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DICKENS ,
/ BARTLETT GREAT EXPECTATIONS: ACT ONE |

MNN\ MM\RE him into another candle- and Jure-lit voom, we see MISS CAMILLA: Oh, as well as can be expected — not expecting any ,W
, amidst the ruins of her bridal feast thanks, or anything of that sort, for coming here, no, certainly i
MISS HAVISHAM: So! The days have worn away, have they? G %ﬁ,
; |

MISS HAVISHAM: Expecting? (She turns on them.) ...When I am |
laid out on this table, that will be your place, and that yours,
and that yours. When you come to feast upon me. Now go! i

PIP: Yes, ma’am, today is

MISS HAVISHAM: I don’t want (o know!

This, is where I will be laid when I am dead. They shall all Go! ﬂ

come and look at me... What do you think (hat s SARAH: The idea! Bless you! Bless you!

PIP: I don’t know. ) : ,
They have gone. MISS HAVISHAM stands and stares as if she could

MISS HAVISHAM: It's a great cake, A bride cake. Mine! It and I see her dead self laid on the table.
have worn away together.. 'T'he . W
Bt z._v\ ogether,.. The mice have gnnwed at it, and On this day of the year, long before you were born, Pip, this
Sm_muam . an teeth of mice have gnawed at me. Walk me, heap of decay was brought here. When the ruin is complete,
and the curse is finished, and they lay me, dead, in my bride’s
This is my birthday, Pij ] dress on the bride’s table — so much the better if it is done on 7
i ! this day. |
He is going to wish her happy bivthday, but she lifls her stick and o4 |
stops him - ! She takes a jewel from her throat and gives it to ESTELLA. ,,,, |
I won’t suffer it to be spoken of, Not by niyone! Your own, my dear, then. Use it well. :
Suddenly, the room is full of POGKIIS, in masimum cringing and (Fitting the jewel, and whispering in her ear.) Break their hearts
begging mode, followed by 1511111 my pride and hope; break their hearts and have no mercy.
CAMILLA: Oh, but - As she wishes him to be, PIP is transfixed.
I
MR CAMILLA: Oh! Show the boy out, Estella. ,
SARAH: But Dear Miss Havisham: how well v Lol She does, then locks door behind her; and then says, evidently with
a plan: It

MISS HAVISHAM: I do not.
ESTELLA: Wait here.

SARAH: No -
CAMILLA: No - SCENE 13
MR CAMILLA: No, sh A
» she doesn’t ESTELLA doesn’t come back. PIP tries several different doors, but they are all
SARAH: The idea! locked. Then, behind him, one opens.
MISS HAVISHAM: And how are you! A PALE YOUNG GENTLEMAN: Hulloa.

PIP: Hulloa. 7

THE GENTLEMAN: Who let you in? 7
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