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This dramatisation of Great Expectations was first performed at the

Abertystwyth Arts Centre on 7 March 2007, with the following cast:

PIP, Daniel Rigby

JOE GARGERY / MR JAGGERS, Jim Kitson

MRS JOE / BIDDY / WEMMICK, Karen Traynor
MISS HAVISHAM, Angela Clerkin

ESTELLA, Zannah Hodson

MR PUMBLECHOOK / SARAH POCKET / BENTLEY DRUMMLE,
David Ress Talbot

HERBERT POCKET / COMPEYSON / MR WOPSLE,
Simon Tcherniak

MAGWITCH / A SERGEANT, Daniel Copeland

Director Alan Lyddiard

Set and Costume Designer Simon Banham
Original Music Jim Kitson

Lighting Grant Barden

Sound Andy Gatherar

AV Claire Duthie

Stage Manager Stu-Art James

PROLOGUE

A man, remembering.

Sounds echo in his memory: a fire, a woman screaming, and the sound of a
paddle steamer, getting inexorably louder and louder. As the crescendo becomes
intolerable, he puts his hands over his face. With that gesture, suddenly, all
the sound stops.

He takes his hands away from his face; looking at them, he remembers how
they came to be so badly scarred.

He looks at the audience, and decides to tell his story.

SCENE 1

PIP, aged 34, is alone. There are seven closed doors; in this first scene, they
are the seven gravestones.

PIP: I never saw my father or my mother.

And never any likeness of them neither - their days were long
before the days of photographs. My first fancies of what they
were like were derived — unreasonably, I know — from their
tombstones. The shape of the letters on my father’s gave me
the idea that he must have been a square, stout man, with
curly black hair. From the inscription on my mother’s — Also
Georgiana, Wife of the Above — 1 decided she must have been
freckled, and sickly. As for the five little ones, arranged in

a neat row, Children of the Aforesaid, I thought — (His solitude
strikes him hard; a beat.) — well the stones were so little, and
lozenge-shaped, I thought they must all have been born on
their backs, with their hands in their pockets, and having given
up trying to get a living exceedingly early in that universal
struggle, never taken them out.

My father’s family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name
Phillip, my infant tongue could make of both names nothing
longer than Pip. So, I called myself Pip, and Pip I became.

I give Pirrip as our family name on the authority of his
tombstone, and of my sister —




