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DICKENS / BARTLETT

MR WOPSLE: Mrs Joe!

PIP: Mr Wopsle - A clerk at our church.

MR WOPSLE: Amen!

MR PUMBLECHOOK: Mrs Joe -

PIP: And Uncle Pumblechook — who wasn’t really my Uncle.

MR PUMBLECHOOK: Mrs Joe, I have brought you, Mum, as the
compliments of the season, a bottle of sherry wine —and I
have brought you, Mum, a bottle of port wine.

MRS JOE: Oh, Un-cle Pum-ble-chook! This IS kind!
PIP: He did that very year.

MR PUMBLECHOOXK: It is no more, Mum, no more than your
merits. And now: Mr Wopsle? —

MR WOPSLE: Ahem. For what we are about to receive, may the
Lord make us truly grateful.

MR PUMBLECHOOK: (70 PIP) Do you hear that? Grateful!

MR WOPSLE: Especially, boy, to them that brought you up by
hand.

MR PUMBLECHOOK: Ah, why is it, Mum, why is it the young is
never grateful?

MRS JOE: Why is it, Uncle?

MR PUMBLECHOOK: Naterally Wicious!!
MR WOPSLE: Amen!

PUMBLECHOOK / MRS JOE / JOE: Amen.
PIP: ...Amen

Cutlery is poised for the beginning of the meal, but instead of
heginning to eat, everyone suddenly stumps back in their seats with
s of satisfaction, as if sated - we have jump-cut to the end of

the meal

MICPLMREECTIOOK: Mum, what a meal! And what this boy has
o b geatelul Tor! Enjoying h

1self with his elders and betters,

GREAT EXPECTATIONS: ACT ONE

improving himself with their conversation, rolling in the lap of

ury -

ML WOPSLE: Amen!

Mt JOE: Do have a little brandy, Uncle - (PIP freezes at the mention
of the stolen brandy.)

MILPUMBLECHOOK: And yet -
Mt JO1: — and you must taste, Uncle, you must taste, to finish
with, some Pie.
Her puests are stopped in their tracks by gluttonous delight at this
prospect; PIP, SV terror.
{1t I'"UMBLECHOOK: Pie, Mum?
MILS JOF: A savoury pork pie.

\1L PUMBLECHOOK: A bit of savoury pork pie, Mum, can lay
ilop anything you could mention, and do no harm. Partake

we will.

14101 Then I’ll just go to the pantry and get it...

{1 (Secing PIP frozen in terror and consternation.) Pip old chap?
WIS O (In the pantry.) Gracious goodness gracious me, whatever —

l'ventually, re-enter MRS JOE, vexed; the rest of the COMPANY peer
into the room to see what is going to happen, adding to the pressure
on PIP. As he breaks for the door, running for his life -

SCENE 5

{ violent banging at the front door. PIP dares not open it, but under threat
of violence from MRS JOE, eventually does so.

\ SIRGEANT: Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen, but I and my
colleagues are on the chase in the name of the King, and want

a blacksmith.
MItS JOE: And what might you want with him?

I RGEANT: Missis, speaking for myself, I should reply, the
honour and pleasure of his fine wife’s acquaintance; speaking
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