Chapter 2: At the blacksmith’s
My sister, Mrs Joe Gargery, was more than twenty years older than I,
and had established a great reputation with herself and the neighbours
because she had brought me up `by hand`. Having at that time to find out
for myself what the expression meant, and knowing her to have a hard
and heavy hand, and to be much in the habit of laying it upon her husband
as well as upon me, I supposed that Joe Gargery and I were both brought
up by hand.
She was not a good-looking woman, my sister; and I had a general
impression that she must have made Joe Gargery marry her by hand. Joe
was a fair man, with curls of flaxen hair on each side of his smooth face,
and with eyes of such a very undecided blue that they seemed to have
somehow got mixed with their own whites. He was a mild, good-natured,
sweet-tempered, easy-going, foolish, dear fellow -- a sort of Hercules in
strength, and also in weakness.
My sister, Mrs Joe, with black hair and eyes, had such a pre-vailing
redness of skin that I sometimes used to wonder whether it was possible
she washed herself with a nutmeg-grater instead of soap. She was tall
and bony, and almost always wore a coarse apron, fastened over her
figure behind with two loops, and having a square impregnable bib in front
that was stuck full of pins and needles.
As she applied herself to set the tea-things, Joe peeped down at me over
his leg, as if he were mentally casting me and himself up, and calculating
what kind of pair we practically should make, under the grievous
circumstances foreshadowed. After that, he sat feeling his right-side
flaxen curls and whisker, and following Mrs Joe about with his blue eyes,
as his manner always was at squally times.
My sister had a trenchant way of cutting our bread-and-butter for us
that never varied. First, with her left hand she jammed the loaf hard and
fast against her bib -- where it sometimes got a pin into it, and sometimes
a needle, which we afterwards got into our mouths. Then she took some
butter (not too much) on a knife and spread it on the loaf, in an
apothecary kind of way, as if she were making a plaister -- using both
sides of the knife with a slapping dexterity, and trimming and moulding
the butter off round the crust. Then, she gave the knife a final smart
wipe on the edge of the plaister, and then sawed a very thick round off

the loaf: which she finally, before separating from the loaf, hewed into
two halves, of which Joe got one, and I the other.
On the present occasion, though I was hungry, I dared not eat my slice. I
felt that I must have something in reserve for my dreadful acquaintance,
and his ally the still more dreadful young man. I knew Mrs Joe's
housekeeping to be of the strictest kind, and that my larcenous
researches might find nothing available in the safe. Therefore I resolved
to put my hunk of bread-and-butter down the leg of my trousers.
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1. What impression of Mrs .Joe do we get from the first paragraph?
Support your answer with evidence.
2. How do you think Mrs. Joe managed to get Joe to marry her?
Support your answer with evidence
3. What impression do we get of Joe Gargery from what is said about
him in the second paragraph? Support your answer with evidence.
4. Who was Hercules? Explain why Pip compares Joe with Hercules.
5. What adjectives/images are used to give us the impression that
Mrs Joe is a hard person.
6. Why does Pip tell us about the way Mrs. Joe cuts the bread and
spreads the butter? How does it add to our impression of her
character?
7. What do we learn about the way in which Mrs. Joe runs the house?
How does this scare Pip in the present circumstances?
Pip creeps downstairs
As soon as the great black velvet pall outside my little window was shot
with grey, I got up and went down stairs; every board upon the way, and
every crack in every board, calling after me, `Stop thief!' and `Get up,
Mrs Joe!' In the pantry, which was far more abundantly supplied than
usual, owing to the season, I was very much alarmed, by a hare hanging up
by the heels, whom I rather thought I caught, when my back was half
turned, winking. I had no time for verification, no time for selection, no
time for anything, for I had no time to spare. I stole some bread, some
rind of cheese, about half a jar of mincemeat (which I tied up in my
pocket-handkerchief with my last night's slice), some brandy from a
stone bottle (which I decanted into a glass bottle I had secretly used for
making that intoxicating fluid, Spanish-liquorice- water, up in my room:
diluting the stone bottle from a jug in the kitchen cupboard), a meat bone
with very little on it, and a beautiful round compact pork pie. I was nearly
going away without the pie, but I was tempted to mount upon a shelf, to
look what it was that was put away so carefully in a covered earthenware
dish in a corner, and I found it was the pie, and I took it, in the hope that
it was not intended for early use, and would not be missed for some time.
There was a door in the kitchen, communicating with the forge; I
unlocked and unbolted that door, and got a file from among Joe's tools.
Then, I put the fastenings as I had found them, opened the door at which
I had entered when I ran home last night, shut it, and ran for the misty
marshes.

