asunder for a moment, sine• the night before last. 

It was such a strange scene to me, and so confined and 
dark, that, at first, I could make out hardly anything; but, 
by degrees, it cleared, as my eyes became more accustomed to 
the gloom, and I seemed to stand in a picture by OsT AD£. 

Among the great beams, bulks, and ringbolts of the ship, and 
the emigrant-berths, and chests, and bundles, and barrds, and 
heaps of miscellaneous baggage-lighted up, here and there, 
by dangling lanterns; and elsewhere by the yellow daylight 
straying down a windsail or a hatchway-were crowded groups 
of people, making ne1v friendships, taking leave of one another, 
talking, laughing, crying, eating and drinking; some, already 
settled down into the possession of their few feet of space, with 
their little households arranged, and tiny children established 
on stools, or in dwarf elbow-chairs; others, despairing of a rest· 
in~;·place, and wandering disconsolately. From babies who 
had but a week or two of life behind them, to crooked old men 
and women who seemed to have but a week or two of life 
before them ; and from ploughmen bodily carrying out soil of 
England on their boots, to smiths taking away samples of its 
soot and smoke upon their skins ; every age and occupation 
appeared to be crammed into the narrow compass of the 
'tween decks. 

As my eye glanced round this place, I thought I saw sitting, 
by an open port, with one of the Micawber ch•ldren near her, 
a figure like Emily's; it first attracted my attention, by another 
figure parting from it with a kiss; and as it glided calmly away 
through the disorder, reminding me of-Agnes! But in the 
rapid motion and confusion, and i;, the unsettlement of my 
own thoughts, I lost it again ; and only knew that the time was 
come when all visitors were being warned to leave the ship; 
that my nurse was cryine on a chest beside me ; and that Mrs. 
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black, WJ.s buslly arranging ~[r. P~~·.!.:g~Jlt/s g· ·nds. 

''Is thl're ~mv h"t wurr:J, ~hs'r .D.:tr\'?" ..,aid he. "Is there 
any une ft,rc:ntt~n thin~ afurt: we pa.rts? '' 

" \ )ne thin~ ! '' s,tid I. •( 1\lartba l'' 
He tnuched the voun~'" woman I har~ mentioned on the 

shoulJer, and ~Ltnha :-,t,(Jod before nh~. 
"Heaven bless you, you gnnJ man!'' cried I. ''You take 

her with vou! '~ 

She an.>wcred fe>r him, with a bur>t of t"ars, I could speak 
no more at that time, but 1 wrung his h .... nd; .mJ if ever I have 
loved and honourl"d any man, I loved and h.moured that man 
in my ::;ouL 

The ,;,ip was ckaring fast of str.t· ''"'· The greatest trial 
th1t I h.rd, rc'Jn:tineJ. I told hmt what the· noble spirit that 
was gcJnt\ haJ gi\'t'O mt' in ci1;Lrgt' to say at p.trtiu.;. It moved 
him dreply. Hut when he ch.tr;4cd n:c, in rt!tUrn, with many 
me~sa~es of a1rection and regrt·t f,lr tbt):,t' J~:.:tf e.us, he moved 
me more. 

The time was come-. I ~nJI,raced him, took my weeping 
nur:;e upon my arm, and hurncJ away. Un d('l'k, I took leave 
of poor \Irs. illicawber. She was i<.okin" distractedly about 
lor her family, even then; and her last worJs to me were, that 
she never would desert 11r. ~!ica11 lwr. 

\\'e went over the side into uur bo;tt, and lay at a little 
diq.ance to see the >hip wafted on her course. It was then 
c;dm, radiant sunset. She lay between us and the red light; 
and even· taper line and spar was visilJie a~ainst the glow. A 

at ()nee so bcJutiful, s· l mournful, anJ so hopeful. as the 
ship, !yin~ still on the flushed water, with all the life 

on board her crowded at the bulwarks, and there clustering, for 
a moment, b:.1re:·ht:aded and silent, I never saw. 

Silent only lur a mommt, As the sails ruse to the wind, and 
the ship began to more, there broke from all the bo;>ts three 
resoundmg cheers, which those on boord took up, and echoed 
back, and which were echoed and re-echoed, ;l[y heart burst 
out when I heord the sound, and beheld the w.trin~ uf the hats 
and handkerclucls-and then I saw her! 

I hen I saw her, at her uncle's side and trembling on his 
shoulder. He pointed to us with an ea~er hand · and' she saw 
~~·d"~~;~avc? her last goc d bye to me. c Aye, E1;1d)', beautiful 
l pmg, chng to hmt wtth the utmost trust o! t hv brUJ!t~d 

1~":;~; for he h:c. clung to thee with all ti1e might of 'his great 
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Surrounded by the rosy light, and standing high upon the 

deck apart to"ether, she clinging to him, and he holding her, 
they' solemnly" passed away. The night had fallen on the 
Kentish hills when we were rowed ashore-and fallen darkly 
upon me. 

CHAPTER LVIII 

ACSENCE 

IT was a long and gloomy night that gathered on me, haunted 
by the ghosts of many hopes, of many dear remembrances, 
many errors, many unavailing sorrows and regrets. 

I went away from England ; not knowing, even then, how • 
2reat the shock was that I had to bear. I left all, who were 
dear to me, and went away; and believed that I hod borne it, 
and it was past. As a man upon a field of battle will receive a 
mortal hur~ and scarcely kno1v that he is struck, so I, when I 
was left alone with my undisciplined hea~ had no conceptioll' 
of the wound with which it had to strive. 

The knowledge came upon me, not quickly, but little by 
little, and grain by groin. The desolate feeling with which I 
went abroad, deepened and widened hourly. At first it was a 
heavy sense of Joss and sorrow, wherein I could distinguish 
little else. By imperceptible degrees, it became a hopeless 
consciousness of all that I had lost-love, friendship, interest; 
of all that had been shattered-my first trust, my first affection, 
the whole airy castle of my life ; of all that remained-a ruined 
blank and waste, lying wide around me, unbroken to the dark 
horizon. 

If my grief were selfish, I ·did not know it to be so. I 
mourned for my child-wife, taken from her blooming world, so 
young. I mourned for him who might have won the love and 
admiration of thousands, as he had won mine long ago. I 
mourned for the broken heart that had found rest in the 
stormy sea; and for the wandering remnants of the simple 
home, where I had heard the night-wind blowing when I was 
a child. 

From the accumulated sadness into which I fell, I had at 
length no hope of ever issuing again:' I roamed from place to 
place, carrying my burden with me everywhere. I felt its 
whole weight now ; and I drooped beneath it, and I said in my 
heart that it couk. never be lighlened. . 
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\\'hen this despondency was at its worst, I llf·licl'ed that I 

'hould die. S•>metimes, I thou~ht that I would like to die at 
home; and actt1:-d\y turned bad( on my road, that I HJight ~!.!t 
there so•>n. At other times, I pa«cd on farther away, from 
cit:· to seeking I know not what, ;,nd trying to !<:ave I know 
not what 

It is not in my power to retrace, one by one, all the wear)' 
phases of distress of mind through which I p3Sscd. There 
are some dn·ams that can only be imperfettly and l'aguely 
described ; and when 1 oblige myself to look back on th1s 
time of my lile, I seem to be recalling such a dre"11n. I see 
myself p:tssing on am0n6 the novel lies of fort>i,!J'n tnwns, palaces, 
C.lthedrJ.ls, temples, pictures, castles, tombs, /antastic streds­
tbe old ;:biJing places of History and F.mcy-as a dn:lmer 
might; bearing IllY painful load through all, ;J.llO barely con· 
s<:ious of the object> as they fade before me. Listbsne;s to 
everything. but brooding sorrow, WJ.s the night that fell nn m.Y 
nndl5ciplined heart. Let me look up from it- a< at last I oliu, 
::hank Heaven !-and from its tong, sad, wret<.:hed drl'~w:, to 
tl.lwn. 

For mony months I travelled with this •ver dorkcnin~ cloud 
upon my mind. Some blind reasons that I had for not return· 
in;I home-rea;;ons then struggling within me, vainly, for nH,n' 
distinct expres.sioo-kept me on my pil!!rim:1~·:. ~ornetimtj~, I 
bad proceeded restlessly from place to l•la,·c, stopp!ngnowloo:re; 
>•;metimes, I had lingered long in one spot. I had hoJ no 
purpose, no su~taining soul within me, anywht-r!:!. 

I was in Switzeiland. I had come out of Italy, over one of 
the great p.tsses of the Alps, and had since wandered with a 
guide among the by·ways of the mountains. If those awful 
sohtu. les had spoken to my heart, I did not know 1t. I had 
found sublimity and wonder in the dread heights :wd precipices, 
in the roaring torrents, and the wastes of ice anJ snu~\·; Lut a-; , 
yet, they had taught me nothing else. 

I came. one evening before sunser, down into a valier, where 
I was to rest. In the course of my descent to it, by the winding 
track along the mountain·side, from which I saw it shinim~ far 
below, I think some long·unwonted sense of beauty and 'rran· 
qutlhty" s?me. softening influence awakened by its peace. 
moyed famtly m my breast. I remember pausing once, wit!· 
~ kmd of sorrow that was not all oppressive, not quite despair 
mg. I remember almost hopin• that some better change wa! 
possible within me. 0 

I came into the valley, as the evc:1ing sun was shining oc 
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the remote heights of snow, that closed it in like eternal clouds. 
The bases of the mountains forming the gorge in which the 
little village lay, were richly green; and high above this gentler 
vegetation, grew forests of dark fir, cleaving the wintry snow­
drift, wedge-like, and stemming the avalanche. Above these, 
were range upon range of craggy steeps, grey rock, bright ice, 
and smooth verdure-specks of pasture, all gradually blending 
with the crowning snow. Dotted here and there on the 
mountain's side, each tiny dot a home, were lonely. wooden 
cottages, so dwarfed by the towering heights that they appeared 
too small for toys. So did even the clustered village in the 
valley, with its wooden bridge across the stream, where the 
stream tumbled over broken rocks, and roared away among the 
trees. In the quiet air, there was a sound of distant singing­
shepherd voices; but, as one bright evening cloud floated 
midway along the mountain's side, I could almost have 
believed it came from there, and was not earthly music. All at 
once, in this serenity, great Nature spoke to me ; and soothed 
me to lay down my weary head upon the grass, and weep as I 
had not wept yet, since Dora died I 

I had found a packet of letters awaiting me but a few 
minutes before, and had strolled out of the village to read 
them while my supper was making ready. Other packets had 
missed me, and I had received none for a long time. Beyond 
a line or two, to say that I was well, and had arrived at such a 
place, I had not had fortitude or constancy to write a letter 
since I left home. 

The packet was in my hand. I opened it, and read the 
writing of Agnes. 

She was happy and useful, was prospering as she had hoped. 
That was all she told me of herself. The rest referred to me. 

She gave me no advice; she urged no duty on me; she 
only told me, in her own fervent manner, what her trust in me 
was. She knew (she said) how such a nature as mine would 
turn affliction to good. She knew how trial and emotion would 
exalt and strengthen it. She was sure that in my every 
purpose I should gain a firmer and a higher tendency, throucrh 
the grief I had under;;one. She, who so gloried in my fam

0
e, 

and so looked forward to its augmentation, well knew that I 
would labour on. She knew that in me, sorrow could not be 
weakness, but must be strength. ll.s the endurance of my 
childish days had done its part to make me what I was, so 
greater calamities would nerve me on, to be yet better than I 
was; and so, as they had te.ught me, would I teach others. She 
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commended me to Gt•i, who had taken my innocent darling 
to His rest; and in her sisterly alfection cherished me always, 
and was alwa) s at my side so where I would; proud of what 
I bad done, but infinitely prouder yet of what I was reserved 
to do. 

I put the letter in my breast, and thought wlMt had I been 
an hour ago! When I heard the voices die away, and saw 
the quil't evening cloud grow dim, and all the colours in the 
valley fade, and the golden snow upon the mountain tops 
become a remote part of the pale ni~ht sky, yet felt that the 
night was passing from my mind, and all its shadows clearing, 
there wns no name for the love I bore her, dearer to me, 
hencefnrw<Ud, than ,.,·er until then. 

I read her letter, m.tny tin1es. I wrote to her before I slept. 
l told her that I had been in sore need of her help; that with· 

out her I was not, and I never had been, what she thought 
me; but that she inspired me to be th.tt, and I would try. 

I did trv. In three months more, a year would h:ll'e passed 
since the beginning of my sorrow. I determined to make no 
re,olutions until the expiration of those three months, but to 
try. l lived in that valley, and its neighbourhood, all the 
time. 

The three months gone, I resolved to remain away from 
home for some· time longer ; to settle myself for the present in 
Switzerland, which was growing dear to me in the remembrance 
of that evening ; to resume my pen; to work. 

I resorted humbly whither A~nes had commended me; I 
(Jut l':ature, never sought in vain; and I admitted tu 

my the human interest I had lately shrunk from. It 
was not long, before I had almost as many friends in the 
valley as in Yarmouth: and when I left i~ before the winter 
set in, for Geneva, and camt: back in the spring, thdr corJial 
gre•'t'n~s had a homely sound to me, althotq;h they were no 
conveyed in English words. 

I worked early and late, patiently and hard. I wrote 
Story •. with a purpose growing, not remotely, out of ~~ 
e'pcn<:nce, and ~ent it to TraJJles, and he arranged for 1t 
publication very atlvantageously for me; and the tidin~s of m 
grow1n~ repqtation bt:gan to rl:!ach me from travellers whom 
encom~tercJ by chance. After some rest and change, I fell t 
work, lh my old ardent way, on a new fancy, which took strmJ 
possessiOn of me. As I advanced in the execution of tl 
ta:,k, I felt it mor~' and more, and roused my utmost energi 
to do 1t well, Th1s was my third w0rk of fiction. It was n 
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half written, when, in an interval of rest, I thought of returning 
home. 

For a long time, though studying and working patiently, 
I had accustomed myself to robust exercise. My health, 
severely impaired when I left England, was quite restored. 
I had seen much. I had been in many countries, and I hope 
I had improved m.y store of knowledge. 

I have now recalled all that I think it needful to recall 
here, of this term of absence-with one reservation. I have 
made it, thus far, with no purpose of suppressing any of my 
thoughts; for, as I have elsewhere said, this narrative is my 
written memory. I have desired to keep the most secret 
current of my mind apart, and to the last I enter on it now. 

I cannot so completely penetrate the mystery of my own 
heart, as to know when I began to think that I might have 
set its earliest and brightest hopes on Agnes. I cannot say 
at what stage of my grief it first became associated with the 
reflection that, in my wayward boyhood, I had thrown away 
the treasure of her love. I believe I may have heard some 
whisper of that distant thought, in the old unhappy loss or 
want of something never to be realised, of which I had been 
sensible. But the thought came into my mind as a new 
reproach and a new regret, when I was left so sad and lonely 
in the world. . 

If, at that time, I had been much with her, I should, in 
the weakness of my desolation, have betrayed this. It was 
what I remotely dreaded when I was first impelled to stay 
away from England. I could not have borne to lose the 
smallest portion of her sisterly affection ; yet, in that be­
trayal, I should have set a constraint between us hitherto 
'Jnknown. 

I could not forget that the feeling with which she now 
•egarded me had grown up in my own free choice and 
course: That if she had ever loved me with another love­
and I sometimes thought the time was when she might have 
done so-l had cast it away. It was nothing, now, that I 
had accustomed myself to think of her, when we were both 
mere children, as one who was far removed from my wild 
fancies. I had bestowed my passionate tenderness upon 
another object ; and what I might have done, I had not 
done ; and what Agnes was to me, I and her own noble 
heart had made her. 

In the beginning of the change that gradually worked in 
me, when I tried to g~t a better understanding of myself 
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and be a better man, I did glance, ~hrough some indefinite 
probation, to a period when I might possibly h>pe to cane~' 
the mistaken past, and to. be so bl<ll'sed as 'to marry h •l 
But, as time wore on, this shadowy' prospect faded, 1 at 
departed from me. If she had ever loved me, then, I sho>ad 
oold her the more sacred, remembering the confidences ' 
.1aJ reposed in her, her knowledge of my ~rrant heart, the 
a.,~:ifice she.f>>\lst have made to be my friend and sister, and 

··~tory she had won. If she had never loved me, could 
"l.ieve that she would love me now? 

I be had al"ays felt my weakness, io comparison with her 
_ "stancy and fortitude; and now I felt it more and more. 
Whatever I might have been to her, or she to me, if I had 
been more worthy of her long ago, I was not now, and she 
was not. The time was past. I had Jet it go by, and had 
deservedly lost' her. 

That I sufiered much in these contentions, that they filled 
me 11ith unh~ppiness and remorse, and yet that I had a 
sustaining sense that it was required of me, in right and 
honour, to keep away from myself, with shame, the thou~;ht 
of turning to the dear girl in the withering of my hopes, 
from whom I had frivolously turned when they were bright 
and fresh-which consideration was at the root of every 
thought I had concerning her-is all equally true. I made 
number twv conceal from myself, now, that I loved her, that 
Ihe lawyers ?:d to her; but I brought the assurance home to 
r :• Never I it was now too late, and that our long-subsisting 
r'OJcc. .st be undisturbed. 

~. fslt, qDhought, much and often, of my Dora's shadowin; 
~ ... lie~ ;, what might have happened, in those years that 
,,,.mg h1s :ined not to try us. I had considered how the 
tile, lnn1at never happen, are often as much realities to us, 
in t,No,t effects, as those that are accomplished. The very 
years she spoke of, were realities now, for my correction; and 
would. have been, one day, a little later perhaps, though we 
had parted in our earliest folly. I endeavoured to convert 
what might have been between myself and Agnes, into a 
means of making me more self-denying, more resolved, more 
<on>cJ<•us of myself, and my defects and errors. Thus, ~hrough 
the reflection that it might have been, I arrived at the conviction 
that it could never be. · 

~·~ese. with thtir perplexities nnd inconsistencies, were the 
sh1ftmg quicksands of my mind, from the time of my dcp.or· 
lure to the t1me of my return home, three years afterwards. 
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'.i'hree years had elaps<dl, since the s~i\ng ~f the e!ijigrant ship ; 
when, at that same hour ·of· sunset, and in. the same place, l 
· "ood on the Jeck of the packet vessel that. brought ,llle home, 
• >king on the rosy 11':tter where I had seen the image of that 
"' ) refiected. • · .' 
<• .. •three years. Long in the aggregate/though short as thev 
r .111 by. And home was very dear • me, and "Agnes. too,. 

'out she was not mine-she was neve' to be l)lit~~t> Sl}•,.,.,. , 
hare been, but that was past I ,r •· • ' 

CHAPTER LIX 

,• RETURN 
"\ ~ t':'~ 

I LANDED in London on a wintry autumn· (!\'cning. It w~· 
dark and raining, and I saw more fog and mud in a minut<; 
than l haclseen in a year .. I walked f.rq[ll ~llstom._Honse, _ 
t" ~be.Mat "ffient before I found :; ~oa~h; and although Ll1. , · 
·very house ·~nts, looking on the swollen guttetl\, were lik 
· olcl friend' : .J me," I could not bnt admit that they were ver ·. - ; 

di~:;\f:i:"'~~: i, ·:-.-- -·-·:::--'~"::~~-: ... ~.ody- h~-th 
~~~ i: .:~ ~ :' " , t· -t.;e · · 1 ;~ ;eem to b!! t\. 

f ~··. :~:~~~~~;:);.:~· ' ' ~ ... '. -· 
! , . .' ~~ .. ~;,' ' ~; ,, 
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The well-known shops, however, with their c~cen ~' 

did something for me; and when I alighted at the <Joor ol 
the Gray's Inn Coffee-house, I had recovered .ny spirit,, r 

recalled, at first, that so-ditTerent time when I had put ''P 
the Golden Cross, and '!'minded me of the changes that , 
come to pass since theo ; but that was natural. 

" Do you know wh~ '·e Mr. Traddles lives in the Inn? 
the wnirer, as I "~:..;med myself by the coffee-room fire. 
alborn Co~rt, sir. Number two." 

.1!r. Traddles has a rising reputation among the lawyers, 
lieve?" said L 

·Well, sir," returned the waiter, "probably he has, sir; but 
am not aware of it myself." 
This waiter, who was middle-aged and spare, looked foq 

help to a waiter of more authority-a stout, potential old 
man, with " double-chin, in black breeches and stockings,. 
who came out of a place like a churchwarden's pew, at the 
end of the coffee-room, where he kept company with a cas!,J 

:,.vx, a Directory, a Law-list, and othtr books and papers. 
"Slr• Traddles," said the spare waiter. "Number two ir, 

·he Court,'1 
' · 

,The potentiaL wa.iter waved him away, and turned, gravely, 
~ me. ._~ ... , ... ,,... ··1"' 1.:: '•c. ~ • rt ;. : 
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;olenm, elderly air. I glanced about the toom, which had 
had its sanded floor sanded, no doubt, in exactly the same 
manner when the ohief waiter was a boy~if he ever was a 
boy, which appeared improbable_; and at the shining tables, 
where I saw myself reflected, m .unruffled depths of old 
mahogany; and at the lamps, without a flaw in their t~mming 
or cleaning ; and at the comfortable green curtams, with the1r 
pure brass rods, snugly enclosing the boxes; and at the two 
large coal fires, brightly burning; and at the rows of decanters, 
burly as if with the consciousness of pipes of expensive old 
port wine below ; and both England and the law appeared to me 
to be very difficult indeed to be taken by storm. I went up 
to my bedroom to change my wet clothes; and the vast extent 
of that old wainscotted apartment (which was over the archway 
leading to the Inn, I remember), and the sedate immensity of 

, the four-post bedstead, and the indomitable gravity of the 
chests of drawers, all seemed to unite in sternly frowning on 
the fortunes of Traddles, or on any such daring youth. I 
came down again to my dinner; and even the slow coro tm o: 

·~·he mc~l, and the orderly silence of the place-which was 
t\are of guests, the Long Vacation not yet being over-were 

.i:IO<JU\:flt on the audacity of Tra~~le< '"~ ";.·small hopes o( .. ~ 
7"""have otten remarked~! suppose everyb 

one·s going aMy fro~1 a familiar place, would s.y, and it quite 
s1gnal ior,.rl,ange m tt. As I looked out of ~he t• iter had had 
and obse ";d that an old house on Fish-street Hi, but devoted 
stood untouched by painter, . carpenter, or brickect whom a 
century, had been pulled down' in my absence ; :ellar of its 
neighbouring str.eet, of 6me-hon01ued insalubrity :,r informed 
vemence, was bemg dramed and w1dened; I half e,tired c<'n­
find St. Paul's Cathedral looking older. ?f money 

For some changes in the fortunes of my frien<>undress'~ 
prepared. My aunt had long been re-established at service 
and Traddles had begun to get into some little pract mor. 
the Bar, in the very first term after my departure. H~n h·; 
chambers in Gray"s Inn, now; and had told me, in bis:tdl;s 
letters, that he ~as. not without hopes of being soon u•s no 
to the dearest g1rl :n the world. -. 
The~ expected me home before Christmas ; but had .,,. 

idea of my returning so soon. I had purposely misled thern' 
that I might have the pleasure ol' taking them by surprise 

1 

And ~et, I ":as perverse enough to feel . a chill of disappoint'. 
ment m rece1v~ng no welcome, and ratthng, alone and silent; 
through the m1sty s~eeti. · I 

cc 
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ascended the staircase. · A rrazy oiJ staircase I found it to be, 
feeuly lighted on each landing uy a club·headed little oil wick, 
dying away in a little dungeon of dirty glass. 

In the course of my stumbling up-stairs, I fancied I heard 
a pleasant sound of laughter; and not the laughter of an 
att<Jrney ur barrister, or atton~ey's clerk or. barn:::>tt!r's clerk1 ~ 
but of two or three merry g1rls. Happemng, however, as 
I stopped to listen, to put my foot 10 a hole where the 
Honomable Suciety of Gray's Inn had left a plank deficient, 
I fell down with some noise, and when I recovered my footing 
all was silent. 

Groping my way more carefully, for the rest of the journey. 
my heart beat high when I found the outer door, which had 
~lR. T"APDLES p.tinted on it. open. I knocked. A con· 
siderabk scuhling within ensued, but nothing dse. I therefore 
knocked again. 

A small sharp·I(Joking lad, half-footboy and half-clerk,. who 
was very much c>Ut of breath, but who !ot•kctl at ntc as 1f he 
deflcG me to prove it leg~lly, presented him;(' if. 

"Is i\!r. Traddles within?" I said. 
"Yes, sir, but he's 
" I want to see him. 
After a moment's survey of me, the sharp-looking lad dtcided 

to let me in; and opening the door wider for·that purpose, 
admitted me, first, into a little closet of a hall, and next into a 
little sitting-room; where I came into the presence of my 
old friend (also out of breath), seated at a table, and bending 
o,-er papers. 

"Good God!" cried Traddlcs, looking up. " It's Cupper· 
field 1 " and rushed into my arms, where I held him ti~bt. 

"All well, my dear Traddles?" 
"All well, my dear, dear Copperfield, and nothing but govd 

news! 11 

We cried with pleasure, both of us. 
" My dear fellow," said Traddles, rumpling his hair in his 

excitement, which wn.s a most unnecess,uy opt>ration, •~ my 
dearest Copperlield, my long-lo't and most welcome friend, 
how glad I am to '"e you !· How brown you are! How glad 
I am I Upon my life and honour, I never was so rejoiced, 
my beloved Copperfield, never ! " 

1 was equally at a Joss' to express my emotions. I was 
quite unable to speak, at first. 

"My dear fellow!" said Traddles. "And grown so famous! 
My glonous Copperfield! Good gracious ~e whw did you 
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come, wlt.re have you come from, what have you been 
doing?" 

Never pausing for an answer to anything he snid, Traddles, 
who had clapped me into an easy-chair by the fire, all this 
time impetuously stirred the fire with one hand, and pulled at 
my neckerchief with the other, under some wild delusion that 
it was a great coat. Without putting down the poker, he now 
hugged me again; and I hugged him; and, b•Jth laughing, 
and both wiping our eyes, we bo;h sat d01m, and shook hands 
across the hearth. 

"To think," said Traddles, "that you should have been so 
nearly coming home as you must have been, my dear old boy, 
and not at the ceremony l" 

" What ceremony, my dear Traddles?" 
"Good gracious me ! " cried Traddles, opening his eyes in 

his old way. "Didn't you get my last letter 1" 
"Certainly not, if it referred to any ceremony.'' 
"Why, my dear Copperfield," said Traddles, sticking his 

hair upright with both .hands, and then putting his hands on 
my knees, "I am married ! '' 

"1\!arried ! " I cried joyfully. 
" Lord bless me, yes I " said Traddles-" by the Rev. Horace 

-to Sophy-down in Devonshire .. Why, my dear boy, she's 
behind the window curtain I Look here I " 

To my amazement, the dearest girl in the world came at 
that same instant, laughing and blushing, from her place of 
concealment. And a more cheerful, amiable, honest, happy, 
bright-looking bride, I believe (as I could not help SJving on 
the spot) the world never saw. I kissed her as an old 
acquaintance should, and wished them joy with all my might 
of heart. 

"Dear me," said Traddles, "what a delightful re-union this 
is! You are so extremely brown, my dear Copperfield! God 
bless my soul, how happy I am ! " 

" And so am I, 11 said I. 
"And I am sure I am!" said the blushing and laughing 

Sophy. 
"We are all as happy as possible l" sJid Traddles. "Even 

the girls are happy. Dear me, I declare 1 forgot them I" 
"Focgot?" said I. 
"The girls," said Traddles, "3opby's sisters. They are 

staying with us. They have come to have a peep at Londoo. 
The flct is, when-was it you that tumbled up-stairs,· 
Copprrfield?" 
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"It w:ls,'' !>;aid I, lau~hing. 
"\\'ell tr.en, when you tumbled up-st~irs," said 'l'r~ddlcs, "1 

was romJ>ing with the girls. In point of fact, we ll'<'<e playing 
at Puss in the Corner. But as that wouldn't do in Westminster 
Hall, and as it wouldn't look quite professional if they were 
setn by a ciient, they decamped. And they are now- -listenin~. 
I have no doub~" said Traddles, gbncing at the uoor of 
ant,ther nJom. 

"I am sorry,'' said L laugh ins afresh, 11 to have occa..,ioned 
such a clisper"'ion." 

"Upon mr wr,rd," rejoined Traddles, greatly dt·!i~hted, 10 if 
you had seen them runnm~ away, and runmng 1Mck ;~gain, 
after you had knocked, to pwk up the combs they had dropped 
out of their hair, and going on in the maddt:st mo.nner, )'OU 

v;ou!tln't ha'e said so. My love, will you fetch the girls?'' 
Sophy tripped away, and we heard her rcceiYed in the 

adjoining fiJOll! wilh a pt>al of laughter. 
"Realiy musical, isn't it, my dear Coppcrtield? '' said 

Traddlcs. ''It's very agreeable to hear. It qutte lights up 
these old rooms. To an unfortunate baclwlor of a fellow who 
ha> lived alone all his liie, you know, it's positirely delicious. 
It's charming. Poor things, they have had a great loss in 
Sophy-who, I do assure )'OU, Copperfield, is, and "' cr was, 
the Jearest girl !-and it gratifies me b~yond expression to find 
them in such good spirits. The society of girls is a \'ery 
delightful thing, Copperfield. It's not profe.ssional, but it's 
very delightful." 

Ohso"ving that he slightly faltered, and comprehending that 
in the goodness of his heart he was fearful of giving me some 
pain by what he had said, I expressed my concurrence with a 
heartiness that evidently telicved and pleased htm greatly. 

"But then," said Traddles, "our domestic arrangements are, 
to say the truth, quite unprofessional altogether, my dear 
Copperfield. Even Sophy's being here, is unprofessional. And 
we have no other place of abode. We have put to sea in a 
cockuoat, but we are quite prepared to rough it. And Sophy's 
an extraordinary manager I You'll be surprised how those girls 
are stowed away. I am sure I hlrdly know how it's dc.ne I" 

"Are many of the young ladies with you?" I inquired. 
"The eldest, the Beauty is here," said Traddles, in a low 

confidential voice, "Caroline. And Sarah's here-tht one I 
mentioned to you as having something the matter \\ith her 
~pme,_You know. Immensely better! And the two yt•ungest 
!.tat Sophy educated are with us. Acd Louisa's here:' 
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"Indeed!" cried I. 
"Yes," said Traddles. "Now the whole set-I mean the 

chambers-is only three rooms; but Sophy arranges for the 
girls in the most wonderful way, and they sleep as comfortably 
as possible. Three in that room," said Traddles, pointing. 
"Two in that.'' ~ 

I could not help glancing round, in search of the accom-" 
modation remaining for Mr. and Mrs. Traddles. Traddles 
understood me. 

" Well ! " said Traddles, " we are prepared to rough it, as I 
said just now, and we dzd improvise a bed last week, upon the 
floor here. But there's a little room in the roof-a very nice 
room, when you're up there-which Sophy papered herself, ta 
surprise me; and that's our room at present. It's a capital 
little gipsy sort of place. There's quite a view from it." 

"And you are happily married at last, my dear Traddles ! " 
said I. "How rejoiced I am ! " 

"Thank you, my dear Copperfield," said Tracldles, as we 
shook hands once more. "Yes, I am as happy as it's possible 
to be. There's your old friend, you see," said Traddles, 
nodding triumphantly at the flower-pot and stand ; "and 
there's the table with the marble top I All the other fumiture 
is plain and serviceable, you perceive. And as to plate, Lord 
bles~ you, we haven't so much as a tea-spoon." 

"All to be earned?" said I, cheerfully. 
"Exactly so," replied Traddles, "all to be earned. Of course 

we have something in the shape of tea-spoons, because we stir 
our tea. But they're Britannia metal." 

"The silver will be the brighter when it comes," said I. 
"The very thing we say I" cried Traddles. "You see, my 

dear Copperfield," falling again into· the low contidential tone, 
"after 1 had delivered my argument in DoE dmt. ]!PES t'mus 
WtGZELL, which did me great service with the profession, I 
went down into Devonshire, and hld some serious conversation 
in private with the Reverend Horace. I dwelt upon the fact 
that Sophy-who I do assure you, Copperfield, is the dearest 
girl!--'' 

"I am certain she is!" said I. 
"She is, indeed!" rejoined Traddl<s. "But I am afraid l 

am wandering from the subject. !lid I mention the Reverend 
Horace?" 

"You said that you dwelt upon the fact-" 
"True l Upon the fact that Sophy and I had been engaged 

for a long period, and ,hat Sophy, with the permission of her 
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p:u..:nts. n>t'n0 than content to take me-in short1 '' said 
TraJJlt:s, wnh nis o:d fr~uk smile, "on our I'r1::-.L·nt hritltmia. 
metal \'err wdl. I then proposed to the Reverend 
H'''"''' a most c,.cellent clcrgynun, Copperfield, JnJ 
OUJ;ht tt) be a Btshll[); or at least ought to ha,·e ~nough w ltvc 

without pillcbing hin1 ~clf~that if I could turn the (Orn~r, 
~ar h'u hunJrr.:::d and tlfty pnund~, in one yt'ar; and cou)d 
sc·e my way pretty clearly to that, or something bt:tter, next 
year ; and could pla:nly furnish a little phce like thrs, bcsiJes; 
th•:n, and in that ca>e, St•phy and I shuuld IJc united. I took 
the libtrty nf representing that we had been patient for a 

and tb.rt the circumstance of Svphy·, 
•:X'r,,ord:r·,arily us~ful at ought [)flt to operate 
h~r par~,;nts, ~;stablishrncnt in life-don't 
)OU see?" 

ucl·rtainly it ought not," said I. 
"I 'm glad yvu tltink so, Coppertidd," rejoined TraJclles, 

"because, without any itopotatJon (ln the Reverend Hora~·e, I 
dv think and brothers, and so forth, are sometnues 
r.ither in such cases. Weill I also pomted out, that 
my most earne't desire wa.s. to be useful to the fntniiY: and 
th;•.t it I got on in the world, and should happen to 
hinr~l refer to the Reverend l..fo•oe.e--" 

"I understand," said L 
"-Or to Mrs. r:·r"wier~it would be the utm(•St gratiocation 

of my wishes, to be a parent to the girls. He replied in a 
mo~t ~~~11111rable manner, exceedingly 11atterinf! to tt.:ehn~~~ 
and undc·rtook to obtain the consent of ~lr<. to thrs 
arr•ngenwnt They had a dreadful time of it wi:h her. lt 
mounted from her legs into her chest, and then int•; her 
hend-" 

"\\'hat mourtted?" I asked. 
"Her grief." replied Traddles, with a 

feelings generally. As I mentioned on a rm~"' ,,., .. ,,;,.,, 
is a. Y<:ry superior woman, but h:1~; lost the use of h._·r 
Whatever occurs to har<eis her, usually settles in her kgs: but 
on this occ,ion it mounted to the chest and then to the head. 
and, in shnrt, !Jl'rradet.l the whole sy~te

1

m in a most a.brminJ 
mann~:· . However, tl1ey brought her through it by unremitti1::; 
and allectl_onJ.tC atter~tion; ·md we were marrit:d yesterday SIX 
Weeks. \ou have no idea what a Monster I felt, Copperlidd, 
when I saw the whole family trying and fainting aw~y in crery 
drrectJon! Mrs. Crewler couldn't see me before we left­
couldn't forgive me, then, for depriving her of her child-but 
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she is a good creature, and has done so since. had , 
delightful letter from her, nnly this mornin:;." 

"Alld in short, my dear frier.d," said I, "you feel as bleot as 
you deserve tv feel!" 

"Uh! That's your partiality I" laughed Tr:,dJks. "But, 
indeed, I am in a most enviable state. I work h"rd, and read 
I-"' insatiably. I get up at five every mornin5, and don't mind 
it at all. I hide the girls in the d.\)'·time, and make merry with 
thern in t.he evening. And I assure you I am quite sorry that 
they arc going home on Tuesday, which is the Jay bd'ore the 
first day of Michaelmas Term. .But here," oaid Tr<~ddles, 

breaking otT in his confidence, and speak in~ aloud, "'"' the 
girls ! ~lr. Copperfield, Miss Crcwler-~liss Sarah-Miss 
Louisa-~largaret and Lucy!" 

They were a perfect nest of roses; they looked so whole­
some and fresh. They were ail pr•;tty, and ~I iss Ctrnline was 
very handsome; but there was a loving, rheo:rful, fireside 
quality in ~ophy's bright looks, which was hetter than tha~ 
and which assurt:d me that my friend had chosen wei!. We 
all sat round the fire; while the sharp boy, who Ino\1' •.ltvined 
had lost his breath in putting the papers out, dearcJ them 
away a3ain, and produced the tea.thin0s. After that, he retired 
(or the night, shutting the outer door upon us wilh a bang. 
Mn:.. Traddlts, with perfect plc:tsure and compn'it;.te btar1tinw; 
from her household having made the tc.;. then <Utcti)' 
made the toast as she in a corner hy the nre. 

She had seen Agnes, she told me, while she w:u; t<lasting. 
"Tom~· had taken her down into hent for a wedding trip, and 
there she had seen my aunt, too ; and b(•th n1y <~unt and 
Agnes were well, and they had all talkc·d of n"thing but me. 
'' 'f,Jm n h~ld never had me out \)f his thoughts, she rral\y 
bt.:lltved, all the time I had bl'en away. "Tom'' w,t$ lhe 
authority fl'f cvtrytiling. 11 Tom n \\',iS t:vidcntly th•: idul of 
her life; never tn be sh.<ken on his pede><Jl b: .un· ,.,,nn1utinn: 

always to be b<:'licved in. and done hom•~~e to 
faith of her heart, come what might. 

ThC' ddertnn: whiCh bNh she and TrJddle::. she)\\ J ~n·~·rUds 
the pleased me very much. I dvn't knuw that I 

very reasonable; but I tlH.1ught It l\,·lidi~ful, 
of their ch:' ractr~r. If t;\'t:f fnr 

the that wert stiJl t'' bt won, I 
have no duuht it was when h'tnded [h~ Ht::.tlH}' !wr t~-<.1. If 
his sw·:d-kmth:n:d wife \'•l'lld h::tVt.' up <~.ny :>clL.~.s.,u-tiun 
ag.tiO.)t any o~~-, I .:un .~a:i:::fl~.;d it only ha.ve bt>C'n bt:r:.w:.e 

(' c z 



David Copperfield 
she was the Beauty s sister. A few slight indic.Hions of a 
rather r··:tted and capricious manner, Which I obsetTc·d in the 
Beauty, were manibtly considered, by Traddles and his wife, 
as her birthright and natural endowment. If she had been 
born a t,?ueen Bee, and they labouring Bees, they could not 
have been more satisfied of that. 

But their St·lf-forgetfulness charmed me. Their pride in 
these girls, and their submission of themselves to all their 
whims, was the pleasantest little testimony to their own worth 
I could hare desired to see. If TradJks were addressed as 
'
1 a darling, 11 once in the course of that evt.!ning; and besought 

to bring something here, or carry something there, or take 
something up, or put something down, or find something, or 
fetch something, he was so addressed, by one or other nt his 
sisters-in-law, at least twelve times in an hour. Neither could 
they dn anything without Sophy. Somebody's hair fell down, 
and nobody but Sophy could put it up. St•mebody forgot how 
a p>rticular tune went, and nobody but Sophy could hum that 
tune ri;;ht. Somebody wanted to recall the name of a place in 
Devon,hire, and only Sophy knew it. Somebody was wanted 
to be written home, and ~ophy alone could be trusted to write 
before breakfast in the morning. Somebody broke down m a 
piece of knitting, and no one but Sophy was able to put the 
defaulter in the right direction. They were entire mistresses 
of the place, and Sophy and Traddles waited on them. How 
many children Sophy could have taken care of in her tim~ I 
can't imagine; but she seemed to be famous for knowing every 
sort of song that ever was addressed to a child in the English 
to,gQe ; and she sang dozens to order with the clearest little 
voice in the world, one after another (every sister issuing 
directions for a different tune, and the Beauty generally 
striking in last), so that I was quite 6scinated. The best 
of all was, that, in the midst of their exactions, all the 
sisters had a gre:lt tenderness and respect both for Sophy 
a~d Traddles. I. am sure, when I took my leave, and 
1 raddlcs was commg out to walk with me to the coffee­
house, I thought I had never seen an obstinate head of hair, 
or any <•titer head of hair, rolling about in such a shower of 
ktsses. 

Altogether, it was a scene I could not help dwelling on with 
pleasure, for a long ttme after I got back and had wished 
TradJ!es. good mght. If I had beheld a thousand roses 
blowm~ m a top set of chambers, in that withered Gra)"s Inn, 
they could not have brightened it half so rr-uch. The idea of 
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those Devonshire girls, among the dry law-stationers and the 
attorneys' offices; and of the tea and toast, and children's 
songs, in that grim atmosphere of pounce and parchm~nt, red· 
tape, dusty wafers, ink-jars, brief and draft paper, law reports, 
writs, declarations, and bills of costs, seemed almost as 
pleasantly fanciful as if I had dreamed that the Sultan's famous 
family had been admitted on the roll of attomeys, and had 
brought the talking bird, the singing tree, and the golden water 
into Gray's Inn Hall. Somehow, I found that I had taken 
leave of Traddles for the nigh~ and come back to the coffee· 
house, with a great change in my d~spondency about him. I 
began to think he would get on, in spite of all the many orders 
of chief waiters in England. 

Drawing a chair before one of the coffee-room fires to think 
about him at my leisure, I gradually fell from the consideration 
of his happiness to tracing prospects in the live-coals, and to 
thinking, as they broke and changed, of the principal vicissi­
tudes and separations that had marked my life. I had not seen 
a coal fire, since I had left England three years ago : though 
many a wood fire had I watched, as it crumbled into hoary 
ashes, and mingled with the feathery heap upon the hearth, 
which not inaptly figured to me, in my despondency, my own 
dead hopes. 

I could think of the past now, gravely, but not bitterly; and 
could contemplate the future in a brave spirit. Home, in its 
best sense, was for me no more. She in whom I might have 
inspired a dearer love, I had taught to be my sister. She 
would marry, and would have new claimants on her tenderness: 
and in doing it, would never know the love for her that had 
grown up in my heart. It was right that I should pay the 
forfeit of my headlong passion. What I reaped, I had sown. 

I was thinking, And had I truly disciplined my heart 
to this, and could I resolutely bear it, and calmly hold the 
place in her home which she had calmly held in mine,­
when I found my eyes resting on a countenance that might 
have arisen out of the fire, in its association with my early 
remembrances. 

Little Mr. Chillip the Doctor, to whose good offices I was 
indebted in the very first chapter of this history, sat reading 
a newspaper in the shadow of an·opposite corner. He was 
tolerably stricken in years by this time; but being a mild, 
meek, calm little man, had worn so easily, that I thought be 
looked at that moment just as he might have looked when he 
sat in our parlour, ~"aiting for me to be born. 
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lllr. Chillip had kft Blundcrstone six or seven years 

I had n•:n~r :"'c.~n him ~inr:e. He sat p!:J.ddly 
new-paper, with hts little hrJd on one side, and a 
sherry nc,cuo at his ellJOI•, He was so 
in hi" m;umer that he seemed 
for thl' liberty uf r~ading 

I up to where he was sitting, and said, " How do you 
do, ~!r. Chillip?" 

He was gre.nly tluttered by this address from a 
strang~_·r, and rep:i~d, in hi~ slow way, I t!unk you, sir, you 
are vcr y !'hank you, sir. I hope _r~u ::.re w•:ll." 

u \'ou remember me?" said I. 
"\\'ell, sir," returned Mr. Chillip, smiling very meekly, 

and shakin~ his head as he surveyed me, "I have a kind of 
au impr~.:ssitln that something in your countenance is familiar 
to me, sir; but I couldn't lay my hand upon your name, 
really." 

" :\nd ret you knew it, long before I knew it mysdf," I 
ret·trnt'"d. 

"!lid I indeed, sir I" said l\!r, Chillip. "Is it possible that 
I had the honour, sir. of officiating when-?" 

"Yes,'' said. I. 
" l >ear me ! " cried Mr. Chillip. "But nu doubt you are a 

good de.d changed ~ince then, sir?" 
"Probably," said L 
"\\'ell, sir," observed Mr. Chillip, "I hope yuu'll exc·use me, 

if I am comp<>H<:d fo a;k the f:wour of your nome I" 
On my t>:lling him my name, he was really moved. He 

qurte shook h.mds with me~which was a violc11t proccedmg 
for hi111, his usual course being to slide n tepid little !ish­
slice, an inch or two in adnnce of his hip, and evince the 
greatest discomposure "hen anybody grappled with it. Even 
DO\r, ht~ put his hand in his coat pocket as soon as he could 
disengage it, and seemed relieved when he had got it safe 
back. 

" Dear rne, sir!" said Mr. Chillip, surveying me with his head 
on one side. "And it's i\fr, Copperfteld, is it? \\'elL sir, I 
thrnk 1 should hav,, known you, if I had taken the liberty of 
lookrnR more closely at you. There's a strong rescmbl,mce 
between you and your ponr father

1 
sir.n 

ob~e~v;;ver had the happiness of seeing lll)' father," I 

"Very true, sir/' snid 'Mr. Chi\lip, in a soothing tone. '' Aad 
very much to be deplored it was, on all ace, unts! We are not 
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ignorant, sir," said Mr. Chillip, slowly shaking his little head 
again, "down in our part of the country, of your fame. There 
must be great excitement here. sir," said Mr. Chillip, tapping 
himself on the forehead with his forefinger. "You must 6 nd 
it a trying occupation, sir I " 

"What is your part of the country now?" I asked, seating 
myself near him. 

"I am established within a few miles of Bury St. Edmund's, 
sir," said Mr. Chillip. "Mrs. Chillip coming into a little 
property in that neighbourhood, under her father's will, I 
bought a practice down there, in which you will be glad to 
hear I am doing well. 1\!y daughter is growing quite a tall lass 
now, sir," said Mr. Chillip, giving his little head another little 
shake. "Her mother let down two tucks in her frocks only 
last week. Such is time, you see, sir!" 

As the little man put his now empty glass to his lips, when 
he made this reflection, I propooed to him to have it refilled, 
and I would keep him company with another. "Well, sir," 
be returned, in his slow way, "it's more th:m I am accustomed 
to; but I can't deny myself the pleasure of your conversation. 
It seems but yesterday that I had the honour of attending you 
in the measles. You came through them charmingly, sir ! " 

I acknowledged this compliment, and ordered the negus, 
which was soon produced. "Quite an uncommon dissipation I" 
said Mr. Chillip, stirring it, "but I can't resist so extraordinary 
an occasion. You have no family, sir?" 

I shook my head. 
"I was aware that you sustained a bereavement, sir, some 

time ago," said Mr. Chillip. "I heard it from your father-in· 
law's sister. Very decided character there, sir?" 

"Why, yes," said I, "decided enough. Where did you see 
her, Mr. Chillip?" 

"Are you not aware, sir," returned Mr. Chillip, "'ith his 
placidest smile, "that your father·in-bv is again a neighbour 
of mine?" 

"No," said I. 
"He is indeed, sir I" said Mr. Chillip. "Married a young 

lady of that part, with a vory good little property, poor thing. 
-And this action of the bram now, sir? Don't you find it 
fatig-ue)'ou?" said Mr. Chillip, looking at me like an admiring 
Robin. 

I waived that question, and returned to the Murdstones. 
"I was aware of his being married again. Do you attend the 
family?" I asked:· • 



David Copperfield 
"Not regular\::. l hore been called in," he replied. "Strong 

rhrenolot,iral of the or~.m of lirmness. in Mr. 
_MurdstDn~ lnd hi::: sir.>1 

1 replictl with S\lch :m expre>'ive look, that l\!r. Chillip was 
enlbol(it:ncd by that, and the nt6U'i together, to giYc hi~ held 
::;ev!:rJl short sb:.tkes, ami thoughtfully extlaim, 11 Ah~ de:tr me! 
Wt rememUer old rime::., Mr. { 'oppvrfieid." 

'
1 :\nd t~1e br·1tlwr and si"t.._~r are pursuing their oid rourse, 

~;x~ they?., s:.tid I. 
"\\'ei[, s1r, 11 rt'piied 1\lr. r~L~llip, "a medical man, hdn~ so 

11JtH h in families, ou~ht to haYe neither eyes nor c:u5 for any~ 
but his proft-:Sh)!L 1 mu:.t say, tht:y nre \~ry severe, 

'" : " to thJ> hf:· and ne.\t." 
u Tbt' nt xt wili ht: rr:.!uhtcd without much reference to 

the1~1, 1 t.iar~ ~ay," I returned: "wli.tt are they doing as to 
this?'> 

~lr. Chill!p sh•J•>k hL l.c,td. stimJ his negus, and sipped it. 
~~she \1,.3') a dnrming woman, sir!'' he oGserved in a 

pbimive mannt·r. 
H Tht; prt:Sl'nt Mrs. ~Jurdstont? '' 
11 A chartt1ing woman indeed, sir/' said Mr. lhillip; "as 

1 am ;ure, "'-' it WlS pos,ible to be! Alrs. Chillip's 
is, th:ct hr,r spirit has been entir~ly broken since her 

nwri<1~e, and th"t she is all but melancholy mad. And 
the ladies.''. observed ~!r. lhillip, timorously, "are great 
observer:.1 str." 

" I she "'" to be subdued and broken to their 
mould. He.wen help her!" said L "And she has 

Lct:n.'1 

"\\' 1:11~ sir, there. were viol1·nt quarrels at firq, I assure 
ynu," s:11d ~lr. \:hdlip; "but she is quite a shadow now. 
'Vould it he: cons!dt>red forwa1d if I 'vas to sav to vou, sir, in 
cc•nllol··nce, that since the sJStcr came to help, the b.rother and 
mtel l•tt11een them have ne«ly reduced her to a state of 
im\Jecility? >' 

I told him I could c.Liily believe it. 
, u 1 h,tv~ no hesnatwn in ~aying/' said Mr. Chillip, fortifyi~g 

lnHtsl:!f \VIlh anvthcr sip of n!·gus, "betwf'en you and me, str, 
th•t her mother died of it-or th3t tyranny, gloom, anJ worry 
have made Mrs. Murdstone nearly imbecile. She was a hvely 
young:. woman, sir, hefPre marriage, and tht:ir gloom and 
.'u<tenty destroyed her. They go about with her, now, more 
hke her keepers than her hu>band and •istcr·in-law. That was 
Mrs. Chillip's remark to me, only last week. And 1 assure 
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you, sir, the ladies are great observers. Mrs. Chillip herself is 
a great observer!'' 

"Does he gloomily profess to be (I am ashamed to use the 
word in such association) reli~ious still?" I inqmred. 

"You anticipate, sir," said ~lr. Chi !lip, his erelids getting 
quite red with the unwonted stimulus in which he was in· 
dulging, "one of Mrs. Chillip's most impressive remarks. i\1 rs. 
Chillip," he proceeded, in the calmest and slowest manner, 
"quite electrified me, by pointing out that Mr. :'.lurdstone sets 
up an image of himself, and calls it the Divine Nature. You 
might have knocked me down on the fiat of my back, sir, with 
the feather of a pen, I assure you, when Mrs. Chillip s::id so. 
The ladies are great observers, sir r" 

"Intuitively," said I, to his extreme delight. 
"I am very happy to recei,·e such support in my opinion, 

sir," he rejoined. "It is not often that I venture to b~re a 
non·medtcal opinion, I assure you. Mr. ~!urcbtone ddivers 
public addresses sometimes, and it is said,-in short, sir, it is 
said by Mrs. Chillip,-that the darker tyrant he has lately been, 
the more ferocious is his doctrine." 

"I believe ~Irs. Chillip to be perft·ctly right," Mid I. 
"Mrs. Chillip does go so far as to say.~~ pursued the meekest 

of little men, much encouraged, "that what such people mis· 
call their religicm, is a vent for their bat! humours and arrogance. 
And do yuu know I must say, sir," he continued, mildly layitt~ 
hts head on one side, "that I don't find authomy for l\lr. and 
.MiS< Murdstone in the New Testament?" 

"1 nercr !Ounrl it either!" said I. 
''ln the meantime, sir,'' said l\lr. Chillip, "they are much 

disliked; and as they are Hry free in consigning everybody 
who di,lil;es them to perdition, we really have a good deal of 
perdition g•>ing on in our neighbourhood' However, as .'-Irs. 
Chillip says, sir, they under~o a continual punishment; for 
they ure tllrnL~J inward, to feed upon their own hC'arts, >1nd 
their own hearts are very bad !ceding. Nuw, sir, about that 
brain of yours, ii you'll excu>e my returning to it. llon't you 
expose it to a got<d deal of excitement, sir?·· 

I found it not difficult, in the excitemeut of Mr. Chillip's 
own brain, under his potation5 of ntgus, to dirert his att~ntion 
from this topic to his own aftai<S, on which, for the next 
half-hour, he was quite luqmcious; giving me to understand, 
among other pieces of information. that he was then at the 
Gray's Inn Cotl'ee·house to lay his professional evidence 
before a Commission of Lunacy, touching the state of mind 
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of a patient who had become deran~ed from e\<'t'.<Sil'e 

drinkin~, 
''And I as~ure you, sir/' he said, '~I am extremely ntrvous 

<>n such occasions. I could not supJ ort being what is called 
Bullied. sir. It would quite unman n>e, Do you know it was 
~orne time bdore I recovered the comluct of that alarming 
lacly, on the night of your birth, Mr, Copperfield?" 

I told him that I was goin,~ down to my aunt, the Dragon 
of that night, early in the nwrning; and tl1at she was (lne of 
the mn-;t tend{·r-hearted and excl'lil'nt of W(,mtn, as he wuuld 
know full well if he knew her better, The mere !lOtion of 
the pos..,ibihty of his r>ver seeing ht'r ng:tin, appeared t0 terrify 
him. He rqolied wah a small pale smile, ·• Is she so, indeed, 
sir? R<·ally?" and a\ most immediately called for a candle, 
t:~.1'ld went to hed, as it he w(;re nut auite safe :tn\".Yh';!re e!st'. 
He c\id not a•:tually sta~ger under the ne~us; l;ut 1 ohould 
thmk his pJo, id little pulse must have made two or thret: more 
be;t!s in a mmute, than it had done since tht: grt•Jt n1ght ol 
my ::±ullt·s di~appointmcnt, when she struck at him with her 
hOPnd. 

l 
Tlwwt:,~hly tired, I went to bed too, at midni~ht; passed 

1 the n,·,t d"y on the Dover coach; burst safe and sound into 
my aunt's old parlour while she was at tea (she wore 'l'ectacles 
now 1 : and was receired by her, and Mr. !tick, and dear old 
Pe;;gotty, who acted as hou~ekeeper, with OJit·n arms and tears 
of joy. My aunt was mightily amused, when we began to talk 
composedly. hy my account of my meeting with Mr, ( 'hillip, 
and of hts holding her in such dread remembrance; and both 
she and l'e~0otty had a great deal to say about mv poor 
m~)thcr's strond husband, and u that murdering- W(ltnan of a 
sister,"~on whom I think no p.1in or penalty would have 
mduced my aunt to bestow any Christian or Proper Name, or 
any other designation. 

CHAPTER LX 

AGNES 

MY aunt and I, when we were left alone, talked for into the 
night. Bow the ..:migranb never wrote home, otherwise th.m 
cheerr"Jiy and hc.peiully: how 1\!r. ~ltcomber had actually 
remitted divers small •unJS of money, on account of those 
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"pecuniary liabilities," in reference to which he had 'been so 
bu;iness-like as between man and man; bow Janet, returning 
into my aunt's service when she came back to Dover, had 
finally carried out her renunciation of mankind by entering into 
wedlock with a thriving tavern-keeper; and how my aunt had 
finally set lur seal on the same great principle, by aiding and 
abetting the bride, and crowning the marriage-ceremony with 
her presence; were among our topics-already more or less 
familiar to me through the letters I had had. lllr. Dick, as 
usual, was not forgotten. My aunt informed me how he inces· 
santly occupied himself in copying everything he could Jay his 
hands on, and kept King .Charles the First at a respectful 
distance by that semblance of employment; how it was one of 
the main joys and rewards of her life that he was free and 
happy, instead of pining in monotonous restraint; and bow (as 
a novel gtneral conclusion) nobody but she could ever fully 
know what he was. 

"And when, Trot," said my aunt, patting the back of my 
hand, as we sat in our old way before the fire, •· when are you 
going over to Canterbury? " 

"I shall get a horse, and ride over to-morrow morning, aunt, 
unle<s you will go with me?·~ 

"No!" said my aunt, in her short, abrupt way. "I mean 
to gtay where I ~m." 

Then, I should ride, I said. I could not have come through 
Canterbury to-d:ty without stopping, if I had been coo>ing to 
any one but her. 

She was pleased, but answered, "Tut, Trot ; my old bones 
would have kept till to-morrow 1" and softly patted my hand 
again, as I sat thoughtfully looking at the fire. 

Thoughtfully, for I could not be here once more, and so near 
Agnes, without the revival of those regrets with which I had so 
long been occupied.. Softened regrets they might be, teaching 
me what I had failed to learn when my younger life was all 
before me, but not the less regrets. "Oh, Trot," I seemed to 
hear my aunt say once more; and I understood her better 
no,v-" Blind, blind, blind ! " 

We both kept silence for some minutes. When I raised 
my eyes, I found that she was steadily obsen·ant of me. 
Perhaps she had follow<d the current of my mind ; for it 
seemed to me an easy one to tr~ck now, wilful as it had been 
once. 

"You will find her father a white-haired old man," said my 
aunt, "though a better-man in all other respects-a reclaimed 
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man. Neither will you find him measuring all human interests, 
and joys, and sorrows, with his one pour little inch-rule now. 
Tn1st nte, child, such things must shrink very much, before 
they can be measured off in illat way.'' 

"lnde~d they nms~" said I. 
"You will fmd her," pursued my aunt," as good, as beautiful, 

as e.llllt>t, as disinterest~d, as she has alwuys been. If I knew 
hi~her praise, Trot, I would bestow it on her." 

There was no higher pmi>e for her; no higher ~f>roa<·h for 
me, Oh, huw had l stray<'d so far aw<'y! 

"If she tuins the )"<IIIII~ girls whom she has about her to be 
like herself,'' said mr aunt, earnest even to the lilling of her 
eyes wi1h tNrs, "!leaven knows, her life will be well employed I 
Useful and h"Jlf'l"· as she said that day! H01v could she be• 
otherwise th;tn useful and happy I" 

"Has Ab1't~ any--'' l w.ts thinking alouu, rather tha11. 
SJ!e>king. ' 

"\\'ell? Hey? Any wh~t?'' said my aunt, sharply 
"Any lover," said I. 
"A score," cri<d my aunt, with a kind of indignant pride. 

"Sh< might have married twent)' times, my dear, since rou 
have been gone ! " 

"No doubt," said I. "No doubt. Tlut has she any lo,·er 
who is worthy of her? Agnes could care for no other." 

My aunt sat tlJu<ing for a little while, with b~r chin upon 
her !~and. Slowly raising her el·es to mine, she slid: 

"I suspect she has an Jtttachment, Trot" 
" A prosperous one?" said I. 
''Trot," returned mr aunt gravely, "I can't say. I ha-:e 

no r1ght to tell vou even so murh. :;he hilS never contided 11 
to me, but I suspect it." 

She looked so att.::ntively and anxiously at me (I even sav 
her tremble), that I felt now, more than ever, that she hal 
followed my late thoughts. I summoned all the resolution 
l had made, in all those lllall)' <Iars and nights, ~nd all thos 
many conflicts of my heart. 

"If it should be so,'' I began, "aud I hope it is-" 
"I dt>n't know that it is," said my aunt curtly. "Yo 

nnt<t not b~ ruled by my suspicions. You must kec·p thel 
scc'"t., They are very sli,eht, p~rhaps. I have no right · 
Spt.tk.' 

"If it should be so," I repeated, "Agnes will tell me 
l•er own good time. A sister to whom I have confided 
much, aun~ will not be reluctant to cor.fide in me." 
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My aunt withdrew her eyes from mine, as slowly as she 

had turned them upon me; and covered them thoughtfully 
with her hand. By-and-bye she put her other hand on my 
shoulder; and so we both sat, looking into the past, without 
saying another word, until we parted for the t1ight. 

I wde away, early in the morning, for the scene of my old 
school days. I cannot say that I was yet quite happy in the 
hope that I was gaining a victory over myself; even in the 
prospect of so soon looking on her face again. 

The well-remembered ground was soon traversed, and I 
came into the quiet streets, where every stone was a boy's 
book to me. I went on 'foot to the old house, and went 
away with a heart too full to enter. I returned; and look· 
ing, as I passed,, through the low window of the turret-room 
where first Uriah Heep, and afterwards Mr. 1\licawber, had 
been wont to sit, saw that it was a little parlour now, and 
that there was no office. Otherwise the staid old house was, 
as to its cleanliness and order, still just as it had been when 
I first saw it. I requested the new maid who admitted me, 
to tell Miss Wickfield that a gentleman who waited on her 
from a friend abroad, was there; and I was shown up the 
grave old staircase (cautioned of the steps I knew so well), 
into the unchanged dmwing-room. The books that Agnes 
and I had read together, were on their shelves; and the desk 
where I had laboured at my lessons, many a night, stood yet 
at the same old corner of the table. All the little changes 
that had crept in when the Heeps were there, were changed 
again. Everything was as it used to be, in the happy time. 

I stood in a window, and looked across the ancient street 
at the opposite houses, recalling how I had watched them on 
wet afternoons, when I first came there; and how I had used 
to speculate about the people who appeared at any of the 
windows, and had followed them with my eyes up and down 
stairs, while women went clic\<ing along the pavement in 
pattens, and the dull rain fell in slanting lines, and poured 
out of the waterspout yonder, and flowed into the road. The 
feeling with which I used to watch the tramps, as they came 
into the town on those wet evenings, at dusk, and limped 
past, with their bundles drooping over their shoulders at the 
ends of sticks, eame freshly back ,to me ; fraught, as then, 
wah the smell of damp earth, and wet leaves and briar, and 
the sensation of the very airs that blew upon me in my own 
toilsome journey. 

The opening of )he olittle door in the panelled wall made 
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me start and turn, Her beautiful serene eyes met mine as 
she came toward I me. She stopped and laid her hand upon 
her bosom. "nd I cau~ht her in my arms. 

"Agnes! my dear girl! I have come too suddenly upon 
you." 

"No, no! I am so rejoiced to see you, Trotwood ! " 
" Dear Agnes, the happiness it is to me, to St't' you once 

a~J.in! ') 
· I folded her to my h•""rt, ami for a little while we were 

both silent. Presently "" >at down, side by side; and her 
a"gel-face was turned u~·m me wtth the welcome I had 
dreamed of, waking .mel sleeping, for whole years. 

Sht.: was so trw:, she was so beautiful, she was so good,­
! owr·d her so much ?tatitude, she was so dear to me, that 
I cvuiJ llnd no utterance for what I felt. I tried to bless 
her, tned to titan k her, tried to tell her 1 as I had often done 
in le-tters) what an influence she bad upnn me; but all my 
et':'orts were in vain. Illy love and joy were dumb. , , 

1\'ith her own sweet tranquillity she ealmed my a~lt:ltton : 
led me l<ack to the time of our parting : spoke to me of 
Emil}\ wlHl:n she had visited, in secn:t, man~· times; spoke 
to me tendc·rly ol Dora's grave. With the unerring instinct 
of her noble heart, she touched the chords of my memory so 
suftly :\nd lwmoniously, that not one jarred within me; I 
could listen to the sorrowful, distant music, and desire to 
shrink from nothing it awoke. How could I, when, blended 
wrth It all, was her dear self, the better angel of my life' 

"And you, Agnes," I said, by-and-bye. "Tell me of your­
self. Von have hardly ever t<Jid me of your own life, in all 
this lapse of time!" 

"\\'hat should I tell?" she answered, with her radiant 
smile. "Papa is well. You see us here

1 
quiet in our own 

home ; our an;.;ieties set at rest, our home restored to us: 
and knowing that, dear Trotwood, you know all." · 

"All, Agnes?" said I. j 
She looked at me, with some fluttering wonder in her face.

1 
''Is there nothing else, Sister?" I said. 
Her colour,. which had just now faded, returned, and fadel 

a~arn. She smiled; with a quiet sadness, I thought; an 
shook her head. 

1 had sought to lead her to what nw >fmnt had hinted at 
for, sharply painful to me as it must b'e to receive that con 
fidence, I was to discipline my heart, and do my duty to her 
I saw, however, that sl.e was uneasy, and !.let it pass. 
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"You have much to do, dear Agnes?" 
"\\'tth my school?" said she, looking up again, in all her 

bri~ht composure. 
' 1 Yes. lt is bborinus, is it not? 11 

"The labour is so pleasant," she returned, "that it is 
scarcely grateful in me to call it by that aame." 

":-lathing good is ditlicult to you," said I. 
Her colour came and went once more; and onre more, us 

she lwnt her head, I saw the same sad smile. 
~~You will wait and St.!e pava/' said A:;n~s, cheerful!), 

"and pass the d.ty with us? Perhaps you wtll sleep in your 
own room? \\·e always call it '\'OUrs." 

I could not do th:it, ha,·ini promised to ride l>ack to my 
aunt's at night; but I would pass the day there, joyfully. 

"I must be a prisoner for a little while," said Agnes, "but 
here are the old books, Trotwoud, and the old music." 

~~Even the old flowers are hert:!,J) said I, looking round ; 
"or the old kinds.'' 

u I hare found a pleasure," returned Agnes, smiling1 u whde 
you have been absent, in keeping everything as it used to be 
when we were children. For we were very happy then, I think." 

'' Ht.:avcn knows we were! 11 said I. 
"And every little thing that bas reminded me of 01)' 

brother/' said Agnes, with her cordial eyes turned ch~eriully 
upt'n me, "has been a welcome companion. Even this." 
showing me the basket-trifle, full of keys, stiil hangin:s at 
her side, "seems to jingle a kind of old tune!" 

She smiled a~ain, and went out at the door by which she 
had come. 

It was for me to guard this sisterly affection with rdkious 
care. It was all th.1t I had left my:;elf, and it was a trea~sure. 
If I once shook the foundations of the sacred confidence and 
usnge, in virtui;! of which it wJ.s givt:n to me, it was lost, and 
could never be recovered. I set this steaJily before mvsdf. 
The better I loved her, the more it behoved me never to 
forget it. 

I walked through the streets; and, once more s~tdng my 
old adversary the butcher-nnw a c"nstable, with his staff 
hanging up in the shop--went do'"' t0 1< ",,1, >t the place 
where I had fought him anc' there mednatcd on :-r,ss 
Shepherd and the eldest Larkins, :\1\d all the idle loves 
and likings, and dislikings, of that time. Nothing seemed 
to have sur\'lved tha.t time hut Agnes; and sbt:, ever a star 
above me, was brighter and higher. 
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\\'hen I returned, Mr. Wicklicld had come home, from 

• g.m.len he had, a couple of miles or so out of town, where 
he now employed himself almost every day. I found him as 
my aunt had descrihed him. We sat down to dinner, with 
'ome half-doz•·n little girls; and he seemed but the shadow 
of his handson1e pictwe on the wall. 

The tranquillity an<' peace belonging, of old, to that quiet 
ground in my memory, pervaded it agam. When dinner 
w.IS done, Mr. Wicktield taking no wine, and I desiring none, 
we went up-stairs; where Agnes and her little charges sang 
and played, and worked. Alter tea the children left us ; and 
we thr~e sat to~dher, talkin.g of the hygone days. 

"~!y part 111 thc'm," said ~[r. Wickfield, >haking his white 
l1ead, "hl< much matter· for regret-for deep regret, and 
"""P contrition, Trotwood, you well kno•·· But I would not 
c:uwel it, if it were in my power. 11 

l C•)Uid readily believe that, looking at the face beside hi111. 
"I should ranee\ with it," he pursued, "such patience and 

devotion, such fidelity, such a child's low, as I 111mt not 
fr•rget, no! even to forget myself." 

"I understand you, sir," I softly said. "I hold it-I have 
always held it-in veneration." 

14 But no one knows, not even you," he returned, H how much 
she has dune, how much she has undergone, how hard she 
has striven. JJear Agnes ! " 

~~- oad put hll hand entrl'atingly on his arm, to stop him; 
and w;t· very, very pale. 

"\\'ell, well!·· be said with a sigh, dismissing, as I then saw, 
some tnal she had borne, or wa> yet to bear, in connexion with 
wh<tt my aunt had told me. "Well! I have never told you, 
Trotwood, of her mother. Has any one I" 

"1'\e\·er sir 11 

"It's n;t m.uch-though it was mu.-11 to suffer. She married 
""' in op~osition to her father's wish, and he renounced her. 
She prayed him to forgive her, before my Agnes carne into this 
v.vrld. He was a very hard man, and her mother had long 
been dead. He repulsed her. He broke her heart." 

.Ignes leaned upon his shoulder, and stole her arm about 
his neck. 

"$be had an affectionate and gentle heart," he said; "and 
it w.1s broken. 1 knew its tender nature very well. No one 
could, if I did not. She loved me dearly, but was never 
happy. She was always labouring, in secret, under thiS 
distress; and being delicate and downcast a\ the time of his 
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last repulse-for it was not the first, by m~ny-pined away and 
died. She ldt me Agnes, two weeks old ; and the grey hair 
you r~collect me with, when you first came." 

He kissed Agnes on her cheek. 
"My love for my dear child was a diseased love, but my 

mind w~s all unhealthy then. I say no more of that. I am 
not speaking of m)'sdf, Trotwood, but of her mother, and of 
her. If I give you any clue to what I am, or to what I have 
been, you will unravel it, I know. What Agnes is, I need not 
say. I have always read something of her poor mother's story, 
in her character; and so I tell it you to-night, when we three 
are again together, after such great changes. I have told it all." 

His bowed head, and her angel-face and filial duty, derived a 
more pathetic meaning from it than they had had before. If I 
had wanted anything by which to mark this night of our 
re-union, I should have found it in this. 

Agnes rose up from herfather's side, before long ; and going 
softly to her piano, plaved some of the old airs to which we had 
often listened in that place. 

"Have you any intention of going away again?" Agnes 
asked me, as I was standing by. 

"\\'hat does my sister say to that I" 
"I hope not." 
"Then I have no such intention, Agnes." 
"I think you ought not, Trotwood, since you ask me," she 

said, mildly. "Your growing reputation and success enlarge 
your power of doing good; and if 1 could spare my brotl1er," 
with her eyes upon me, "perhaps the time could not." 

"What I am, you have made me, Agnes. You should know 
best." 

''I made you, Trotwood?'' 
"Yes! Agnes, my dear girl! u I said, hending on:-r her. " I 

tried to tell you, when we met to-day, something th.tt has ken 
in my thoughts since Dora died. You remember, when ,·ou 
came down to me in our little room~pointing upward, A~nc~?" 

'' Oh, Trotwood!" she returned, her eyes ti!ll:'d will; t~ .. ~~rs. 
"~? loving, so confi<ling, and. sa young I Can I ever for~ct 1" 

:\s you were then, my stster, I have often thou~ht since 
you .have ~vt:r been to. me. Ever pointing upw.nd, Agnes; t'V~; 
leadmg me to sometlung better; ever directing me to htghtr 
thmgs!" 

Sl.e only shook her head; through her tears I s:1w the sad 
quiet smile. 

"i\nd I am so gratt>ful to you for it, >\gnes, so bound to you, 
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that there is no name for the affection of my hl'art. I want 
you to know, yet don't know how tv tcll you, that all my life 
long 1 shall look up to you, and be guided by you, as I have 
been through the darkness that is \\'hatever bettdes, 
whatever new ties you may form, changes may come 
between us, I shall always look to you, and love you, as I do 
00w, and ha1·e always done. \'ou will always be my solace 
and resr•urce as you have always been. Until! die, my dearest 
si,ttr, I shJ.ll set: you always bdore me, pointing upward 1 n 

She rut hc·r hand in mme, and told me she was proud of me, 
and of what I said; although I praised her very far beyond her 
worth. Then she went on softly playing, but without removing 
ht-r eves from n1e. 

"Do you know, what I have heard tu·night, Agnes," said I, 
"stran~dy seems to be a plc\ of the feeling with which I 
roprded I'OU when I saw vou first-with which I sat beside you 
:n my rou'gh sch(Jol days?"" 

"Yvu knew I had no mother," she replied wnh a smile," and 
felt kindly towards me." 

"~fore than that, Agnes, I knew, almost as if I had known 
this story, that there was something inexpltcably ~;entle and 
softened, ~urrounding you; somt:thing that mit,ht l1ave been 
sorrowful in some one else (as I can now underst;md it was), 
but was not so in vou." 

She softly p!ave;J on, \nuking at me stilL 
"Will you lanch at my cherishing such fancies, Agnes?" 
"~o!" 

"Or at my saying that I really believe I felt, even then, that 
you cou!U be faithfully nftedionate ag.linst all disroura:-;ement, 
and m.:vt~r cease to be so, until you Ct:J.::.r:d to live?-\\'ill you 
laugh at ~uch a dr1 ·.un?" 

" Oh, no ! Oh, no ! " 
Fur an instant, a distressful shadow crosst..d htr face; butevt'n 

in the st.trt it me, it was gone; and she was playing on, 
and lookiu~ Ilk with her own cairn ~ll1ile. 

Az l rode b3ck in til~ lone night, the wind goins by me like 
a re.:;tless 1w.:mory, I thought of this, antl ft:ared she was not 
hapi'Y I was not he~~py; but, thus far, I had faithfully set the 
seal upon the p,L<t, and, thinking of her, pointing upward, 
thought of her as pointing to that sky abure mv, whore, in the 
my:::.tt:ry to Lome, I mit:ht yet love her with a love unknown on 
l'..rth, anti tell her what the strife had been within me when I 
loved her here. 
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CHAPTER LXI 

l A~t SHOWN TWO lNTERI£STING PF:NITENTS 

FoR a time-at all events until my book should be completed, 
which would be the work of several months-I took up my 
ahode in my aunt's house at Dover ; and there, sitting in the 
window from which I had looked out at the moon upon the sea, 
when that roof first gave me shelter, I quietly pursued my task. 

In pursuance of my intention of referring to my own fictions 
only when their course should incidentally connect itself with 
the progress of my story, I do not enter on the a'pirations, the 
delights, anXIeties, and triumphs of my art. That I truly 
devolt'.J mysel' to it with my strongest earnestness, and bestowed 
upon it e,·ery energy of my soul, I have already said. If the 
books I have written be of any worth, they will supply the 
rest. I shall otherwise have written to poor purpose, and 
the rest will be of interest to no one. 

Occasionally I went to London; to lose myself in the swarm 
of life there, or to consult with Traddles on some business 
point. He had managed for me, in my absence, with the 
soundest judgment; and my worldly affairs were prospering. 
As my notoriety be~an to bring upon me an enormous quantity 
of letters from people of whom I had no knowledge-chi"Ay 
about nothing, and extremely difficult to answer-! agreed with 
Traddles to have rny name painted up on his dcor. There the 
devoted postman on that beat delivered hush-cis of letters for 
me; and there, at inten·als, I laboured through them like a 
Home Secretary of State without the salary. ' ' 

Among this. corresr.ondence, there dropped in, every now and 
then, an obhgmg proposal from one of the numerous outsiders 
always lurking about the Commons, to practise under cover of 
my. name (if I would take the necessary steps rem~ining to 
maKe a proctor of myself), and pay me a percent.tge on the 
prutlts. But I declined these offers; being alreadv aware th~t 
there were plenty of such covert practitioners in e~istence and 
considering the Commons quite bad enough without my doin• 
anything to make it worse. ' 0 

The girls had gone home, when my name b~rst into bloom 
on Tradu!cs's door; and the sharp l•oy looked, all da)-, ns if he 
had never heard of S?phy, shut up. tn a back room, glancing 
down from her work t.1to a sooty httl~ stnp of garden with a 
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pump i.'' it. But there I always found her, the .same bright 
hc>llSeWJie; often hurnmrng her Ilevonsh~re ballads when no 
mange foot '"" coming up the stairs, and blunting the sharp 
hoy 1n hi; ofliu.d closet with IIJelody. . . . 

I wondered. at tlrst, why I so o!tcn found Sophy wnllng m a 
copy·b<•ok; and why she alwavs shut it up when I a:•pear<:d, 
and hurried it into the taUie-dr,twer. Hut the sccrt·t soun came 
out. One d:ty, Tradd\es (who bad just come hom~.: thr1 .. H16h the 
driuling sleet from Court) took a paper out of his desk, and 
asked me what ltll<•ll~ht of !hal handwritin~? 

"Oh, don't, Tom i ., cried tiophy, wh~ was .warming his 
slippers before the fire. 

"~ly dear,'' returned Tom, in a delighted state," why not? 
\\"h.1t do you sav lo that writing, Coppertield?" 

''It's extraurdinarily k·g:1l Jnd fortnJI/' said I. ''I don't 
think J ever sal' such a stiff hand." 

"Not like a laJy's honu, is it?" >aiJ Traddles. 
"A lady's ! ., I repeated. "Bricks and mortar arc more like 

a hdy's hand ! " 
TrodJies broke into a rapturous lau~h, and informed me that 

it Wa5 Sophys wri:ing ; that Sophy had vowed aod d~clared he 
wouiJ need a copying-clerk sonn, and she would be th.tt clerk; 
that she had ac~uired this hand frum a pattern; and th.1t she 
r.ould throw off-! forget huw many folios an hour. Sophy 
was very much eonfnsed by my beinM told all this, and said that 
when "Tom" "·IS maJe a judge he wouldn't be so ready to 
procl:tim it. \\'hich "Tom H Ut:nied ; averring that he ~hou!d 
always be equally proud of it, under all circulllstanLeS. 

"What a thoroughly good and charming wife she is, my dear 
Traddles I ., said 1, when she had gone away, laughing. 

" My dC'lr Copperfield," returnr< 1 Trnddles, "she is, without 
any excepti<m, the dearest girl ! The ways she manageS this 
place ; her punctuahty, domestic knowledge, economy, and 
order; her chcerlulncss, Copperfield 1" 

'' InJ~::eJ, you have reason to corn mend her!'' I returned. 
"You are a hn['py fellow. I believe you make yourselves, 
and each other, two of the happiest people in the world." 

0 I am sur~: we art two of the happiest people,'1 returned 
Traddlcs. " I admit that, at all events. Bless mv soul, when 
1 see her getting up by candle· light on these da~k mornin~>, 
bu~ying hcrseolr in the day's arrangements, going out to market 
before the clerks come into tlie Inn, canng lur no '"'e lther, 
devising the most capital little dinners out of the plaine>t 
malerials, making puddings and pies, keeping everything in its 
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right place, always so neat and ornamental herself, sitting u'p at 
night with me if it's eYer so late, sweet-tempered and en­
couraging always, and all for me, I positively sometimes can't 
beliove it, Copperfield ! " 

He was tender of the very slippers she had been warm ina as 
he put them on, and stretched his feet enjoyingly upon the 
fender. 

"I positively sometimes can't believe it," said Traddles. 
"Then, our pleasures ! Dear me, they are inexpensive, but 
they are quite wonderful ! When we are at home here of an 
evening, and shut the outer door, and draw those curtains­
which she made-where could we be more snug? When it's 
fine, and we go out for a walk in the evening, the streets abound 
in enjoyment for us. We look into the glittering windows of the 
jewellers' shops ; and I show Sophy which of the diamond·eyed 
serpents, coiled up on white satin rising grounds, I would gi\'e 
her if I could afford it; and Sophy shows me which of the gold 
watches that are capped and jewelled and engine-turned, and 
possessed of the horizontal lever-escape-movement, and all sorts 
of things, she would buy for me if slle could afford it; and we 
piek out the spoons and forks, fish·slices, butter-knives, and 
sugar-tongs, we should both prefer if we could both afford it ; 
and really we go away as if we had got them I Then, when we 
stroll into the squares and great streets, and see a house to let, 
sometimes we look up at it, and say, how would tl1at do, if I 
was made a judge? And we parcel it out-such a room for us, 
such rooms for the girls, and so forth ; until we settle to our 
satisfaction that it would do, or it wouldn't do, as the case may 
be. Sometimes, we go at haJf.price to the pit of the theatre 
-the very smell of which is cheap, in my opinion, at the money 
-and there we thoroughly enjoy the play: which Sophy believes 
ev~ry ~·o~d of, and s~ do I. In walking home, perhaps we buy 
a httle btt of somethmg at a cook's-shop, or a little lobster at 
the fishmon~er's, and bring it here, and make a splendid 
supper, chattmg about what we have seen. Now you know 
Copperfield, if I was Lord Chancellor, we couldn't,do this!" ' 

" You .~ould do something, whatever you were, my dear 
TraJdles, thought I, "that would be pleasant and amiable. 
And by the way," I said aloud, "I suppose you never draw 
any skeletons now?" 

"Really," replied Traddles,laugh;ng, and reddening," I can't 
wholly deny that I do, my ~~ar Copperfield. For being in 
one of. the back rows of the Kmg's. Bench the other day, with 
a pen m my hand, the fancy came tnto my head to tr)' how I 
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li~d p~~~ that acc~mpli~hm~L And I am afraid th~'s 
a. skeleton-in a wig--Qn the ledge of the desk." . · . .. 
· After we had both laughed heartHy, -Traddles wound up by 
looking with a smile at the fire, and saying, in . his forgiving 
way; "Old Creakle I" .. . . . . 
• . "I have a letter. from that old-Rascal here," s11id I. For 
i never was less disposed to forgive him the way he used to 
batter Traddles, than when I saw Traddles so ready to forgive 
him hin1self. . . . : · .. . . . . 
--••.Fiom Creakle the schoolmaster?" exclaimed. Traddles . 

... ,, :r{o J." . ·. ~. . -- ~ . ....... • . . •· -
".Among the persons who are attracted to me 1p my n51ng 

faine-and fortune," said-I, looking over my lettel'l!. ~·an~ who 
discover that they were always much· attached to me, IS .tbe 
self-same Creak! e. .. He is not a schoolmaster n0w,. Traddl~ · 
He is .retired. He is_ a Middlesex Magistrate." . , 

. . · I. thought Traqdles might be surprised to liear . .it, but he 
was not so at. aU. . : . . . . 
· · " H~w ~o yo,~ suppose he comes to be a Middlesex Maga-_ 

)rate?. . S&ld. I. · · ·· . . · · . • 
· ·" Oh dear me 1 " replied Traddles, "it would be very difficult 

to. iUISwer that question. Perhaps he voted for somebody, or 
lent money to· somebody, or-bough_t something of somebodY1 
.or otherwise, obliged somebody, or jobbed for . somebody, 
who knew somebody who got the: lieutenant of the county . to 
nominate him for the commission." . 

·· <'On the commission he_ is, at any ~te,". s!lid i_:. "An~ -he 
· ~tes to me here, that he .will be glad to show me, !n operatlo,n, 

the only true system of prison discipline; the only unchall_enge­
able way of making sincere and lasting converts and penitents 
-w~cl;!, you -know, is . by lolitary confineiJ1ent, ;what d9 you 
say? · . . ., • . . . . . . • .. . 
. "To the system?" inquired Traddles, looking grave. 
. ,"No. ·ro my acce~;>ting the otTer, IUid your_ going wi\h me?" 

.!'I don't object," satsl Traddles. . . . , : 
"Th~n I'll :write to say so . . , You remember ·(to say nothing 

of .our treatll!ent) this same. Creakle turning his. son out ol 
doors, 1. suppose, and the life -he used _to lead his··w}.fe ~<l 
daughter?·~ . . · 

"Perfectly," said Traddles. · . :· ... · 
"Yet, if you'll read his letter, you'll find he is ·the tender 

est o( men -to prisoners convicted of the whole calendar o 
felonies," . said,_ I; · ",though. I can't . find that his tendemes 
extends to any other class of created 0beings." 
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Traddles shrugged his shoulders, and was not at all sur· 

prised. I had not expected him to. be, and :vas no~ surpmed 
myself; or my observatton of stmtlar pract1cal satue~ .would 
have been but scanty. We arranged the ttme of our vtsa, and 
I wrote accordingly to Mr. Creakle that evening. 

On the appointed day-I think it was the next day, but no 
matter-Traddles and I repa~red to the prison where Mr. 
Creakle was powerful. It was an immense and solid building, 
erected at a vast expense. I could not help thmktng, as ~e 
approached the gate, what an uproar would have been made m 
the country, if any deluded man had proposed to spend one 
half the money it had cost, on the erection of an industrial 
school for the young, or a house of refuge for the deserving 
old. 

In an office that might have been on the ground.floor of the 
Tower of Babel, it was so massively constructed, we were 
presented to our old schoolmaster; who was one of a group, 
composed of two or three of the busier sort of magistrates, and 
some visitors they had brought. He received me, like a man 
who had formed my mind in by~one years, and had always 
loved me tenderly. On my introducing Traddles, Mr. Creakle 
expressed, in like manner, but in an inferior degree, that he 
had always been Traddles's guide, philosopher, and friend. 
Our venerable instructor was a great deal older, and not 
improved in appearance. His face was as fiery as ever; his 
eyes were as small, and rather deeper set. The scanty, wet­
looking grey hair, by wh1ch I remembered him, was almost 
gone ; and the thick veins in his bald head were none the 
more agreeable to look at. 

After some conversation among these gentlemen, from which 
I might have supposed that there was nothing in the world to 
be legitimately taken into account but the supreme comfort of 
prisoners, at any expense, and nothing on the wide earth to be 
done outside prison-doors, we began our inspection. It being 
then just dinner-time, we went first into the great kitchen, 
where every prisoner's dinner was in course of being set out 
separately .(to be handed to him in. his cell), with the regularity 
and prec1ston of clo~k-work. I satd aside, to Traddles, that I 
wonJered whether It occurred to anybody, that there was a 
str1k~ng contrast between these plentiful repasts of choice 
quahty, and the dmners, not to say of paupers, but of soldiers, 
sa1lors, labourers, the great bulk of the honest, working 
commumty; of whom not one man in five hundred ever dined 
half so well. But I lePrned that the "system" required high 
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linng; and, in short, to dispose of the system, once f 
found th>: on that head and on all others, "the .;yst• 
an end to all donuts, and disposed of all anomalies. 
appearul to have the hast idea that there was at 
sy.1v::m1 but /1it syst•.:m, to Lc ('on~iJcred. . . . 

As we wcte guing through sot~lc of the rna0mt1cent 1 
I inquired of 1!r. Creakle and hrs friends what were l 
to he the main ad\'ant:lgl:s of th1s all·.~on:rning and ut 
over-ridinJ system? I found them to be the perfen 
ol that no one man m confmen~t.:llt the 

ab(Jut a1wthu i and tl1l' reduction ol pris 
a whoksoJne sLltc of n:ind, h:J.Jing to ::.inc..:rc c1.mtri 
fl.'!ll':l1t-\IICC. 

:-.Jol\', it sttnck m~, when we Ut·~:ln to visit iudiv 
tht:lr and to tr:w;;:rst.! the in wl1ich tb 
Wt'ft\ to h:tvc the JlJ,:mner the going to ch.::~pE 
forth, ex:t;hined t~> us, that there was -a strong prob 
the J~ris<•l1t'f:J. knm·,·ing a gooJ deal about t<Jch othe 
their earrying on a pretty complde sysklll or in1 
This, at the un'e I wntt\ has bet·n proved, I hdieve, 
<:.lSe ; but as it would have been flat blasphemy ag 

to have hinted su<h a douut then, I looket 
J'•:niterwe a' dil •:;ently as I could. 

And hc1e ag.1in. I hod great 111isgivings. I ! 
preva!ent a t'a:~hwn in tht: fonu of the penit('tlCe, as 
outsid•c in the forms of the coats and waistcoats in the 
of the t.ulod shops. I fc•und a vast amount of p 
varying very little in character: varying very little, 
thought exceedingly suspicious) even in words. ~ 
great many I>JXcs, drsparaging whole vineyards of in 
gr.1pes; hut I found very lew foxes whom I would ha' 
within reach of a bunch. Above all, I found tbati 
professing men were the greatest objects of interest: 
their conc<·it, their vanity, their want of excitement,; 
love of deception (which many of tl,cm poss~sscJ to 
incrcdiLle extent, as their histories showed), all pro 
these professions, and were all gratilied by them. J 

However, I heard so repeatedly, in the course of 1 
to anu fro, of a certain Number Twenty Seven, wh 
f.wuurrte, and who Willy appeared to be a Model 
that I resolved to suspend my judgment until I s 
Twenty Seven. Twenty Eight, I understood, was ali 
tmticular star; but it was his misfortune to have ! 
Ettie dimrned by the extraordinary lustre of Twentyj 
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heard so much of Twenty Seven, of his pious admonitions to 
everybody around him, and of the beautiful letter~ he constantly 
wrote to his mother (whom he seemed to constder m a very 
bad way), that I became quite impatient to see him. 

I had to restrain my impatience for some time, on account 
of Twenty Seven being reserved for a concluding effect. But 
at last we came to the door of his cell ; and Mr. Creakle, look­
ing through a little hole in it, reported to us, in a state of the 
greatest admiration, that he was reading a Hymn Book. 

There was such a rush of heads immediately, to see Number 
Twenty Seven reading his Hymn Book, that the little hole 
was blocked up, six or seven heads deep. To remedy this 
inconvenience, and give us an opportunity of conversing with 
Twenty Seven in all his purity, Mr. Creakle directed the door 
of the cell to be unlocked, and Twenty Seven to be invited out 
into the passage. This was done ; and whom should Traddles 
and I then behold, to our amazement, in this convened 
Number Twenty Seven, but Uriah Heep! 

He knew us directly; and said, as he came out-with the 
old writhe,-

" How do you do, Mr. Copperfield? How do you do, Mr. 
Tradd les ? " . 

This recognition caused a general admiration in the party. 
I rather thought that every one was struck by his not being 
proud, and taking notice of us. . 

"Well, Twenty Seven," said Mr, Creakle, mournfully 
admiring him. "How do you find yourself to·day?" . 

~·I am very umble, sir I" replied Uriah Heep. 
"You are always so, Twenty Seven," said i\lr. Creakle. 
Here, another gentleman asked, with extreme anxiety:. "Are 

you quite comfortable?" 
. " Y.es, I t,?ank you, sir I " said Uriah Heep, looking in that 

dire~tlon. Far more comfortable here, than ever I was 
outside. I see my follies now, sir. That's what makes me 
comfortable." 
. Several g_entle~en were much affected ; and a third ques­

tioner, forcmg himself to the front, inquired with extreme 
feehng : " How do you find the beef? " 
. "T.hank you,, sir," replied Uriah, glancing in the new ' 

direction. of this . voice, "it was _tougher yesterday than I 
couid wtsh ; but ~;s ~y d~ty to bear. I have committed 
folhes, \\entlemen, said Unah, looking round with a meek 
smile~ .~nd I ought to bear the consequences without 
repmmg. 
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A murmur, p~utly of gratification at Twenty s~ven's cdcstial 

:.t1te nl· wind, and partly of imli;,;lution a~ain-.t the (~ontnctor 
who had givt>tl hint any cause vf complaint ia note ot' which 
wa> immediately made by Mr. Creakle), havi~>; subsided, 
Twt'otr Se\·en sloud in the midst of us, as if he ldt h1m.sdf 
the principal ouject of merit in a highly meritorious museun1. 
Th:.r.t w~, the nt:ophytes, might han~ an excess of light shining 
Ufl!IJl us all :lt one~, orders Wt.'re given to let out Tw~nty Eig-ht. 

1 had b•·cn so much astuni,}v d alreadv, that I onlv felt a 
kind of re,i:;ned wonder when ~lr. Littlmer w.liked forth, 
rearling :l go1.1d book ! 

"l~~·r.:nt}• Light,'' ~uiJ ;1 ~~~ntleman in sp~.:ct:ldes, who had 
n0t yet sptJkt.:n, ·• you comp!J.im:d h1st wc~k. rny good fellow, 
of the cr•cr1a, H~;w h:.~.s it been since? 1' 

H I th;tnk ,·ou, sir," said Mr. Littimt:!r, " it has been better 
lllade. lf I 'mi~bt take the libertv of sayin~ so, sir, I don't 
thmk the milk ;vhich is boiled with it is qu;te ~enuine; but 
I a.rn aware, sir, that there is great aduikration of milk in 
London. anJ th"t the article in a pure state is ditlicult to 
be ubtainvd." 

It appeared to me tliat the gentleman in 
his Twenty Ei:;ht ac;.dnst Mr. Cr•J.tkle's 
e1ch vi them took his own rmn in hand. 

" \\'h tt your state of mind, Twenty El~ht?" said the 
4,UeStiO!It"T 

i' I th.mk you, sir," returned Mr. Lit timer; "I seem~; follies 
now, sir. I am a ~·•e>d deal troubled when l think of the sins 
of my form~r cumt>:lllions, sir; but I trust they may tlud 

I'<JU are ~uite happy yourself?" said the questioner, 
nodding en,:~ )uragl·m~nt. 

1 

"I am much vbliged to you1 sir," retumed .\Ir. Littimcr. 
" Perfectlv so.J) 

" lo there anything at all on your mind now I" said the 
que':.tioner. ''If so, m.ention it, Twenty hight." 

":)ir," s:1id ~It. Litttmt:r, without looking up, "if my eye 
have not d~·ceivt!d me, there is a g('ntlcma.n prt.:st:nt who w~ 
acquainted 111th me in my former hfe. It may be prolitabl 
to that gentleman to kno1v, sir, that I attribute my pas 
fulhes t'lltlrely to having li:·ed a thoughtless life 111 the sen'IC 
of young men; and to having allowed myself to be Jed t>y the 
mto weaknesses, which I had not the strength to resrst. 
hope that gentlermn will take warning, sir, and ll'ill not b 
oft-ended at my freedom. It is for his good. I am conscio 

1 
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of my own past follies. I hope he may repent of all the 
wickedness and sin to which he has been a party." 

I observed that several gentlemen were shading their eyes, 
each with one hand, as if they had just come into church. 

"This does you credit, Twenty. Eight," returned the q~es­
tioner. " I should have expected 1t of you. Is there anythmg 
else?" 

" Sir," returned Mr. Littimer, slightly lifting up his eyebrows, 
but not his eyes, " there was a young woman who fell into dis­
solute courses, that I endeavoured to sa,·e, sir, but could not 
rescue. I beg that gentleman, if he has it in his power, to in­
form that young 'woman from me that I forgive her her bad 
conduct towards myself; and that I call her to repentance-If 
he will be so good." 

"1 have no doubt, Twenty Eight," returned the questioner, 
"that the gentlen1an you refer to feels very strongly-as we a\\ 
must-what you have so properly said. We will not detain 
you." 

"I thank you, sir," said Mr. Littimer. "Gentlemen, I wish 
you a good day, and hoping you and your families will also see 
your wickedness, and amend ! " 

With this, Number Twenty Eight retired, after a glance be­
tween him and Uriah; as if they were not altogether unknown 
to each other, through some medium of communication ; and 
a murmur went round the group, as his door shut upon him, 
that he was a most respectable man, and a beautiful case. 

"Now, Twenty Seven," said Mr. Creakle, entering on a clear 
stage with Ius man, "is there anything that anv one can do for 
you ? If so, mention it." 

"I would umbly ask, sir," returned Uriah, with a jerk of his 
malevolent head, "for leave to write again· to mother." 

"It shall certainly be granted," said Mr. Creakle. 
"Thank you, sir ! I am anxious about mother. I am 

afraid she ain't safe." 
Somebody incautiously asked, what from ? But there was 

a scandalised whisper of "Hush ! " 
. "Immortally safe: sir," returned Uriah, writhing in the 

~trectwn of the vo1ce. " I should wish mother to be got 
mto my st~te. I never should have been got into mv pre­
sent state 1f I hadn't come here. I wish mother had· come 
here. · It would be better for everybody, if they got took up 
and was brought here." ' 

This se'nti.ment gave unbounded satisfaction-greater satis· 
faction, I thmk, than a'1ythmg that had passed yet. 

D·D 
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"Before I come here," said Uriah, stealing a look at l1S, as if 

he would have bl1ghted the outer world to which we belonged, 
if he could, " I was given to follies ; but now I am sensible of 
mv fvllies. There's a deal of sin outside. There's a deal of sin 
in' mother. There's nothing but sin everywhere-except here." 

"\' ou are quite chan~ed 1" said Mr. Creakle. 
"Oh dear, yes, sir!" nied this hopeful penitent. 
11 Vuu wou\Jn)t rd.1pse, if you were going out?" asktd 

sonwbody else. 
'' Oh de-ar no, sir! 11 

"\\'ell I'' said ~!r. Crrakle, "this is very gratifying. You 
hare addre"ed ~!r. Copperfield. Twenty Se>·en. Do you wish 
to say anything further to him?" 

"You knew me a long time before I came here and was 
changed, ~lr. Copperfidd," said 'L'riah, looking at me; and a 
mort villamous luok I ne\·er saw. e\·en on his visage. "You 
knew me when, in spite oi my follies, I was umble among them 
that was proud. and meek among them that was violent-you 
was violent to me yourself, Mr. Copperfield. Once, you struck 
me a blow in the face, you know." 

General commi<eration. Several indignant glances directed 
at mt. 

" Hut I forgive you, Mr. Copperfield," said Uriah, making 
h1s iorgiving nature the subject of a most impious and awful 
parallel, which I shall not record. "I forgive everybody. It 
would ill become me to bear malice. I freely forgive you, and 
I hope you'll curb your pilSsions in future. I hope Mr. W. 
will repent, and Miss IV., and all of that sinful lot. You've 
been visited with a miction, and I hope it may do you good; 
but you'd better have cvme here. Mr. \V. had better have 
come here, and Miss W. too. The best wish I could give you, 
Mr. Copperfield, and give all of you gentltnwn, is, that you 
could he took up and brought here. \\'hen I think of my 
past follies, and rny present st<tte, I am sure it would be best 
for you. I pity all who ain't brought here I " 

He sne.1ked back into his cell, amidst a little chorus ol 
approbation ; and both Tratlules and I experienced a great 
relief when he was locked in. 

It was a characteristic feature in this repentance, that I was 
fain to ask what these two men had done, to he there at all. 
That appeared to be the last thing about which they had anyth•ng 
to say. I aJdressed myself to one of the two warders. who, I 
suspected, from certain latent indications in their faces, knew 
pretty well what all this stir was worth. 
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" Do you know " said I, as we walked along the passage, 

"what felony was' Number Twenty Seven's last 'folly'?" 
The answer was that it was a Bank case. 
" A fraud on the Bank of England ? " I asked. 
"Yes, sir. Fraud, forgery, and conspiracy. He and some 

others. He set the others on. It was a deep plot for a large 
sum. Sentence, transportation for life. Twenty Seven was the 
knowingest bird of the lot, and had very nearly kept h1mself 
safe ; but not quite. The Bank was just able to put salt upon 
his tail-and only just." 

" Do you know Twenty Eight's offence ? " 
"Twenty Eight," returned my informant, speaking through· 

out in a low tone, and looking over his shoulder as we walked 
along the passage, to guard himself from being overheard, in 
such an unlawful reference to these Immaculates, by Creakle 
and the rest; "Twenty Eight (also transportation) got a place, 
and robbed a young master of a mutter of two hundred and 
fifty pounds in money and valuables, the night beiore they 
were going abroad. I particularly recollect his case, from his 
being took by a dwarf." 

"A what?" 
"A little woman. I have forgot her name." 
"Not Mowcher?" 
"That's it! He had eluded pursuit, and was goina to 

America in a flaxen wig and whiskers, and such a complete 
~isguise as neve~ yo~ see in all your born days ; when the 
httle woman, bemg m Southampton, met him walkin~ along 
the street-pi~ked him out with her sharp eye in a moment­
ran betw1xt Ius legs to upset him-and peld oo to him like 
grim Death." ' 

" Excellent Miss Mowchcr ! " cried I. 
"Y ?u'd ha':e said so, if you ~ad seen her, standing on a 

~.hatr rn the Witness-box. at the tnal, as I did," said my friend. 
He cut her face nght open, and pounded her in the most 

brutal manner, when she took him ; but she never loosed her 
hold till he was locked up. She held so tight to him in fact, 
that the offic~rs wer~ obliged to take 'em both togeth~r. She 
ga_ve her evtdence m the gamest way, and was highly com­
plimented by the Bench, and cheered right home to her 
lodgmgs. She said in Court that she'd have took him single­
handed (on account of ":hat she k~ew concerning him), if he 
had been Samson. And tt's my beltd she would! ., 
fo;~t.was mme too, and I highly respected Miss Mowchet 
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\\ e h~d now seen all there was to see. It would have 

hcen in vain to represent to such a man as the worshipful 
~lr. <'reakle, that Twenty Seven and Twcntv Li~ht were 
l'cricctly comi>tcnt and unchanged; that exactly what they 
were then, they had been ; that the hypocritical 
knaves were just the to' make that sort of profession 
in such a place; that they knew its market-value at least as 
well as we did, in the immediate service it would do them 
when thcy were expatriated; in a word, that it was a rotten, 
hn\1, w, painfully suggestive piece of l,usine>' altogether. \\'e 
Ht them to their system and themselves, and went home 
WOfH . .kri ng. 

" Perhaps it's a good thing, Tr:>JJies," saiu I, "to ha,·e an 
unouund Hobby ridden hard; fur it's the sooner riJJen to 
death." 

" 1 hope so," replied Traddles. 

CHAPTER LXII 

A L1GHT $HJXE~ ON MY \\'r\\' 

THE year came round to Christmas-time, and I ha~ been at 
home above two nwnths. I bad seen Agnes frequently. 
However loud the general voice might be in g!Vtng me 
encouragement, and however fervent the emotions and en· 
deavours to which it roused me, 1 heard her lightest word 
of praise as I heard nothing else. 

At least once a week, and sometin1es oftener, I wde over 
there, and passed the evening. I usually rode hack at night; 
for the old unhappy sense was always hovering auout me 
now-most sorrowfully when I left her-and I was ghd to 
be up and out, rather than wandering over the past in weary 
wakefulness or miserable dreams, I wore away the longest 
part of many wild sad nights, in those rides; reviving, as I 
went, t.he thoughts that had occupied me in my long absence. 

Or, 1f I were to say rather that I listened to the echoes of 
those thoughts, I should better express the truth. They spoke 
to me from afar off. I had put them at a distance, and 
accepted my inevitable place. When I read to Agnes what 
I wrote; when I saw her listening face; moved her to smiles 
0{ tears; and heard her cordial voice so earnest on the 
s udowy events of that. imaginative wcrld in which I lived; 
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I thought what a fate ~ine mlgbt have b;;ii~but' only thought 

·so, as r had thought after I was JlllllTie,d' to Dora, what .i could. 
have· wished my-wife to be,; .. _. ··· ,,.,.· ·J '''·' ' )':: .. ,. ·_, ... ·• 
· My duty to Agnes, who loved me with a love which; if I~ 
disquieted; I-: wronged most seJJish!y .. ·and ·poorly, and,,could 
never restore·; my matured· assUiaDCe that l , who had .. worked. · 
out my own destiny, and ·won·what.I : had .impetuously set mr 
heart -on; had no righno:murmur'lllld· most beat; .tomprised 
.what I feltand'what lbad learned.: But I loved her.: .and;uow 
it even became some-co'osolation·.to'me, vaguely to ·conceire a · 
distant day when I ;migb~ blamelessly 'f. VOW it .; when all this . 
should be over ; when I could ·say'\Agoes, so:it•was.'Wben ·~ 
came home'; and-now I am old, and lnever.have loved since !n. 

She did not once-show me any: change in·herself. · What she 
. always had:beeD'to'me, she still was1; "t,holly unaltered.• .... 

Between my aunt ·and• me there. hadi been something, in this 
connexion, since. the night of my return; ·which ·!:,cannot. call ' 
a restraint,.or ·an avoidance.:of :·.the subject, so. much as an 
implied understanding that we thought of it together, but did 
not shape our ·thoughts into-words. ! When, according to our 
old ·custom, .we sat before the .fire at night, ,..e often feU into 
this train; as natnrally, .and as consciously to e!!ch other, as 
if we had unreser:vedly said so;·· But we \JreserYdl an unbroken· 
silence. I believed .that she -had· Telld, or psrlly read. my 
thoughts· that .night p·'l.lld that she fully co~end-=d •hy 
I gave. mine no more distinct expression. .. , .. ,, . " ·· . 
:· This Christmas-time being.ccome, ·and Agnes having reposed 

·oo new. Confidence in me, a. doubt that had sevet.ll times arisen ' 
in : fuy . mind~whether : she, could have that perception of the 
true state of my breast, which restrained her :with. the oppre­
bensiqn of giving me pain-began to oppress me heavily. If 
that were so, my saciifice .was nothing ; my plainest obligation 
to her unfulfilled) and every,oor action I ·had shmnk from, 
I was hourly doing •. · I resolved to set -this ' right beyond all 
doubt ;-if such a barrier were between us, to brtak it down 
at once with a 'determined band. 

It was-what lasting reason have I to remember it J..;..a cold; 
bars'; winter day. · T~ had '-n ~now 10me hours before;: 
and It lay, not deep, but hard-ltom~ on the grnuncl · Out at 
sea,. beyond my window, the w\ltd blelt ruggedly- · from the 
north. I had been thinking of it, sweeping. ·over those 
mountain wasres of mow in Switzerland, then inaccessible to 
any human foot; · and had been speculating which was· the · 
lonelier, those so~tar)> regions, .or a. peserted ocean. . 

DO a, 
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"kiding to-day, Trot?" said my aunt, putt in,; her head in 

;~t the Joor. 
"\"es," said I, "I am going over to Canterbury. It's a good 

day for a ride.n 
-~~ 1 hope your horst~ may think so, too/' said my aunt i "but 

at pre>cllt he is bulu1t1g down his hc·ad and his ears, ;tanding 
beiure \he door there, as if he thou~ht his stable preferable." 

~I)' aunt, J may ob,erve, allowed my horse on the forbidden 
groand, hut ha,1 not at all relented toward the donkeys. 

"He will be fre;h enough, presently!" said I. 
"The ride will do his master ;,:oud, at all events," observed 

my aunt, gloncing at the papers on my t:,ble. "Ah, child, you 
1'·''' a good many hours here! I never the>u::ht, when l used 
tu n:ad books, what work it was to write them." 

11 It's W('rk enou~h to read them, sometimes," I returntd. 
'
1 A~ to th~ wrilini, it has its own charms, aunt.'' 

"c\h! I see!" said my aunt. "Amuition, love of appro­
hation, sympathy, and much more, I suppose I Well: go 
along with you I" 

" Do you know anything more," said I, standmg composedly 
before her-she had pJtted me on the shouldtr, and sat down 
111 my chair-" of that attachment of Agnes ? " 

She looked up in my face a little while, before replying: 
"I think 1 do, Trot." 
"Are Y''U confirmed in your impression?" I inquired. 
"I think I am, Trot." 
She looked so stedfastly at me: with a kind of doubt, or 

pity, or su<pense m her affection: that I summoned the 
stronger Jctc·rmination to show her a perfectly cheerful face. 

".-\nJ what is more, Trot-" said my aunt. 
"Yt·~ 1" 
"I think Agnes is going to be marned." 
"God bk" her ! " said I, cheerfully. 
11 God bkss her!" said my aunt, "and her hush:md too~" 
1 echoed it, parted from my aun~ went lightly down· stairs, 

mounted, and rode away. ·There was greater reason thun 
before to do what 1 had resolved to do. 

How well I recollect the wintry ride! The frolen particles 
of tee, brushed from the blades of· grass by the wind, and 
born_e across my face; the hard clatter of the hor.>e's hoofs, 
beatmg. a mne upon the ground ; the stiff-tilled soil; the 
snow-dr~f~ lightly eddying in the chalk-pit as the breeze 
ruffied lt; the smoking team with the waggon of old hay, 
stoppmg to breathe on the hill-top, a:ld shaking their bells 
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musically ; the whitened stc.;;e_l and sweeps of Down-land 
lymg :l.!.:ainst the dJrk :-.ky, as 1f tbt'J' we:e drawn on a hu;e 
slat:;: 

I found Agnes alone, The little girls had gon•: to their 
own homes now, and she was alone by the fire, rt·aq, ll':. She 
put down her book on seeing n1f"' come in; and· having 
Wt:komed me as u::;ual, touk her work-ix1sket an<.l sat in one 
of the olcH.1>h10ned windows, 

I sot btsiJe her on the window-seat, and we t<!lked of what 
I was domg, and when it would be done, and of the J'r<>Qre>< I 
hnd n1~l.de sin•'t·· my last vh.it. Agnes was very cheerful·; and 
la11~hin~ly pP:•Ji(tt:d that I should soon become too famous to 
h(-:" talkc:d to1 un such subjed~. 
"~o I nMKe the mo"t of the pn.:.sent time, you see," said 

At;nes, "and talk to you while I may,'' 
As I looked at her beautiful face, obsen·am of her \Hd, she 

raised her mild clear P\'C~, and saw that I was lod~ing at her. 
"You are th"u,htful to·day, Trotwood I" 
'' Aglles, shall! tell you witat about? I came to tell Y''u.'' 
She put a,ide ht:r work, as she was "sed to do when we 

were seriou,Jy discu,sing anything; and gave me her whole 
attC'ntion. 

"My dear Agnes, do you doubt my being true to you I'' 
•• Xo! 11 she answered, with .:1 look of a:.tonishment. 
'' lln you doubt my bemg what I always have bet" 10 

vou?" 
· •' N n ! ': sht' answered, as before. 

''Do you remember that I tried to tell yc•u, when 1 came 
home, wh.1t a dl'bt of gratJtude I owed yvu, tlear~:st Agnes, and 
how fervently 1 felt tow.Lrds you I'' 

HI n::mcn,her it/' she said gtntly, "very wv!l.'' 
'' Ynu have a secret/' s;Jid I. "Let rne :.lure it, Agnes." 
Sh" cast down her eves, and trembleo, 
"I could harJiy fail to know, even i1' I had not heard--but 

from other llrs than yours, Agne~. which set-ms strang:e·-that 
there is some one upon whom yoU ha\'e be,:;towcd the treasure 
of )'uur love. Do not shut me out of what conecms ) c•ur 
Imp pine's so nearly I If you can trust me as you say you can, 
an,~ as I J..now you may, let me be your friend, your brother, m 
this mattcor, of all others I" 

\\'ith an appealing, almost a reproachful, glance, she rose 
from the window; and hurrying across the room as if witlt11llt 
koowing "'here, put her hands before her face, and burst into 
such tealS as smote me ~o the heart 
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;\nd they a.vakt:ned something in me, bringing promi~e 

t•1 my \\ nhout my knowing why. these !l'ars allieu. 
tlu.:!r.,,~Jn·~ \'>ith tl1•: quietly ~ad snule which was so ll.\td in my 
rt.:mt~ml 1 r:l!1('~, and shtlOk nte more with hope tha'l ft:ar or 
:OtJfrtlW 

'' :\~nt~! Sisler! Dear('st 1 \\"hat have I clout? 11 

·'Let me gn away, Trutwood. I am nut welL I .nm not 
my.<c:f. I wtll >pc.tk to Y•'U by·anJ.hye~another time. I will 
'"-'t ·tt· t() 1 lun't toOl'? now. J )on't! don't!" 

I to what she had >aiu, when I had spoken 
to h~r on t:Ll.t forn1t:r ni;::h~ of ht:r n.fft::ction ntL·din).! no return. 
It se•·tnL·d a \"•:rr wor!J that I must seJ.rch tluough in a 
:non11:nt. 

I cannot bear to see 1·ou so, and think that I have 
lJe·:l) C.:\U'1e. My dearest gir"t, Jearer to m~ than anything 
in I if<'. if you are unhapjll', let me share your unhappiness. If 
yuu rue lu ne~:J oi ht.:llJ vr counsel, let me try to g1VI:' lt to you. 
If vou have indeed a burden on vour heart, let me try to 
li~:htl'n it For whom do I live n~)W, Agne5, il it is not (or 
yull? 1

' • 

"Oh, bp:.~.re mt: ! I am not myself! Another time!" wa! 
all I could distin;,(uish. 

\\'as it a seltlsh error that was leading me aWJ.)? Or, havint, 
once a clue t0 hope, was there something openm.::; to m~ th..lt I 
had not dMe<l t•J thmk oil 

"1 must say more. I cannot let you kave me so! F,Jr 
Heaven's s.tke, Agne,, let us not mistake each other after all 
these years, and all that has come and :;one with th•·m: 1 
must speak plainly. If you have any lingering thought that I 
could envy the happiness you will confer; that not 
rc>~~n you to a dearer protector. of your own that I 
,·ouiJ not, from my removed place, be a contenteJ of 
your joy; dismi" it, for I don't deserl'e it! I ha1·e not 
suffpred quitf' in vain. You have not tauuht me quite in vain, 
There is no alloy of S<'lf in what I feel for''you." 

She was quiet now. In a little time, she turned her p1le 
face towards me, and said in a low voice, broken here and 
there, but VN)' clear: 

'.'I ~we it t<> your pure friendship for me, Trotwood­
whrch, mdeeJ, I do not do,.bt-to tdl you, you are mistaken. 
I can do no more. If I have sometimes, in the course of 
years, wanted help and counsel, they hal'e come to me. If 1 
ha\·e somettm•'s been unhappy, the feeling has passed away 
If I had ever had a buden on my hear:, it has been lightened 
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for me. If I have any secret, it is-no new one ; and is-not 
what you suppose. I cannot reveal it, or divide it. It h:J.S 
long been mine, and must remain mine." 

"Agnes ! Stay ! A moment ! " 
She was going away, but I detained her. I clasped my arm 

about her waist. "In the course of years l" "It is not a 
new one!" New thoughts and hopes were whirling through 
my mind, and all the colours of my life were changing. 

"Dearest Agnes! Whom I so respect and honour-whom 
I so d~votedly love! When I came here to-day, I thought 
that nothing could have wrested this confession from me. I 
thought I could have kept it in my bosom all our lives, till 
we were old. But, Agnes, if I have indeed any new.bom 
hope that I may ever call you something more than Sister, 
widely different from Sister!--" 

Her tears fell fast; but they were not like those she had 
lately shed, and I saw my hope brighten in them. 

"Agnes! Ever my guide and best support! If you had 
been more mindful of yourself, and less of me, when we 
grew up here together, I think my heedless fancy never would 
have wandered from you. But you were so much better than 
I, so necessary to me in every bo)"ish hope and disappointment, 
that to ba,·e you to confide in, and rely upon in everything, 
became a second nature, supplanting for the time the first and 
greater one of loving you as I do I" 

Still weeping, but not sadly-joyfully ! And clasped in my 
arms as she had never been, as I had thought she never was 
to be! 

" \\'hen I loved Dora-fondly, Agnes, as you know--" 
"Yes!., she cried, earnestly. "l am glad to know it!" 
"When I loved her-even then, my love would have been 

incomplete, without your sympathy. I had i~ and it wns 
perfected. And when I lost her, Agnes, what should I have 
been without you, still ! " 

Closer in my arms, nearer to my heart, her trembling hand 
upon my shoulder, her sweet eyes shining through her tears, 
on mine! 

"I went away, dear Agnes, loving you. I stayed away, 
loving you. I returned home, loving you!" 

And now, I tried to tell her of the struggle I had had, and 
the conclusion I had come to. I tried to lay my mind before 
her, truly and entirely. I tried to show her huw I had hoped 
I bad come into the better knowledge of myself and of her; 
how I had resigned myself to what that better knowledge 
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ur u~ht .: ~nd how I had come there, eren that dor, in my 
frdt·litl tn this. If she di<i so l<•l'e nrc I I s:cid1 that she could 
t.tk•· 'me for her hu>b:md, she cnuJJ do so, oil no 
(If mine, e:\cl:!pt upon the truth of my if,ve for ht;!r, 
th.· troublt· in whir h it had ripened tu he \\l.Jt it was; and 
ht"·nct· it w:.ts that 1 rt.'\'ealed it. And 0, .·\gnes, t'\"L'll uut of 
ti1y trut: eyes, in that sawe l!rm:, the <if'irit of my ch:ld-wifc 
J,,,,keJ upon me, sa ring it WJ.S Wt:\1; and winnin~ Olr:'. thr0ugh 
t!1~ '"'• to knderest recodt:ctiuns of tht.: Blossom th:1t had 
v. ;·ire red in its bloom ! 

~~ I am so I ,Je"~t, TrotWV•)(l-my ht·Jrt is ;,V u\'t..:r<"h.ut;ed-but 
tht·re is one thing I must say." 

'· 1 J~;:;lrc:-.1, v.hat?" 
~"·: l,,id hn gentle bnds upon my >houJJ,·r;, anJ looked 

cJ.lndy in my face. 
·~ 1 ld Y~''U know, yet, what it i~? '' 
''I ru11 afraid to speculate on what it is. Tell mt>, 01y dear." 
u I t1ave lured you all my life l" 

Oh, we \\C:re happy, we were hopry! Our tears were not for 
the tnals (hers su much the gre.<ter) through which We hod 
CP!11e to b-: thus, but for the rapture of being thu~, ner~r tu 
he drvided more I 

1\"e walked, that wint<'r evening, in the fields together; and 
the blcs<ed calm within us seemed to be partaken by the frosty 
air. The early surs Leg:ln to shine while Wt' wt-rP lingenng 
~·o, and lvokin~ up to them, we thanked our GuD tiJr having 
guided u; to this tranquillity. 

11·,. <tood together in the same old-fashi0neJ window at 
night. when the moon was shining; Agnes with her q_uid ey('S 
rai~Ld tl!l tu it; I following her gla.nc~. Long mild of rold 
then opened out before my mind; and, toilin~ on, I saw a 
rag~ed way-worn boy forsaken and neglected, who should come 
to call even the heart now beating against mine, his own. 

It was neJ.r!y dinnL·r.time ntxt day when we appL'Jrt·d 
my aunt. She was up in my study, Pegsotty s:crd : it 
was her pride to keep in readiness anrl order for nre. \1'e 
found her, in her spectacles, ;itting by the lire. 

11 

11 
G~odr~ess l~e! '' Dl}' aunt, pt:ering throLJgh the du::.k, 

who s this you re home?" 
11 Agnes/1 said I. 
~s we. had a:rangl:d to say nothing at first, my aunt was not 

a httle drscomlited. Soe darted a hop(ful ghnce at n1e, when 
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I said "Agnes;" but seeing th"t I looked us usu.1l, sl1e t(" ·k url 
her spectacles in despair, and rubb•:d her nose wi(h them. 

She greeted Agnes beartily. nerertheless ; and we were soon 
in the lighted parlour down-stctirs, at dinner. ~[y aunt put on 
her spectacles twice or thrice, to take another look at me, but 
as oiren took them off a~ain, Jisappointed, and rubbed her 
nose with them. Much tu the diseomr1ture of Mr. lliek, whu 
knew this to be a bad symptom. 

"By-the-Lye, aunt," said I, after dinner; "I have been 
spe<l.king to At;nt?s about what you told me." 

'
1 Then, Trot,'' said my aunt, turning sc.uh.:t, (j yon clid wron~. 

and Uroke your promise." 
"You are not angry, aunt, I trust? I am sure you won't be, 

when you learn that Agnes is not unhappy in any attachment.'' 
"Stu IT and nonsense!" said my aunt. 
As my aunt appeared to be annoyed, I thought the best 

way wa< to cut her annoyance short. I toc>k .\gnes in my arm 
tn the back of her chair, and we both leaned m·er her. ~~ v 
aunt with one clap of her hands, and one look throu:;h h~r 
spectacles, immediately went into hysterics, for the fir>t and 
only time in all my knowledge of her. 

The hysterics calkd up Peggotty. The moment my aunt 
was restored, she flew at P<ggotty, and calling her a silly old 
creature. hugg<"d her with all her might. After that, she 
hugged ~lr. Dick (who was highly honoured, but :1 good 
deal surpnsed); and after that, told them why. Then we 
Wt•re all happy to~ether. 

I could nut discover whether my aunt, in her last short 
conversation with me, had fallen on a pious fraud, or had 
really mistaken the state of my mind. It 11·as quite enough, 
she snid, that she had told me :Ignes was going 10 be married; 
and that I now knew better than any one how true it wns. 

\\'e were marrie<l within a fortni,;bt. Traddles and Sophy, 
and Doctor and ~Irs. Strong, were the only guests at our 
quiet wedding. We left them full of joy; and drove away 
together. Clasped in Ill\" embrace, I held the source of el"ery 
worthy nspitatton I had ever had ; the centre of m,·,eif, the 
citck of my life, my own, my wife; my lo1·e of whom wao 
founded on a rock ! 

" Dearest husband! " said Agt'es. " Now that I \nay call 
you by that name, I ha1·e one thng more to tell you." 

"Let me hear it, love." 
"It grows out of the night when Dora died. She sent you 

for me/' 
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·. "She did.~ . 
" She told me that she Jeft me something. Can .YOU: think 

what it was ? " .. · . . 
, I believed I could. I drew the wife who had so long l~;>ved 
me, closer to my side. . · : _ . .. . · . , 

· " She told me that she made a last request , to me; and 
left me a last charge. • . .- .,.: 

"Anditwas-" ' ' ,. · ' · ' 
"That only _I would occupy this vacant placti." . . ,. · 
And Agnes laid her head upon my breast, and wept.; ~dJ 

)Vept with her, though we were. so happy_. : 

CHAPTER LXI_:rf ' 

o\ VISITOR '• 

WHAT. J have purposed to record is-nearly fl~ish~d j imtthere 
is yet an incident conspicuous in my · me\llory,,'on, which ,it , 
often rests with delight, an~ without whic!J O!le t)l~d.ilJ the 

. web I have spun would have a ravelled end. . .. . , 
,l had advanced In fame and fortune, .my domestic joy was 

_perfect, J .had been married tea happy years.. Agnes nndJ 
were ~tting by the lire, in our house in .London, one ni~:ht jn 

. . spring, and ihree .of our children. )\'ere playing in, th~ ~loom, 
. when I was_ told that a ~trange; wished; to see me •. _ ., . . : 

He had ~en asked if he came on business, and. bad 
answered No; he had, .come for the .pleaSure of :seeing me, and 
had come a,.long way. He was .an old .man1 .J:DY servant ,said, 
and. looked llke a fanner, . . . . ... " . . ·.:. ' .• -" ·., ._ ., 
. ' A$ t~is sounded. mysterious to the chila{en, and moreo'lier 
was li~e the . beginning, of a favourite · story Agnel! --.use<! ·.to;.te)1 

. theiT!, mtrod_uctory ~o the arriv,!li , of a. wicked .old F~ry m a 
-cloa!, who .. hated everybody, it produced some .commotion; .One 
·ofpJr boys laid his head in llis mother's lap ~o be out o(, h.u:II\'s 
way, and little Agnes (our eldest child) lefther.Cloll in a, ,chair 

. to repr~t her, ;~n~ .th,r;ust out Jler.little heap .of golden :curls 
fro.~ be~w;e~IJ !he •"!Jndow-<:urtains, , tQ see what happeaed ,l!~t. 

Let ham come an here J " said I . · · . : 
\ · :t'hede f<l~lli appea~ P,,using ~.the :~~ .Ao~r)'l~t~"he 
~t~7 Y~ '~e; .gn;y·~~~d. :~ld ~·- . LattleJ~go~, attra~:ted J as oo s, _hid 1')111 to .• bnng him _.in, -ana.-!. had no~ y,et 
: tar_ly- seeq, hll! _fllce,_, w~e'\-my.~ife, .s~ng )!P, _cped out to 
~e, 111 a pleased_ and ~tated voace; thit it wa$ Mr. Peggoti)!J 
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It was Mr. Peggotty. An old man now •. but in a ruddy, 

heMty, strong old age. When our first emotton was over, and 
he sat before the fire with the children on hts knees, and the 
blaze shining on his face, he looked, to me, as 'igorous and 
robust, withal as handsome, an old man, as ever I had seen. 

".Mas'r Davy," said he. And the old name in the old tone 
fell so naturally on my ear! " Mas'r Davy, 'tis a joyful hour 
as I see you, once more, 'long with your own trew wife I " 

" A joyful hour indeed, old friend ! " cried I. . 
"And these heer pretty ones," said Mr. Peggotty. "To 

look at these heer flowers! Why, l\!as'r Davy, you was but 
the heighth of the littlest of these, when I first see you ! When 
Em'ly wam't no bigger, and our poor lad were but a lad ! " 

"Time has changed me more than it has changed you since 
then," said I. "But let these dear rogues go to bed; and as 
no house in England but this must hold you, tell me where to 

· send for your luggage (is the old black bag among it, that went 
so far, 1 wonder!}, and then, over a glass of Yarmouth grog, we 
will have the tidings of ten years!" 

"Are you alone?" asked Agnes. 
"Yes, ma'am," he said, kissing her hand, "quite alone." 
We sat him between us, not knowing how to give him 

welcome enough; and as I began to listen to his old familiar 
voice, I could have fancied he was still pursuing his long 
journey in search of his darling niece. 

"It's a mort of water," said Mr. Peggotty, "fur to come 
across, and on'y stay a matter of fower weeks. But water 
('specially when 'tis salt) comes nat'ral to me ; and friends is 
dear, and I am heer.-Which is verse," said Mr. Peggotty, 
surprised to find it out, "though I hadn't such intentions." 

" Are you going back those many thousand miles, so soon?" 
asked Agnes. 

"Yes, ma'am·," he returned. "I giv the promise to Em'ly, 
afore I come away. You see, I doen't grow youncrer as the 
years comes round, and if I hadn't sailed as 'twas, ~ost like I 
shouldn't never have done 't. And it's all us been on my mind 
as I must come and see Mas'r Davy and your own sweei 
blooming self, in your wedded happiness, afore I crot to be 
too old." ~ 

He looked at us, as if he could never feast his eyes on us 
sufficiently. Agnes laughingly put back some scattered loch 
of his grey hair, that he might see us better. 

"And now tell us," said I, "everything relating to your 
fortunes,, 
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'·Um fllrtuns, ~L~~·:r Ilav~·.,' he rejoined, <~i'-~ $(,0/l t(Jid. We 

l1·.\· ~n·t far>·:lnohvw~, Out Ltrl'd to thrive. \Vt,."~-"t: a !It!~ thri\'t:d. 
\\'..:'.,·~ wor~,,,d as we ought to 't, and we lin:d a !edit: 
h.trd ,lt llrst or so, hut Wt: have altus WhJ.t with 
<he•en-fo.nlli""'· and what \''ith sto('k-f.trming, and wh.tL With 
onr: whJ.t with t'other, we J.re as well tn cit\ ;tS well 
r·•uld Thecr's been kiender a f··ll U>, .. 
s"id :llr. Pcg~otty, rcren,ntt.tll)" inclining "and 
we've dnne nowt but prosper. That is, in the long run li 
nut ye>terday, why then to-day. If not to-dav, why then 
t~·HllUftOW,H 

"And Emilv ?"said :\cnes and!, both 
u Em'J\.·,Ij .,:liJ he, "a.rter vou left I never 

h·.·cn.l he~ saying of her pr:1yers at night, sidr' the canvas 
s·:r·.:en. when we was settlt'd in the Hush, but wh,tt I hcerd 

n~·me-and artt!r she and me l().;;t si! .. d't of :\la.s'r 
theer shining sundown~was that lnw: ;tt fir~t. t11:.1t, if 

~uj knnw\l then what ~las'r lhvy kt..·p !rom n~:: so kind anJ 
tL•>~dul. 'tis my .,rinion she'd hare drool'eJ Hut trH:er 
\'·as .some poor folks aboard as had illnes~ :lnwng .1.11d she 
tuvk care of tlzem ... and theer wa.sthe children in ow·1 tJ!11pa.ny, 
J.lld she took c;J.rt> of t~km ,· and so t;ht: ;il)t to he ln!S), .::md tn 
he doing and that helped her." 

"\\'ht'n she lirst ht"ar of it~'' I ~~ked. 
'
1 I kep it from her arter I heenl on 't/' said j\[r. Peg-c;otty, 

on rugh a ye...tr. \Ve ,,..·as linng thtn in a solit.uy plac~, 
among- the beautifulle:.t tre-:s, and with the roses a-cove.:: ring 

oar Bein' to the ro<Jf. Theer come along one J.1y, whet! I w:1' 
out a-w\lrking on the land, a tr~weller from nur own Norfolk 
or Sut"t"ulk in England (I duen't rightly mind which), and of 
cour-,,~ we took him in, and giv him to eat and clrink, and 
made him welcome. lYe all do th:ct, all the colony over. 
He'd an old newspapc:r with him, and some other accouut 
in of the storm. That's how she kn<>w'd it. \\'hen I 
con1e home at ni;?;ht, I found she knuw'd it." 

He dropped hi; voice as he said these words, and the 
gravity 1 :-.o well rememlJered overspreaJ his face. 

''Did it change her much?" we askcJ. 
u Aye. for a goorl long time/1 he said, shaking his lwad.; 

"if not to this present hour But I think the sol;toorle done 
her good. And she had a deal to mind in the way of poultry 
and t~1e like, and minded of it, and come throu(fh. I wond,:r, '' 
he s•td thoughtfully, "if you could see my E~1'ly now, ~l.L;'r 
Lt"vy, wh~ther you'd kr?w her!" 



"Is she so altered?" I inquired. 
"I doen't know. I see her ev'ry d:\1', and doen't know: hut. 

odd-times, I have thowt so. A slight li~ure," said ~lr. l'c;c·)tty. 
\o(,king at the fire, "kiendt::r wurn; suft, s~rrowful, blut: ~-·:· L~ 
a delicate face; a pritty head, leaning a httle down; a ·pll·:· 
voice and way-timid a' most. That's Em'ly!" 

We silently observed him as he sat, still looking at the fire. 
''Some thinks," he said, "as her affection was ill-bestowed; 

some, as her marriage was broke off by death. No one knows 
how 'tis. She might have married well a mort of times, ·but, 
uncle,' she says to me, 'that's gone for ever.' Cheerful aiong 
with me; retired when others is by; fond of going any distance 
fur to teach a child, or fur to tend a sick person, or fur to do 
some kindnes> tow'rds a young girl's wedding (and she's done 
a many, but has never seen one); fondly loving of her uncle; 
patient ; liked by young and oid; sowt out by all that has any 
trouble. That's Em'ly!" 

He drtw his hand across his face, and with a half-suppressed 
sigh looked up from the lire. 

"is Martha with you yet?" I asked. 
"~lartha," he replied, ''got married 1 Mas'r Davy, in the 

second year. A young man, a farm-labourer, as come by u> 
on his way to market with his mas'r's drays-a journey of o1·er 
live hundred mile, theer and back-made offers fur to take her 
fur his wile (wives is 1·ery scarce theer), and then to set up fur 
their two selves in the Bush. She spoke to me fur to tell him 
her trew story. I did. They was married, and they li1·e lower 
hundred mile away from any voices but their own and the 
singing birds." 

":\Irs. Gum midge?" I suggested 
It was a pleasant key to touch, for Mr. Peggotty suddenly 

burst into a roar of laughter, and rubbed his bands up ~nd 
down his legs, as he had been accustomed to do when he 
mjoycd him;elf in the long-shipwrecked boat. 

"Would you believe it!" be said. "Why, someun even 
nade offers fur to marry her! If a ship's cook that was 
:urning settler, Mas'r D•wy. didn't make offers fur to mam· 
~Iissis Gummidge, I'm Gormed-and I can't say no fairer tha~ 
:hat! )J 

I never saw Agnes laugh so. This sudden ecstasy on the 
part of Mr. Peggotty was so delightful to her, that she could 
not leave off laughing ; and the more she laughed the more 
she made me laugh, and the greater Mr. Pegootty's ecstasy 
became, and the mort he rubbed hie legs. 

0 
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":\nd what did ~Irs. Gummidge say I" I asked, when I 

was .l!ra\'C f.:11011;.:h. 
"If yotdl believe me," returned ~fr. 

l.,ummiJge, )stead of saylllg 'thank you, I'm rnu•'-h to 
'J, I ain't a·~oing fur to change my conditi<d\ at my of 

· up'd with a buckd as was standin,: by, .md laid it over 
ti· .. ,t tbccr ship's cook's head 'till he sung out for fur help. and 
1 1.t in at.J n:~kied of him.'' 

:\I r. Peg~otty burst into a ~reat roar of iaughter, and 1\~nes 
and I bot\1 kept him cumpany. 

'' H:lt I nmo..t sJ.y this tor the goPd crt::etur,·' he resumed, 
~his fuLt: when we were quite t:xb..tusted: I( she has been 

sr,c sa1d she'd be to us, and mor<·. She's 1he wiilingest, the 
tfl'We:..t, the hOIH•Stt:.'St·hdi.Iill_:!; WOml01 ~faS r Davy, aS C\'er 
JJo·.v'd the bn·ath of life. I have n>·rcr knc•ll,.d her to be 
}(mt: :.tr.~l lorn, for a single minute, not even wht:n the colnny 
wao; all afore u~. and we was new to it. And thmking of the 
c.id 'un is a th•ng ::,he nt:Ytr d~..H1e, 1 do a~;;:ur~ you, since she 
lett l·.r,r_:bnd' · 

'' l\'n~\·, last, not h•J.st, \[r. MicawbtT.'' ~aid I. "He ha3 
ofT C\'erv obligation he incurred here- -t>ven to Tmddb:s·s 
yuu n:tr;t:::niGt,r, my Jt.:J.r A~nes~;:md tht'relon· mo.y 
it for granted th.H he is doing well. But wbJt the 

l:n~st n•.'\\S of him? 11 

1-fr. with a smile, put his hand in his breast-pnc·ket, 
and a flat-folded fl"f'''r !J-trre\, fron1 which he took 
out, much Clrt\ a littk oJJ !Poking 

"You :1re to undL·rstan,' .i\Ias·r Davy,'' "J~ wt. ha\'f· 

left the Bush now, bemg so wdl to do; and bave '''"e risht 
awav ruund to Port MiJdleb.ty Harbour, wheer thcds wh:l! 
wt cJll a town. 11 

'' ,\lr. ~Iicawber was in the Hll:.;h ncar you?" s.tid I. 
'' U1t:ss you, yes,'' SJid ;,; r. Pt·~ :~ott)', "and turned to with a 

w~ll. I never wish to a 1
•• tter genTman for turnin~ to 

~\·Jth a will, I've ~~-·t:n 'I, 1: : .. , l1:d,j head of his a-persp1rin:; 
m the sun, ~ia"i r U.wy, 'tid i .t o~H •.::.t tho1vt it wm~ld have 
mcltt:d :lw:ty. .\nd now he's a .Magistrate. 11 

o A :\lag1stratc, ch?" said I. 
\lr. Peggotty pointed lo a. ct'rtain pJrugraph in the .m:ws· 

paper, wht:re I n.:.lJ aloud a'> !u;], ·.v..: from the "Port ~lidllie-
bay Times:" ' 

,, r:JJ· .. 1'he put;:ic dinner to our distinguislled fdlow-tolunbt 
and townsman, WILKINS ~1ICAWb£R, E<•<VIRE, Port ~li.Julebay 
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District Magistrate, came off yesterday i~ the la~ge r~om d 
the Hotel, which was crowded to suffocation. It ts esttmated 
that not fewer than forty·seven persons must have been accom­
modated with dinner at one time, exclusive of the company in 
the passage and on the stairs. The beauty, fashion, and 
exclusiveness of Port Middlebay, flocked to do honour to one 
so deservedly esteemed, so highly talented, and so widely 
popular. Doctor Mell (of Colonial Salem-House Grammar 
School, Port Middlebay) presided, and on his right sat the 
distinguished guest. After the removal of the cloth, and the 
singing of Non Nobis (beautifully executed, and in wh1ch we 
were at no loss to distinguish the bell-like notes of that gifted 
amateur, WILKINS MtcAWBER; EsQIJIRE, JuNIOR), the usual 
loyal and patriotic toasts were severally given and rapturously 
received. Dr. Mell, in a speech replete with feeling, then 
proposed 'Our distinguished Guest, the ornament of our town. 
!llay he never leave us but to better himself, and may his 
success among us be such as to render his bettering himself 
impossible I' The cheering with which the toast was received 
defies description. Again and again it rose and fell, like the 
waves of ocean. At length all was hushed, and WtLKINS 
MtcAWBER, EsQUIRE, presented himself to return thanks. Far 

• be it from us, in the present comparatively imperfect state of 
the resources of our establishment, to endeavour to follow our 
distinguished townsman through the smoothly-flowing periods 
of his polished and highly-ornate address 1 Suffice it to 
observe, that it was a masterpiece of eloquence ; and that 
those passages in which he more particularly traced his own 
successful career to its source, and warned the younger portion 
of his auditory from the shoals of ever incurring pecuniary 
liabilities which they were unable to liquidate, brought a tear 
into the manliest eye present. The remaining toasts were 
DoCTOR MELL; :Mns. MtCAWBER (who gracefully bowed her 
acknowledgments from the side·door, where a galaxy of bea\fty 
was elevated on chairs, at once to witness and adorn the 
gratifying scene); MRS RIDOER BEGS (late Miss Micawber) ; 
!\IRs. MELL; WILKINS MtCAIVBER, ESQUIRE, JUNIOR (who 
convulsed the assembly by humorously remarking that he found 
himself unable to return thanks in a speech, but would do so 
with their p~r'?ission, in a song\; MRS. MtCAWBER's FA~!II.~ 
(well known, It IS needles~ to remark, in the mother-country), &c. 
&c. &c. ~t the concluston of th~ proceedings the tables were 
cleared as tf by art-magtc for dancmg, Among the votaries of 
TERPSICHORE, who dis;lOrted themselves until Sol gaye warning 
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!{1r ~k·parture, \\'ilkins ~Iirawlwr, Esquirt', Junior, and the 
i<>l'el y :111d accomplished J\liss Helena, fourth daughtl'r of 
Ui.1l:t11r /.tell, wde particubrly remarkable. 11 

I w.s looking back to the nan1c of Doctor Mell, pleased to 
ha'e di,covered, in these ha;>pier circumstances, Mr. ~!ell, 
fnrnwrly poor [•inched usher to 1\\)' ~lit!Jkscx magistrate, 
when ~lr. Peg~otty pointing to another P"t of the paper, my 
eyes rested on my own name, and I read thus: 

"TO D:\\'ID COPPICRFIELD, ESQUIRE, 
11 1 HE EMIN~:NT AUTHOR, 

"Ml' I IE·\R SIR, 

" Ye.,rs have elapsed, since I had ~n opportunity of 
ocularly peru :lin~ the lineaments, now familw.r to the imag1na· 
t:.un-; uf a corl~idt'r:tble portion of the ci\'i\i-;ed world. . 

''Hut, my de:cr sir, though eotran~ed (by the force of Cir· 

cumstances over which I have had no control) from the 
pecsnnal society of the friend and companion of my youth, I 
ha"e not been unmindful of his soaring flighL Nor have I 
hten debarred, 

Though st:ns between U'\ braid ha' roared, 

iJ;tJRNS) from participating in the intellectual feasts he has 
spread before us. 

" I cannot, therefore, allow of the departure from this pbce 
of an indi,·idual whom we mutually respect and esteem, wtth· 
out, my dear sir, taking this pllblic opportunity of tbanbng 
you, on my own bchalt, and, I may undertake to add on that 
of the whole of the Inhabitants of Port Middlebay, for the 
gratiflcation of which you are the ministering agent. 

''Go on, my dear sir! Vou are not unkrwwn here. you 
are not unappreciated. Though 'remote.' we arl.!' neither 
'unfricnded)' 'melancholy,' nor (I may add) 'slow.' l;~_) on,, 
my dear sir, in your Eagle course I The inhabitants of l'ort 
Middlebay may at least aspire to watch i~ with delight, with 
entertainment, with in&truction I 

"Among the eyes elevated towards you from tbis portion of 
the globe, will ever be found, while it has light and liie, 

41 
uThe 

"Eye 
"Appertainin~ to 

II WJLK.INS MtCAWBER, 
!• Magistrate." 
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I found, on glancing at the remain_i~g contents of the 

newspaper, that Mr. Micawber was a dthgent and esteemed 
correspondent of that Journal. There was another letter from 
him in the same pap.:r, touchmg a bndge; there was an 
advertisement of a collection of similar letters by him, to be 
shortly republished, in a neat volume, ."with consider~ble 
additions;" and, unkss I am very much mtstaken, the Leaomg 
Article was his also. 

We talked much of ~Ir. .Micawber, on many other ev<41ings 
while i\lr. Peggotty remained with us. He lived with us 
during the whole term of his stay,--which, I think, was some­
thing less than a month,-and his sister and my aunt came 
to London to see him. Agnes and I parted from him 
aboard-ship, ~·hen he sailed; and we shall never part from 
him more, on earth. 

But before he left, he went with me to Yarmouth, to see a 
little tablet I had put up in the churchyard to the memory of 
Ham. While I was copying the plain inscription for him at 
his reques~ I saw him stoop, and gather a tuft of grass from 
the g-rave, and a little earth. 

"For Em'ly," he said, as he put it in his breast. "I 
promised, Mas'r Da\'y." 

CHAPTER LXIV 

A LAST RETROSPECT 

AN o now my written story ends. I look back, once more­
for the last time-before I close these leaves. 

I see myself, with Agne~ at n1y side, journeying along the 
road of l1fe. I see our clnldren and our friends around us : 
and I hear the roar of many voices, not indifferent to me .15 i 
travel on. 

· Wlm faces are the most distinct to me in the fleeting crowd? 
Lo, thes~; all turnmg_to me as I ask my thoughts the .question! 

Here ts my aunt, m stronger spectacle,, an old woman of 
fourscore years and mor~, but upright yet, and a steady walker 
of stx miles at a stretch tn winter weather . 
. Alway~ with her, here comes Peggotty, my good old nurse, 
hkewtse Ill spectacles, accustomeJ to do neeult-work at 'oh 
v~ry close to the lamp, but never sitting down to it with~~~ ! 
btt of wax candl~, a yard measure in a little house, and a 
work-box ~vtth a ptcture of St. Paul's upon the lid. 
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The che:,·K:i :tnd arm..;; of Peg~·>tt}\ so hard an~l red i11 m·. 

clddish u.tys, who·n I wondered why the birds didn't j•eck her 
· to :lJ•;des, are shrirelled now; :tnd her eyt.:S, that 

to d:uk~n their whole nei~hbourhood in her face, are 
fat~t.:r (thou~h still) ; but her rough 
witirh 1 once with a pocket nutme~·grater. is 
t!te sam<'. and when 1 see my least child catchtng at it as tt 
tot:crs from mv aunt to her, I think uf our little parlour at 
home. when I ,:,mid walk. illy aunt's old disapp• ·int· 
mt...nt i~ set nght 1 now. 1s l;!Udmother to a re.ll llrin; 1 
B·~tsey Trotwood: am! !lora (the next in ordt·r'i says she spoib • 
h··C 

There is something bulky in Peggotty's pocket. It is 
notltin~ smaller than the Crocodile-J:ouk, which is in rather a 
dile~piJ.Hed condition uy this time, with divers of the k.tn·s 
torn and stitched across, but which Peggotty exhibits to tlte 
ciuldro·n as a precious relic. I find it very curious to see my 
own infant face, looking up at me from the Crocodile stories ; 
ac,d to he reminded by it of my old ac~u"intance Brooks oft 
Shettield. 

,\noung my boys, this summer holidal' time, I see an old 
IHln m:d.:in~ giant kites, and guing at them in the air, with 
a delight for which there are no words. He ~,rreets me 
rapturously, and whispers, with many nods and winks, "Trc.lt· 
wood. you will be glad to hear that I shulllinish the l>!emort.ll 
when I h:t\'t.: nothing else to do, and that your aunt's the ffiliSt 

t:.'l.lraonlinary woman in the world, sir! '1 

1\'lw is this bent bdy, supporting herself by a slick, and 
shOJwtng me a count~.·n,tute in which there ar~ some traces of 
?ld r.ride and b•·autl', feebly contending with a quendous, 
unbeclle, fretful w.wdning of the mind? Sht: is in a gardt'n: 
a.n~ near her stands a sharp, dark, witht:rt'd woman, with a 
"l>1te ;car on her lip. Let me hear what they say. 

"Rosa, I have fvrgottcn this gentleman's nJme. 11 

Rosa bends orer her, and calls to her, "~!r. Coppertield." 
. "I am_ glad to see you, sir. I am sorry to obsen·e you are 
m mvurnmg .. I hope Time will be good to you." 

Her tmpattent attendant scolds her tells her I am not in 
rn~~r.~ing, bids her look again, tries !o rous~ her. 

\ ou have seen my son, sir," says the elder lady. "Are' 
you reconcilecl? 11 

Looking fixedly at me, she puts her hand to her forehead, 
and _moans. Suddenly, she cries, in a tr:rrible voice, "}{o:;al 
COme to me. He is dead!" Rosa k'leeling at her feet, by 
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turns caresses her, and quarrels with her; now fiercely telling 
her "I loved him better than you ever did ! "-now soothing 
her' to sleep on her breast, like a sick child. Thus I leave 
them; thus I always find them ; thus they wear their time 
away, from year to year. . . 

What ship comes sailing home from Indta, and what Engl~sh 
lady is this, married to a growling old Scotch Crresus With 
great fiaps of ears ? Can this be Julia ~!ills? 

Indeed it is Julia Mills, peevish and fine, with a black man 
to carry cards ar.d letters to her on a golden salver, and a 
copper-coloured woman in linen, with a bright handkerchief 
round her head, to serve her Tiffin in her aressing·room.· But 
Julia keeps no diary in these days; never sings Affection's 
Dirge ; eternally quarrels with the old Scotch Crresus, who is 
a sort of yellow bear with a tanned hide. Julia is steeped in 
money to the throat, and talks and thinks of nothing else. I 
liked her better in the Desert of Sahara. 
. Or perhaps this is the Dese:t of Sahara I For, though Julia 
has a stately house, and m1ghty company, and sumptuous 
Jinners every day, I see no green growtli near her ; nothing 
that can ever come to fruit. or flower. · What Julia calls 
"society," I see ; among it Mr. Jack Mal don, from his Patent 
Place, sneering at the hand. that gave it him, and speaking to 
me of the Doctor as "so charmingly antique." But when· 
society is the name for such hollow gentlemen and ladies, 
· J uha, and when its breeding is professed indifference to every 
thing that can advance or can retard mankind, I think we must 
have lost ourselves in "that same Desert of Sahara, and had 
better find the way out. 

And lo, the Doctor, always our good friend, labouring at 
h!s Dictionary (~omewhere about the le~ter D), and happy in 
hts home and wtfe. Also the Old Soldter, on a considerably 
reduced footing, .and by no m~ans so influential as in days of yore 1 

Wo~kmg_ at hts cham.bers m the Temple, with·a busy aspect, 
and h1s hatr (where he ts not bald) made more rebellious than 
ever by .the constant friction of his lawyer's wig, I come, in a 
later tt~e, ~pon my dear old Traddles. His table is co\·ered 
wah thick piles of papers ; and I say as I look around me . 

. " If Sophy were your clerk, now, 'Traddles, she would have 
enough to do I " · 

"_You may say .that, my dear Copperfield l But those were 
c"pltal days, too, m Holborn Court l Were they not?" 

" When she told yott you would be a Judge? But it was 
not the town talk thm /." 
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":\tall events,'' sJ.~·s TmdJks, ''if I C\'~;:r am one-u 
'' \rhy, you know you will be.'1 I. 
'·Well, my Jear C<•ppertidd, :~.•lrm I am one, I shall tell \U< 

stnrv, as I said I would." 
1\ ,. walk away. ann in arm. I am going to have a family 

din:~er with Traddles. It is Sophy's birthday; and, ou our 
r<JaJ. Traddles di'courses to me of the good fortune he ha' 
t_.·njuyeJ. 

'lo[ reallv have been able, my dear Copperfield, to do all 
th;lt I cad most at heJrt. There's the Reverend Horace 
promok•~ to that living at four hundred anJ fifty pounds a 
year: there are our two boys receiving the very best educatton, 
a~d distinsuishing then•selves n.s steady scholars and good 
fellows ; there are three of the girls married very comfortably; 
th•cre are three more living with us; there are three more keep­
ing house for the Reverend Hor~ce since Mrs. Crewler's 
decease; and all of them happv.'' 

" Except-- ,, I suggest. 
"Except the Beauty," says Traddles. "Yes. It was very 

unf,Jrtunate that she should marry such a va&abond. But 
there was a certain dash and glare about him tlut caught her. 
However, now we have got her safe at our house, and got rid 
of him, we must cheer her up again." . 

T1.>ddles's house is one of the very houses-or it east!y 
may have been-which he and Sophy used to parcel out, If\ 
thcrr evening walks. It is a large house; but Traddles keeps 
Ius papers in his dressing-room, and his boots with his papers;. 
and he and Sophy squee•e themselves into upper rooms, 
resem~g the best bedrooms for the Beauty and the grrls. 
There IS no room to spare in the house· for more of "th 
girls'' are here, and always are here, bY some accidt!nt or 
other\ than I kno\V how to count. Here, when we go in,. i 
a crowd of them, running down to the door, and handtll! 
Traddles about to be kissed, until he is out of breath. Here 
~;tablished in perpetuity, is the poor Beauty, a widow with 
little g~rl; here, at dinner on Sophy's birthday, are the thrt 
marned girls with their three husbands, and one of tl. 
husband's brothers, and another husband's cousin and anoth 
husband's sister, who appears to me to be en~aged to th 
cousm. Traddles, exactly the same simple unaffccteJ fello 
'; he ever was, sits at the foot of the large table like 

atnarrh ; and Sophy beams upon him, from the head, aero 
a cheerful space that is certainly not glittering with Brilanllj 
metal. . I 
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And now, as I close my :ask, subduing my desire to linger 
t, these faces fade away. But one face, shining on me hke 

t Heavenly light by which I see all other objects, is abO\·e 
hem and 'beyond them all. And that remains. 

[ I tum my head, and see it, in its beautiful serenity, beside 
1me. My lamp bums low, and I have written far into the 

1
night; but the de:tr presence, without which I were nothing, 
·bears me company. 
, Oh Agnes, oh my soul, so may thy face be by me when I 
close my life indeed ; so may I, when realities are melting from 
me like the shadows which I now dismiss, still find thee near 
me, pointing upward! 

THi END 


