from Chapter 59

(starting at the 7th paragraph in) …

Biddy looked down at her child, and put its little hand to her lips, and then put the good
matronly hand with which she had touched it into mine. There was something in the action,
and in the light pressure of Biddy’s wedding–ring, that had a very pretty eloquence in it.
―Dear Pip,‖ said Biddy, ―you are sure you don’t fret for her?‖

alternate ending

original ending

―O no – I think not, Biddy.‖

―I am sure and certain, Biddy.‖

―Tell me as an old, old friend. Have you
quite forgotten her?

It was two years more, before I saw herself. I
had heard of her as leading a most unhappy
life, and as being separated from her husband
who had used her with great cruelty, and who
had become quite renowned as a compound of
pride, brutality, and meanness.

―My dear Biddy, I have forgotten nothing in
my life that ever had a foremost place there,
and little that ever had any place there. But
that poor dream, as I once used to call it, has
all gone by, Biddy — all gone by!‖
Nevertheless, I knew, while I said those
words, that I secretly intended to revisit the
site of the old house that evening, alone, for
her sake. Yes, even so. For Estella’s sake.
I had heard of her as leading a most unhappy
life, and as being separated from her
husband, who had used her with great
cruelty, and who had become quite
renowned as a compound of pride, avarice,
brutality, and meanness. And I had heard of
the death of her husband, from an accident
consequent on his ill–treatment of a horse.
This release had befallen her some two years
before; for anything I knew, she was married
again.
The early dinner hour at Joe’s, left me
abundance of time, without hurrying my
talk with Biddy, to walk over to the old spot
before dark. But, what with loitering on the
way to look at old objects and to think of old
times, the day had quite declined when I
came to the place.
There was no house now, no brewery, no
building whatever left, but the wall of the
old garden. The cleared space had been
enclosed with a rough fence, and looking
over it, I saw that some of the old ivy had
struck root anew, and was growing green on
low quiet mounds of ruin. A g

I had heard of the death of her husband (from
an accident consequent on ill-treating a horse),
and of her being married again to a Shropshire
doctor, who, against his interest, had once very
manfully interposed, on an occasion when he
was in professional attendance on Mr.
Drummle, and had witnessed some outrageous
treatment of her. I had heard that the
Shropshire doctor was not rich, and that they
lived on her own personal fortune.
I was in England again – in London, and
walking along Piccadilly with little Pip – when
a servant came running after me to ask would I
step back to a lady in a carriage who wished to
speak to me. It was a little pony carriage, which
the lady was driving; and the lady and I looked
sadly enough on one another.
"I am greatly changed, I know; but I thought
you would like to shake hands with Estella,
too, Pip. Lift up that pretty child and let me
kiss it!" (She supposed the child, I think, to be
my child.)
I was very glad afterwards to have had the
interview; for, in her face and in her voice, and
in her touch, she gave me the assurance, that
suffering had been stronger than Miss
Havisham's teaching, and had given her a heart
to understand what my heart used to be.
THE END

