

		
CHAPTER ONE
Pip in Trouble
My father’s family name being Pirrip, and my first name Philip, I could make of both names nothing longer than Pip when I was a child. So, I called myself Pip. Having lost both my parents at an early age, I was brought up by my sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, who married the local blacksmith.
On a cold, wet afternoon, I was at the graveyard where my father and mother were buried.
“Hold your noise!” cried a terrible voice, as a man came from among the graves. “Keep still, or I will cut your throat!”
“Oh, don’t cut my throat!” I begged him in terror.
“Tell me your name!” said the man. “Quick!”
“Pip, sir.”
“Once more,” said the man, staring at me. “Speak up!”
“Pip. Pip, sir.”
“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 graveyard.
“Where’s your mother?” asked the man.
I showed him the grave where my mother was buried.
“That must be your father next to her.”
“Yes, sir.”
“Who takes care of you?”
“My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, wife of Joe Gargery, the blacksmith, sir.”
“Blacksmith, you say?”



	


		
“Yes, sir.”
“You will bring me a file and some food tomorrow morning. I will be waiting for you at the Battery over there. If you don’t, I will cut your heart out. I’m not alone. There’s a young man hidden with me. No boy can hide himself from that young man. Now, what do you say?”
I promised to bring what he wanted early in the morning. I watched him move away, putting his weight on his one good leg, and I ran home as fast as I could.
…
My sister, Mrs. Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older than me. She had established a great reputation with her neighbours as she brought me up by herself. She was tall and bony with black eyes and hair. Her husband Joe was a good-natured and easy-going man.
When I arrived home, I saw that Joe was sitting alone. He told me that my sister had been out many times looking for me, and she had a stick with her.
“Look!” he said, looking out of the window. “She’s coming. You’d better get behind the door.”
My sister, throwing the door wide open, and finding something behind it, immediately guessed it was me, and she beat me with her stick.
“Where have you been, you young monkey?” she asked. “Tell me quickly!”
“I was at the graveyard,” I said, crying.
“Graveyard! Who brought you up?”
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“You did.”
“And why did I do it?”
“I don’t know.”
“You don’t!” exclaimed my sister. “I’d never do it again. If it wasn’t for me, you’d have been to the graveyard long ago. It’s bad enough to be a blacksmith’s wife without being your mother.”
She turned away and started to make tea. She put some butter on two slices of bread for Joe and me. Although I was so hungry, I could not dare to eat mine. I took advantage of a moment when Joe was not looking at me, and I got my bread and butter down the leg of my trousers. Joe was surprised to see that my bread disappeared so quickly. I managed to leave the kitchen, and I safely put the butter and bread in my room.
I had a troubled night full of fearful dreams. Very early in the morning, I went to the kitchen and stole as many things as I could find – some bread, some cheese, a jar of mincemeat, a meat bone, and a big piece of pie. I unlocked and unbolted the door in the kitchen. I got a file from among Joe’s tools, and then I left home in a hurry.
As I was getting closer to the Battery, I saw a man in grey clothes, with a great iron on his leg. When he saw me, he looked at me angrily, and made a hit at me. It was a weak one that missed me. He then ran into the mist.
“It’s the young man!” I thought.
I was soon at the Battery, and there was the right man waiting for me.
“What did you bring for me, boy?” he asked.



	


		
I gave him what I had stolen from home, and he started to eat.
“You didn’t bring anyone with you, did you?” he asked suddenly, as he kept on eating.
“No, sir,” I said. “I’m afraid you won’t leave any of the food for him.”
“Leave any for him? Who’s him?”
“The young man that you spoke of.”
“Oh, yes, the young man. He doesn’t want to eat.”
“He looked as if he did.”
The man stopped eating.
“Where did you see him?”
“Over there. I thought it was you. He was dressed like you, only with a hat.”
“Did he have a mark on his left cheek?”
“Yes, he did.”
“Show me where he had gone, and give me the file.”
He took the file and sat down on the grass. I was very afraid of him again, and I was likewise very afraid of being away from home any longer. I told him I had to go, but he took no notice, so I thought the best thing I could do was to slip off. The last I saw of him, his head was bent over his knee, and he was working hard at his fetter.
I fully expected to find a policeman in the kitchen waiting to take me away when I arrived home. There was no policeman there, and the robbery hadn’t been discovered yet. Mrs. Joe was busy getting the house ready for New Year’s Eve. We were going to have meat, vegetables and pudding.



	


		
Mr. Wopsle, who was a clerk, was going to dine with us. Mr. Hubble, Mrs. Hubble and Uncle Pumblechook were also going to come to dinner. Uncle Pumblechook was Joe’s uncle, but Mrs. Joe called him her uncle. Mrs. Joe got dressed, and she laid the table for the guests. And still, there was not a word of the robbery.
I was anxious during dinner. Nobody asked me to speak; and I did not want to speak either. After dinner, Mrs. Joe went to get the pie. I felt that I could no longer bear it, and I ran for my life. But, at the front door, I ran straight into a party of soldiers. One of them held out a pair of handcuffs to me.
“Here you are, come on!” he said.
The arrival of the soldiers caused the dinner party to rise from the table in confusion. Mrs. Joe came back to the dining room empty-handed.
“What happened to the pie?” she shouted, and stood staring when she saw the sergeant in the room.
“Excuse me ladies and gentlemen,” said the sergeant, “I am on a chase in the name of the King, and I want the blacksmith.”
“Why do you want him?” asked my sister.
“You see, blacksmith,” said the sergeant, “we have had an accident with these handcuffs. The lock of one of them had gone wrong. As they are wanted immediately, will you have a look at them?”
I was relieved that the handcuffs were not for me. Joe took the handcuffs, examined them, and said it would take two hours to fix.
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“Sergeant,” said Mr. Wopsle, “are you chasing convicts?”
“Yes, they are known to be out on the marshes. Has anybody here seen anything of them?”
Everybody, except myself, said no with confidence. Nobody thought of me.
“Well,” said the sergeant, “they will find themselves trapped in a circle. Now, blacksmith, are you ready?”
Joe took his coat and waistcoat off, put his leather apron on, and passed into the forge. He began to work, and we all watched him.
At last, Joe finished his work. He suggested that some of us should go down with the soldiers to see the result of the hunt. Mr. Wopsle agreed to go, and my sister wanted me to go with them.
The soldiers told us to keep in the back, and to speak no word after we reached the marshes. Nobody from the village joined us as the weather was very cold. The soldiers were moving on in the direction of the old Battery, and we were moving behind them, when all of a sudden, we all stopped. We heard a long shout. There seemed to be two or more shouts raised together. The sergeant, a decisive man, ordered that the sound should not be answered. As we approached the shouting, we could hear a voice calling “Murder!” We also heard another voice shouting “Escaped convicts! This way for the runaway convicts!”
The sergeant ran in first, and two of his men followed him.



	


		
“Here are both men!” said the sergeant, from the bottom of a ditch. “Surrender, you two!”
The two men came out of the ditch, and of course, I knew them both directly.
“Remember!” said my convict, wiping blood from his face with his sleeves. “I took him! I give him up to you! Remember that!”
“It won’t do you much good,” said the sergeant. “You are a runaway convict yourself. Handcuffs there!”
“I don’t expect it to do me any good. I took him. He knows it. That’s enough for me.”
“Take notice, guard,” said the other convict. “He tried to murder me.”
“Tried to murder him?” cried my convict. “I took him and gave him up. I prevented him from getting off in the marshes, and I dragged him back here.”
“He tried to murder me,” said the other one. “I would have been a dead man if you had not come up.”
“Enough of this dispute!” said the sergeant. “Light those torches!”
While my convict was looking around him, he saw me. I looked at him eagerly when he looked at me, and I slightly moved my hands and shook my head. I had been waiting for him to see me, so that I might try to assure him of my innocence. He gave me a look that I did not understand.
After an hour or so, the convicts were taken into a boat. Before they got on board, my convict told the sergeant that he had stolen some food from the blacksmith’s house.



	


		
CHAPTER TWO
Miss Havisham
When I was old enough, I started learning to be a blacksmith by working with Joe. During this period, I attended an evening school in the village, which was owned by Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt.
Besides running this educational institution, Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt had a shop in the same room. She had no idea what stock she had, or what the price of anything was. She kept a book in a drawer, which served as a catalogue of prices. Biddy, who was a distant relative of Mr. Wopsle’s, arranged the shop’s buying and selling. She was an orphan like me. She had lost her parents at a very early age. She helped me a lot when I struggled through the alphabet. But at last, I learned to read and write.
...
Mrs. Joe made occasional trips with Uncle Pumblechook on market days to assist him in buying household stuff. This was market day, and Mrs. Joe was out on one of these expeditions. When they came back, Mrs. Joe looked excited.
“Now,” said Mrs. Joe, “if this boy isn’t grateful tonight, he will never be! But I have some fears.”
“She will not spoil him,” said Mr. Pumblechook. “She knows better.”
“She?” I looked at Joe, making the motion with my lips and eyebrows.
“Why are you so surprised?” asked my sister. “I’m talking about Miss Havisham.”



	


		
“Miss Havisham, uptown?” asked Joe.
“Is there Miss Havisham downtown?” returned my sister. “She wants this boy to go and play there. And of course he’s going. He had better play there.”
I had heard of Miss Havisham uptown – a rich and strict lady who lived in a large house.
“Well, sure,” said Joe. “I wonder how she came to know Pip.”
“Fool!” cried my sister. “Who said she knew him?”
“You said she wanted Pip to go and play there.”
“She asked Uncle Pumblechook if he knew of a boy to go and play there. As Uncle Pumblechook has always been kind and thoughtful to us, he mentioned this boy. He will take the boy into town tonight, in his own carriage. And tomorrow morning, he is going to take him to Miss Havisham’s.”
With that, she took me to my room, made me wear a clean shirt and trousers. I was ready to go with Mr. Pumblechook.
“Be grateful to everyone, but especially to the ones who brought you up,” said Mr. Pumblechook.
“Goodbye, Joe,” I said.
“Goodbye, Pip,” said Joe. “Take care.”
It was the first time I parted from him. We got on the carriage, and I had no idea what was waiting for me.
The next morning, Mr. Pumblechook and I had breakfast at eight o’clock, and we set off for Miss Havisham’s house at ten. We reached there in fifteen minutes. We waited at the gate until a window was opened.



	


		
“What name?” asked a voice.
“Pumblechook,” said my protector.
“Quite right,” the lady said, and she closed the window again.
A young lady came across the courtyard with some keys in her hand.
“This is Pip,” said Mr. Pumblechook.
“Come in, Pip,” said the young lady.
Mr. Pumblechook was coming in, when she stopped him with the gate.
“Oh!” she said. “Did you wish to see Miss Havisham?”
“If Miss Havisham wished to see me,” returned Mr. Pumblechook.
“Ah, but you see, she doesn’t.”
She said it so strictly that Mr. Pumblechook could not protest. He looked at me severely as if I had done something to him.
“Boy! Let your behaviour here be suitable to those who brought you up,” he said, and he departed.
The young lady and I went across the courtyard. At last, we came to the door of a room, and she said, “Go in.”
I answered, more in shyness than politeness, “After you, miss.”
“Don’t be ridiculous, boy. I am not going in,” said she, and she walked away.
This was very uncomfortable, and I was afraid. However, the only thing was to knock at the door, and I did. I was told to enter, and I found myself in a large room. It was a dressing room, well-lit with candles.



	

		
			[image: ]
		

	

		
There was a dressing table in the room, and a strange lady was sitting in an armchair. She was dressed in rich materials – satins, lace, and silk; and she had a long white veil hanging from her hair. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some other jewels lay sparkling on the table. She looked at me at last.
“Who is it?” she asked.
“Pip, madam.”
“Pip?”
“Mr. Pumblechook’s boy, madam. I have come to play.”
“Come nearer. Let me look at you.”
It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding objects in detail. I saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and a clock in the room had stopped at twenty minutes to nine.
“Look at me,” said Miss Havisham. “You are not afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since you were born?”
“No, madam,” I said, but that was a lie.
“I am tired,” she said. “I want something to amuse me.
I want to see someone play. Now, play!”
I stood looking at Miss Havisham.
“Are you a rude boy?” she asked.
“No, madam, I am very sorry for you, and very sorry I can’t play just now. If you complain of me, I will get into trouble with my sister, so I would do it if I could; but it’s so new here, and so strange…”
I stopped, fearing I might say too much, or had already said it, and we took another look at each other.



	


		
Before she spoke again, she turned her eyes from me, and looked at the dress she wore, and at the dressing table, and finally at herself in the mirror.
“So new to him,” she muttered, “so old to me; so strange to him, so familiar to me. Call Estella.”
I thought she was still talking to herself, and I kept quiet.
“Call Estella,” she repeated. “You can do that. Call Estella.”
I did what she said, and when Estella came into the room, Miss Havisham told her to play cards with me.
“With this boy! Why? He is just a common boy!”
“Well, you can break his heart,” said Miss Havisham, rather in a quiet voice.
“Do you know how to play cards?” asked Estella to me.
“Yes, madam,” I replied.
So, we sat down to play cards. Estella won the game.
“Let me think when I shall have you here again,” said Miss Havisham. “I know nothing of days of the week. Come again after six days. Do you hear me?”
“Yes, madam.”
“Estella, take him downstairs. Let him have something to eat. Go, Pip.”
I followed Estella downstairs until she stopped and opened the side entrance.
“Wait here, boy,” she said.
After a few minutes, she came back with some meat and bread. She gave them to me without looking at me. I felt so small that tears came into my eyes. She looked at me with a smile, and then she left me.



	


		
After I finished eating, she came back, and unlocked the gate to let me out. I walked home very unhappily, thinking about all I had seen.
When I reached home, my sister was very curious to know all about Miss Havisham’s, and she asked a number of questions. She soon got angry as I did not answer the questions at sufficient length.
Mr. Pumblechook came at teatime to learn the details.
“What is Miss Havisham like?” he asked.
“Very tall and dark,” I said.
“What was she doing when you went in today?”
“She was sitting in a carriage.”
“In a carriage?”
“Yes, Estella brought her tea and a piece of cake on a golden plate.”
“Was there anybody else?”
“Four dogs.”
“Where was this carriage?”
“In Miss Havisham’s room, but there weren’t any horses.”
“What did you play?”
“We played with flags and swords.”
“Where did you get the swords from?”
“Out of a cupboard. I also saw guns and sweets in it. There was no daylight in the room, and it was all lit up with candles.”
Mr. Pumblechook and my sister stared at each other. If they had asked me any more questions, I would have mentioned that there was a balloon in the yard.
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When I saw Joe open his eyes and looked at me in helpless amazement, I was sorry that I had told so many lies. After Mr. Pumblechook had left, I told Joe to come to the forge.
“Joe, do you remember all that about Miss Havisham’s?’
“Remember?” said Joe. “I believe you! Wonderful!”
“It’s terrible, Joe. It’s all lies.”
And then, I told Joe that I felt very miserable, and that I hadn’t been able to explain myself to Mrs. Joe and Pumblechook who were so rude to me. I also added that there had been a beautiful young lady at Miss Havisham’s who was dreadfully proud, and that she had said I was common, and the lies had come out because of that.
“You are not angry with me, are you Joe?” I asked.
“No, old chap,” he replied. “But lies are lies. Don’t tell any more of them. You can’t be uncommon through lies.”
…
At the appointed time, I returned to Miss Havisham’s. Estella opened the door, and we went upstairs to Miss Havisham’s room.
“So,” she said, “the days have passed quickly. Are you ready to play?”
“I don’t think I am, madam,” I replied.
“Not at cards again?”
“I could do that if you want me to, madam.”
So, Estella and I started to play cards. Miss Havisham watched us all the time. After we played a dozen games, a day was appointed for my return again.



	


		
CHAPTER THREE
Apprenticeship
As I was about to leave Miss Havisham’s house, I came across a pale young gentleman.
“Hello, young fellow,” he said.
“Hello,” I said.
“Who let you in?”
“Miss Estella.”
“Who let you wander around the house?”
“Miss Estella.”
“Come and fight,” said the pale young gentleman.
His manner was so final, and I was so astonished that I followed where he led as if I had been under a spell.
“Stop a minute, though,” he said. “I have to give you a reason for fighting. There it is!”
He suddenly pulled my hair, and hit me in the stomach. I hit him back. After a short fight, he wished me good afternoon, and we parted. When I reached the gate, I saw that Estella was waiting with the keys. She unlocked the door and let me out.
…
My mind grew anxious on the subject of the pale young gentleman. I even waited for the policemen to come and get me; therefore I checked outside from the window before I went out. When it was the day for me to return to Miss Havisham’s house, my fears reached their height, but I had to go anyway. Luckily, the pale young gentleman was nowhere to be seen.
Outside Miss Havisham’s room, I saw a wheelchair.



	


		
Miss Havisham wanted me to push her in this chair, especially when she got tired of walking with her hand upon my shoulder. Over and over and over again, we would make these journeys, and sometimes they would last as long as three hours.
I am now going to sum up a period of at least eight or ten months. As we began to be more used to one another, Miss Havisham talked more to me. She asked me questions such as what I had learnt and what I was going to be. I told her that I was going to be apprenticed to Joe, and I was hoping that she might offer something else. Neither did she offer me a job nor did she pay me for my services.
Estella was always there, and she always let me in and out. Sometimes, she would coldly tolerate me; sometimes she would be quite familiar with me; and sometimes she would tell me that she hated me. When we were alone, Miss Havisham would often ask me if she grew prettier; and when I said yes, she would seem to enjoy it.
One day, Miss Havisham asked me the name of the blacksmith.
“Joe Gargery, madam,” I replied.
“He is the master that you are going to be apprenticed to?”
“Yes, madam.”
“You’d better be apprenticed at once. Would Gargery come here with you and bring the necessary papers?”
“He would take it as an honour, Miss Havisham.”
“Let him come soon.”
“As you wish, madam.”
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The next day, Joe wore his best clothes to accompany me to Miss Havisham’s. We all left the house as my sister was going to Uncle Pumblechook’s.
Estella opened the gate for us, and I led Joe to Miss Havisham’s room. She was seated at her dressing table.
“So,” she said to Joe, “you are the husband of the sister of this boy? And you have brought up this boy with the intention of training him to be a blacksmith. Is that right, Mr. Gargery?”
Throughout the conversation, Joe addressed me instead of Miss Havisham.
“You know, Pip, you and I have always been good friends. If you have any objections to becoming a blacksmith, please tell me.”
“Has the boy ever made any objection?” asked Miss Havisham. “Does he like the trade?”
“You know, Pip, it has always been a great wish of yours.”
It was impossible to make him realize that he should have been talking to Miss Havisham, not myself.
“Have you brought the papers with you?” asked Miss Havisham.
“Well, Pip, you know I had put them in my hat,” Joe said.
He took the papers out of his hat, and I gave them to Miss Havisham.
“You did not expect any fee for teaching the boy,” said Miss Havisham, as she was looking over the papers.
“Pip, this question does not require an answer between you and me,” said Joe. “You know the answer is no.”



	


		
“Pip has earned some money here,” Miss Havisham said, “and here it is. There is twenty-five pounds in this bag. Give it to your master, Pip.”
Joe still kept on talking to me.
“This is very kind of you, Pip.”
“Goodbye, Pip,” said Miss Havisham.
“Am I going to come again, madam?” I asked.
“No,” she said. “Gargery is your master now. Gargery, this boy has been a good boy here, and that is his reward.
Of course, as an honest man, you will expect no more.”
Joe and I went to Uncle Pumblechook’s to meet my sister.
“Well,” my sister said, “what did she give the boy?”
“Twenty-five pounds,” said Joe.
“It’s a good deal of money, madam,” said Mr. Pumblechook to my sister. “Now, Pip, the contract must be signed at once. Let’s go.”
We went to the town hall to sign the agreement before the magistrate. When my papers signed, my period of training with Joe began.
…
Joe kept a workman at weekly wages whose name was Orlick. He had never liked me, and when I became Joe’s apprentice, he hated me more as he thought that I would replace him.
One day, I asked Joe for a half-holiday to visit Miss Havisham.
“Master!” said Orlick. “If you are going to do a favour to him, you should do the same for me.”



	


		
“What will you do with a half-holiday?” asked Joe.
“I’ll do what he will do,” said Orlick.
“He’s going uptown.”
“Well, I’m going uptown, too.”
“Don’t lose your temper, Orlick.”
“I will if I want to. Now, what do you say?”
“Let it be a half-holiday for all of us,” said Joe, and we all stopped working.
My sister had been in the yard for all this time, and she heard everything.
“You fool!” she said to Joe. “How can you give holidays to these lazy people? You pay them.”
“You’re a bad woman, Mother Gargery,” shouted Orlick.
“Leave her alone, will you,” said Joe.
My sister got very angry, and she went back to the house.
I followed her, and I went up to my room to get dressed.
When I arrived at Miss Havisham’s, I found out that she was alone.
“Well,” she said, “I hope you want nothing because you will get nothing.”
“No, Miss Havisham. I only wanted you to know that I am doing very well in my apprenticeship, and I am always grateful to you.”
“Are you looking for Estella?”
I had been looking around - in fact, for Estella - and I said that I hoped she was well.
“Abroad,” said Miss Havisham; “being educated at a good school. Do you feel that you have lost her?”



	


		
I was at a loss what to say, but Miss Havisham saved me by sending me away. On my way back, I met Mr. Wopsle and went with him to see Uncle Pumblechook. There was a heavy mist beyond the town. We saw a man on the road, and soon found out that it was Orlick.
“Some convicts must have escaped,” he said. “I’ve been hearing guns since it got dark.”
We went to the village together. Mr. Wopsle talked to some men, and he came back in a hurry.
“There’s something wrong at your house, Pip,” he said. “I didn’t quite understand, but it seems that the house was broken into when Joe Gargery was out. Somebody has been attacked and hurt.”
We ran home as fast as we could. When we arrived, we found out that the kitchen was full of people including a doctor. They drew back when they saw me, and I saw my sister lying on the floor unconscious. When I looked around, I saw that a convict’s leg iron which had been filed apart was standing on the floor. I believed it was my convict’s iron, and I felt terrible that I was involved in my sister’s injury. I considered whether I should reveal the secrets and tell Joe everything, but I did not.
The police searched the area for two or three weeks, but they could not find the criminal.
My sister lay very ill in bed for some time. Her sight was disturbed, and her hearing was greatly impaired. Her speech was unintelligible. She would write down the things which she could not indicate in speech. However, her temper was greatly improved, and she was patient.



	


		
We were at a loss to find a suitable attendant for her, until Mr. Wopsle’s great-aunt died, and Biddy came to live with us. It was a blessing for all of us.
Biddy was completely different than Estella. She was not as beautiful as her, but she was pleasant and
sweet-tempered. She managed our domestic life wonderfully, and she was very quick at understanding my sister. She did not like Orlick as she told me that Orlick always stared at her. I kept an eye on him after that.
…
It was in the fourth year of my apprenticeship to Joe, and it was a Saturday night. There was a group assembled round the fire at the village inn, listening to Mr. Wopsle as he read the newspaper aloud.
It was not till he had finished reading that I became aware of a strange gentleman. He came forward and asked which one of us was Joe Gargery.
“Here is the man you are looking for,” said Joe.
“I believe you have a young man with you named Pip.
Is he here?” asked the stranger.
“I am here,” I said.
“I wish to have a private talk with you two,” the man said. “We had better go to your house.”
We walked home in silence. When we arrived home, the man sat at the table, drawing the candle to him, and looking over some entries in his pocketbook. He then put up the pocketbook and set the candle a little aside. He looked at us and began to talk.



	


		
“My name is Jaggers, and I am a well-known lawyer in London. Now, Joseph Gargery, I am the bearer of an offer to release this young fellow from your apprenticeship. You would not object to letting him be adopted at his request and for his good, right?”
“I would never stand in Pip’s way,” Joe said.
“Would you want anything for that?” asked the lawyer.
“No.”
“Very well. Now, Mr. Pip, I address the rest of what I have to say to you. First, the person from whom I take the instructions wants you to bear the name of Pip. Second, the name of the person who is your benefactor remains a secret until the person chooses to reveal it. Do you have any objections to these two conditions?”
“No,” I said.
“Now, let’s talk about the other details. I have a sum of money with me for your education. You will consider me your guardian. It is considered that you get a good education to suit your altered position. Mr. Matthew Pocket will be your teacher.”
I knew that name! He was Miss Havisham’s relative.
“Now, Mr. Pip,” said the lawyer. “I’m leaving twenty pounds for you to get proper clothes. Next week, take a coach to London and come straight to me.”
When the lawyer left, Joe told the news to Biddy. After a pause, Joe and Biddy told how pleased they were for me; but there was a certain touch of sadness in their words. That made me sad.



	


		
CHAPTER FOUR
Miss Havisham’s Story
The days passed, and I visited Miss Havisham on Friday. Sarah Pocket, who was a companion for Estella, opened the door for me.
“What do you want?” she asked.
“I’m going to London, Miss Pocket,” I said. “I want to say goodbye to Miss Havisham.”
She locked the door again and went to get permission from Miss Havisham. After a short delay, she returned and took me upstairs.
“Don’t go, Sarah,” said Miss Havisham. “Well, Pip?”
“I’m going to London tomorrow, Miss Havisham,” I said. “I have come into such a good fortune since I last saw you. I’m so grateful for it.”
“I have seen Mr. Jaggers,” said Miss Havisham. “I have heard about it, Pip. You are adopted by a rich person, right?”
“Yes, Miss Havisham.”
“Not named?”
“No, Miss Havisham.”
“And Mr. Jaggers is made your guardian?”
“Yes, madam.”
“Well, you have a promising career before you. Be good and deserve it. You will always keep the name of Pip, you know.”
“Yes, Miss Havisham.”
“Goodbye, Pip.”
“Goodbye, Miss Havisham.”



	


		
The next morning, I left home at five o’clock in the morning. I told Joe that I wished to walk away alone. I wished everyone goodbye, and I left home. The village was so quiet and peaceful, and I had been so small and childish there. I suddenly broke into tears.
When I arrived at Mr. Jagger’s office, he was very busy with his clients. He told me that his clerk, Mr. Wemmick, was going to take me to the inn where I would meet Mr. Pocket’s son, Mr. Herbert Pocket. He told me that Mr. Herbert Pocket and I were going to stay at the inn until Monday; and on Monday, we would go to Mr. Pocket’s father’s house together.
After a short walk, we arrived at the Barnard’s Inn where Mr. Herbert Pocket lived. Mr. Wemmick wished me a good day and left me. I went up to Mr. Pocket’s room. “Mr. Pocket Junior” was painted on the door. He opened the door.
“Mr. Pocket?” I said.
“Mr. Pip?” he said. “Please, come in. My father thought you might like to take a walk around London, and I am happy to show you around. This is your bedroom. It’s not very comfortable, but I hope it is good enough.”
Suddenly, he stopped talking and looked at me in amazement.
“I can’t believe it!” he said. “You are the boy I fought with!”
“And you are the pale young gentleman!” I said.
We stared at each other for a minute or so, and we burst out laughing.



	


		
“Well,” said Herbert Pocket, “it’s all over now, and I hope you will forgive me.”
We talked for some time, and I learned that Miss Havisham wanted him to marry Estella.
“I didn’t care for her,” said Herbert Pocket. “She thinks too much of herself.”
“What relation is she to Miss Havisham?” I asked.
“None. Only adopted.”
At dinner time, he told me Miss Havisham’s story.
“Her mother died when she was a baby,” he said. “Her father, Mr. Havisham was very rich, and he gave her everything she wanted. She was not an only child; she had a half-brother. Her father had married his cook secretly. His second wife died, and then the boy became a part of the house. Mr. Havisham left him a lot of money after his death. He soon spent all the money and got into debt. Then, there appeared a man who seemed to be in love with Miss Havisham. I never saw this man because this happened twenty-five years ago. I heard from my father that this man took a lot money from Miss Havisham. My father warned her that she was doing too much for this man, but Miss Havisham did not listen to him, and she ordered my father out of the house. Miss Havisham and the man decided to get married; the marriage day was fixed, the wedding dresses were bought, and the wedding guests were invited. The day came, but the groom did not. He wrote her a letter.”
“And she received it while she was getting dressed for her marriage,” I said. “At twenty minutes to nine.”
“Yes,” said Herbert. “She stopped all the clocks then.”
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“Is that the whole story?” I asked.
“There is one more thing I know. It has been known that
this man had an agreement with Miss Havisham’s half-brother, and they shared the money he took from her.”
…
At the weekend, we walked in the streets of London, and Herbert showed me around. On Monday afternoon, we went to Mr. Pocket’s house. Mr. and Mrs. Pocket were sitting at the garden when we arrived, and they welcomed me kindly. Mr. Pocket then took me into the house, and he introduced me to two men who lived there, named Bentley Drummle and Startop.
After two or three days, I asked Mr. Pocket if I could go
back to my room at the Barnard’s Inn. I felt that it would be more pleasant for me to live there. Mr. Pocket did not object to my idea, but he told me to ask my guardian, Mr. Jaggers.
When I expressed my wish to Mr. Jaggers, he agreed and ordered Wemmick to give me twenty pounds to buy what I needed.
After I settled in my room at the Barnard’s Inn, Joe came to visit me. He did not want to stay long; he only came to let me know that Estella had returned, and Miss Havisham would
like to see me.
In the afternoon, I visited Miss Havisham. When I rang the bell, I saw the last person I would want to see.
“Orlick!” I said. “What are you doing here?”
“I am not here for harm, young master,” he said.



	


		
I was not so sure of that. Sarah Pocket came and led me upstairs to Miss Havisham’s room.
When I entered her room, I saw that she was talking to Estella.
“Oh, Estella, look who’s here!” Miss Havisham said. “Come in, Pip.”
“You are so kind to invite me to come and see you, Miss Havisham,” I said.
I looked at Estella who had grown into a more beautiful young lady.
“Has he changed?” Miss Havisham asked Estella.
“Very much,” said Estella, looking at me.
“Less common?” asked Miss Havisham.
Estella looked and smiled at me. She still treated me like a little boy.
…
The next morning, I told Mr. Jaggers that I didn’t trust Orlick, and that I did not think Orlick was the right person to be employed at Miss Havisham’s. I told him whatever I knew of Orlick, and he told me that he would go to Miss Havisham’s and pay him off.
On the same day, I decided to talk to Herbert about my feelings to Estella.
“My dear Herbert, I have something very particular to tell you,” I said. “It concerns myself and one other person.”
“Who is it?” asked Herbert.
“Estella. Herbert, I love and adore Estella.”
“Well?”
“Is that all you say, Herbert?”



	


		
“Well, what’s next? I already know this.”
“How do you know? I have never told you.”
“You have always adored her ever since I have known you, Pip. When you told me your story, you told me that you began adoring her the first time you saw her when you were very young indeed.”
“I saw her yesterday. She is now more beautiful than ever.”
“Do you have any idea of Estella’s views on the matter?”
“Oh! She is thousands of miles away from me.”
“Patience, my dear Pip, patience.”
…
One day, I received a letter from Biddy, informing me of the death of my sister. She had requested that I should attend the funeral next Monday. Although I could hardly have remembered my sister with warmth, I still felt angry with the attacker. If there had been a sufficient proof, I would have chased Orlick, or whoever it was, to the end of the world.
When the day arrived, I took a coach to my village. When the funeral was over, I had dinner with Joe and Biddy. Biddy told me that my sister’s last words were ‘Joe’, ‘Pardon’ and ‘Pip’.
Early the next morning, I got ready to leave Joe’s house. He was busy working in the forge. He tried to wipe off the dirt on his hands as he wished me goodbye.
“Goodbye, dear Joe!” I said. “I will be here often.”
“Never too soon, sir,” said Joe, “and never too often, Pip.”



	


		
As I had begun to get used to my new position, I had begun to realise its effect on myself and those around me.
I did not go to see Joe, and I was sure that he was too proud to come to visit me. I was not writing to Biddy, and that made me uncomfortable.
I began to lead an expensive lifestyle, and this put not only myself but also Herbert into debt. We used to order something special for dinner, and we used to buy expensive clothes. I would have taken Herbert’s debt on myself, but Herbert was very proud, and he would never accept it.
On the day before my twenty-first birthday, I received a note from Wemmick, informing me that Mr. Jaggers would like to see me at his office the next day.
When I arrived at the office, Wemmick congratulated me first. Mr. Jaggers shook my hand, and after he congratulated me, he asked me how much I was spending. It was a question that I was not able to answer.
“Now, I have asked you a question, my friend,” said Mr. Jaggers. “Do you have anything to ask me?”
“Is my benefactor to be made known to me today?” I asked.
“No. Now, Mr. Pip, your name occurs pretty often in Wemmick’s cash book; but you are in debt, of course?”
“I am afraid I must say yes, sir.”
“I don’t ask you what you owe because you don’t know. Now, take this piece of paper, unfold it, and tell me what it is.”
“This is a banknote for five hundred pounds.”
“Yes, and it is a good sum of money, isn’t it?”



	


		
“It is, sir.”
“You consider it, undoubtedly, a good sum of money. Now, Pip, that money is yours. It is a present to you on this day. You are going to receive this much annually. You will have to live at this rate until your benefactor appears.”
In the evening, I visited Wemmick at his house where he was a kinder man than he was at the office. I wanted to ask his advice.
“Mr. Wemmick, I have a friend who is trying to get on in commercial life, but he has no money, and he finds it difficult to make a beginning. Now, I want to help him.”
“Choose your bridge, Mr. Pip,” said Wemmick. “Take a walk upon the bridge and throw your money into the Thames. It would be the same thing.”
“So, do you think I cannot help him make a beginning?”
“You can, but you shouldn’t waste all your money in this way. I know a young merchant named Clarriker. He wants intelligent help, money, and a partner. We can go and talk to him tomorrow.”
The next day, we went to talk to Clarriker. We made a secret agreement, and I paid him half of my five hundred pounds. I promised to make more payments when I receive my income.
Herbert did not have any idea about the agreement. I will never forget the day when he returned to the inn happily.
I was so glad that my fortune was at last useful for somebody that I cared about.



	


		
CHAPTER FIVE
Abel Magwitch
One day, we were seated by the fire at Miss Havisham’s. Miss Havisham’s hand was on Estella’s hand. I realised that Estella gradually began to detach herself from Miss Havisham.
“What!” said Miss Havisham. “Are you tired of me?”
“Only a little tired of myself,” said Estella, and moved closer to the fireplace.
“Speak the truth!” cried Miss Havisham. “You are tired of me. You cold heart!”
“What?” exclaimed Estella. “Do you think I am cold? You?”
“Are you not?”
“You should know. I am what you have made me.”
“Oh, look at her! So hard and ungrateful.”
“You have been very good to me, and I owe everything to you. What do you want from me?”
“Love.”
“You have it.”
“No, I don’t.”
“Mother by adoption, I have said that I owe everything to you. All I possess is freely yours. Beyond that, I have nothing. And if you ask me to give you what you never gave me; that
is impossible.”
“I never gave you love?” cried Miss Havisham.
“Who taught me to be proud and hard?” asked Estella. “Who praised me when I learned my lesson?”
“But you are proud and hard to me!”



	


		
Estella did not say anything else. I took advantage of the moment to leave the room, and I walked in the garden for an hour or more.
It is impossible to turn this leaf of my life, without putting Bentley Drummle’s name upon it. On an occasion at Mr. Pocket’s house, I heard Drummle talking about Estella.
“Estella who?” I asked.
“Never mind,” said Drummle, and he kept on talking to the other gentlemen. “She is Miss Havisham’s adopted daughter,” he said to them. “And she is so beautiful.”
“I know that lady,” said Herbert.
“And so do I,” I added.
“Do you?” asked Drummle in surprise.
I cannot express what pain it gave me to think that Estella might show any favour to this terrible and rude man. At a ball at Richmond, I took the opportunity to talk to Estella about this matter. Drummle was also there, and he was looking at us while we were dancing.
“Estella,” I said, “please look at that man in the corner, who is looking over here at us.”
“What is there in that man that I need to look at?”
“That is the very question I want to ask you,” I said.
“All kinds of insects are drawn to a lighted candle. Can the candle help it?”
“But you can. I saw you looking and smiling at him. You have never smiled at me like that.”
“Do you want me to deceive you?”
“Do you deceive him?”
“Yes, and many others, but not you.”
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I was twenty-three years old when Herbert and I left the inn. We now lived in the Temple, an area of central London.
One night, when I was alone, a strange visitor knocked on my door. When I opened it, I saw a man with long grey hair. He was about sixty, and he looked strong.
“What do you want?” I asked in an inhospitable manner.
“May I come in?” the man asked.
I let him into the room. He looked around him with pleasure. He sat down on a chair by the fire.
“There is no one around, is there?” he asked.
“Did you come into my rooms at this time of the night to ask that question?” I asked.
“I’m glad you’ve grown into a brave boy, Pip,” the man said.
I knew him! He was my convict from the marshes!
“I have never forgotten what you have done for me,” he said. “You are a noble boy, Pip.”
He approached to me as if he wanted to hug me.
“Keep off!” I said. “If you are grateful to me for what I did when I was a little child, I hope you have shown your gratitude by mending your way of life. If you have come here to thank me, it was not necessary.”
His eyes were full of tears, and that made me feel sorry for him.
“How are you living?” I asked.
“I have been a sheep farmer far away from here,” he replied.
“I hope you have done well.”
“I’ve done wonderfully well, Pip.”



	


		
“How did you find me?”
“Pip, you have come into a good fortune, haven’t you? And you have a guardian named Jaggers. He is a lawyer. There’s a man working with him, Wemmick. I got your address from him.”
“How do you know all these?”
“Dear boy, I’ve made a gentleman of you. It’s me who has done it. I’m your second father. You’re my son.”
I was speechless. He kept on telling me his story.
“I worked hard for many years. I swore every day that if I had liberty and money, I’d make you a gentleman. When my master died and left me money, I started to work on my own, I became rich. And I kept my promise – I’ve made you a gentleman.”
After we had a long conversation, he wanted to sleep. I gave him Herbert’s room as he wouldn’t come for a few days. He was on a business trip in France.
I had a restless night. I could not sleep well, and I woke up at six o’clock in the morning. I waited for him to wake up, and soon he opened the door.
“I do not even know by what name to call you,” said I, speaking low as he took his seat at the table. “I have given out that you are my uncle.”
“That’s it, dear boy! Call me uncle. I took the name of Provis on board the ship.”
“Do you mean to keep that name?”
“Why, yes, dear boy, it’s as good as the other one.”
“What is your real name?” I asked him in a whisper.
“Abel Magwitch,” he answered.



	


		
“I want to help you to keep you out of danger,” I said.
“There is no danger, dear boy, unless someone informs the police,” he said. “And I have lots of things with me like hair pieces, glasses, and black clothes. I can change my appearance anytime I want.”
The next day, Herbert returned, and I told him everything about Provis. He listened to me attentively, and he told me that the best thing to do was to get him out of England. I knew that I had to go with him as he would object to going alone.
At breakfast the next day, I asked Provis to tell us more of his story. After making sure that he could trust Herbert, he started.
“I don’t know where I was born. I first became aware of myself in Essex, stealing vegetables for my living. From then on, I began to live in prisons.
More than 20 years ago, I met a man at Epsom races. His name was Compeyson Arthur. He was the man you saw on the marshes, Pip. He persuaded me to be a partner with him in stealing, cheating, and these kind of crimes. He used me as his slave because I was always in debt to him.
After getting caught stealing, the jury gave him seven years in prison, and they gave me fourteen years. We were on the same prison ship. I managed to escape, and I hid among the graves. You first saw me there, my boy. I learned from you that Compeyson was there on the marshes. I dragged him to the prison ship again, and I have never seen him since then.”



	


		
While Provis was telling his story, Herbert was taking some notes in his book. He pushed the book over to me, and I read the note:
“Young Havisham’s name was Arthur. Compeyson is the man who pretended to be Miss Havisham’s lover.”
I shut the book and nodded slightly to Herbert.
…
Before I went abroad with Provis, I went to Miss Havisham’s, and I told her that I had found out who my benefactor was. Then, I told Estella how I felt about her, and how much I loved her.
“I am going to marry Drummle,” Estella said.
I left the house without saying anything else. I walked around the streets of London until very late. I received a note from Mr. Wemmick: “Don’t go home!”
I walked for a few miles more, and I found a place to spend the night. Early the next morning, I went to see him at his house.
“Welcome, dear Pip. I need to tell you important things. Firstly, they are looking for Provis, and your place is being watched. Secondly, I know about Compeyson. He is in London now, so it’s better for Provis to be hidden in London. I couldn’t find you at home last night, and I talked to Herbert. We arranged everything. Provis will temporarily stay at Herbert’s friend’s house, until we put him on board a foreign ship. It’s a long way from your place, so they won’t find you there.”
“Thank you very much, Mr. Wemmick, for taking care of everything.”



	


		
I went to Herbert’s friend, Clara’s house where Herbert and Provis were waiting for me. Clara lived with her father, and they had two rooms upstairs, one of which was going to be Provis’s safe place. I talked to Provis and told him everything. He agreed with the plan.
A few weeks later, Miss Havisham sent me a note saying that she would like to see me on a matter of business. I unwillingly went to her house. I had once told her that I needed to help a friend, and she wanted to see me about that.
“How much do you need?” she asked.
“Nine hundred pounds,” I said.
“If I give you the money, will your mind be more at rest?”
“Much more.”
She was sorry for the sadness she caused, and she tried to compensate it.
“Is she married?” I asked.
“Yes,” she replied. “Pip, if you knew my story, you would be sorry for me.”
“I know your story, Miss Havisham,” I said. “But I would like to learn more about Estella.”
She told me everything she knew about her.
…
A few days later, I found a note on the door of my rooms.
Come to the marshes tonight at nine if you are not scared. You must come alone if you want to get information about Provis.



	


		
I left a note to Herbert and left the house. It was a dark and windy night. I directly went to the marshes.
I waited there for a minute or so when suddenly someone closed my mouth with his strong hands.
“I’ve got you!” he said.
He tied my arms, and then he lit a candle. It was Orlick!
“You cost me the job at Havisham’s house! You did, didn’t you? I’m going to kill you right here. I was the one who struck your sister down. Now, it’s your turn. You’ll pay for what you did.”
He dragged me into an empty little house. I shouted out and struggled with all my strength. He pushed me into the house, and he started to fight with some men outside. Before I fainted, I saw him get away from them, and he disappeared into the night.
When I came to myself, I saw Herbert and Startop. They found me because I had left Orlick’s letter in my room.
…
Herbert and I made a plan to put Provis on board a ship to Hamburg. The ship would leave for Hamburg on Thursday at about nine. On Wednesday, we got into a boat, and Herbert and Startop started to row down the river. They rowed all day, and at night we found an old inn to spend the night.
In the morning, when I looked out of the window, I saw two men looking into our boat. We decided that it would be better for Provis and I to walk away together, and then the boat would pick us up at a certain point.



	


		
We worked out our plan, and we rowed until we saw the smoke of the Hamburg ship.
Suddenly, we realised another small boat approaching.
“You have a convict named Abel Magwitch, or Provis,” said an officer from the boat. “I call on that man to give himself up.”
They took us on board their boat. They had a convict with them, and it was Compeyson. When Provis saw him, he attacked him, and they both fell into water. After some struggling under the water, Provis came up to the surface and got on board again. The officers looked for Compeyson, but we all knew that he had drowned.
Provis was put in prison, but he was very ill. He was waiting for his trial. On the trial day, I was there with him. Herbert had gone to Cairo on business. The trial was very short and clear. Although he had worked and made money legally, the punishment for his return to England was death.
Provis got worse in prison, and I felt that it was his last days. I went to talk to him one day.
“Dear Magwitch, I must tell you something.”
As he was too weak to talk, he pressed my hand gently.
“You had a daughter once whom you loved. She is living now. She is a very beautiful lady. And I love her!”
There was a faint smile on his face just before his head dropped, and he was dead.
I was all alone in my room without Herbert and Provis. For a day or two, I lay in my room with a fever and a heavy headache. One day, when I found strength to wake up, I saw Joe beside my bed. He was always there for me.



	


		
The next day, I felt better, and we had a long conversation with Joe. He told me that Miss Havisham had died, and she had left most of her property to Estella. He also told me that Orlick had been caught as he had broken into Pumblechook’s house, and he was sent to prison.
Joe had left me a note the next day, and he went back to the village. After a few days, when I got completely better, I decided to visit him. I was surprised to see Biddy and Joe in smart dresses. They were both glad to see me.
“It’s my wedding day,” said Biddy. “I’m married to Joe.”
I congratulated them warmly. I was glad that I had not said a word to Joe about my intention to marry Biddy.
…
I sold everything I had, and I went to live in Cairo with Herbert and his wife Clara. I became a partner in their business after a year. I had not seen Joe and Biddy for eleven years, and I decided to visit them one day. They had a son, and they called him Pip. In the evening, I went to Miss Havisham’s house, hoping to find Estella. I heard that she had divorced her husband. When I went to the house, I saw that the house had been burnt down.
As I turned around to leave, I saw a lady coming towards me. I immediately recognised her – Estella!
We sat down at a bench, and she told me that she had lost everything except for the ground of the house.
“I have been bent and broken, but I hope into a better shape,” said Estella.
We promised to remain friends even if we were far away from each other.
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73.66468



OEBPS/image/syf03.jpg





OEBPS/pt/smil/page-9.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-8.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                      



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-7.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-5.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-4.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-3.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-1.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-0.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-45.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                     



OEBPS/pt/smil/page-46.smil
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                           



OEBPS/pt/audio/page-10.mp3
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105.53718
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117.502426



OEBPS/pt/toggle.js
(function () {
  var ACTIVE = '-epub-media-overlay-active', NS = 'http://www.w3.org/1999/xhtml';
  var T = 420, HIT = 64, TW = 52, TH = 40;
  function el(tag, cls) { var e = document.createElementNS(NS, tag); if (cls) e.setAttribute('class', cls); return e; }
  function css() {
    var st = el('style');
    st.textContent =
      '@keyframes pt-out{0%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '48%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.55,0,.8,.3)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-in{0%{transform:scale(.03,.05);opacity:0;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1)}' +
      '52%{transform:scale(1,.05);opacity:1;animation-timing-function:cubic-bezier(.2,.7,.35,1.04)}' +
      '100%{transform:scale(1,1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-pop{0%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}65%{transform:scale(1.12);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}}' +
      '@keyframes pt-unpop{0%{transform:scale(1);opacity:1}100%{transform:scale(.2);opacity:0}}' +
      '.pt-fold{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-closing{animation:pt-out ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-opening{animation:pt-in ' + T + 'ms both}' +
      '.pt-fold.pt-collapsed,.pt-fold.pt-collapsed *{visibility:hidden!important;opacity:0!important;pointer-events:none!important}' +
      '.pt-shade{position:absolute;left:0;top:0;width:100%;height:100%;pointer-events:none;' +
      'filter:drop-shadow(0 2px 3px rgba(0,0,0,.16))}' +
      '.pt-shade>.pt-panel{box-shadow:none}' +
      '.pt-panel.pt-dogear{-webkit-clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%);' +
      'clip-path:polygon(0 0,100% 0,100% calc(100% - var(--pt-s)),calc(100% - var(--pt-s)) 100%,0 100%)}' +
      '.pt-flap{position:absolute;pointer-events:none;filter:drop-shadow(-1px -1px 1.5px rgba(0,0,0,.35))}' +
      '.pt-hit,.pt-tab{position:absolute;z-index:6;padding:0;margin:0;cursor:pointer;-webkit-tap-highlight-color:transparent;' +
      'touch-action:manipulation;background:none;border:0}' +
      '.pt-hit{width:' + HIT + 'px;height:' + HIT + 'px}' +
      '.pt-tab{width:' + TW + 'px;height:' + TH + 'px;box-sizing:border-box;border-radius:14px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);display:flex;align-items:center;justify-content:center;gap:4px;visibility:hidden;' +
      'box-shadow:0 2px 6px rgba(0,0,0,.3)}' +
      '.pt-tab::before{content:"";position:absolute;left:10px;bottom:-9px;width:12px;height:12px;background:var(--pt-fill);' +
      'border-right:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom:2.5px solid var(--pt-edge);border-bottom-right-radius:3px;' +
      'transform:rotate(45deg) skew(8deg,8deg)}' +
      '.pt-tab i{display:block;width:6px;height:6px;border-radius:50%;background:var(--pt-edge);pointer-events:none}' +
      '@keyframes pt-dot{0%,60%,100%{transform:translateY(0)}30%{transform:translateY(-4px)}}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:pt-dot 1.2s ease-in-out infinite}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(2){animation-delay:.15s}.pt-tab.pt-on i:nth-child(3){animation-delay:.3s}' +
      '.pt-tab::after{content:"";position:absolute;inset:-12px}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-on{visibility:visible;animation:pt-pop 320ms cubic-bezier(.3,.7,.4,1) both}' +
      '.pt-tab.pt-off{visibility:visible;animation:pt-unpop 140ms ease-in both}' +
      '@media (prefers-reduced-motion: reduce){.pt-tab.pt-on i{animation:none}}' +
      '.pt-hit:focus-visible,.pt-tab:focus-visible{outline:3px solid #fcc128;outline-offset:2px}';
    (document.head || document.documentElement).appendChild(st);
  }
  function guard(e) {  // taps on our controls must not turn the page or reach the picture's word areas
    ['mousedown', 'mouseup', 'pointerdown', 'pointerup', 'touchstart', 'touchend'].forEach(function (t) {
      e.addEventListener(t, function (ev) { ev.stopPropagation(); }, false);
    });
  }
  function control(cls, label) {
    var b = el('button', cls);
    b.setAttribute('type', 'button');
    b.setAttribute('aria-label', label);
    guard(b);
    return b;
  }
  function after(e, cls, fn) {  // run fn when e's animation ends (or after T ms if animations are off)
    var done = false;
    function end() { if (done) return; done = true; e.classList.remove(cls); fn && fn(); }
    e.addEventListener('animationend', end, { once: true });
    setTimeout(end, T + 120);
  }
  function colours(panel) {  // the panel's colour, opaque, and a contrasting edge (a see-through panel: white)
    var m = (getComputedStyle(panel).backgroundColor.match(/[\d.]+/g) || [255, 255, 255]).map(Number);
    if (m[3] === 0) m = [255, 255, 255];
    var fill = 'rgb(' + m[0] + ',' + m[1] + ',' + m[2] + ')';
    var dark = 0.2126 * m[0] + 0.7152 * m[1] + 0.0722 * m[2] < 140;
    return { fill: fill, edge: dark ? '#f2f2f2' : '#5b6470' };
  }
  function wrap(box) {
    var fold = el('div', 'pt-fold');
    while (box.firstChild) fold.appendChild(box.firstChild);
    box.appendChild(fold);
    return fold;
  }
  function setup(box, panel) {
    // blocks sharing this panel (merged: stacked close together) fold with it, towards the same point
    var sid = panel.getAttribute('data-pt-sid'), more = [], at = [];
    var marks = sid ? document.querySelectorAll('.pt-member[data-pt-lead="' + sid + '"]') : [];
    for (var j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) at.push(marks[j].parentNode.getBoundingClientRect());
    var lead = box.getBoundingClientRect();
    for (j = 0; j < marks.length; j++) more.push(wrap(marks[j].parentNode));
    var fold = wrap(box);
    var extra = [];  // a merged group's other panels: one shadow around the whole shape
    for (var e = panel.parentNode.firstChild; e; e = e.nextSibling)
      if (e.nodeType === 1 && e.classList.contains('pt-extra')) extra.push(e);
    if (!panel.classList.contains('drawn')) {  // the shadow moves onto a layer so the cut corner keeps it
      var shade = el('div', 'pt-shade');
      panel.parentNode.insertBefore(shade, extra[0] || panel);
      for (j = 0; j < extra.length; j++) shade.appendChild(extra[j]);
      shade.appendChild(panel);
    }
    var L = panel.offsetLeft, Tp = panel.offsetTop, W = panel.offsetWidth, H = panel.offsetHeight;
    var S = Math.round(Math.min(13, H / 4));  // small: inside the padding, never over the text
    function paint() {
      var c = colours(panel);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-fill', c.fill);
      box.style.setProperty('--pt-edge', c.edge);
    }
    paint();
    document.addEventListener('pt-theme', paint);  // the reader picked another text background (switch menu)
    panel.style.setProperty('--pt-s', S + 'px');
    panel.classList.add('pt-dogear');
    fold.style.transformOrigin = (L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    for (j = 0; j < more.length; j++)
      more[j].style.transformOrigin = (lead.left - at[j].left + L + W / 2) + 'px ' + (lead.top - at[j].top + Tp + H / 2) + 'px';
    var folds = [fold].concat(more);
    function each(fn) { for (var q = 0; q < folds.length; q++) fn(folds[q]); }
    var flap = el('span', 'pt-flap');  // the folded-over corner: paper underside, a little darker
    flap.setAttribute('aria-hidden', 'true');
    flap.style.width = flap.style.height = S + 'px';
    flap.style.left = (L + W - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.top = (Tp + H - S) + 'px';
    flap.style.background = 'linear-gradient(to bottom right, rgba(255,255,255,.95) 0%, var(--pt-fill) 30%, ' +
      'color-mix(in srgb, var(--pt-fill) 82%, #6b5a45) 49.5%, transparent 50%)';
    panel.parentNode.insertBefore(flap, panel.nextSibling);
    var hit = control('pt-hit', 'Hide text');
    var tab = control('pt-tab', 'Show text');
    for (var k = 0; k < 3; k++) tab.appendChild(el('i'));
    hit.style.left = (L + W - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    hit.style.top = (Tp + H - S / 2 - HIT / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.left = (L + W / 2 - TW / 2) + 'px';
    tab.style.top = (Tp + H / 2 - TH / 2) + 'px';
    box.appendChild(hit);
    box.appendChild(tab);
    var busy = false;
    function collapse() {
      if (busy || fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      hit.style.visibility = 'hidden';
      each(function (f) { f.classList.add('pt-closing'); });
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.add('pt-on'); }, T * 0.7);
      each(function (f) { after(f, 'pt-closing', function () { f.classList.add('pt-collapsed'); }); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; }, T + 130);
    }
    function expand() {
      if (busy || !fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) return;
      busy = true;
      tab.classList.remove('pt-on');
      tab.classList.add('pt-off');
      setTimeout(function () { tab.classList.remove('pt-off'); }, 160);
      each(function (f) { f.classList.remove('pt-collapsed'); f.classList.add('pt-opening'); after(f, 'pt-opening'); });
      setTimeout(function () { busy = false; hit.style.visibility = ''; }, T + 130);
    }
    hit.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); collapse(); });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function (ev) { ev.preventDefault(); ev.stopPropagation(); expand(); });
    // read-aloud: a box collapsed before the reading reached it opens when its first word is read;
    // a box the reader closes while it is being read stays closed (they chose to look at the picture)
    var reading = false, keepClosed = false;
    hit.addEventListener('click', function () { if (reading) keepClosed = true; });
    tab.addEventListener('click', function () { keepClosed = false; });
    if (window.MutationObserver) {
      var mo = new MutationObserver(function () {
        var now = false;
        each(function (f) { if (f.getElementsByClassName(ACTIVE).length) now = true; });
        if (now && !reading && !keepClosed && fold.classList.contains('pt-collapsed')) expand();
        if (!now && reading) keepClosed = false;
        reading = now;
      });
      each(function (f) { mo.observe(f, { subtree: true, attributes: true, attributeFilter: ['class'] }); });
    }
  }
  function run() {
    var panels = document.querySelectorAll('.pt-panel:not(.pt-extra)');
    if (!panels.length || document.querySelector('.pt-hit')) return;
    css();
    for (var i = 0; i < panels.length; i++) setup(panels[i].parentNode, panels[i]);
  }
  if (document.readyState === 'loading') document.addEventListener('DOMContentLoaded', run); else run();
})();
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