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. stout adj. BERE

2. freckled adj. Jiifit
B

3. marsh n. b

4. start  vi. {5, 5

REA AR B

5.irons n. g4

6. growl vt. & vi. My
ug

7. chatter vi. (A%
HEND T

My family name was Pirrip and my
own, Philip. But my infant tongue could
say neither, and I called myself Pip. As
I never saw my parents, my first idea of
what they were like was formed from the

writing on their tombstones. I imagined

my father to have been a stout ', dark
man and my mother, a freckled * and
sickly woman.

We lived on the marsh * country,

near the river, within twenty miles of the
sea. One cold, windy afternoon as I sat in
the churchyard, I suddenly felt cold and
frightened and began to shiver and cry.

“Hold your noise!” cried a terrible
voice, as a man started * up from among
the graves. “Keep still, you little devil, or
I’ll cut your throat!”

He was a fearful man, dressed in
coarse grey, with great irons ° on his leg;
a man with no hat, broken shoes, and
an old rag tied round his head. He was
soaked in water and covered with mud.
He limped and shivered and glared and
growled ¢ and his teeth chattered 7 with
the cold as he seized me by the hand.

“Oh! please don’t cut my throat,
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1. blacksmith n. £
I

2. file n.#7]

3. battery n. KMifH
MR, fiE

4.get at sb. K,
B FENO

sir,” I cried in terror.

“Tell me your name!” said the man,
glaring at me.

“Pip, sir.”

“Show me where you live,” said the
man. I pointed to where our village lay.
Then he asked me about my parents and
I pointed to the tombs. I told him I lived
with my sister Mrs Joe Gargery and her
husband, the blacksmith !,

“Blacksmith, eh?” he asked eagerly
and looked down at his leg.

“You know what a file * is? You get
me a file and some food early tomorrow
morning at the Battery °, or I’ll have your
heart and liver out. And don’t breathe a
word about me to anyone.”

I was so frightened, I agreed at once
to everything, but still he would not let
me go.

“I ain’t alone; there’s a young man
hiding near and he hears every word of
what I’m saying. He knows how to get at *
a boy who does not keep his promise. He’ll
get at your heart and liver even if you lock
your door. Now what do you say?”

I promised to get him the file and
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the food. He let me go and I ran back to
the village. The man climbed over the
churchyard wall and limped towards the
river.

My sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, was
more than twenty years older than I and
thought very highly of herself because
she had brought me up ‘by hand’. I knew
her to have a hand and a heavy hand, for
she often laid it on me. My sister was
not a good-looking woman. She was
tall and bony !, with black hair and eyes
and a very red skin. Her husband, Joe,
on the other hand, was a fair man with
light blue eyes and curly golden hair. He
was a good natured ?, easy-going fellow,
though somewhat simple.

Joe’s forge * was next to our house.
When I ran home from the churchyard,
the forge was shut and Joe was sitting
alone in the kitchen. Joe and I were
fellow-sufferers at the hands of my sister,
so we were close friends. The moment 1
entered the kitchen, he told me, “Mrs Joe
has been out a dozen times looking for
you, and she’s got Tickler with her.”

This bad news frightened me very

1. bony adj. U

SR

2. natured adj. (44
Aeeee) MG

3. forge

n. EkIT 4l
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much. Tickler was the cane that my sister
often beat me with.

“Has she been gone long, Joe?”

“Well, about five minutes, Pip,”
replied Joe. “She’s coming! Get behind
the door, old chap!”

I took the advice. My sister, throwing
the door wide open, and finding some-
thing behind it, immediately guessed what
it could be. She drew me out, applied
Tickler to my back and threw me at Joe,
who quickly put me in the corner and
stretched his long leg across it to guard
me.

“Where have you been, you young
monkey?” she said, stamping her foot.

“I have only been to the churchyard,”
said I, crying and rubbing myself.

“You’ll drive me to the churchyard
between the two of you,” she cried in
rage. Then she busied herself with our
tea. She took out a big loaf, cut it in
halves, buttered them thinly and gave me
and Joe each a big piece.

Joe started eating immediately,
but I did not dare to eat my share. I
felt that I must keep it for my dreadful
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acquaintance and his still more dreadful
ally, for I might not be able to get enough
from the kitchen for the two of them. Joe
kept looking up at me every now and
then, for we often used to take a bite and
hold up the slice ' to show how much of
it was gone. Tonight Joe was surprised
that I had not yet bitten into mine. But
I was planning to hide the slice up my
trouser leg.

I soon got a chance when Joe looked
away for a moment. When he looked
back at me, he was shocked that my slice
had disappeared. He stared at me so hard
that it could not fail to draw my sister’s
attention.

“What’s the matter now?” said she
sharply as she put down her cup.

“Pip, old chap!” muttered* Joe.
“You’ll do yourself a mischief”, It’ll stick
somewhere. You can’t have chewed it, Pip.”

“Been bolting * his food, has he?”
cried my sister. She pounced * on me
uttering the awful words, “You come
along and be dosed °!” She dragged me
to the pantry ’, opened a cupboard and
took out the bottle of tar-water °, a very

1.slice n. Y15

2. mutter vt. & vi. I

W, T

3. You’ll do yourself

a mischief. fR&

IRECF .

4. bolt vt. FIEIE T

.pounce vt. & vi.

HEHE

.dose vt. & vi.

é@ ...... H&?\]‘

.pantry n.&H=E

.tar-water n. &it
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1. convict n. FE3E

2. the Hulks

N

unpleasant but favourite medicine. She
held my head under her arm, ordered me
to open my mouth and poured a large
quantity of the tar-water into it.

The rest of that evening, as I sat
in the kitchen, I was anxiously trying
to keep the bread up my trouser-leg.
My mind went back to the man in the
churchyard. I must keep my promise to
him: otherwise, his ally would get at my
heart and liver. Later in the evening we
heard the sound of big guns. I asked Joe
why they were firing.

“Ah!” said Joe. “There’s another
convict ' off.”

“Another convict escaped?” asked
Mrs. Joe. “There was a convict off last
night and they fired warning guns.”

“Who’s firing?” said I.

Mrs Joe was angry. She did not like
me to ask too many questions. But Joe
told me the guns were fired from the
Hulks 2.

“And please what’s Hulks?” I asked.

“Hulks are prison ships right across

2 (13

the marshes,” cried my sister, “and

convicts are kept there. Convicts are men
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who murder and rob and do bad things
and they all begin by asking too many
questions. And I am sure you will turn
out to be a convict when you grow up,
if you ask so many questions. Now, you
get along to bed!”

Filled with terror I crept to my
bedroom in the dark. I was going to rob
Mrs Joe tonight of the food in the pantry.
Perhaps I would be a robber one day, and
be put in the Hulks with the convicts. I
had terrifying dreams that night of being
hanged.

Early the next morning, I got up and
went downstairs to the pantry. At every
step I seemed to hear, “Stop thief! Get
up, Mrs Joe!” I had no time to spare,
so I hurriedly put together some bread,
cheese, some brandy from a stone bottle
(diluting ' the remaining brandy from a
jug in the kitchen cupboard), and a big
meat pie. The pantry was much more full
than usual because it was Christmas the
next day. Then I went into the forge and
got a file from among Joe’s tools and ran

for the misty marshes.

1. dilute vt. #ik



