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DICKENS / BARTLETT

PIP: Of course, it would be a great relief to ask you several
questions, sir —

JAGGERS: Ask one.

PIP: Is my benefactor to be made known to me today?
COMPANY: No.

JAGGERS: No. Ask another.

PIP: Is that confidence to be imparted to me soon?
JAGGERS: Another.

PIP: Have I - have I any income to receive meanwhile, sir?
JAGGERS: Five, Hundred, Pounds.

PIP: Five hundred. (70 HERBERT.) You see, she does design me for
Estella -

HERBERT: O Pip, Pip, will you never take warning?
PIP: Of what?
ESTELLA: Of me.

MISS HAVISHAM: See how she uses you? As she uses all the
others. Does she attract, Pip? Does she torment?

Proprietorially, as always, she touches ESTELLA ~ but ESTELLA
Slinches away — for the first time.

ESTELLA: (Very calmly.) I cannot think why you should be so
unreasonable, Pip. I must be taken as I have been made.

Must I not, Pip?

PIP: Why must you give to others looks and smiles, such — such as
you never give to me?

ESTELLA: Do you mean, to Mr Drummle? Merely to deceive and
entrap, Pip.

PIP: Do you deceive and entrap him, Estella?
ESTELLA: Yes. Mr Drummle, and many others. All of them, Pip.

All of them... except you. ..
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GREAT EXPECTATIONS: ACT TWO

ESTELLA smiles.
PIP: Ah!

He covers his face with his hands to blot out this memory, and the
picture fades.

SCENE 26

PIP: So, twenty-one years of age, and not word to enlighten me on
the subject of my great expectations. Not a word!

And Herbert was away...

To get some respite, I used to try, in the evenings, to read.

(A book is thrown at him, and he catches it.) Some old Eastern
stories... In one of them, a great slab of stone is to fall on a
bed of state, at the very moment of amorous conquest. (PIP
tells the story with relish, as if it was about somebody else.) The
heavy slab is slowly wrought out of the quarry; the tunnel for
the rope to hold it in its place, slowly carried through leagues
of rock; the slab raised and fitted in the ceiling, and the rope
riven to it. The fatal hour come, the sultan is aroused in the
dead of the night, and the sharpened axe that was to sever the
rope put into his hand. The blow is struck — the rope parts and
rushes away — and the great heavy slab —

A light has begun to grow behind PIP’s door. From the shadows, the
COMPANY is watching him. He thinks he hears something on the
stairs — but it is nothing.

I'm sorry.

I couldn’t stop thinking about her you see. It was a wretched
night, stormy and wet — with the wind, rushing up from the
river — and I can remember —

Now he’s starting to get alarmed.
thinking of Joe, and Biddy -
when all the lights blew out.

The sound of the wind out on the marshes. PIP picks up his lamp.
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