


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
Not	to	meander,	myself,	at	present,	I	will

go	back	to	my	birth.
I	was	born	at	Blunderstone,	in	Suffolk,	or

“thereby,”	 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	church-
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.	Any	how,	from	
India	tidings	of	his	death	reached	home,	
within	ten	years.	How	they	affected	my	
aunt,	nobody	knew;	for	immediately	upon	
the	separation,	she	took	her	maiden	name	
again,	bought	a	cottage	in	a	hamlet	on	the	
sea-coast	a	long	way	off,	established
herself	 there	 as	 a	 single	 woman	with	 one
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