(1860-61)

‘A great event in my life, the turning-point of my life’

‘Why, look at you, dear boy! Look at these here lodgings of yourn, fit for a
lord!(p.304)

‘Look’ee here!” he[Magwitch] went on, taking my watch out of my pocket, and
turning towards him a ring on my finger..., ‘a gold’'un and a beauty: thats a

gentleman’s, | hope! A diamond all set round with rubies; thats a gentleman’s, |



hope! Look at your linen; fine and beautiful! Look at your clothes; better ain’t to be
got! And your books too,’ turning his eyes round the room, ‘mounting up, on their
shelves, by hundreds! (p.305)

‘Joe the blacksmith’(p.212)
‘Joe’ ‘the blacksmith’

In his working clothes, Joe was a well-knit characteristic-looking blacksmith; in
his holiday clothes, he was more like a scarecrow in good circumstances, than

anything else. (p.20)



(He[Joe] would sit and talk to me in the old confidence, and with the old simplicity, and

in the old unassertive protecting way, ... (p.442))

Joe now sat down to his great work, first choosing a pen from pentray as if it were
a chest of large tools, and tucking up his sleeves as if he were going to wield a

crowbar or sledge-hammer. (p.440)

‘I'm wrong in these clothes. I'm wrong out of the forge, the kitchen, or off th’meshes.
You won't find half so much fault in me if you think of me in my forge dress, with
my hammer in my hand, or even my pipe. You won't find half so much fault in me
if, supposing as you should ever wish to see me, you come and put your head in at
the forge window and see Joe the blacksmith, there, at the old anvil, in the old

burnt apron, sticking to the old work. (p.212)






‘I'm wrong....’

Nothing that he wore then, fitted him or seemed to belong to him; and everything

that he wore then, grazed him. (p.20)






I found out for certain...that the dark flat wilderness beyond the churchyard,
intersected with dykes and mounds and gates, with scattered cattle feeding on it,
was the marshes; and that the low leaden line beyond was the river; and that the
distant savage lair from which the wind was rushing, was the sea; and that the

small bundle of shivers growing afraid of it all and beginning to cry, was Pip. (p.1)

‘My first most vivid and broad impression of the identity of things'

He[Trabb’s boy] wore the blue bag in the manner of my great-coat, and was
strutting along the pavement towards me on the opposite side of the street,
attended by a company of delighted young friends to whom he from time to time

exclaimed, with a wave of his hand, ‘Don't know yah! (p.232)

‘Don’t know yah?
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