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DICKENS / BARTLETT

MRS JOE: (4 vision of bonneted Sury, suddenly sweeping out of one door
and into another, announcing.) His sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, who
married a blacksmith. \

PIP s stopped in his recollections Jor a moment.
PIP: I remember -

I remember knowing, that afternoon, that that bleak place,
overgrown with nettles, was a churchyard, out on the marsh
country by the river. That Phillip Pirrip, Late of this Parish, and
Also Georgiana, Wife of the Above, were d ‘ad, and buried, and
gone; and my five little brothers dead and buried too — and
that the wind was blowing off the sea, and that I —

that T was seven, and afraid of it all, and beginning to cry —

Without warning, a door has opened ~ and MAGWITCH has a knife
at his throat.

MAGWITCH: Hold your noise.

Terrified, PIP does as he is told. Other doors slowly open, just a crack;
the rest of the COMPANY spy on his ordeal.

Keep still.
Keep still - or I’ll cut your throat.

PIP: (In the voice of a seven year-old.) O! Don’t cut my throat sir! Pray
don’t do it, sir.

(Then, in his adult voice, and to the audience.) 1 was terrified.
MAGWITCH: Tell us your name. Quick.

Tell us your name!!!!
PIP: Pip, sir. My father’s name being Pirrip, and mine Phillip, I -
MAGWITCH: What?
PIP: Pip. Pip, sir.

MAGWITCH stares at him.

MAGWITCH: Where’s your mother?

GREAT EXPECTATIONS: ACT ONE

Vv (Pointing at a tombstone.) There sir! (MAGWITCH goes to bolt; then
stops.) There. Also Georgiana. That’s my mother.

MAGWITCH: Oh. And your father?
P11 Yes sir, him too: Late of this Parish, there sir.

MAGWITCH: Who d’ye live with then - supposing you’re let to

live,
' My sister.

MIESJOE: Mis Joe Gargery, who married Joe Gargery, the
blacksmith.

MAGWITCH: Blacksmith, eh?
I There was a great iron, on his leg. ..
VMAGWITCH: Now lookee here. You know what a file is?
LY You sir.
MAGWITCH: And you know what ‘wittles’ is?
I Yes siv food sir.
[he COMPANY join in as MAGWITCH deliberately terrifies PIP.

MAGWITCH: You get me a file; and you get me wittles; and you
bring 'em both to me. Or Ill have your heart and liver out —

COMPANY: Out! -
P Yeu sin

IAGWITCHE Tomorrow morning, early, you do it; and you never
dare to say a word or Il have ’em out, and roasted, and
il There's o young man, hid with me on these marshes, in
comparison with which I'am a Angel, and which young man
B secret peculiar way of getting at a boy, and at his heart,
and at hig liver; a boy may lock his door,

COMPANY: Lock it!

MAGWITCH: He may be warm in bed, but this young man will

soltly creep

COMPANY: Creep





