KA B i B el % 2 1) R
Band 3
it KRR

Great Expectations

izt K i A

(BHER. &3 &E)

PO g KAk e




HNEMEA

(EXRER)REERLEACERMKEHRHZEZ —. &
HRETOFERENBRKEH., ZERAMIL, A/DBREE . HR
EIE, ERMERET MAKBE T EH RREORIFENHZE L
T, RERFE NI BB T, REEREE — A&
R BAYEE, B BE A L, BRERNEN BB, X
BHOZRET EN. —FE, YRR/ A0 R AT 3E
SR E RSN A NTE, HARTERT —E,

BB B (C1P) ¥ 3

ToRHTRR/ () K EHRE  RERSE. —IL5T.
M T MR KF AL, 1999.6
ISBN 7~ 81012 -911 -2

1% 1.0%k-O%- [.%E- M- BFEY
IV.H319.4:1

s E R A B 4548 CIP BB B F(1999) 58 27866 5

i K B B

.3 %. A8k

FeiB TRY

e ZE AR K2 ARG AR R AT
LR SRR B 37 5(100083) RFTERHLTE(010)82317024
http: //buaapress. cn. net
E-mail: pressell@publica. bj. cninfo. net

EHPBERH

SRR EERRI e

FA,850x 1168 1/32 ERFK.S.5 FH.169 TF
199947 BB 1R 19994E7 A5 1 KEE
Ei ¥ .1 - 8000 B
ISBN 7-81012~911-2/H-105 SE#':8.50 7T



nf

Al

FEFNF L HIRHR, K2 E I RA B & R R R R 2
B, UEE CHE RO FHRRE LR, BN AL E
FHEWAMMLE, BAUNFEIRENZS AFE, HELAF 5 H
BPLAFER BN R I 757 3R I A7 e B et o, SR A =78
Z,R-EELENER, 2R MEUFRAERMER, XH
fif, R IR Z MMM REIR, #IBEBE—T TRIAF
B XHHA ATtR, FEREE, BN RFRFE T LEME
Ko

BEARAMEIR-MAAEE, EE NN ERR -1
KEEEREN TS —HRENLE. HFEIENNITERS
HETESRAERIARA SREEN . BRIESENER
RAM @ KAGE R, B AR RBEEKFEFETH L 5
BHER L, FH—MIET, EBTEDIAT, FHEERT
BEEV LR, EERBFEE. EFES, TURAERERE¥S
IR T RA T RER 55 7T LA L BR & P& R B9 B i B 755 T A B
TR A S TE A BRI WU T RIGE
EHXEH TR B —AIE, IRTUFERD B RBPRET
R, RS A&, fTARTTAA!

EXFNER, BN ESIEABHHAHERER, E5HH%
M2 IR BEBEEM EF, 2 I EH MR IER R ER KK
o BEHFHANEMAREHFAER, BUEIKERBREH
5 AR E £ IMESHTRERR, LRMEMRKE
A 21 A, FEXURE S MK EHAT T HRRMELE, BR¥
8 AE—FINER, FHURR T N#TRE, TRIEFAXA
DGR IERE I D PN

-1 =



BT B OGR, RINARRE T X BRSNS E RFIBRE,
HEAERBIAXBRFEE. BT ARELSERR, £RAE
B EERREMBESGREGRIIEE BUES-REWEET
A EEEHEER M, ER-REWP, FLALEFNANEE,
AREER/DRE, EAAEFHRENOBLER, FILEE S
RITEEA R SO, WAh, B TR M BN RAEY RIE
BANR, EERBER TS, BE T M S, BB NN T 7
Wit T =M%, %0 AN A EBINES MIRBES, LEW
BRE, BHEH, £iEYH R, A1 HLER D, B3XF
A0 7 B TR A R R

4aF 1999 4E 6 A
TFALEM SR K ¥



5 %

¥ (Charles Dickens 1812~1870) F 181242 A 7 H4&
FIRFHR A, LEREERH /MRS, BEEE, F
BERLE, 2F NS, /MBI SIE, W8 SEW B ERE
WH. 10 F0t, 2R PET AN AFE KRR, 11 YERHAAKHETEE
MRS, e REEmED Y2 tent, B TEERA, B8R EHE
MR BL M AR R IRAE, RN EA B, O BB R T KAH
PRIR, AT 7= A T X AS 32 A )L B U5 A [0 47 A R e 42 3 53 | Ay
o Mt R B JUVERR, FERHEMEANEFERS T HA IR
&I, 16 SR E—RBNFFHLES R, ERBEBK
BN, T T RS, BRAEREARGESE, BB RSBUAH
B R FRER Y . 24 B BT S HRAT AR A B IR A 2 LIRS 1, B
TFHRMEK EAER], A OE FHRBRENEIFETRT A
%, MERVTZ AT CFERIE, fbEwE B0 AT R BB
kM SR, VA RHEIEEET FENEM, —H%FE
B, BEFEEORER R ERREEZWRRECHIER, BE
B35 5 KBRS ER BN, AR OB RE, BF T b
2R, 1870 4E 6 A 9 HEBHE/NME(KER - BEEZH)IN X
o

WESAEECEE R B SR EAE S ER, B
A E XHRBHERMDEZERE B, TN RE P REH
YT AR, YUNEEEZENTTNREMES, EERZ
3, 4 FICE R KA I, A 1E R R T BB S AR
AHEEMER, BBLRIMURENH, EAFFEAR, X
EWEA, MITERA T CHE, RErER e RE, HbAEK
HEBX — R B, A B T AR R SR R, PR E
OISR GBS TG, i3 B, K5,

— 3 —



HAIHT T 405, fEM A QIERS 34 R, B T 14 BEE
ML — TR R, VP SRS /MR L R 30 BT B
&,

G AHIR) (1861) B — A FA ML &8 LB LA
B AH . EALNRERAIUL, B, 2R THER
BIR, SHENR LR ERAME, —DERN LA, T
SIS M — AN E SR B, M RE SR 2 B, R AR
B2 FSHE bR —ElE, EYEEHTASEZR, %
WENABEMA, FdTRURSE, BN, B LR
AWM, 5 E SRS R R, 8 Rt K BT, e
W — AR AR T4 018, BT T REE B — U160 108
I3 b Sl EER

WEH T ELERTH (ERREIME) (EHFTE) (K
T BHHEE/R)  CRAUERT )  CSURIE) < (FEBIL L) L MR ) 55

WEFT A AE A AR £ RS, TS 0 H 4
TR RS AR R AR R, R TR
RS, KERA RN R BHRE RN
e B EREA BRIRE, 1908 EXFEMEFAIET RAR
HesR) (B (kT - BHs FEZR) ) (R ) (B (T 65 - R 37 48) ) A
LT ILEY (I CEHE) ). G, X EMELIK TRES
WEFEEES, B KEENES. KEHEAKTRI
B 0GE T XS A FE b R SR BT, A o E IR/ AR
HIRKHEW,

— e (PEXEREH)



Contents

11Iam tOld to Steal P

2 I rob Mrs. Joe «:---

3 The two men on the marshes tcseseeeeeerieecianiiiiiiiiiiiiiin.

4 Mr. Pumblechook tastes tar — water

Exercise One

5 The convicts are chased ++---+-- -
6 I am to go and play at Miss Havisham’s

7 1 visit Miss Havisham, and meet Estella

8 I try to be UNCOIMNITION  **° ** *ttseersresssasaerasstasnstossconasscsecs

Exercise Two

9 I fight with a pale young gentleman

10 Joe at Miss Havisham’s =c+veeereerreremeenennis it
- 49
- 53
- 55

11 Old Orlich
12 I confide in Biddy

Exercise Thl’ee tetessesacsseessracenonen

13 I have great expectations

14 In London with the Pockets ++eserersreeersessarirmeireemeian
- 75
- 78
- 83

15 Joe comes to Barnard’s Inn
16 Estella has no heart

Exercise Four

17 1 open my heart to Herbert

18 I take Estella to Richmond = -+-cscceeoeeeeecnennens

0 N W

- 17
- 20
. 25
- 32
s 34

ceeeee 30

43

- 61

67

- 88
- 91



19 Qur affairs are embarrassed
20 I come Of age et ssssrs s ves

21 Estella and Miss Havisham opposed

Exercise Five ««tcetreeree st imeriiiiiiiiiiiiititaaetaencan e

22 My strange visitor

23 Provis and Compeyson =+ +++=++=s+ s sesses s sesusansanssasunenn.
-+ 119

- 122
e 125

24 Miss Havisham’s revenge

25 A satisfactory arrangement for Provis ==+ -sceseeeeeeneaenn

Exercise Six

26 Estella’s mother

271 learn more Of Pl’OViS,S history et atecssesrsea et satsesvrsreanse

28 T am entrapped «- e +es ereresreressnnate et e e
- 139

29 Our plan of escape and how it failed

30 Death Of Provis r-reesesresrenesestestssttntiiintoatieestaisiien
31 The best of friends err-teesreetesremiersaesiiciiore e
32 For Estella’s Sake soe et e

ExerCiSSC Seven st tetesstisececesrarars sasass et et st asen et est nesase et

Key to Exercise seeseetes et seecestes et ots atases e vmees st tet sos st et

- 94
- 98
- 100

105

< 110

114

- 130

133
135

143
145
147
149

154



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 blacksmith?.

Ours was the marsh® country, down by the river, within twenty
miles of the sea. My earliest memory is of a cold, damp afternoon to-
wards evening. At such a time I found out for certain that this windy
place overgrown® with coarse grass was the churchyard’; and that my
father, mother and five little brothers were dead and buried there; and
that the dark flat wilderness beyond the churchyard was the marshes;
and that the low leaden 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 started up
from among the graves, “Keep still, you little devil, or I'll cut your
throat. ”

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. A
man with no hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round
his head. He limped® and shivered’, and his teeth chattered in his head
as he seized me by the chin.

“Oh! Don’t cut my throat, sir,” I begged him in terror. “Pray,
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.”

y & ’

“Show me where you live,” said the man’ “Point out the place.’

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 greedily.

“You young dog! ” said the man, licking his lips. “What fat cheeks
you have got!” '

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

He asked me where my father and mother were. When I had
pointed out their tombstones’ to him, he asked me with whom I lived.
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 Battery, a file'’ and some food, or he
would have my heart and liver'! out. I was not to say a word about it
all. “ Iain’t alone,” he said, “as you may think [ am, There’s a young
man hid with me, in comparison with whom I am an angel. That young
man hears the words I speak and has a secret way, peculiar’? to him-
self, of getting at a boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. It is in
vain'® for a boy to attempt to hide himself from that young man. 7

I promised to bring him the file, and what broken bits of food 1
could, and wished him good-night. He limped towards the low church
wall, 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

legs.
1. Christian name ¥ 4% 3. marsh H#EH
2. blacksmith #k[E 4. overgrow K i



5. churchyard Z#h 10. file %

6. limp B&fT 11. liver

7. shiver B} : 12. peculiar H1XH
8. undersize tLEIE/NY 13. in vain fE 55 H
9.

tombstone EEF%

CHAPTER 2
I ROB MRS JOE

My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older
than I, tall, bony and plain-looking, and had established a great reputa-
tion! with herself and the neighbors 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 upon her husband, as well as upon 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
mild, good-natured®, foolish, dear fellow.

When I ran home from the churchyard, Joe’s forge*, which ad-
joined® 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. Presently he saw her coming, and advised me to get
behind the door, which advice I took at once.

My sister, throwing the door wide open, and finding an obstruc-
tion® behind it, immediately guessed the cause, and applied the stick to
me. 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 fenced

me up there with his great leg.



“Where have you been, you young monkey?” said Mrs. Joe,
stamping her foot. “Tell me directly what you’ve been doing to wear
me away’ with fright and worry, or I'd have you out of that corner if
you were fifty Pips, and he was five hundred Gargerys.”

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

“Churchyard! ” repeated my sister. “If it wasn’t for me you’d have
been to the churchyard long ago, and stayed there.”

She applied herself to set the tea-things; she buttered a loaf, cut a
very thick slice 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 my slice, for I must have
something in reserve® for my dreadful acquaintance®, and his ally'®, the
still more dreadful 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 slice disappear so suddenly, and
thought that I had swallowed'! it all in one mouthful. My sister also be-
lieved this to be the case, and insisted on giving me a generous dose of
a hateful medicine called “Tar Water'?” which she poured down my
throat.

The guilty knowledge that I was going to rob Mrs. Joe, united to
the necessity of always keeping 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 deposited” it in my bedroom.

On hearing big guns fired, I inquired from Joe what it meant,
and Joe said, “There’s another convict' off. 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 forged'®, and that they

4



always began by asking questions.

As I went upstairs to my bedroom in the dark 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
dawned, [ stole to the pantry'®, which was abundantly®® supplied with
provisions®!, for it was Christmas. I stole some bread, a hard piece of
cheese, about half a jar of mincemeat”, some brandy from a stone bot-
tle, (diluting®® the stone bottle from a jug in the kitchen cupboard), a
bone with very little meat on it, and a beautiful round pork 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.

1. reputation % 13. deposit FEH

2. by hand E£F ' 14. inquire ifl{"]

3. good-natured ¥ &< HI 15. convict FBJC

4. forge kIF4H 16. hulk [Af5

5. adjoin &L 17. impatient AT BHY
6. obstruction FHLEE# 18. forge (hi&

7. wear away ITBE, BB 19. pantry B F

8. reserve f£ & 20. abundantly X EH
9. acquaintance A 21. provisions & i
10. ally tkf 22. mincemeat FEH
11. swallow &M 23. dilute 8

12. Tar Water 7K



CHAPTER 3
THE TWO MEN ON THE MARSHES

It was a frosty morning, and very damp. On the marshes the mist
was so heavy that everything seemed to run at 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 Battery, but in the con-
fusion® of the mist, I found myself at last too far to the right, and con-
sequently” had to turn back along the riverside. I had just crossed a
ditch® when 1 saw the man sitting before me. His back was towards
me, and he had his arms folded, and was nodding forward, heavy with
sleep.

I thought he would be gladder if I came upon him with his break-
fast, 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 coarse grey, too, and had a great
iron on his leg, and was lame, and shivering, and was everything that
the other was, except that he had not the same face. He swore an
oath® at me, made a hit which missed me, and then he ran into the
mist.

“ It's the young man! ” I thought, feeling my heart jump as I iden-
tified® him. I should have felt a pain in my liver, too, if I had known
where it was.

1 was soon at the Battery after that, and there was the right man
waiting for me. He was awfully cold, and his eyes looked awfully hun-
gry. No sooner had I opened my bundle and emptied my pockets than
he started eating in a violent hurry, but he left off to take some of the
brandy. He shivered as he swallowed mincemeat, bread, cheese and
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pork pie all at once, staring distrustfully and often stopping to listen.
Suddéply he said: “You're not a deceiving® little devil? You brought no
ofe with you?”

“ No, sir. No.”

“Nor did you tell any one to follow you?”

“No.”

“Well,” said he, “I believe you. You'd be but a fierce’ young dog
indeed, if at your time of life you could help to hunt a wretched® man
like me.”

As he sat greedily and furtively’ eating the pie, I told him that I
was afraid he would not leave any of it for the young man. He told me
with something like a coarse 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 having an iron on his leg, and [ pomted
to where I had met him. He asked excitedly if he had a bruise'® 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 I had stayed away from
home too long, I slipped off and left him working hard at his fetter'

1. confusion JE#L 7. fierce X% H

2. consequently &R 8. wretched R[4 #Y)
3. ditch 18 9. furtively fiiféiih
4. swear an oath X 10. bruise 158

5. identify A 11. fetter 88¥%

6. deceive 3XUR



CHAPTER 4
MR PUMBLECHOOK TASTES TAR-WATER

I fully expected to find a policeman in the kitchen waiting to take
me up. 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 the festivities!
of the day, for we were to have a splendid’ dinner, consisting of a leg
of pork and vegetables, and a pair of roast stuffed fowls’. A handsome
mince pie had been made yesterday morning, and the pudding was al-
ready on the boil. In the meantime Mrs. Joe put clean white curtains
up, and uncovered the little parlour® across the passage, which was
never uncovered at any other time. Mrs. Joe was a very clean house-
keeper, but had a peculiar art of making her cleanliness more uncom-
fortable than dirt itself.

Mr. Wopsle, the clerk at church, was to dine 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 drove his own chaise-cart. 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 splendid. And still not a word of the robbery.

The time came without bringing with it any relief® to my feeling,
and the company came.

“ Mrs. Joe,” said Uncle Pumblechook, a large, hardbreathing,
middle-aged, slow man, with a mouth fike a fish, dull staring eyes and
sandy hair standing upright on his head, “ I have brought you, as the
compliments’ of the season — I have brought you, ma’am, a bottle of
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sherry'® wine — and I have brought you, ma'am, a bottle of port"
wine.”

Every Christmas Day he presented himself with exactly the same
words, and carrying the two bottles like dumb-bells'?. Every Christmas
Day, Mrs. Joe replied, as she now replied, “ Oh, Un-cle Pum-ble-
chook! This is kind!” Every Christmas Day, he replied, as he now
replied, “It’s no more than your merits’>. And now are you all in good
spirits’*, and how’s Sixpennorth of halfpence?” meaning me.

We dined on these occasions in the kitchen, and then returned to
the parlor for the nuts and oranges and apples. Among this good com-
pany I should have felt myself, even if I hadn’t robbed the pantry, ina
false position. Not because I was squeezed” in at an acute angle of the
tablecloth, with the table in my chest and the Pumblechookian elbow in
my eye, nor because I was not allowed to speak (I didn’t want to
speak), nor because I was entertained with the bony parts of the fowls
and with obscure'® corners of pork. No, I should 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 reproachful'® voice, “Do you hear that? Be grateful. ”

“Especially, ” said Mr. Pumblechook, “be grateful, boy, to them
who brought you up by hand.”

Joe’s position and influence were something weaker (if possible),
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 dinner-time by giving me gravy'®, if there were
any. There being plenty of gravy today, Joe spooned into my plate, at
this point, about half a pint.



