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GREATER EXPECTATIONS

SYNOPSIS

Pip meets Estella a fancy restaurant, planning to propose. But Estella has greater expectations.

CHARACTERS

MR PIP: a gentleman in his late 20s, or early 30s.
WAITER: a young man, eager to please.
MISS ESTELLA: a proud and disdainful lady
MISS HAVERSHAM: a wealthy geriatric bride and ESTELLA’S adopted mother 
BENTLEY: MISS ESTELLA’S lover, late 30s, female

SETTING

A fancy restaurant -  the same table and chairs as in Oliver With a Twist, but with a fancy candelabra or vase of flowers and maybe a white cloth.

PROPS

1. An engagement ring in a box (fake, of course)
2. Sparkling water and two champagne glasses
3. A crumbling wedding dress and veil for Miss H- or your own interpretation of this. She could be a decrepit punk chick!
4. A walking cane for Miss H.
5. A pack of cards.


















GREATER EXPECTATIONS

BY JANE CAFARELLA

A fancy restaurant, evening, the present - or perhaps the past? 

PIP enters the restaurant and tries to catch the WAITER’S eye. He is nervous and well dressed.

WAITER hurries over.

WAITER: 	Do you have a reservation, Sir?

PIP: 	Yes…for Mr Pip.  A table for two. 

WAITER: 	(Checking register). Ah yes….Mr Pip! This way, Sir.

He leads him to table with a large group of people.

PIP: 	There must be some mistake…I asked for a window seat.

WAITER: 	All our window seats are taken.

PIP: 	(Disturbed but polite.) It’s a very special occasion.

WAITER: 	As I said sir, all our window seats are taken. I’m very sorry.

PIP: 	(Impatiently) Look, can’t you just move someone? 

He looks around frantically and points to a woman in the audience.

	What about that lady over there?

WAITER: 	That lady happens to be our best customer.

PIP: 	(Conspiratorially.) Look, I’m planning to propose…

WAITER:	 I think she’s married, but I’ll check.

PIP: 	(Losing it.) To my girlfriend - idiot! (Suddenly, remorseful and apologetic.) 
	I beg your pardon, I am not myself tonight.  

	I would very much appreciate your help. 

WAITER: 	At your service, Sir.

PIP:		At precisely 8.15, bring me a bottle of your best champagne and two glasses. (He takes a ring from his pocket and hands it to the waiter)
	Taking care to place this ring in the lady’s glass beforehand.

But please refrain from pouring the champagne. I will do so myself after she has retrieved the ring, and -  I hope -  accepted my proposal.

WAITER: 	Very well, sir. 

THE WAITER pockets the ring, and leads PIP to a table for two, set with flowers and candles. 

PIP: 	Perfect! Thank you.

WAITER: 	Good luck, Sir!

PIP: 	Thank you. 

WAITER leaves menus on the table and exits. 

ESTELLA enters. She is beautiful, proud and dressed provocatively. 

PIP catches her eye and motions her over.

PIP: 	Estella!

He kisses her hand.

ESTELLA: 	(Withdrawing her hand.) You ridiculous boy!  Will you never take warning? Or do you kiss my hand in the same spirit in which I once let you kiss my cheek?

PIP: 	What spirit was that?

ESTELLA: 	A spirit of contempt for the fawners and plotters.

PIP: 	If I say yes, may I kiss the cheek again?

ESTELLA: 		You should have asked before you touched the hand. But, yes, if you like.

She offers her cheek but moves way just before his lips land and then laughs wickedly.

He looks disappointed, but gallantly offers her a chair. 

She sits down, ignoring his disappointment. He also sits.

PIP stares at her with unabashed adoration.

ESTELLA: 	(Teasingly.) Am I pretty?

PIP: 	You know you are very pretty, Estella.

ESTELLA:  		(Adjusts her dress provocatively.) I feel a bit under dressed. This place is surprisingly… un-common.

PIP: 	I wanted to surprise you. 

ESTELLA: 	I’m afraid I can’t stay long. Rehearsals.

PIP: 	(Crestfallen.) I thought you’d cancelled.

ESTELLA: 	I tried, but Bentley does rather sulk if I’m late.

PIP: 	We had better order then.

He motions over THE WAITER.

WAITER: 	(Winking conspiratorially.) Champagne, Sir?

PIP: 	Yes…thank you.

ESTELLA: 	(Dismissively). Not for me. Driving.

PIP: 	(Crestfallen again.) Just one won’t hurt. I can drive you home.

ESTELLA: 	No drinking on the job. Bentley’s very strict about that.

PIP: 	(Desperate.) Perhaps you could make an exception - just this once?

ESTELLA: 		And risk losing my position? I’m sorry, Pip…but 53 people auditioned for this part.

She motions the WAITER to come over.

	May I please have some iced water?

WAITER: 	Certainly, Miss.

He turns to leave.

PIP: 		Waiter! What about sparkling water…in the champagne glass? (He winks at the waiter).
	(To ESTELLA) Just …for fun.

ESTELLA: 	(Coolly.) If you insist.

WAITER: 	(Surprised.) Very well, Sir.

WAITER exits.

ESTELLA: 	Aren’t you going to ask how the play’s going?

PIP: 	Of course. When do rehearsals end?

ESTELLA: 		We open in four weeks. I Facebooked you, remember? (Smiling.) Bentley is such a wonderful director.

PIP looks annoyed, but tries to cover it. ESTELLA sees it and smiles with triumphant satisfaction.

ESTELLA: 	My dear Pip, I do believe you’re jealous.

PIP:  		Estella, it does make me wretched that you should encourage a person so generally despised as Bentley.

ESTELLA: 	(Gaily.) Moths and all sorts of ugly creatures hover about a lighted candle. Can the candle help it?

PIP: 	Perhaps…

ESTELLA. 		(She laughs coquettishly and checks the menu.) What are you having?

PIP: 	I know what I’d like.

ESTELLA: 	And what is that, pray?

PIP: 		To meet you after the play – in private - since you appear to have no time now. I have something rather important to discuss.

ESTELLA: 		Impossible, I’m afraid. The time has come round when Miss Havisham wishes to have me for a day at Satis.

PIP: 	Of course. How is Miss Havisham?

ESTELLA:  	The same as always. 

(Teasingly.) Do you recall how she used to watch us play cards together? And how you called me proud and insulting? 

	Do you still find me so, PIP?

PIP: 	We are both much changed since then, Estella.

ESTELLA: 		(Haughtily.) And necessarily. What was fit company for you once, would be quite unfit company for you now.

PIP: 		(Hopefully.) And those who found me unfit then, may hopefully find me fit now?

ESTELLA:  		Quite.  I was telling Bentley today… you are like a brother to me.

PIP: 	(Desperately) Estella!  You know I love you!

ESTELLA cuts him off and waves to the WAITER.

ESTELLA: 		Waiter, do you have anything quick? (Consulting the menu.) I’ll have the pork pie. And please make haste with the water…I am parched.

WAITER: 	Certainly, Miss.

WAITER exits.

PIP:	Estella, please…I have loved…

PIP’S phone rings. He pulls it out of his pocket and frowns.

PIP: 		I must take this...It’s my lawyer, Jaggers. There is a man stalking me – his name is Magwitch - or was it Provis? – a man of desperate and fierce character.  I’m taking out an intervention order.

ESTELLA: 	(Airily) If you must.

He leaves the table, talking softly and urgently on his phone, but does not take his eyes off ESTELLA.

WAITER returns with the sparkling water: 

WAITER: 	Your water, Miss.

ESTELLA: 	Thank you. 

To PIP’s horror, she pours the water into the champagne glass and skulls it with unladylike haste. 

Her eyes widen. She clutches her throat and starts coughing violently.

PIP rushes back to the table, alarmed.

PIP: 	Estella! Are you all right?

ESTELLA points to the empty champagne glass, choking violently.

PIP seizes the glass and peers into it.

PIP: 	Oh my God! You didn’t drink it? WAITER!! WAITER!

ESTELLA: 	(Between gasps). What else…was... I...supposed…to do!

WAITER rushes over. 

WAITER:	What seems to be the trouble?

PIP: 	This lady…she swallowed a…

He winks at him violently and points to his ring finger. 

	…fly!

WAITER: 	(Dumbfounded.) A fly?

PIP indicates a ring by making a circle with his thumb and forefinger. 

PIP:	A fly!

WAITER: 	(Offended) Impossible!

ESTELLA: 		(Taking a huge gulp of air and recovering instantly.) Please…do not concern yourselves.  (She waves the WAITER away in annoyance). I am recovered.

She burps loudly then smiles with relief.

	It’s gone. 

PIP: 	Gone!?

ESTELLA: 		Yes.  (Putting her hand to her throat.) I think t’was Spanish Licorice Water!

PIP: 	(To the WAITER) You idiot! Bring some plain fresh water at once!

The WAITER scuttles out.  

PIP: 	(Urgently.) ESTELLA, I’m afraid there’s been a dreadful…

ESTELLA’S phone rings. She ignores PIP and checks it eagerly, smiling when she sees who it is.

ESTELLA: 	‘Tis Bentley. I must reply at once.
PIP: 	(With gritted teeth.) Of course.

She rises, cradling the phone to her ear, and exits  as the WAITER returns with the fresh water.

PIP immediately picks up waiter by the collar and hisses at him,

PIP:  	You miserable idiot!

WAITER: 	(Spilling water.) I beg your pardon, Sir, but…

PIP: 	I specifically asked you to take care of the ring…

PIP does not notice as the ghastly figure of an ancient woman with a deathly white face, enters, wearing a rotting wedding dress and veil - or something outrageous - walking with a cane.

The WAITER gapes, speechless, as the woman stops at the table and taps her cane heavily on the floor to command their attention.

PIP drops the waiter.. 

PIP: 	Miss Havisham!

The WAITER scuttles off fearfully.

MISS H: 	Where is she?

PIP: 	To whom are you referring?

MISS H: 	You know very well.

PIP: 	If you mean Miss Estella…she’s…she’s… not here.

MISS H: 		(Sitting heavily.) Don’t play dumb with me, you young pipsqueak. I know she’s here somewhere. Jaggers told me.

PIP: 		With all due respect, Miss Havisham, I am not a child anymore and neither is Estella. Where we go and what we do is our own affair.

MISS H: 		(Menacingly.) Look at me! Are you not afraid of a woman who has never seen the sun since you were born?

PIP: 		(Returning her glare and sitting down.) Not if it means standing up for the woman I love.

MISS H smiles cunningly, delighted with his adoration of ESTELLA. 

MISS H: 	Is she beautiful, graceful - well grown? Do you admire her?

PIP: 		Everybody must who sees her, Miss Havisham, you must know that?

MISS H: 		(Passionately.) Love her, love her, love her! If she favors you, love her!  If she wounds you, love her! 

	If she tears your heart to pieces — and as it gets older and stronger it will tear deeper — love her, love her, love her!

PIP: 		(Desperately.) I do! In fact, I plan to propose to her this very night -which is why I must beg you to leave immediately.

MISS H: 		(Not budging.) I said love her, not marry her. 

	I have great expectations for her. Greater than the likes of you!

PIP: 		Miss Havisham, you adopted Estella, as good as adopted me, and it could not fail to be your intention to bring us together. 

	I, too, have great expectations  - to make Estella my wife!

MISS H: 		(Triumphantly) She will break your heart, but you will NEVER claim hers.

PIP: 	What would you know of hearts, Madam? 

MISS H: 		If you knew all my story, you would have some compassion for me and a better understanding of my position.

PIP: 		I do know your story, and have known it ever since I first left this neighborhood.

	My dear friend Herbert Pocket told me everything!  How you were jilted on your wedding day and how you determined from then on to wreak your revenge on mankind.

MISS H: 	(Scoffing.) I was not jilted. I was abandoned.

Majestically, to the audience: 

	I said “yes” to the dress but I didn’t know I was pregnant!

PIP: 	(Shocked) Good Lord! And what of your fiancé?

MISS H: 		I informed him at 20 past nine on the morning of our wedding. I have not laid eyes on him since. 

PIP: 	I would have thought he would have been delighted to have an heir.

MISS H: 	It wasn’t his.

PIP: 	Madam, I am astonished!

ESTELLA returns before she can answer.

ESTELLA: 	Miss Havisham! What brings you here?

MISS H: 	You forgot your purse.

She hands over the purse to ESTELLA.

ESTELLA: 	(Curtseying slightly) I am grateful, as always. 

MISS HAVERSHAM gazes adoringly at ESTELLA while addressing PIP.

MISS H: 	Does she get prettier and prettier?

PIP: 		Indeed, she does. But Madam, I must beg you to leave us. I must speak to ESTELLA alone.

MISS H: 		(Ignoring PIP and addressing ESTELLA) Break their hearts, my pride and hope. Break their hearts and have no mercy!

She strokes ESTELLA’S hand, but ESTELLA snatches away. 

MISS HAVISHAM looks shocked, hurt and angry.

ESTELLA: 		(Disdainfully) You must know that I have no heart — if that has anything to do with my memory.

PIP: 	That’s not true, Estella!

ESTELLA: 		Oh, I have a heart to be stabbed in or shot in, I have no doubt, and of course if it ceased to beat, I should cease to be. 

	But you know what I mean. I have no softness there, (She touches her bosom) no—sympathy—sentiment or nonsense.

MISS H:  		(Hurt and angry). Oh, look at her! Look at her.  So cold and thankless!	

ESTELLA: 	(Disdainfully to Miss Havisham) What would you have?

MISS H: 	Love! Did I never give you love? 

She reaches out again to take ESTELLA’S hand but is ignored.

ESTELLA: 		(Coldly.) If you ask me to give you what you never gave me, my gratitude and duty cannot do impossibilities.

MISS H: 	So proud! 

ESTELLA: 		(Angrily.) Who taught me to be proud? Who praised me when I learned my lesson?

MISS H: 	(Crushed) But to be proud and hard to ME! 

PIP: 	(Impatient)	Please, Miss Havisham…Estella and I have much to discuss and so little time.

ESTELLA: 	What time is it?

MISS H: 	20 past nine.

ESTELLA:  	(Rising). Bentley is waiting.

PIP: 	(Putting his hand on ESTELLA’S arm to make her stay)
	Please, I beg of you Miss Havisham.

MISS H: 	Very well! Very well!  Estella! Come! Walk me! Walk me! 

She offers her arm to ESTELLA to walk with her as they did at Satis, when Estella was young,

ESTELLA: 	I’m afraid I cannot. I promised to meet Bentley.

PIP: 		Bentley! You know he has nothing to recommend him but money and a ridiculous roll of addle-headed predecessors!

BENTLEY enters, sullen, morose and menacing…and a woman.

BENTLEY: 	 (Commandingly.)  ESTELLA!

ESTELLA turns and smiles triumphantly at PIP. She rises obediently and takes BENTLEY’S arm.

PIP: 	(Rising, and addressing BENTLEY). Who the devil are you?

BENTLEY: 	I, sir, am Bentley.

PIP /MISS H: 	BENTLEY!

PIP: 	(Dumbfounded. Passionately). You cannot love HER, Estella!

ESTELLA: 	(Angrily) What have I told you? Do you still think, in spite of it, that I do not mean what I say?

PIP: 		Desperately Estella, dearest Estella, do not let Miss Havisham lead you into this fatal step. 

	You know that I love you. You know that I have loved you long and dearly.

ESTELLA:  	(Rolling her eyes in exasperation.) How many times do I have to tell you  - I’m gay!

She sighs wearily, as she explains.

It seems that there are sentiments, fancies — I don't know how to call them — which I am not able to comprehend. 

When you say you love me, I know what you mean, as a form of words; but nothing more. 

You address nothing in my breast. You touch nothing there. I don't care for what you say at all. 

	I have tried to warn you of this; now, have I not?

PIP: 	(Distraught.) I thought and hoped you could not mean it. 

You, so young, untried, and beautiful, Estella! Surely it is not in Nature.

ESTELLA: 	(Impatient.) It is in my nature. It is in the nature formed within me. 

She takes Bentley’s arm and goes to leave.

	You will get me out of your thoughts in a week.

PIP: 	Out of my thoughts! You are part of my existence, part of myself. 

You have been in every line I have ever read since I first came here, the rough common boy whose poor heart you wounded even then. 

BENTLEY: 	(Interrupting) Sir, you embarrass yourself. Come Estella.

ESTELLA takes her arm.

PIP to MISS H: 	It is your fault! You raised her to wreak revenge on all the male sex!

MISS HAVISHAM drops to her knees and grabs the hem of ESTELLA’S dress, preventing her from leaving.

MISS H:	Oh, What have I done? What have I done?

ESTELLA: 	(Laughing cruelly.) You think I am what you have made me? 

Take all the praise, take all the blame; take all the success, take all the failure; in short, you profess to take me. 

But Madam, I quote another great lady when I tell you, I was BORN this way.

BENTLEY: 		(More forcefully.) Come, Estella!  (Disdainfully to PIP and MISS HAVISHAM)  You lot are so last century!

They exit.

PIP, devastated, puts his head in his hands.

PIP: 	(Moaning.) Estella! Estella!

MISS H: 	(In shock.) What have I done? What have I done? I merely meant to 	save her from misery like my own.

PIP: 	(Angrily). And you have had that satisfaction!
 
MISS H: 	What do you mean by that?

PIP: 	She spurns men in favour of women!

MISS H: 	(Brightening.) That is true.

WAITER appears.

WAITER: 	(With a flourish).  Your bill, Sir…and your ring.

PIP: 	(Raising his head in astonishment) I thought/

WAITER: 	/I must apologize, Sir, for the remissness of my memory.

MISS H: 	(Returning from her reverie.) What ring?

PIP: 	(Bitterly.) As I have said, I had planned to propose to Estella. 

MISS H: 	(With a hint of remorse). Are you very unhappy now? 

PIP: 		If, Madam, by that you mean to ask what you have done to injure me, let me answer - very little!  I should have loved her under any circumstances. 

Impetuously, he gives her the ring.

	Here! You may add this to your jewels. I have no use for it now.

MISS H: 	(Touched). Thank you! You have been a good boy here.

Relieved and impressed, she puts on the ring, admires it, and then takes a small notebook book from her pocket.

MISS H: 		(Conciliatory) Pip, my dear. My name is on the first leaf. If you can ever write under my name, "I forgive her,"  - though ever so long after my broken heart is dust, pray do it!

PIP: 		(Surprised and touched. Placing his hand on hers.) Oh, Miss Havisham, I can do it now!

	There have been sore mistakes; and my life has been a blind and thankless one; and I want forgiveness and direction far too much to be bitter with you.

HE writes in the book, while MISS HAVISHAM, looks on tearfully.

WAITER returns with the bill. 

WAITER: 	Er…will that be all, sir?

PIP: 	Yes, thank you. (He goes to take out his wallet.)

MISS H recovers herself, and as if struck by an idea, she stays PIP’s hand and seizes the WAITER by the coat.
	
MISS H:	Wait! Have you a deck of cards? 

WAITER: 		(Confused.) Are you sure you wouldn’t prefer some Yorkshire pud? (Or popular dessert on the menu of the restaurant where this is playing)

MISS H: 		(Staring manically.) I sometimes have sick fancies, and I have a sick fancy that I want to see some play. 

The WAITER brings cards from his pocket.

WATIER: 	(Cheerfully.) As it happens, Madam, I am a Jack of all trades.

MISS H snatches the cards from him and slams them in front of PIP. They scatter.

MISS H: 		(Dramatically) I am tired. I want diversion, and I have done with men AND women. PLAY!

PIP stares at her in frozen horror. MISS HAVISHAM returns his look with head held high - triumphant. 


THE END
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