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Yapnb3 AukkeHc. bonblune Hagexabl /
Charles Dickens. Great Expectations

Chapter 1

My father’s family name was Pirrip,! and my Christian name was Philip.? So, I called myself
Pip.?

My sister — Mrs. Joe Gargery,* who married the blacksmith. I never saw my father or my
mother. The shape of the letters on my father’s, gave me an odd idea that he was a stout, dark man,
with curly black hair.

That day I was at the churchyard. I was very sad and began to cry.

“Keep still,? you little devil!” cried a terrible voice, and a man stood up among the graves,

“or I’ll cut your throat!”
A fearful man with a great chain on his leg. A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and

with an old rag tied round his head.
“Oh! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I pleaded in terror. “Pray don’t do it, sir.”
“Tell me your name!” said the man. “Quick!”
“Pip. Pip, sir.”

! Pirrip — [Tuppun

2 Philip — ®umn

3 Pip — [Tun

4 Joe Gargery — [Ixxo lapmxepu
3 Keep still! — 3amoun!
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“Show me where you live,” said the man.

I pointed to where our village lay, a mile or more from the church.

“Now look here!” said the man. “Where’s your mother?”

“There, sir!” said I. “She lies there.”

“Oh!” said he. “And is that your father with your mother?”

“Yes, sir,” said I; “him too.”

“Ha!” he muttered then. “Who do you live with?”

“My sister, sir — Mrs. Joe Gargery — wife of Joe Gargery, the blacksmith, sir.”

“Blacksmith, eh?” said he. And looked down at his leg. You know what a file is?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you know what wittles® is?”

“Yes, sir.”

“So you get me a file. And you get me wittles. Or I’ll have your heart and liver out.”

I was dreadfully frightened. He held me by the arms, and went on in these fearful terms: —

“You bring me, tomorrow morning early, that file and the wittles. You will do it, and you will
never say a word about me. So you will live. If you do not do this, my friend will take your heart
and liver out. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may draw the clothes over his head,
may think himself comfortable and safe, but that man will softly creep and creep his way to him
and tear him open.® Now, what do you say?”

I said that I would get him the file, and I would get him some food I could, and I would come
to him early in the morning.

“Now,” he said, “you remember what you’ve promised, and you remember that man, and
you get home!”

“Good night, sir,” I faltered and ran away.

6 wittles — JKpaTBa
7 Or I’ll have your heart and liver out. — A He TO s BBIpBY y TeOs cepaie ¢ MeUYEHKOM.
8 tear him open — 3apexeT ero
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Chapter 2

My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older than I, and had established a
great reputation with herself and the neighbors because she had brought me up “by hand.””

She was not a good-looking woman, my sister; and I had a general impression that she must
have made Joe Gargery marry her by hand. Joe was a fair man, with curls of flaxen hair on each
side of his smooth face, and with blue eyes. He was a mild, good-natured, sweet-tempered, easy-
going, foolish, dear fellow.

Joe’s forge adjoined our house, which was a wooden house, as many of the dwellings in our
country were — most of them, at that time. When I ran home from the churchyard, the forge was
shut up, and Joe was sitting alone in the kitchen. Joe and I were fellow-sufferers.!? I raised the latch
of the door and peeped in at him, sitting in the chimney corner.

“Mrs. Joe has been out a dozen times, looking for you, Pip. And she’s out now.”

“Is she? Has she been gone long, Joe?”

“Well,” said Joe, “about five minutes, Pip. She’s a coming! Get behind the door, old chap.'”

I took the advice. My sister, Mrs. Joe, came in.

“Where have you been, you young monkey?” said Mrs. Joe, stamping her foot.

“I have only been to the churchyard,” said I, from my stool, crying and rubbing myself.

“Churchyard!” repeated my sister. “Churchyard, indeed! You may well say churchyard, you
two. You’ll drive me to the churchyard, one of these days!”

She applied herself to set the tea-things. But, though I was hungry, I dared not eat my slice.
I felt that I must have something in reserve for my dreadful acquaintance, and his ally the still
more dreadful man.

It was Christmas Eve, and I had to stir the pudding for next day, with a copper-stick, from
seven to eight. I decided to steal some food afterwards and bring it to my new “friend”. Suddenly
I heard shots.

“Hark!” said I, when I had done my stirring; “was that great guns, Joe?”

“Ah!” said Joe. “A convict ran away.”

“What does that mean, Joe?” said 1.

Mrs. Joe, who always took explanations upon herself, said, snappishly, “Escaped.”

I asked Joe, “What’s a convict?”

“There was a convict off last night,'?”” said Joe, aloud, “after sunset. And they fired warning
of him. And now it appears they’re firing warning of another.”

“Who’s firing?” said I.

“Ask no questions, and you’ll be told no lies,” said my sister.

It was not very polite to herself, I thought. But she never was polite unless there was company.

“Mrs. Joe,” said 1, as a last resort, “Please tell me, where the firing comes from?”

“Lord bless the boy!!*” exclaimed my sister, as if she didn’t quite mean that but rather the
contrary. “From the Hulks!”

“Oh-h!” said I, looking at Joe. “Hulks!”

“And please, what’s Hulks?” said I.

% she had brought me up “by hand” — ona BocnuTana MeHs «CBOUMU pyKaMM»
10 fellow-sufferers — TOBapHILHU 10 HECUACTHIO

Told chap — crapuna

12 There was a convict off last night. — Buepa BeuepoM oMH apecTaHT Aaj TATY.

13 Lord bless the boy! — Haka3anue ¢ 3TuM MaJIbB4MIIKOM!
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“Hulks are prison-ships!'¥” exclaimed my sister.

It was too much for Mrs. Joe, who immediately rose. “I tell you what, young fellow,” said
she, “People are put in the Hulks because they murder, and because they rob, and forge, and do
all sorts of bad things.”

I was in mortal terror of the man who wanted my heart and liver; I was in mortal terror of
the iron leg; I was in mortal terror of myself, from whom an awful promise had been extracted.

In the early morning I got up and went downstairs; every board upon the way, and every
crack in every board calling after me, “Stop thief!” and “Get up, Mrs. Joe!” I stole some bread,
some cheese, about half a jar of mincemeat, some brandy from a bottle, a meat bone and a beautiful
round compact pork pie.

There was a door in the kitchen, communicating with the forge; I unlocked that door, and got
a file from among Joe’s tools. Then I opened the door at which I had entered when I ran home last
night, shut it, and ran for the misty marshes.

14 prison-ships — riaByuas TIopbMa
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Chapter 3

It was a rainy morning, and very damp. The mist was heavier yet when I got out upon the
marshes, so that instead of my running at everything, everything seemed to run at me. The gates
and dikes and banks cried as plainly as could be, “A boy with Somebody’s else’s pork pie! Stop
him!” The cattle came upon me, staring out of their eyes, and steaming out of their nostrils, “Halloa,
young thief!”

All this time, I was getting on towards the river. I had just crossed a ditch, and had just
scrambled up the mound beyond the ditch, when I saw the man sitting before me. His back was
towards me, and he had his arms folded, and was nodding forward, heavy with sleep. But it was
not the same man, but another man!

And yet this man was dressed in coarse gray, too, and had a great iron on his leg. All this
I saw in a moment, for I had only a moment to see it in: he ran into the mist, stumbling twice as
he went, and I lost him.

“It’s the man!” I thought, feeling my heart shoot as I identified him.

Soon I saw the right Man, waiting for me. He was awfully cold, to be sure. His eyes looked
so awfully hungry too.

“What’s in the bottle, boy?” said he.

“Brandy,” said I.

“I think you have got the ague,” said 1.

“Sure, boy,” said he.

“It’s bad about here,” I told him. ““You’ve been lying out on the meshes, and they’re dreadful
aguish.”

“You’re not a deceiving imp? You brought no one with you?”

“No, sir! No!”

“Well,” said he, “I believe you.”

Something clicked in his throat as if he had works in him like a clock, and was going to strike.
And he smeared his ragged rough sleeve over his eyes.

“I am glad you enjoy the food,” said 1.

“What?”

“I said I was glad you enjoyed it.”

“Thank you, my boy. I do.”

I had often watched a large dog of ours eating his food; and I now noticed a decided similarity
between the dog’s way of eating, and the man’s. The man took strong sharp sudden bites, just like
the dog.

“I am afraid you won’t leave any food for him,” said I, timidly.

“Leave for him? Who’s him?” said my friend.

“The man. That you spoke of.”

“Oh ah!” he returned, with something like a gruff laugh. “Him? Yes, yes! He don’t want any
wittles.”

“I thought he looked as if he did,” said 1.

The man stopped eating, and regarded me with the greatest surprise.

“Looked? When?”

“Just now.”

“Where?”

“Yonder,” said I, pointing; “over there, where I found him sleeping, and I thought it was you.”

He held me by the collar and stared at me so, that I began to think his first idea about cutting
my throat had revived.
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“Dressed like you, you know, only with a hat,” I explained, trembling. “Didn’t you hear the
cannon last night?”

“Then there was firing!” he said to himself.

“He had a badly bruised face,” said I, recalling what I hardly knew I knew.

“Not here?” exclaimed the man, striking his left cheek.

“Yes, there!”

“Where is he?” He crammed what little food was left, into the breast of his gray jacket. “Show
me the way he went. I’ll pull him down,'® like a bloodhound. But first give me the file, boy.”

I indicated in what direction the other man had gone away, and he looked up at it for an
instant. But then he sat on the wet grass and began to file his iron like a madman. I told him [ must
go, but he took no notice.

Srn pull him down. — 41 BeIciEKY ero.
10
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Chapter 4

I expected to find a Constable in the kitchen, waiting to take me up.'® But Mrs. Joe was busy
in getting the house ready for the festivities of the day.

We were to have a wonderful dinner, consisting of a leg of pickled pork and greens, and
a pair of roast stuffed fowls. A handsome mince-pie had been made yesterday morning, and the
pudding was already on the boil.

Mr. Wopsle,!” the clerk at church, was to dine with us; and Mr. Hubble'® and Mrs. Hubble; and
Uncle Pumblechook! (Joe’s uncle), who lived in the nearest town, and drove his own chaise-cart.
The dinner hour was half-past one. Everything was most splendid, and not a word of the robbery.

The time came, without bringing with it any relief to my feelings, and the company came.

I opened the door to the company, and I opened it first to Mr. Wopsle, next to Mr. and Mrs.
Hubble, and last of all to Uncle Pumblechook.

“Mrs. Joe,” said Uncle Pumblechook, a large hard-breathing middle-aged slow man, with a
mouth like a fish, and dull staring eyes, “I have brought you, Mum, a bottle of sherry wine — and
I have brought you, Mum, a bottle of port wine.”

Every Christmas Day he presented himself, as a profound novelty, with exactly the same
words.

We dined on these occasions in the kitchen. My sister was lively on the present occasion, and
indeed was generally more gracious in the society of Mrs. Hubble than in other company.

Among this good company I should have felt myself, even if I hadn’t robbed the pantry, in
a false position. They wouldn’t leave me alone. It began the moment we sat down to dinner. Mr.
Wopsle said grace with theatrical declamation,?® and ended with the very proper aspiration that we
might be truly grateful. My sister said, in a low voice, “Do you hear that? Be grateful.”

“Especially,” said Mr. Pumblechook, “be grateful, boy, to them which brought you up by
hand.”

Mrs. Hubble shook her head and asked, “Why is it that the young are never grateful?” Mr.
Hubble answered, “They are just vicious.” Everybody then murmured “True!” and looked at me
in a particularly unpleasant and personal manner.

“You must taste,” said my sister, addressing the guests with her best grace — “you must taste
such a delightful and delicious present of Uncle Pumblechook’s! You must know, it’s a pie; a pork

2

pie.
My sister went out to get it. I heard her steps proceed to the pantry. I saw Mr. Pumblechook

balance his knife. I felt that I could bear no more, and that I must run away. I ran for my life.
But I ran no farther than the house door. There stood a party of soldiers with their muskets.

16 to take me up — 4TOOBI B3ATh MEHS MOZ CTPaxy
17 Wopsle — Yoricn

'S Hubble — Xa6n

19 Pumblechook — [MamOGrayk

20 theatrical declamation — TeaTpajbHas JeKIaMalus
11
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Chapter 5

The sergeant and I were in the kitchen when Mrs. Joe stood staring.

“Excuse me, ladies and gentleman,” said the sergeant, “but [ am on a chase in the name of
the king, and I want the blacksmith.”

“And pray what might you want with him?” retorted my sister.

“Missis,” returned the gallant sergeant, “speaking for the king, I answer, a little job. You see,
blacksmith, we have had an accident with handcuffs, and I find the lock of one of them goes wrong,
and the coupling don’t act pretty. As they are wanted for immediate service, will you throw your
eye over them??!”

Joe threw his eye over them, and pronounced that the job would take two hours.

“Would you give me the time?” said the sergeant, addressing himself to Mr. Pumblechook.

“It’s just gone half past two.”

“That’s not so bad,” said the sergeant, reflecting; “How far are the marshes? Not above a
mile, I reckon?”

“Just a mile,” said Mrs. Joe.

“Convicts, sergeant?” asked Mr. Wopsle.

“Ay!” returned the sergeant, “two. They are out on the marshes, and we are going to catch
them.”

At last, Joe’s job was done. As Joe got on his coat, he proposed that some of us should go
down with the soldiers. Mr. Pumblechook and Mr. Hubble declined, but Mr. Wopsle said he would
go, if Joe would. Joe said he was agreeable, and would take me, if Mrs. Joe approved. Mrs. Joe
said, “If you bring the boy back with his head blown to bits by a musket, don’t ask me to put it
together again.”

When we were all out in the raw air and were steadily moving towards the marshs, I whispered
to Joe, “I hope, Joe, we shan’t find them.” and Joe whispered to me, “I’d give a shilling if they
had run, Pip.”

The weather was cold and threatening, the way dreary, darkness coming on, and the people
had good fires and were celebrating the day. A few faces hurried to glowing windows and looked
after us, but none came out. Joe took me on his back. With my heart thumping, I looked all about
for any sign of the convicts. Finally, I saw them both. The soldiers stopped.

After that they began to run. After a while, we could hear one voice calling “Murder!” and
another voice, “Convicts! Guard! This way for the runaway convicts!” The soldiers ran like deer,
and Joe too.

“Here are both men!” cried the sergeant. “Surrender, you two!”

Water was splashing, and mud was flying.

“Mind!” said my convict, wiping blood from his face with his ragged sleeves, and shaking
torn hair from his fingers: “I took him! I give him up to you! Mind that!”

The other was bruised and torn all over.

“Take notice, guard — he tried to murder me,” were his first words.

“Tried to murder him?”” said my convict, disdainfully. “Try, and not do it? I took him; that’s
what I done. dragged him here. He’s a gentleman, if you please, this villain. Now, the Hulks has
got its gentleman again, through me!”

The other one still gasped, “He tried — he tried to — murder me.”

“Look here!” said my convict to the sergeant. “I tried to kill him? No, no, no.”

2 will you throw your eye over them? — He Oyaere u BBl Tak JOOPBI B3NISTHYTH HA HUX?
12
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The other fugitive, who was evidently in extreme horror of his companion, repeated, “He
tried to murder me. I should have been a dead man if you had not come up.”

“He lies!” said my convict, with fierce energy.

My convict never looked at me, except that once. He turned to the sergeant, and remarked,

“I wish to say something. It may prevent some persons laying under suspicion alonger me.??”

“You can say what you like,” returned the sergeant, standing coolly looking at him with his
arms folded, “but you’ll have opportunity enough to say about it, and hear about it, you know.”

“A man can’t starve; at least I can’t. I took some wittles, at the village over there.”

“You mean stole,” said the sergeant.

“And I’ll tell you where from. From the blacksmith’s.”

“Halloa!” said the sergeant, staring at Joe.

“Halloa, Pip!” said Joe, staring at me.

“It was some wittles — that’s what it was — and liquor, and a pie.”

“You’re welcome,” returned Joe, “We don’t know what you have done, but we wouldn’t have
you starved, poor miserable fellow. Would us, Pip?”

Something clicked in the man’s throat, and he turned his back.

2yt may prevent some persons laying under suspicion alonger me. — O1o a5 TOro, 4To0BI OO3PEHHE HE MAJI0 Ha KOTO
JPYyroro.
13
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Chapter 6

The fear of losing Joe’s confidence, and of sitting in the chimney corner at night staring at
my forever lost companion and friend, tied up my tongue. In a word, I was too cowardly to tell
Joe the truth.

As I was sleepy before we were far away from the prison-ship, Joe took me on his back again
and carried me home.

By that time, [ was fast asleep, and through waking in the heat and lights and noise of tongues.
As I came to myself (with the aid of a heavy thump between the shoulders), I found Joe telling
them about the convict’s confession, and all the visitors suggesting different ways by which he had
got into the pantry. Everybody agreed that it must be so.

14
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Chapter 7

When I was old enough, I was to be apprenticed to Joe. Therefore, I was not only odd-boy
about the forge, but if any neighbor happened to want an extra boy to frighten birds, or pick up
stones, or do any such job, I was favoured with the employment.

“Didn’t you ever go to school, Joe, when you were as little as me?” asked I one day.

“No, Pip.”

“Why didn’t you ever go to school?”

“Well, Pip,” said Joe, taking up the poker, and settling himself to his usual occupation
when he was thoughtful; “I’ll tell you. My father, Pip, liked to drink much. You’re listening and
understanding, Pip?”’

“Yes, Joe.”

“So my mother and me we ran away from my father several times. Sometimes my mother
said, ‘Joe, you shall have some schooling, child,” and she’d put me to school. But my father couldn’t
live without us. So, he’d come with a crowd and took us from the houses where we were. He took
us home and hammered us. You see, Pip, it was a drawback on my learning.?*”

“Certainly, poor Joe!”

“My father didn’t make objections to my going to work; so I went to work. In time I was
able to keep him, and I kept him till he went off.”

Joe’s blue eyes turned a little watery; he rubbed first one of them, and then the other, in a
most uncomfortable manner, with the round knob on the top of the poker.

“I got acquainted with your sister,” said Joe, “living here alone. Now, Pip,” — Joe looked
firmly at me as if he knew I was not going to agree with him; — “your sister is a fine figure of
a woman.?#”

I could think of nothing better to say than “I am glad you think so, Joe.”

“So am I,” returned Joe. “That’s it. You’re right, old chap! When I got acquainted with your
sister, she was bringing you up by hand. Very kind of her too, all the folks said, and I said, along
with all the folks.”

I said, “Never mind me,? Joe.”

“When I offered to your sister to keep company, and to be asked in church at such times as
she was willing and ready to come to the forge, I said to her, ‘And bring the poor little child. God
bless the poor little child,’ I said to your sister, ‘there’s room for him at the forge!””

I broke out crying and begging pardon, and hugged Joe round the neck: who dropped the
poker to hug me, and to say, “We are the best friends; aren’t we, Pip? Don’t cry, old chap!”

Joe resumed,

“Well, you see; here we are! Your sister a master-mind.?® A master-mind.”

“However,” said Joe, rising to replenish the fire; “Here comes the mare!”

Mrs. Joe and Uncle Pumblechook was soon near, covering the mare with a cloth, and we
were soon all in the kitchen.

“Now,” said Mrs. Joe with haste and excitement, and throwing her bonnet back on her
shoulders, “if this boy isn’t grateful this night, he never will be! Miss Havisham?” wants this boy
to go and play in her house. And of course he’s going.”

2 it was a drawback on my learning — MoeMy y4eHBIO 3TO 3I0pPOBO MEILAI0
24 a fine figure of a woman — BuHasI )KEHIUHA

25 Never mind me. — Hy 4ro rosoputs 000 MHE.

26 Your sister a master-mind. — TBost cecTpa — yMa Iajara.

27 Havisham — XoBumem
15
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I had heard of Miss Havisham — everybody for miles round had heard of her — as an
immensely rich and grim lady who lived in a large and dismal house barricaded against robbers,
and who led a life of seclusion.

“I wonder how she come to know Pip!” said Joe, astounded.

“Who said she knew him?” cried my sister. “Couldn’t she ask Uncle Pumblechook if he knew
of a boy to go and play there? Uncle Pumblechook thinks that that is the boy’s fortune. So he
offered to take him into town tonight in his own chaise-cart, and to take him with his own hands
to Miss Havisham’s tomorrow morning.”

I was then delivered over to Mr. Pumblechook, who formally received me as if he were the
Sheriff. He said: “Boy, be forever grateful to all friends, but especially unto them which brought
you up by hand!”

“Good-bye, Joe!”

“God bless you, Pip, old chap

I had never parted from him before, and I could at first see no stars from the chaise-cart. I did
not understand why I was going to play at Miss Havisham’s, and what I was expected to play at.

',,
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Chapter 8

Mr. Pumblechook and I breakfasted at eight o’clock in the parlor behind the shop. I
considered Mr. Pumblechook wretched company.?® On my politely bidding him Good morning, he
said, “Seven times nine, boy??*” And how should I be able to answer, in a strange place, on an empty
stomach!3’ [ was very hungry, but the math3! lesson lasted all through the breakfast. “Seven?”” “And
four?” “And eight?” “And six?” “And two?” “And ten?” And so on.

For such reasons, I was very glad when ten o’clock came and we started for Miss Havisham’s.
Within a quarter of an hour we came to Miss Havisham’s house, which was of old brick, and dismal,
and had a great many iron bars to it. While we waited at the gate, Mr. Pumblechook said, “And
fourteen?” but I pretended not to hear him.

A window was raised, and a clear voice demanded “What name?”” To which my conductor
replied, “Pumblechook.” The voice returned, “Quite right,” and the window was shut again, and a
young lady came across the courtyard, with keys in her hand.

“This,” said Mr. Pumblechook, “is Pip.”

“This is Pip, is it?” returned the young lady, who was very pretty and seemed very proud;
“come in, Pip.”

Mr. Pumblechook was coming in also, when she stopped him with the gate.

“Oh!” she said. “Did you wish to see Miss Havisham?”’

“If Miss Havisham wished to see me,” returned Mr. Pumblechook, discomfited.

“Ah!” said the girl; “but you see she didn’t.”

She said it so finally, that Mr. Pumblechook could not protest. I was afraid that he would
come ask me through the gate, “And sixteen?” But he didn’t.

My young conductress locked the gate, and we went across the courtyard. It was paved and
clean, but grass was growing in every crevice. The cold wind seemed to blow colder there than
outside the gate.

She saw me looking at it, and she said, “Now, boy, you are at the Manor House.”

“Is that the name of this house, miss?”’

“One of its names, boy.”

She called me “boy” very often, and with a carelessness that was far from complimentary,
but she was of about my own age. She seemed much older than I, of course, being a girl, and
beautiful and self-possessed.

We went into the house by a side door, the great front entrance had two chains across it
outside — and the first thing I noticed was, that the passages were all dark, and that she had left
a candle burning there.

At last we came to the door of a room, and she said, “Go in.”

I answered, “After you, miss.”

To this she returned: “Don’t be ridiculous, boy; I am not going in.” And scornfully walked
away, and — what was worse — took the candle with her.

This was very uncomfortable, and I was half afraid. However, I knocked and entered, and
found myself in a pretty large room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of daylight was
to be seen in it. It was a dressing-room, as I supposed from the furniture. But prominent in it was

281 considered Mr. Pumblechook wretched company. — B o6miectBe Muctepa [TamOmuyka st 4yBCTBOBAI Ce0st OTBPATHTEIBHO.

2 Seven times nine, boy? — Ckonbko OyneT ceMbIO JeBITh, MAIBIHUK?

3 on an empty stomach — Ha mycTOH keTyI0K

3! math = mathematics — maremaruka
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a draped table with a gilded looking-glass, and that I made out at first sight to be a fine lady’s
dressing-table.

In an arm-chair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on that hand, sat the
strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see.

She was dressed in rich materials — satins, and lace, and silks — all of white. Her shoes were
white. And she had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal flowers in her
hair, but her hair was white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some
other jewels lay sparkling on the table.

“Who is it?” said the lady at the table.

“Pip, ma’am.”

“Pip?”

“Mr. Pumblechook’s boy, ma’am. Come — to play.”

“Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.”

It saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that a clock in the room had
stopped at twenty minutes to nine.

“Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. “You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the
sun since you were born?”’

“No.”

“Do you know what I touch here?” she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her
left side.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“What do I touch?”

“Your heart.”

“Broken!”

She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile.

“I am tired,” said Miss Havisham. “I want diversion. Play. I sometimes have sick fancies,
and I have a sick fancy that [ want to see some play. There, there!” with an impatient movement
of the fingers of her right hand; “play, play, play!”

I stood looking at Miss Havisham.

“Are you sullen and obstinate?”

“No, ma’am, I am very sorry for you, and very sorry I can’t play just now. It’s so new here,
and so strange, and so fine — and melancholy —.” I stopped, fearing I might say too much, or had
already said it, and we took another look at each other.

Before she spoke again, she turned her eyes from me, and looked at the dress she wore, and
at the dressing-table, and finally at herself in the looking-glass.

“So new to him,” she muttered, “so old to me; so strange to him, so familiar to me; so
melancholy to both of us! Call Estella.??”

As she was still looking at the reflection of herself, I thought she was still talking to herself,
and kept quiet.

“Call Estella,” she repeated, flashing a look at me. “You can do that. Call Estella. At the door.”

To stand in the dark and to roar out Estella’s name, was almost as bad as playing to order.*?
But she answered at last, and her light came along the dark passage like a star.

Miss Havisham beckoned her to come close, and took up a jewel from the table “Your own,
one day, my dear, and you will use it well. Let me see you play cards with this boy.”

“With this boy? Why, he is a common laboring boy!3*”

32 Estella — Dcrenna

33 playing to order — urpa o 3akazy

3% 2 common laboring boy — camb1ii 0OBIKHOBEHHBIH AEPEBEHCKHI MaJIBIUIIIKA
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Miss Havisham answered, “Well? You can break his heart.”

“What do you play, boy?” asked Estella of myself, with the greatest disdain.

“Nothing but beggar my neighbor,** miss.”

“Beggar him,3¢” said Miss Havisham to Estella. So we sat down to cards.

It was then I began to understand that everything in the room had stopped, like the watch and
the clock, a long time ago. I noticed that Miss Havisham put down the jewel exactly on the spot
from which she had taken it up. As Estella dealt the cards, I glanced at the dressing-table again,
and saw that the shoe upon it, once white, now yellow. I glanced down at the foot from which the
shoe was absent, and saw that the silk stocking on it, once white, now yellow, had been ragged. So
the lady sat, corpse-like, as we played at cards.

“What coarse hands he has, this boy!” said Estella with disdain, before our first game was
out. “And what thick boots!”

Her contempt for me was very strong. She won the game, and I dealt. She denounced me
for a stupid, clumsy laboring-boy.

“You say nothing of her,” remarked Miss Havisham to me. “She says many hard things of
you, but you say nothing of her. What do you think of her?”

“I don’t like to say,” I stammered.

“Tell me in my ear,” said Miss Havisham, bending down.

“I think she is very proud,” I replied, in a whisper.

“Anything else?”

“I think she is very pretty.”

“Anything else?”

“I think she is very insulting.”

“Anything else?”

“I think I should like to go home.”

“And never see her again, though she is so pretty?”

“I am not sure that I shouldn’t like to see her again, but I should like to go home now.”

“You shall go soon,” said Miss Havisham, aloud. “Play the game out.>””

I played the game to an end with Estella, and she beggared me. She threw the cards down
on the table.

“When shall I have you here again?” said Miss Havisham. “Let me think.”

I was beginning to remind her that today was Wednesday.

“I know nothing of days of the week; I know nothing of weeks of the year. Come again after
six days. You hear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Estella, take him down. Let him have something to eat. Go, Pip.”

I followed the candle down, as I had followed the candle up, and she stood it in the place
where we had found it. She opened the side entrance.

“You are to wait here, you boy,” said Estella; and disappeared and closed the door.

She came back, with some bread and meat and a little mug of beer. She put the mug down on
the stones of the yard, and gave me the bread and meat without looking at me, as insolently as if [
were a dog in disgrace. I was so humiliated, hurt, offended, angry, sorry. Tears started to my eyes.
The moment they sprang there, the girl looked at me with a quick delight. This gave me power to
keep them back and to look at her. She gave a contemptuous toss and left me.

33 Nothing but beggar my neighbor. — Hu Bo uto apyroe, kak KpoMme B «Iypadkay.
36 Beggar him. — OcraBs ero B qypakax.

37 Play the game out. — Jlourpaii 10 koHIa.
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But when she was gone, I looked about me for a place to hide my face in and cried. As |
cried, I kicked the wall, and took a hard twist at my hair.

Then I noticed Estella. She gave me a triumphant glance in passing me.

“Why don’t you cry?”

“Because I don’t want to.”

“You do,” said she. “You have been crying, and you are near crying again now.”

She laughed contemptuously, pushed me out, and locked the gate upon me. I went straight to
Mr. Pumblechook’s, and was immensely glad to find him not at home. So on what day I was wanted
at Miss Havisham’s again, [ walked to our forge, remembering that I was a common laboring-boy;
that my hands were coarse; that my boots were thick.
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Chapter 9

When I reached home, my sister was very curious to know all about Miss Havisham’s, and
asked a number of questions. I felt convinced that if I described Miss Havisham’s as my eyes had
seen it, I should not be understood. Consequently, I said as little as I could.

The worst of it was that that old Pumblechook came gaping over in his chaise-cart at tea-
time, to have the details divulged to him.

“Well, boy,” Uncle Pumblechook began, as soon as he was seated in the chair of honor*® by
the fire. “How did you get on up town?*”

I answered, “Pretty well, sir,” and my sister shook her fist at me.

“Pretty well?” Mr. Pumblechook repeated. “Pretty well is no answer. Tell us what you mean
by pretty well, boy?”

I reflected for some time, and then answered as if I had discovered a new idea, “I mean pretty
well.”

My sister with an exclamation of impatience was going to fly at me, — I had no shadow of
defence, for Joe was busy in the forge — when Mr. Pumblechook interposed with “No! Don’t lose
your temper. Leave this lad to me, ma’am; leave this lad to me.” Mr. Pumblechook then turned me
towards him, as if he were going to cut my hair, and said,

“First (to get our thoughts in order): Forty-three pence?4?”

To which I replied, after a long interval of reflection, “I don’t know.” And [ was so aggravated
that I almost doubt if I did know.

Mr. Pumblechook said, “Is forty-three pence seven and sixpence three fardens, for
instance?*!”

“Yes!” said I. The answer spoilt his joke, and brought him to a dead stop.

“Boy! What like is Miss Havisham??” Mr. Pumblechook began again when he had
recovered; folding his arms tight on his chest and applying the screw.

“Very tall and dark,” I told him.

“Is she, uncle?” asked my sister.

Mr. Pumblechook winked assent; from which I at once inferred that he had never seen Miss
Havisham, for she was nothing of the kind.

“Good!” said Mr. Pumblechook. (“This is the way to have him,* I think, Mum!”)

“I am sure, uncle,” returned Mrs. Joe, “I wish you had him always; you know so well how
to deal with him.”

“Now, boy! What was she a doing of, when you went in today?” asked Mr. Pumblechook.

“She was sitting,” I answered, “in a black velvet coach.”

Mr. Pumblechook and Mrs. Joe stared at one another — as they well might — and both repeated,
“In a black velvet coach?”

“Yes,” said 1. “And Miss Estella — that’s her niece, I think — handed her in cake and wine
at the coach-window, on a gold plate. And we all had cake and wine on gold plates. And I got up
behind the coach to eat mine, because she told me to.”

“Was anybody else there?”” asked Mr. Pumblechook.

38 the chair of honor — nouérHoe MecTO

3° How did you get on up town?” — Kak Tl IpoBé&n BpeMs B ropoze?
40 Forty-three pence? — CkolbKO COCTaBsT COPOK TpH IeHca?

*! for instance — HarpuMep

2 What like is Miss Havisham? — Kaxas u3 ceGs mucc XoBuuiem?

a3 This is the way to have him. — Bot xak Haio ¢ HUM oOpamarscs.
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“Four dogs,” said I.

“Large or small?”

“Immense,” said 1. “And they fought for veal-cutlets out of a silver basket.”

Mr. Pumblechook and Mrs. Joe stared at one another again, in utter amazement. I was
perfectly frantic and would have told them anything.

“Where was this coach, in the name of gracious?**” asked my sister.

“In Miss Havisham’s room.” They stared again. “But there weren’t any horses to it.”

“Can this be possible, uncle?”” asked Mrs. Joe. “What can the boy mean?”

“I’I tell you, Mum,” said Mr. Pumblechook. “My opinion is, it’s a sedan-chair.* She’s flighty,
you know — very flighty — quite flighty enough to pass her days in a sedan-chair.”

“Did you ever see her in it, uncle?” asked Mrs. Joe.

“How could I,” he returned, “when I never see her in my life?”

“Goodness, uncle! And yet you have spoken to her?”

“Why, don’t you know,” said Mr. Pumblechook, “that when I have been there, I have been
took up to the outside of her door, and the door has stood ajar, and she has spoke to me that way.
Don’t say you don’t know that, Mum. But the boy went there to play. What did you play at, boy?”

“We played with flags,” I said.

“Flags!” echoed my sister.

“Yes,” said I. “Estella waved a blue flag, and [ waved a red one, and Miss Havisham waved
one sprinkled all over with little gold stars, out at the coach-window. And then we all waved our
swords and hurrahed.”

“Swords!” repeated my sister. “Where did you get swords from?”

“Out of a cupboard,” said 1. “And I saw pistols in it — and jam — and pills. And there was no
daylight in the room, but it was all lighted up with candles.”

“That’s true, Mum,” said Mr. Pumblechook, with a grave nod. “That’s the state of the case,
for that much I’ve seen myself.” And then they both stared at me, and I stared at them.

Now, when I saw Joe open his blue eyes and roll them all round the kitchen in helpless
amazement; but only as regarded him — not in the least as regarded the other two. Towards Joe,
and Joe only, I considered myself a young monster. They had no doubt that Miss Havisham would
“do something” for me. My sister stood out for “property.” Mr. Pumblechook was in favour of a
handsome premium* for schooling.

After Mr. Pumblechook had driven off, and when my sister was washing up, I went into the
forge to Joe, and remained by him until he had done for the night. Then I said, “Before the fire
goes out, Joe, I should like to tell you something.”

“Should you, Pip?” said Joe. “Then tell me. What is it, Pip?”

“Joe,” said I, taking hold of his shirt sleeve, and twisting it between my finger and thumb,
“you remember all that about Miss Havisham’s?”

“Remember?” said Joe. “I believe you! Wonderful!”

“It’s a terrible thing, Joe; it isn’t true.”

“What are you telling of, Pip?” cried Joe, falling back in the greatest amazement. “You don’t
mean to say it’s —”

“Yes I do; it’s lies, Joe.”

“But not all of it?” I stood shaking my head. “But at least there were dogs, Pip? Come, Pip,”
said Joe, “at least there were dogs?”’

“No, Joe.”

**in the name of gracious — 60ke MHUJIOCTHBBIH

45 . .. .
sedan-chair — nopriues (1ézxoe nepernocroe kpecno, 6 KOMOPOM MOACHO CUOENb NONYIENCA; NANAHKUH)

46 handsome premium — 1mezpas ara
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“A dog?” said Joe. “A puppy? Come?”

“No, Joe, there was nothing at all of the kind. It’s terrible, Joe; isn’t it?”

“Terrible?” cried Joe. “Awful! What possessed you?”

“I don’t know what possessed me, Joe,” I replied, letting his shirt sleeve go, and sitting down
in the ashes at his feet, hanging my head; “but I wish my boots weren’t so thick nor my hands
so coarse.”

And then I told Joe that I felt very miserable, and that I hadn’t been able to explain myself
to Mrs. Joe and Pumblechook, who were so rude to me, and that there had been a beautiful young
lady at Miss Havisham’s who was dreadfully proud, and that she had said I was common, and
that I knew I was common, and that I wished I was not common, and that the lies had come of it
somehow, though I didn’t know how.

“There’s one thing you may be sure of, Pip,” said Joe, after some rumination, “namely, that
lies is lies. Don’t you tell more of them, Pip. That isn’t the way to get out of being common, old
chap. But you are uncommon in some things. You’re uncommon small. There was a flag, perhaps?”

“No, Joe.”

“I’'m sorry there wasn’t a flag, Pip. Look here, Pip, at what is said to you by a true friend.
Don’t tell more lies, Pip, and live well and die happy.”

“You are not angry with me, Joe?”

“No, old chap. But when you go up stairs to bed, Pip, please think about my words. That’s
all, old chap, and never do it more.”

When I got up to my little room and said my prayers, I did not forget Joe’s recommendation.
I thought how Joe and my sister were sitting in the kitchen, and how I had come up to bed from the
kitchen, and how Miss Havisham and Estella never sat in a kitchen, but were far above the level
of such common doings.*’

That was a memorable day to me, for it made great changes in me. Pause you who read this,
and think for a moment of the long chain of iron or gold, of thorns or flowers, that would never
have bound you, but for the formation of the first link on one memorable day.

47 were far above the level of such common doings — ObUIM HAMHOTO BBIIIE TAKOW OOBIKHOBEHHOM KH3HHU
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Chapter 10

Of course there was a public-house®® in the village, and of course Joe liked sometimes to
smoke his pipe there. I had received strict orders from my sister to call for him at the Three
Jolly Bargemen,* that evening, on my way from school, and bring him home. To the Three Jolly
Bargemen, therefore, I directed my steps.

There was a bar at the Jolly Bargemen, with some alarmingly long chalk scores in it on the
wall at the side of the door, which seemed to me to be never paid off.

It was Saturday night, I found the landlord looking rather sadly at these records; but as my
business was with Joe and not with him, I merely wished him good evening, and passed into the
common room at the end of the passage, where there was a bright large kitchen fire, and where Joe
was smoking his pipe in company with Mr. Wopsle and a stranger. Joe greeted me as usual with
“Halloa, Pip, old chap!” and the moment he said that, the stranger turned his head and looked at me.

He was a secret-looking man whom I had never seen before. His head was all on one side,
and one of his eyes was half shut up, as if he were taking aim at something with an invisible gun.
He had a pipe in his mouth, and he took it out, and, after slowly blowing all his smoke away and
looking hard at me all the time, nodded. So, I nodded, and then he nodded again.

“You were saying,” said the strange man, turning to Joe, “that you were a blacksmith.”

“Yes. I said it, you know,” said Joe.

“What’ll you drink, Mr. — ? You didn’t mention your name, by the way.”

Joe mentioned it now, and the strange man called him by it. “What’ll you drink, Mr. Gargery?
At my expense??”

“Well,” said Joe, “to tell you the truth, I am not much in the habit of drinking at anybody’s
expense but my own.”

“Habit? No,” returned the stranger, “but once and away, and on a Saturday night too. Come

“I don’t want to spoil the company,” said Joe. “Rum.”

“Rum,” repeated the stranger.

“Rum,” said Mr. Wopsle.

“Three Rums!” cried the stranger, calling to the landlord.

“This other gentleman,” observed Joe, by way of introducing Mr. Wopsle, “is our clerk at
church.”

“Aha!” said the stranger, quickly. “The lonely church, right out on the marshes, with graves
round it!”

“That’s it,” said Joe.

The stranger put his legs up on the settle. He wore a flapping broad-brimmed traveller’s hat,
and under it a handkerchief tied over his head in the manner of a cap: so that he showed no hair.
As he looked at the fire, I thought I saw a cunning expression, followed by a half-laugh, come
into his face.

“I am not acquainted with this country, gentlemen, but it seems a solitary country towards
the river.”

“Most marshes is solitary,” said Joe.

“No doubt, no doubt. Do you find any gypsies, now, or tramps of any sort, out there?”

“No,” said Joe; “none but a runaway convict now and then.>! Eh, Mr. Wopsle?”

',’

48 public-house — TpakTup, xapueBHs
4 Three Jolly Bargemen — “Tpu Becénbix matpoca” (Hasganue mpakmupa)
0 At my expense? — 3a Moif cuét?

1 but a runaway convict now and then — pa3sse urto Geroro apecranra
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Mr. Wopsle assented; but not warmly.

The stranger looked at me again — still cocking his eye, as if he were taking aim at me with
his invisible gun — and said, “He’s a nice boy. What is his name?”

“Pip,” said Joe.

“Son of yours?”

“Well,” said Joe, “well — no. No, he isn’t.”

“Nephew?” said the strange man.

“Well,” said Joe, with the same appearance of profound cogitation, “he is not — no, not to
deceive you, he is not — my nephew.”

“What is he?” asked the stranger.

Mr. Wopsle expounded the ties between me and Joe.

The strange man looked at nobody but me. He said nothing, until the glasses of rum and
water were brought; and then he made his shot, and a most extraordinary shot it was.

It was not a verbal remark, but it was addressed to me. He stirred his rum and water pointedly
at me, and he tasted his rum and water pointedly at me. And he stirred it and he tasted it; not with
a spoon that was brought to him, but with a file.

He did this so that nobody but I saw the file; and when he had done it he wiped the file and
put it in a breast-pocket. I knew it to be Joe’s file, and I knew that he knew my convict, the moment
I saw the instrument. I sat gazing at him, spell-bound.

“Stop half a moment, Mr. Gargery,” said the strange man. “I think I’ve got a bright new
shilling somewhere in my pocket, and if I have, the boy will have it.”

He looked it out from a handful of small change, folded it in some crumpled paper, and gave
it to me. “Yours!” said he. “Mind! Your own.”

I thanked him, staring at him. He gave Joe good-night, and he gave Mr. Wopsle good-night
(who went out with us), and he gave me only a look with his aiming eye.

On the way home, if I had been in a humor for talking, the talk must have been all on my
side, for Mr. Wopsle parted from us at the door of the Jolly Bargemen, and Joe went all the way
home with his mouth wide open, to rinse the rum out with as much air as possible. But I could
think of nothing else.

My sister was not in a very bad temper when we presented ourselves in the kitchen, and
Joe told her about the bright shilling. “A bad one,*> I'm sure,” said Mrs. Joe triumphantly, “Let’s
look at it.”

I took it out of the paper, and it proved to be a good one. “But what’s this?” said Mrs. Joe,
throwing down the shilling and catching up the paper. “Two One—Pound notes?”

Joe caught up his hat again, and ran with them to the Jolly Bargemen to restore them to their
owner. While he was gone, I sat down on my usual stool and looked at my sister, feeling pretty
sure that the man would not be there.

Presently, Joe came back, saying that the man was gone, but that he, Joe, had left word at the
Three Jolly Bargemen concerning the notes. Then my sister sealed them up in a piece of paper, and
put them under some dried rose-leaves in a teapot on the top of a press in the state parlor. There
they remained, a nightmare to me, many and many a night and day.

52 A bad one. — ®abuUBHIii.
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Chapter 11

At the appointed time I returned to Miss Havisham’s. Estella locked the gate it after admitting
me, as she had done before, and again preceded me into the dark passage where her candle stood.
She took no notice of me until she had the candle in her hand, when she looked over her shoulder,
saying, “You are to come this way today,” and took me to quite another part of the house.

The passage was a long one. We traversed but one side of the square, however, and at the end
of it she stopped, and put her candle down and opened a door. Here I found myself in a small paved
courtyard. There was a clock in the outer wall of this house. Like the clock in Miss Havisham’s
room, and like Miss Havisham’s watch, it had stopped at twenty minutes to nine.

We went in at the door, which stood open, and into a gloomy room with a low ceiling, on
the ground-floor at the back.

As we were going with our candle along the dark passage, Estella stopped all of a sudden,
and, facing round, said with her face quite close to mine —

“Well?”

“Well, miss?” I answered, almost falling over her and checking myself.

She stood looking at me, and, of course, I stood looking at her.

“Am [ pretty?”

“Yes; I think you are very pretty.”

“Am I insulting?”

“Not so much so as you were last time,” said I.

“Not so much so?”

“No.”

She fired when she asked the last question, and she slapped my face with such force as she
had, when I answered it.

“Now?” said she. “You little coarse monster,** what do you think of me now?”

“I shall not tell you.”

“Why don’t you cry again, you little wretch?>>”

“Because I’ll never cry for you again,” said 1.

We went on our way up stairs after this episode; and, as we were going up, we met a gentleman
groping his way down.

“Whom have we here?” asked the gentleman, stopping and looking at me.

“A boy,” said Estella.

He was a burly man of an exceedingly dark complexion, with an exceedingly large head, and
a corresponding large hand. He took my chin in his large hand and turned up my face to have a look
at me by the light of the candle. He was bald on the top of his head, and had bushy black eyebrows.

“Boy of the neighborhood? Hey?” said he.

“Yes, sir,” said 1.

“How do you come here?”

“Miss Havisham sent for me, sir,” I explained.

“Well! Behave yourself,” said he, biting the side of his great forefinger as he frowned at me,
“you behave yourself!%¢”

53 You are to come this way today. — Cerofsst Thl MOMIENIB BOT CIOA.
54 you little coarse monster — Tbl, 3aMOPBIII HECYACTHBIN
3 you little wretch — Tb1, MaseHBKHIT TaEHBIIT

55 You behave yourself! — Benu ce6s xopormo!
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With those words, he released me and went his way down stairs. There was not much time
to consider the subject, for we were soon in Miss Havisham’s room, where she and everything else
were just as | had left them. Estella left me standing near the door, and I stood there until Miss
Havisham cast her eyes upon me from the dressing-table.

“So!” she said, “the days have worn away, have they?”

“Yes, ma’am. Today is —

“There, there, there!>”” with the impatient movement of her fingers. “I don’t want to know.
Are you ready to play?”

“I don’t think I am, ma’am.”

“Not at cards again?” she demanded, with a searching look.

“Yes, ma’am; I could do that.”

“Since you are unwilling to play, boy,” said Miss Havisham, impatiently, “are you willing
to work?”

I said I was quite willing.

“Then go into that opposite room,” said she, pointing at the door behind me with her withered
hand, “and wait there till I come.”

I crossed the staircase landing, and entered the room she indicated. From that room, too,
the daylight was completely excluded, and it had an airless smell that was oppressive. The most
prominent object was a long table with a tablecloth spread on the table, as if a feast had been in
preparation when the house and the clocks all stopped together.

Black beetles had fascinated my attention, and I was watching them from a distance, when
Miss Havisham laid a hand upon my shoulder. In her other hand she had a stick on which she
leaned, and she looked like the witch.

“This,” said she, pointing to the long table with her stick, “is where I will be laid when I am
dead. They shall come and look at me here.”

I shrank under her touch.

“What do you think that is?” she asked me, again pointing with her stick; “that, where those
cobwebs are?”

“I can’t guess what it is, ma’am.”

“It’s a great cake. A bride-cake. Mine!”

She looked all round the room in a glaring manner, and then said, leaning on me while her
hand twitched my shoulder, “Come, come, come! Walk me, walk me!%”

She was not strong, and after a little time said, “Slower!” After a while she said, “Call
Estella!” so I went out on the landing and roared that name as I had done on the previous occasion.
When her light appeared, I returned to Miss Havisham, and we started away again round and round
the room.

Estella brought with her the three ladies and the gentleman, I didn’t know what to do.

“Dear Miss Havisham,” said a guest. “How well you look!”

“I donot,” returned Miss Havisham. “I am yellow skin and bone. And how are you, Camilla?”
said Miss Havisham.

“Thank you, Miss Havisham,” she returned, “I am as well as can be expected.”

Miss Havisham and I had never stopped all this time, but kept going round and round the
room.

“Matthew?* couldnot come,” said Camilla.

37 There, there, there! — He nano! He Hamo!
38 Walk me, walk me! — Beau menst! Benn mens!

3 Matthew — MoTbio
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“Matthew will come and see me at last,” said Miss Havisham, sternly, when I am laid on that
table. That will be his place — there,” striking the table with her stick, “at my head! And yours will
be there! And your husband’s there! And Sarah Pocket’s®® there! And Georgiana’s®! there! Now
you all know where to take your stations when you come to feast upon me when you come to feast
upon me.*> And now go!”

She now said, “Walk me, walk me!” and we went on again.

“Bless you, Miss Havisham dear!” said the guests.

While Estella was away lighting them down, Miss Havisham still walked with her hand on
my shoulder, but more and more slowly. At last she stopped before the fire, and said, after muttering
and looking at it some seconds —

“This 1s my birthday, Pip.”

I was going to wish her many happy returns, when she lifted her stick.

“I don’t want it to be spoken of.%* They come here on the day, but they dare not refer to it.”

Of course | made no further effort to refer to it.

“On this day of the year, long before you were born, this heap of decay was brought here. It
and I have worn away together. The mice have gnawed at it, and sharper teeth than teeth of mice
have gnawed at me.”

She held the head of her stick against her heart.

“When the ruin is complete,” said she, with a ghastly look, “and when they lay me dead, in
my bride’s dress on the bride’s table — which shall be done, and which will be the finished curse
upon him, — so much the better if it is done on this day!%4”

She stood looking at the table as if she stood looking at her own figure lying there. I remained
quiet. Estella returned, and she too remained quiet. It seemed to me that we continued thus for a
long time.

At last, Miss Havisham said, “Let me see you two play cards; why have you not begun?”
With that, we returned to her room, and sat down as before; [ was beggared, as before; and again,
as before, Miss Havisham watched us all the time, directed my attention to Estella’s beauty.

When we had played some half-dozen games, a day was appointed for my return, and I was
taken down into the yard to be fed in the former dog-like manner. There, too, I was again left to
wander about as I liked.

I found myself in the dismal corner upon which I had looked out of the window. I looked in
and, to my great surprise, saw a pale young gentleman with red eyelids and light hair.

This pale young gentleman quickly disappeared, and reappeared beside me.

“Halloa!” said he, “young fellow!”

I said, “Halloa!”

“Who let you in?” said he.

“Miss Estella.”

“Come and fight,” said the pale young gentleman.

What could I do but follow him?

“Stop a minute,” he said, “I ought to give you a reason for fighting. There it is!” In a most
irritating manner he pulled my hair, dipped his head, and butted it into my stomach.

His spirit inspired me with great respect. He seemed to have no strength, and he never hit
me hard. He got heavily bruised, for I am sorry to say that the more I hit him, the harder I hit him;

60 Sarah Pocket — Capa Iloker

o1 Georgiana’s — Jxopkuana

52 When you come to feast upon me — koraa Bel IpUAETE THPOBATH HAJO MHOM
531 don’t want it to be spoken of. — {1 He pa3pemaio 06 TOM TOBOPUTE.
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but he came up again and again and again, until at last he got a bad fall with the back of his head
against the wall. He went on his knees backwards and said, “That means you have won.”

He seemed so brave and innocent, that I felt but a gloomy satisfaction in my victory. However,
I said, “Can I help you?” and he said “No thank you,” and I said “Good afternoon,” and he said
“Same to you.”

When I got into the courtyard, I found Estella waiting with the keys. But she neither asked
me where I had been, nor why I had kept her waiting; and there was a bright flush upon her face,
as though something had happened to delight her. Instead of going straight to the gate, too, she
stepped back into the passage, and beckoned me.

“Come here! You may kiss me, if you like.”

I kissed her cheek as she turned it to me. But I felt that the kiss was worth nothing.
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Chapter 12

As we began to be more used to one another, Miss Havisham talked more to me, and asked
me such questions as what had I learnt and what was I going to be? I told her I was going to be
apprenticed to Joe, I believed. But I wanted to study, and I told her many times about that. I hoped
that she might offer some help towards that desirable end. But she did not; on the contrary, she
seemed to prefer my being ignorant. Neither did she ever give me any money — or anything but my
daily dinner — nor ever say that I should be paid for my services.

Estella always let me in and out, but never told me I might kiss her again. Sometimes, she
would condescend to me; sometimes, she would be quite familiar with me; sometimes, she would
tell me that she hated me. Miss Havisham would often ask me in a whisper, or when we were alone,
“Does she grow prettier and prettier, Pip?”” And when I said yes (for indeed she did), would seem
to enjoy it. Miss Havisham would embrace her with lavish love, murmuring something in her ear
that sounded like “Break their hearts my pride and hope, break their hearts and have no mercy!”

One day Miss Havisham stopped short as she and I were walking, she leaning on my shoulder;
and said with some displeasure —

“You are growing tall, Pip! Tell me the name of that blacksmith of yours.”

“Joe Gargery, ma’am.”

“Meaning the master you were to be apprenticed to?%”

“Yes, Miss Havisham.”

“Would Gargery come here with you?”

“At any particular time, Miss Havisham?”

“There, there! I know nothing about times. Let him come soon, and come along with you.”

63 Meaning the master you were to be apprenticed to? — 310 x HeMy ThI 1OJDKEH ObUI HATH B ITOAMAcTePbs?
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Chapter 13

On the next day, Joe was arraying himself in his Sunday clothes to accompany me to Miss
Havisham’s. The forge was shut up for the day.

We walked to town. As it was almost noon, Joe and I held straight on to Miss Havisham’s
house. Estella opened the gate as usual, and, the moment she appeared, Joe took his hat off.

Estella took no notice of either of us, but led us the way that [ knew so well. I followed next
to her, and Joe came last.

Estella told me we were both to go in, so I conducted Joe into Miss Havisham’s presence.
She was seated at her dressing-table, and looked round at us immediately.

“Oh!” said she to Joe. ““You are the husband of the sister of this boy?”

Dear old Joe was looking like some extraordinary bird; standing speechless, with his mouth
open as if he wanted a worm.

“You are the husband,” repeated Miss Havisham, “of the sister of this boy?”

It was very aggravating; but, throughout the interview, Joe was addressing me instead of
Miss Havisham.

“Yes, you see, Pip, as | married your sister.”

“Well!” said Miss Havisham. “And you have reared the boy, with the intention of taking him
for your apprentice; is that so, Mr. Gargery?”

“You know, Pip,” replied Joe, “as you and me were friends... But, Pip, if you had ever made
objections to that, nobody would force you, don’t you see?”

“Has the boy,” said Miss Havisham, “ever made any objection? Does he like the trade?”

“Pip,” returned Joe, “I think, there were not any objection on your part, right?”

It was quite in vain for me to make him understand that he ought to speak to Miss Havisham.

“Have you brought his indentures with you?” asked Miss Havisham.

“Well, Pip, you know,” replied Joe, “you saw me put them in my bag, and therefore you know
as they are here.” With which he took them out, and gave them, not to Miss Havisham, but to me.
I am afraid I was ashamed of the dear good fellow — I know I was ashamed of him — when I saw
that Estella stood at the back of Miss Havisham’s chair, and that her eyes laughed.

“You expected,” said Miss Havisham, as she looked them over, “no premium with the boy?”

“Joe!” I cried, for he made no reply at all. “Why don’t you answer —”’

“Pip,” returned Joe, “that is not a question requiring a answer between yourself and me.
Should I say it?’Miss Havisham glanced at him and took up a little bag from the table beside her.

“Pip has earned a premium here,” she said, “and here it is. There are five-and-twenty guineas
in this bag. Give it to your master, Pip.”

“This is very liberal on your part,®® Pip,” said Joe, “ And now, old chap,” may we do our
duty!®’

“Goodbye, Pip!” said Miss Havisham. “Let them out, Estella.”

“Am I to come again, Miss Havisham?” I asked.

“No. Gargery is your master now.”

We got out of the room. In another minute we were outside the gate, and it was locked, and
Estella was gone. When we stood in the daylight alone again, Joe backed up against a wall, and
said to me, “Astonishing!”

% This is very liberal on your part. — 3To oueHb 1eAPO C TBOEH CTOPOHEI.

67 may we do our duty! — GyneM HCHOTHATH CBOI Homr!
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When I got into my little bedroom, I was truly wretched, and had a strong conviction on me
that I should never like Joe’s trade. I had liked it once, but once was not now.%

%8 I had liked it once, but once was not now. — Kora-to oHO MHE HpaBHJIOCh, HO Ceifuac — Ipyroe Jieino.
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Chapter 14

It is a most miserable thing to feel ashamed of home. Home had never been a very pleasant
place to me, because of my sister’s temper. But, Joe had sanctified it, and I had believed in it. I
had believed in the forge as the glowing road to independence. Within a single year all this was
changed. Now it was all coarse and common, and I would not have had Miss Havisham and Estella
see it on any account.®’

Once, it had seemed to me that when I should be very proud and happy when I enter the
forge. Now the reality was quite different, I only felt that [ was dusty with the dust of small-coal.

It was not because | was faithful, but because Joe was faithful, that I never ran away and
went for a soldier or a sailor. It was not because I had a strong sense of the virtue of industry,” but
because Joe had a strong sense of the virtue of industry, that I worked very hard.

What I wanted, who can say? How can I say, when I never knew? What I dreaded was, that
in some unlucky hour I should lift up my eyes and see Estella looking in at one of the wooden
windows of the forge. I was haunted by the fear that she would, sooner or later, find me out, with a
black face and hands, doing the coarsest part of my work, and would despise me. Often after dark,
when I was pulling the bellows for Joe, I would look towards those panels of black night in the
wall which the wooden windows then were, and would believe that she had come at last.

After that, when we went in to supper, the place and the meal would have a more homely
look than ever, and I would feel more ashamed of home than ever.

% on any account — xorna-imbo

70 virtue of industry — Tpynonrooue
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Chapter 15

“Joe,” said I one day; “don’t you think I ought to make Miss Havisham a visit?”’

“Well, Pip,” returned Joe, slowly considering. “What for?”

“What for, Joe? What is any visit made for?7!”

“Pip,” said Joe, “Miss Havisham might think you wanted something — expected something
of her.”

“Don’t you think I might say that I did not, Joe?”

“You might, old chap,” said Joe. “And she might believe it. Or she might not.”

Joe pulled hard at his pipe.

“You see, Pip,” Joe pursued, “Miss Havisham said “goodbye” to you, That’s all.”

“Yes, Joe. I heard her.”

“ALL,” Joe repeated, very emphatically.

“Yes, Joe. I tell you, I heard her.”

“Me to the North, and you to the South!”

“But, Joe.”

“Yes, old chap.”

“I have never thanked Miss Havisham, or asked after her, or shown that [ remember her. My
dear Joe, if you would give me a half-holiday tomorrow, I think I would go to the town and make
a call on Miss Est — Havisham.”

“Her name,” said Joe, gravely, “isn’t Estavisham, Pip.”

So, tomorrow | found myself again going to Miss Havisham’s. Miss Sarah Pocket came to
the gate. No Estella.

“How, then? You here again?” said Miss Pocket. “What do you want?”

When I said that [ only came to see how Miss Havisham was, Sarah began to think if I was
the right person to let me in. Finally, she let me in, and presently brought the sharp message that
I was to “come up.”

Everything was unchanged, and Miss Havisham was alone.

“Well?” said she, fixing her eyes upon me. “I hope you want nothing? You’ll get nothing.”

“No indeed, Miss Havisham. I only wanted you to know that I am doing very well in my
apprenticeship, and am always much obliged to you.”

“There, there!” with the old restless fingers. “Come now and then; come on your birthday. —
Ay!” she cried suddenly, turning herself and her chair towards me, “You are looking round for
Estella? Hey?”

I had been looking round — in fact, for Estella — and I stammered that I hoped she was well.

“Abroad,” said Miss Havisham; “educating for a lady; far out of reach; prettier than ever;
admired by all who see her. Do you feel that you have lost her?”

There was such a malignant enjoyment in her last words, and she broke into such a
disagreeable laugh, that I was at a loss what to say. When the gate was closed upon me by Sarah,
I felt more than ever dissatisfied with my home and with my trade and with everything.

As I was loitering along the High Street, looking in disconsolately at the shop windows, and
thinking what [ would buy if I were a gentleman, who should come out of the shop but Mr. Wopsle.

“There’s something wrong,” said he, without stopping, “up at your place, Pip. Run all!”

“What is 1t?” I asked, keeping up with him.

“I can’t quite understand. The house seems to have been entered when Joe Gargery was out.
Supposed by convicts. Somebody has been attacked and hurt.”

"I What is any visit made for? — 3ayem Jironu BooOIIE XOST B TOCTH?
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We were running, and we made no stop until we got into our kitchen. It was full of people;
the whole village was there, or in the yard; and there was a surgeon, and there was Joe, and there
were a group of women, all on the floor in the midst of the kitchen. My sister was lying without
sense or movement on the bare boards.
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Chapter 16

Joe had been at the Three Jolly Bargemen, smoking his pipe, from a quarter after eight o’clock
to a quarter before ten. While he was there, my sister had been seen standing at the kitchen door,
and had exchanged Good Night with a farm-worker going home. When Joe went home at five
minutes before ten, he found her struck down on the floor, and promptly called in assistance.

My sister had been struck with something blunt and heavy, on the head and spine. And on the
ground beside her, when Joe picked her up, was a convict’s leg-iron which had been filed asunder.

Knowing what I knew, I believed the iron to be my convict’s iron — the iron I had seen and
heard him filing at, on the marshes — but my mind did not accuse him of having put it to its latest use.

It was horrible to think that I had provided the weapon.

The Constables and the Bow Street men from London’? were about the house for a week or
two, and did pretty much what I have heard and read of like authorities doing in other such cases.
They took up several obviously wrong people, and they ran their heads very hard against wrong
ideas, and persisted in trying to fit the circumstances to the ideas, instead of trying to extract ideas
from the circumstances.

Long after these constitutional powers had dispersed, my sister lay very ill in bed. Her sight
was disturbed, so that she saw objects multiplied; her hearing was greatly impaired; her memory
also; and her speech was unintelligible.”

72 the Bow Street men from London — noHz0HCKHE cymuku ¢ boy-ctput
73 her speech was unintelligible — e€ peus Gb11a OeccBsI3HOM
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Chapter 17

I now fell into a regular routine of apprenticeship life. The most remarkable event was the
arrival of my birthday and my paying another visit to Miss Havisham. I found Miss Sarah Pocket
still on duty at the gate; I found Miss Havisham just as I had left her, and she spoke of Estella in
the very same way, if not in the very same words. The interview lasted but a few minutes, and she
gave me a guinea when I was going, and told me to come again on my next birthday.

I tried to decline taking the guinea on the first occasion, but with no better effect than causing
her to ask me very angrily, if I expected more? Then, and after that, I took it.

The dull old house did not change, the yellow light in the darkened room, the faded spectre
in the chair by the dressing-table glass stood still. Daylight never entered the house. It bewildered
me, and under its influence I continued at heart to hate my trade and to be ashamed of home.

Wopsle’s second cousin Biddy used to come to help me and Joe. Biddy was a kind and
intelligent but poor young woman. She was not beautiful — she was common, and could not be like
Estella — but she was pleasant and wholesome and sweet-tempered. She had curiously thoughtful
and attentive eyes; eyes that were very pretty and very good. I liked to talk to her, and she usually
listened to me with great attention.

“Biddy,” said I one day, “we must talk together. And I must consult you a little more. Let us
have a quiet walk on the marshes next Sunday, Biddy, and a long chat.”

Joe more than readily undertook the care of my sister on that Sunday afternoon, and Biddy
and I went out together. It was summer-time, and lovely weather. When we had passed the village
and the church and the churchyard, and were out on the marshes and began to see the sails of the
ships as they sailed on, I resolved that it was a good time and place for the admission of Biddy
into my inner confidence.

“Biddy,” said I, “I want to be a gentleman.”

“O, I wouldn’t, if I was you!” she returned. “What for?”

“Biddy,” said I, with some severity, “I have particular reasons for wanting to be a gentleman.”

“You know best, Pip; but don’t you think you are happier as you are?”

“Biddy,” I exclaimed, impatiently, “I am not at all happy as I am. I am disgusted with my
calling and with my life. Don’t be absurd.”

“Was I absurd?” said Biddy, quietly raising her eyebrows; “I am sorry for that; I didn’t mean
to be. I only want you to do well, and to be comfortable.”

“I could lead a very different sort of life from the life I lead now. See how I am going on.
Dissatisfied and uncomfortable, coarse and common!”

Biddy turned her face suddenly towards mine, and looked far more attentively at me than
she had looked at the sailing ships.

“It was neither a very true nor a very polite thing to say,” she remarked, directing her eyes
to the ships again. “Who said it?”

I answered, “The beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham’s, and she’s more beautiful than
anybody ever was, and I admire her dreadfully, and I want to be a gentleman on her account.””

“Do you want to be a gentleman, to spite her or to gain her over?”” Biddy quietly asked
me, after a pause.

“I don’t know,” I answered. “I admire her dreadfully.”

Biddy was the wisest of girls, and she tried to reason no more with me. She put her hand
upon my hands, one after another, and gently took them out of my hair.

4 on her account — u3-3a Heé

" to spite her or to gain her over? — 4To0b1 focagUTH €if WK YTOOBI TOOUTHCS €€?
37



0. OctuH, Y. OukkeHc, C. A. MareeeB. «lopaocTb n npegybexneHue / Pride and Prejudice. Great
Expectations / Bonblive Hagexabi»

“I am glad of one thing,” said Biddy, “and that is your confidence, Pip. And I am glad of
another thing, and that is, that of course you know you may depend upon my keeping it. Shall we
walk a little farther, or go home?”

“Biddy,” I cried, getting up, putting my arm round her neck, and giving her a kiss, “I shall
always tell you everything.”

“Till you’re a gentleman,” said Biddy.

“You know I never shall be, so that’s always.”

“Ah!” said Biddy, quite in a whisper. And then repeated, with her former pleasant change,
“shall we walk a little farther, or go home?”

I said to Biddy we would walk a little farther. I said to myself, “Pip, what a fool you are!”

We talked a good deal as we walked, and all that Biddy said seemed right.

“Biddy,” said I, when we were walking homeward, “If I could only get myself to fall in love
with you, that would be the thing for me.”®”

“But you never will, you see,” said Biddy.

Biddy was immeasurably better than Estella, and the plain honest working life to which I
was born had nothing in it to be ashamed of, but offered me sufficient means of self-respect and
happiness. At those times, I would decide conclusively that I was becoming a partner with Joe
and Biddy.

7® that would be the thing for me — Bcé ObUTO GBI XOPOIIO JUIST MEHS
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Chapter 18

It was in the fourth year of my apprenticeship to Joe, and it was a Saturday night. There was
a group assembled round the fire at the Three Jolly Bargemen, attentive to Mr. Wopsle as he read
the newspaper aloud. Of that group I was one.

I noticed a strange gentleman leaning over the back of the settle opposite me, looking on.

“From information I have received,” said he, looking round at us, “I have reason to believe
there is a blacksmith among you, by name Joseph — or Joe — Gargery. Which is the man?”

“Here is the man,” said Joe.

The strange gentleman beckoned him out of his place, and Joe went.

“You have an apprentice,” pursued the stranger, “commonly known as Pip? Is he here?”

“I am here!” I cried.

The stranger did not recognize me, but I recognized him as the gentleman I had met on the
stairs, on the occasion of my second visit to Miss Havisham.

“I wish to have a private conference with you two,” said he, when he had surveyed me at his
leisure. “It will take a little time. Perhaps we had better go to your place of residence. I prefer not
to anticipate my communication here.”

Amidst a wondering silence, we three walked out of the Jolly Bargemen, and in a wondering
silence walked home. While going along, the strange gentleman occasionally looked at me, and
occasionally bit the side of his finger. As we neared home, Joe vaguely acknowledging the occasion
as an impressive and ceremonious one, went on ahead to open the front door. Our conference was
held in the state parlor, which was feebly lighted by one candle.

It began with the strange gentleman’s sitting down at the table, drawing the candle to him, and
looking over some entries in his pocket-book. He then put up the pocket-book and set the candle a
little aside, after peering round it into the darkness at Joe and me, to ascertain which was which.

“My name,” he said, “is Jaggers,”” and | am a lawyer in London. I am pretty well known. I
have unusual business with you. If my advice had been asked, I should not have been here.”

Finding that he could not see us very well from where he sat, he got up, and threw one leg
over the back of a chair and leaned upon it.

“Now, Joseph Gargery, [ am ready to relieve you of this young fellow. You would not object
to cancel his indentures at his request and for his good? You want nothing for so doing?”

“Lord forbid that I should want anything for not standing in Pip’s way,” said Joe, staring.

“Lord forbidding is pious, but the question 1s, Would you want anything? Do you want
anything?” returned Mr. Jaggers.

“The answer is,” returned Joe, sternly, “No.”

I thought Mr. Jaggers glanced at Joe, as if he considered him a fool.

“Very well,” said Mr. Jaggers. “Now, I return to this young fellow. He has Great
Expectations.”

Joe and I gasped, and looked at one another.

“I am instructed to communicate to him,” said Mr. Jaggers, throwing his finger at me
sideways, “that he will come into a handsome property.”® Further, that it is the desire of the present
possessor of that property,” that he be immediately removed from this place, and be brought up as
a gentleman — in a word, as a young fellow of great expectations.”

77 Jaggers — /Ixxerrepc
78 he will come into a handsome property — oH yHaclielyeT U3psiIHOE COCTOSTHUE
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My dream came true; Miss Havisham was going to make my fortune on a grand scale.®

“Now, Mr. Pip,” pursued the lawyer, “You are to understand, first, that it is the request of the
person from whom I take my instructions that you always bear the name of Pip. But if you have
any objection, this is the time to mention it.”

My heart was beating very fast, I could scarcely stammer I had no objection.

“Good. Now you are to understand, Mr. Pip, that the name of the person who is your liberal
benefactor remains a profound secret, until the person chooses to reveal it. | am empowered to
mention®! that it is the intention of the person to reveal it at first hand by word of mouth to yourself.
When or where that intention may be carried out, I cannot say; no one can say. It may be years
hence. But if you have any objection to it, this is the time to mention it. Speak out.”

Once more, | stammered with difficulty that I had no objection.

“I should think not! Now, Mr. Pip, we come next, to mere details of arrangement. We have
to choose your tutor. Have you ever heard of any tutor whom you would prefer to another?”

I replied in the negative.

“There is a certain tutor, of whom I have some knowledge,” said Mr. Jaggers. “I don’t
recommend him; because I never recommend anybody. The gentleman I speak of is one Mr.
Matthew Pocket.?>”

Ah! I caught at the name directly. Miss Havisham’s relation. The Matthew whose place was
to be at Miss Havisham’s head, when she lay dead, in her bride’s dress on the bride’s table.

“You know the name?” said Mr. Jaggers, looking at me, and then shutting up his eyes while
he waited for my answer.

My answer was, that I had heard of the name.

“Oh!” said he. “You have heard of the name. You had better try him in his own house. The
way shall be prepared for you, and you can see his son first, who is in London. When will you
come to London?”

I said (glancing at Joe, who stood looking on, motionless), that I could come directly.

“First,” said Mr. Jaggers, “you should have some new clothes, and they should not be
working-clothes. Say in a week. You’ll want some money. Shall I leave you twenty guineas?”

He took out a long purse, and counted them out on the table and pushed them over to me.

“Well, Joseph Gargery? You look astonished?”

“I am!” said Joe, in a very decided manner.

“But what,” said Mr. Jaggers, swinging his purse — “what if it was in my instructions to make
you a present, as compensation?”

“As compensation what for?” Joe demanded.

“For the loss of his services.”

Joe laid his hand upon my shoulder with the touch of a woman. “Pip is hearty welcome,”
said Joe, “to go free with his services, to honor and fortune, as no words can tell him. But if you
think as Money can make compensation to me for the loss of the little child — what come to the
forge — and ever the best of friends! —

Mr. Jaggers had looked at him, as one who recognized in Joe the village idiot,** and in me
his keeper. When it was over, he said, weighing in his hand the purse he had ceased to swing:

“Now, Joseph Gargery, I warn you this is your last chance. If you mean to take a present that
I have, speak out, and you shall have it. If on the contrary you mean to say — ” Here, to his great
amazement, he was stopped by Joe’s words.

80 to make my fortune on a grand scale — caenats MeHs Gorauom
811 am empowered to mention — 51 yoJTHOMOYEH 3asIBUTh
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“I mean,” cried Joe, “that if you come into my place badgering me, come out! If you’re a
man, come on! Stand or fall by!”

I drew Joe away. Mr. Jaggers delivered his remarks. They were these.

“Well, Mr. Pip, I think the sooner you leave here — as you are to be a gentleman — the better.
Let it stand for this day week,?* and you shall receive my printed address in the meantime.”

He went out, I thanked him and ran home again, and there I found that Joe had already locked
the front, and was seated by the kitchen fire with a hand on each knee, gazing intently at the burning
coals. I too sat down before the fire and gazed at the coals, and nothing was said for a long time.

My sister was in her chair in her corner, and Biddy sat at her needle-work before the fire, and
Joe sat next Biddy, and I sat next Joe in the corner opposite my sister.

“Joe, have you told Biddy?”” asked I.

“No, Pip,” returned Joe, still looking at the fire, and holding his knees tight, “ I left it to
yourself, Pip.”

“I would rather you told, Joe.”

“Pip’s a gentleman of fortune then,” said Joe, “and God bless him in it!”

Biddy dropped her work, and looked at me. Joe held his knees and looked at me. I looked
at both of them. After a pause, they both heartily gratulated me; but there was a certain touch of
sadness in their congratulations.

Biddy said no more. I soon exchanged an affectionate good night with her and Joe, and went
up to bed. When I got into my little room, I sat down and took a long look at it.

The sun had been shining brightly all day on the roof of my attic, and the room was warm. As
I put the window open and stood looking out, I saw Joe come slowly forth at the dark door, below;
and then I saw Biddy come, and bring him a pipe and light it for him. He never smoked so late.

84 Let it stand for this day week. — [TycTb 3T0 OyeT uepe3 HEemro.
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Chapter 19

Joe and Biddy were very sympathetic and pleasant when I spoke of our approaching
separation; but they only referred to it when I did. No more low, wet grounds, no more dikes, no
more of these grazing cattle — I was for London; not for smith’s work in general!  made my exultant
way to the wood, and, lying down there, fell asleep.

When I awoke, I was much surprised to find Joe sitting beside me, smoking his pipe. He
greeted me with a cheerful smile on my opening my eyes, and said —

“I decided to follow you, Pip.”

“Joe, I am very glad you did so.”

“Thank you, Pip.”

“You may be sure, dear Joe,” I went on, after we had shaken hands, “that I shall never forget
you.”

“No, no, Pip!” said Joe, in a comfortable tone, “I’m sure of that. Ay, ay, old chap

When we had walked home and had had tea, I took Biddy into our little garden by the side
of the lane, and said I had a favour to ask of her.

“And it is, Biddy,” said I, “that you will not omit any opportunity of helping Joe on, a little.”

“How helping him on?” asked Biddy, with a steady sort of glance.

“Well! Joe is a dear good fellow — in fact, I think he is the dearest fellow that ever lived — but
he is rather backward in some things. For instance, Biddy, in his learning and his manners.”

Although I was looking at Biddy as I spoke, and although she opened her eyes very wide
when I had spoken, she did not look at me.

“O, his manners! won’t his manners do then?%” asked Biddy, plucking a black-currant leaf.

“My dear Biddy, they do very well here —

“O! they do very well here?” interrupted Biddy, looking closely at the leaf in her hand.

“I mean a higher sphere.®¢”

“And don’t you think he knows that?”” asked Biddy.

It was such a very provoking question, that I said, snappishly —

“Biddy, what do you mean?”

“Have you never considered that he may be proud?”

“Proud?” I repeated, with disdainful emphasis.

“O! there are many kinds of pride,” said Biddy, looking full at me and shaking her head;
“pride is not all of one kind®” —

“Well? What are you stopping for?” said I.

“He may be too proud,” resumed Biddy, “to let any one take him out of a place that he fills
well and with respect. To tell you the truth, I think he is.”

“Now, Biddy,” said I, “I did not expect to see this in you. You are envious, Biddy, and
grudging. You are dissatisfied on account of my rise in fortune.”

“If you have the heart to think so,” returned Biddy, “say so. Say so over and over again, if
you have the heart to think so.”

But, morning once more brightened my view, and I extended my clemency to Biddy, and we
dropped the subject. Putting on the best clothes I had, I went into town as early as I could hope to
find the shops open, and presented myself before Mr. Trabb,® the tailor.

"’
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“Well!” said Mr. Trabb. “How are you, and what can I do for you?”

“Mr. Trabb,” said I, “it looks like boasting; but I have come into a handsome property. [ am
going up to my guardian in London, and I want a fashionable suit of clothes.”

“My dear sir,” said Mr. Trabb, “may I congratulate you? Would you do me the favour of
stepping into the shop?”

I selected the materials for a suit, with the assistance of Mr. Trabb. Mr. Trabb measured and
calculated me in the parlor.

After this memorable event, I went to the hatter’s, and the shoemaker’s, and the hosier’s. I
also went to the coach-office®” and took my place for seven o’clock on Saturday morning.

So, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday, passed; and on Friday morning I went to pay my
visit to Miss Havisham.

I went to Miss Havisham’s by all the back ways, and rang at the bell. Sarah Pocket came to
the gate, and positively reeled back when she saw me so changed.

“You?” said she. “You? Good gracious! What do you want?”

“I am going to London, Miss Pocket,” said I, “and want to say goodbye to Miss Havisham.”

Miss Havisham was taking exercise in the room with the long spread table, leaning on her
crutch stick. She stopped and turned.

“Don’t go, Sarah,” she said. “Well, Pip?”

“I start for London, Miss Havisham, tomorrow,” I was exceedingly careful what I said, “and
I thought you would kindly not mind®® my taking leave of you. I have come into such good fortune
since I saw you last, Miss Havisham, and I am so grateful for it, Miss Havisham!”

“Ay, ay!” said she, looking at envious Sarah, with delight. “I have seen Mr. Jaggers. I have
heard about it, Pip. So you go tomorrow?”

“Yes, Miss Havisham.”

“And you are adopted by a rich person?”

“Yes, Miss Havisham.”

“Not named?”

“No, Miss Havisham.”

“And Mr. Jaggers is made your guardian?”

“Yes, Miss Havisham.”

“Well!” she went on; “you have a promising career before you. Be good — deserve it — and
abide by Mr. Jaggers’s instructions.”

She looked at me, and looked at Sarah. “Goodbye, Pip! — you will always keep the name
of Pip, you know.”

“Yes, Miss Havisham.”

“Goodbye, Pip!”

She stretched out her hand, and I went down on my knee and put it to my lips. Sarah Pocket
conducted me down. I said “Goodbye, Miss Pocket;” but she merely stared, and did not seem
collected enough to know that I had spoken.

The world lay spread before me.

This is the end of the first stage of Pip s expectations.’!
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Chapter 20

The journey from our town to London was a journey of about five hours.

Mr. Jaggers had sent me his address; it was, Little Britain,”?> and he had written after it on
his card, “just out of Smithfield.”® We stopped in a gloomy street, at certain offices with an open
door, where was painted MR. JAGGERS.

“How much?” I asked the coachman.

The coachman answered, “A shilling — unless you wish to make it more.”

I naturally said I had no wish to make it more.

“Then it must be a shilling,” observed the coachman. I went into the front office with my
little bag in my hand and asked, Was Mr. Jaggers at home?

“He 1s not,” returned the clerk. “He is in Court at present. Am I addressing Mr. Pip?”’

I signified that he was addressing Mr. Pip.

“Mr. Jaggers left word, would you wait in his room.”

Mr. Jaggers’s room was lighted by a skylight only, and was a most dismal place. There were
not so many papers about, as I should have expected to see; and there were some odd objects about,
that I should not have expected to see — such as an old rusty pistol, a sword, several strange-looking
boxes and packages.

I sat down in the chair placed over against Mr. Jaggers’s chair, and became fascinated by
the dismal atmosphere of the place. But I sat wondering and waiting in Mr. Jaggers’s close room,
and got up and went out.

At length, as I was looking out at the Little Britain, I saw Mr. Jaggers coming across the
road towards me.

My guardian then took me into his own room, and while he lunched, informed me what
arrangements he had made for me. I was to go to “Barnard’s Inn,’*” to young Mr. Pocket’s rooms,
where a bed had been sent in for my accommodation. “You will find your credit good, Mr. Pip,”
said my guardian, but I shall by this means be able to check your bills.”

I asked Mr. Jaggers if [ could send for a coach? He said it was not worth while, I was so near
my destination; Wemmick®® should walk round with me.

%2 Little Britain — Jlutn-Bpuren
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Chapter 21

Mr. Wemmick was a dry man, rather short in stature, with a square wooden face.

“So you were never in London before?”” said Mr. Wemmick to me.

“No,” said 1.

“I was new here once,” said Mr. Wemmick.

“You are well acquainted with it now?”

“Why, yes,” said Mr. Wemmick.

“Is it a very wicked place?” I asked, more for the sake®® of saying something than for
information.

“You may get cheated, robbed, and murdered in London. But there are plenty of people
anywhere, who’ll do that for you.”

His mouth was such a post-office of a mouth that he had a mechanical appearance of smiling.

“Do you know where Mr. Matthew Pocket lives?” I asked Mr. Wemmick.

“Yes,” said he, nodding in the direction. “At Hammersmith,”” west of London.”

“Is that far?”

“Well! Say five miles.”

“Do you know him?”

“Yes, I know him. I know him!”

Barnard’s Inn. I had supposed that establishment to be an hotel kept by Mr. Barnard. I found
Barnard to be a disembodied spirit, or a fiction, and his inn the dingiest collection of shabby
buildings ever squeezed together.

I looked in dismay at Mr. Wemmick. “Ah!” said he; “the retirement reminds you of the
country.”

He led me into a corner and conducted me up a flight of stairs — to a set of chambers on the
top floor. MR. POCKET, JUN., was painted on the door, and there was a label on the letter-box,
“Return shortly.?®”

“You don’t want me any more?”” asked Mr. Wemmick.

“No, thank you,” said I.

“As I keep the cash,” Mr. Wemmick observed, “we shall most likely meet pretty often. Good

“Good day.”

I put out my hand, and Mr. Wemmick at first looked at it as if he thought I wanted something.
Then he looked at me, and said, correcting himself —

“To be sure! Yes. You’re in the habit of shaking hands?”

I was rather confused, thinking it must be out of the London fashion, but said yes.

When we had shaken hands and he was gone, I opened the staircase window. Mr. Pocket,
Junior, returned in half an hour. He had a paper-bag under each arm and some strawberries in one
hand, and was out of breath.

“Mr. Pip?” said he.

“Mr. Pocket?” said 1.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed. “T am extremely sorry. The fact is, I have been out on your account
— for I thought, coming from the country, you might like a little fruit after dinner, and I went to

day.
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Covent Garden Market” to get it good. Pray come in, allow me to lead the way. We might like to
take a walk about London. I am sure I shall be very happy to show London to you. As to our table,
you won’t find that bad, I hope, for it will be supplied from our coffee-house here,'® and at your
expense,'?! such being Mr. Jaggers’s directions. As to our lodging, it’s not by any means splendid,
because I have my own bread to earn, and my father hasn’t anything to give me, and I shouldn’t
be willing to take it, if he had. This is our sitting-room — just such chairs and tables and carpet and
so forth, you see. This is your bedroom; the furniture’s hired for the occasion, but I trust it will
answer the purpose; if you should want anything, I’ll go and fetch it. The chambers are retired, and
we shall be alone together, but we shan’t fight, I dare say. But, I beg your pardon, you’re holding
the fruit all this time. Pray let me take these bags from you. I am quite ashamed.”

Suddenly Mr. Pocket, Junior, said, falling back —

“Lord bless me, you’re the prowling boy!”

“And you,” said I, “are the pale young gentleman!”

% Covent Garden Market — KoBenTt-I'apaeHckuii pbIHOK
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Chapter 22

The pale young gentleman and I stood contemplating one another in Barnard’s Inn, until we
both burst out laughing.

“Well!” said the pale young gentleman, reaching out his hand good-humoredly, “it’s all over
now, [ hope you’ll forgive me.”

I derived from this speech that Mr. Herbert Pocket! (for Herbert was the pale young
gentleman’s name) did not remember anything.

“Miss Havisham had sent for me, to see if she could take a fancy to me. But she couldn’t
— she didn’t.”

I thought it polite to remark that I was surprised to hear that.

“Bad taste,” said Herbert, laughing, “but a fact. Yes, she had sent for me on a trial visit, and
if I had come out of it successfully, I suppose I should have been provided for; perhaps I should
have been engaged to Estella.”

“How did you bear your disappointment?” I asked.

“Pooh!” said he, “I didn’t care much for it. She’s a Tartar.!9”

“Miss Havisham?”

“I don’t say no to that, but I meant Estella. That girl’s hard and haughty and capricious to the
last degree, and has been brought up by Miss Havisham to wreak revenge on all the male sex.!%”

“What relation is she to Miss Havisham?”

“None,” said he. “Only adopted.”

“Why should she wreak revenge on all the male sex? What revenge?”’

“Lord, Mr. Pip!” said he. “Don’t you know?”

“No,” said 1.

“Dear me! It’s quite a story, and shall be saved till dinner-time. And now let me take the
liberty of asking you a question. How did you come there, that day?”

I told him, and he was attentive until I had finished, and then burst out laughing again.

“Mr. Jaggers is your guardian, I understand?” he went on.

“Yes.”

“You know he is Miss Havisham’s man of business and solicitor, and has her confidence
when nobody else has?”

I answered with a constraint, that I had seen Mr. Jaggers in Miss Havisham’s house on the
very day of our combat, but never at any other time.

“He was so obliging!® as to suggest my father for your tutor, and he called on my father
to propose it. Of course he knew about my father from his connection with Miss Havisham. My
father is Miss Havisham’s cousin.”

Herbert Pocket was still a pale young gentleman. He had not a handsome face, but it was
better than handsome: being extremely amiable and cheerful.

As he was so communicative, I told him my small story, and stressed on my being forbidden
to inquire who my benefactor was. I further mentioned that as I had been brought up a blacksmith
in a country place, and knew very little of the ways of politeness, I would take it as a great kindness
in him if he would give me a hint whenever he saw going wrong.

192 Herbert Pocket — T'epoept [oket
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“With pleasure,” said he, “Will you do me the favour to begin at once to call me by my
Christian name, Herbert?”

I thanked him and said I would. I informed him in exchange that my Christian name was
Philip.

“No,” said he, smiling, “Would you mind Handel'% for a familiar name? There’s a charming
piece of music by Handel, called the Harmonious Blacksmith.!97”

“I should like it very much.”

“Then, my dear Handel,” said he, turning round as the door opened, “here is the dinner!”

It was a nice little dinner. Everything made the feast delightful. We had made some progress
in the dinner, when I reminded Herbert of his promise to tell me about Miss Havisham.

“True,” he replied. ““ Let me introduce the topic, Handel, by mentioning that in London it
is not the custom to put the knife in the mouth — for fear of accidents — and that while the fork is
reserved for that use. Also, the spoon is not generally used over-hand, but under.!%%”

He offered these friendly suggestions in such a lively way, that we both laughed and I scarcely
blushed.

“Now,” he pursued, “concerning Miss Havisham. Miss Havisham, you must know, was a
spoilt child. Her mother died when she was a baby, and her father denied her nothing.!® Her father
was a country gentleman down in your part of the world, and was a brewer. Well! Mr. Havisham
was very rich and very proud. So was his daughter.”

“Miss Havisham was an only child?” I hazarded.

“Stop a moment, I am coming to that. No, she was not an only child; she had a half-brother.!!°
Her father privately married again — his cook, I rather think.”

“I thought he was proud,” said I.

“My good Handel, so he was. He married his second wife privately, because he was proud,
and in course of time she died. When she was dead, I apprehend he first told his daughter what he
had done, and then the son became a part of the family, residing in the house you are acquainted
with. As the son grew a young man, he turned out riotous, extravagant — altogether bad. At last his
father disinherited him; but he softened when he was dying, and gave him something, though less
than to Miss Havisham. Miss Havisham was now an heiress.!!! Her half-brother had debts. There
were stronger differences between him and her than there had been between him and his father.
Now, I come to the cruel part of the story. There appeared a certain man, who made love to Miss
Havisham. I never saw him (for this happened five-and-twenty years ago, before you and I were,
Handel), but I have heard my father mention that he was a showy man.!'? Well! This man pursued
Miss Havisham closely. And she passionately loved him. There is no doubt that she perfectly
idolized him. Your guardian was not at that time in Miss Havisham’s counsels, and she was too
haughty and too much in love to be advised by any one. Her relations were poor, with the exception
of my father; he was poor enough, but not jealous. The only independent one among them, he
warned her that she was doing too much for this man. She took the first opportunity of angrily
ordering my father out of the house, in his presence, and my father has never seen her since.”

I thought of her having said, “Matthew will come and see me at last when I am laid dead
upon that table;” and I asked Herbert whether his father was so inveterate against her?

19 Handel — T CHJICNIb

197 Harmonious Blacksmith — «["apMOoHUYECKUH Ky3HEID (HA38aHUe NbeCbl HEMEYKO20 U AHSTUICKO20 KOMNO3UMOPA dNOXU
bapoxxo I ®. ['enoens)

108 the spoon is not generally used over-hand, but under — noxky syuiie 3aXBaTbIBaTh IadbllaMU HE CBEPXY, @ CHU3Y
199 denied her nothing — Hu B 4éM eli He OTKa3bIBAI

10 3 half-brother — coaubIit Opar

"1 Miss Havisham was now an heiress. — Mucc XoBumenm crana Tenepb HACIEeTHHULICH.

124 showy man — BuHbIi Myx4nHa
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“It’s not that,” said he, “To return to the man and make an end of him. The marriage day was
fixed, the wedding dresses were bought, the wedding tour was planned out, the wedding guests
were invited. The day came, but not the bridegroom. He wrote her a letter —

“Which she received,” I struck in, “when she was dressing for her marriage? At twenty
minutes to nine?”’

“At the hour and minute,” said Herbert, nodding, “at which she afterwards stopped all the
clocks.”

“Is that all the story?” I asked.

“All T know of it. But I have forgotten one thing. It has been supposed that the man to whom
she gave her misplaced confidence acted throughout in concert!''® with her half-brother; that it was
a conspiracy between them; and that they shared the profits.”

“I wonder he didn’t marry her and get all the property,” said 1.

“He may have been married already,” said Herbert. “But I don’t know that.”

“What became of the two men?” I asked, after considering the subject.

“They fell into deeper shame and degradation — if there can be deeper — and ruin.”

“Are they alive now?”

“I don’t know.”

“You said just now that Estella was not related to Miss Havisham, but adopted. When
adopted?”

Herbert shrugged his shoulders. “There has always been an Estella, since I have heard of a
Miss Havisham. I know no more. And now, Handel, all that I know about Miss Havisham, you
know.”

“And all that I know,” I retorted, “you know.”

On the Monday morning at a quarter before nine, Herbert went to the counting-house. He
was to come away in an hour or two to attend me to Hammersmith, and I was to wait about for
him. We went back to Barnard’s Inn and got my little bag, and then took coach for Hammersmith.
We arrived there at two or three o’clock in the afternoon, and had very little way to walk to Mr.
Pocket’s house. Lifting the latch of a gate, we passed direct into a little garden overlooking the
river, where Mr. Pocket’s children were playing about.

Mrs. Pocket was sitting on a garden chair under a tree, reading, with her legs upon another
garden chair; and Mrs. Pocket’s two nurse-maids were looking about them while the children
played. “Mamma,” said Herbert, “this is young Mr. Pip.”

113 acted throughout in concert — nefictBoBan 3a01HO
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Chapter 23

Mr. Pocket said he was glad to see me, and he hoped I was not sorry to see him. He was
a young-looking man, in spite of his very gray hair, and his manner seemed quite natural. When
he had talked with me a little, he said to Mrs. Pocket, “Belinda,!* I hope you have welcomed Mr.
Pip?''>” And she looked up from her book, and said, “Yes.”

I found out within a few hours, that Mrs. Pocket was the only daughter of a certain gentleman.
The young lady had grown up highly ornamental, but perfectly helpless and useless. I learnt, and
chiefly from Herbert, that Mr. Pocket had been educated at Harrow!!¢ and at Cambridge;''” and he
had had the happiness of marrying Mrs. Pocket very early in life.

After dinner the children were introduced. There were four little girls, and two little boys.
One of the little girls have prematurely taken upon herself some charge of the others.

I looked awkwardly at the tablecloth while this was going on. A pause succeeded. But the
time was going on, and soon the evening came.

There was a sofa where Mr. Pocket stood, and he dropped upon it in the attitude of the Dying
Gladiator.!® Still in that attitude he said, with a hollow voice, “Good night, Mr. Pip.” So I decided
to go to bed and leave him.

114 Belinda — Benunna

15 you have welcomed Mr. Pip — 161 mo3Hakomuiiacek ¢ Muctepom [Tunom

16 Harrow — Xappoy (00Ha u3 usgecmueluux u cmapeiuux GpUMaHCKUx nyonuyHsIX WKOI 0158 MATLYUKOS )
17 Cambridge — KemOpumx

18 Dying Gladiator — ymuparomuii rmaauarop
50



0. OctuH, Y. OukkeHc, C. A. MareeeB. «lopaocTb n npegybexneHue / Pride and Prejudice. Great
Expectations / Bonblive Hagexabi»

Chapter 24

After two or three days, when I had established myself in my room, Mr. Pocket and I had a
long talk together. He knew more of my intended career than I knew myself.

He advised my attending certain places in London. Through his way of saying this, and much
more to similar purpose, he placed himself on confidential terms with me in an admirable manner.

I thought if I could retain my bedroom in Barnard’s Inn, my life would be agreeably varied.
So I went off to Little Britain and expressed my wish to Mr. Jaggers.

“If I could buy the furniture now hired for me,” said I, “and one or two other little things,
I should be quite at home there.”

“Go it!'"°” said Mr. Jaggers, with a short laugh. “Well! How much do you want?”’

I said I didn’t know how much.

“Come!” retorted Mr. Jaggers. “How much? Fifty pounds?”

“0, not nearly so much.”

“Five pounds?” said Mr. Jaggers.

This was such a great fall, that I said in discomfiture, “O, more than that.”

“More than that, eh!” retorted Mr. Jaggers, lying in wait for me, with his hands in his pockets,
his head on one side, and his eyes on the wall behind me; “how much more?”

“It 1s so difficult to fix a sum,” said I, hesitating.

“Come!” said Mr. Jaggers. “Twice five; will that do? Three times five; will that do? Four
times five; will that do?”

“Twenty pounds, of course,” said I, smiling.

“Wemmick!” said Mr. Jaggers, opening his office door. “Take Mr. Pip’s written order, and
pay him twenty pounds.”

Mr. Jaggers never laughed. As he happened to go out now, and as Wemmick was brisk and
talkative, I said to Wemmick that I hardly knew what to make of Mr. Jaggers’s manner.

“Tell him that, and he’ll take it as a compliment,” answered Wemmick. “It’s not personal;
it’s professional: only professional.”

Wemmick was at his desk, lunching — and crunching — on a dry hard biscuit; pieces of which
he threw from time to time into his mouth, as if he were posting them.

“Always seems to me,” said Wemmick, “as if he had set a man-trap and was watching it.
Suddenly — click — you’re caught!”

I said I supposed he was very skilful?

“Deep,” said Wemmick, “as Australia. If there was anything deeper,” added Wemmick,
bringing his pen to paper, “he’d be it.”

Then I asked if there were many clerks? to which he replied —

“We don’t run much into clerks,'?° because there’s only one Jaggers. There are only four of
us. Would you like to see them? You are one of us, as [ may say.”

I accepted the offer. When Mr. Wemmick had paid me my money from a cash-box in a safe,
the key of which safe he kept somewhere down his back, we went up stairs. The house was dark
and shabby. In the front first floor, a clerk who looked something between a publican and a rat-
catcher'?! — a large pale, puffed, swollen man — was attentively engaged with three or four people
of shabby appearance. In the room over that, a little flabby terrier of a clerk with dangling hair was

19 Go it! — Yro x, neictByiite!

120 We don’t run much into clerks. — Muoro KJIEPKOB JIep>KaTh HaM HET CMbICJA.

121 something between a publican and a rat-catcher — Hexas moMech TpaKTUPIIUKA C KPBICOIOBOM
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similarly engaged with a man with weak eyes. In a back room, a high-shouldered man,'?> who was
dressed in old black clothes, was stooping over his work of making fair copies of the notes of the
other two gentlemen, for Mr. Jaggers’s own use.

This was all the establishment. When we went down stairs again, Wemmick led me into my
guardian’s room, and said, “This you’ve seen already.”

Then he went on to say, in a friendly manner:

“If at any odd time when you have nothing better to do, you wouldn’t mind coming over to
see me at Walworth,'?3 I could offer you a bed, and I should consider it an honor. I have not much
to show you; but such two or three curiosities as I have got you might like to look over; and I am
fond of'** a bit of garden and a summer-house.”

I said I should be delighted to accept his invitation.

“Thank you,” said he. “Have you dined with Mr. Jaggers yet?”

“Not yet.”

“Well,” said Wemmick, “he’ll give you wine, and good wine. I’ll give you punch, and not
bad punch. And now I’ll tell you something. When you go to dine with Mr. Jaggers, look at his
housekeeper.”

“Shall I see something very uncommon?”

“Well,” said Wemmick, “you’ll see a wild beast tamed.”

I told him I would do so, with all the interest and curiosity that his preparation awakened.

1224 high-shouldered man — cyTy:blif 4enoBeK
123 Walworth — YonsopT

1241 am fond of — 51 ouens 0610
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Chapter 25

When I had been in Mr. Pocket’s family a month or two, Mr. and Mrs. Camilla!? turned up.
Camilla was Mr. Pocket’s sister. Georgiana, whom I had seen at Miss Havisham’s on the same
occasion, also turned up. She was a cousin — an indigestive single woman. These people hated me
with the hatred of disappointment. Towards Mr. Pocket they showed the complacent forbearance.

These were the surroundings among which 1 settled down, and applied myself to my
education. I soon began to spend an amount of money that within a few short months I should have
thought almost fabulous; but I stuck to my books. There was no other merit in this, than my having
sense enough to feel my deficiencies.

I had not seen Mr. Wemmick for some weeks, when I thought I would write him a note and
propose to go home with him on a certain evening. He replied that it would give him much pleasure,
and that he would expect me at the office at six o’clock. Thither I went, and there I found him,
putting the key of his safe down his back as the clock struck.

“Did you think of walking down to Walworth?” said he.

“Certainly,” said I, “if you approve.”

Wemmick’s house was a little wooden cottage in the midst of plots of garden, and the top
of it was cut out and painted.

“My own doing,” said Wemmick. “Looks pretty; doesn’t it?”

I highly commended it, I think it was the smallest house I ever saw; with the queerest gothic
windows,!?¢ and a gothic door almost too small to get in at.

“That’s a real flagstaff, you see,” said Wemmick, “and on Sundays I run up a real flag. Then
look here. After I have crossed this bridge, I hoist it.”

The bridge was a plank, and it crossed a chasm about four feet wide and two deep. But it
was very pleasant to see the pride with which he hoisted it up; smiling as he did so, and not merely
mechanically.

“At nine o’clock every night, Greenwich time,'?”” said Wemmick, “the gun fires. There it is,
you see! Then, at the back, out of sight, there’s a pig, and there are fowls and rabbits.”

Then, he conducted me to a bower; and in this retreat our glasses were already set forth. Our
punch was cooling in an ornamental lake, on whose margin the bower was raised.

“I am my own engineer, and my own carpenter, and my own plumber, and my own gardener,
and my own Jack of all Trades,'?®” said Wemmick, in acknowledging my compliments. “Well; it’s
a good thing, you know. It pleases the Aged. You wouldn’t mind being at once introduced to the
Aged, would you?”

I expressed the readiness I felt, and we went into the castle. There we found, sitting by a fire,
a very old man in a flannel coat: clean, cheerful, comfortable, and well cared for, but deaf.

“Well aged parent,” said Wemmick, shaking hands with him in a cordial way, “how are you?”

“All right, John; all right!” replied the old man.

“Here’s Mr. Pip, aged parent,” said Wemmick, “and I wish you could hear his name. Nod
away at him, Mr. Pip; that’s what he likes. Nod away at him, if you please.”

“This is a fine place of my son’s, sir,” cried the old man, while I nodded as hard as I possibly
could.

125 Camilla — Kammia
126 gothic windows — rotudeckue okHa
127 Greenwich time — o TPUHBHYCKOMY BPEMEHH

128 Jack of all Trades — MacTep Ha BCE PyKU
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“You’re as proud of it; aren’t you, Aged?” said Wemmick, contemplating the old man, with
his hard face really softened; “there’s a nod for you;” giving him a tremendous one; “there’s another
for you;” giving him a still more tremendous one; “you like that, don’t you? If you’re not tired, Mr.
Pip, will you nod away at him again? You can’t think how it pleases him.”

I nodded away at him several more, and he was in great spirits.!?” We left him bestirring
himself to feed the fowls, and we sat down. Wemmick told me, as he smoked a pipe, that it had
taken him many years to bring the property up to its present condition.

“Is it your own, Mr. Wemmick?”

“0O yes,” said Wemmick, “I have got hold of it!”

“Is it indeed? I hope Mr. Jaggers admires it?”

“Never seen it,” said Wemmick. “Never heard of it. Never seen the Aged. Never heard of
him. No; the office is one thing, and private life is another. When I go into the office, I leave the
Castle behind me, and when I come into the Castle, I leave the office behind me. If it’s not in any
way disagreeable to you, you’ll oblige me by doing the same. I don’t wish it spoken about.”

Before supper Wemmick showed me his collection of curiosities. They were mostly of a
felonious character: the pen with which a celebrated forgery had been committed, a razor or two,
some locks of hair, and several manuscript confessions written under condemnation.

There was a neat little girl in attendance, who looked after the Aged in the day. When she
had laid the supper-cloth, the bridge was lowered, and she went away for the night. The supper
was excellent; and I was heartily pleased with my whole entertainment.

Wemmick was up early in the morning, and [ am afraid I heard him cleaning my boots. After
that, he fell to gardening, and I saw him from my gothic window pretending to employ the Aged,
and nodding at him in a most devoted manner. Our breakfast was as good as the supper, and at half-
past eight precisely we started for Little Britain. By degrees,'3® Wemmick got dryer and harder as
we went along. At last, when we got to his place of business and he pulled out his key from his
coat-collar, he looked quite different.

129 he was in great spirits — oH coBceM pa3BecemNmiIcs

130 by degrees — nocreneHHo
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Chapter 26

My guardian was in his room, washing his hands with his scented soap, when I went into the
office from Walworth; and he called me to him, and gave me the invitation for myself and friends
which Wemmick had prepared me to receive. “No ceremony,” he stipulated, “and no dinner dress,
and say tomorrow.” I asked him where we should come to (for I had no idea where he lived), and
replied, “Come here, and I’1l take you home with me.”

He washed his hands after his clients, as if he were a surgeon or a dentist. He had a closet in
his room, fitted up for the purpose, which smelt of the scented soap like a perfumer’s shop. It had
an unusually large jack-towel on a roller inside the door, and he would wash his hands, and wipe
them and dry them all over this towel. When I and my friends repaired to him at six o’clock next
day, we found him with his head butted into this closet, not only washing his hands, but laving his
face. And even when he had done all that, and had gone all round the jack-towel, he took out his
penknife and scraped the case out of his nails before he put his coat on.

He conducted us to Gerrard Street, Soho,?! to a house on the south side of that street. He
took out his key and opened the door, and we all went into a stone hall, bare, gloomy, and little
used. So, up a dark brown staircase into a series of three dark brown rooms on the first floor. There
were carved garlands on the walls.

Dinner was laid in the best of these rooms; the second was his dressing-room; the third, his
bedroom. He told us that he held the whole house, but rarely used more of it than we saw. The table
was comfortably laid — no silver in the service, of course — and a variety of bottles and decanters
on it, and four dishes of fruit for dessert.

There was a bookcase in the room; I saw from the backs of the books, that they were about
evidence, criminal law, criminal biography, trials, acts of Parliament, and such things. The furniture
was all very solid and good, like his watch-chain. In a corner was a little table of papers with a
shaded lamp: so that he seemed to bring the office home with him in that respect too.

My friends were: Bentley Drummle,'3? a coarse young man, I met him at Mr. Pocket’s house,
as Drummle was also to be trained in skills; and Startop,'** who — like Bentley Drummle — was my
fellow student, but unlike Drummle, he was kind.

Mr. Jaggers had scarcely seen my three companions until now — for he and I had walked
together. To my surprise, he seemed to be interested in Drummle.

“Pip,” said he, putting his large hand on my shoulder and moving me to the window, “I don’t
know one from the other. Who’s the Spider?”

“The spider?” said I.

“The blotchy, sulky fellow.”

“That’s Bentley Drummle,” I replied; “the one with the delicate face is Startop.”

Mr. Jaggers returned, “Bentley Drummle is his name, is it? I like the look of that fellow.”

He immediately began to talk to Drummle. [ was looking at the two, when there came between
me and them the housekeeper, with the first dish for the table.

She was a woman of about forty, I supposed — but I may have thought her younger than
she was. Rather tall, of a nimble figure, extremely pale, with large faded eyes, and a quantity of
streaming hair. [ had seen Macbeth!** at the theatre, a night or two before, and that her face looked to
me as if it were all disturbed by fiery air, like the faces I had seen rise out of the Witches’ caldron.!3>

B! Gerrard Street, Soho — JIxeppapa-ctput, Coxo
132 Bentley Drummle — bentu [pamn
133 Startop — Crapron

134 Macbeth — «MaxGer» (00Ha u3 nHaubonee uzeecmuvix mpazeouu Yunvsama Llexcnupa)
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She set the dish on, touched my guardian quietly on the arm with a finger to notify that dinner
was ready, and vanished. We took our seats at the round table, and my guardian kept Drummle on
one side of him, while Startop sat on the other. It was a noble dish of fish that the housekeeper had
put on table, and we had mutton afterwards, and then bird. Sauces, wines, all the accessories we
wanted, and all of the best, were given out by our host. No other attendant than the housekeeper
appeared. She set on every dish; and I always saw in her face, a face rising out of the caldron.

Dinner went off very well. For myself, I found that I was expressing my tendency to lavish
expenditure, and to patronize Herbert, and to boast of my great prospects, before I quite knew that
I had opened my lips. It was so with all of us.

When we had got to the cheese, that our conversation turned upon our rowing feats, and that
Drummle was not very good in rowing. Drummle informed our host that he much preferred our
room to our company, and that as to skill he was more than our master, and that as to strength he
could scatter us like chaff. Drummle was baring and spanning his arm to show how muscular it
was, and we all fell to baring and spanning our arms in a ridiculous manner.

My guardian was leaning back in his chair biting the side of his forefinger and showing an
interest in Drummle, that, to me, was quite inexplicable. Suddenly, he clapped his large hand on
the housekeeper’s, like a trap, as she stretched it across the table. So suddenly and smartly did he
do this, that we all stopped in our foolish contention.

“If you talk of strength,” said Mr. Jaggers, “I’ll show you a wrist. Molly, let them see your
wrist.”

Her entrapped hand was on the table, but she had already put her other hand behind her waist.
“Master,” she said, in a low voice, with her eyes attentively fixed upon him. “Don’t.”

“I’ll show you a wrist,” repeated Mr. Jaggers, with an determination to show it. “Molly, let
them see your wrist.”

“Master,” she again murmured. “Please!”

“Molly,” said Mr. Jaggers, not looking at her, but looking at the opposite side of the room,
“let them see both your wrists. Show them. Come!”

He took his hand from hers, and turned that wrist up on the table. She brought her other hand
from behind her, and held the two out side by side. The last wrist was much disfigured'*® — deeply
scarred and scarred across and across. When she held her hands out she took her eyes from Mr.
Jaggers, and turned them watchfully on every one of the rest of us in succession.

“There’s power here,'*”” said Mr. Jaggers, coolly tracing out the sinews with his forefinger.
“Very few men have the power of wrist that this woman has. I have had occasion to notice many
hands; but I never saw stronger in that respect, man’s or woman’s, than these.”

While he said these words in a leisurely, critical style, she continued to look at every one of
us in regular succession as we sat. The moment he ceased, she looked at him again. “That’ll do,
Molly,'3®” said Mr. Jaggers, giving her a slight nod; “you have been admired, and can go.” She
withdrew her hands and went out of the room, and Mr. Jaggers filled his glass and passed round
the wine.

“At half-past nine, gentlemen,” said he, “we must break up.!* Pray make the best use of your
time.'* [ am glad to see you all. Mr. Drummle, I drink to you.”

135 Witches’ caldron — kotén BEIbM

136 was much disfigured — 6110 CHIIBHO 00€300paskeHO

137 There’s power here. — Bor rze cuna.
138 That’ll do, Molly. — [locrarouno, Momnu.
139 we must break up — MbI JIOJDKHBI pa30UTUCH

140 Pray make the best use of your time. — [Toxainyiicra, He TepsaiTe BpeMeHHU.
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Drummle showed his morose depreciation of the rest of us, in a more and more offensive
degree, until he became downright intolerable. But Mr. Jaggers followed him with the same strange
interest. He actually seemed to serve as a zest to Mr. Jaggers’s wine.

In our boyish want of discretion I dare say we took too much to drink, and I know we talked
too much. We became particularly hot upon some boorish sneer of Drummle’s, to the effect that
we were too free with our money. It led to my remarking, that Startop had lent him money in my
presence but a week or so before.

“Well,” retorted Drummle; “he’ll be paid.”

“I don’t mean to imply that he won’t,” said I, “but it might make you hold your tongue about
us and our money, I should think.”

“You should think!” retorted Drummle. “Oh Lord!”

“I dare say,” I went on, meaning to be very severe, “that you wouldn’t lend money to any
of us if we wanted it.”
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KoHel o3HakomuTtenbHoro doparmeHTa.

Tekct npenoctabien OO0 «JlutPecy.

[IpounTaiiTe 3Ty KHUTY LIEIUKOM, KYIIMB IIOJHYIO JIEraJlbHYI0 Bepcuto Ha JIlutPec.

be3onacHo omiatuTh KHUTY MOXHO OaHKOBCKOM KapToii Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, co cueta
MOOMIIbHOTO TenedoHa, ¢ IaTexxHoro TepmuHaina, B canone MTC nnu CBsazHoi, uepe3 PayPal,
WebMoney, Annexc.densru, QIWI Komenek, 60HyCHbIMM KapTaMH WU APYTrUM ynoOHbIM Bam
CIocoOoM.
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