
From the full length play: 

Great Expectations 

Adapted from Charles Dickens by Tracy Wells 

 

PIP, a young boy trying to discover his place in this world; male  

 

MAGWITCH, a convict; male 

 

AT RISE:  Graveyard in the misty marshes of Kent.  A few large gravestones are present.  

Two are covered in moss and leaves.  If possible, a misty fog circles gravestones. 

PIP enters and crosses to gravestone in center.  He carries a few small flowers. 

 

PIP 

    (Brushes at tombstone) 

What a mess. 

    (Puts flowers down in front of tombstone) 

Mum and Pop, you really must learn to stay a bit more tidy. 

    (Cleans off moss and leaves) 

Or else I am just going to have to visit more often so that I might keep my eye on you. 

    (Admires his work) 

There, that’s better. 

    (Sits down and leans against tombstone) 

I guess that’s what I’ll have to do then—I’ll just have to visit more often.   

    (Turns to tombstone) 

Is that all right with you, Mum?  And what about you, Pop? 

    (Leans back against tombstone) 

I thought you might say that.  And I agree.  I enjoy our visits too. 

    (Smiles, then sits up, suddenly sad) 

But you can’t really hear me, can you, Mum?   

    (Stands, angrily) 

And I don’t even know what you look like, Pop.  You both had to go and die before I was even 

old enough to remember you!  All I can do is guess what you might have looked like, since Mrs. 

Joe refuses to tell me anything about you.  I suppose it makes her sad.  You were her parents too. 

    (Tracing letters on father’s tombstone) 

Lookin’ at your name on this tombstone, Pop, I suppose you must have been a small, stout, curly 

haired man—with dark hair—yes, I can picture you exactly! 

  (Traces letters on mother’s tombstone)  

Mum, I imagine that you were thin and graceful and had the loveliest golden hair.  It’s really a 

shame Mrs. Joe didn’t take more after you.  I dare say she is the ugliest woman in town!  But she 

is my sister, so I guess I’m supposed to say that. 

   (Coughing is heard.  PIP stands, nervously, looking around) 

Who coughed?  Mrs. Joe, is that you?  I’m sorry I said that you were ugly.  I didn’t mean it—

really I didn’t. 

(Looks around more.  When no one enters, PIP relaxes and sits down, 

leaning against the tombstone) 

I guess I was just hearing things.  It must have been the wind. 



    (MAGWITCH stands up from behind tombstone and grabs PIP.) 

 

     MAGWITCH 

It wasn’t the wind, boy. 

 

     PIP 

Let me go!  Let me go! 

 

     MAGWITCH 

    (Holding a knife to PIP’S throat) 

Hold yer noise and keep still, little devil, or I’ll cut yer throat! 

 

     PIP 

Oh, don’t cut my throat, sir!  Please let me go. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

    (Turning PIP to face him) 

Tell me yer name—quick! 

 

     PIP 

Pip, sir. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Pip, is it?  Well if that isn’t the oddest name I done heard in me life. 

 

     PIP 

It’s really Phillip—Phillip Pirrip.   

 

     MAGWITCH 

    (With a chuckle) 

Phillip Pirrip—that’s a mouthful, isn’t it? 

 

     PIP 

I couldn't say it.  So I started calling myself Pip, and I guess it stuck. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

    (Crossing around tombstone and letting PIP go) 

Well, Pip, tell me, where do ya live? 

 

     PIP 

    (Nervously, backing away) 

I…I don’t want to tell you that.  

 

     MAGWITCH 

    (Shaking PIP) 

You’ll tell me if ya know what’s good for youse!  Now point out the place. 



     PIP 

    (Pointing) 

It’s right there.  I live with my sister and her husband in his home next to the forge. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Why do ya live with yer sister?  Where are yer parents? 

 

     PIP 

    (Pointing to tombstone) 

Right there, sir. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

I see.  And why do ya live next to the forge? 

 

     PIP 

Because Joe—that’s my brother in law—he’s the blacksmith. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Is that so? 

(Lifts shackled leg and looks at PIP, pinching his cheek) 

What fat cheeks you have.  I could just about eat them.   

 

     PIP 

    (Covering his cheeks) 

Don’t eat my cheeks, sir. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

I might—unless you do something fer me. 

 

     PIP 

Anything!  Just name it. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Ya said yer brother-in law is the blacksmith, right? 

 

     PIP 

Right… 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Then ya know what a file is? 

 

     PIP 

Yes, sir.  Joe uses one all the time. 

 

MAGWITCH 

And yer sister keeps plenty of wittles in the house? 



     PIP 

Wittles? 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Food, boy!  Food! 

 

     PIP 

Since its Christmas morning, our pantry is full.  But she’s not that good of a cook, sir. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

That don’t matter when you’re as hungry as me.   

    (Grabbing PIP and looking at him earnestly) 

I’ll tell ya what, Pip.  I’ll let ya live if you go back home and get me some food, drink, and that 

file.  Ya bring it all back here to me, or be sure that I’ll find ya.   

    (Putting knife to PIP’S throat) 

And when I do, I cut yer throat fer sure. 

 

     PIP 

I’ll do it sir.  I’ll get you the food and the file. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

And drink. 

 

     PIP 

And drink. 

 

     MAGWITCH 

And ya better not dare to say a word to anyone that ya saw me, or it will be the last word ya ever 

say.  Ya see, Pip, I ain’t alone out here.  There’s a young man hidden out here with me, and he is 

so bad, that when compared to him, I’m a downright angel.   

 

     PIP 

    (Looking around nervously) 

Where is he? 

 

     MAGWITCH 

Don’t mind him.  Ya listen here—all I’d have to do is say the word and my friend would be after 

ya.  You could lock your door, and hide in yer room, but he would find ya.  And when he does— 

 

     PIP 

    (Interrupting, scared) 

I won’t tell anyone about you, I swear! 

 

     MAGWITCH 

That’s a good boy.  Now go!  And remember what I told ya to bring me—and what will happen 

if you don’t! 



(PIP runs offstage. MAGWITCH crosses behind tombstone. 

Cannon blast is heard.  MAGWITCH looks up) 

 

      MAGWITCH 

They know I’ve escaped, but they won’t find me—at least for now.  As soon as that boy comes 

back with me supplies, I’ll be gone—and I’ll never be heard from again. 

 

 

To read the rest of this play, please visit 

https://www.bigdogplays.com/playdisplay.asp?playid=525 
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