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DICKENS / BARTLETT

HERBERT POCKET: (For it is he.) Lord bless me - you’re the
prowling boy!

PIP: And you - are the pale young gentleman!

HERBERT: I say, I do hope you’ll forgive me for having knocked
you about so.

PIP: Oh - oh yes.
HERBERT: (Offering his hand.) Herbert.
PIP: (Shaking it.) Pip.

Without ever once stopping talking, during this next conversation
HERBERT gets everything they need for dinner out of his parcels,
lays the table etc — and they tuck in.

HERBERT: That was all rather a long time ago, wasn’t it? I was
rather on the lookout for good fortune then.

PIP: Indeed?

HERBERT: Yes, Miss Havisham had sent for me, too, to see if
she could take a fancy to me. But, she couldn’t. If she had,
I suppose I should have been provided for — perhaps even
what-d’you-called it to Estella. Affianced. What’s-his-named...
Engaged. Still, I didn’t much care for her. She’s a Tartar. You
know she’s been brought up by Miss Havisham to wreak
revenge on all the male sex?

PIP: Revenge? What revenge?
HERBERT: Lord, Mr Pip, don’t you know?
PIP: No. (Completely absorbed, and mouth crammed with food.)

HERBERT: Dear me, it’s quite a story — which perhaps I might
begin by mentioning that in London it is not the custom to put
the knife in the mouth — for fear of accidents — scarcely worth

mentioning, dear boy, only it’s as well to do as other people
do -

PIP: Thank you.
HERBERT: Quite. Well, Miss Havisham’s mother died when

she was a baby, and her father denied her nothing. He was
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a gentleman, very rich, and excuse me for mentioning it,
but Society as a body does not expect one to be so strictly
conscientious in emptying one’s glass as to turn it bottom
upwards, Pip...

PIP: Oh. Thank you. Having been brought up in a country place,
you see —

HERBERT: Quite.
PIP: Do go on.

HERBERT: — very rich, and when he died, she was left an heiress.
Now I come to the cruel part of the story — merely breaking
off dear Pip to observe that a dinner napkin may usefully be
left on one’s lap -

PIP: Sorry —

HERBERT: Not at all. So: there appeared on the scene, at the races
or a ball or whatever - this is all twenty-five years ago — a
man, who made love to her - a showy, not-at-all-a-gentleman
sort of a person. Pursued her, professed to be devoted — and
so on - and she loved him. Passionately. The marriage day was
fixed, the wedding dress bought — the bride-cake ordered — the
day came: but not the bridegroom. He wrote her a letter —

PIP: Which she received at twenty minutes to nine —

HERBERT: When she was dressing for the wedding — at which
hour she afterwards stopped all the clocks -

PIP: - and has never since looked upon the light of day...
HERBERT: Never, dear boy.

PIP: I see. Is Estella...what relation is she?

HERBERT: None: adopted.

PIP: And what became of the man? Is he still alive?
HERBERT: I don’t know. But all that I do know, you know.
PIP: And all that I know, Herbert, you know.

This last exchange is done as a toast; at the moment that their glasses
clink, HERBERT suspends... PIP talks to the audience:
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