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DICKENS / BARTLETT

PIP: (Angrily.) Whose fault it was is of no moment now. The change
was made; the thing was done. Excusably or inexcusably, it
was done!

He looks at JOE.

I never told you how I felt. All those nights we worked at the
forge together...never. No. (With self-hatred.) No, what I said
was: (Putting on his forge apron, and lying, brightly.)

SCENE 15
PIP: Joe, don’t you think I ought to make Miss Havisham a visit?

JOE, to displace his knowing that this is all wrong, sets to work
with his hammer.

JOE: Well, Pip, what for? She might think you wanted
something...

PIP: Might she?

JOE: She might old chap. You see, Pip, Miss Havisham done the
handsome thing by you, but when she done that, she called
me back to say most partick’ler as that were all.

PIP: Yes, Joe, I heard her.
JOE: ALL.
PIP: Yes, Joe, I -

OE: Which I meantersay Pip, it might be that her meaning were
y Lip g 8
(Hammer! ) make an end on it Pip (Hammer!) as you was, Pip.
(Hammer!)

PIP: But Joe -
JOE: Yes old chap...

PIP: I merely thought I might go up town and make a call on Miss
Est — Havisham.

JOE stops whatever he is doing.

JOE: Which her name ain’t Estavisham, Pip, unless she have been
re-chris’ened.
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PIP: I know, Joe, I know. That was a slip. What do you think of it,
Joe?

JOE: Well I thinks...if you thinks well of it, Pip, then...then I
thinks well of it, Pip. Old chap.

PIP takes his apron off and tidies himself up - he worries about
his black hands.

PIP: And so...I went. Absurdly, and promising Joe it would be the
very last time, I went back.

The doorbell of Satis House. ..

SCENE 16
SARAH: What do you want?
PIP: Only to see how Miss —
SARAH: Well you’d better come up then.
This time, SARAH is his guide through the dark house.
MISS HAVISHAM, alone by firelight.
MISS HAVISHAM: Well?

PIP: Miss Havisham, I wanted you to know that I am doing very
well, and that -

MISS HAVISHAM: Ah! You are looking for Estella.
PIP: I... I hope she is well.

MISS HAVISHAM: Abroad. Educating for a lady. Admired by all
who see her. Do you feel that you have lost her?

She laughs.
PIP: I feel...
MISS HAVISHAM: Yes?
PIP: I felt...felt that I — What was it?

MISS HAVISHAM: Here Pip, take a guinea. For your birthday.
(Angrily.) Take it!!
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