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Introduction

Charles Dickens was one of the most popular writers of all time,
creating some of the best-known characters in English literature.
He was born in Portsmouth, England in 1812 and moved to
London with his family when he was about two years old. The
family was very poor, and John Dickens, a clerk with the navy,
could not earn enough to support his wife and eight children.
Charles, the second oldest, attended school for a short time, but
his formal education was cut short. It was his mother who taught
him to read and helped him develop a deep love of books. The
family’s circumstances forced him to leave school at the age of
twelve. He found a job in a shoe polish factory and, at about the
same time, his father was arrested for debt and sent to prison.

The difficulties the family suffered and the general
hopelessness he saw around him as he was growing up shaped
Dickens’s view of the world and strongly influenced the subject
matter, events and characters that featured in his later writing.
Determined to break out of a life of insecurity, Dickens started
writing for newspapers. He soon made a name for himself as a
reporter in London’s courts and at the House of Commons.

His first literary success came with the publication, in
monthly parts, of what came to be known as The Pickwick Papers.
By the age of twenty-four he was famous, and remained so until
he died. In contrast to his public success, though, Dickens’s
personal life was not happy. He married Catherine Hogarth in
1836 and they had ten children together. However, as time passed
they became increasingly unhappy, and they separated in 1858,
Apart from his writing, Dickens found the time and energy to
work for various charities, demonstrating the concern for people
and social conditions that underlies so much of his writing.
Under the strain of many different activities his health suffered



and he died suddenly in 1870.

Dickens wrote 20 novels, nearly all of which originally
appeared in weekly or monthly parts. By presenting his work in
this way in newspapers and magazines, Dickens was able to reach
people who would never normally buy full-length books. His
wide readership loved the scenes and characters he created that
reflected life in mid nineteenth-century London so well. He
displayed a great understanding of human nature, a strong
sympathy for young people, and a keen eye for people and places.
He also wrote a number of works of non-fiction.

Oliver Tivist is one of his most famous early books and is based
on the adventures of a poor boy whose parents are both dead. It
was very influential at the time it was published because it
showed the workings of London’s criminal world and brought
into perspective how the poor were forced to live. The private
school system is the main subject of Nicholas Nickleby, another
early novel. Dickens himself had experienced this world of
money-making school owners who mistreated their pupils and
taught them nothing. Then, during the 1840s, Dickens wrote five
Christmas books. The first of these, A Christmas Carol, tells the
story of rich and mean Ebenezer Scrooge who, late in life, learns
the meaning of Christmas and discovers happiness by helping
others less fortunate than himself.

In his later works, including Hard Times, Little Dorrit and Our
Mutual Friend, Dickens presents a much darker view of the world.
His humour is more pointed, concentrating on the evil side of
human experience; in particular, the inhuman social
consequences of industry and trade. Bleak House shows the
unfairness of the contemporary legal system and how lawyers
could extend the legal process for their own benefit without any
regard for the damage done to the lives of their clients. David
Coppertfield is an exception from this period: a much more light-
hearted story and a moving description of a young man’s
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* discovery of adult life.

Great Expectations was written while Dickens’s own life was
hardly ideal: he was in the process of separating from his wife.
And vyet it is quite brilliant. The book is similar to David
Copperfield in that it is the story of a boy growing up. It is told by
the central character himself, whose name is Pip; Dickens takes
the reader right inside the boy’s mind, and we live through the
events and discoveries of his life with him. Pip has lost his parents
and is brought up by his sister and her husband, a blacksmith who
takes Pip on as an apprentice and teaches him his trade. The boy’
fortunes suddenly change as he is provided with money by a
secret benefactor and is able to move to London, receive an
education and live as a gentleman. Pip’s ‘great expectations’ do
not, however, turn out as he had hoped when one day he makes a
surprising discovery.

This is a story of excitement and danger, adventure and
murder, but most of all one of self-discovery as Pip painfully
rethinks the values on which he has built his life. The reader will
enjoy meeting the wide variety of characters — the rich and
strange Miss Havisham; honest and kind Joe Gargery; beautiful,
heartless Estella, and many others whose influence shapes Pip’s
life in deep and mysterious ways.
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Chapter 1 I Am Told to Steal

My father’s family name being Pirrip, 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.
Having lost both my parents in my infancy, I was brought up by
my sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, who married the local blacksmith.

Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within 20
miles of the sea. My earliest memory is of a cold, wet afternoon
towards evening. At such a time I found out for certain that this
windy place under long grass was the churchyard; and that my
father, mother and five little brothers were dead and buried there;
and that the dark flat empty land beyond the churchyard was the
marshes; and that the low line further down was the river; and
that the distant place from which the wind was rushing was the
sea, and that the small boy growing afraid of it all and beginning
to cry was Pip.

‘Hold your noise, cried a terrible voice, as a man jumped up
from among the graves. ‘Keep still, you little devil, or I'll cut your
throat”

A fearful man, in rough grey clothes, with a great iron on his
leg. A man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old
piece of cloth tied round his head. He moved with difficulty and
was shaking with cold as he seized me by the chin.

‘Oh! Don’t cut my throat, sir; I begged him in terror. ‘Please,
don’t do it, sir.

‘“Tell me your name, said the man. ‘Quick!

‘Pip, sir.

‘Once more, said the man, staring at me. ‘Speak out.’

‘Pip. Pip, sir’

‘Show me where you live, said the man. ‘Point out the place’
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I pointed to where our village lay, a mile or more from the
church.

The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me
upside down and emptied my pockets. There was nothing in
them but a piece of bread, which he took and began to eat
hungrily.

‘You young dog!’ said the man, talking as he ate noisily. “What
fat cheeks you've got!’

I believe they were fat, though I was at that time small for my
years, and not strong.

He asked me where my father and mother were. When I had
pointed out to him the places where they were buried, he asked
me who I lived with. I told him I lived with my sister, wife of Joe
Gargery, the blacksmith.

On hearing the word blacksmith’ he looked down at his leg
and then at me. He took me by both arms and ordered me to
bring him, early the next morning at the old gun placements, a
metal file and some food, or he would cut my heart out. I was
not to say a word about it all. ‘I’'m not alone, he said, ‘as you may
think I am.There’s a young man hidden with me, in comparison
with whom I am kind and friendly. That young man hears the
words 1 speak. That young man has a secret way, particular to
himself, of getting at a boy, and at his heart. No boy can hide
himself from that young man/

I promised to bring him the file, and what bits of food I
could, and wished him goodnight. He moved away towards the
low church wall, putting his weight on his one good leg, got over
it, and then turned round to look for me. When I saw him
turning, I set my face towards home, and made the best use of my
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Chapter 2 I Rob Mrs Joe

My sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, was more than 20 years older than I,
tall, bony and plain-looking, and had established a great reputa-
tion with herself and the neighbours because she had brought me
up ‘by hand’. Having at that time to find out for myself what the

- expression meant, and knowing her to have a hard and heavy
hand, and to be much in the habit of laying it on her husband, as
well as on me, I supposed that Joe Gargery and I were both
brought up by hand.

Joe was a fair man, with light brown hair and blue eyes. He
was a calm, good-natured, foolish, dear fellow.

When I ran home from the churchyard, Joe’s forge, which was
joined to our house, was shut up, and Joe was sitting alone in the
kitchen.

Joe and I being fellow sufferers, he told me that my sister had
been out a dozen times looking for me, and that she had got
Tickler (a stick) with her. Soon after that he saw her coming, and
advised me to get behind the door, which I did at once.

My sister, throwing the door wide open, and finding
something behind it, immediately guessed it was me, and beat me
with her stick. She concluded by throwing me at Joe, who, glad
to get hold of me on any terms, passed me on into the chimney
corner and quickly put himself between her and me.

‘Where have you been, you young monkey?’ said Mrs Joe,
stamping her foot. ‘Tell me immediately what you've been doing
to wear me away with fear and worry, or I'd have you out of that
corner if you were 50 Pips, and he was 500 Gargerys.

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

‘Churchyard!” repeated my sister. ‘If it wasnt for me you'd
have been to the churchyard long ago, and stayed there.

She turned away and started to make the tea; she buttered a
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loaf, cut a very thick piece off, which she again cut into two
halves, of which Joe got one, and I the other.

Though I was hungry, I dared not eat mine, for I had to have
something in reserve for the frightening man on the marshes, and
his friend, the still more frightening young man. I took advantage
of a moment when Joe was not looking at me, and got my bread
and butter down the leg of my trousers.

Joe was shocked to see my bread disappear so suddenly, and
thought that I had swallowed it all in one mouthful. My sister
also believed this to be the case, and insisted on giving me a
generous spoonful of a hateful medicine called “Tar Water”,
which she poured down my throat.

The guilty knowledge that I was going to rob Mrs Joe and,
the constant need to keep one hand on my bread and butter as I
sat or walked, almost drove me out of my mind. Happily I
managed to slip away, and put it safely in my bedroom.

On hearing big guns fired, I inquired from Joe what it meant,
and Joe said, ‘Another convict’s escaped. There was a convict off
last night, escaped from the hulks, and they fired warning of him.
And now it appears they are firing warning of another’

I kept asking so many questions about convicts and hulks that
my sister grew impatient with me, and told me that people were
put in hulks because they murdered and robbed and lied, and that
they always began by asking questions.

As [ went upstairs in the dark to my bedroom I kept thinking
of her words with terror in my heart. I was clearly on my way to
the hulks, for I had begun by asking questions, and I was going to
rob Mrs Joe.

I had a troubled night full of fearful dreams, and as soon as the
day came I went as quietly as I could to the kitchen, which was
full of food for Christmas. I stole some bread, a hard piece of
cheese, some sugared fruits, some whisky from a stone bottle,
(adding water to replace what I had taken), a bone with very
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little meat on it, and a beautiful round meat pie, which I thought
was not intended for early use, and would not be missed for some
time.

Having also taken a file from among Joe’s tools in the forge, I
ran for the misty marshes.

Chapter 3 The Two Men on the Marshes

It was a freezing cold morning, and very wet. On the marshes the
mist was so heavy that gates and fences appeared unexpectedly
and seemed to rush towards me.

I was getting on towards the river, but however fast I went, I
couldn’t warm my feet. I knew my way to the gun placements,
but in the confusion of the mist I found myself too far to the
right, and had to turn back along the riverside. Suddenly I saw
the man sitting in front of me. His back was towards me, and he
had his arms folded and was nodding forward, heavy with sleep.

I thought he would be more pleased if I came upon him with
his breakfast, in that unexpected manner, so I went forward softly
and touched him on the shoulder. He instantly jumped up, and it
was not the same man, but another man.

And yet this man was dressed in rough grey clothes, too, and
had an iron on his leg, and was shaking with cold, and was
everything that the other was, except he had not the same face.
He swore at me and hit out wildly but missed me. Then he ran
away and disappeared into the mist.

‘It’s the young man!’ I thought, feeling my heart jump as I
identified him.

I was soon at the gun placements after that, and there was the
right man waiting for me. He was very cold, and his eyes looked
awfully hungry. As soon as I emptied my pockets he started
forcing the food I had brought into his mouth, pausing only to
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take some of the whisky. He shook with cold as he swallowed
bread, cheese, fruit and meat pie, all at once, staring distrustfully at
me and often stopping to listen to any sounds coming through
the mists. Suddenly he said: ‘You're not a deceiving little devil?
You brought no one with you?’

‘No, sir. No.

‘Nor did you tell anyone to follow you?’

‘No’

“Well; said he, ‘I believe you.You'd be a young dog indeed, if
at your time of life you could help to hunt a pitiful man like me

As he sat eating the pie, I told him that T was afraid he would
not leave any of it for the young man. He told me with
something like a laugh that the young man didn’t want any food.

I said that I thought he looked as if he did, and that I had seen
him just then, dressed like him and with an iron on his leg, and 1
pointed to where I had met him. He asked excitedly if he had a
mark on his left cheek, and when I replied that he had, he
ordered me to show him the way to him and, taking the file from
me, he sat down on the wet grass, filing at his iron like a
madman. Fearing 1 had stayed away from home too long, I
slipped off and left him working hard at the iron.

Chapter 4 Mr Pumblechook Tastes Tar Water

I fully expected to find a policeman in the kitchen waiting to take
me away. But not only was there no policeman, but no discovery
had yet been made of the robbery.

Mrs Joe was very busy getting the house ready for Christmas
dinner. We were to have a leg of meat and vegetables, and a pair
of stuffed chickens. A large pie had been made yesterday
morning, and the pudding was already on the boil. Meanwhile,
Mrs Joe put clean white curtains up, and uncovered the furniture
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in the little sitting room across the corridor, which was never
uncovered at any other time. Mrs Joe was a very clean
housekeeper, but somehow always managed to make her
cleanliness more uncomfortable than dirt itself.

Mr Wopsle, the clerk at church, was having dinner with us;
and Mr Hubble, the wheel-maker, and Mrs Hubble; and Uncle
Pumblechook (Joe’s uncle, but Mrs Joe called him her uncle),
who was a well-to-do corn dealer in the nearest town and had
his own carriage. The dinner hour was half past one. When Joe
and I got home from church, we found the table laid, and Mrs
Joe dressed, and the dinner being prepared, and the front door
unlocked for the company to enter by, and everything most
perfect. And still not a word of the robbery.

The dinner hour came without bringing with it any relief to
my feelings, and the company arrived.

‘Mrs Joe, said Uncle Pumblechook, a large, hard-breathing,
middle-aged, slow man, with a mouth like a fish, dull staring eyes
and sandy hair standing upright on his head, ‘I have brought you,
to celebrate the occasion — I have brought you, madam, a bottle
of white wine — and I have brought you, madam, a bottle of red
wine.

Every Christmas Day he presented himself with exactly the
same words, and carrying the same gift of two bottles. Every
Christmas Day, Mrs Joe replied, as she now replied, ‘Oh, Uncle
Pumblechook! This is kind!” Every Christmas Day, he replied, as .
he now replied, ‘It’s no more than you deserve. And now are you
all in good spirits, and how’s the boy?’ meaning me.

We ate on these occasions in the kitchen, and then returned
to the sitting room for the nuts and oranges and apples. Among
this good company I should have felt myself, even if I hadn’t
stolen the food, in a false position. Not because 1 was seated
uncomfortably at the corner with the table in my chest and Mr
Pumblechook’s elbow in my eye, nor because I was not allowed
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to speak (I didn’t want to speak), nor because I was given the
bony parts of the chickens and the worst parts of the meat. No, I
would not have minded that, if they would only have left me
alone. But they wouldn’t leave me alone. They seemed to think
the opportunity lost, if they failed to point the conversation at
me, every now and then, and stick the point into me.

It began the moment we sat down to dinner. Mr Wopsle said a
short prayer which ended with the hope that we might be truly
grateful. Upon which my sister fixed me with her eye,and said, in
a low voice, ‘Do you hear that? Be grateful’

‘Especially, said Mr Pumblechook, ‘be grateful, boy, to those
who brought you up by hand’

Joe’s position and influence were weaker when there was
company than when there was none. But he always aided and
comforted me when he could, in some way of his own, and he
always did so at dinnertime by giving me gravy, if there was any.
There being plenty of gravy today, Joe spooned onto my plate, at
this point, about half a pint.

‘He was a world of trouble to you, madam,’ said Mrs Hubble,
sympathizing with my sister.

‘Trouble?’ repeated my sister. “Trouble?’ and then entered on a
fearful catalogue of all the illnesses I had been guilty of, and all
the acts of sleeplessness I had committed, and all the high places I
had fallen from, and all the low places I had fallen into, and all the
injuries I had done myself, and all the times she had wished me
in my grave, and I had continually refused to go there.

‘Have a little whisky, Uncle, said my sister.

Oh dear, it had come at last! He would find it was weak, he
would say it was weak, and I was lost. I held tight to the leg of the
table under the cloth, with both hands, and waited for what I
knew would happen.

My sister went for the stone bottle, came back with it, and
poured his whisky out; no one else taking any. He took up his
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