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ACT ONE
 

AT RISE: Strange music-a combination of wind and ghosts. 
PIP appears at center with a traveling bag-he wraps his 
coat about hinz. As he speaks, the lights gradually reveal a 
churchyard on the Inarshes. It is a bleak, windy day. 

PIP. My father~s family name being Pimp, and my Christian 
name Philip, my infant tongue could make of both names 
nothing longer than Pip. So I called myself Pip, and came 
to be called Pip. 

(YOUNG PIP enters the churchyard with a fistful of winter 
flowers-stops-stares at one t01nbslone in particular.) 

It was in this bleak churchyard, that I found out for certain 
that Philip Pirrip, Late of this Parish, and also Georgiana, 
Wife of the Above, were dead and buried and that Alexan­
der, Bartholomew, Abraham, Tobias and Roger, five little 
brothers of mine, were also dead and buried and that the 
flat wilderness beyond the churchyard was the marshes; 
and that the distant savage lair from which the wind was 
rushing was the sea; and that small bundle of shivers-that 
orphan growing afraid of it all and beginning to cry-was 
Pip. 

(Wind moans-church bell clangs fitfully-suddenly, a 
fearful MAN, all in coarse grey, with no hat and an iron 
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Page 12 GREAT EXPECTATIONS Act I 

on his leg jumps up from behind the tombstone. A MAN 
who has been soaked in water, smothered in mud, la,ned 
by st01U!S, torn by briars, and whose teeth chatter in his 
head as he seizes YOUNG PIP by the chin.) 

CONVICf. Hold your noise! Keep still or 1"11 cut your throat! 

YOUNG PIP. Dh! Don't cut my throat, sir! 

CONVICf. Tell us your name! Quick! 

YOUNG PIP (softly). Pip, sir. 

CONVICT. Once more, give it mouth! 

YOUNG PIP. Pip. Pip, sir. 

CONVICf. Where's your mother? 

YOUNG PIP. There, sir. (The CONVICT starts to run, stops, 
looks over his shoulder.) There, sir. (YOUNG PIP points to 
the tombstone.) "Also Georgiana."" ThaCs my mother. 

CONVICf. Oh! And is that your father alonger your mother? 

YOUNG PIP. Yes, sir, him, too; "late of this parish. n 

CONVICT (sining YOUNG PIP on a tombstone). Ha! Who 
d'ye live with-supposin" ye're kindly let to live-

YOUNG PIP. My sister, sir-Mrs. Joe Gargery-wife of Joe 
Gargery, the blacksmith, sir. 

CONVICT. Blacksmith, eh? (Looks down at his shackled 
leg-grabs YOUNG PIP with both hands-tilts him back­
wards.) You know what a file is? 

YOUNG PIP. Yes, sir. 

CONVICT. You know what wittles is? 

YOUNG PIP. Food, sir. 

CONVICT. You get me a file. And you get me witdes. You 
bring "em to me tomorrow moming early, or 1"11 have your 
heart and liver out. There's a young man hid with me, in 
comparison with which I am a angel. That young man has 
a secret way of getting at a boy, and at his heart and at his 
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Act I GREAT EXPECTATIONS Page 13 

liver. It will be very hard to hold that young man off your 
insides. Now what do you say? 

YOUNG PIP. I'll get you the file and witdes and come to you 
in the morning. 

CONVICT. Say, Lord strike me dead if I don't! 

YOUNG PIP. Lord strike me dead if I don't! 

CONVICf. Now get home! And don't tell no one you seen 
such a person as me! (YOUNG PIP runs and the CON­
VICT limps away.) 

PIP. I made the best use of my legs and didn't stop running 
till I reached the forge. 

(Lights come up on the Gargery Kitchen. A simple table 
with two benches, a hutch for plates and food and a fire­
place. Seated in the chimney corner is JOE- mild, good­
natured, easy-going-a Hercules in strength and also in 
weakness.) 

JOE. Mrs. Joe has been out a dozen times, looking for you, 
Pip. And she·s out now making it a baker's dozen. 

YOUNG PIP. Is she, Joe? 

JOE. And whafs worse, she's got Tickler with her. 

PIP (remembering-rubs the spot that most felt the blow). 
Tickler was a wax-ended piece of cane, worn smooth by 
collision with my tickled frame. 

YOUNG PIP. Has she been gone long, Joe? 

JOE. Well-she's been on the rampage this last spell about 
five minutes. Dh! She's a-coming! Get behind the door, 
old chap. 

(MRS. JOE enters "on the rampage. J9 Not a good-looking 
woman, black hair and eyes and such a prevailing redness 

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



Page 14 GREAT EXPECTATIONS Act I 

of skin that perhaps she washed herself with a nutmeg 
grater instead ofsoap.) 

MRS. JOE (finding YOUNG PIP and beating him with Tick­
ler). Where have you been~ you young monkey? 

YOUNG PIP. I have only been to the churchyard. 
MRS. JOE. Churchyard! If it warntt for me, youtd have been 

to the churchyard long ago, and stayed there. Who brought 
you up by hand? 

YOUNG PIP. You did. 
MRS. JOE. And why did I do it, I should like to know? 
YOUNG PIP (whimpering). I dontt know. 

MRS. JOE. I certainly don't! I'd never do it again! I know 
that. It·s bad enough being a blacksmithts wife-and him a 
Gargery-without being your mother. Hah! Churchyard, 
indeed! youtll drive me to the churchyard betwixt you, one 
of these days, and oh, a pr-r-recious pair you t d be without 
me! (JOE and YOUNG PIP exchange raised eyebrows as 
they sit to the table. MRS. JOE slaps butter on a loaf of 
bread, saws it in half-gives one to JOE-one to YOUNG 
PIP. SOUND of great guns booming is heard in the dis­
tance.) 

JOE. Ah! There·s another convict off. 

YOUNG PIP. What does that mean, Joe? 
MRS. JOE. Escaped. Escaped. 

JOE. There was a convict off last night after sunset-gun. And 
they ftred warning of him. And now it appears they're flT­
ing warning of another. 

YOUNG PIP. Who's ftring? 

MRS. JOE. Drat that boy-what a questioner he is. (Another 
BOOM.) 

YOUNG PIP. Mrs. Joe, I should like to know-if you 
wouldn't mind-where the frring comes from. 
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Act I GREAT EXPECTATIONS Page 15 

MRS. JOE. Lord bless the boy! From the Hulks! (Covers a 
fresh pork pie-puts it up on shelf) 

YOUNG PIP. And please, what's Hulks? 

MRS. JOE. Answer him one question and he·U ask you a 
dozen more. Hulks are prison ships. 

YOUNG PIP. Who's put into prison ships? 
MRS. JOE (this is too much). Oh! I didn't bring you up by 

hand to badger people's lives out. People are put in Hulks 
because they murder, and because they rob, and do all sorts 
of bad; and they always begin by asking questions! 

PIP. I had begun by asking questions-and I was going to rob 
Mrs. Joe-I was clearly on my way to the Hulks. (BOOM. 
Lights fade on kitchen-ALL exit as PIP continues.) I was 
in mortal terror of my convict with the leg irons; mortal 
terror of the young man he said wanted my heart and liver; 
mortal terror of myself for making such an awful promise. 

(Dawn. Distant cock crow. YOUNG PIP sneaks into the 
kitchen-stuffs his jacket with stolen goods.) 

And I was terrified Mrs. Joe would fmd me robbing her 
pantry-a stone bottle of brandy, a rind of cheese, a meat 
bone with very little on it and Mrs. Joe's beautiful pork 
pie. I ran to the forge for the file and stole out onto the 
misty marshes. 

(The kitchen disappears. YOUNG PIP returns to the 
churchyard.) 

Instead of running at everything, everything seemed to be 
running at me. Even the cows cried as plainly as could be, 
"A roy has stolen somebody's pork pie! Stop thief! Stop 
thief!" 
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Page 16 GREAT EXPECTATIONS Act I 

(A DIFFERENT MAN in grey, with a leg-iron, sits on a 
rail fence facing away. YOUNG PIP taps him softly. THE 
MAN jumps up irmantly, swings at YOUNG PIP, misses 
and runs off into the mist.) 

YOUNG PIP (running in the opposite direction). The man 
who wants my liver! (Rum into the FIRST CONVICT­
screams.) 

CONVICT. WhaCs in the bottle, boy?
 
YOUNG PIP. Brandy.
 
CONVICf. And that?
 
YOUNG PIP. A pork pie. (The CONVICT grabs the bottle
 

and food- cramming it all down his throat as fast as he 
can.) rm glad you enjoy it. 

CONVICf. Did you speak? 
YOUNG PIP. I said, I was glad you enjoyed it. 
CONVICT. Thankee, my boy. I do. 
YOUNG PIP. rm afraid you won·t leave any of it for him. 
CONVICT. Leave any for him. Who·s him? 
YOUNG PIP. The young man that you spoke of. 
CONVIcr. Oh, ah! (Laughs gruffly.) Him! He don·t want no 

wittles. 
YOUNG PIP. I thought he looked as if he did. 

CONVICf (stops eating-sits up keenly). Looked? When? 
YOUNG PIP. Just now. 

CONVICI'. Where? 
YOUNG PIP. Yonder-over there-I thought it was you. 

(The CONVICT grabs hi,n roughly by the collar.) Dressed 
like you-only with a hat-and-and-and with the same 
reason for wanting to borrow a file. 

CONVICT. Did you notice anything else on him? 
YOUNG PIP. He had a scar on his cheek. 
CONVICT (slapping his left cheek). Not here? 
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Act I GREAT EXPECfATIONS Page 17 

YOUNG PIP. Yes, there! 

CONVICf (a guttural scream). Where is he? 1·11 pull him 
down, like a bloodhound. Curse this iron! Give us hold of 
the file, boy! (YOUNG PIP no sooner hands over the file 
then the CONVICT is down on the grass filing at his iron 
like a madman). 

PIP. Being that it was Christmas morning, I was very much 
afraid of keeping away from home any longer. I told the 
convict... 

YOUNG PIP. 1 must go. 
PIP....but he took no notice. The last I heard of him was his 

file still going in the mist. 

(SOUND offile grows louder- the Kitchen reappears. The 
table is laid for Christmas dinner. Seated there are JOE 
and MRS. JOE, MR HUBBLE-a tough high-shouldered 
stooping old man; MRS. HUBBLE-a little sharp-edged 
person; UNCLE PUMBLECHOOK-Iarge, hard-breath­
ing, middle-aged, with hair standing upright on his head, 
so he looks as if he has just been choked. YOUNG PIP 
slips into his seat at the table and the GUESTS give forth a 
burst of laughter.) 

PUMBLECHOOK. Mrs. Joe-I have brought you as the com­
pliments of the season-I have brought you, mum, a bottle 
of sherry wine-and I have brought you, mum, a bottle of 
port wine. 

MRS. JOE. Oh Uncle Pum-ble-chook! This is kind! (To 

YOUNG PIP.) D'you hear that? Be grateful. 
PUMBLECHOOK. Especially, be grateful, boy, to them 

which brought you up by hand. 
~S. HUBBLE. Why is it the young are never grateful? 
PUMBLECHOOK. Never grateful! 
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Page 18 GREAT EXPECfATIONS Act I 

MR. HUBBLE. Naterally wicious. 

PUMBLECHOOK and MR. HUBBLE. True-(Nods.) 

MRS. ffiJBBLE and MRS. JOE. True-(Nods.) 

ALL (but JOE and YOUNG PIP). True! (ALL nod.) 

MRS. JOE (to JOE). Clean plates-cold. (JOE goes to fetch 
them.) Now, Uncle, you must taste-you all must taste, to 
finish along with such a delicious present as Uncle 
Pumblechookts-a nice savoury pork pie. 

MRS. HUBBLE. A bit of savoury pork pie would lay atop 
anything you could mention and do no hann! 

MR. ffiJBBLE. Naterally dewicous! 
PUMBLECHOOK. Mrs. Joe, wetll do our best endeavors; 

leave us have a cut of this same pie. 
JOE. You shall have some too, Pip. (A DRUM ROLL is heard 

as MRS. JOE climbs up to the shelf- YOUNG PIP jumps 
up in abject terror and bolts for the door- before he opens 
it MRS. JOE exclaims:) 

MRS. JOE. Gracious goodness gracious me, what's gone­
with the pie! 

(YOUNG PIP opens the door-standing there is a party of 
SOLDIERS in red coats with muskets-a SERGEANTfaces 
the astonished PIP holding up a pair of handcuffs.) 

SERGEANT. Here you are, look sharp, come on! (SER­
GEANT passes by YOUNG PIP.) Excuse me, ladies and 
gentlemen, but I am on the chase in the name of the King 
and I want a blacksmith. 

MRS. JOE. And what might you want with him? 
SERGEANT. Missis, speaking for myself, I should reply, the 

honor and pleasure of his fme wifets acquaintance; speak­
ing for the King, I answer, a little job done. (MRS. JOE is 
momentarily flattered SERGEANT shows handcuffs.) You 
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Act I GREAT EXPECTATIONS Page 19 

see, blacksmith, the lock on these has gone wrong-and 
they are wanted for immediate service. 

JOE. Yes, sir-I'll see to it at once. (Goes offwith the hand­
cuffs·) 

MRS. HUBBLE. Convicts, sergeant? 

SERGEANT. Aye! Two. Anybody here seen any sign of such 
game? (Various denials-SERGEANT looks at YOUNG 
PIP who remains silent.) 

PIP (as they ALL move outside). It seemed to take an eternity 
for Joe to fInish his job-but by some stroke of luck Mrs. 
Joe didn't mention anything about her stolen pie. So far I 
was free and clear-so far. 

JOE (handing the cuffs to the SERGEANT). Sergeant-may 
we here-Pip and me-see what comes of your hunt? 

SERGEANT. Surely, blacksmith-but keep to the rear and 
call out if you catch sight of anyone. (Leading the SOL­
DIERS off.) 

JOE. Come along, Pip-what larks! 

MR. HUBBLE. I'll come awong too. 

PUMBLECHOOK. I'll have another sherry, miself. 

MRS. JOE. Mind you, Joe Gargery, if you bring the boy back 
with his head blown to bits by a musket, don't look to me 
to put it together again. (SOLDIERS searching- torches, 
drums-a dismal, bleak evening.) 

PIP. With my heart thumping like a blacksmith I looked all 
about for sign of the convicts. (With great dread.) If we 
should come upon them, would my particular convict sup­
pose that it was I who had brought the soldiers there? 

SOLDIERS (shouting and musket fire). Convicts! Runaways! 
Guard! This way for the runaway convicts! 
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Page 20 GREAT EXPECTATIONS Act I 

(Suddenly the two struggling CONVICTS roll forward 
fighting each other-SOLDIERS gather around-finally 
pulling them apart.) 

SERGEANT. Cover them steady, men! Surrender, you two! 
And confound you for two wild beasts! 

FIRST CONVICT. Mind! I took him! I give him up to you! 
SERGEANT. It'll do you small good my man-handcuffs 

there! 
FIRST CONVICT. I don't expect it to do me good. I took 

him. ThaCs enough for me. 
OTHER CONVICT. Take notice Sergeant-he tried to mur­

der me! 

FIRST CONVICT. Murder him? I could hat got clear of these 
marshes-if I hadn't made the discovery he was here! Let 

him go free? Let him make a fool outta me fresh again? 
OTHER CONVICT. He tried to murder me! 
FIRST CONVICf. See what a villain he is? Do you see those 

groveling and wandering eyes? That's how he looked when 
we was tried together. 

OTHER CONVICT. You're not much to look at. (FIRST 
CONVICT tries to rush him. Is pulled back.) Didn't I tell 
you that he would murder me if he could? 

SERGEANT. Enough of this parley-take them to the Hulks. 
(FIRST CONVICT notices YOUNG PIP-YOUNG PIP 
shakes his head "no"- FIRST CONVICT looks away.) 
Come on-down you go-into the boat there. (OTHER 
CONVICT is pushed roughly down steps to the waiting 
boat- torchlight is reflected off the lapping water- FIRST 
CONVICT starts down but stops directly facing YOUNG 
PIP.) 

FIRST CONVICT. I wish to say something respecting this 
escape. 
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Act I GREAT EXPECTATIONS Page 21 

SERGEANT. You may say what you like, but you have no 
call to say it here. 

FIRST CONVICf. I know, but this is another pint-a sepa­
rate matter. I took some wittles, up at the village over yon­
der near the church stands. 

SERGEANT. You mean stole. 
RRST CONVICf. A man can't starve; at least I can't. It was 

from the blacksmith's-I took a file too. 
JOE. Halloa, Pip! Hear that? 

SERGEANT. Blacksmith, have you missed anything? 
JOE. My wife did, at the very moment you come in-don't 

you know Pip-a pork pie. 
FIRST CONVICT. So you're the blacksmith, are you? Then 

I'm sorry to say I've eat your pie. 
JOE. God knows you're welcome to it-so far as it ever was 

mine. We don't know what you've done, but we wouldn't 
have you starved to death for it. Would us, Pip? (The 

CONVICT takes one last long look at YOUNG PIP and 
descends to the boat. [NOTE: Could be up the aisle of the 
theater.] PIP slowly walks to stand behind YOUNG PIP 
who is looking out to sea with JOE, MR. HUBBLE, SER­
GEANT and SOLDIERS.) 

PIP. By the light of the torches we saw the black Hulk lying 
out a little way from the mud of the shore, like a wicked 
Noah·s ark. Moored by massive rusty chains, the prison­
ship seemed to my young eyes to be ironed like the prison­
ers. I saw my convict rowed out, and taken up the side of 
the ship to disappear. Then, as if it were all over with him, 
the ends of the torches were flung hissing into the water 
and went out. (SOLDIERS fling their torches into the pit­
a loud hissing-frightening SOUND of large metal door 
clanging shut and- Blaclwut.) 
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