
Chapter VIII, pp.49-50: Enter Miss Havisham 
 

… I knocked, and was told from within to enter. I entered, therefore, and found myself in a pretty 
large room, well lighted with wax candles. No glimpse of daylight was to be seen in it. It was a 
dressing-room, as I supposed from the furniture, though much of it was of forms and uses then quite 
unknown to me. But prominent in it was a draped table with a gilded looking-glass, and that I made 
out at first sight to be a fine lady’s dressing-table.  

Whether I should have made out this object so soon, if there had been no fine lady sitting at it, I 
cannot say. In an armchair, with an elbow resting on the table and her head leaning on that hand, 
sat the strangest lady I have ever seen, or shall ever see. 

She was dressed in rich materials---satins, and lace, and silks---all of white. Her shoes were white. 
And she had a long white veil dependent from her hair, and she had bridal flowers in her hair, but 
her hair was white. Some bright jewels sparkled on her neck and on her hands, and some other 
jewels lay sparkling on the table. Dresses, less splendid than the dress she wore, and half-packed 
trunks, were scattered about. She had not quite finished dressing, for she had but one shoe on---the 
other was on the table near her hand---her veil was but half arranged, her watch and chain were not 
put on, and some lace for her bosom lay with those trinkets, and with her handkerchief, and gloves, 
and some flowers, and a prayer-book, all confusedly heaped about the looking-glass.  

It was not in the first moments that I saw all these things, though I saw more of them in the first 
moments than might be supposed. But, I saw that everything within my view which ought to be 
white, had been white long ago, and had lost its lustre, and was faded and yellow. I saw that the 
bride within the bridal dress had withered like the dress, and like the flowers, and had no brightness 
left but the brightness of her sunken eyes. I saw that the dress had been put upon the rounded 
figure of a young woman, and that the figure upon which it now hung loose, had shrunk to skin and 
bone. Once, I had been taken to see some ghastly wax-work at the Fair, representing I know not 
what impossible personage lying in state. Once, I had been taken to one of our old marsh churches 
to see a skeleton in the ashes of a rich dress that had been dug out of a vault under the church 
pavement. Now, wax-work and skeleton seemed to have dark eyes that moved and looked at me. I 
should have cried out, if I could.  

‘Who is it?’ said the lady at the table. 
‘Pip, ma'am.’ 
‘Pip?’ 
‘Mr. Pumblechook boy, ma’am. Come—to play.’ 
‘Come nearer; let me look at you. Come close.’ 
It was when I stood before her, avoiding her eyes, that I took note of the surrounding objects in 

detail, and saw that her watch had stopped at twenty minutes to nine, and that 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?’ 

I regret to state that I was not afraid of telling the enormous lie comprehended in the answer 
‘No.’ 

‘Do you know what I touch here?’ she said, laying her hands, one upon the other, on her left side. 
‘Yes, ma'am.’ (It made me think of the young man.) 
‘What do I touch?’ 
‘Your heart.’ 
‘Broken!’ 
She uttered the word with an eager look, and with strong emphasis, and with a weird smile that 

had a kind of boast in it. Afterwards she kept her hands there for a little while, and slowly took them 
away as if they were heavy. 

‘I am tired,’ said Miss Havisham. ‘I want diversion, and I have done with men and women. Play.’ 
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Chapter XLIX, pp.297-300: Exit Miss Havisham (fire scene) 

‘What have I done! What have I done!’ She wrung her hands, and crushed her white hair, and 
returned to this cry over and over again. ‘What have I done!’ 

I knew not how to answer, or how to comfort her. That she had done a grievous thing in taking an 
impressionable child to mould into the form that her wild resentment, spurned affection, and 
wounded pride found vengeance in, I knew full well. But that, in shutting out the light of day, she 
had shut out infinitely more; that, in seclusion, she had secluded herself from a thousand natural 
and healing influences; that, her mind, brooding solitary, had grown diseased, as all minds do and 
must and will that reverse the appointed order of their Maker, I knew equally well. And could I look 
upon her without compassion, seeing her punishment in the ruin she was, in her profound unfitness 
for this earth on which she was placed, in the vanity of sorrow which had become a master mania, 
like the vanity of penitence, the vanity of remorse, the vanity of unworthiness, and other monstrous 
vanities that have been curses in this world? 

‘Until you spoke to her the other day, and until I saw in you a looking-glass that showed me what 
I once felt myself, I did not know what I had done. What have I done! What have I done!’ And so 
again, twenty, fifty times over, What had she done! 

‘Miss Havisham,’ I said, when her cry had died away, ‘you may dismiss me from your mind and 
conscience. But Estella is a different case, and if you can ever undo any scrap of what you have done 
amiss in keeping a part of her right nature away from her, it will be better to do that than to bemoan 
the past through a hundred years.’ 

‘Yes, yes, I know it. But, Pip – my dear!’ There was an earnest womanly compassion for me in her 
new affection. ‘My dear! Believe this: when she first came to me, I meant to save her from misery 
like my own. At first, I meant no more.’ 

‘Well, well!’ said I. ‘I hope so.’ 
‘But as she grew, and promised to be very beautiful, I gradually did worse, and with my praises, 

and with my jewels, and with my teachings, and with this figure of myself always before her, a 
warning to back and point my lessons, I stole her heart away, and put ice in its place.’ 

‘Better,’ I could not help saying, ‘to have left her a natural heart, even to be bruised or broken.’ 
With that, Miss Havisham looked distractedly at me for a while, and then burst out again, What 

had she done! 
[…] 
Twilight was closing in when I went down stairs into the natural air. […] Passing on into the front 

courtyard, I hesitated whether to call the woman to let me out at the locked gate, of which she had 
the key, or first to go upstairs and assure myself that Miss Havisham was as safe and well as I had 
left her. I took the latter course and went up. 

I looked into the room where I had left her, and I saw her seated in the ragged chair upon the 
hearth close to the fire, with her back towards me. In the moment when I was withdrawing my head 
to go quietly away, I saw a great flaming light spring up. In the same moment I saw her running at 
me, shrieking, with a whirl of fire blazing all about her, and soaring at least as many feet above her 
head as she was high. 

I had a double-caped great-coat on, and over my arm another thick coat. That I got them off, 
closed with her, threw her down and got them over her; that I dragged the great cloth from the 
table for the same purpose, and with it dragged down the heap of rottenness in the midst, and all 
the ugly things that sheltered there; that we were on the ground struggling like desperate enemies, 
and that the closer I covered her, the more wildly she shrieked and tried to free herself; that this 
occurred I knew through the result, but not through anything I felt, or thought, or knew I did. I knew 
nothing until I knew that we were on the floor by the great table, and that patches of tinder yet 
alight were floating in the smoky air, which, a moment ago, had been her faded bridal dress. 

Then I looked round and saw the disturbed beetles and spiders running away on the floor, and 
the servants coming in with breathless cries at the door. 


