FOXE’s  BOOK OF MARTYRS through the ages  - DICKENS’  DAVID COPPERFIELD – Chapter 10
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With morning came Peggotty; who called to me, as usual, under
my window, as if Mr. Barkis the carrier had been from first to last a
dream too. After breakfast she took me to her own home, and a
beautiful little home it was. Of all the moveables in it, I must have
been most impressed by a certain old bureau of some dark wood in the
parlour (the tile-floored kitchen was the general sitting-room), with
a retreating top which opened, let down, and became a desk, within
which was a large quarto edition of Foxe’s Book of Martyrs. This
precious volume, of which I do not recollect one word, I immediately
discovered and immediately applied myself to; and I never visited
the house afterwards, but I kneeled on a chair, opened the casket
where this gem was enshrined, spread my arms over the desk, and
fell to devouring the book afresh. I was chiefly edified, I am afraid,
by the pictures, which were numerous, and represented all kinds of
dismal horrors; but the Martyrs and Peggotty’s house have been
inseparable in my mind ever since, and are now.

I took leave of Mr. Peggotty, and Ham, and Mrs. Gummidge, and
ittle Em’ly, that day; and passed the night at Peggotty’s in a little
room in the roof (with the crocodile-book on a shelf by the bed’s
head), which was to be always mine, Peggotty said, and should
always be kept for me in exactly the same state.





