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How I Met “My” Convict

Preview Questions

1. Do you or anyone you know have a nickname? What is it?
2. In what kind of situation might a person meet a convict?
3. Why would someone want to visit a graveyard?

D 1 y father’s family name was Pirrip, and my parents named
e Philip. When I was very young, I couldn’t say my

name properly. I said it was Pip, so that’s what people called me.

I don’t remember my father or my mother. They both died
when I was a baby. They were buried in the churchyard, along
with my five brothers, who all died before I knew them. The
only one who lived was my sister, who was more than twenty
years older than me. She married the blacksmith, Joe Gargery,
and I lived with Mr. and Mrs. Joe Gargery near the marshes
beside the river. There were not many trees, and it was always
cold, wet, and windy.

Late one afternoon, when it was colder, wetter, and windier
than usual, I was at the churchyard looking at the graves of
my family. There was Philip Pirrip and Georgiana, the wife of
the above. There was also Alexander, Bartholomew, Abraham,
Tobias, and Roger, infant children of the above. Weeds grew
around the graves. I looked at the marshes and toward the river.
The sea was twenty miles away, but the cold wind came from
there. I shivered.

A terrible voice behind me said, “Come here! Don’t make a
noise, or I will cut your throat!”

I didn’t make a noise as a frightening man dressed in grey
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clothes came toward me from the graves near the church. He
had an iron ring on his leg. His shoes were worn out. He had no
hat. Instead, he wore a rag on his head. His clothes were wet and
muddy, and there were scratches and cuts on his hands and face.
He nodded and shivered. His eyes were red.

Coming close, he took hold of me by the chin.

“Please don’t cut my throat,” I cried. “Please don’t!”

He growled, “What’s your name?”

I replied, “Pip, sir.”

“Where do you live?”

I pointed to the village, about a mile away.

The man looked at me. Then he turned me upside down and
shook me to empty my pockets. All I had was a small piece of
old bread. He snatched it up and ate it. He seemed very hungry.

“I could eat you,” he growled, looking at me again, exactly
as if he might.

I begged him not to eat me.

He asked, “Where’s your mother?”

“There, sir!” I pointed to the grave. “Georgiana. That’s my
mother.”

“Is that your father next to her?”

I nodded.

“Who do you live with?”

“My sister, sir. Mrs. Joe Gargery, the blacksmith’s wife.”

He looked at the iron ring on his leg and grunted, “Blacksmith,
eh?” He took hold of both my arms and put his face close to
mine looking into my eyes.

“You get me a file and some food. Bring them to me here
tomorrow, or I will cut your heart out! And don’t tell anyone
that you saw me. [ have a young friend hiding with me. He loves to
cut open small boys and take their hearts. I am stopping him now,
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but he would love to get your heart.”

I promised to get what he wanted. He let me go, and I went
toward home. I looked back to see him limping into the marshes. I
looked for the other young man he had mentioned, but I couldn’t
see him. I ran home without stopping.

My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, the blacksmith’s wife, had strong
hands, and she used them to hit me and her husband quite often.
When I got home that afternoon, Joe warned me that Mrs. Joe
was out looking for me.

“She has the tickler with her,” he added.

The tickler was a stick that she used to hit us if she thought
her hand was not enough. I hid behind the door, but she found
me there soon enough. She hit me and then threw me at her
husband.

“Where have you been?” she shouted.

“Only at the churchyard,” I said, crying.

“The churchyard! If I hadn’t looked after you, you would
have stayed there for a long time. I don’t know why I brought
you up! It’s bad enough being a blacksmith’s wife without being
your mother. I’ll end up in the churchyard myself one day. Then
what will you do?”

That evening, we had a piece of bread for tea. I put mine in
my pocket. Joe thought that I had eaten it very quickly. Mrs.
Joe complained that I should not eat so quickly. She gave me a
long drink of tar-water to cure me. Tar-water tasted very bad
and did no good, but she often made me drink it as if it was a
punishment. She made Joe drink some, too.

It was Christmas Eve, and I had to do some small jobs in the
kitchen. I hid my piece of bread in my room. Just before going to
bed, I heard a gunshot. Joe explained that a convict had escaped,
and the police fired the gun to warn everybody. I asked some
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more questions, but Mrs. Joe was annoyed.

She yelled, “You ask too many questions, boy!”

Joe asked, “Didn’t you hear the gunshot last night? One
escaped then, and now another one has escaped.”

I asked, “Where did they escape from?”

Mrs. Joe replied, “Did I bring you up just so that you could
worry me to death with questions? They escaped from the Hulks.”

Mrs. Joe was very annoyed, so I had to ask carefully, but I
found out that Hulks were prison ships and that people were put
there for murdering and stealing. Then she sent me to bed.

Lying in bed, I thought about the Hulks. That’s where I would
be one day, I thought. I was asking too many questions, and in
the morning, I was going to rob Mrs. Joe. I was very frightened,
and I did not sleep very well that night. I got up very early the
next morning and went to the pantry while Joe and Mrs. Joe
were still sleeping. It was still dark. I stole some bread, a piece of
cheese, and some cooked meat. I poured some brandy from the
stone bottle into a smaller bottle and then replaced the brandy
with some water from a jug in the kitchen. I found a pork pie
and took that, too. Then I got a file from Joe’s box of tools. I took
them all with me and ran to the churchyard.

It was wet and cold that morning. It was difficult to see
anything in the mist that lay on the ground. Suddenly, I saw a
man sitting near the river and thought it was the man I had seen
the day before. It wasn’t, but he was very similar to him. He had
the same clothes and the same iron ring on his leg, but he had a
different face. The man by the river saw me and tried to hit me
before he ran away. I thought it must be the young man who
liked cutting boys open and taking their hearts.

At the churchyard, the man whom I had met the day before
was waiting for me. He looked very sick and ate the food quickly.
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Then he drank the brandy. He ate and drank like a dog, looking
around him all the time.

I asked him, “Aren’t you leaving any for your friend?”

“Who? No, he doesn’t need any food.”

“He looked as if he did.”

When I told him about the other man I saw, he was very
surprised.

He asked, “Did he have a mark on the left side of his face?”

He did, and I told him so.

Excitedly, he said, “Where is he? I’ll catch him!”

I showed him which way the man by the river had run, and he
began to file at the iron ring on his leg. '

I said goodbye to him, but he didn’t notice, and I went back
home.

Review Questions

1. Where did Pip’s nickname come from?

2. Who does Pip live with?

3. Why did Pip steal food from his own house?



Christmas Dinner at the Blacksmith’s Home

Preview C

1. What s a typical Christmas dinner like?
2. What will happen when Pip’s sister discovers some food is missing?
3. What is your opinion of Joe?

expected to find a police officer in the kitchen, waiting

I to take me to the Hulks. However, Mrs. Joe was very busy
preparing for the Christmas dinner, and my crime had not been
detected yet.

“Where have you been?” asked Mrs. Joe.

I said I had been to hear the carols.

“I wish I could go to hear the carols,” she said angrily. She
told me to clean the floor. My sister had the rare talent of making a
clean house feel more uncomfortable than a dirty house!

She sent Joe and me to church for the Christmas service.
My clothes were very uncomfortable, but I was even more
uncomfortable in my soul. I was terrified of the young man who
might still find me and cut out my heart, and I was terrified that
my crime would be detected and that the police would send me
to the Hulks.

We had some guests to dine with us for Christmas. They were
Mr. Wopsle, the church clerk; Mr. Hubble, the wheelwright, and
his wife; and Uncle Pumblechook, who had a shop in the town.
Uncle Pumblechook brought two bottles of wine and gave them
to Mrs. Joe, as he did every Christmas.

I never enjoyed the Christmas dinner. Every Christmas, it was
the same. This year it was even worse. I had to sit at a corner of the
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table and was not allowed to speak, and I was only given all the
worst bits of food. Worse than all of this, however, was the fact
that everyone at the table always talked about me or constantly
reminded me to be thankful. Everyone at the table complained
about children and their bad behavior, and they told me how
lucky I was to have a sister like Mrs. Joe. Mrs. Joe told them about
all my illnesses that caused her so much trouble.

“He’d have been dead and buried long ago if I had not looked
after him,” she boasted.

“I hope he is thankful,” said Uncle Pumblechook.

Mrs. Joe offered him some brandy. The terror inside me
suddenly swelled. I was sure that he would discover that I had put
water in the brandy. I held onto the leg of the table as I watched
him. Uncle Pumblechook picked up the glass and looked at the
brandy. Then he threw his head back and drank all the brandy
at once.

The next instant, he jumped up, turned around several times,
gave a shout and began coughing. He ran to the door and went
outside. I was sure that I had murdered him somehow. When he
finally came back into the house alive, I was very pleased.

He announced in a very unpleasant tone, “Tar!” His face was
red, and tears came from his eyes.

[ realized that I had accidentally put tar-water in the brandy.

My sister exclaimed with surprise, “How could there be tar
in the brandy?”

Uncle Pumblechook wanted some gin, so Mrs. Joe hurried to
the kitchen to get some. Then Mrs. Joe ordered clean plates for
the pork pie. I knew that my crime would be discovered now as
Mrs. Joe went out to get the pie from the pantry.

Joe whispered to me, “You shall have some, Pip!”

Joe’s kind offer was lost on me. I was too busy imagining how
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Mrs. Joe would kill me for taking the pie.

When I couldn’t take it another moment, I jumped off my
chair and ran for the door. I opened it and found to my surprise
a group of soldiers there. One of them held out a pair of handcuffs
to me.

I ran back to the kitchen, forgetting to close the door behind
me. At that moment, Mrs. Joe was coming back from the pantry.

“What’s happened to the pie?” she asked. Before anyone
could answer, the soldiers came in and everybody stood up. The
sergeant spoke.

“I am chasing some convicts,” he said. “I need the blacksmith
to fix these handcuffs!”

The sergeant held them out in front of him. Joe looked at the
handcuffs and told him it would take about two hours to fix
them. I began to feel better when I realized that the handcuffs
were not for me.

»

“We are looking for two convicts,” repeated the sergeant.
“Has anyone here seen them?”

All of the guests said they hadn’t. I didn’t say anything, but
nobody noticed.

While we all watched Joe working on the handcuffs, the
soldiers and the other guests drank two bottles of wine. They
even gave some to me.

When Joe had finished with the handcuffs, he suggested that
some of us should go with the soldiers to see if we could be of
any help. Uncle Pumblechook and Mr. Hubble decided to stay
in the house, but Mr. Wopsle said he would go with Joe and the
soldiers, and Mrs. Joe agreed that I could go, too.

She told Joe, “If he gets his head blown off by a gun, don’t
ask me to fix him!”

As we set out for the marshes, the sergeant told us to stay
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behind the soldiers.

“I hope they don’t catch them,” I whispered to Joe.

“So do I,” he whispered back to me.

I realized that if we found them, my “friend” might think I
helped the soldiers to find him. Then the young man would take
my heart for sure.

The wind was very cold that Christmas afternoon, and to
make matters worse, it began to rain. Joe picked me up and
carried me on his shoulders. We walked through the marshes,
but we could not see any convicts.

Then we heard a long, loud shout. As the soldiers moved
toward the noise, there was more shouting.

A voice cried, “Murder!”

Another voice cried, “Escaped convicts!”

We found the two convicts rolling on the wet ground, shouting
and fighting. The soldiers pulled them apart. Both of them were
bleeding.

“Remember,” said the convict whom I had helped, “I caught
him. Remember that!”

“It won’t do you any good,” said the sergeant.

He laughed and told the sergeant, “It is doing me good
already! I caught him. He knows it. That is enough for me.”

The other convict protested, “He tried to murder me!”

“I don’t want to murder you,” said my convict. “I can make
you suffer much more by putting you back in the Hulks! Why
should I murder you?”

“He tried to murder me,” repeated the other convict.

“He’s a liar,” said the first convict. “He was a liar when we
were tried together, and he is still a liar now.”

The two men tried to hit each other again, but the soldiers
held them apart. Then the convict who had eaten the food I had
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stolen saw me. I shook my head and moved my hands trying to
tell him that I had not brought the soldiers to find him.

The soldiers put handcuffs on both convicts and made them
walk to the river. We went with them. When we reached a small
wooden hut with a jetty into the river and a boat tied up, the
soldiers put the second convict on the boat and took him to the
Hulks. While we waited for the boat to return, the convict that
remained told the guard that he had stolen some food, including
a pork pie, from the blacksmith.

The sergeant asked Joe, “Have you lost a pie?”

“Yes, my wife did, just as you came in,” said Joe.

“So you are the blacksmith,” said the convict. “I'm sorry. I
ate your pie because I was hungry.”

Joe said that it did not matter. He wouldn’t like the convict to
die because he didn’t have anything to eat.

Then the boat arrived and took the convict away to the Hulks.

Joe put me on his back and carried me home again. Mr.
Wopsle was tired and often had to sit down and rest on the wet
ground on our way back. I decided not to tell anyone that the
convict was lying and that I had taken the pork pie. Back at
home, everyone was surprised about the pie and wondered how
the convict had gotten into the house and then into the pantry.
Nobody ever thought that I took the pie.

1. Who came to the Christmas dinner at Joe’s house?
2. Why did soldiers come to the house?
3. Who was fighting in the marshes?



How I Met Miss Havisham and Estella

Praview

. Atthe time of this story, how did people learn to read and write?
Do you know any elderly people who never married? If so, who?
Do you know any very rich people who act a little strangely? If so, who?

w N -

rs. Joe’s plan for me was that I would be a blacksmith

like Joe, but I was not old enough yet. The neighbors
asked me to do some jobs for them, and they paid Mrs. Joe for my
work. She kept the money that [ earned in a jar.

At the time that I read the graves of my family in the churchyard,
I could not read very well because I only went to evening school
for one hour a week. The teacher was Mr. Wopsle’s great aunt, and
she slept most of the time. Mr. Wopsle’s great aunt’s granddaughter,
Biddy, helped me learn how to read.

One evening, I wrote a letter to Joe and showed it to him.
Almost every word was wrong, but Joe didn’t notice because he
could only read his name. He told me that when he was small,
he did not go to school. He said that his father used to hit his
mother, and sometimes she ran away from him and took Joe
with her. However, his father would always get them back again
and hit them. Joe believed his father was good in his heart, but
his problem was that he drank too much. Both of his parents
died while he was still young. Eventually, he met my sister and
married her. He remembered how badly his father had treated
his mother and decided that he would never treat his wife badly.
He would rather endure her anger than be angry with her. Joe
believed that his wife was a good woman because she was



