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 David Copperfield  

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.  

A Tale of Two Cities 

IT WAS the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of wisdom, it was the age of 

foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of 

Light, it was the season of Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we 

had everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct to Heaven, we 

were all going direct the other way- in short, the period was so far like the present period, that 

some of its noisiest authorities insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the 

superlative degree of comparison only.  

A Christmas Carol  

Marley was dead: to begin with. There is no doubt whatever about that. The register of his 

burial was signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge 

signed it. And Scrooge's name was good upon 'Change, for anything he chose to put his hand 

to. Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail.  

Mind! I don't mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge, what there is particularly dead 

about a door-nail. I might have been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the deadest 

piece of ironmongery in the trade. But the wisdom of our ancestors is in the simile; and my 



unhallowed hands shall not disturb it, or the Country's done for. You will therefore permit me 

to repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door-nail.  

Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be otherwise? Scrooge and he 

were partners for I don't know how many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole 

administrator, his sole assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourner. And 

even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but that he was an excellent man 

of business on the very day of the funeral, and solemnised it with an undoubted bargain.  

Great Expectations  

My father's family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip, my infant tongue could 

make of both names nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. So, I called myself Pip, and came 

to be called Pip.  

I give Pirrip as my father's family name, on the authority of his tombstone and my sister - Mrs. 

Joe Gargery, who married the blacksmith. As I never saw my father or my mother, and never 

saw any likeness of either of them (for their days were long before the days of photographs), 

my first fancies regarding what they were like, were unreasonably derived from their 

tombstones. The shape of the letters on my father's, gave me an odd idea that he was a 

square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the inscription, 

"Also Georgiana Wife of the Above," I drew a childish conclusion that my mother was freckled 

and sickly. To five little stone lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, which were arranged 

in a neat row beside their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of mine 

- who gave up trying to get a living, exceedingly early in that universal struggle - I am indebted 

for a belief I religiously entertained that they had all been born on their backs with their hands 

in their trousers-pockets, and had never taken them out in this state of 


