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Chapter Five
A Fight and a Kiss
I went to Miss Havisham’s often after that; and always Estella treated me as if I were no more than a dog in disgrace; and always, for some reason, I longed to win her favour.
Then there came a day, when, as she and I were on our way upstairs, we met a gentleman coming down.
“What have we here?” asked the gentleman, stopping and looking down at me.
“A boy,” replied Estella.
He was a big man, with an exceedingly large head that was bald on the top. He took my chin in his hand and turned up my face to have a look at me in the candlelight. His eyes were set very deep in his head, and were sharp and suspicious, and he had thick black eyebrows that wouldn’t lie down.
“Boy of the neighbourhood, eh?” he said. “How do you come here?”
“Miss Havisham sent for me, sir,” I answered.
“Well, behave yourself!” he said. “Do you mind me? Behave yourself!”
With these words, he went on down the stairs. There was not much time to consider what the man had been doing there, for we were soon in Miss Havisham’s room.
“Are you ready to play?” she asked me. “Or would you rather work?”
I said I was quite willing to work, and she took up a stick and came and laid her hand on my shoulder. “Take me into the room opposite,” she said.
I entered the room she had pointed out. The windows were bricked up so that the daylight could not enter, but there were candles here and there faintly lighting the room. It was a big room and in the centre was a long table with a cloth spread on it, as if a feast had been in preparation when the house and the clocks all stopped together. A great centre-piece of some kind was in the middle of this cloth, so overhung with cobwebs that I could not make out what it was, but I could see spiders running home to it, and others running out from it.
“This,” said Miss Havisham, pointing at the table with her stick, “is where I shall be laid when I am dead. What do you think that is?” Again pointing with her stick, “ that—where the cobwebs are?”
“I can’t guess what it is, ma’am.”
“It’s a great cake. A bride-cake. Mine.”
She glared all round the room, and then said, leaning upon my shoulder: “Come, come, come! Walk me, walk me!”
I made out from this that the work I had to do was to walk Miss Havisham round and round the room. Accordingly, I started at once, and away we went, round and round and round. After a while she said, “Call Estella.” When Estella came, she said: “Take Pip down to the garden, Estella. Give him something to eat and let him wander and look about him while he eats. Go, Pip.”
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Estella took me down to the yard, left me waiting, and returned with some bread and meat, which she handed to me without looking at me, and left me. I wandered round the corner of the yard, and into a neglected garden, like a wilderness. Then, never doubting that the house was empty, I stared in at a window and found myself, to my great surprise, looking into the face of a boy with light hair.
This pale young gentleman quickly disappeared, and came out of a door close by.
“Who let you in?” he asked.
“Miss Estella.”
“Who gave you leave to wander about?”
“Miss Estella.”
“Come and fight,” said the pale young gentleman.
I was so astonished that I followed him to a quiet corner of the garden. There he pulled off not only his jacket, but his shirt too, in a most businesslike and bloodthirsty manner. I judged him to be about my own age, but he was much taller, and my heart failed me when he came dancing at me with his hands up. I have never been so surprised in my life as I was when I hit out at him and saw him lying on his back, looking up at me with the blood pouring from his nose.
But he was on his feet at once and came at me again. The second greatest surprise I have ever had was seeing him on his back again, looking up at me out of a black eye.
So it went on. He seemed to have no strength, and he never once hit me hard, and he was always knocked down. He got heavily bruised, for I am sorry to say that the more I hit him the harder I hit him; but he came up again and again and again, until at last he got a bad fall with the back of his head against the wall.
“All right,” he said, when he had got his breath back. “You’ve won!”
“Are you all right? Can I help you?” I asked anxiously.
“No, thank you,” he replied.
“Good afternoon, then,” I said, turning away.
“The same to you,” he answered as I walked off.
When I got back to the yard I found Estella waiting with the keys. She looked very pleased about something. Instead of going straight to the gate, she stepped back into the passage and pulled me in after her.
“Come here! You may kiss me if you like.”
I kissed her cheek as she turned it to me. I think I would have gone through a great deal to kiss her cheek; but I felt that the kiss was given to the stupid, common boy as a piece of money might have been, and that it was worth nothing at all.
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My mind grew very uneasy on the subject of the pale young gentleman. The more I thought about the fight and the damage I had done to him, the more certain it appeared that something would be done to me as a punishment. When the day arrived for me to go back to Miss Havisham’s, my terrors reached their height. However, go to Miss Havisham’s I must, and go I did. Not a word was said of the late struggle. It was not mentioned in any way, and I saw nothing more of the pale young gentleman.
As we grew more used to each other, Miss Havisham asked me questions about what I had learnt, and what I was going to be. I told her that I was going to be apprenticed to Joe, which was something that had been arranged for as long as I could remember.
Estella always let me in and out, but never told me that I might kiss her again. Sometimes, indeed, she told me openly that she hated the sight of me. Miss Havisham would often ask me in a whisper, “Does she grow prettier and prettier, Pip?” And when I said that she did, would seem to enjoy it greedily, and would whisper in the girl’s ear, “Break their hearts, my dear, break their hearts and have no mercy!”
We went on in this way for a long time, and then, one day, Miss Havisham said, as if she had noticed it for the first time:
“You are growing tall, Pip!”
She said no more that day, but the next time I came I found her standing in her room with a purse in her hand.
“You had better be apprenticed to that blacksmith of yours at once,” she said, and handed me the purse. “There are twenty-five guineas in there,” she went on. “You have been a good boy, and that is your reward. Good-bye, Pip. Let him out, Estella.”
“Am I to come again, Miss Havisham?” I asked.
“No. Estella is going abroad, to be educated as a lady. You’ve lost her, Pip. Let him out, Estella.”
I was surprised, and, for some reason that I could not determine, I felt sick at heart. In a minute or two I was outside the gate and it was locked behind me.
“Good-bye, Pip,” said Estella with a laugh, and then she was gone.
I turned away and walked slowly home, feeling more sad and lost than I had ever done before.

