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DICKENS / BARTLETT

After considering refusal, he does.

Were you expecting more, Pip? Were you? Were you
expecting more?

MISS HAVISHAM laughs,; SARAH wheels her away.
PIP: Miss Havisham! -

She’s gone. Suddenly, the boom of a gun on the marshes, and all the
COMPANY are staring at him.

PIP: What? What is it?

COMPANY: There’s something wrong, Pip
Up at your place.

PIP: I don’t understand -

JOE: While you was up town, Pip...

COMPANY: Your sister.

PIP: My sister — ?

COMPANY: (All, quietly.) Dead.

The actor playing MRS JOE takes off and folds up her apron, as
she tells us:

MRS JOE: They found her stretched out on the bare kitchen
boards, just where she had fallen. She lay very ill in her bed
for weeks, and eventually, at twenty past six on a Monday
evening she said, quite plainly, ‘Joe’, and then, once, ‘pardon’,
and once, ‘Pip’; and then laid down her head, and was gone.

COMPANY: (A1, quietly.) Gone.

MRS JOE: It was the first time that a grave had opened in his road
of life, and the gap it made in the ground was wonderful.
He had the strangest ideas that he could see her coming
towards him in the street, or that she would presently knock
at some door; now that she was gone, he found himself always
wondering in what part of the house she was.

A month later, a young girl named Biddy —
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MR WOPSLE: Who was Mr Wopsle’s great-aunt’s granddaughter
- I thank you.

MRS JOE: — came to the house.

She is handed BIDDY’s apron: as she puts it on, she assumes the
character and voice of BIDDY.

BIDDY: She was an orphan —
PIP: Like I was —

BIDDY: — but a bright, neat, clean one, and she had come to take
care of Mr Gargery.

And you, Pip. And you.

She busies herself tidying the place up — including getting the rest of
the COMPANY off the stage.

PIP: (Who is now fourteen.) Biddy, do you think me coarse and

common?

BIDDY: Who said that?

PIP: The beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham’s.

BIDDY: Well, that was neither a very true nor very polite thing to
say.

pPIP: I do admire her dreadfully.

BIDDY: Do you Pip?

PIP: (Finally coming out with what he wanis to say.) Biddy, when I
grow up, I want to be a gentleman.

BIDDY: Oh.

PIP: You see I am not at all happy as I am, and I never shall be
or can be, unless — unless I can lead a very different sort of
life from the life I lead now. I want to be a gentleman, on her

account.
BIDDY: (Stopping her work, and gently.) To spite her, or to gain her,
Pip?

pip: I... I don’t know.
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