CHARLES DICKENS (1812–1870)

Charles Dickens was born at Landport, then a suburb of Portmouth, where his father held a clerkship in the Navy Pay Office. He spent his youth at Chatham and London where he had to submit to a life of great hardship. His father being imprisoned for debt, the boy was, for a time, packer in a London blacking warehouse. Later he was placed in a solicitor’s office, where he acquired the knowledge of legal affairs afterwards displayed in his novels. In 1831 Dickens obtained an engagement as parliamentary reporter. Before long he tried his hand at original composition, and wrote short descriptive essays on the London scenes familiar to him, collected as Sketches by Boz in 1835. The success of the Sketches decided the course of his life. The immense popularity of his next publication The Posthumous Papers of the Pickwick Club (1836-37) spread his fame all over Europe.

Dickens created a series of novels, specially notable for critical and for comic talent, for critical treatment of Victorian England. All Dickens’s great works – Oliver Twist (1837-38), Life and Adventures of Nicholas Nickleby (1838-39), The Old Curiosity Shop (1843-44), Martin Chuzzlewit (1843-44), Dealings with the Firm of Dombey and Son (1846-48), The Personal History of David Copperfield (1849-50), Bleak House (1852-53), Hard Times for These Times (1854), Little Dorrit (1855-57), A Tale of Two Cities (1859), Great Expectations (1860-61) - carry a profound moral message. Dickens is at his best at depicting low and middle – class life and at inventing unforgettable striking characters. A great many of them have become recognized types in English fiction.

DAVID COPPERFIELD
Chapter XVIII

A RETROSPECT
My school-days! The silent gliding on of my existence – the unseen, unfelt progress of my life – from childhood up to youth! Let me think, as I look back upon that flowing water, now a dry channel overgrown with leaves, whether there are any marks along its course, by which I can remember how it ran.

A moment and I occupy my place in the cathedral, where we all went together, every Sunday morning, assembling first at school for that purpose. The earthly smell, the sunless air, the sensation of the world being shut out, the resounding of the organ through the black and white arched galleries and aisles, are wings that take me back, and hold me hovering above those days, in a half-sleeping and half-waking dream.

I am not the last boy in the school. I have risen, in a few months, over several heads. But the first boy seems to me a mighty creature, dwelling afar off, whose giddy height is unattainable. He is not my private friend and public patron, as Steerforth was; but I hold him in a reverential respect. I chiefly wonder what he’ll be, when he leaves Doctor Strong’s, and what mankind will do to maintain any place against him.

But who is this that breaks upon me? This is Miss Shepherd, whom I love.

Miss Shepherd is a boarder at the Misses Nettingalls’ establishment. I adore Miss Shepherd. She is a little girl, in a spencer, with a round face and curly flaxen hair. The Misses Nettingalls’ young ladies come to the cathedral too. I cannot look upon my book, for I must look upon Miss Shepherd. In the service I mentally insert Miss Shepherd’s name; I put her name in among the Royal Family. At home, in my own room, I sometimes moved to cry out, “Oh, Miss Shepherd!” in a transport of love.

Miss Shepherd being the pervading theme and vision of my life, how do I ever come to break with her?  I can’t conceive. And yet coolness grows between Miss Shepherd and myself. Whispers reach me of Miss Shepherd having said she wished I wouldn’t stare so, and having avowed a preference for Master Jones - for Jones 1 a boy of no merit whatever! The gulf between me and Miss Shepherd widens. At last, one day, I meet the Misses Nettingalls’ establishment out walking. Miss Shepherd makes a face as she goes by, and laughs at her companion. All is over. The devotion of a life – it seems a life, it is all the same – is at an end; Miss Shepherd comes out of the morning service, and the Royal Family know her no more.

I am higher in the school, and no one breaks my peace. I am not at all polite, now, to Misses Nettingalls’ young ladies, and shouldn’t dote on any of them, if they were twice as many and twenty as beautiful. I think the dancing-school a tiresome affair, and wonder why the girls can’t dance by themselves and leave us alone. I am growing great in Latin verses, and neglect the laces of my boots. Doctor Strong refers to me in public as a promising young scholar. Mr. Dick is wild with joy, and ray aunt remits me a guinea by the next post.

The shade of a young butcher rises, like the apparition of an armed head in Macbeth1. Who is this young butcher? He is the terror of the youth of Canterbury. There is a vague belief abroad, that the beef suet with which he anoints his hair gives him unnatural strength, and that he is a match for a man. He is a broad-faced, full-necked young butcher, with rough red cheeks, an ill-conditioned mind, and an injurious tongue. His main use of this tongue is, to disparage Doctor Strong’s young gentlemen. He says, publicly, that if they want anything he’ll give it “em. He names individuals among them (myself included), whom he could undertake to settle with one hand, and the other tied behind him. He waylays the smaller boys to punch their unprotected heads, and calls challenges after me in the open streets. For these sufficient reasons I resolve to fight the butcher.

It is a summer evening, down in a green hollow, at the corner of a wall. I meet the butcher by appointment. I am attended by a select body of our boys; the butcher, by two other butchers, a young publican, and a sweep. The preliminaries are adjusted, and the butcher and myself stand face to face. In a moment the butcher lights ten thousand candles out of my eyebrow. In another moment, I don’t know where the wall is, or where I am, or where anybody is. I hardly know which is myself and which the butcher, we are always in such a tangle and tussle, knocking about upon the trodden grass. 

I am taken home in a sad plight, and I have beef-steaks put to my eyes, and am rubbed with vinegar and brandy, and find a great white puffy place bursting but on my upper lip, which swells immoderately. For three or four days I remain at home, a very ill-looking subject, with a green shade over my eyes; and I should be very dull, but that Agnes is a sister to me, and condoles with me, and reads to me, and makes the time light and happy. Agnes has my confidence completely, always; I tell her all about the butcher, and the wrongs he has heaped upon me; she thinks I couldn’t have done otherwise than fight the butcher, while she shrinks and trembles at my having fought him.

A blank, through which the warriors of poetry and history march on in stately hosts that seem to have no end – and what comes next! I am the head-boy, now! I look down on the line of boys below me, with a condescending interest in such of them as bring to my mind the boy I was myself, when I first came there. That little fellow seems to be no part of me; I remember him as something left behind upon the road of life – as something I have passed, rather than have actually been – and almost think of him as some one else.

What other changes have come upon me, besides the changes in my growth and looks, and in the knowledge I have garnered all this? I wear a gold watch and chain, a ring upon my little finger, and a long-tailed coat; and I use a great deal of bear’s grease – which, taken in conjunction with the ring, looks bad. Am I in love again? I am. I worship the eldest Miss Larkins.

The eldest Miss Larkins is not a little girl. She is a tall, dark, black-eyed, fine figure of a woman. The eldest Miss Larkins is not a chicken; for the youngest Miss Larkins is not that, and the eldest must be three or four years older. Perhaps the eldest Miss Larkins may be about thirty. My passion for her is beyond all bounds.

I repair to the enchanted house, where there are lights, chattering, music, flowers, officers (I am sorry to see), and the eldest Miss Larkins, a blaze of beauty. She is dressed in blue, with blue flowers in her hair forget-me-nots. As if she had any need to wear forget-me-nots 1 It is the first really grown-up party that I have ever been invited to, and I am a little uncomfortable; for I appear not to belong to anybody, and nobody appears to have anything to say to me, except Mr. Larkins, who asks me how school-fellows are, which he needn’t do, as I have not come there to be insulted.

But after I have stood in the doorway for some time, and feasted my eyes upon the goddess of my heart, she approaches me – she approaches me – she, the eldest Miss Larkins – and asks me pleasantly, if I dance?

I stammer, with a bow, “With you. Miss Larkins.”

“With no one else?” inquires Miss Larkins.

“I should have no pleasure in dancing with any one else.”

Miss Larkins laughs and blushes (or I think she blushes), and says, “Next time but one, I shall be very glad.”

The time arrives. “It is a waltz, I think,” Miss Larkins doubtfully observes, when I present myself. “Do you waltz? If not, Captain Bailey – ”

But I do waltz (pretty well, too, as it happens), and I take Miss Larkins out. I take her sternly from the side of Captain Bailey. He is wretched, too. I waltz with the eldest Miss Larkins! I don’t know where, among whom, or how long. I only know that I swim in space, with a blue angel, in a state of blissful delirium, until I find myself alone with her in a little room, resting on a sofa. She admires a flower (pink camelia japonica, price half-a-crown), in my button-hole. I give it her, and say:

“I ask an inestimable price for it. Miss Larkins.”

“Indeed! What is that?” returns Miss Larkins.

“A flower of yours, that I may treasure it as a miser does gold.”

“You’re a bold boy,” says Miss Larkins. “There.”

She gives it me, not displeased; and I put it to my lips, and then into my breast. Miss Larkins, laughing, draws her hand through my arm, and says, “Now take me back to Captain Bailey.”

I am lost in the recollection of this delicious interview, and the waltz, when she comes to me again, with a plain elderly gentleman, who has been playing whist all night, upon her arm, and says:

“Oh! here is my bold friend! Mr. Chestle wants to know you, Mr. Copperfield.”

I feel at once that he is a friend of the family, and I am much gratified.

“I admire your taste, sir,” says Mr. Chestle. “It does you credit. I suppose you don’t take much interest in hops; but I am a pretty large grower myself; and if you ever like to come over to our neighbourhood – neighbourhood of Ashford – and take a run about our place, we shall be glad for you to stop as long as you like.”

I thank Mr. Chestle warmly, and shake hands. I think I am in a happy dream. I waltz with the eldest Miss Larkins once again. She says I waltz so well! I go home in a state of unspeakable bliss, and waltz in imagination, all night long, with my arm round the blue waist of my dear divinity. For some days afterwards, I am lost in rapturous reflections; but I neither see her in the street, nor when I call. I am imperfectly consoled for this disappointment by the sacred pledge, the perished flower.

“Trotwood,” says Agnes, one day after dinner. “Who do you think is going to be married to-morrow? Some one you admire.”

“Not you, I suppose, Agnes?”

“Not me!” raising her cheerful face from the music she is copying. “Do you hear him. Papa? – The eldest Miss Larkins.”

“To – to Captain Bailey?” I have enough power to ask.

“No; to no Captain. To Mr. Chestle, a hop-grower.”

I am terribly dejected for about a week or two. I take off my ring, I wear my worst clothes, I use no bear’s grease, and I frequently lament over the late Miss Larkins’s faded flower. Being, by the time, rather tired of this kind of life, and having received new provocations from the butcher, I throw the flower away, go out with the butcher, and gloriously defeat him.

This, and the resumption of my ring, as well as of the bear’s grease in moderation, are the last marks I can discern, now, in my progress to seventeen.

COMMENTARY
1. Like the apparition of an armed head in Macbeth – the first apparition, an Armed Head, warns Macbeth to beware McDuffie, the Thane of Fife, in “Macbeth” by Shakespeare

Words and word combinations to be memorized:
adjust (v)



lament (v)

apparition (n )


pledge (n)

avow (v)



remit (v) 

conceive (v)



repair (v) 

condole (v)



resolve (v)

delicious (adj)

 
unattainable (adj)

disparage (v)


waylay (v)

glorious (adj)


wretched (adj)

inestimable (adj)


injurious (adj)

beyond all bounds, to dote on/upon somebody, a giddy height, to make (pull) a face (faces), a reverential respect, a sad plight, a tiresome affair, a transport of love.

A. TEXT EXERCISES
I Explain and expand on the following.
1. My school-days! The silent gliding on of my existence – the unseen, unfelt progress of my life – from childhood up to youth! Let me think, as I look back upon that flowing water, now a dry channel overgrown with leaves, whether there are any marks along its course, by which I can remember how it ran. 2. A blank, through which the warriors of poetry and history march on in a stately hosts that seem to have no end – and what comes next! I am the headboy, now! 3. I repair to the enchanted house, where there are lights, chattering, music, flowers, officers (I am sorry to see), and the eldest Miss Larkins, a blaze of beauty. 4. Miss Larkins is dressed in blue, with blue flowers in her hair - forget-me-nots. As if she had any need to wear forget-me-nots! 5. It is the first really grown-up party that I have ever been invited to, and I am a little uncomfortable; for I appear not to belong to anybody, and nobody appears to have anything to say to me, except Mr. Larkins, who asks me how school-fellows are, which he needn’t do, as I have not come there to be insulted. 6. But I do waltz (pretty well, too, as it happens) and I take Miss Larkins out. I take her sternly from the side of Captain Bailey. He is wretched, too.

II. Give definitions of the following words using an English-English dictionary.
unattainable, conceive, avow, dote on/upon, remit, disparage, waylay, adjust, plight, repair, pledge

III. Arrange the following words in pairs of synonyms and explain the difference in their usage and meaning. Use them in sentences of your own.
condole, injurious, glorious, conceive, sympathize, resolve, mischievous, distinguished, decide, mourn, apprehend, disparage, wretched, avow, lament, ghost, delicious, unhappy, acknowledge, apparition, delightful, underestimate

IV. Arrange the following words in pairs of antonyms and use them in sentences of your own.
disparage, valueless, lament, depress, approve, console, inestimable, rejoice

V. Explain the meaning of the underlined word-groups in the following sentences and supply their Russian equivalents. Use them in sentences of your own.
1. But the first boy seems to me a mighty creature, dwelling afar off, whose giddy height is unattainable. 2. He is not my private friend and public patron; but I hold him in a reverential respect. 3. At home, in my own room, I sometimes moved to cry out, “Oh, Miss Shepherd!” in a transport of love. 4. Miss Shepherd makes a face as she goes by, and laughs at her companion. 5. I think the dancing-school a tiresome affair, and wonder why the girls can’t dance by themselves and leave us alone. 6. I am taken home in a sad plight, and have beef-steaks put to my eyes, and am rubbed with vinegar and brandy, and find a great white puffy place bursting out on my upper lip, which swells immoderately. 7. My passion for her is beyond all bounds. 8. I repair to the enchanted house, where there are lights, music, chattering, flowers, officers, and the eldest Miss Larkins, a blaze of beauty. 9. I only know that I swim in space, with a blue angel, in a state of blissful delirium.

VI. Paraphrase these sentences using words and expressions from the text.
1. She bemoaned her unhappy life. 2. He intended to change the situation, no matter how difficult it could be.  3. That aim was very difficult to reach. 4. I could not imagine that he would behave in such a way. 5. His words were unjust and hurt her feelings. 6. The dinner was lovely and the guests were very pleased with the party. 7.She expressed sympathy for her friend whose car had been stolen. 8. The students went to the nearest school to help teachers. 9. The ghost of an old woman loomed in the distance.

VII. Translate the following using the vocabulary of the text.
1. 0на была вынуждена открыто заявить о своих ошибках. 2. Всю жизнь она любила его безрассудно и прощала его измены. 3. Потребовались веские доказательства для разрешения возникшего спора. 4. Ничто не могло утешить обезумевших от горя родителей. 5. Вклад этого писателя в развитие нового литературного направления был неоценимым. 6. Грабители устроили засаду для банкира, возвращавшегося домой поздно вечером. 7. Босс никогда не позволял себе относиться с пренебрежением к своим подчиненным. 8. Его жалкий вид приводил   всех в уныние.    9. Она взяла большую сумму денег у своих знакомых и в качестве залога оставила свое обручальное кольцо.           10. Его расточительность была вне всяких границ.

VIII. Comment on the stylistic devices used in the following fragments. Point out cases of metaphor, simile, epithet, allusion, alliteration, and, if possible, explain the effect produced by the device.
1. The earthly smell, the sunless air, the sensation of the world being shut out, the resounding of the organ through the black and white galleries and aisles, are wings that take me back, and hold me hovering above those days, in a half-sleeping and half-waking dream.

2. The shade of a young butcher rises, like the apparition of an armed head in Macbeth.

3. He is a broad-faced, full-necked young butcher, with rough red cheeks, an ill-conditioned mind, and an injurious tongue.

4. In a moment the butcher lights ten thousand candles out of my eyebrow.

5. I hardly know which is myself and which the butcher, we are always in such a tangle and tussle, knocking about upon the trodden grass.

6. She is a tall, dark, black-eyed, fine figure of a woman.

7. But after I have stood in the door-way for some time, and feasted my eyes upon the goddess of my heart, she approaches me.

B. DISCUSSION 
1. Answer the following questions.
1. What does the narrator compare his school-days with? 

2. What is his first recollection? 

3. What is his attitude to the top student in the school? 

4. How does the narrator treat Miss Shepherd? 

5. What kind of feeling does he experience towards Miss Shepherd? 

6. What makes him break with her? 

7. Has his position in the school changed? In what way? 

8. Who is the terror of the youth of Canterbury? 

9. Why is the young butcher a match for a man? 

10. What makes the butcher unnaturally strong? 

11. What evidence can you give to show that the young butcher had an injurious tongue? 

12. Why does the narrator decide to fight the butcher? How does it characterize David Copperfield? 

13. What is an outcome of their fight? 

14. Do you agree that it was necessary to fight the young butcher? 

15. What is the narrator’s attitude to the boys below him when he becomes the headboy and to himself as a little fellow? 

16. What changes have happened to him? 

17. Who is he in love with at this time? 

18. What kind of feeling does the narrator have towards Miss Larkins? 

19. What is D. Copperfield’s mood when he first attends a grown-up party?  Why is it so? 

20. How does he behave when Miss Larkins asks him if he dances? 

21. With what does D. Copperfield compare his waltz with Miss Larkins? 

22. Why do you think Captain Bailey is wretched too? What does this “too” imply? 

23. What things do David and Miss Larkins exchange? 

24. What does David intend to do with Miss Larkins' flower? 

25. Who else is D. Copperfield introduced to at the party? What have you learnt about Mr. Chestle? 

26. What kind of disappointment does David experience? 

27. What news has he heard from his sister? In what state is he after hearing the news? 

28. How long has D. Copperfield been in that state? 

29. What makes him forget Miss Larkins? 

30. Why does the narrator resume wearing his gold ring and the bear’s grease in moderation till he becomes seventeen? What do the words “in moderation” emphasize?

II. Define the extract as a form of writing. What genre of a story is it?
III. Comment on the general atmosphere and mood of the extract.
Mood can be cheerful, genial, good, happy, jovial, joyful; gloomy, sullen; nostalgic; pensive, tranquil, melancholy; angry, bad, foul; bellicose; bilious; resentful; mellow; mercurial, etc.

Atmosphere can be formal; friendly; informal, relaxed; stifling; stultifying; tense, etc.

Do the atmosphere and mood answer the situation described in the text? If you find that the mood of the extract corresponds to the situation, prove it by examples. If you don’t, explain the reasons for the incongruity.

IV. Discuss the point of view from which the story is told.
1. What is the way the story is told? In whose person?

2. Define the narrator. Does the narrator’s personality affect his ability to interpret the events or the characters correctly?

3. Why does the narrator tell his story in the present while recollecting the past events? What does the author try to achieve using the Historical Present Tense?

4. How would you formulate the “leading motive” of the story?

5. What is the narrator’s attitude to what he is telling us? To the reader?

6. Why do you think the author has chosen precisely this point of view?

V. Discuss the characters of the story.
1. How is the story populated?

2. How are the characters introduced and developed by the author?

3. Which are the main characters? Are they flat or round?

4. Say everything you can about David Copperfield. What kind of character is he? Is this character given statically or in development? What kind of conflict separates David Copperfield and other characters?

5. Say everything you can about David Copperfield’s opponent (a young butcher)? What artistic means are used to characterize that personage? What role does this character play in the development of the plot?

6. Say everything you can about the women’s characters in the story? What is the relationship between D. Copperfield and the girls in the extract? What are the methods of the girls’ portrayal in the text? Are these characters well developed in the story? Compare the ways of the description of Miss Shepherd and Miss Larkins.

7. What is the role of the characters’ speech in the extract? In what way does it help to describe the characters? What information do we learn from the conversation?

8. Which character do the readers sympathize with and why?

VI. Discuss the composition and style of the story.
1. Comment on the title of the chapter under discussion. What does the title presuppose?

2. How does the author begin the story? Which of the methods is used in this extract?

3. Is the composition of the story complicated or simple? Into what distinct parts does the story fall? How do they follow each other in time? Can we divide the extract into two relatively independent parts, ending the first one with the sentence: “Agnes has my confidence completely, always”? Aren’t these two parts alike in their composition? What episode does not allow these two parts to be absolutely independent? Compare the endings of the both parts. How does the author end the story, and what does he accentuate in the ending?

4. What can you say about the language of the story? Is it simple or complicated? Is it literary or colloquial? What emotional and expressive elements of the language have you observed? Write out the words that denote the notion “a retrospect”. What is their role in the text? Comment on the use of lexical stylistic devices (metaphors, similes, epithets).

VII. Summarize your observations on the text.
