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About the Author

Charles Dickens was born in England,in 1812,
the second of eight children of a debtridden govern-
ment clerk. Because his family had handled their
money poorly, young Charles was sent to work in a
London factory at the age of ten. This experience
upset him so greatly and left such an impression on
him that he later created suffering and abandoned
children as the heroes of many of his novels.

An unexpected, small legacy permitted him to
break free of the slave factory and return to school.
He became a newspaper reporter — a job which
helped him to observe people and to create scenes
that live in his readers’ memories.

With the appearance of The Pickwick Papers
in 1836 and 1837, Charles Dickens, at age 24, be-
came the most popular novelist in England. This
popularity increased with the publication of David
Copperfield , Oliver Twist , A Christmas Carol , A
Tale of Two Cities ,and Great Expectations.

Like so many of his other books , Great
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Expectations deals with the evil influence of money.
It first appeared as a serial in a weekly magazine,
with its main character, Pip, telling the story of his
life, from the time he is seven until he is an adult.
We see Pip’s “great expectations” out of life come
to pass, as he undergoes a painful change in his
values from selfish vanity to sympathy for others.
Much of Charles Dickens’ life was spent writ-
ing, editing, touring to read his novels, and promot-
ing many charities to help the poor. He was active in

all these until his death in 1870.
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Pip Visits His Parents’ Graves.
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CHAPTER 1

Meeting by a Grave

S5 18

Though I lived most of my early years here in
Kent, its marshes' can still frighten me. The mists
make figures, and strange sounds carry over® the riv-
er close by. It was no different that one Christmas
Eve,when I was seven years old. I was visiting my
parents’ graves® in the churchyard on the deserted
marshes. I never really knew my parents,so I could
only read their names on the tombstones — Philip
and Georgiana Pirrup. Philip is my name too, but
when I was learning to talk, I could not pronounce
it,so I made it into “Pip”"—the name I came to be
called all my life. As I tried desperately* to remem-
ber my parents, I began to cry.

1.[maf] n. B3, 8% 2.carry over 4k i 3t H|
3. [greivl n. X, 3 ¥E 4. ['desporitli] ad. #38%



Suddenly, a terrible voice cried, “Stop your
noise or I'll cut your throat!”

A huge man appeared from among the graves
and seized my chin' in a steely’ grip’. He was
dressed in coarse* gray clothes, with an iron band
clamped® around one leg. He was wet and shivering
and mud-stained®, but his eyes glared brightly
at me. .

I was terror-stricken. “Please, sir, don’ t kill
me!”I pleaded. “Please don’t!”

“What’ s your name? Quick!” he demanded.
“And where do you live, you and your folks?”

“Pip is my name, sir,” | managed to say. “My
parents are there in those graves,and I live with my
only sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, and her husband, the
blacksmith,in the village. ”

“Blacksmith, eh?” he said, looking down at
his leg.

Suddenly, in one motion, he turned me upside
down and emptied my pockets. A few nails and a
piece of bread were all I had in them. Putting me

1.[tfin] n. Fe& 2. ['sticli} a. f4meY
3. [grip] n. 18 ,IKFE 4. [kos] . #AkkEH
S.[kKleemp] vz, 4E, %% 6.['mad-'steind] a. EHRKX M
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“Please, Sir. Don’ t Kill Me!”
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right-side up, on top of a high tombstone, he
crammed’' the bread in his mouth and ate it
ravenously”.

“Now, young villain, I’ m deciding if 1’1l let
you live,” he said, tilting® me backwards. “Do you
know what a file* is?”

I nodded, too frightened to speak as I clung to
the tombstone.

“Well, you get me one — a file and also some
food. You bring them here tomorrow morning. You
understand me?”

Swallowing hard and clinging to him as he tilt-
ed me even more, | gasped, “Yes,sir.”

“But you tell anyone and you’ re a dead boy. 1
got a friend here who loves cutting the heart out of a
boy. That boy may think he’ s safe in bed, but my
friend knows how to sneak® into a warm bedroom
and find that boy. Remember what I say. Now go!”

I nodded eagerly, then jumped down and ran as
fast as I could back home,my heart beating so loud-
ly that I could hear it.

1. [kreem) v. #iH 2. ['reevonssli] ud. B M, XL H
3.[tilt] v, (4) M4 4. [fait] n. 87
5.[snik] v. BREFMEF
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Pip Gets Orders.
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But at home there was more trouble. As [ tip-
toed! into the kitchen, my brother-in-law Joe, the
blacksmith, shook his big blond head at me. “Pip,
where you been?”he asked. “She’s been out looking
for you.”

At that moment, the door burst open and my
sister stormed in. Mrs. Joe is twenty years older
than me and has a hot temper. Without a word, she
banged me in the head and threw me at Joe. But Joe
stepped in front of me and turned to face my sister
as she rushed at me again. She tried to dodge? be-
hind Joe, but he’s a giant man—gentle, but a giant,
and Joe and I turned like the front and back ends of
a horse until my sister got tired of chasing me.

Joe smiled at me as soon as the danger was
past and drew me to the warm fireplace. Above the
sound of my sister slamming’® pots and dishes, I
heard a gun in the distance.

“What’s that, Joe?”1 whispered.

“That’s a warning gun from the prison-ships
down on the river. A convict’s escaped. That’s the

1.{'tiptau] v. ABE £
2.{dodz) v. AF,
3.(sleem] v. W&
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