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Little Dorrit was published 1856-57, when the author's popularity was at its height. The plot is a slight one on which to hang more than fifty characters. The author began with the intention of emphasizing the fact that individuals brought together by chance, if only for an instant, continue henceforth to influence and to act and react upon one another. But this original motive is soon altogether forgotten in the multiplication of characters and the relation of their fortunes. The central idea is to portray the experiences of the Dorrit family, immured for many years on account of debt in the old Marshalsea Prison, and then unexpectedly restored to wealth and freedom. Having been pitiable in poverty, they become arrogant and contemptible in affluence. Amy, "Little Dorrit," alone remains pure, lovable, and self-denying. In her, Dickens embodies the best human qualities in a most beautiful and persuasive form. She enlists the love of Arthur Clennam, who meantime has had his own trials. Returning from India, after long absence, he finds his mother a religious fanatic, domineered over by the hypocritical old Flintwinch, and both preyed upon by the Mephistophelian Blandois, perhaps the most dastardly villain in the whole Dickens gallery. The complications, however, end happily for Arthur and Amy. The main attack of the book is aimed against official "red tape" as exemplified in the Barnacle family and the "Circumlocution Office." ...
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Maggie is one of the most known works of the author. This story, perfectly laid out in New York's Bowery, dealt with doings and sayings of the people of the slums,—a reflection of the scenes and actions of city life as Crane saw it. While this work made no great impression on the general public, it brought the author to the attention of many literary men, especially William Dean Howells and Hamlin Garland, who encouraged Crane and helped him whenever they could find opportunity.
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This book created somewhat of a sensation in the literary and scientific world. Mr. Donnelly argues that Plato's story was true; that all the ancient civilizations of Europe and America radiated from this ancient kingdom, and that this is the reason we find pyramids, obelisks, and buildings almost Identically alike in Egypt, Mexico and Peru. Donnelly's statements and ample evidence deliver ample evidence for the existence of the continent of Atlants. This book is a must have for all folklorists and people, who are interested in the possible history of a famous nation.
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"Roughing It" is another one of Mark Twain's chronicles of his wandering years, this one being the prequel to "Innocents Abroad." His adventures take place in the Wild West, Salt Lake City and even in Hawaii - among other places. He even enlists as a Confederate cavalryman for some time. The book is also a prolific example for Twain's excellent sense of humour.
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The Ministry of Healing, perhaps one of the best books ever written by Mrs. White, offers a wealth of information on the laws of life, how to cure diseases, how to stay healthy and how to heal the soul. It is important to understand the spiritual side of health, and this is where Mrs. White is the expert at. From the contents: Chapter 1 - Our Example Chapter 2 - Days of Ministry Chapter 3 - With Nature and With God Chapter 4 - The Touch of Faith Chapter 5 - Healing of the Soul Chapter 6 - Saved to Serve Chapter 7 - The Co-Working of the Divine and the Human Chapter 8 - The Physician, an Educator Chapter 9 - Teaching and Healing Chapter 10 - Helping the Tempted Chapter 11 - Working for the Intemperate Chapter 12 - Help for the Unemployed and the Homeless Chapter 13 - The Helpless Poor Chapter 14 - Ministry to the Rich ...
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Charles Dickens – A Biographical Primer





     




    By Thomas Seccombe




     




    The English novelist, was born on the 7th of February 1812 at a house in the Mile End Terrace, Commercial Road, Landport (Portsea) — a house which was opened as a Dickens Museum on 22nd July 1904. His father John Dickens (d. 1851), a clerk in the navy-pay office on a salary of £80 a year, and stationed for the time being at Portsmouth, had married in 1809 Elizabeth, daughter of Thomas Barrow, and she bore him a family of eight children, Charles being the second. In the winter of 1814 the family moved from Portsea in the snow, as he remembered, to London, and lodged for a time near the Middlesex hospital. The country of the novelist's childhood, however, was the kingdom of Kent, where the family was established in proximity to the dockyard at Chatham from 1816 to 1821. He looked upon himself in later years as a man of Kent, and his capital abode as that in Ordnance Terrace, or 18 St Mary's Place, Chatham, amid surroundings classified in Mr Pickwick's notes as “appearing” to be soldiers, sailors, Jews, chalk, shrimps, officers and dockyard men. He fell into a family the general tendency of which was to go down in the world, during one of its easier periods (John Dickens was now fifth clerk on £250 a year), and he always regarded himself as belonging by right to a comfortable, genteel, lower middle-class stratum of society. His mother taught him to read; to his father he appeared very early in the light of a young prodigy, and by him Charles was made to sit on a tall chair and warble popular ballads, or even to tell stories and anecdotes for the benefit of fellow-clerks in the office. John Dickens, however, had a small collection of books which were kept in a little room upstairs that led out of Charles's own, and in this attic the boy found his true literary instructors in Roderick Random, Peregrine Pickle, Humphry Clinker, Tom Jones, The Vicar of Wakefield, Don Quixote, Gil Bias and Robinson Crusoe. The story of how he played at the characters in these books and sustained his idea of Roderick Random for a month at a stretch is picturesquely told in David Copperfield. Here as well as in his first and last books and in what many regard as his best, Great Expectations, Dickens returns with unabated fondness and mastery to the surroundings of his childhood. From seven to nine years he was at a school kept in Clover Lane; Chatham, by a Baptist minister named William Giles, who gave him Goldsmith's Bee as a keepsake when the call to Somerset House necessitated the removal of the family from Rochester to a shabby house in Bayham Street, Camden Town. At the very moment when a consciousness of capacity was beginning to plump his youthful ambitions, the whole flattering dream vanished and left not a rack behind. Happiness and Chatham had been left behind together, and Charles was about to enter a school far sterner and also far more instructive than that in Clover Lane. The family income had been first decreased and then mortgaged; the creditors of the “prodigal father” would not give him time; John Dickens was consigned to the Marshalsea; Mrs Dickens started an “Educational Establishment” as a forlorn hope in Upper Gower Street; and Charles, who had helped his mother with the children, blacked the boots, carried things to the pawnshop and done other menial work, was now sent out to earn his own living as a young hand in a blacking warehouse, at Old Hungerford Stairs, on a salary of six shillings a week. He tied, trimmed and labelled blacking pots for over a year, dining off a saveloy and a slice of pudding, consorting with two very rough boys, Bob Fagin and Pol Green, and sleeping in an attic in Little College Street, Camden Town, in the house of Mrs Roylance (Pipchin), while on Sunday he spent the day with his parents in their comfortable prison, where they had the services of a “marchioness” imported from the Chatham workhouse.




     




    Already consumed by ambition, proud, sensitive and on his dignity to an extent not uncommon among boys of talent, he felt his position keenly, and in later years worked himself up into a passion of self-pity in connexion with the “degradation” and “humiliation” of this episode. The two years of childish hardship which ate like iron into his soul were obviously of supreme importance in the growth of the novelist. Recollections of the streets and the prison and its purlieus supplied him with a store of literary material upon which he drew through all the years of his best activity. And the bitterness of such an experience was not prolonged sufficiently to become sour. From 1824 to 1826, having been rescued by a family quarrel and by a windfall in the shape of a legacy to his father, from the warehouse, he spent two years at an academy known as Wellington House, at the corner of Granby Street and the Hampstead Road (the lighter traits of which are reproduced in Salem House), and was there known as a merry and rather mischievous boy. Fortunately he learned nothing there to compromise the results of previous instruction. His father had now emerged from the Marshalsea and was seeking employment as a parliamentary reporter. A Gray's Inn solicitor with whom he had had dealings was attracted by the bright, clever look of Charles, and took him into his office as a boy at a salary of thirteen and sixpence (rising to fifteen shillings) a week. He remained in Mr Blackmore's office from May 1827 to November 1828, but he had lost none of his eager thirst for distinction, and spent all his spare time mastering Gurney's shorthand and reading early and late at the British Museum. A more industrious apprentice in the lower grades of the literary profession has never been known, and the consciousness of opportunities used to the most splendid advantage can hardly have been absent from the man who was shortly to take his place at the head of it as if to the manner born. Lowten and Guppy, and Swiveller had been observed from this office lad's stool; he was now greatly to widen his area of study as a reporter in Doctors' Commons and various police courts, including Bow Street, working all day at law and much of the night at shorthand. Some one asked John Dickens, during the first eager period of curiosity as to the man behind “Pickwick,” where his son Charles was educated. “Well really,” said the prodigal father, “he may be said — haw — haw — to have educated himself.” He was one of the most rapid and accurate reporters in London when, at nineteen years of age, in 1831, he realized his immediate ambition and “entered the gallery” as parliamentary reporter to the True Sun. Later he was reporter to the Mirror of Parliament and then to the Morning Chronicle. Several of his earliest letters are concerned with his exploits as a reporter, and allude to the experiences he had, travelling fifteen miles an hour and being upset in almost every description of known vehicle in various parts of Britain between 1831 and 1836. The family was now living in Bentwick Street, Manchester Square, but John Dickens was still no infrequent inmate of the sponging-houses. With all the accessories of these places of entertainment his son had grown to be excessively familiar. Writing about 1832 to his school friend Tom Mitton, Dickens tells him that his father has been arrested at the suit of a wine firm, and begs him go over to Cursiter Street and see what can be done. On another occasion of a paternal disappearance he observes: “I own that his absence does not give me any great uneasiness, knowing how apt he is to get out of the way when anything goes wrong.” In yet another letter he asks for a loan of four shillings.




     




    In the meanwhile, however, he had commenced author in a more creative sense by penning some sketches of contemporary London life, such as he had attempted in his school days in imitation of the sketches published in the London and other magazines of that day. The first of these appeared in the December number of the Old Monthly Magazine for 1833. By the following August, when the signature “Boz” was first given, five of these sketches had appeared. By the end of 1834 we find him settled in rooms in Furnival's Inn, and a little later his salary on the Morning Chronicle was raised, owing to the intervention of one of its chiefs, George Hogarth, the father of (in addition to six sons) eight charming daughters, to one of whom, Catherine, Charles was engaged to be married before the year was out. Clearly as his career now seemed designated, he was at this time or a little before it coquetting very seriously with the stage: but circumstances were rapidly to determine another stage in his career. A year before Queen Victoria's accession appeared in two volumes Sketches by Boz, Illustrative of Everyday Life and Everyday People. The book came from a prentice hand, but like the little tract on the Puritan abuse of the Sabbath entitled “Sunday under three Heads” which appeared a few months later, it contains in germ all, or almost all, the future Dickens. Glance at the headings of the pages. Here we have the Beadle and all connected with him, London streets, theatres, shows, the pawnshop, Doctors' Commons, Christmas, Newgate, coaching, the river. Here comes a satirical picture of parliament, fun made of cheap snobbery, a rap on the knuckles of sectarianism. And what could be more prophetic than the title of the opening chapter — Our Parish? With the Parish — a large one indeed — Dickens to the end concerned himself; he began with a rapid survey of his whole field, hinting at all he might accomplish, indicating the limits he was not to pass. This year was to be still more momentous to Dickens, for, on the 2nd of April 1836, he was married to George Hogarth's eldest daughter Catherine. He seems to have fallen in love with the daughters collectively, and, judging by subsequent events, it has been suggested that perhaps he married the wrong one. His wife's sister Mary was the romance of his early married life, and another sister, Georgina, was the dearest friend of his last ten years.




     




    A few days before the marriage, just two months after the appearance of the Sketches, the first part of The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club was announced. One of the chief vogues of the day was the issue of humorous, sporting or anecdotal novels in parts, with plates, and some of the best talent of the day, represented by Ainsworth, Bulwer, Marryat, Maxwell, Egan, Hook and Surtees, had been pressed into this kind of enterprise. The publishers of the day had not been slow to perceive Dickens's aptitude for this species of “letterpress.” A member of the firm of Chapman & Hall called upon him at Furnival's Inn in December 1835 with a proposal that he should write about a Nimrod Club of amateur sportsmen, foredoomed to perpetual ignominies, while the comic illustrations were to be etched by Seymour, a well-known rival of Cruikshank (the illustrator of Boz). The offer was too tempting for Dickens to refuse, but he changed the idea from a club of Cockney sportsmen to that of a club of eccentric peripatetics, on the sensible grounds, first that sporting sketches were stale, and, secondly, that he knew nothing worth speaking of about sport. The first seven pictures appeared with the signature of Seymour and the letterpress of Dickens. Before the eighth picture appeared Seymour had blown his brains out. After a brief interval of Buss, Dickens obtained the services of Hablot K. Browne, known to all as “Phiz.” Author and illustrator were as well suited to one another and to the common creation of a unique thing as Gilbert and Sullivan. Having early got rid of the sporting element, Dickens found himself at once. The subject exactly suited his knowledge, his skill in arranging incidents — nay, his very limitations too. No modern book is so incalculable. We commence laughing heartily at Pickwick and his troupe. The laugh becomes kindlier. We are led on through a tangle of adventure, never dreaming what is before us. The landscape changes: Pickwick becomes the symbol of kind-heartedness, simplicity and innocent levity. Suddenly in the Fleet Prison a deeper note is struck. The medley of human relationships, the loneliness, the mystery and sadness of human destinies are fathomed. The tragedy of human life is revealed to us amid its most farcical elements. The droll and laughable figure of the hero is transfigured by the kindliness of human sympathy into a beneficent and bespectacled angel in shorts and gaiters. By defying accepted rules, Dickens had transcended the limited sphere hitherto allotted to his art: he had produced a book to be enshrined henceforth in the inmost hearts of all sorts and conditions of his countrymen, and had definitely enlarged the boundaries of English humour and English fiction. As for Mr Pickwick, he is a fairy like Puck or Santa Claus, while his creator is “the last of the mythologists and perhaps the greatest.”




     




    When The Pickwick Papers appeared in book form at the close of 1837 Dickens's popular reputation was made. From the appearance of Sam Weller in part v. the universal hunger for the monthly parts had risen to a furore. The book was promptly translated into French and German. The author had received little assistance from press or critics, he had no influential connexions, his class of subjects was such as to “expose him at the outset to the fatal objections of vulgarity,” yet in less than six months from the appearance of the first number, as the Quarterly Review almost ruefully admits, the whole reading world was talking about the Pickwickians. The names of Winkle, Wardle, Weller, Jingle, Snodgrass, Dodson & Fogg, were as familiar as household words. Pickwick chintzes figured in the linendrapers' windows, and Pickwick cigars in every tobacconist's; Weller corduroys became the stock-in-trade of every breeches-maker; Boz cabs might be seen rattling through the streets, and the portrait of the author of Pelham and Crichton was scraped down to make way for that of the new popular favourite on the omnibuses. A new and original genius had suddenly sprung up, there was no denying it, even though, as the Quarterly concluded, “it required no gift of prophecy to foretell his fate — he has risen like a rocket and he will come down like the stick.” It would have needed a very emphatic gift of prophecy indeed to foretell that Dickens's reputation would have gone on rising until at the present day (after one sharp fall, which reached an extreme about 1887) it stands higher than it has ever stood before.




     




    Dickens's assumption of the literary purple was as amazing as anything else about him. Accepting the homage of the luminaries of the literary, artistic and polite worlds as if it had been his natural due, he arranges for the settlement of his family, decrees, like another Edmund Kean, that his son is to go to Eton, carries on the most complicated negotiations with his publishers and editors, presides and orates with incomparable force at innumerable banquets, public and private, arranges elaborate villegiatures in the country, at the seaside, in France or in Italy, arbitrates in public on every topic, political, ethical, artistic, social or literary, entertains and legislates for an increasingly large domestic circle, both juvenile and adult, rules himself and his time-table with a rod of iron. In his letter-writing alone, Dickens did a life's literary work. Nowadays no one thinks of writing such letters; that is to say, letters of such length and detail, for the quality is Dickens's own. He evidently enjoyed this use of the pen. Page after page of Forster's Life (750 pages in the Letters edited by his daughter and sister-in-law) is occupied with transcription from private correspondence, and never a line of this but is thoroughly worthy of print and preservation. If he makes a tour in any part of the British Isles, he writes a full description of all he sees, of everything that happens, and writes it with such gusto, such mirth, such strokes of fine picturing, as appear in no other private letters ever given to the public. Naturally buoyant in all circumstances, a holiday gave him the exhilaration of a schoolboy. See how he writes from Cornwall, when on a trip with two or three friends, in 1843. “Heavens! if you could have seen the necks of bottles, distracting in their immense variety of shape, peering out of the carriage pockets! If you could have witnessed the deep devotion of the post-boys, the maniac glee of the waiters! If you could have followed us into the earthy old churches we visited, and into the strange caverns on the gloomy seashore, and down into the depths of mines, and up to the tops of giddy heights, where the unspeakably green water was roaring, I don't know how many hundred feet below. . . . I never laughed in my life as I did on this journey. It would have done you good to hear me. I was choking and gasping and bursting the buckles off the back of my stock, all the way. And Stanfield” — the painter — “got into such apoplectic entanglements that we were obliged to beat him on the back with portmanteaus before we could recover him.”




     




    The animation of Dickens's look would attract the attention of any one, anywhere. His figure was not that of an Adonis, but his brightness made him the centre and pivot of every society he was in. The keenness and vivacity of his eye combined with his inordinate appetite for life to give the unique quality to all that he wrote. His instrument is that of the direct, sinewy English of Smollett, combined with much of the humorous grace of Goldsmith (his two favourite authors), but modernized to a certain extent under the influence of Washington Irving, Sydney Smith, Jeffrey, Lamb, and other writers of the London Magazine. He taught himself to speak French and Italian, but he could have read little in any language. His ideas were those of the inchoate and insular liberalism of the 'thirties. His unique force in literature he was to owe to no supreme artistic or intellectual quality, but almost entirely to his inordinate gift of observation, his sympathy with the humble, his power over the emotions and his incomparable endowment of unalloyed human fun. To contemporaries he was not so much a man as an institution, at the very mention of whose name faces were puckered with grins or wreathed in smiles. To many his work was a revelation, the revelation of a new world and one far better than their own. And his influence went further than this in the direction of revolution or revival. It gave what were then universally referred to as “the lower orders” a new sense of self-respect, a new feeling of citizenship. Like the defiance of another Luther, or the Declaration of a new Independence, it emitted a fresh ray of hope across the firmament. He did for the whole English-speaking race what Burns had done for Scotland — he gave it a new conceit of itself. He knew what a people wanted and he told what he knew. He could do this better than anybody else because his mind was theirs. He shared many of their “great useless virtues,” among which generosity ranks before justice, and sympathy before truth, even though, true to his middle-class vein, he exalts piety, chastity and honesty in a manner somewhat alien to the mind of the low-bred man. This is what makes Dickens such a demigod and his public success such a marvel, and this also is why any exclusively literary criticism of his work is bound to be so inadequate. It should also help us to make the necessary allowances for the man. Dickens, even the Dickens of legend that we know, is far from perfect. The Dickens of reality to which Time may furnish a nearer approximation is far less perfect. But when we consider the corroding influence of adulation, and the intoxication of unbridled success, we cannot but wonder at the relatively high level of moderation and self-control that Dickens almost invariably observed. Mr G. K. Chesterton remarks suggestively that Dickens had all his life the faults of the little boy who is kept up too late at night. He is overwrought by happiness to the verge of exasperation, and yet as a matter of fact he does keep on the right side of the breaking point. The specific and curative in his case was the work in which he took such anxious pride, and such unmitigated delight. He revelled in punctual and regular work; at his desk he was often in the highest spirits. Behold how he pictured himself, one day at Broadstairs, where he was writing Chuzzlewit. “In a bay-window in a one-pair sits, from nine o'clock to one, a gentleman with rather long hair and no neckcloth, who writes and grins, as if he thought he was very funny indeed. At one he disappears, presently emerges from a bathing-machine, and may be seen, a kind of salmon-colour porpoise, splashing about in the ocean. After that, he may be viewed in another bay-window on the ground-floor eating a strong lunch; and after that, walking a dozen miles or so, or lying on his back on the sand reading a book. Nobody bothers him, unless they know he is disposed to be talked to, and I am told he is very comfortable indeed. He's as brown as a berry, and they do say he is as good as a small fortune to the innkeeper, who sells beer and cold punch.” Here is the secret of such work as that of Dickens; it is done with delight — done (in a sense) easily, done with the mechanism of mind and body in splendid order. Even so did Scott write; though more rapidly and with less conscious care: his chapter finished before the world had got up to breakfast. Later, Dickens produced novels less excellent with much more of mental strain. The effects of age could not have shown themselves so soon, but for the unfortunate loss of energy involved in his non-literary labours.




     




    While the public were still rejoicing in the first sprightly runnings of the “new humour,” the humorist set to work desperately on the grim scenes of Oliver Twist, the story of a parish orphan, the nucleus of which had already seen the light in his Sketches. The early scenes are of a harrowing reality, despite the germ of forced pathos which the observant reader may detect in the pitiful parting between Oliver and little Dick; but what will strike every reader at once in this book is the directness and power of the English style, so nervous and unadorned: from its unmistakable clearness and vigour Dickens was to travel far as time went on. But the full effect of the old simplicity is felt in such masterpieces of description as the drive of Oliver and Sikes to Chertsey, the condemned-cell ecstasy of Fagin, or the unforgettable first encounter between Oliver and the Artful Dodger. Before November 1837 had ended, Charles Dickens entered on an engagement to write a successor to Pickwick on similar lines of publication. Oliver Twist was then in mid-career; a Life of Grimaldi and Barnaby Rudge were already covenanted for. Dickens forged ahead with the new tale of Nicholas Nickleby and was justified by the results, for its sale far surpassed even that of Pickwick. As a conception it is one of his weakest. An unmistakably 18th-century character pervades it. Some of the vignettes are among the most piquant and besetting ever written. Large parts of it are totally unobserved conventional melodrama; but the Portsmouth Theatre and Dotheboys Hall and Mrs Nickleby (based to some extent, it is thought, upon Miss Bates in Emma, but also upon the author's Mamma) live for ever as Dickens conceived them in the pages of Nicholas Nickleby.




     




    Having got rid of Nicholas Nickleby and resigned his editorship of Bentley's Miscellany, in which Oliver Twist originally appeared, Dickens conceived the idea of a weekly periodical to be issued as Master Humphrey's Clock, to comprise short stories, essays and miscellaneous papers, after the model of Addison's Spectator. To make the weekly numbers “go,” he introduced Mr Pickwick, Sam Weller and his father in friendly intercourse. But the public requisitioned “a story,” and in No. 4 he had to brace himself up to give them one. Thus was commenced The Old Curiosity Shop, which was continued with slight interruptions, and followed by Barnaby Rudge. For the first time we find Dickens obsessed by a highly complicated plot. The tonality achieved in The Old Curiosity Shop surpassed anything he had attempted in this difficult vein, while the rich humour of Dick Swiveller and the Marchioness, and the vivid portraiture of the wandering Bohemians, attain the very highest level of Dickensian drollery; but in the lamentable tale of Little Nell (though Landor and Jeffrey thought the character-drawing of this infant comparable with that of Cordelia), it is generally admitted that he committed an indecent assault upon the emotions by exhibiting a veritable monster of piety and long-suffering in a child of tender years. In Barnaby Rudge he was manifestly affected by the influence of Scott, whose achievements he always regarded with a touching veneration. The plot, again, is of the utmost complexity, and Edgar Allan Poe (who predicted the conclusion) must be one of the few persons who ever really mastered it. But few of Dickens's books are written in a more admirable style.




     




    Master Humphrey's Clock concluded, Dickens started in 1842 on his first visit to America — an episode hitherto without parallel in English literary history, for he was received everywhere with popular acclamation as the representative of a grand triumph of the English language and imagination, without regard to distinctions of nationality. He offended the American public grievously by a few words of frank description and a few quotations of the advertisement columns of American papers illustrating the essential barbarity of the old slave system (American Notes). Dickens was soon pining for home — no English writer is more essentially and insularly English in inspiration and aspiration than he is. He still brooded over the perverseness of America on the copyright question, and in his next book he took the opportunity of uttering a few of his impressions about the objectionable sides of American democracy, the result being that “all Yankee-doodle-dom blazed up like one universal soda bottle,” as Carlyle said. Martin Chuzzlewit (1843-1844) is important as closing his great character period. His sève originale, as the French would say, was by this time to a considerable extent exhausted, and he had to depend more upon artistic elaboration, upon satires, upon tours de force of description, upon romantic and ingenious contrivances. But all these resources combined proved unequal to his powers as an original observer of popular types, until he reinforced himself by autobiographic reminiscence, as in David Copperfield and Great Expectations, the two great books remaining to his later career.




     




    After these two masterpieces and the three wonderful books with which he made his debut, we are inclined to rank Chuzzlewit. Nothing in Dickens is more admirably seen and presented than Todgers's, a bit of London particular cut out with a knife. Mr Pecksniff and Mrs Gamp, Betsy Prig and “Mrs Harris” have passed into the national language and life. The coach journey, the windy autumn night, the stealthy trail of Jonas, the undertone of tragedy in the Charity and Mercy and Chuffey episodes suggest a blending of imaginative vision and physical penetration hardly seen elsewhere. Two things are specially notable about this novel — the exceptional care taken over it (as shown by the interlineations in the MS.) and the caprice or nonchalance of the purchasing public, its sales being far lower than those of any of its monthly predecessors.




     




    At the close of 1843, to pay outstanding debts of his now lavish housekeeping, he wrote that pioneer of Christmas numbers, that national benefit as Thackeray called it, A Christmas Carol. It failed to realize his pecuniary anticipations, and Dickens resolved upon a drastic policy of retrenchment and reform. He would save expense by living abroad and would punish his publishers by withdrawing his custom from them, at least for a time. Like everything else upon which he ever determined, this resolution was carried out with the greatest possible precision and despatch. In June 1844 he set out for Marseilles with his now rapidly increasing family (the journey cost him £200). In a villa on the outskirts of Genoa he wrote The Chimes, which, during a brief excursion to London before Christmas, he read to a select circle of friends (the germ of his subsequent lecture-audiences), including Forster, Carlyle, Stanfield, Dyce, Maclise and Jerrold. He was again in London in 1845, enjoying his favourite diversion of private theatricals; and in January 1846 he experimented briefly as the editor of a London morning paper — the Daily News. By early spring he was back at Lausanne, writing his customary vivid letters to his friends, craving as usual for London streets, commencing Dombey and Son, and walking his fourteen miles daily. The success of Dombey and Son completely rehabilitated the master's finances, enabled him to return to England, send his son to Eton and to begin to save money. Artistically it is less satisfactory; it contains some of Dickens's prime curios, such as Cuttle, Bunsby, Toots, Blimber, Pipchin, Mrs MacStinger and young Biler; it contains also that masterpiece of sentimentality which trembles upon the borderland of the sublime and the ridiculous, the death of Paul Dombey (“that sweet Paul,” as Jeffrey, the “critic laureate,” called him), and some grievous and unquestionable blemishes. As a narrative, moreover, it tails off into a highly complicated and exacting plot. It was followed by a long rest at Broadstairs before Dickens returned to the native home of his genius, and early in 1849 “began to prepare for David Copperfield.”




     




    “Of all my books,” Dickens wrote, “I like this the best; like many fond parents I have my favourite child, and his name is David Copperfield.” In some respects it stands to Dickens in something of the same relation in which the contemporary Pendennis stands to Thackeray. As in that book, too, the earlier portions are the best. They gained in intensity by the autobiographical form into which they are thrown; as Thackeray observed, there was no writing against such power. The tragedy of Emily and the character of Rosa Dartle are stagey and unreal; Uriah Heep is bad art; Agnes, again, is far less convincing as a consolation than Dickens would have us believe; but these are more than compensated by the wonderful realization of early boyhood in the book, by the picture of Mr Creakle's school, the Peggottys, the inimitable Mr Micawber, Betsy Trotwood and that monument of selfish misery, Mrs Gummidge.




     




    At the end of March 1850 commenced the new twopenny weekly called Household Words, which Dickens planned to form a direct means of communication between himself and his readers, and as a means of collecting around him and encouraging the talents of the younger generation. No one was better qualified than he for this work, whether we consider his complete freedom from literary jealousy or his magical gift of inspiring young authors. Following the somewhat dreary and incoherent Bleak House of 1852, Hard Times (1854) —an anti-Manchester School tract, which Ruskin regarded as Dickens's best work — was the first long story written for Household Words. About this time Dickens made his final home at Gad's Hill, near Rochester, and put the finishing touch to another long novel published upon the old plan, Little Dorrit (1855-1857). In spite of the exquisite comedy of the master of the Marshalsea and the final tragedy of the central figure, Little Dorrit is sadly deficient in the old vitality, the humour is often a mock reality, and the repetition of comic catch-words and overstrung similes and metaphors is such as to affect the reader with nervous irritation. The plot and characters ruin each other in this amorphous production. The Tale of Two Cities, commenced in All the Year Round (the successor of Household Words) in 1859, is much better: the main characters are powerful, the story genuinely tragic, and the atmosphere lurid; but enormous labour was everywhere expended upon the construction of stylistic ornament.




     




    The Tale of Two Cities was followed by two finer efforts at atmospheric delineation, the best things he ever did of this kind: Great Expectations (1861), over which there broods the mournful impression of the foggy marshes of the Lower Thames; and Our Mutual Friend (1864-1865), in which the ooze and mud and slime of Rotherhithe, its boatmen and loafers, are made to pervade the whole book with cumulative effect. The general effect produced by the stories is, however, very different. In the first case, the foreground was supplied by autobiographical material of the most vivid interest, and the lucidity of the creative impulse impelled him to write upon this occasion with the old simplicity, though with an added power. Nothing therefore, in the whole range of Dickens surpassed the early chapters of Great Expectations in perfection of technique or in mastery of all the resources of the novelist's art. To have created Abel Magwitch alone is to be a god indeed, says Mr Swinburne, among the creators of deathless men. Pumblechook is actually better and droller and truer to imaginative life than Pecksniff; Joe Gargery is worthy to have been praised and loved at once by Fielding and by Sterne: Mr Jaggers and his clients, Mr Wemmick and his parent and his bride, are such figures as Shakespeare, when dropping out of poetry, might have created, if his lot had been cast in a later century. “Can as much be said,” Mr Swinburne boldly asks, “for the creatures of any other man or god?”




     




    In November 1867 Dickens made a second expedition to America, leaving all the writing that he was ever to complete behind him. He was to make a round sum of money, enough to free him from all embarrassments, by a long series of exhausting readings, commencing at the Tremont Temple, Boston, on the 2nd of December. The strain of Dickens's ordinary life was so tense and so continuous that it is, perhaps, rash to assume that he broke down eventually under this particular stress; for other reasons, however, his persistence in these readings, subsequent to his return, was strongly deprecated by his literary friends, led by the arbitrary and relentless Forster. It is a long testimony to Dickens's self-restraint, even in his most capricious and despotic moments, that he never broke the cord of obligation which bound him to his literary mentor, though sparring matches between them were latterly of frequent occurrence. His farewell reading was given on the 15th of March 1870, at St James's Hall. He then vanished from “those garish lights,” as he called them, “for evermore.” Of the three brief months that remained to him, his last book, The Mystery of Edwin Drood, was the chief occupation. It hardly promised to become a masterpiece (Longfellow's opinion) as did Thackeray's Denis Duval, but contained much fine descriptive technique, grouped round a scene of which Dickens had an unrivalled sympathetic knowledge.




     




    In March and April 1870 Dickens, as was his wont, was mixing in the best society; he dined with the prince at Lord Houghton's and was twice at court, once at a long deferred private interview with the queen, who had given him a presentation copy of her Leaves from a Journal of our Life in the Highlands with the inscription “From one of the humblest of authors to one of the greatest”; and who now begged him on his persistent refusal of any other title to accept the nominal distinction of a privy councillor. He took for four months the Milner Gibsons' house at 5 Hyde Park Place, opposite the Marble Arch, where he gave a brilliant reception on the 7th of April. His last public appearance was made at the Royal Academy banquet early in May. He returned to his regular methodical routine of work at Gad's Hill on the 30th of May, and one of the last instalments he wrote of Edwin Drood contained an ominous speculation as to the next two people to die at Cloisterham: “Curious to make a guess at the two, or say at one of the two.” Two letters bearing the well-known superscription “Gad's Hill Place, Higham by Rochester, Kent” are dated the 8th of June, and, on the same Thursday, after a long spell of writing in the Chalet where he habitually wrote, he collapsed suddenly at dinner. Startled by the sudden change in the colour and expression of his face, his sister-in-law (Miss Hogarth) asked him if he was ill; he said “Yes, very ill,” but added that he would finish dinner and go on afterwards to London. “Come and lie down,” she entreated; “Yes, on the ground,” he said, very distinctly; these were the last words he spoke, and he slid from her arms and fell upon the floor. He died at 6-10 P.M. on Friday, the 9th of June, and was buried privately in Poets' Corner, Westminster Abbey, in the early morning of the 14th of June. One of the most appealing memorials was the drawing by his “new illustrator” Luke Fildes in the Graphic of “The Empty Chair; Gad's Hill: ninth of June, 1870.” “Statesmen, men of science, philanthropists, the acknowledged benefactors of their race, might pass away, and yet not leave the void which will be caused by the death of Charles Dickens” (The Times). In his will he enjoined his friends to erect no monument in his honour, and directed his name and dates only to be inscribed on his tomb, adding this proud provision, “I rest my claim to the remembrance of my country on my published works.”




     




    Dickens had no artistic ideals worth speaking about. The sympathy of his readers was the one thing he cared about and, like Cobbett, he went straight for it through the avenue of the emotions. In personality, intensity and range of creative genius he can hardly be said to have any modern rival. His creations live, move and have their being about us constantly, like those of Homer, Virgil, Chaucer, Rabelais, Cervantes, Shakespeare, Bunyan, Molière and Sir Walter Scott. As to the books themselves, the backgrounds on which these mighty figures are projected, they are manifestly too vast, too chaotic and too unequal ever to become classics. Like most of the novels constructed upon the unreformed model of Smollett and Fielding, those of Dickens are enormous stock-pots into which the author casts every kind of autobiographical experience, emotion, pleasantry, anecdote, adage or apophthegm. The fusion is necessarily very incomplete and the hotch-potch is bound to fall to pieces with time. Dickens's plots, it must be admitted, are strangely unintelligible, the repetitions and stylistic decorations of his work exceed all bounds, the form is unmanageable and insignificant. The diffuseness of the English novel, in short, and its extravagant didacticism cannot fail to be most prejudicial to its perpetuation. In these circumstances there is very little fiction that will stand concentration and condensation so well as that of Dickens.




     




    For these reasons among others our interest in Dickens's novels as integers has diminished and is diminishing. But, on the other hand, our interest and pride in him as a man and as a representative author of his age and nation has been steadily augmented and is still mounting. Much of the old criticism of his work, that it was not up to a sufficiently high level of art, scholarship or gentility, that as an author he is given to caricature, redundancy and a shameless subservience to popular caprice, must now be discarded as irrelevant.




     




    As regards formal excellence it is plain that Dickens labours under the double disadvantage of writing in the least disciplined of all literary genres in the most lawless literary milieu of the modern world, that of Victorian England. In spite of these defects, which are those of masters such as Rabelais, Hugo and Tolstoy, the work of Dickens is more and more instinctively felt to be true, original and ennobling. It is already beginning to undergo a process of automatic sifting, segregation and crystallization, at the conclusion of which it will probably occupy a larger segment in the literary consciousness of the English-spoken race than ever before.




     




    Portraits of Dickens, from the gay and alert “Boz” of Samuel Lawrence, and the self-conscious, rather foppish portrait by Maclise which served as frontispiece to Nicholas Nickleby, to the sketch of him as Bobadil by C. R. Leslie, the Drummond and Ary Scheffer portraits of middle age and the haggard and drawn representations of him from photographs after his shattering experiences as a public entertainer from 1856 (the year of his separation from his wife) onwards, are reproduced in Kitton, in Forster and Gissing and in the other biographies. Sketches are also given in most of the books of his successive dwelling places at Ordnance Terrace and 18 St Mary's Place, Chatham; Bayham Street, Camden Town; 15 Furnival's Inn; 48 Doughty Street; 1 Devonshire Terrace, Regent's Park; Tavistock House, Tavistock Square; and Gad's Hill Place. The manuscripts of all the novels, with the exception of the Tale of Two Cities and Edwin Drood, were given to Forster, and are now preserved in the Dyce and Forster Museum at South Kensington. The work of Dickens was a prize for which publishers naturally contended both before and after his death. The first collective edition of his works was begun in April 1847, and their number is now very great. The most complete is still that of Messrs Chapman & Hall, the original publishers of Pickwick; others of special interest are the Harrap edition, originally edited by F. G. Kitton; Macmillan's edition with original illustrations and introduction by Charles Dickens the younger; and the edition in the World's Classics with introductions by G. K. Chesterton. Of the translations the best known is that done into French by Lorain, Pichot and others, with B.H. Gausseron's excellent Pages Choisies (1903).




     




    Bibliography. — During his lifetime Dickens's biographer was clearly indicated in his guide, philosopher and friend, John Forster, who had known the novelist intimately since the days of his first triumph with Pickwick, who had constituted himself a veritable encyclopaedia of information about Dickens, and had clung to his subject (in spite of many rebuffs which his peremptory temper found it hard to digest) as tightly as ever Boswell had enveloped Johnson. Two volumes of Forster's Life of Charles Dickens appeared in 1872 and a third in 1874. He relied much on Dickens's letters to himself and produced what must always remain the authoritative work. The first two volumes are put together with much art, the portrait as a whole has been regarded as truthful, and the immediate success was extraordinary. In the opinion of Carlyle, Forster's book was not unworthy to be named after that of Boswell. A useful abridgment was carried out in 1903 by the novelist George Gissing. Gissing also wrote Charles Dickens: A Critical Study (1898), which ranks with G. K. Chesterton's Charles Dickens (1906)as a commentary inspired by deep insight and adorned by great literary talent upon the genius of the master-novelist. The names of other lives, sketches, articles and estimates of Dickens and his works would occupy a large volume in the mere enumeration. See R. H. Shepherd, The Bibliography of Dickens (1880); James Cooke's Bibliography of the Writings of Charles Dickens (1879); Dickensiana, by F. G. Kitton (1886); and Bibliography by J. P. Anderson, appended to Sir F. T. Marzials's Life of Charles Dickens (1887). Among the earlier sketches may be specially cited the lives by J. C. Hotten and G. A. Sala (1870), the Anecdote-Biography edited by the American R. H. Stoddard (1874), Dr A. W. Ward in the English Men of Letters Series (1878), that by Sir Leslie Stephen in the Dictionary of National Biography, and that by Professor Minto in the eighth edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica. The Letters were first issued in two volumes edited by his daughter and sister-in-law in 1880. For Dickens's connexion with Kent the following books are specially valuable: — Robert Langton's Childhood and Youth of Charles Dickens (1883); Langton's Dickens and Rochester (1880); Thomas Frost's In Kent with Charles Dickens (1880); F. G. Kitton's The Dickens Country (1905); H. S. Ward's The Real Dickens Land (1904); R. Allbut's Rambles in Dickens Land (1899 and 1903). For Dickens's reading tours see G. Dolby's Charles Dickens as I knew him (1884); J. T. Fields's In and Out of Doors with Charles Dickens (1876); Charles Kent's Dickens as a Reader (1872). And for other aspects of his life see M. Dickens's My Father as I recall him (1897); P. H. Fitzgerald's Life of C. Dickens as revealed in his Writings (1905), and Bozland (1895); F. G. Kitton's Charles Dickens, his Life, Writings and Personality, a useful compendium (1902); T. E. Pemberton's Charles Dickens and the Stage, and Dickens's London (1876); F. Miltoun's Dickens's London (1904); Kitton's Dickens and his Illustrators; W. Teignmouth Shore's Charles Dickens and his Friends (1904 and 1909); B. W. Matz, Story of Dickens's Life and Work (1904), and review of solutions to Edwin Drood in The Bookman for March 1908; the recollections of Edmund Yates, Trollope, James Payn, Lehmann, R. H. Horne, Lockwood and many others. The Dickensian, a magazine devoted to Dickensian subjects, was started in 1905; it is the organ of the Dickens Fellowship, and in a sense of the Boz Club. A Dickens Dictionary (by G. A. Pierce) appeared in 1872 and 1878; another (by A. J. Philip) in 1909; and a Dickens Concordance by Mary Williams in 1907.
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    By EDWIN PERCY WHIPPLE




     




    "The Personal History of David Copperfield " was issued in monthly numbers, beginning in May, 1849, and extending to November, 1850. The circulation averaged about twenty-five thousand copies a month. After it was completed, it attained a popularity unexampled among Dickens's novels, with the single exception of "Pickwick," — that gentleman, and his friends and associates, maintaining a steady preeminence of popularity over all the succeeding characters that Dickens created. To the present moment, "The Pickwick Papers" is the most salable of all the author's books.




     




    Every great dramatist and novelist has been more or less troubled in the selection of a title for his play or romance. Generally the name of one character, whether leading or misleading, has at last been adopted as on the whole the best. Hamlet, Macbeth, Othello, Lear; Joseph Andrews, Tom Jones, Amelia; Tristram Shandy; Waverley, Guy Mannering, Ivanhoe, Redgauntlet, Quentin Durward; Faust and Wilhelm Meister; Pendennis, Henry Esmond, The Newcomes, Philip; Oliver Twist, Nicholas Nickleby, Martin Chuzzlewit, Dombey and Son, David Copperfield, Little Dorrit, — all these are so familiarized to us by the merit of the works associated with their titles, that we hardly recognize the difficulty that torments most writers in giving to a play, a poem, or a novel, a title which shall attract public curiosity, and at the same time be not untrue to the intention of the work. As Dickens published his works serially and wished to stimulate public attention by the title as well as by the matter of his narratives, it is curious that he should so often have fallen back on the old fashion of calling a book by the name of the character whose fortunes are most particularly portrayed in it.




     




    In the case of "David Copperfield, " he went through his usual controversies with his friend Forster, as to the proper title of what is now generally considered his best book. At first, it was to be called "Mag's Diversions, being the Personal History of Mr. Thomas Mag the Younger, of Blunderstone House;" then the adventures of "Mr. David Mag, the Younger, of Copperfield House; " then, "Mr. David Copperfield the Younger and his Great-Aunt Margaret." When Forster pointed out to him that the initials of David Copperfield were those of his own name reversed, he was surprised, and asked, "Why should I so obstinately have kept to that name when once it turned up?" After fixing on "David Copperfield," there followed six variations on the title, neither of which was ultimately chosen. At last the present title was selected. As the narrative was intended to be in the form of autobiography, it would seem there should have been little difficulty in hitting on the proper title; but in this, as in other instances of a similar kind, Dickens did not seem fully to appreciate the fact that success almost wholly depends, not on the name of the book, but on the name of the author of the book.




     




    Forster thinks that the happiest period of his friend's life was that in which he was engaged in the composition of this work. It will be observed that the pathos of the book is not only singularly touching, but that it has in it more of the spirit of meditation than the pathos of his previous novels. As the hero relates his own story, many years after most of the events in it occurred, the sorrows he describes are transfigured, as thus recalled by the memory of imagination and reason, as well as by the memory of the heart; and they all combine to produce one beautiful effect of mingled sensibility and thoughtfulness. In all the greatest poets and romancers of the world, it is noticeable that the most perfect and permanent expressions of emotion are those in which emotion is, as we may say, intellectualized. The heart is intercepted by the brain before it succeeds in its instinctive rush to the lips; and [the result is that the heart utters itself in apt words and] images which abide forever as adequate expressions of the fierce or tender passions it experiences. Tennyson would be suggested to the minds of most readers as confirming the truth of this process of impassioned genius, while Byron would be considered as an exception to it; yet the greatest works of Byron, the last two cantos of "Childe Harold," for instance, and the serious passages of "Don Juan," are all enveloped in an atmosphere of thoughtfulness, of intense meditation. But whatever may be objected to the general principle, that emotion is made more efficient by its fusion with intelligence, there can be no doubt that in "David Copperfield," — especially in the first fourteen chapters of the book devoted to the early years of the hero, — the sorrows of the bright and sensitive boy, as viewed through the medium of imaginative memory, are made more deeply pathetic, and unseal the fountain of tears by more subtle touches of emotional genius, than if they had been described from that immediateness of impression which the spectacle of misery makes on the heart, and in describing which Dickens had shown himself, time after time, an expert of the first order. One wonders how a book, published in numbers, obtained from the first such a great popular circulation, when so large a portion of the first five numbers was devoted to a curious psychological analysis of the feelings of an immature boy, as remembered by a man who had outgrown them, — the lonely and inexperienced boy still being, in the most intense meaning of Wordsworth's phrase, "the father of the man. " The attentive reader of the book must be struck by the author's constant tendency to arrest the current of his autobiographical narrative for the purpose of presenting and explaining his exact thoughts and emotions, at the time when each incident of the story occurred. This tendency is most obvious in the first quarter of the book, which ends in placing David under the protection of his formidable aunt, Miss Betsey Trotwood; but it reappears on every occasion, whether artistically justifiable or unjustifiable, as the story proceeds to its denouement. The underlying purpose is to exhibit the spiritual growth of a man of genius, and the name of that genius is Charles Dickens. The biographical element is prominent in the boy, David Copperfield; and it is not altogether abandoned, to those who can read between the lines, in the man, David Copperfield. Fact and fiction are so interwoven in the texture of the story that it requires some skill to distinguish the exact points where personal experiences end and imaginative experiences begin; but that a strong autobiographical element permeates the whole narrative, it is impossible to doubt. What Dickens actually achieved in practical life is blended with what he wished to achieve in the sphere of the affections; and the story becomes the more spiritually true in those very portions where the circumstances and events are most remote from the actual incidents of his life. Indeed there never was such a curious psychological autobiography as this of David Copperfield, — the author passing from facts to fancies, from experiences to aspirations and ideals, in the easiest and most natural fashion, and ending with the declaration that he was supremely satisfied with the way things had ultimately "turned up" and turned out.




     




    As to the facts blended with the fictitious narrative, the reader has only to substitute bottles of wines and spirits for blacking-bottles, in order to identify the little David Copperfield's connection with the wine-house of Mr. Quinion, and the connection of little Charles Dickens with the blacking establishment of Lamert & Co.




     




    It may be said that Dickens was made a drudge in Mr. Lamert' s warehouse by a command which was born of the united wisdom of Mr. Micawber and Mrs. Nickleby, — that is, of his father and mother; and Mrs. Nickleby was the last to be convinced that the business relations thus formed should not be continued. It was not until after his death that this incident in his boyish career was revealed to the world. He never thoroughly forgave his mother for opposing his withdrawal from an occupation which to him appeared ignominious, — an occupation which he could never think of afterwards without tremors and shudders of humiliation and shame. His father, having quarrelled with the Lamerts, declared that Charles should be taken from the establishment; and Dickens adds, in his letter to Forster, detailing all the woeful circumstances of his boyish serfdom: "I do not write resentfully or angrily; for I know how all these things have worked together to make me what I am; but I never afterwards forgot, I never shall forget, I never can forget, that my mother was warm for my being sent back."




     




    In the first of these Introductions, that on "The Pickwick Papers," the duties of little Charles, then at the age of ten, were described. There was nothing in them really humiliating to a boy, whose father was both in debt and in the Marshalsea prison, and whose mother, like Mrs. Micawber, had vainly attempted to recover the fortunes of the family, by having a large brass plate on the door of her house, announcing Mrs. Dickens's Establishment for the education of children of both sexes. Indeed Charles, then a sickly lad, hoped that he, too, might receive an education with the other pupils which were expected to throng to such a seminary of learning. "I left," he says, "at a great many other doors, a great many circulars calling attention to the merits of the establishment. Yet nobody ever came to school, nor do I recollect that anybody ever proposed to come, or that the least preparation was made to receive anybody. But I know we got on very badly with the butcher and the baker; that very often we had not too much for dinner; and that at last my father was arrested."




     




    The family, indeed, were in a ruined condition. Mr. Dickens was in the Marshalsea, whither his wife, failing in attracting pupils to her educational establishment in Gower Street, soon, from motives of economy, followed him, with what Dickens calls her " encampment " of children. It is not, therefore, to be wondered at that it should have been thought a happy circumstance that Charles was in a position where he might earn six or seven shillings a week, and be enabled to board with Mrs. Pipchin instead of adding one more to the population of the Marshalsea. It was a cruel experience for a sensitive boy of genius, with an appetite almost ravenous for intellectual food; but there was nothing dishonorable in the occupation, and most lads of ten would have been contented with it. Still it is piteous to read the account of " the secret agony of soul " with which he endured his enforced companionship with vulgar companions, — feeling, as he did, his soul die out of him day after day, — whether we read it in the romance of "David Copperfield," or as it is stated in his autobiographic communication to Forster. The two boys who worked with him in covering the pots of paste-blacking were named Bob Fagin and Paul Green. "Bob Fagin," says Dickens, "was an orphan, and lived with his brother-in-law, a waterman. Poll Green's father had the additional distinction of being a fireman, and was employed at Drury Lane theatre; where another relation of Poll's, I think his little sister, did imps in the pantomimes." Mrs. Pipchin, or rather the original of that wonderful woman portrayed in "Dombey and Son," was "an old lady in reduced circumstances, who took children in to board," in Little College Street, Camdentown. "She had," Dickens told Forster, "a little brother and sister under her care then; somebody's natural children, who were very irregularly paid for; and a widow's little son. The two boys and I slept in the same room. My own exclusive breakfast, of a penny cottage-loaf and a pennyworth of milk, I provided for myself. I kept another small loaf, and a quarter of a pound of cheese, on a particular shelf of a particular cupboard, to make my supper on when I came back at night. They made a hole in the six or seven shillings, I know well; and I was out at the blacking-warehouse all day, and had to support myself upon that money all the week. I suppose my lodging was paid for by my father. I certainly did not pay for it myself; and I certainly had no other assistance whatever (the making of my clothes, I think, excepted), from Monday morning until Saturday night. No advice, no counsel, no encouragement, no consolation, no support from any one I can call to mind, so help me God." On Sundays, he conducted his sister Fanny, who was a pupil in the Royal Academy of Music, to the Marshalsea, and passed the day in prison, with his parents, and brothers and sisters.




     




    There is something quaint as well as sad in the spectacle of his lonely life, as presented in the fragment of autobiography he confided to Forster. There is little in it, however, which he has not worked into the romance of David Copperfield, almost word for word. The notion that he was a gentleman's son, and the fear he felt that he might become "a little robber or little vagabond," — his instinctive avoidance of the company of bad boys, shunning acquaintances of his own age lest they should lead him into bad ways, — and his shrewd perception of everything and everybody that came within the range of his childish experience, whether in the blacking-warehouse where he toiled, or in the Marshalsea prison where his natural protectors were "encamped;" — all these, or the spirit of all these, are expressed in the tenth, eleventh, and twelfth chapters of "David Copperfield." What he feared was that his squalid surroundings would induce in him a corresponding squalor of soul. His parents, under the circumstances, could hardly be blamed for the lowness of his employment, except so far as their improvidence had deprived them of the means of sending him to school, instead of putting him into a warehouse. The trouble was that they had to do with a child who was not merely one of a million, but one of a thousand millions, — with one of those exceptional geniuses which commonplace fathers and mothers may well be pardoned for not foreseeing the fame of their gifted progeny. In the case of Dickens, it is difficult to conceive how any position in English public or commercial life could have satisfied him, much more than that which he early occupied in the manufacture and distribution of blacking. After David Copperfield has been taken away from Mr. Quinion and been educated, after he has been placed in Mr. Spenlow's office, for the purpose of qualifying himself to be a proctor in Doctors' Commons, he rapidly comes to the conclusion that a proctor's business is to earn a good living by a process of genteel swindling, under the forms of law. In other books, Dickens has labored to show that government, as carried on in Great Britain, is but a highly complicated process of genteel sham and swindling. Now if Mr. Murdstone had succeeded in making David Copperfield a Lord of any department of the Circumlocution Office, had he succeeded even in making him Lord Chancellor, he would still have made him only a genteel, a star-and-gartered, robber of the public. If the same Mr. Murdstone had set his heart on educating David for a high position among the business men of the country, the result might have been in producing only a Gradgrind or Bounderby. If we should take Dickens's delicious satire on English political, legal, and commercial life as solid truth, we must bless the moral intention of Mr. Murdstone, when he devoted David Copperfield to an honest though humble mode of gaining his livelihood, rather than to risk the precious youth in that struggle for the prizes of English ambition, which Dickens, in other books, has been careful to show are commonly won by inefficient mediocrity, thoroughly schooled in the art of "How Not to Do It," and drawing their preposterously large salaries out of a plundered public. It seems, however, that it is gentlemanly to be a proctor, a lawyer, a member of Parliament, a great merchant, a Lord Chancellor, though all these modes of activity are hopelessly submerged in sham and humbug; but that an unappreciated lad of ten years old should have been subjected, for a year, to an innocent, laudable, and honest employment of sealing blacking-bottles is something to be carefully concealed from wife and children, as a thing accursed. This sensitiveness was unworthy of such a broad-natured man as Dickens.




     




    Among the characters in " David Copperfield " drawn from life, it has been supposed that Dickens's dear friend, Talfourd, stood for the portrait of Traddles. There may have been some external peculiarities in which they agreed, but there is no resemblance in the minds of the two. Traddles is represented as saying that he was entirely destitute of imagination; and Talfourd, who wrote so much on the subject of imagination, and who exercised the faculty so often in speech as well as writing, could never have said that. As a scholar, critic, and poet, as a lawyer, legislator, and judge, he appears to have had nothing in common with Traddles except goodness of heart. Miss Mowcher was copied from an actual person; and was recognized by the original, through the too accurate description of her physical defects and deformities. She naturally complained of the outrage as cruel; and Dickens was pained at the pain he had heedlessly given. He wrote to her, substantially, "that he was grieved and surprised beyond measure; that he had not intended her altogether; that all his characters, being made up out of many people, were composite, and never individual; that the chair (for table) and other matters were undoubtedly from her, but that other traits were not hers at all; that in Miss Mowcher's 'Ain't I volatile,' his friends had quite correctly recognized the favorite utterance of a different person; that he felt nevertheless he had done wrong, and would now do anything to repair it." Accordingly the plan of the story, as far as she was concerned with it, was changed. The original intention probably was to make her one of the conscious agents in the seduction of Emily; but that idea was abandoned, and the wrong done to her in the twenty-second chapter was somewhat clumsily repaired in chapter thirty-two, and in chapter sixty-one.




     




    In Mr. Micawber, the author had his father, John Dickens, constantly in mind, in respect both to Mr. Micawber 's impecuniosity and to his rotundity of speech. Mr. Micawber's celebrated remark to David Copperfield, as to the proper relation between income and expenditure, was almost word for word that which John Dickens delivered to little Charles, when the latter, crying bitterly, visited him in the debtor's prison. "He told me," writes Dickens to Forster, "to take warning by the Marshalsea and to observe that if a man had twenty pounds a year, and spent nineteen pounds nineteen shillings and sixpence, he would be happy; but that a shilling spent the other way would make him wretched." The Captain Hopkins of the novel was an actual Captain Porter, who had the room over John Dickens's; and Charles was actually sent up with the message to Captain Porter, "with Mr. Dickens's compliments, that I was his son, and could he, Captain P., lend me a knife and fork." John Dickens also drew up a petition before he left the prison, not, like that of Mr. Micawber, for the abolition of imprisonment for debt, " but for the less dignified but more accessible boon of a bounty to the prisoners to drink his Majesty's health on his Majesty's forthcoming birthday." Captain Porter read the petition to the prisoners who were to sign it, under the same circumstances, and with the same results, which attended the reading of Mr. Micawber's composition by the Captain Hopkins of the novel. "I remember," says Dickens, "a certain luscious roll he gave to such words as 'Majesty — gracious Majesty — your gracious Majesty's unfortunate subjects — your Majesty's well-known munificence, ' — as if the words were something real in his mouth, and delicious to taste; my. poor father meanwhile listening with a little of an author's vanity, and contemplating (not severely) the spikes on the opposite wall." Of John Dickens's Micawberish ponderosity and magniloquence of phrase, Mr. Forster quotes a number of examples. Thus he talked of the necessity of visiting Paris "in order to consolidate Augustus's French." Of one of his connections he wrote: "I must express my tendency to believe that his longevity is (to say the least of it) extremely problematical." He likes the Isle of Man, "because he finds there troops of friends, and every description of continental luxury at a cheap rate." But the best of all his deliverances was his answer to somebody who urged, with much heat, the spiritual superiorities of Nonconformists over Church of England people. "The Supreme Being," replied Mr. John solemnly, "must be an entirely different individual from what I have every reason to believe him to be, if he would care in the least for the society of your relations." It is to be added that Dickens never lost his affection for his father, in spite of his many foibles. "The longer I live, the better man I think him," was his ultimate judgment; and that is substantially the reader's judgment of Mr. Micawber. John Dickens died on March 31st, 1851. The stone which the son placed over the father's grave bore testimony to his "zealous, useful, cheerful spirit."




     




    And what a superb set the whole Micawber family is! Mr. Wilkins Micawber, Mrs. Micawber, Wilkins Micawber, Jr., and the twins! When the boy David became a boarder in their house, the servant of the family was "a dark complexioned young woman, with a habit of snorting," who informed him that she was an "orfling" from St. Luke's workhouse, near by. Mrs. Micawber was in every way worthy of being the wife of a husband who was ever desirous of establishing lucrative business connections, but, always thwarted by fate, was ever making his way through a howling crowd of enraged creditors. "My mamma," Mrs. Micawber told little David, "departed this life 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 circle." Mrs. M., while expressing her determination on every occasion never to desert Mr. M., and regretting the prejudices that her family had imbibed against him, owing to the circumstance that the accommodation bills they had indorsed were never taken up at maturity, still always referred to her family as a genteel social connection, which it would never do for her or her husband to give up, merely because its members had refused, with certain blasphemous and needless additions to the terms of their refusal, to do anything more to aid Mr. M., whether he dealt in corn, or wine, or beer, or coals, or any other form of merchandise known to the business of Great Britain. When the Micawbers have finally decided to depart for Australia, Mrs. Micawber, who is the sagacious and forecasting thinker of the family, believes that the time has come for Mr. M. to be reconciled to her genteel relations. "Now," she confidentially says to the group of her new friends, "I may be wrong in my conclusions; it is very likely 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. Micawber would require pecuniary accommodation. I cannot help thinking," said Mrs. Micawber, with an air of deep sagacity, "that there are members of my family who have been apprehensive that Mr. Micawber would solicit them for their names, — I 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." Then pausing, as overcome by the remote inferences which this action of her penetrating intellect had revealed, she goes on to declare that the occasion calls for a festive meeting between Mr. M. and her family, in which Mr. M. might have an opportunity of "developing his views." "My dear," answers Mr. Micawber, heated probably by various liquids as well as by acrimonious memories, "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 offensive nature; my impression being that your family are, in the aggregate, impertinent snobs; and, in detail, unmitigated Ruffians." Mrs. M. objects to this expression of rage, that her family has never understood him, and that he has never understood them; — in the former case, that is of their misunderstanding of him, she sincerely pities their misfortune. Mr. Micawber relents at this, but concludes with the remark: "All I would say, is, that I can go abroad without your family coming forward to favor 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. "




     




    But the wonder of this Micawber family is that they continue, year after year, increasing in number, always contriving to have moderately good things to eat and hot things to drink, always passing from debt to bankruptcy, and from bankruptcy to new debts, and yet never altogether losing their moral sense. In "Vanity Fair," Thackeray represents Becky Sharp and her accomplished husband, Colonel Crawley, as engaged in a conspiracy to swindle landlords, butchers, bakers, milliners, dressmakers, — everybody, in short, who has the least part in providing them with the means of living luxuriously; but they solve the problem of living on nothing at all by a shrewdly prepared cynical scheme of cheating all those persons who furnish them with lodgings, furniture, food, and raiment. Mr. Micawber, on the contrary, slides into debt with a certain indolent, grandiose dignity; his imagination so glorifies his future that he eats veal cutlets and drinks rum punch with a constant sense that something will "turn up" to enable him to pay for the same; and he never can see, in his moments of exaltation, that a bill at thirty, or sixty, or ninety days, will not pay any honest debt, and he never can see, after he has dropped from his ideal height of expectation, any method of defraying his debt except by suicide. The swift alternations from delight to despair, in which, it is needless to say, the wife of his bosom sympathizes, are really untainted by any elaborated purpose of swindling those who trust him. After Micawber 's first bankruptcy, the revengeful bootmaker, who had previously daily shocked poor little David Copperfield, by crying through the passage of the house all kinds of disrespectful imputations on the honor of Mr. Micawber, "declared, in open court, that he bore him no malice, but that when money was owing to him he liked to be paid. He thought," he added, probably for the information of the court, " that it was human nature." In other embarrassments, especially in that particular one where Mr. Micawber darkly hints that if the worst comes to the worst, "no man is without a friend who is possessed of shaving materials," it is edifying to notice the agonized rush of his wife into his arms, horrified at the suggestion of a razor cutting the endeared throat which it was innocently designed only to shave. The rapidity with which the couple pass from gloom and heroics to punch, and from punch to gloom and heroics again, puzzles the friends who are less experienced than they in the contradictory emotions springing from a constant entanglement in the meshes of ever-increasing debt. If Dickens teaches anything in his books, it is the sacred importance of defraying minor debts of housekeeping. Never defraud the milkman, the butcher, the baker, the washerwoman, the collector of the Queen's taxes, — anybody who represents the duty of controlling expenditure so that it shall not outrun income; but still he contrives to make us tolerant of Mr. Micawber, who gayly and magniloquently violates these most essential of moral and economic maxims, through a constant expectation that his great talents will be eventually recognized. Mrs. Micawber informs Copperfield and Traddles that here is her husband, a man of genius, "without any suitable position or employment. Where," she exclaims, "does the responsibility rest, under such circumstances? Clearly," she adds, "on society. Then I would make a fact so disgraceful known, and boldly challenge society to set it right. It appears to me that what Mr. Micawber is to do is to throw down the gauntlet to society, and say, in effect, ' Show me who will take that up. Let the party immediately step forward. ' " She meant by this flourish a resort to advertising in the newspaper. The result was to place Mr. Micawber in the service of Wickfield and Heep, and thus to affect the fortunes of prominent personages in the story.




     




    Uriah Heep, "the umble," who in this way becomes Mr. Micawber' s employer, is one of the most vividly conceived and most elaborately developed of Dickens's villains, and he is perhaps the most offensive of them all. He winds his foul way through the story like a poisonous snake, and the more perfectly he is represented, the more of an artistic nuisance he becomes. There is no character in the novel more intensely realized. Everything about him, the shambling figure, the curious writhings of his person in his expression of mock humility, his long hands slowly twining over one another, the twinkling of his dinted nostrils, the damp, fishy fingers which chilled the heart of everybody who shook hands with him, "the shadowless eyes without the ghost of a eyelash," — all these peculiarities are obtruded on the reader only to excite mere disgust and abhorrence; the red-headed, leaden-faced human baboon is felt to be an outcast even from that tolerant artistic world which is ready to admit a Caliban; and the animal craft with which he carries out his schemes of avarice, malice, and revenge, is felt to belong to that low class of scoundrels who have no right to enter into even the scoundrelly domain of romance. The villain of Bulwer-Lytton, even the villain of Mr. G. P. R. James, is, with all his deficiencies, a more acceptable villain to the artistic conscience than Uriah Heep, though the latter is realized with an intensity of imagination altogether beyond the powers of Bulwer-Lytton or Mr. James. Still it may be added that Uriah Heep should be tolerated, were it only for the glorious scene in which Mr. Micawber exposes his rascalities. The fifty-second chapter of the book, where this exposure occurs, is a masterpiece of humor. The oratorical stand taken by Mr. Micawber in his revelations; the snarling interruptions of the detected rogue; the cry of Mrs. Heep as each damning circumstance is stated, " Ury, Ury, be umble and make terms; " the cool good sense of Traddles; the rush of Betsey Trotwood to Heep, seizing him by the collar, and demanding her property back, as if the "forger and cheat" had concealed it in his neckerchief, — all these combine to produce a comic effect which is incomparably good. Mr. Micawber is the leading personage in this inimitable scene; and there is a kind of dramatic justice in the annihilation of the dirty, crawling rogue, who, for years, had been craftily feeling his way to his object, by an impecunious, needy, scatter-brained, gentlemanly vagabond, whom the sly rogue had counted upon as his purchased instrument. Mr. Micawber has afterwards a few more opportunities to display his qualities in a characteristic fashion; but the reader feels that his genius culminated in his detection and denunciation of Heep.




     




    As a novel in which the hero is himself the narrator, "The Personal History of David Copperfield" ranks high. There is, properly speaking, little plot; but things occur in a way to keep the reader surprised and pleased to the last, and the variety of characters is such as to compensate for any slowness of movement in the story. A slight review of the scenes and incidents of the novel will call back to many readers the delightful sensations they experienced on its first perusal. The birth of David, preceded by the abrupt apparition of aunt Betsey Trotwood, and her no less abrupt departure when she learned that the new-born child was a boy instead of a girl; the affection of Peggotty, the servant and nurse of his mother, for her and for him, and his growth, under their tender care, up to the time he became jealous of the handsome gentleman in black whiskers, called Mr. Murdstone, who eventually succeeded in winning the heart, hand, and moderate fortune of his weak, vain, and affectionate mother, — are all detailed with the distinctness of the memory of childhood, and with the magical charm with which imagination invests memory. As a posthumous child, born six months after his father's death, little David's first childish association was with the white gravestone in the church-yard over the mound of earth where his father was buried, and with the undefinable compassion he felt for it, "lying out alone there in the dark night, when our little parlor was warm and bright with fire and candle, and the doors of our house were — almost cruelly, it seemed to me sometimes — bolted and locked against it." The dead father, thus locked out, is succeeded by the father-in-law, who is Davy's evil genius. In fact, his mother was a kind of widowed Dora Spenlow, and the disease of an "undisciplined heart " came to him by inheritance, as other distinguished Englishmen inherit the gout. The marriage of his mother with Mr. Murdstone is the occasion of his transfer, under Peggotty 's care, to her relations in Yarmouth, where her brother and his nephew Ham, with Mrs. Gummidge as housekeeper, live in a kind of superannuated boat or barge, high and dry up on the beach. There are few palaces described by fashionable novelists which attract the reader so much as this "boat-house," — clean, warm, snug, cozy, with Mr. Peggotty as the lord of the mansion, — more fascinating than Landsdowne House, or Devonshire House, or Holland House, in the kind of satisfaction it gives to that healthy sense of life, which delights beyond all things in meeting human nature in examples of primal innocence, simplicity, rude strength, and instinctive goodness. Transferred to Mr. Creakle's school, established for the purpose of brutally flagellating boys into a knowledge of the rudiments of classical learning, he meets with Steerforth and Traddles; but before much knowledge is either drilled or whipped into him, he is called home by the death of his mother. Who that has read it can forget the account of that death-scene as told by his dear old nurse, Peggotty? "It was pretty far in the night," said Peggotty, "when she asked me for some drink; and, when she had taken it, gave me such a patient smile, the dear! — so beautiful! —... ' Peggotty, my dear, ' she said then, ' put me nearer to you, ' for she was very weak. ' Lay your good arm underneath my neck, ' she said, ' and turn me to you, for your face is going far off, and I want it to be near. ' I put it as she asked; and oh, Davy! the time had come when my first parting words to you were true — when she was glad to lay her poor head on her stupid cross old Peggotty' s arm — and she died like a child that had gone to sleep! " The pathos of this is so deep, that the most hardened critic cannot quote it without feeling the tears gather in his eyes, and drop on the page as he writes.




     




    And then follows the short visit of little Davy, under the care of Peggotty, to the boat-house of Mr. Peggotty, — " the idea," he says, "of being again surrounded by those honest faces, shining welcome on me," giving a glad impetus to his desire of leaving the murderous Murdstones for that happy mansion on the Yarmouth Sands. Mr. Barkis, who had formerly told him that "Barkis is willin'," drives them to the blessed abode, and courting Peggotty, during the journey, in such a manner as to endanger Davy's little frame, by too much squeezing of it into the left hand corner of the cart where he sat. After Yarmouth is reached, Barkis shakes hands with David, and assures him: "It's all right; I'm a friend of yourn. You made it all right first." So deep was his gratitude to Davy, that after his death, there was discovered among his effects, "an imitation lemon, full of minute cups and saucers," which Mr. Barkis had evidently bought as a present to Davy, but which his singular covetousness prevented him from parting with after he had invested money in it. This is one of the finest strokes of Dickens's humor. Peggotty consults with Davy as to the propriety of marrying Barkis. He decides that it would be a very good thing; "For then you know," he sagely observes, "you would always have the horse and cart to bring you over to see me, and could come for nothing, and be sure of coming." Peggotty is much impressed by "the sense of the dear! " and marries Barkis, "a good plain creetur," on the ground that she may be then in an independent condition and thus may assist her darling Davy. The scenes which succeed in the boat-house are delicious. Davy's first determination was confirmed to marry little Em'ly, and go away "anywhere, to live among the trees and in the fields, never growing older, never growing wiser, children ever, rambling hand in hand through sunshine and among flowery meadows, laying down our heads on moss at night, in a sweet sleep of purity and peace, and buried by the birds when we were dead!" Under this childish hallucination, little Em'ly's blue eyes looked bluer and her dimpled face looked brighter, and "her own self prettier and gayer."




     




    From this dream of childish happiness the boy is rudely awakened by his return to his father-in-law, and by his being placed in the wine store of Mr. Quinion. Here he boards with Mr. Micawber; and thence, after much suffering, he succeeds in escaping to his aunt Betsey Trotwood, — an energetic, crotchety, self-reliant woman, with a sound, warm heart, more or less concealed by her belligerent demeanor and manners. After his aunt has routed the Murdstones, horse and foot, — or rather donkey and foot, — from her domain, David is sent to Dr. Strong's school at Canterbury, where he lives with Mr. Wickfield, and is adopted by his good angel Agnes Wickfield, as her brother. Were it not for the obtrusion of the morally and physically abominable Uriah Heep, the chapters which refer to his life in Canterbury might rank with the most charming of prose idyls. His boyish loves and boyish fights are depicted with inimitable humor. After completing his education at Dr. Strong's, he sets out on a short excursion; is compelled to feel himself "dreadfully young" by the way he is treated by coachman and waiters; meets his old friend Steerforth, who forthwith gives him the name of Daisy, and takes that too fascinating friend with him on a visit to the boat-house on the Yarmouth Sands. They arrive at the moment when Em'ly's engagement to the poor, rough, inexpressive, noble-hearted Ham has been announced, and are witnesses of Mr. Peggotty's joy at the auspicious event. "I don't know," Mr. Peggotty tells them, "how long I may live, or how soon I may die; but I know that if I was capsized, any night, 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, iron-true to my little Em'ly, God bless her, and no wrong can touch my little Em'ly while so be as that man lives! ' " It would seem as if it were not in human nature to resist such an appeal to the heart as that; yet Steerforth, after making himself universally agreeable to the company present, even cheering up poor Mrs. Gummidge herself, tells David afterwards that Ham " is rather a chuckle-headed fellow for the girl," and has already formed, or half formed, the project of seducing her. The tragedy occurs after David has been entered into the office of Spenlow and Jorkins to learn the processes by which he may become a proctor in Doctors' Commons; after the first sight of Dora Spenlow has made him madly in love with her; after he has become a lodger in Mrs. Crupp's house; after he had made that dinner in honor of Steerforth and his friends, in which he became hopelessly intoxicated, and was exhibited thus to Agnes in the London theatre, where she occupied a box with her town friends; and after he had again visited Steerforth in his mother's house, just before the seducer of Emily had concluded to hazard everything rather than be balked of his prize. David, still believing in him, as fascinating seducers of the Steerforth type are always believed in, watches him as he sleeps, "lying, easily, with his head upon his arm," as he had seen him often lie at school. In this "silent hour," he left him. And then comes that burst of feeling, which Dickens himself was so fond of quoting to friends: "Never more, oh, God forgive you, Steerforth! to touch that placid hand in love and friendship. Never, never more! " The depth of meaning in that pathetic farewell to the person who appeared to poor David as the realization of the ideal of manhood, — of that wail over a dead friend, a friend morally dead, is one of the most touching and subtle strokes of Dickens's pathos.




     




    The flight of Emily brings out the character of Mr. Peggotty in all its noble qualities of disinterested, all-sacrificing affection. This rude fisherman, in his patient wanderings in search of his lost niece, is made morally sublime. How his purpose lends beauty to his rough features, and irradiates his uncouth speech! Simplicity, dignity, religious seriousness of devotion to his end, and utter unconsciousness of anything heroic or out of the way in his self-imposed pilgrimage, — these are his qualities; and he stands preeminent among Dickens's humble personages, as a sturdy Christian hero, led by a trust in Providence through the weary course of his journeyings, and humbly accepting obstructions to his success only as stimulants to his constant, never-doubting search. And then the horror he expresses to David, that the money of the seducer he had received from Emily, should ever be supposed to have been spent by himself! "All that troubles me is," he says, "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'other wureld tvouldn't hold me! I believe I must come back! " On the eve of the discovering of his niece, David, who was to be his companion in following some clue to her whereabouts, saw, as they prepared to go out together, "how carefully he adjusted the little room, put a candle ready and the means of lighting it, arranged the bed, and finally took out of a drawer one of her dresses (I remember to have seen her wear it), neatly folded with some other garments, and a bonnet, which he placed upon a chair. He made no allusion to these clothes, neither did I. There they had been waiting for her, many and many a night, no doubt." If this little description is not an example of that vital pathos which goes down to the very root of the thing in human hearts, where shall we find it? The scene in the fiftieth chapter, where, after Emily has been utterly crushed by the sarcasms and denunciations of Rosa Dartle, Mr. Peggotty appears, is a scene on which the critic can only record his judgment by his tears. She only utters the word, "Uncle!" A fearful cry followed the word. "I paused a moment," says the narrator, "and looking in, saw him supporting her insensible figure in his arms. He gazed for a few seconds in her face; then stooped to kiss it — oh, how tenderly! — and drew a handkerchief before it. ' Mas'r Davy,' he said, in a low tremulous voice, when it was covered, ' I thank my Heav'nly Father as my dream 's come true! I thank Him hearty for having guided of me, in His own ways, to my darling! ' With these words he took her 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."




     




    Meanwhile, David Copperfield, though obscurely conscious that Agnes is the proper person whom he should select as the companion of his life, falls madly in love with Dora Spenlow. The many scenes in which this "comic love," as Dickens calls it in one of his letters, is recorded and finally rewarded, are so joyous, vivid, and delicious, that it is not to be wondered at that Dickens felt, at last, a reluctance to permit his little heroine to die. He intended Agnes to be David's second wife; but his conception of Agnes was vague as compared with the intensity of imagination with which he realized to himself the character of Dora. A child, born to him during the progress of the narrative, was named Dora. It was only with a wrench of the heart, with a moral and physical pang, that he reluctantly resolved that the child-wife should die by his hand, or rather by his pen. "Still undecided," he writes to Forster, "about Dora, but must decide to-day" (May 7th, 1850). What the decision was the reader knows. Her namesake, Dora Dickens, was born on the 16th of August of the same year. On the 14th of April, 1851, whilst Dickens was delivering a speech at the Theatrical Fund Dinner, and emphasizing the cruel fact that actors have often to come "from scenes of sickness, of suffering, aye, even of death itself, to play their parts before us," his friend John Forster had in his hand the intelligence of the death of the poor infant, Dora Dickens. He concluded to inform the father of his bereavement, only after that father had sat down, with the shouts of applause from the delighted auditors of his pathetic eloquence still ringing in his ears. In the story, nothing can excel in humor the incidents connected with the housekeeping of David's child-wife, or the pathos of the account of her sickness and death.




     




    In a work so rich in description and characterization, it is difficult to say which scene or event is the most powerful; but probably the reader's judgment would be the same as the author's, in singling out the fifty-fifth chapter as the greatest in the book. This is the chapter in which Dickens describes the tempest at Yarmouth — the wreck of the ship — and Ham's desperate but fruitless effort to save the one surviving passenger. Who that has read it can forget the catastrophe ! A "high, green, vast hillside of water," just as Ham has neared the wreck, overwhelms him, and he is drawn ashore dead. The man he had sacrificed his life in the vain attempt to rescue, was Steerforth, the enemy whose conduct had made life worthless to him; and the dead body of Steerforth is quickly after cast by the enraged sea on the beach, "amid the ruins of the home he has wasted, and by the side of the man whose heart he has broken, the one as unconscious of what he has failed to reach as the other of what he has perished to save. Dickens wrote this description in the condition of a man magically possessed by his subject. "I have been," he writes to Forster on September 15th, 1850, "tremendously at work these two days; eight hours at a stretch yesterday, and six hours and a half to-day, with the Ham and Steerforth chapter, which has completely knocked me over — utterly defeated me! "




     




    Of most of the other characters in "David Copperfield," it may be said that they are depicted from "within outwards," even when they are marked by some distinctive outward trait or phrase. About the time he was engaged in the novel, he wrote to Forster a short criticism on the work of a writer who was then engaging the attention of the public. "The story," he says, "is extremely good indeed; but all the strongest things of which it is capable, missed. It shows just how far that kind of power can go. It is more like a note of the idea than anything else. It seems to me as if it were written by somebody who lived next door to the people, rather than inside of 'em." Dickens lived so completely "inside" of his creations, that to part with his characters was as if he were bidding farewell to intimate friends. As he was writing the last part of "David Copperfield, " he said to Forster: "I am within three pages of the shore; and am strangely divided, as usual in such cases, between sorrow and joy. Oh, my dear Forster, if I were to say half of what Copperfield makes me feel tonight, how strangely, even to yon, I should be turned inside out! I seem to be sending some part of myself into the Shadowy World."




     




    In this statement we recognize a truth, too much overlooked, that such complete absorption in beings of the imagination, is a terrible drain on the very substance, — on the reserved force of the mind. Hundreds of novelists tell their stories without much exhaustion of body or soul; but to Dickens the writing of a romance was a very serious affair, involving an expenditure of physical and mental vitality, of which fluent narrators of pleasing tales, superficial both in incident and character, have no conception. The compensation is that one of Dickens's romances outvalues a hundred of theirs, and that he is the more appreciated and enjoyed the more he is reread. The advantage which the man of genius thus obtains is shown in the permanency of his works, outliving, as they do, all books which make no call on the interior sources and springs of spiritual life. Mr. G. P. R. James wrote romances, which could hardly be comprised in a hundred volumes, as originally published; but "David Copperfield " is not only more than worth them all, but it survives; while not one of Mr. James's romances, however popular at the time it was published, is hardly remembered by a reader of the present generation.




     




     




     




     




    Preface To 1850 Edition




     




    I do not find it easy to get sufficiently far away from this Book, in the first sensations of having finished it, to refer to it with the composure which this formal heading would seem to require. My interest in it, is so recent and strong; and my mind is so divided between pleasure and regret—pleasure in the achievement of a long design, regret in the separation from many companions—that I am in danger of wearying the reader whom I love, with personal confidences, and private emotions.




     




    Besides which, all that I could say of the Story, to any purpose, I have endeavoured to say in it.




     




    It would concern the reader little, perhaps, to know, how sorrowfully the pen is laid down at the close of a two-years' imaginative task; or how an Author feels as if he were dismissing some portion of himself into the shadowy world, when a crowd of the creatures of his brain are going from him for ever. Yet, I have nothing else to tell; unless, indeed, I were to confess (which might be of less moment still) that no one can ever believe this Narrative, in the reading, more than I have believed it in the writing.




     




    Instead of looking back, therefore, I will look forward. I cannot close this Volume more agreeably to myself, than with a hopeful glance towards the time when I shall again put forth my two green leaves once a month, and with a faithful remembrance of the genial sun and showers that have fallen on these leaves of David Copperfield, and made me happy.




     




         London, October, 1850.




     




    


    


    





     




    Preface To The Charles Dickens Edition




     




    I REMARKED in the original Preface to this Book, that I did not find it easy to get sufficiently far away from it, in the first sensations of having finished it, to refer to it with the composure which this formal heading would seem to require. My interest in it was so recent and strong, and my mind was so divided between pleasure and regret—pleasure in the achievement of a long design, regret in the separation from many companions—that I was in danger of wearying the reader with personal confidences and private emotions.




     




    Besides which, all that I could have said of the Story to any purpose, I had endeavoured to say in it.




     




    It would concern the reader little, perhaps, to know how sorrowfully the pen is laid down at the close of a two-years' imaginative task; or how an Author feels as if he were dismissing some portion of himself into the shadowy world, when a crowd of the creatures of his brain are going from him for ever. Yet, I had nothing else to tell; unless, indeed, I were to confess (which might be of less moment still), that no one can ever believe this Narrative, in the reading, more than I believed it in the writing.




     




    So true are these avowals at the present day, that I can now only take the reader into one confidence more. Of all my books, I like this the best. It will be easily believed that I am a fond parent to every child of my fancy, and that no one can ever love that family as dearly as I love them. But, like many fond parents, I have in my heart of hearts a favourite child. And his name is




     




    DAVID COPPERFIELD.




     




         1869




     




     




     




    Chapter 1. I Am Born


  




   




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




   




  In consideration of the day and hour of my birth, it was declared by the nurse, and by some sage women in the neighbourhood who had taken a lively interest in me several months before there was any possibility of our becoming personally acquainted, first, that I was destined to be unlucky in life; and secondly, that I was privileged to see ghosts and spirits; both these gifts inevitably attaching, as they believed, to all unlucky infants of either gender, born towards the small hours on a Friday night.




   




  I need say nothing here, on the first head, because nothing can show better than my history whether that prediction was verified or falsified by the result. On the second branch of the question, I will only remark, that unless I ran through that part of my inheritance while I was still a baby, I have not come into it yet. But I do not at all complain of having been kept out of this property; and if anybody else should be in the present enjoyment of it, he is heartily welcome to keep it.




   




  I was born with a caul, which was advertised for sale, in the newspapers, at the low price of fifteen guineas. Whether sea-going people were short of money about that time, or were short of faith and preferred cork jackets, I don't know; all I know is, that there was but one solitary bidding, and that was from an attorney connected with the bill-broking business, who offered two pounds in cash, and the balance in sherry, but declined to be guaranteed from drowning on any higher bargain. Consequently the advertisement was withdrawn at a dead loss—for as to sherry, my poor dear mother's own sherry was in the market then—and ten years afterwards, the caul was put up in a raffle down in our part of the country, to fifty members at half-a-crown a head, the winner to spend five shillings. I was present myself, and I remember to have felt quite uncomfortable 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, who, very reluctantly, produced from it the stipulated five shillings, all in halfpence, and twopence halfpenny short—as it took an immense time and a great waste of arithmetic, to endeavour without 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 proudest boast, that she never had been on the water in her life, except upon a bridge; and that over her tea (to which she was extremely partial) she, to the last, expressed her indignation at the impiety of mariners and others, who had the presumption to go 'meandering' about the world. It was in vain to represent to her that some conveniences, tea perhaps included, resulted from this objectionable practice. She always returned, with greater emphasis and with an instinctive knowledge of the strength of her objection, 'Let us have no meandering.'




   




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




   




  I was born at Blunderstone, in Suffolk, or 'there by', as they say in Scotland. I was a posthumous child. My father's eyes had closed upon the light of this world six months, when mine opened on it. There is something strange to me, even now, in the reflection that he never saw me; and something stranger yet in the shadowy remembrance that I have of my first childish associations with his white grave-stone in the churchyard, and of the indefinable compassion I used to feel for it lying out alone there in the dark night, when our little parlour was warm and bright with fire and candle, and the doors of our house were—almost cruelly, it seemed to me sometimes—bolted and locked against it.




   




  An aunt of my father's, and consequently a great-aunt of mine, of whom I shall have more to relate by and by, was the principal magnate of our family. Miss Trotwood, or Miss Betsey, as my poor mother always called her, when she sufficiently overcame her dread of this formidable personage to mention her at all (which was seldom), had been married to a husband younger than herself, who was very handsome, except in the sense of the homely adage, 'handsome is, that handsome does'—for he was strongly suspected of having beaten Miss Betsey, and even of having once, on a disputed question 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 company with a Baboon; but I think it must have been a Baboo—or a Begum. Anyhow, 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-coast a long way off, established 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 mortally affronted 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 afterwards, and, as I have said, six months before I came into the world.




   




  This was the state of matters, on the afternoon of, what I may be excused for calling, that eventful and important Friday. I 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 desponding heavily about herself and the fatherless little stranger, who was already welcomed by some grosses of prophetic pins, in a drawer upstairs, 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 very 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 house, she gave another proof of her identity. My father had often hinted that she seldom conducted 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. '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.




   




  [image: ]




   




  '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, my mother, after vainly trying to restrain herself, began to cry. 'Oh tut, tut, tut!' said Miss Betsey, in a hurry. 'Don't do that! Come, come!'




   




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




   




  'Take off your cap, child,' said Miss Betsey, 'and let me see you.'




   




  My mother was too much afraid of her to refuse compliance with this odd request, if she had any disposition to do so. Therefore she did as she was told, and did it with such nervous hands that her hair (which was luxuriant and beautiful) fell all about her face.




   




  'Why, bless my heart!' exclaimed Miss Betsey. 'You are a very 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 Heaven,' said Miss Betsey, suddenly, 'why Rookery?'




   




  'Do you mean the house, ma'am?' asked my mother.




   




  'Why Rookery?' 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 peace of mind, some weatherbeaten ragged old rooks'-nests, burdening their higher branches, swung like wrecks upon a stormy sea.




   




  'Where are the birds?' asked Miss Betsey.




   




  '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—Mr. Copperfield thought—it was quite a large rookery; but the nests were very old ones, and the birds have deserted them a long while.'




   




  'David Copperfield all over!' cried Miss Betsey. 'David Copperfield from head to foot! Calls a house a rookery when there's not a rook near it, and takes the birds on trust, because he sees the nests!'




   




  '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!'




   




  'No, no, no,' said Miss Betsey. 'Have some tea.'




   




  'Oh dear me, dear 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 but 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!' exclaimed Miss Betsey, unconsciously quoting the second sentiment of the pincushion in the drawer upstairs, but applying it to my mother instead of me, 'I don't mean that. I mean your servant-girl.'




   




  'Peggotty,' said my mother.




   




  'Peggotty!' repeated Miss Betsey, with some indignation. 'Do you mean to say, 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. Copperfield called her by it, because her Christian name was the same as mine.'




   




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




   




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




   




  'You were speaking about its being a girl,' said Miss Betsey. 'I have no doubt it will be a girl. I have 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 of putting in.




   




  'I tell you I have a presentiment that it must be a girl,' returned Miss Betsey. 'Don't contradict. From the moment of this girl's birth, child, I intend to be her friend. I intend to be her godmother, and I beg you'll call her Betsey Trotwood Copperfield. There must be no mistakes in life with THIS Betsey Trotwood. There must be no trifling with HER affections, poor dear. She must be well brought up, and well guarded from reposing any foolish confidences where they are not deserved. 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 ceased. '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!' 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 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!' mused Miss Betsey, with her frown still 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 me, 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!'




   




  This argument had some share in quieting my mother, though her increasing indisposition had a larger one. There was an interval of silence, only broken by Miss Betsey's occasionally ejaculating 'Ha!' as she sat with her feet upon the fender.




   




  'David had 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 difficulty, 'was so considerate and good as to secure the reversion of a part of it to me.'




   




  'How much?' asked Miss Betsey.




   




  'A hundred and five pounds a year,' said my mother.




   




  'He might 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 teaboard and 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 upstairs to her own room with all speed; and immediately dispatched 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 about 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 upstairs and come down again, and having satisfied himself, I suppose, that there was a probability 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 everybody else. It is nothing to say that he hadn't a word to throw at a dog. He couldn't have thrown a word at a mad dog. He might have offered him one gently, or half a one, or a fragment of one; for he spoke as slowly as he walked; but he wouldn't have been rude to him, and he couldn't have been quick with him, for any earthly consideration.




   




  Mr. Chillip, 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 he didn't lose his presence of mind. But he repeated sweetly:




   




  'Some local irritation, ma'am?'




   




  'Nonsense!' replied my aunt, and corked herself again, at one blow.




   




  Mr. 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 upstairs 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 Mr. Chillip, 'we are—we are progressing slowly, ma'am.'




   




  'Ba—a—ah!' said my aunt, with a perfect shake on the contemptuous interjection. 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. Chillip, 'we are—we are progressing slowly, ma'am.'




   




  'Ya—a—ah!' 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 to 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 happening 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 overhead which he inferred the cotton did not exclude, from the circumstance of his evidently being clutched by the lady as a victim on whom to expend her superabundant agitation when the sounds were loudest. That, marching him constantly up and down by the collar (as if he had been taking too much laudanum), she, at those times, shook him, rumpled his hair, made light of his linen, stopped his ears as if she confounded them with her own, and otherwise tousled and maltreated him. This was in part confirmed by his aunt, who saw him 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 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!' 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 any 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 own 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 melancholy domestic circumstances. There cannot be any objection to your seeing her presently, ma'am. It may do her good.'




   




  'And SHE. How is SHE?' 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 came back. She vanished like a discontented fairy; or like one of those supernatural beings, whom it was popularly supposed I was entitled to see; and never came back any more.




   




  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 shone out upon the earthly bourne of all such travellers, and the mound above the ashes and the dust that once was he, without whom I had never been.




   




  


  


  





   




  Chapter 2. I Observe




   




  The first objects that assume a distinct presence before me, as I look far back, into the blank of my infancy, are my mother with her pretty hair and youthful shape, and Peggotty with no shape at all, and eyes so dark that they seemed to darken their whole neighbourhood in her face, and cheeks and arms so hard and red that 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 gentleness, and capacity of being 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 conclusions, in part upon my own experience of myself; and if it 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 claim 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 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-floor is Peggotty's kitchen, opening into a back yard; with a pigeon-house on a pole, in the centre, without any pigeons in it; a great dog-kennel in a corner, without any dog; and a quantity of fowls that look terribly tall to me, walking about, in a menacing and ferocious manner. 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. Of 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 man environed by wild beasts might dream of lions.




   




  Here is a long passage—what an enormous perspective I 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 past 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 of the door, in which there is the smell of soap, pickles, pepper, candles, and coffee, all at one whiff. Then there are the two parlours: the parlour in which we sit of an evening, my mother and I and Peggotty—for Peggotty is quite our companion, when her work is done and 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 has told me—I don't know when, but apparently ages ago—about my father's funeral, and the company having their black cloaks put on. One Sunday 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, and show me the quiet churchyard out of the bedroom window, with the dead all lying in their graves at rest, below the solemn moon.




   




  There is nothing half so green that I know anywhere, as the grass of that churchyard; nothing half so shady as its trees; 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 room, to look out at it; and I see the red light shining on the sun-dial, and think within myself, 'Is the sun-dial glad, I wonder, that it can tell the time again?'




   




  [image: ]




   




  Here is our pew in the church. What a high-backed pew! With a window near 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, that I am to look at the clergyman. But I can't always look at him—I know him 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? It's a dreadful thing to gape, but I must do something. I look at my mother, but she pretends not to see me. I look at a boy in the aisle, and he makes faces at me. I look at the sunlight coming in at the open door through the porch, and there I see a stray 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 try to think of Mr. Bodgers late of this parish, and what the feelings of Mrs. Bodgers must have been, when affliction sore, long time Mr. Bodgers 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 heat, 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 bedroom-windows standing open to let in the sweet-smelling air, 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 remember it, with a high fence, and a gate and padlock; where the fruit clusters on the trees, riper and richer than fruit has ever been since, in any other garden, and where my mother gathers some in a basket, while I stand by, bolting furtive gooseberries, and trying to look unmoved. A great wind rises, 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 straitening 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 impression, 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 my 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.




   




  'Peggotty,' 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 WERE 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 ground-work of that stool, and Peggotty's complexion appeared to me to be one and the same thing. The stool was smooth, and Peggotty was rough, but that made no difference.




   




  'Me handsome, Davy!' said Peggotty. 'Lawk, no, my dear! But what put marriage in your head?'




   




  'I don't know!—You mustn't marry more than one person at a time, may you, Peggotty?'




   




  'Certainly not,' says Peggotty, with the promptest decision.




   




  'But if you marry a person, and the person dies, why then you may marry another person, mayn't you, Peggotty?'




   




  'YOU MAY,' says Peggotty, 'if you choose, my dear. That's a matter of opinion.'




   




  'But what is your opinion, Peggotty?' said I.




   




  I asked her, and looked curiously at her, because she looked so curiously at me.




   




  'My 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 Davy, 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, whenever she made any little exertion after she was dressed, some of the buttons on the back of her gown flew off. And I recollect two bursting to the opposite side of the parlour, while she was hugging me.




   




  'Now let me hear some more about the Crorkindills,' said Peggotty, 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 queer, or why she was so ready to go back to the crocodiles. However, 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 constantly turning, which they were unable to do quickly, on account of their unwieldy make; and we went into the water after them, as natives, and put sharp pieces of timber down their throats; and in short we ran the whole crocodile gauntlet. I did, at least; but I had my doubts of Peggotty, who was thoughtfully sticking her needle into various parts of her face and arms, all the time.




   




  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, who 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 asked 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 hand should touch my mother's in touching me—which it did. I 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 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!' said I.




   




  'Come! Let us be the best friends in the world!' 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 was resolved, 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 turn round in the garden, and give 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 parlour. My mother, contrary to her usual habit, instead of coming to the elbow-chair by the fire, remained at the other end of the room, and sat singing to herself. —'Hope you have had a pleasant evening, ma'am,' said Peggotty, standing as stiff as a barrel in the centre of the room, with a candlestick in her hand.




   




  'Much obliged to you, Peggotty,' returned my mother, in a cheerful voice, 'I have had a VERY pleasant evening.'




   




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




   




  'A very agreeable change, indeed,' returned my mother.




   




  Peggotty continuing to stand motionless in the middle of the room, and my mother resuming her singing, I fell asleep, though I was not so sound asleep but that I could hear voices, without hearing what they said. When I half awoke from this uncomfortable doze, I found Peggotty and my mother both in tears, and both talking.




   




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




   




  'Good Heavens!' cried my mother, 'you'll drive me mad! Was ever any poor girl so ill-used by her servants as I am! Why do I do myself the injustice of calling myself a girl? Have I never been married, Peggotty?'




   




  'God knows you have, ma'am,' returned Peggotty. 'Then, how can you dare,' said my mother—'you know I don't mean how can you dare, Peggotty, but how can you have the heart—to make me so uncomfortable and say such bitter things to me, when you are well aware that I haven't, out of this place, a single friend to turn to?'




   




  'The more's the reason,' returned Peggotty, 'for saying that it won't do. No! That it won't do. No! No price could make it do. No!'—I thought Peggotty would have thrown the candlestick away, she was so emphatic with it.




   




  'How can you be so aggravating,' said my mother, shedding more tears than before, 'as to talk in such an unjust manner! How can you go on as if it was all settled and arranged, Peggotty, when I tell you over and over again, you cruel thing, that beyond the commonest civilities nothing has passed! You talk of admiration. What am I to do? If people are so silly as to indulge the sentiment, is it my fault? What am I to do, I ask you? Would you wish me to shave my head and black my face, or disfigure myself with a burn, or a scald, or something of that sort? I dare say you would, Peggotty. I dare say you'd quite enjoy it.'




   




  Peggotty seemed to take this aspersion very much to heart, I thought.




   




  'And my dear boy,' cried my mother, coming to the elbow-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!'




   




  '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 explosives 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.




   




  Whether it was the following Sunday when I saw the gentleman again, or whether there was any greater lapse of time before he reappeared, 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—I could not understand why—so she plucked it for him, and gave it into his hand. He said he would never, never part with it any more; and I thought he must be quite a fool not to know that it would fall to pieces in a day or two.




   




  Peggotty began to be less with us, of an evening, than she had always been. My mother deferred to her very much—more than usual, it occurred to me—and we were all three excellent friends; still we were different from what we used to be, and were not so comfortable among ourselves. Sometimes I fancied that Peggotty perhaps objected to my mother's wearing all the pretty dresses she had in her drawers, or to her going so often to visit at that neighbour's; but I couldn't, to my satisfaction, make out how it was.




   




  Gradually, I became used to seeing the gentleman with the black whiskers. I liked him no better than at first, and had the same uneasy jealousy of him; but if I had any reason for it beyond a child's instinctive dislike, and a general idea that Peggotty and I could make much of my mother without any help, it certainly was not THE reason that I might have found if I had been older. No such thing came into my mind, or near it. I could observe, in little pieces, as it were; but as to making a net of a number of these pieces, and catching anybody in it, that was, as yet, beyond me.




   




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




   




  The air was so clear and pleasant, and the horse seemed to like the idea of the ride so much himself, as he stood snorting and pawing at the garden-gate, that I had a great desire to go. So I was sent upstairs to Peggotty to be made spruce; and in the meantime 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 Peggotty and I peeping out at them from my little window; I recollect how closely they seemed to be examining the sweetbriar between them, as they strolled along; and how, from being in a perfectly angelic temper, Peggotty turned cross in a moment, and brushed my hair the wrong way, excessively hard.




   




  Mr. Murdstone and I were soon off, and trotting along on the green turf by the side of the road. He held me quite easily with one arm, and I don't think I was restless usually; but I could not make up my mind to sit in front of him without turning my head sometimes, and looking up in his 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 wax-work 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 misgivings, a very handsome man. I 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 coats and boat-cloaks, and a flag, all bundled up together.
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