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1

1801. I HAVE just returned from a visit to my landlord
Ð the solitary neighbour that I shall be troubled

with. This is certainly a beautiful country! In all England, I do not
believe that I could have fixed on a situation so completely re-
moved from the stir of society. A perfect misanthropistÕsheaven:
and Mr. Heathcliff and I are sucha suitable pair to divide the des-
olation between us. A capital fellow! He little imagined how my
heart warmed towards him when I beheld his black eyeswith-
draw so suspiciously under their brows, as I rode up, and when
his fingers shelteredthemselves,with a jealousresolution, still fur-
ther in his waistcoat, as I announced my name.

ÒMr.Heathcliff?Ó I said.
A nod was the answer.
ÒMr. Lockwood, your new tenant, sir. I do myself the honour

of calling as soon as possibleafter my arrival, to expressthe hope
that I have not inconveniencedyou by my perseverancein solicit-
ing the occupation of ThrushcrossGrange: I heard yesterdayyou
had had some thoughts-Ó

ÒThrushcrossGrange is my own, sir,Óhe interrupted, wincing.
ÒI should not allow any one to inconvenience me, if I could
hinder it Ð walk inÓ

The Òwalk inÓwas uttered with closedteeth, and expressedthe
sentiment, ÒGo to the Deuce:Óeven the gate over which he leant
manifested no sympathising movement to the words; and I think
that circumstancedeterminedme to acceptthe invitation: I felt in-
terestedin a man who seemedmore exaggeratedlyreservedthan
myself.

When he saw my horseÕsbreast fairly pushing the barrier, he
did put out his hand to unchain it, and then sullenly precededme
up the causeway,calling, as we entered the court, ÒJoseph,take
Mr. LockwoodÕs horse; and bring up some wine.Ó

ÒHere we have the whole establishment of domestics, I sup-
pose,Ówas the reflection suggestedby this compound order. ÒNo

1



wonder the grassgrows up between the flags, and cattle are the
only hedge cutters.Ó

Joseph was an elderly, nay, an old man: very old, perhaps,
though hale and sinewy. ÒTheLord help us!Óhe soliloquised in
an undertone of peevish displeasure, while relieving me of my
horse: looking, meantime, in my face so sourly that I charitably
conjectured he must have need of divine aid to digest his dinner,
and his pious ejaculation had no reference to my unexpected
advent.

Wuthering Heights is the name of Mr. HeathcliffÕsdwelling.
ÒWutheringÓbeing a significant provincial adjective, descriptive
of the atmospheric tumult to which its station is exposed in
stormy weather. Pure,bracing ventilation they must haveup there
at all times, indeed: one may guessthe power of the north wind
blowing over the edge,by the excessiveslant of a few stunted firs
at the end of the house;and by a rangeof gaunt thorns all stretch-
ing their limbs one way, as if craving alms of the sun. Happily,
the architect had foresight to build it strong: the narrow windows
are deeplyset in the wall, and the cornersdefendedwith large jut-
ting stones.

Before passingthe threshold, I pausedto admire a quantity of
grotesquecarving lavishedover the front, and especiallyabout the
principal door; above which, among a wilderness of crumbling
griffins and shamelesslittle boys, I detectedthe date Ò1500,Óand
the name ÒHareton Earnshaw.ÓI would have made a few com-
ments, and requesteda short history of the place from the surly
owner; but his attitude at the door appeared to demand my
speedyentrance,or completedeparture, and I had no desireto ag-
gravate his impatience previous to inspecting the penetralium.

One stop brought us into the family sitting-room, without any
introductory lobby or passage:they call it here ÒthehouseÓpre
eminently. It includes kitchen and parlour, generally; but I believe
at Wuthering Heights the kitchen is forced to retreat altogether
into another quarter: at least I distinguished a chatter of tongues,
and a clatter of culinary utensils, deep within; and I observedno
signsof roasting, boiling, or baking, about the huge fireplace; nor
any glitter of copper saucepansand tin cullenders on the walls.
One end, indeed, reflected splendidly both light and heat from
ranks of immensepewter dishes,interspersedwith silver jugs and
tankards, towering row after row, on a vast oak dresser,to the
very roof. The latter had never been under-drawn: its entire
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anatomy lay bare to an inquiring eye, except where a frame of
wood laden with oatcakes and clusters of legs of beef, mutton,
and ham, concealedit. Above the chimney were sundry villainous
old guns, and a couple of horse-pistols:and, by way of ornament,
three gaudily-painted canistersdisposedalong its ledge.The floor
was of smooth, white stone; the chairs, high-backed, primitive
structures, painted green:one or two heavy black ones lurking in
the shade.In an arch under the dresserreposeda huge, liver-col-
oured bitch pointer, surrounded by a swarm of squealingpuppies;
and other dogs haunted other recesses.

The apartment and furniture would have been nothing ex-
traordinary as belonging to a homely, northern farmer, with a
stubborn countenance,and stalwart limbs set out to advantagein
knee breechesand gaiters. Such an individual seatedin his arm-
chair, his mug of ale frothing on the round table before him, is to
be seenin any circuit of five or six miles among thesehills, if you
go at the right time after dinner. But Mr. Heathcliff forms a sin-
gular contrast to his abode and style of living. He is a dark
skinned gipsy in aspect,in dressand mannersa gentleman:that is,
as much a gentleman as many a country squire: rather slovenly,
perhaps,yet not looking amisswith his negligence,becausehe has
an erect and handsomefigure; and rather morose. Possibly,some
peoplemight suspecthim of a degreeof under-bred pride; I havea
sympathetic chord within that tells me it is nothing of the sort: I
know, by instinct, his reservesprings from an aversion to showy
displays of feeling Ð to manifestations of mutual kindliness. HeÕll
love and hate equally under cover, and esteemit a speciesof im-
pertinence to be loved or hated again. No, IÕmrunning on too
fast: I bestow my own attributes over liberally on him. Mr.
Heathcliff may have entirely dissimilar reasons for keeping his
hand out of the way when he meetsa would-be acquaintance,to
those which actuate me. Let me hope my constitution is almost
peculiar: my dear mother used to say I should never have a com-
fortable home; and only last summer I proved myself perfectly
unworthy of one.

While enjoying a month of fine weather at the seacoast,I was
thrown into the company of a most fascinating creature: a real
goddessin my eyes,as long as shetook no notice of me. I Ònever
told my loveÓvocally; still, if looks have language,the merestidi-
ot might have guessedI was over head and ears: she understood
me at last, and looked a return Ð the sweetestof all imaginable

EMILY BRONTE

3



looks. And what did I do? I confessit with shameÐ shrunk icily
into myself, like a snail; at every glanceretired colder and farther;
till finally the poor innocent was led to doubt her own senses,
and, overwhelmed with confusion at her supposedmistake, per-
suadedher mamma to decamp.By this curious turn of disposition
I have gained the reputation of deliberate heartlessness;how un-
deserved, I alone can appreciate.

I took a seat at the end of the hearthstone opposite that to-
wards which my landlord advanced,and filled up an interval of
silence by attempting to caressthe canine mother, who had left
her nursery, and was sneaking wolfishly to the back of my legs,
her lip curled up, and her white teeth watering for a snatch. My
caress provoked a long, guttural gnarl.

ÒYouÕdbetter let the dog alone,Ógrowled Mr. Heathcliff in
unison, checking fiercer demonstrations with a punch of his foot.
ÒSheÕsnot accustomedto be spoiled Ðnot kept for a pet.ÓThen,
striding to a side door, he shouted again, ÒJosephÓ

Joseph mumbled indistinctly in the depths of the cellar, but
gave no intimation of ascending; so his master dived down to
him, leaving me VIS-A-VIS the ruffianly bitch and a pair of grim
shaggy sheep-dogs,who shared with her a jealous guardianship
over all my movements. Not anxious to come in contact with
their fangs, I sat still; but, imagining they would scarcelyunder-
stand tacit insults, I unfortunately indulged in winking and
making facesat the trio, and someturn of my physiognomy so ir-
ritated madam, that she suddenly broke into a fury and leapt on
my knees. I flung her back, and hastenedto interpose the table
betweenus. This proceedingarousedthe whole hive: half-a-dozen
four-footed fiends, of various sizesand ages,issuedfrom hidden
densto the common centre. I felt my heelsand coat-laps peculiar
subjectsof assault; and parrying off the larger combatants as ef-
fectually as I could with the poker, I was constrained to demand,
aloud, assistancefrom some of the household in re-establishing
peace.

Mr. Heathcliff and his man climbed the cellar stepswith vexa-
tious phlegm: I donÕtthink they moved one second faster than
usual, though the hearth was an absolute tempestof worrying and
yelping. Happily, an inhabitant of the kitchen made more des-
patch: a lusty dame, with tucked-up gown, bare arms, and fire-
flushed cheeks,rushed into the midst of us flourishing a frying-
pan: and usedthat weapon, and her tongue, to suchpurpose, that
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the storm subsidedmagically, and sheonly remained,heaving like
a sea after a high wind, when her master entered on the scene.

ÒWhat the devil is the matter?Óhe asked,eyeingme in a man-
ner that I could ill endure, after this inhospitable treatment.

ÒWhat the devil, indeed!ÓI muttered. ÒTheherd of possessed
swine could have had no worse spirits in them than those animals
of yours, sir. You might as well leavea stranger with a brood of
tigersÓ

ÒTheywonÕtmeddle with personswho touch nothing,Ó he re-
marked, putting the bottle before me, and restoring the displaced
table. ÒThe dogs do right to be vigilant. Take a glass of wine?Ó

ÒNo, thank you.Ó
ÒNot bitten, are you?Ó
ÒIf I had been, I would have set my signet on the biter.Ó

HeathcliffÕs countenance relaxed into a grin.
ÒCome, come,Ó he said, Òyou are flurried, Mr. Lockwood.

Here, take a little wine. Guests are so exceedingly rare in this
housethat I and my dogs, I am willing to own, hardly know how
to receive them. Your health, sir?Ó

I bowed and returned the pledge;beginning to perceivethat it
would be foolish to sit sulking for the misbehaviour of a pack of
curs; besides,I felt loth to yield the fellow further amusementat
my expense; since his humour took that turn. He Ð probably
swayed by prudential consideration of the folly of offending a
good tenant Ð relaxed a little in the laconic style of chipping off
his pronouns and auxiliary verbs, and introduced what he sup-
posed would be a subject of interest to me, a discourse on the
advantagesand disadvantagesof my presentplace of retirement. I
found him very intelligent on the topics we touched; and before I
went home, I was encouragedso far as to volunteer another visit
to-morrow. He evidently wished no repetition of my intrusion. I
shall go, notwithstanding. It is astonishinghow sociableI feel my-
self compared with him.

EMILY BRONTE
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2

YESTERDAY afternoon set in misty and cold. I had half a
mind to spendit by my study fire, insteadof wading through

heath and mud to Wuthering Heights. On coming up from din-
ner, however, (N.B. I dine between twelve and one oÕclock;the
housekeeper,a matronly lady, taken as a fixture along with the
house, could not, or would not, comprehend my request that I
might be servedat five) Ðon mounting the stairs with this lazy in-
tention, and stepping into the room, I saw a servant-girl on her
kneessurrounded by brushesand coal-scuttles,and raising an in-
fernal dust as she extinguished the flames with heapsof cinders.
This spectacledrove me back immediately; I took my hat, and,
after a four-milesÓ walk, arrived at HeathcliffÕsgarden-gatejust
in time to escape the first feathery flakes of a snow-shower.

On that bleak hill-top the earth was hard with a black frost,
and the air made me shiver through every limb. Being unable to
remove the chain, I jumped over, and, running up the flagged
causeway bordered with straggling gooseberry-bushes,knocked
vainly for admittance, till my knuckles tingled and the dogs
howled.

ÒWretchedinmates!ÓI ejaculated,mentally, Òyoudeserveper-
petual isolation from your speciesfor your churlish inhospitality.
At least, I would not keep my doors barred in the day-time. I
donÕtcare Ð I will get in!Ó So resolved, I grasped the latch and
shook it vehemently. Vinegar-faced Joseph projected his head
from a round window of the barn.

ÒWhat are ye for?Ó he shouted. ÒTÓ maisterÕsdown iÓ tÓ
fowld. Go round by thÓ end oÓ tÓ laith, if ye went to spake to
him.Ó

ÒIs there nobody inside to open the door?Ó I hallooed,
responsively.

ÒThereÕsnobbut tÓ missis; and shooÕllnot oppen Òt an ye
makÓ yer flaysome dins till neeght.Ó
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ÒWhy?Cannot you tell her whom I am, eh, Joseph?ÓÒNor-ne
me! IÕll hae no hend wiÕt,Ó muttered the head, vanishing.

The snow began to drive thickly. I seizedthe handle to essay
another trial; when a young man without coat, and shouldering a
pitchfork, appeared in the yard behind. He hailed me to follow
him, and, after marching through a wash-house,and a pavedarea
containing a coal-shed, pump, and pigeon-cot, we at length ar-
rived in the huge,warm, cheerful apartment where I was formerly
received.It glowed delightfully in the radianceof an immensefire,
compounded of coal, peat, and wood; and near the table, laid for
a plentiful eveningmeal, I was pleasedto observethe Òmissis,Óan
individual whose existence I had never previously suspected.I
bowed and waited, thinking she would bid me take a seat. She
looked at me, leaning back in her chair, and remained motionless
and mute.

ÒRough weather!Ó I remarked. ÒIÕmafraid, Mrs. Heathcliff,
the door must bear the consequenceof your servantsÕleisure at-
tendance: I had hard work to make them hear me.Ó

Shenever openedher mouth. I stared Ðshestared also: at any
rate, shekept her eyeson me in a cool, regardlessmanner, exceed-
ingly embarrassing and disagreeable.

ÒSit down,Ó said the young man, gruffly. ÒHeÕll be in soon.Ó
I obeyed; and hemmed, and called the villain Juno, who

deigned, at this secondinterview, to move the extreme tip of her
tail, in token of owning my acquaintance.

ÒA beautiful animal!Ó I commenced again. ÒDo you intend
parting with the little ones, madam?Ó

ÒThey are not mine,Ó said the amiable hostess, more re-
pellingly than Heathcliff himself could have replied.

ÒAh,your favourites are among these?ÓI continued, turning to
an obscure cushion full of something like cats.

ÒA strange choice of favourites!Ó she observed scornfully.
Unluckily, it was a heapof dead rabbits. I hemmedoncemore,

and drew closer to the hearth, repeatingmy comment on the wild-
ness of the evening.

ÒYoushould not havecomeout,Óshesaid, rising and reaching
from the chimney-piece two of the painted canisters.

Her position before was shelteredfrom the light; now, I had a
distinct view of her whole figure and countenance. She was
slender, and apparently scarcely past girlhood: an admirable
form, and the most exquisite little face that I have ever had the
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pleasureof beholding; small features,very fair; flaxen ringlets, or
rather golden, hanging loose on her delicate neck; and eyes,had
they been agreeablein expression, that would have been irresist-
ible: fortunately for my susceptibleheart, the only sentiment they
evinced hovered betweenscorn and a kind of desperation, singu-
larly unnatural to be detectedthere. The canisterswere almost out
of her reach; I madea motion to aid her; sheturned upon me asa
miser might turn if any one attempted to assisthim in counting
his gold.

ÒI donÕtwant your help,Ó she snapped; ÒI can get them for
myself.Ó

ÒI beg your pardon!Ó I hastened to reply.
ÒWereyou asked to tea?Óshedemanded,tying an apron over

her neat black frock, and standing with a spoonful of the leaf
poised over the pot.

ÒI shall be glad to have a cup,Ó I answered.
ÒWere you asked?Ó she repeated.
ÒNo,ÓI said, half smiling. ÒYou are the proper person to ask

me.Ó
Sheflung the tea back, spoon and all, and resumedher chair in

a pet; her forehead corrugated, and her red under-lip pushedout,
like a childÕs ready to cry.

Meanwhile, the young man had slung on to his person a de-
cidedly shabby upper garment, and, erecting himself before the
blaze, looked down on me from the corner of his eyes,for all the
world as if there were somemortal feud unavengedbetweenus. I
began to doubt whether he were a servant or not: his dressand
speechwere both rude, entirely devoid of the superiority observ-
able in Mr. And Mrs. Heathcliff; his thick brown curls were
rough and uncultivated, his whiskers encroachedbearishly over
his cheeks,and his hands were embrowned like those of a com-
mon labourer: still his bearing was free, almost haughty, and he
showed none of a domesticÕsassiduity in attending on the lady of
the house. In the absenceof clear proofs of his condition, I
deemedit best to abstain from noticing his curious conduct; and,
five minutes afterwards, the entranceof Heathcliff relieved me, in
some measure, from my uncomfortable state.

ÒYou see,sir, I am come, according to promise!ÓI exclaimed,
assuming the cheerful; Òand I fear I shall be weather-bound for
half an hour, if you can afford me shelter during that space.Ó

ÒHalf an hour?Ó he said, shaking the white flakes from his
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clothes; ÒI wonder you should selectthe thick of a snow-storm to
ramble about in. Do you know that you run a risk of being lost in
the marshes?People familiar with these moors often miss their
road on such evenings;and I can tell you there is no chanceof a
change at present.Ó

ÒPerhapsI can get a guide among your lads, and he might stay
at the Grange till morning Ð could you spare me one?Ó

ÒNo, I could not.Ó
ÒOh, indeed! Well, then, I must trust to my own sagacity.Ó
ÒUmphÓ
ÒAreyou going to makÓthe tea?Ódemandedhe of the shabby

coat, shifting his ferocious gaze from me to the young lady.
ÒIs HE to have any?Ó she asked, appealing to Heathcliff.
ÒGet it ready, will you?Ówas the answer, uttered so savagely

that I started. The tone in which the words were said revealeda
genuine bad nature. I no longer felt inclined to call Heathcliff a
capital fellow. When the preparations were finished, he invited me
with ÒNow, sir, bring forward your chair.ÓAnd we all, including
the rustic youth, drew round the table: an austeresilenceprevail-
ing while we discussed our meal.

I thought, if I had causedthe cloud, it was my duty to make an
effort to dispel it. They could not every day sit so grim and tacit-
urn; and it was impossible, however ill-tempered they might be,
that the universal scowl they wore was their every-day
countenance.

ÒIt is strange,ÓI began, in the interval of swallowing one cup
of tea and receiving another Òit is strangehow custom can mould
our tastes and ideas: many could not imagine the existence of
happinessin a life of such complete exile from the world as you
spend,Mr. Heathcliff; yet, IÕllventure to say, that, surrounded by
your family, and with your amiable lady as the presiding genius
over your home and heart Ò

ÒMy amiable lady!Ó he interrupted, with an almost diabolical
sneer on his face. ÒWhere is she Ð my amiable lady?Ó

ÒMrs. Heathcliff, your wife, I mean.ÓÒWell, yes Ð oh, you
would intimate that her spirit has taken the post of ministering
angel, and guards the fortunes of Wuthering Heights, even when
her body is gone. Is that it?ÓPerceivingmyself in a blunder, I at-
tempted to correct it. I might have seen there was too great a
disparity between the ages of the parties to make it likely that they
were man and wife. One was about forty: a period of mental
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vigour at which men seldomcherish the delusion of being married
for love by girls: that dream is reservedfor the solaceof our de-
clining years. The other did not look seventeen.

Then it flashed on me ÒTheclown at my elbow, who is drink-
ing his tea out of a basin and eating his broad with unwashed
hands, may be her husband: Heathcliff junior, of course. Here is
the consequenceof being buried alive: she has thrown herself
away upon that boor from sheerignorance that better individuals
existed! A sad pity ÐI must beware how I causeher to regret her
choice.ÓThe last reflection may seemconceited; it was not. My
neighbour struck me as bordering on repulsive; I knew, through
experience, that I was tolerably attractive.

ÒMrs. Heathcliff is my daughter-in-law,Ó said Heathcliff, cor-
roborating my surmise.He turned, as he spoke, a peculiar look in
her direction: a look of hatred; unlesshe has a most perverseset
of facial musclesthat will not, like thoseof other people, interpret
the language of his soul.

ÒAh, certainly Ð I seenow: you are the favoured possessorof
the beneficent fairy,Ó I remarked, turning to my neighbour.

This was worse than before: the youth grew crimson, and
clenched his fist, with every appearanceof a meditated assault.
But he seemedto recollect himself presently, and smothered the
storm in a brutal curse,muttered on my behalf: which, however, I
took care not to notice.

ÒUnhappy in your conjectures, sir,Ó observed my host; Òwe
neither of us have the privilege of owning your good fairy; her
mate is dead. I said she was my daughter-in-law: therefore, she
must have married my son.Ó

ÒAnd this young man isÓ
ÒNot my son, assuredly.Ó
Heathcliff smiled again, as if it were rather too bold a jest to

attribute the paternity of that bear to him.
ÒMy name is Hareton Earnshaw,Ógrowled the other; ÒandIÕd

counsel you to respect itÓ
ÒIÕveshown no disrespect,Ówas my reply, laughing internally

at the dignity with which he announced himself.
He fixed his eyeon me longer than I cared to return the stare,

for fear I might be tempted either to box his earsor render my hil-
arity audible. I began to feel unmistakably out of place in that
pleasant family circle. The dismal spiritual atmosphereovercame,
and more than neutralised, the glowing physical comforts round
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me; and I resolved to be cautious how I ventured under those
rafters a third time.

The businessof eating being concluded, and no one uttering a
word of sociable conversation, I approached a window to exam-
ine the weather. A sorrowful sight I saw: dark night coming down
prematurely, and sky and hills mingled in one bitter whirl of wind
and suffocating snow.

ÒI donÕtthink it possible for me to get home now without a
guide,ÓI could not help exclaiming. ÒThe roads will be buried
already; and, if they were bare, I could scarcelydistinguish a foot
in advance.Ó

ÒHareton,drive thosedozensheepinto the barn porch. TheyÕll
be covered if left in the fold all night: and put a plank before
them,Ó said Heathcliff.

ÒHow must I do?Ó I continued, with rising irritation.
There was no reply to my question; and on looking round I

saw only Josephbringing in a pail of porridge for the dogs, and
Mrs. Heathcliff leaning over the fire, diverting herself with burn-
ing a bundle of matcheswhich had fallen from the chimney-piece
as she restored the tea-canisterto its place. The former, when he
had depositedhis burden, took a critical survey of the room, and
in cracked tones grated out ÒAw wonder how yah can faishion to
stand thear iÓ idlenessun war, when all on Òemsgoan out! Bud
yahÕrea nowt, and itÕsno usetalking ÐyahÕllniver mend oÕyerill
ways, but goa raight to tÓ divil, like yer mother afore yeÓ

I imagined, for a moment, that this pieceof eloquencewas ad-
dressedto me; and, sufficiently enraged,steppedtowards the aged
rascal with an intention of kicking him out of the door. Mrs.
Heathcliff, however, checked me by her answer.

ÒYou scandalous old hypocrite!Ó she replied. ÒAre you not
afraid of being carried away bodily, whenever you mention the
devilÕsname?I warn you to refrain from provoking me, or IÕllask
your abduction as a specialfavour! Stop! Look here, Joseph,Óshe
continued, taking a long, dark book from a shelf; ÒIÕllshow you
how far IÕveprogressedin the Black Art: I shall soon be compet-
ent to make a clear houseof it. The red cow didnÕtdie by chance;
and your rheumatism can hardly be reckoned among providential
visitationsÓ

ÒOh, wicked, wicked!Ó gaspedthe elder; Òmaythe Lord deliv-
er us from evilÓ

ÒNo, reprobate! You are a castaway Ð be off, or IÕllhurt you
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seriously! IÕllhaveyou all modelled in wax and clay! And the first
who passesthe limits I fix shall Ð IÕllnot say what he shall be
done to Ð but, youÕll see! Go, IÕm looking at youÓ

The little witch put a mock malignity into her beautiful eyes,
and Joseph,trembling with sincerehorror, hurried out, praying,
and ejaculating ÒwickedÓas he went. I thought her conduct must
be prompted by a speciesof dreary fun; and, now that we were
alone, I endeavoured to interest her in my distress.

ÒMrs. Heathcliff,Ó I said earnestly, Òyou must excuseme for
troubling you. I presume, because,with that face, IÕmsure you
cannot help being good-hearted.Do point out somelandmarks by
which I may know my way home: I haveno more idea how to get
there than you would have how to get to LondonÓ

ÒTakethe road you came,Ósheanswered,ensconcingherself in
a chair, with a candle, and the long book open before her. ÒIt is
brief advice, but as sound as I can give.Ó

ÒThen,if you hear of me being discovereddead in a bog or a
pit full of snow, your consciencewonÕtwhisper that it is partly
your fault?Ó

ÒHow so?I cannot escort you. They wouldnÕtlet me go to the
end of the garden wall.Ó

ÒYOU! I should be sorry to ask you to crossthe threshold, for
my convenience,on such a night,Ó I cried. ÒI want you to tell me
my way, not to SHOW it: or else to persuadeMr. Heathcliff to
give me a guide.Ó

ÒWho? There is himself, Earnshaw, Zillah, Joseph and I.
Which would you have?Ó

ÒAre there no boys at the farm?Ó ÒNo; those are all.Ó
ÒThen,it follows that I am compelled to stay.ÓÒThatyou may

settlewith your host. I havenothing to do with it.Ó ÒIhope it will
be a lessonto you to make no more rash journeys on thesehills,Ó
cried HeathcliffÕsstern voice from the kitchen entrance. ÒAs to
staying here, I donÕtkeep accommodations for visitors: you must
sharea bed with Hareton or Joseph,if you do.ÓÒI can sleepon a
chair in this room,Ó I replied.

ÒNo, no! A stranger is a stranger,be he rich or poor: it will not
suit me to permit any one the range of the place while I am off
guard!Ó said the unmannerly wretch.

With this insult my patiencewas at an end. I uttered an expres-
sion of disgust, and pushed past him into the yard, running
against Earnshaw in my haste. It was so dark that I could not see
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the meansof exit; and, as I wandered round, I heard another spe-
cimen of their civil behaviour amongst each other. At first the
young man appeared about to befriend me.

ÒIÕll go with him as far as the park,Ó he said.
ÒYouÕll go with him to hell!Ó exclaimed his master, or

whatever relation he bore. ÒAnd who is to look after the horses,
eh?Ó

ÒA manÕslife is of more consequencethan one eveningÕsneg-
lect of the horses: somebody must go,Ó murmured Mrs.
Heathcliff, more kindly than I expected.

ÒNot at your command!Óretorted Hareton. ÒIf you set store
on him, youÕd better be quiet.Ó

ÒThenI hope his ghost will haunt you; and I hope Mr. Heath-
cliff will never get another tenant till the Grange is a ruin,Ó she
answered, sharply.

ÒHearken,hearken, shooÕscursing on Ôem!Ómuttered Joseph,
towards whom I had been steering.

He sat within earshot, milking the cows by the light of a lan-
tern, which I seized unceremoniously, and, calling out that I
would send it back on the morrow, rushed to the nearest postern.

ÒMaister, maister, heÕsstaling tÓ lanthern!Ó shouted the an-
cient, pursuing my retreat. ÒHey, Gnasher! Hey, dog! Hey Wolf,
holld him, holld himÓ

On opening the little door, two hairy monsters flew at my
throat, bearing me down, and extinguishing the light; while a
mingled guffaw from Heathcliff and Hareton put the copestone
on my rage and humiliation. Fortunately, the beastsseemedmore
bent on stretching their paws, and yawning, and flourishing their
tails, than devouring me alive; but they would suffer no resurrec-
tion, and I was forced to lie till their malignant masterspleasedto
deliver me: then, hatlessand trembling with wrath, I ordered the
miscreants to let me out Ð on their peril to keep me one minute
longer Ðwith severalincoherent threats of retaliation that, in their
indefinite depth of virulency, smacked of King Lear.

The vehemenceof my agitation brought on a copious bleeding
at the nose,and still Heathcliff laughed,and still I scolded.I donÕt
know what would have concluded the scene,had there not been
one person at hand rather more rational than myself, and more
benevolent than my entertainer. This was Zillah, the stout house-
wife; who at length issuedforth to inquire into the nature of the
uproar. She thought that some of them had been laying violent
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handson me; and, not daring to attack her master, sheturned her
vocal artillery against the younger scoundrel.

ÒWell, Mr. Earnshaw,Óshecried, ÒI wonder what youÕllhave
agait next? Are we going to murder folk on our very door-stones?
I seethis house will never do for me Ð look at tÓ poor lad, heÕs
fair choking! Wisht, wisht; you munÕnÕtgo on so. Come in, and
IÕll cure that: there now, hold ye still.Ó

With these words she suddenly splasheda pint of icy water
down my neck, and pulled me into the kitchen. Mr. Heathcliff
followed, his accidental merriment expiring quickly in his habitu-
al moroseness.

I was sick exceedingly, and dizzy, and faint; and thus com-
pelled perforce to accept lodgings under his roof. He told Zillah
to give me a glass of brandy, and then passedon to the inner
room; while shecondoled with me on my sorry predicament, and
having obeyed his orders, whereby I was somewhat revived,
ushered me to bed.
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WHILE leading the way upstairs, she recommended that I
should hide the candle, and not make a noise; for her mas-

ter had an odd notion about the chamber she would put me in,
and never let anybody lodge there willingly. I asked the reason.
Shedid not know, she answered:she had only lived there a year
or two; and they had so many queer goings on, shecould not be-
gin to be curious.

Too stupefied to be curious myself, I fastened my door and
glanced round for the bed. The whole furniture consisted of a
chair, a clothes-press,and a large oak case,with squarescut out
near the top resemblingcoach windows. Having approached this
structure, I looked inside, and perceivedit to be a singular sort of
old fashionedcouch, very conveniently designedto obviate the ne-
cessityfor every member of the family having a room to himself.
In fact, it formed a little closet, and the ledgeof a window, which
it enclosed,servedas a table. I slid back the panelled sides,got in
with my light, pulled them together again, and felt secureagainst
the vigilance of Heathcliff, and every one else.

The ledge, where I placed my candle, had a few mildewed
books piled up in one corner; and it was covered with writing
scratchedon the paint. This writing, however, was nothing but a
name repeated in all kinds of characters, large and small Ð
CATHERINE EARNSHAW, here and there varied to
CATHERINE HEATHCLIFF, and then again to CATHERINE
LINTON.

In vapid listlessnessI leant my head against the window, and
continued spelling over Catherine Earnshaw Ð Heathcliff Ð Lin-
ton, till my eyesclosed;but they had not restedfive minutes when
a glare of white letters started from the dark, asvivid asspectresÐ
the air swarmed with Catherines;and rousing myself to dispel the
obtrusive name, I discoveredmy candlewick reclining on one of
the antique volumes, and perfuming the place with an odour of
roasted calf-skin. I snuffed it off, and, very ill at easeunder the
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influence of cold and lingering nausea,sat up and spreadopen the
injured tome on my knee. It was a Testament, in lean type, and
smelling dreadfully musty: a fly-leaf bore the inscription
ÒCatherineEarnshaw, her book,Ó and a date some quarter of a
century back. I shut it, and took up another and another, till I had
examined all. CatherineÕslibrary was select,and its state of dilap-
idation proved it to have been well used, though not altogether
for a legitimate purpose: scarcelyone chapter had escaped,a pen-
and-ink commentary Ð at least the appearanceof one Ð covering
every morsel of blank that the printer had left. Some were de-
tached sentences;other parts took the form of a regular diary,
scrawled in an unformed, childish hand. At the top of an extra
page (quite a treasure, probably, when first lighted on) I was
greatly amused to behold an excellent caricature of my friend
Joseph, rudely, yet powerfully sketched. An immediate interest
kindled within me for the unknown Catherine, and I beganforth-
with to decipher her faded hieroglyphics.

ÒAn awful Sunday,Ócommenced the paragraph beneath. ÒI
wish my father were back again. Hindley is a detestablesubstitute
Ð his conduct to Heathcliff is atrocious Ð H. and I are going to
rebel Ð we took our initiatory step this evening.

ÒAll day had been flooding with rain; we could not go to
church, so Josephmust needsget up a congregation in the garret;
and, while Hindley and his wife baskeddownstairs before a com-
fortable fire Ðdoing anything but reading their Bibles, IÕllanswer
for it ÐHeathcliff, myself, and the unhappy ploughboy were com-
manded to take our prayer-books, and mount: we were ranged in
a row, on a sackof corn, groaning and shivering, and hoping that
Josephwould shiver too, so that he might give us a short homily
for his own sake. A vain idea! The service lasted precisely three
hours; and yet my brother had the face to exclaim, when he saw
us descending,ÒWhat, done already?ÓOn Sunday eveningswe
usedto be permitted to play, if we did not make much noise;now
a mere titter is sufficient to send us into corners.

ÒYou forget you have a master here,Ósaysthe tyrant. ÒIÕllde-
molish the first who puts me out of temper! I insist on perfect
sobriety and silence.Oh, boy! Was that you? Francesdarling, pull
his hair as you go by: I heard him snap his fingers.Ó Frances
pulled his hair heartily, and then went and seatedherself on her
husbandÕsknee, and there they were, like two babies,kissing and
talking nonsenseby the hour Ð foolish palaver that we should be
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ashamedof. We made ourselvesas snug as our meansallowed in
the arch of the dresser.I had just fastenedour pinafores together,
and hung them up for a curtain, when in comesJoseph,on an er-
rand from the stables.He tears down my handiwork, boxes my
ears, and croaks:

ÒTÓmaister nobbut just buried, and Sabbath not oÕered,und
tÓ sound oÓ tÓ gospel still iÓ yer lugs, and ye darr be laiking!
Shameon ye! Sit ye down, ill childer! ThereÕsgood books eneugh
if yeÕll read Ôem: sit ye down, and think oÓ yer sowls!Ó

ÒSayingthis, he compelled us so to square our positions that
we might receive from the far-off fire a dull ray to show us the
text of the lumber he thrust upon us. I could not bear the employ-
ment. I took my dingy volume by the scroop, and hurled it into
the dog kennel, vowing I hated a good book. Heathcliff kicked his
to the same place. Then there was a hubbub!

ÒMaister Hindley!Ó shouted our chaplain. ÒMaister, coom
hither! Miss CathyÕsriven thÓ back off ÒThÓHelmet oÓ Salva-
tion,Ó unÓ HeathcliffÕspawsed his fit into tÓ first part oÓ ÒTÓ
Brooad Way to Destruction!Ó ItÕsfair flaysome that ye let Ôemgo
on this gait. Ech! ThÓowd man wad haÓlacedÔemproperly Ðbut
heÕs goan!Ó

ÒHindley hurried up from his paradiseon the hearth, and seiz-
ing one of us by the collar, and the other by the arm, hurled both
into the back-kitchen; where, Joseph asseverated,Òowd Nick
would fetch us as sure as we were living: and, so comforted, we
each sought a separatenook to await his advent. I reached this
book, and a pot of ink from a shelf, and pushed the house-door
ajar to give me light, and I have got the time on with writing for
twenty minutes; but my companion is impatient, and proposes
that we should appropriate the dairywomanÕscloak, and have a
scamperon the moors, under its shelter. A pleasant suggestionÐ
and then, if the surly old man come in, he may believehis proph-
ecyverified Ðwe cannot be damper, or colder, in the rain than we
are here.Ó

I supposeCatherine fulfilled her project, for the next sentence
took up another subject: she waxed lachrymose.

ÒHow little did I dream that Hindley would ever make me cry
so!Óshe wrote. ÒMy head aches,till I cannot keep it on the pil-
low; and still I canÕtgive over. Poor Heathcliff! Hindley calls him
a vagabond, and wonÕtlet him sit with us, nor eat with us any
more; and, he says,he and I must not play together, and threatens
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to turn him out of the house if we break his orders. He has been
blaming our father (how dared he?) for treating H. too liberally;
and swears he will reduce him to his right placeÓ

I began to nod drowsily over the dim page: my eye wandered
from manuscript to print. I saw a red ornamented title ÒSeventy
Times Seven,and the First of the Seventy-First.ÓA Pious Dis-
course delivered by the Reverend Jabez Branderham, in the
Chapel of Gimmerden Sough.ÓAnd while I was, halfconsciously,
worrying my brain to guesswhat JabezBranderham would make
of his subject, I sank back in bed, and fell asleep.Alas, for the ef-
fects of bad tea and bad temper! What elsecould it be that made
me passsucha terrible night? I donÕtrememberanother that I can
at all compare with it since I was capable of suffering.

I began to dream, almost before I ceasedto be sensibleof my
locality. I thought it was morning; and I had set out on my way
home, with Josephfor a guide. The snow lay yards deep in our
road; and, as we floundered on, my companion wearied me with
constant reproaches that I had not brought a pilgrimÕs staff:
telling me that I could never get into the housewithout one, and
boastfully flourishing a heavy-headedcudgel, which I understood
to be so denominated. For a moment I consideredit absurd that I
should needsucha weapon to gain admittance into my own resid-
ence.Then a new idea flashed acrossme. I was not going there:
we were journeying to hear the famous JabezBranderhampreach,
from the text ÒSeventyTimes Seven;Óand either Joseph, the
preacher,or I had committed the ÒFirstof the Seventy-First,Óand
were to be publicly exposed and excommunicated.

We came to the chapel. I have passedit really in my walks,
twice or thrice; it lies in a hollow, between two hills: an elevated
hollow, near a swamp, whose peaty moisture is said to answer all
the purposes of embalming on the few corpsesdeposited there.
The roof has beenkept whole hitherto; but as the clergymanÕssti-
pend is only twenty pounds per annum, and a house with two
rooms, threatening speedily to determine into one, no clergyman
will undertake the duties of pastor: especiallyas it is currently re-
ported that his flock would rather let him starve than increasethe
living by one penny from their own pockets. However, in my
dream, Jabez had a full and attentive congregation; and he
preached Ð good God! What a sermon; divided into FOUR
HUNDRED AND NINETY parts, eachfully equal to an ordinary
addressfrom the pulpit, and eachdiscussinga separatesin! Where
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he searchedfor them, I cannot tell. He had his private manner of
interpreting the phrase, and it seemed necessary the brother
should sin different sinson everyoccasion.They were of the most
curious character: odd transgressions that I never imagined
previously.

Oh, how weary I grow. How I writhed, and yawned, and nod-
ded, and revived! How I pinched and pricked myself, and rubbed
my eyes,and stood up, and sat down again, and nudgedJosephto
inform me if he would EVER have done. I was condemned to
hear all out: finally, he reachedthe ÒFIRSTOF THE SEVENTY
FIRST.ÓAt that crisis, a sudden inspiration descendedon me; I
was moved to rise and denounceJabezBranderham as the sinner
of the sin that no Christian need pardon.

ÒSir,ÓI exclaimed, Òsitting here within thesefour walls, at one
stretch, I have endured and forgiven the four hundred and ninety
headsof your discourse.Seventytimes seventimes have I plucked
up my hat and been about to depart Ð Seventytimes seventimes
have you preposterously forced me to resumemy seat. The four
hundred and ninety-first is too much. Fellow-martyrs, have at
him! Drag him down, and crush him to atoms, that the place
which knows him may know him no moreÓ

ÒTHOU ART THE MAN!Ó cried Jabez,after a solemn pause,
leaning over his cushion. ÒSeventytimes seventimes didst thou
gapingly contort thy visageÐseventytimes sevendid I take coun-
sel with my soul Ð Lo, this is human weakness:this also may be
absolved!The First of the Seventy-Firstis come.Brethren, execute
upon him the judgment written. Such honour have all His saintsÓ

With that concluding word, the whole assembly,exalting their
pilgrimÕsstaves, rushed round me in a body; and I, having no
weapon to raise in self-defence, commenced grappling with
Joseph,my nearest and most ferocious assailant, for his. In the
confluence of the multitude, several clubs crossed;blows, aimed
at me, fell on other sconces.Presentlythe whole chapel resounded
with rappings and counter rappings: every manÕshand was
against his neighbour; and Branderham, unwilling to remain idle,
poured forth his zeal in a shower of loud taps on the boards of
the pulpit, which responded so smartly that, at last, to my un-
speakable relief, they woke me. And what was it that had
suggestedthe tremendous tumult? What had played JabezÕspart
in the row? Merely the branch of a fir-tree that touched my lattice
as the blast wailed by, and rattled its dry conesagainst the panes!
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I listened doubtingly an instant; detected the disturber, then
turned and dozed, and dreamt again: if possible, still more dis-
agreeably than before.

This time, I rememberedI was lying in the oak closet, and I
heard distinctly the gusty wind, and the driving of the snow; I
heard, also, the fir bough repeat its teasingsound, and ascribedit
to the right cause:but it annoyed me so much, that I resolved to
silence it, if possible; and, I thought, I rose and endeavouredto
unhasp the casement.The hook was soldered into the staple: a
circumstanceobservedby me when awake, but forgotten. ÒI must
stop it, nevertheless!ÓI muttered, knocking my knuckles through
the glass, and stretching an arm out to seize the importunate
branch; instead of which, my fingers closed on the fingers of a
little, ice-cold hand! The intense horror of nightmare came over
me: I tried to draw back my arm, but the hand clung to it, and a
most melancholy voice sobbed,ÒLetme in Ðlet me in!Ó ÒWhoare
you?Ó I asked, struggling, meanwhile, to disengage myself.
ÒCatherine Linton,Ó it replied, shiveringly (why did I think of
LINTON? I had read EARNSHAW twenty times for Linton) r
ÒIÕmcome home: IÕdlost my way on the moor!Ó As it spoke, I
discerned,obscurely, a childÕsface looking through the window.
Terror made me cruel; and, finding it uselessto attempt shaking
the creature off, I pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, and
rubbed it to and fro till the blood ran down and soakedthe bed-
clothes: still it wailed, ÒLet me in!Ó and maintained its tenacious
gripe, almost maddening me with fear. ÒHow can I!Ó I said at
length. ÒLetME go, if you want me to let you in!Ó The fingers re-
laxed, I snatchedmine through the hole, hurriedly piled the books
up in a pyramid against it, and stopped my ears to exclude the
lamentable prayer. I seemedto keep them closedabove a quarter
of an hour; yet, the instant I listened again, there was the doleful
cry moaning on! ÒBegone!ÓI shouted.ÒIÕllnever let you in, not if
you beg for twenty years.ÓÒIt is twenty years,Ómourned the
voice: Òtwenty years. IÕvebeena waif for twenty years!ÓThereat
begana feeblescratching outside, and the pile of books moved as
if thrust forward. I tried to jump up; but could not stir a limb;
and so yelled aloud, in a frenzy of fright. To my confusion, I dis-
covered the yell was not ideal: hasty footsteps approached my
chamber door; somebody pushed it open, with a vigorous hand,
and a light glimmered through the squaresat the top of the bed. I
sat shuddering yet, and wiping the perspiration from my
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forehead: the intruder appearedto hesitate,and muttered to him-
self. At last, he said, in a half-whisper, plainly not expecting an
answer,ÒIsany one here?ÓI consideredit best to confessmy pres-
ence;for I knew HeathcliffÕsaccents,and feared he might search
further, if I kept quiet. With this intention, I turned and opened
the panels. I shall not soon forget the effect my action produced.

Heathcliff stood near the entrance, in his shirt and trousers;
with a candle dripping over his fingers, and his face as white as
the wall behind him. The first creak of the oak startled him like
an electric shock: the light leaped from his hold to a distance of
somefeet, and his agitation was so extreme, that he could hardly
pick it up.

ÒIt is only your guest, sir,Ó I called out, desirous to sparehim
the humiliation of exposinghis cowardice further. ÒIhad the mis-
fortune to screamin my sleep,owing to a frightful nightmare. IÕm
sorry I disturbed you.Ó

ÒOh, God confound you, Mr. Lockwood! I wish you were at
the r Òcommencedmy host, setting the candle on a chair, because
he found it impossible to hold it steady. ÒAnd who showed you
up into this room?Ó he continued, crushing his nails into his
palms, and grinding his teeth to subduethe maxillary convulsions.
ÒWhowas it? IÕvea good mind to turn them out of the housethis
moment?Ó

ÒIt was your servant Zillah,Ó I replied, flinging myself on to
the floor, and rapidly resumingmy garments.ÒIshould not care if
you did, Mr. Heathcliff; she richly deservesit. I supposethat she
wanted to get another proof that the placewas haunted, at my ex-
pense.Well, it is Ð swarming with ghosts and goblins! You have
reasonin shutting it up, I assureyou. No one will thank you for a
doze in such a denÓ

ÒWhat do you mean?Óasked Heathcliff, Òand what are you
doing? Lie down and finish out the night, since you ARE here;
but, for heavenÕssake! DonÕtrepeat that horrid noise: nothing
could excuse it, unless you were having your throat cutÓ

ÒIf the little fiend had got in at the window, she probably
would have strangled me!ÓI returned. ÒIÕmnot going to endure
the persecutionsof your hospitable ancestorsagain. Was not the
Reverend JabezBranderham akin to you on the motherÕsside?
And that minx, Catherine Linton, or Earnshaw, or however she
was called Ðshemust have beena changelingÐwicked little soul!
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Shetold me shehad beenwalking the earth thesetwenty years:a
just punishment for her mortal transgressions, IÕve no doubtÓ

Scarcelywere thesewords uttered when I recollected the asso-
ciation of HeathcliffÕswith CatherineÕsname in the book, which
had completely slipped from my memory, till thus awakened. I
blushed at my inconsideration: but, without showing further con-
sciousnessof the offence, I hastenedto add ÒThe truth is, sir, I
passedthe first part of the night in ÒHereI stoppedafreshÐI was
about to sayÒperusingthoseold volumes,Óthen it would havere-
vealed my knowledge of their written, as well as their printed,
contents; so, correcting myself, I went on Òin spelling over the
name scratched on that window-ledge. A monotonous occupa-
tion, calculated to set me asleep, like counting, or

ÒWhat CAN you mean by talking in this way to ME!Ó
thundered Heathcliff with savagevehemence.ÒHow Ðhow DARE
you, under my roof? God! HeÕsmad to speakso!ÓAnd he struck
his forehead with rage.

I did not know whether to resent this languageor pursue my
explanation; but he seemedso powerfully affected that I took pity
and proceededwith my dreams; affirming I had never heard the
appellation of ÒCatherine LintonÓ before, but reading it often
over produced an impression which personified itself when I had
no longer my imagination under control. Heathcliff gradually fell
back into the shelterof the bed, as I spoke; finally sitting down al-
most concealedbehind it. I guessed,however, by his irregular and
intercepted breathing, that he struggled to vanquish an excessof
violent emotion. Not liking to show him that I had heard the con-
flict, I continued my toilette rather noisily, looked at my watch,
and soliloquised on the length of the night: ÒNot three oÕclock
yet! I could have taken oath it had beensix. Time stagnateshere:
we must surely have retired to rest at eightÓ

ÒAlwaysat nine in winter, and rise at four,Ó said my host, sup-
pressing a groan: and, as I fancied, by the motion of his armÕs
shadow, dashing a tear from his eyes.ÒMr. Lockwood,Ó he ad-
ded, Òyou may go into my room: youÕll only be in the way,
coming down stairs so early: and your childish outcry has sent
sleep to the devil for me.Ó

ÒAndfor me, too,ÓI replied. ÒIÕllwalk in the yard till daylight,
and then IÕllbe off; and you neednot dread a repetition of my in-
trusion. IÕmnow quite cured of seekingpleasurein society, be it
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country or town. A sensibleman ought to find sufficient company
in himself.Ó

ÒDelightful company!Ómuttered Heathcliff. ÒTakethe candle,
and go where you please.I shall join you directly. Keepout of the
yard, though, the dogs are unchained; and the house Ð Juno
mounts sentinel there, and Ðnay, you can only ramble about the
steps and passages. But, away with you! IÕll come in two minutesÓ

I obeyed,so far as to quit the chamber; when, ignorant where
the narrow lobbies led, I stood still, and was witness, involuntar-
ily, to a piece of superstition on the part of my landlord which
belied, oddly, his apparent sense.He got on to the bed, and
wrenched open the lattice, bursting, as he pulled at it, into an un-
controllable passion of tears. ÒComein! Come in!Ó he sobbed.
ÒCathy,do come.Oh, do ÐONCE more! Oh! My heartÕsdarling!
Hear me THIS time, Catherine, at last!Ó The spectre showed a
spectreÕsordinary caprice: it gave no sign of being; but the snow
and wind whirled wildly through, even reaching my station, and
blowing out the light.

There was such anguish in the gush of grief that accompanied
this raving, that my compassionmade me overlook its folly, and I
drew off, half angry to have listened at all, and vexed at having
related my ridiculous nightmare, since it produced that agony;
though WHY was beyond my comprehension. I descendedcau-
tiously to the lower regions, and landed in the back-kitchen,
where a gleam of fire, raked compactly together, enabled me to
rekindle my candle. Nothing was stirring except a brindled, grey
cat, which crept from the ashes,and saluted me with a querulous
mew.

Two benches,shapedin sectionsof a circle, nearly enclosedthe
hearth; on one of theseI stretched myself, and Grimalkin moun-
ted the other. We were both of us nodding ere any one invaded
our retreat, and then it was Joseph,shuffling down a wooden lad-
der that vanished in the roof, through a trap: the ascent to his
garret, I suppose.He casta sinister look at the little flame which I
had enticed to play betweenthe ribs, swept the cat from its eleva-
tion, and bestowing himself in the vacancy, commenced the
operation of stuffing a three-inch pipe with tobacco. My presence
in his sanctum was evidently esteemeda piece of impudence too
shameful for remark: he silently applied the tube to his lips, fol-
ded his arms, and puffed away. I let him enjoy the luxury

EMILY BRONTE

23



unannoyed; and after sucking out his last wreath, and heaving a
profound sigh, he got up, and departed as solemnly as he came.

A more elastic footstep entered next; and now I opened my
mouth for a Ògood-morning,Óbut closed it again, the salutation
unachieved; for Hareton Earnshaw was performing his orison
SOTTO VOCE, in a seriesof cursesdirected against every object
he touched, while he rummaged a corner for a spadeor shovel to
dig through the drifts. He glanced over the back of the bench,
dilating his nostrils, and thought as little of exchanging civilities
with me as with my companion the cat. I guessed,by his prepara-
tions, that egresswas allowed, and, leaving my hard couch, made
a movement to follow him. He noticed this, and thrust at an inner
door with the end of his spade, intimating by an inarticulate
sound that there was the place where I must go, if I changedmy
locality.

It openedinto the house,where the femaleswere already astir;
Zillah urging flakes of flame up the chimney with a colossal bel-
lows; and Mrs. Heathcliff, kneeling on the hearth, reading a book
by the aid of the blaze. Sheheld her hand interposed betweenthe
furnace-heat and her eyes,and seemedabsorbed in her occupa-
tion; desisting from it only to chide the servant for covering her
with sparks, or to push away a dog, now and then, that snoozled
its noseoverforwardly into her face. I was surprised to seeHeath-
cliff there also. He stood by the fire, his back towards me, just
finishing a stormy scenewith poor Zillah; who ever and anon in-
terrupted her labour to pluck up the corner of her apron, and
heave an indignant groan.

ÒAndyou, you worthless Òhebroke out as I entered,turning to
his daughter-in-law, and employing an epithet as harmless as
duck, or sheep,but generally representedby a dash . ÒThereyou
are, at your idle tricks again! The rest of them do earn their bread
Ð you live on my charity! Put your trash away, and find
something to do. You shall pay me for the plague of having you
eternally in my sight Ð do you hear, damnable jade?Ó

ÒIÕllput my trash away, becauseyou can make me if I refuse,Ó
answeredthe young lady, closing her book, and throwing it on a
chair. ÒBut IÕllnot do anything, though you should swear your
tongue out, except what I pleaseÓ

Heathcliff lifted his hand, and the speaker sprang to a safer
distance, obviously acquainted with its weight. Having no desire
to be entertained by a cat-and-dog combat, I stepped forward
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briskly, as if eagerto partake the warmth of the hearth, and inno-
cent of any knowledge of the interrupted dispute. Each had
enough decorum to suspendfurther hostilities: Heathcliff placed
his fists, out of temptation, in his pockets; Mrs. Heathcliff curled
her lip, and walked to a seat far off, where shekept her word by
playing the part of a statueduring the remainder of my stay. That
was not long. I declined joining their breakfast, and, at the first
gleam of dawn, took an opportunity of escapinginto the free air,
now clear, and still, and cold as impalpable ice.

My landlord halloed for me to stop ere I reachedthe bottom of
the garden, and offered to accompanyme acrossthe moor. It was
well he did, for the whole hill-back was one billowy, white ocean;
the swells and falls not indicating corresponding risesand depres-
sions in the ground: many pits, at least, were filled to a level; and
entire rangesof mounds, the refuse of the quarries, blotted from
the chart which my yesterdayÕswalk left pictured in my mind. I
had remarked on one side of the road, at intervals of six or seven
yards, a line of upright stones, continued through the whole
length of the barren: thesewere erectedand daubed with lime on
purpose to serveas guides in the dark, and also when a fall, like
the present,confounded the deepswampson either hand with the
firmer path: but, exceptinga dirty dot pointing up hereand there,
all traces of their existence had vanished: and my companion
found it necessaryto warn me frequently to steer to the right or
left, when I imagined I was following, correctly, the windings of
the road.

We exchangedlittle conversation,and he halted at the entrance
of Thrushcross Park, saying, I could make no error there. Our
adieux were limited to a hasty bow, and then I pushed forward,
trusting to my own resources;for the porterÕslodge is untenanted
asyet. The distancefrom the gate to the grangeis two miles; I be-
lieve I managedto make it four, what with losing myself among
the trees, and sinking up to the neck in snow: a predicament
which only those who have experiencedit can appreciate.At any
rate, whatever were my wanderings, the clock chimed twelve as I
enteredthe house;and that gaveexactly an hour for everymile of
the usual way from Wuthering Heights.

My human fixture and her satellitesrushedto welcomeme; ex-
claiming, tumultuously, they had completely given me up:
everybody conjectured that I perished last night; and they were
wondering how they must set about the searchfor my remains. I

EMILY BRONTE

25



bid them be quiet, now that they saw me returned, and, be-
numbed to my very heart, I dragged up-stairs; whence, after
putting on dry clothes, and pacing to and fro thirty or forty
minutes, to restore the animal heat, I adjourned to my study,
feeble as a kitten: almost too much so to enjoy the cheerful fire
and smoking coffee which the servant had prepared for my
refreshment.
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WHAT vain weathercockswe are! I, who had determined to
hold myself independent of all social intercourse, and

thanked my stars that, at length, I had lighted on a spot where it
was next to impracticable Ð I, weak wretch, after maintaining till
dusk a strugglewith low spirits and solitude, was finally compelled
to strike my colours; and under pretence of gaining information
concerningthe necessitiesof my establishment,I desiredMrs. Dean,
when shebrought in supper, to sit down while I ate it; hoping sin-
cerely she would prove a regular gossip, and either rouse me to
animation or lull me to sleep by her talk.

ÒYou have lived here a considerabletime,Ó I commenced;Òdid
you not say sixteen years?

ÒEighteen,sir: I camewhen the mistresswas married, to wait on
her; after she died, the master retained me for his housekeeper.Ó

ÒIndeed.Ó
There ensueda pause. She was not a gossip, I feared; unless

about her own affairs, and those could hardly interest me.
However, having studied for an interval, with a fist on either knee,
and a cloud of meditation over her ruddy countenance,sheejacu-
lated ÒAh, times are greatly changed since thenÓ

ÒYes,ÓI remarked, ÒyouÕveseen a good many alterations, I
suppose?Ó

ÒI have: and troubles tooÓ she said.
ÒOh, IÕllturn the talk on my landlordÕsfamily!Ó I thought to

myself. ÒA good subject to start! And that pretty girl-widow, I
should like to know her history: whether she be a native of the
country, or, as is more probable, an exotic that the surly
INDIGENAE will not recognise for kin.Ó With this intention I
askedMrs. Dean why Heathcliff let ThrushcrossGrange, and pre-
ferred living in a situation and residenceso much inferior. ÒIshe
not rich enough to keep the estate in good order?Ó I inquired.

ÒRich,sir!Ó shereturned. ÒHehas nobody knows what money,
and every year it increases.Yes, yes, heÕsrich enough to live in a
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finer housethan this: but heÕsvery near Ðclose-handed;and, if he
had meant to flit to ThrushcrossGrange, as soon as he heard of a
good tenant he could not haveborne to missthe chanceof getting a
few hundreds more. It is strangepeople should be so greedy,when
they are alone in the worldÓ

ÒHe had a son, it seems?Ó
ÒYes,he had one Ð he is dead.ÓÒAnd that young lady, Mrs.

Heathcliff, is his widow?Ó ÒYes.Ó
ÒWheredid shecomefrom originally?ÓÒWhy,sir, sheis my late

masterÕsdaughter: Catherine Linton was her maiden name. I
nursed her, poor thing! I did wish Mr. Heathcliff would remove
here, and then we might have beentogether again.ÓÒWhat! Cath-
erine Linton?Ó I exclaimed, astonished. But a minuteÕsreflection
convincedme it was not my ghostly Catherine. Then,ÓI continued,
Òmy predecessorÕs name was Linton?Ó ÒIt was.Ó

ÒAndwho is that Earnshaw:Hareton Earnshaw,who lives with
Mr. Heathcliff? Are they relations?Ó

ÒNo; he is the late Mrs. LintonÕsnephew.ÓÒTheyoung ladyÕs
cousin, then?ÓÒYes;and her husband was her cousin also: one on
the motherÕs,the other on the fatherÕsside: Heathcliff married Mr.
LintonÕs sister.Ó ÒI see the house at Wuthering Heights has
ÒEarnshawÓcarved over the front door. Are they an old family?Ó
ÒVeryold, sir; and Hareton is the last of them, asour Miss Cathy is
of us Ð I mean, of the Lintons. Have you been to Wuthering
Heights? I begpardon for asking; but I should like to hear how she
is!Ó ÒMrs. Heathcliff? She looked very well, and very handsome;
yet, I think, not very happy.ÓÒOh dear, I donÕtwonder! And how
did you like the master?ÓÒA rough fellow, rather, Mrs. Dean. Is
not that his character?ÒRoughas a saw-edge,and hard as whin-
stone! The lessyou meddle with him the better.ÓÒHe must have
had someups and downs in life to make him sucha churl. Do you
know anything of his history?ÓÒItÕsa cuckooÕs,sir Ð I know all
about it: exceptwhere he was born, and who were his parents,and
how he got his money at first. And Hareton has beencast out like
an unfledged dunnock! The unfortunate lad is the only one in all
this parish that does not guesshow he has been cheated.ÓÒWell,
Mrs. Dean, it will be a charitable deedto tell me something of my
neighbours: I feel I shall not rest if I go to bed; so be good enough
to sit and chat an hour.Ó ÒOh, certainly, sir! IÕlljust fetch a little
sewing, and then IÕllsit as long as you please.But youÕvecaught
cold: I saw you shivering, and you must havesomegruel to drive it
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out.Ó The worthy woman bustled off, and I crouched nearer the
fire; my head felt hot, and the rest of me chill: moreover, I was ex-
cited, almost to a pitch of foolishness, through my nerves and
brain. This causedme to feel, not uncomfortable, but rather fearful
(asI am still) of seriouseffectsfrom the incidents of to-day and yes-
terday. She returned presently, bringing a smoking basin and a
basketof work; and, having placed the former on the hob, drew in
her seat, evidently pleased to find me so companionable.

Before I cameto live here, shecommencedÐwaiting no farther
invitation to her story ÐI was almost always at Wuthering Heights;
becausemy mother had nursed Mr. Hindley Earnshaw, that was
HaretonÕsfather, and I got usedto playing with the children: I ran
errands too, and helped to make hay, and hung about the farm
ready for anything that anybody would setme to. One fine summer
morning Ðit was the beginning of harvest, I rememberÐMr. Earn-
shaw, the old master,camedown-stairs, dressedfor a journey; and,
after he had told Josephwhat was to be done during the day, he
turned to Hindley, and Cathy, and me Ð for I sat eating my por-
ridge with them Ð and he said, speaking to his son, ÒNow, my
bonny man, IÕmgoing to Liverpool to-day, what shall I bring you?
You may choosewhat you like: only let it be little, for I shall walk
there and back: sixty miles eachway, that is a long spell!ÓHindley
named a fiddle, and then he askedMiss Cathy; shewas hardly six
yearsold, but shecould ride any horse in the stable, and shechose
a whip. He did not forget me; for he had a kind heart, though he
was rather severesometimes.He promised to bring me a pocketful
of applesand pears,and then he kissedhis children, said good-bye,
and set off.

It seemeda long while to us all Ðthe three daysof his absenceÐ
and often did little Cathy ask when he would be home. Mrs. Earn-
shaw expectedhim by supper-time on the third evening, and she
put the meal off hour after hour; there were no signsof his coming,
however, and at last the children got tired of running down to the
gate to look. Then it grew dark; shewould have had them to bed,
but they beggedsadly to be allowed to stay up; and, just about el-
evenoÕclock,the door-latch was raised quietly, and in steppedthe
master. He threw himself into a chair, laughing and groaning, and
bid them all stand off, for he was nearly killed Ðhe would not have
such another walk for the three kingdoms.

ÒAnd at the end of it to be flighted to death!Óhe said, opening
his great-coat, which he held bundled up in his arms. ÒSeehere,

EMILY BRONTE

29



wife! I was never so beatenwith anything in my life: but you must
eÕentake it asa gift of God; though itÕsasdark almost as if it came
from the devil.Ó

We crowded round, and over Miss CathyÕsheadI had a peepat
a dirty, ragged, black-haired child; big enough both to walk and
talk: indeed, its face looked older than CatherineÕs;yet when it was
set on its feet, it only stared round, and repeated over and over
again some gibberish that nobody could understand. I was
frightened, and Mrs. Earnshaw was ready to fling it out of doors:
shedid fly up, asking how he could fashion to bring that gipsy brat
into the house, when they had their own bairns to feed and fend
for? What he meant to do with it, and whether he were mad? The
master tried to explain the matter; but he was really half deadwith
fatigue, and all that I could make out, amongsther scolding, was a
tale of his seeingit starving, and houseless,and asgood asdumb, in
the streetsof Liverpool, where he picked it up and inquired for its
owner. Not a soul knew to whom it belonged, he said; and his
money and time being both limited, he thought it better to take it
home with him at once, than run into vain expensesthere: because
he was determined he would not leave it as he found it. Well, the
conclusion was, that my mistressgrumbled herself calm; and Mr.
Earnshaw told me to wash it, and give it clean things, and let it
sleep with the children.

Hindley and Cathy contented themselves with looking and
listening till peacewas restored: then, both began searching their
fatherÕspockets for the presentshe had promised them. The former
was a boy of fourteen, but when he drew out what had been a
fiddle, crushed to morsels in the great-coat, he blubbered aloud;
and Cathy, when she learned the master had lost her whip in at-
tending on the stranger, showed her humour by grinning and
spitting at the stupid little thing; earning for her pains a sound blow
from her father, to teachher cleanermanners.They entirely refused
to have it in bed with them, or even in their room; and I had no
more sense,so I put it on the landing of the stairs, hoping it might
he goneon the morrow. By chance,or elseattracted by hearing his
voice, it crept to Mr. EarnshawÕsdoor, and there he found it on
quitting his chamber. Inquiries were made as to how it got there; I
was obliged to confess,and in recompensefor my cowardice and
inhumanity was sent out of the house.

This was HeathcliffÕsfirst introduction to the family. On coming
back a few days afterwards (for I did not consider my banishment
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perpetual), I found they had christenedhim ÒHeathcliffÕ:it was the
name of a son who died in childhood, and it has servedhim ever
since, both for Christian and surname. Miss Cathy and he were
now very thick; but Hindley hated him: and to say the truth I did
the same;and we plagued and went on with him shamefully: for I
wasnÕtreasonableenoughto feel my injustice, and the mistressnev-
er put in a word on his behalf when she saw him wronged.

He seemeda sullen, patient child; hardened,perhaps,to ill treat-
ment: he would stand HindleyÕs blows without winking or
shedding a tear, and my pinches moved him only to draw in a
breath and open his eyes,as if he had hurt himself by accident,and
nobody was to blame. This endurancemadeold Earnshawfurious,
when he discoveredhis son persecutingthe poor fatherlesschild, as
he called him. He took to Heathcliff strangely, believing all he said
(for that matter, he said preciouslittle, and generallythe truth), and
petting him up far above Cathy, who was too mischievous and
wayward for a favourite.

So, from the very beginning, he bred bad feeling in the house;
and at Mrs. EarnshawÕsdeath, which happened in less than two
yearsafter, the young masterhad learned to regard his father asan
oppressor rather than a friend, and Heathcliff as a usurper of his
parentÕsaffections and his privileges; and he grew bitter with
brooding over theseinjuries. I sympathiseda while; but when the
children fell ill of the measles,and I had to tend them, and take on
me the caresof a woman at once, I changedmy idea. Heathcliff
was dangerouslysick; and while he lay at the worst he would have
me constantly by his pillow: I supposehe felt I did a good deal for
him, and he hadnÕtwit to guessthat I was compelled to do it.
However, I will say this, he was the quietest child that ever nurse
watched over. The differencebetweenhim and the others forced me
to be lesspartial. Cathy and her brother harassedme terribly: he
was as uncomplaining as a lamb; though hardness,not gentleness,
made him give little trouble.

He got through, and the doctor affirmed it was in a great meas-
ure owing to me, and praised me for my care. I was vain of his
commendations,and softenedtowards the being by whose meansI
earnedthem, and thus Hindley lost his last ally: still I couldnÕtdote
on Heathcliff, and I wondered often what my mastersaw to admire
so much in the sullen boy; who never, to my recollection, repaid his
indulgenceby any sign of gratitude. He was not insolent to his be-
nefactor, he was simply insensible; though knowing perfectly the
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hold he had on his heart, and conscioushe had only to speakand
all the house would be obliged to bend to his wishes. As an in-
stance,I rememberMr. Earnshaw once bought a couple of colts at
the parish fair, and gave the lads each one. Heathcliff took the
handsomest,but it soon fell lame, and when he discovered it, he
said to Hindley

ÒYou must exchangehorseswith me: I donÕtlike mine; and if
you wonÕtI shall tell your father of the three thrashingsyouÕvegiv-
en me this week, and show him my arm, which is black to the
shoulder.ÓHindley put out his tongue, and cuffed him over the
ears. ÒYouÕdbetter do it at once,Óhe persisted, escaping to the
porch (they were in the stable):Òyouwill have to: and if I speakof
theseblows, youÕllget them again with interest.ÓÒOff, dog!Ócried
Hindley, threatening him with an iron weight used for weighing
potatoes and hay. ÒThrow it,Ó he replied, standing still, Òandthen
IÕlltell how you boasted that you would turn me out of doors as
soon ashe died, and seewhether he will not turn you out directly.Ó
Hindley threw it, hitting him on the breast, and down he fell, but
staggeredup immediately, breathlessand white; and, had not I pre-
vented it, he would have gone just so to the master, and got full
revengeby letting his condition plead for him, intimating who had
caused it. ÒTake my colt, Gipsy, then!Ó said young Earnshaw.
ÒAnd I pray that he may break your neck: take him, and he
damned,you beggarly interloper! And wheedlemy father out of all
he has:only afterwards show him what you are, imp of Satan.And
take that, I hope heÕll kick out your brainsÓ

Heathcliff had gone to loose the beast, and shift it to his own
stall; he was passingbehind it, when Hindley finished his speechby
knocking him under its feet, and without stopping to examine
whether his hopeswere fulfilled, ran away asfast ashe could. I was
surprised to witness how coolly the child gatheredhimself up, and
went on with his intention; exchanging saddlesand all, and then
sitting down on a bundle of hay to overcomethe qualm which the
violent blow occasioned,before he entered the house. I persuaded
him easily to let me lay the blame of his bruises on the horse: he
minded little what tale was told sincehe had what he wanted. He
complained so seldom, indeed, of such stirs as these, that I really
thought him not vindictive: I was deceivedcompletely, as you will
hear.
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IN THE course of time Mr. Earnshaw began to fail. He had
beenactive and healthy, yet his strength left him suddenly; and

when he was confined to the chimney-corner he grew grievously
irritable. A nothing vexed him; and suspectedslights of his au-
thority nearly threw him into fits. This was especially to be
remarked if any one attempted to imposeupon, or domineer over,
his favourite: he was painfully jealous lest a word should be
spokenamissto him; seemingto havegot into his headthe notion
that, becausehe liked Heathcliff, all hated, and longed to do him
an ill-turn. It was a disadvantageto the lad; for the kinder among
us did not wish to fret the master, so we humoured his partiality;
and that humouring was rich nourishment to the childÕspride and
black tempers. Still it became in a manner necessary;twice, or
thrice, HindleyÕsmanifestation of scorn, while his father was
near, roused the old man to a fury: he seizedhis stick to strike
him, and shook with rage that he could not do it.

At last, our curate (we had a curate then who made the living
answer by teaching the little Lintons and Earnshaws,and farming
his bit of land himself) advisedthat the young man should be sent
to college;and Mr. Earnshaw agreed,though with a heavy spirit,
for he said ÒHindley was nought, and would never thrive as
where he wandered.Ó

I hoped heartily we should havepeacenow. It hurt me to think
the master should be made uncomfortable by his own good deed.
I fancied the discontent of age and diseasearose from his family
disagreements;as he would have it that it did: really, you know,
sir, it was in his sinking frame. We might have got on tolerably,
notwithstanding, but for two people Ð Miss Cathy, and Joseph,
the servant:you saw him, I daresay,up yonder. He was, and is yet
most likely, the wearisomestself-righteousPhariseethat ever ran-
sackeda Bible to rake the promisesto himself and fling the curses
to his neighbours. By his knack of sermonising and pious dis-
coursing, he contrived to make a great impression on Mr.
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Earnshaw;and the more feeblethe masterbecame,the more influ-
encehe gained.He was relentlessin worrying him about his soulÕs
concerns, and about ruling his children rigidly. He encouraged
him to regard Hindley as a reprobate; and, night after night, he
regularly grumbled out a long string of tales against Heathcliff
and Catherine: always minding to flatter EarnshawÕsweaknessby
heaping the heaviest blame on the latter.

Certainly she had ways with her such as I never saw a child
take up before; and sheput all of us past our patience fifty times
and oftener in a day: from the hour shecamedown-stairs till the
hour she went to bed, we had not a minuteÕssecurity that she
wouldnÕt be in mischief. Her spirits were always at high-water
mark, her tongue always going Ð singing, laughing, and plaguing
everybody who would not do the same.A wild, wicked slip she
was Ðbut shehad the bonniest eye, the sweetestsmile, and light-
est foot in the parish: and, after all, I believeshemeant no harm;
for when once she made you cry in good earnest, it seldom
happenedthat shewould not keep you company, and oblige you
to be quiet that you might comfort her. Shewas much too fond of
Heathcliff. The greatestpunishment we could invent for her was
to keep her separatefrom him: yet shegot chided more than any
of us on his account. In play, sheliked exceedinglyto act the little
mistress; using her hands freely, and commanding her compan-
ions: she did so to me, but I would not bear slapping and
ordering; and so I let her know.

Now, Mr. Earnshaw did not understand jokes from his chil-
dren: he had always been strict and grave with them; and
Catherine, on her part, had no idea why her father should be
crosserand lesspatient in his ailing condition than he was in his
prime. His peevishreproofs wakened in her a naughty delight to
provoke him: shewas never so happy as when we were all scold-
ing her at once,and shedefying us with her bold, saucylook, and
her ready words; turning JosephÕsreligious curses into ridicule,
baiting me, and doing just what her father hated most Ðshowing
how her pretended insolence, which he thought real, had more
power over Heathcliff than his kindness: how the boy would do
HER bidding in anything, and HIS only when it suited his own in-
clination. After behaving as badly as possible all day, she
sometimescame fondling to make it up at night. ÒNay, Cathy,Ó
the old man would say, ÒI cannot love thee, thouÕrtworse than
thy brother. Go, say thy prayers, child, and ask GodÕspardon. I
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doubt thy mother and I must rue that we ever reared thee!ÓThat
made her cry, at first; and then being repulsed continually
hardened her, and she laughed if I told her to say she was sorry
for her faults, and beg to be forgiven.

But the hour came,at last, that endedMr. EarnshawÕstroubles
on earth. He died quietly in his chair one October evening,seated
by the fire-side. A high wind blustered round the house, and
roared in the chimney: it soundedwild and stormy, yet it was not
cold, and we were all together Ð I, a little removed from the
hearth, busy at my knitting, and Josephreading his Bible near the
table (for the servantsgenerally sat in the house then, after their
work was done). Miss Cathy had been sick, and that made her
still; she leant against her fatherÕsknee, and Heathcliff was lying
on the floor with his head in her lap. I remember the master, be-
fore he fell into a doze, stroking her bonny hair Ð it pleasedhim
rarely to seeher gentle Ðand saying, ÒWhy canst thou not always
be a good lass, Cathy?ÓAnd she turned her face up to his, and
laughed, and answered,ÒWhy cannot you always be a good man,
father?ÓBut as soon as she saw him vexed again, she kissed his
hand, and said she would sing him to sleep. She began singing
very low, till his fingers dropped from hers, and his head sank on
his breast. Then I told her to hush, and not stir, for fear she
should wake him. We all kept as mute as mice a full half-hour,
and should have done so longer, only Joseph,having finished his
chapter, got up and said that he must rouse the master for prayers
and bed. He stepped forward, and called him by name, and
touched his shoulder; but he would not move: so he took the
candle and looked at him. I thought there was something wrong
as he set down the light; and seizingthe children eachby an arm,
whispered them to Òframe up stairs, and make little din Ð they
might pray alone that evening Ð he had summut to do.Ó

ÒIshall bid father good-night first,Ó said Catherine, putting her
arms round his neck, before we could hinder her. The poor thing
discovered her loss directly Ð she screamedout ÒOh, heÕsdead,
Heathcliff! HeÕsdead!Ó And they both set up a heart-breaking
cry.

I joined my wail to theirs, loud and bitter; but Josephasked
what we could be thinking of to roar in that way over a saint in
heaven.He told me to put on my cloak and run to Gimmerton for
the doctor and the parson. I could not guessthe use that either
would be of, then. However, I went, through wind and rain, and

EMILY BRONTE

35



brought one, the doctor, back with me; the other said he would
come in the morning. Leaving Josephto explain matters, I ran to
the childrenÕsroom: their door was ajar, I saw they had never lain
down, though it was past midnight; but they were calmer, and did
not need me to console them. The little souls were comforting
eachother with better thoughts than I could have hit on: no par-
son in the world ever pictured heavenso beautifully as they did,
in their innocent talk; and, while I sobbed and listened, I could
not help wishing we were all there safe together.
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M R. HINDLEY camehome to the funeral; and Ða thing that
amazedus, and set the neighbours gossiping right and left

Ðhe brought a wife with him. What shewas, and where shewas
born, he never informed us: probably, shehad neither money nor
name to recommendher, or he would scarcelyhave kept the uni-
on from his father.

Shewas not one that would havedisturbed the housemuch on
her own account. Every object she saw, the moment she crossed
the threshold, appeared to delight her; and every circumstance
that took placeabout her: except the preparing for the burial, and
the presenceof the mourners. I thought she was half silly, from
her behaviour while that went on: sheran into her chamber, and
made me come with her, though I should have been dressingthe
children: and there she sat shivering and clasping her hands, and
asking repeatedlyÒArethey goneyet?ÓThen shebegandescribing
with hysterical emotion the effect it produced on her to seeblack;
and started, and trembled, and, at last, fell a-weepingÐand when
I askedwhat was the matter, answered,shedidnÕtknow; but she
felt so afraid of dying! I imagined her as little likely to die as my-
self. Shewas rather thin, but young, and fresh-complexioned,and
her eyessparkled as bright as diamonds. I did remark, to be sure,
that mounting the stairs made her breathe very quick; that the
least sudden noise set her all in a quiver, and that she coughed
troublesomely sometimes:but I knew nothing of what thesesymp-
toms portended, and had no impulse to sympathisewith her. We
donÕtin general take to foreigners here, Mr. Lockwood, unless
they take to us first.

Young Earnshawwas altered considerably in the three yearsof
his absence.He had grown sparer, and lost his colour, and spoke
and dressedquite differently; and, on the very day of his return,
he told Josephand me we must thenceforth quarter ourselvesin
the backkitchen, and leave the house for him. Indeed, he would
have carpetedand papereda small spare room for a parlour; but
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his wife expressedsuchpleasureat the white floor and hugeglow-
ing fireplace, at the pewter dishesand delf-case,and dog-kennel,
and the wide spacethere was to move about in where they usually
sat, that he thought it unnecessaryto her comfort, and so dropped
the intention.

Sheexpressedpleasure,too, at finding a sister among her new
acquaintance;and she prattled to Catherine, and kissed her, and
ran about with her, and gaveher quantities of presents,at the be-
ginning. Her affection tired very soon, however, and when she
grew peevish,Hindley becametyrannical. A few words from her,
evincing a dislike to Heathcliff, were enough to rouse in him all
his old hatred of the boy. He drove him from their company to
the servants,deprived him of the instructions of the curate, and
insisted that he should labour out of doors instead; compelling
him to do so as hard as any other lad on the farm.

Heathcliff bore his degradation pretty well at first, because
Cathy taught him what she learnt, and worked or played with
him in the fields. They both promised fair to grow up as rude as
savages;the young master being entirely negligent how they be-
haved, and what they did, so they kept clear of him. He would
not even have seenafter their going to church on Sundays,only
Josephand the curate reprimanded his carelessnesswhen they ab-
sented themselves;and that reminded him to order Heathcliff a
flogging, and Catherine a fast from dinner or supper. But it was
one of their chief amusementsto run away to the moors in the
morning and remain there all day, and the after punishment grew
a merething to laugh at. The curate might setasmany chaptersas
he pleasedfor Catherine to get by heart, and Josephmight thrash
Heathcliff till his arm ached; they forgot everything the minute
they were together again: at least the minute they had contrived
somenaughty plan of revenge;and many a time IÕvecried to my-
self to watch them growing more recklessdaily, and I not daring
to speak a syllable, for fear of losing the small power I still re-
tained over the unfriended creatures. One Sunday evening, it
chancedthat they were banished from the sitting-room, for mak-
ing a noise, or a light offenceof the kind; and when I went to call
them to supper, I could discover them nowhere. We searchedthe
house, above and below, and the yard and stables;they were in-
visible: and, at last, Hindley in a passiontold us to bolt the doors,
and swore nobody should let them in that night. The household
went to bed; and I, too, anxious to lie down, opened my lattice
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and put my head out to hearken, though it rained: determined to
admit them in spite of the prohibition, should they return. In a
while, I distinguished stepscoming up the road, and the light of a
lantern glimmered through the gate. I threw a shawl over my head
and ran to prevent them from waking Mr. Earnshaw by knock-
ing. There was Heathcliff, by himself: it gaveme a start to seehim
alone.

ÒWhereis Miss Catherine?ÓI cried hurriedly. ÒNo accident, I
hope?ÓÒAt Thrushcross Grange,Óhe answered; Òand I would
have been there too, but they had not the manners to ask me to
stay.ÓÒWell, you will catch it!Ó I said: ÒyouÕllnever be content
till youÕresent about your business.What in the world led you
wandering to Thrushcross Grange?ÓÒLet me get off my wet
clothes, and IÕlltell you all about it, Nelly,Ó he replied. I bid him
beware of rousing the master, and while he undressed and I
waited to put out the candle, he continued ÒCathyand I escaped
from the wash-houseto have a ramble at liberty, and getting a
glimpse of the Grange lights, we thought we would just go and
see whether the Lintons passedtheir Sunday evenings standing
shivering in corners, while their father and mother sat eating and
drinking, and singing and laughing, and burning their eyesout be-
fore the fire. Do you think they do? Or reading sermons, and
being catechisedby their manservant,and set to learn a column of
Scripture names,if they donÕtanswer properly?ÓÒProbablynot,Ó
I responded. ÒThey are good children, no doubt, and donÕtde-
serve the treatment you receive, for your bad conduct.Ó ÒDonÕt
cant, Nelly,Ó he said: Ònonsense!We ran from the top of the
Heights to the park, without stopping Ð Catherine completely
beaten in the race, becauseshewas barefoot. YouÕllhave to seek
for her shoesin the bog to-morrow. We crept through a broken
hedge,groped our way up the path, and planted ourselveson a
flower-plot under the drawing-room window. The light came
from thence; they had not put up the shutters, and the curtains
were only half closed.Both of us were able to look in by standing
on the basement,and clinging to the ledge, and we saw Ð ah! It
was beautiful Ð a splendid place carpeted with crimson, and
crimson-covered chairs and tables, and a pure white ceiling
bordered by gold, a shower of glass-dropshanging in silver chains
from the centre, and shimmering with little soft tapers. Old Mr.
And Mrs. Linton were not there; Edgar and his sistershad it en-
tirely to themselves.ShouldnÕtthey have beenhappy? We should
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have thought ourselves in heaven! And now, guesswhat your
good children were doing? IsabellaÐI believesheis eleven,a year
younger than Cathy Ð lay screaming at the farther end of the
room, shrieking as if witches were running red-hot needlesinto
her. Edgar stood on the hearth weepingsilently, and in the middle
of the table sat a little dog, shaking its paw and yelping; which,
from their mutual accusations, we understood they had nearly
pulled in two betweenthem. The idiots! That was their pleasure!
To quarrel who should hold a heap of warm hair, and eachbegin
to cry becauseboth, after struggling to get it, refused to take it.
We laughed outright at the petted things; we did despisethem!
When would you catch me wishing to have what Catherine
wanted? Or find us by ourselves,seekingentertainment in yelling,
and sobbing, and rolling on the ground, divided by the whole
room? IÕdnot exchange,for a thousand lives, my condition here,
for Edgar LintonÕsat Thrushcross Grange Ð not if I might have
the privilege of flinging Josephoff the highest gable, and painting
the house front with HindleyÕs bloodÓ

ÒHush, hush!Ó I interrupted. ÒStill you have not told me,
Heathcliff, how Catherine is left behind?Ó

ÒI told you we laughed,Óhe answered.ÒTheLintons heard us,
and with one accord they shot like arrows to the door; there was
silence, and then a cry, ÒOh, mamma, mamma! Oh, papa! Oh,
mamma, come here. Oh, papa, oh!Ó They really did howl out
something in that way. We made frightful noises to terrify them
still more, and then we dropped off the ledge,becausesomebody
was drawing the bars, and we felt we had better flee. I had Cathy
by the hand, and was urging her on, when all at once she fell
down. ÒRun,Heathcliff, run!Ó shewhispered. ÒTheyhave let the
bull-dog loose, and he holds me!ÓThe devil had seizedher ankle,
Nelly: I heard his abominable snorting. Shedid not yell out Ðno!
Shewould have scorned to do it, if she had been spitted on the
horns of a mad cow. I did, though: I vociferated cursesenough to
annihilate any fiend in Christendom; and I got a stone and thrust
it betweenhis jaws, and tried with all my might to cram it down
his throat. A beast of a servant came up with a lantern, at last,
shouting ÒKeepfast, Skulker, keep fast!Ó He changed his note,
however, when he saw SkulkerÕsgame.The dog was throttled off;
his huge, purple tongue hanging half a foot out of his mouth, and
his pendent lips streaming with bloody slaver. The man took
Cathy up; shewas sick: not from fear, IÕmcertain, but from pain.
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He carried her in; I followed, grumbling execrations and ven-
geance.ÒWhatprey, Robert?Óhallooed Linton from the entrance.
ÒSkulkerhascaught a little girl, sir,Óhe replied; ÒandthereÕsa lad
here,Óhe added, making a clutch at me, Òwho looks an out-and
outer! Very like the robbers were for putting them through the
window to open the doors to the gang after all were asleep,that
they might murder us at their ease.Hold your tongue, you foul
mouthed thief, you! You shall go to the gallows for this. Mr. Lin-
ton, sir, donÕtlay by your gun.ÓÒNo, no, Robert,Ó said the old
fool. ÒThe rascals knew that yesterday was my rent-day: they
thought to have me cleverly. Come in; IÕllfurnish them a recep-
tion. There, John, fasten the chain. Give Skulker some water,
Jenny. To beard a magistrate in his stronghold, and on the Sab-
bath, too! Where will their insolence stop? Oh, my dear Mary,
look here! DonÕtbe afraid, it is but a boy Ðyet the villain scowls
so plainly in his face;would it not be a kindnessto the country to
hang him at once, before he shows his nature in acts as well as
features?ÓHe pulled me under the chandelier, and Mrs. Linton
placed her spectacleson her noseand raised her hands in horror.
The cowardly children crept nearer also, Isabella lisping
ÒFrightful thing! Put him in the cellar, papa. HeÕsexactly like the
son of the fortune-teller that stole my tame pheasant. IsnÕthe,
Edgar?Ó

ÒWhile they examined me, Cathy came round; she heard the
last speech,and laughed. Edgar Linton, after an inquisitive stare,
collected sufficient wit to recogniseher. They seeus at church,
you know, though we seldom meet them elsewhere.ÒThatÕsMiss
Earnshaw?Óhe whispered to his mother, Òandlook how Skulker
has bitten her Ð how her foot bleeds!Ó

ÒMissEarnshaw?Nonsense!Ócried the dame;ÒMissEarnshaw
scouring the country with a gipsy! And yet, my dear, the child is
in mourning Ð surely it is Ð and she may be lamed for life!Ó

ÒWhat culpable carelessnessin her brother!Ó exclaimed Mr.
Linton, turning from me to Catherine. ÒIÕveunderstood from
ShieldersÓÓ(that was the curate, sir) Òthat he lets her grow up in
absolute heathenism.But who is this? Where did shepick up this
companion? Oho! I declarehe is that strangeacquisition my late
neighbour made, in his journey to Liverpool Ð a little Lascar, or
an American or Spanish castaway.Ó

ÒA wicked boy, at all events,Óremarked the old lady, Òand
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quite unfit for a decent house! Did you notice his language,Lin-
ton? IÕm shocked that my children should have heard it.Ó

ÒI recommenced cursing Ð donÕtbe angry, Nelly Ð and so
Robert was ordered to take me off. I refusedto go without Cathy;
he draggedme into the garden, pushedthe lantern into my hand,
assuredme that Mr. Earnshaw should be informed of my beha-
viour, and, bidding me march directly, secured the door again.
The curtains were still looped up at one corner, and I resumedmy
station as spy; because,if Catherine had wished to return, I inten-
ded shattering their great glass panes to a million of fragments,
unless they let her out. Shesat on the sofa quietly. Mrs. Linton
took off the grey cloak of the dairymaid which we had borrowed
for our excursion, shaking her head and expostulating with her, I
suppose: she was a young lady, and they made a distinction
between her treatment and mine. Then the woman-servant
brought a basin of warm water, and washed her feet; and Mr.
Linton mixed a tumbler of negus,and Isabella emptied a plateful
of cakesinto her lap, and Edgar stood gaping at a distance.After-
wards, they dried and combed her beautiful hair, and gave her a
pair of enormous slippers, and wheeled her to the fire; and I left
her, as merry as shecould be, dividing her food betweenthe little
dog and Skulker, whose noseshepinched as he ate; and kindling
a spark of spirit in the vacant blue eyesof the Lintons Ða dim re-
flection from her own enchanting face. I saw they were full of
stupid admiration; she is so immeasurably superior to them Ð to
everybody on earth, is she not, Nelly?Ó

ÒTherewill more come of this businessthan you reckon on,ÓI
answered,covering him up and extinguishing the light. ÒYou are
incurable, Heathcliff; and Mr. Hindley will have to proceedto ex-
tremities, seeif he wonÕt.ÓMy words came truer than I desired.
The luckless adventure made Earnshaw furious. And then Mr.
Linton, to mend matters, paid us a visit himself on the morrow,
and read the young master such a lecture on the road he guided
his family, that he was stirred to look about him, in earnest.
Heathcliff received no flogging, but he was told that the first
word he spoke to Miss Catherine should ensurea dismissal; and
Mrs. Earnshaw undertook to keep her sister-in-law in due re-
straint when she returned home; employing art, not force: with
force she would have found it impossible.
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CATHY stayed at Thrushcross Grange five weeks: till Christ-
mas. By that time her ankle was thoroughly cured, and her

mannersmuch improved. The mistressvisited her often in the in-
terval, and commencedher plan of reform by trying to raise her
self-respectwith fine clothes and flattery, which shetook readily;
so that, instead of a wild, hatless little savagejumping into the
house, and rushing to squeezeus all breathless, there Òlighted
from a handsomeblack pony a very dignified person, with brown
ringlets falling from the cover of a feathered beaver, and a long
cloth habit, which she was obliged to hold up with both hands
that shemight sail in. Hindley lifted her from her horse, exclaim-
ing delightedly, ÒWhy, Cathy, you are quite a beauty! I should
scarcelyhave known you: you look like a lady now. Isabella Lin-
ton is not to be comparedwith her, is she,Frances?ÓÒIsabellahas
not her natural advantages,Óreplied his wife: Òbut shemust mind
and not grow wild again here.Ellen, help Miss Catherine off with
her things ÐStay,dear, you will disarrangeyour curls Ðlet me un-
tie your hat.Ó

I removed the habit, and there shone forth beneath a grand
plaid silk frock, white trousers, and burnished shoes;and, while
her eyessparkled joyfully when the dogs came bounding up to
welcome her, she dared hardly touch them lest they should fawn
upon her splendid garments.Shekissedme gently: I was all flour
making the Christmas cake, and it would not have done to give
me a hug; and then she looked round for Heathcliff. Mr. And
Mrs. Earnshaw watched anxiously their meeting; thinking it
would enablethem to judge, in somemeasure,what grounds they
had for hoping to succeed in separating the two friends.

Heathcliff was hard to discover, at first. If he were careless,
and uncared for, before CatherineÕsabsence,he had been ten
times more so since. Nobody but I even did him the kindness to
call him a dirty boy, and bid him wash himself, once a week; and
children of his age seldom have a natural pleasure in soap and
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water. Therefore, not to mention his clothes,which had seenthree
monthsÓservice in mire and dust, and his thick uncombed hair,
the surface of his face and hands was dismally beclouded. He
might well skulk behind the settle, on beholding such a bright,
graceful damselenter the house, instead of a rough-headedcoun-
terpart of himself, as he expected. ÒIs Heathcliff not here?Óshe
demanded,pulling off her gloves,and displaying fingers wonder-
fully whitened with doing nothing and staying indoors.

ÒHeathcliff, you may come forward,Ó cried Mr. Hindley, en-
joying his discomfiture, and gratified to see what a forbidding
young blackguard he would be compelled to present himself.
ÒYoumay comeand wish Miss Catherine welcome, like the other
servants.Ó

Cathy, catching a glimpse of her friend in his concealment,
flew to embrace him; she bestowed sevenor eight kisseson his
cheek within the second, and then stopped, and drawing back,
burst into a laugh, exclaiming, ÒWhy, how very black and cross
you look! And how Ðhow funny and grim! But thatÕsbecauseIÕm
usedto Edgar and Isabella Linton. Well, Heathcliff, have you for-
gotten me?Ó

Shehad somereasonto put the question, for shameand pride
threw double gloom over his countenance, and kept him
immovable.

ÒShakehands, Heathcliff,Ó said Mr. Earnshaw, condescend-
ingly; Òonce in a way, that is permitted.Ó

ÒI shall not,Ó replied the boy, finding his tongue at last; ÒI
shall not stand to be laughed at. I shall not bear it!Ó And he
would have broken from the circle, but Miss Cathy seizedhim
again.

ÒIdid not mean to laugh at you,Óshesaid; ÒIcould not hinder
myself: Heathcliff, shakehands at least! What are you sulky for?
It was only that you looked odd. If you wash your faceand brush
your hair, it will be all right: but you are so dirtyÓ

She gazed concernedly at the dusky fingers she held in her
own, and also at her dress;which shefearedhad gainedno embel-
lishment from its contact with his.

ÒYou neednÕthave touched me!Ó he answered, following her
eyeand snatching away his hand. ÒI shall be as dirty as I please:
and I like to be dirty, and I will be dirty.Ó

With that he dashedheadforemost out of the room, amid the
merriment of the master and mistress, and to the serious
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disturbance of Catherine; who could not comprehendhow her re-
marks should have produced such an exhibition of bad temper.

After playing ladyÕs-maidto the new-comer, and putting my
cakes in the oven, and making the house and kitchen cheerful
with great fires, befitting Christmas-eve, I prepared to sit down
and amuse myself by singing carols, all alone; regardless of
JosephÕsaffirmations that he considered the merry tunes I chose
as next door to songs. He had retired to private prayer in his
chamber, and Mr. And Mrs. Earnshaw were engagingMissyÕsat-
tention by sundry gay trifles bought for her to presentto the little
Lintons, as an acknowledgment of their kindness. They had in-
vited them to spend the morrow at Wuthering Heights, and the
invitation had been accepted, on one condition: Mrs. Linton
beggedthat her darlings might be kept carefully apart from that
Ònaughty swearing boy.Ó

Under thesecircumstancesI remained solitary. I smelt the rich
scent of the heating spices; and admired the shining kitchen
utensils, the polished clock, decked in holly, the silver mugs
rangedon a tray ready to be filled with mulled ale for supper;and
above all, the specklesspurity of my particular care Ðthe scoured
and well-swept floor. I gavedue inward applauseto every object,
and then I rememberedhow old Earnshaw usedto come in when
all was tidied, and call me a cant lass,and slip a shilling into my
hand as a Christmas-box; and from that I went on to think of his
fondnessfor Heathcliff, and his dread lest he should suffer neglect
after death had removed him: and that naturally led me to con-
sider the poor ladÕssituation now, and from singing I changedmy
mind to crying. It struck me soon, however, there would be more
sensein endeavouringto repair someof his wrongs than shedding
tears over them: I got up and walked into the court to seekhim.
He was not far; I found him smoothing the glossycoat of the new
pony in the stable, and feeding the other beasts, according to
custom.

ÒMake haste, Heathcliff!Ó I said, Òthe kitchen is so comfort-
able; and Josephis up-stairs: make haste, and let me dress you
smart before Miss Cathy comesout, and then you can sit togeth-
er, with the whole hearth to yourselves,and have a long chatter
till bedtime.Ó

He proceededwith his task, and never turned his headtowards
me.

ÒComeÐ are you coming?ÓI continued. ÒThereÕsa little cake
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for each of you, nearly enough; and youÕllneed half-an-hourÕs
donning.Ó

I waited five minutes, but getting no answer left him. Catherine
suppedwith her brother and sister-in-law: Josephand I joined at
an unsociablemeal, seasonedwith reproofs on one sideand sauci-
nesson the other. His cake and cheeseremained on the table all
night for the fairies. He managed to continue work till nine
oÕclock,and then marched dumb and dour to his chamber. Cathy
sat up late, having a world of things to order for the reception of
her new friends: she came into the kitchen once to speak to her
old one; but he was gone, and she only stayed to ask what was
the matter with him, and then went back. In the morning he rose
early; and, as it was a holiday, carried his ill-humour on to the
moors; not re-appearing till the family were departed for church.
Fasting and reflection seemedto have brought him to a better
spirit. He hung about me for a while, and having screwedup his
courage, exclaimed abruptly ÒNelly, make me decent, IÕmgoing
to be good.Ó

ÒHigh time, Heathcliff,Ó I said; ÒyouHAVE grievedCatherine:
sheÕssorry she ever came home, I daresay! It looks as if you en-
vied her, because she is more thought of than you.Ó

The notion of ENVYING Catherine was incomprehensible to
him, but the notion of grieving her he understood clearly enough.

ÒDid she say she was grieved?Óhe inquired, looking very
serious.

ÒShe cried when I told her you were off again this morning.Ó
ÒWell, I cried last night,Ó he returned, ÒandI had more reason

to cry than she.Ó
ÒYes:you had the reason of going to bed with a proud heart

and an empty stomach,Ósaid I. ÒProudpeople breed sad sorrows
for themselves.But, if you be ashamedof your touchiness, you
must ask pardon, mind, when shecomesin. You must go up and
offer to kiss her, and say Ðyou know best what to say; only do it
heartily, and not as if you thought her converted into a stranger
by her grand dress.And now, though I have dinner to get ready,
IÕllsteal time to arrangeyou so that Edgar Linton shall look quite
a doll besideyou: and that he does.You are younger, and yet, IÕll
be bound, you are taller and twice as broad acrossthe shoulders;
you could knock him down in a twinkling; donÕtyou feel that you
could?Ó
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HeathcliffÕsface brightened a moment; then it was overcast
afresh, and he sighed.

ÒBut, Nelly, if I knocked him down twenty times, that
wouldnÕtmake him lesshandsomeor me more so. I wish I had
light hair and a fair skin, and was dressedand behavedas well,
and had a chance of being as rich as he will beÓ

ÒAnd cried for mamma at every turn,Ó I added, Òandtrembled
if a country lad heavedhis fist against you, and sat at home all
day for a shower of rain. Oh, Heathcliff, you are showing a poor
spirit! Come to the glass, and IÕll let you seewhat you should
wish. Do you mark those two lines betweenyour eyes;and those
thick brows, that, insteadof rising arched,sink in the middle; and
that couple of black fiends, so deeply buried, who never open
their windows boldly, but lurk glinting under them, like devilÕs
spies?Wish and learn to smooth away the surly wrinkles, to raise
your lids frankly, and changethe fiends to confident, innocent an-
gels, suspectingand doubting nothing, and always seeingfriends
where they are not sure of foes. DonÕtget the expressionof a vi-
cious cur that appearsto know the kicks it getsare its desert,and
yet hates all the world, as well as the kicker, for what it suffers.Ó

ÒInother words, I must wish for Edgar LintonÕsgreat blue eyes
and evenforehead,Óhe replied. ÒIdo Ðand that wonÕthelp me to
them.Ó

ÒAgood heart will help you to a bonny face,my lad,ÓI contin-
ued, Òif you were a regular black; and a bad one will turn the
bonniest into something worse than ugly. And now that weÕve
done washing, and combing, and sulking Ð tell me whether you
donÕtthink yourself rather handsome?IÕlltell you, I do. YouÕrefit
for a prince in disguise.Who knows but your father was Emperor
of China, and your mother an Indian queen,eachof them able to
buy up, with one weekÕsincome, Wuthering Heights and Thrush-
cross Grange together? And you were kidnapped by wicked
sailors and brought to England. Were I in your place, I would
frame high notions of my birth; and the thoughts of what I was
should give me courageand dignity to support the oppressionsof
a little farmerÓ

So I chattered on; and Heathcliff gradually lost his frown and
began to look quite pleasant, when all at once our conversation
was interrupted by a rumbling sound moving up the road and en-
tering the court. He ran to the window and I to the door, just in
time to behold the two Lintons descendfrom the family carriage,

EMILY BRONTE

47



smothered in cloaks and furs, and the Earnshawsdismount from
their horses:they often rode to church in winter. Catherine took a
hand of each of the children, and brought them into the house
and set them before the fire, which quickly put colour into their
white faces.

I urged my companion to hasten now and show his amiable
humour, and he willingly obeyed;but ill luck would have it that,
ashe openedthe door leading from the kitchen on one side,Hind-
ley opened it on the other. They met, and the master, irritated at
seeing him clean and cheerful, or, perhaps, eager to keep his
promise to Mrs. Linton, shoved him back with a sudden thrust,
and angrily bade JosephÒkeepthe fellow out of the room Ðsend
him into the garret till dinner is over. HeÕllbe cramming his fin-
gers in the tarts and stealing the fruit, if left alone with them a
minute.Ó

ÒNay, sir,Ó I could not avoid answering, ÒheÕlltouch nothing,
not he: and I supposehe must have his share of the dainties as
well as we.Ó

ÒHeshall have his shareof my hand, if I catch him downstairs
till dark,Ó cried Hindley. ÒBegone,you vagabond! What! You are
attempting the coxcomb, are you? Wait till I get hold of those el-
egant locks Ð see if I wonÕt pull them a bit longerÓ

ÒThey are long enough already,Ó observed Master Linton,
peeping from the doorway; ÒI wonder they donÕtmake his head
ache. ItÕs like a coltÕs mane over his eyesÓ

He ventured this remark without any intention to insult; but
HeathcliffÕsviolent nature was not preparedto endurethe appear-
ance of impertinence from one whom he seemedto hate, even
then, as a rival. He seizeda tureen of hot apple sauce(the first
thing that came under his gripe) and dashed it full against the
speakerÕsface and neck; who instantly commenceda lament that
brought Isabella and Catherine hurrying to the place. Mr. Earn-
shaw snatched up the culprit directly and conveyed him to his
chamber; where, doubtless, he administered a rough remedy to
cool the fit of passion, for he appearedred and breathless.I got
the dishcloth, and rather spitefully scrubbed EdgarÕsnose and
mouth, affirming it served him right for meddling. His sister
began weeping to go home, and Cathy stood by confounded,
blushing for all.

ÒYou should not have spoken to him!Ó she expostulated with
Master Linton. ÒHe was in a bad temper, and now youÕvespoilt
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your visit; and heÕllbe flogged: I hate him to be flogged! I canÕt
eat my dinner. Why did you speak to him, Edgar?Ó

ÒIdidnÕt,Ósobbedthe youth, escapingfrom my hands,and fin-
ishing the remainder of the purification with his cambric pocket
handkerchief. ÒI promised mamma that I wouldnÕtsay one word
to him, and I didnÕt.Ó

ÒWell, donÕtcry,Ó replied Catherine, contemptuously; ÒyouÕre
not killed. DonÕtmake more mischief; my brother is coming: be
quiet! Hush, Isabella! Has anybody hurt you?Ó

ÒThere,there, children Ð to your seats!Ócried Hindley, bust-
ling in. ÒThat brute of a lad has warmed me nicely. Next time,
Master Edgar, take the law into your own fists Ð it will give you
an appetiteÓ

The little party recoveredits equanimity at sight of the fragrant
feast.They were hungry after their ride, and easilyconsoled,since
no real harm had befallen them. Mr. Earnshaw carved bountiful
platefuls, and the mistress made them merry with lively talk. I
waited behind her chair, and was pained to behold Catherine,
with dry eyes and an indifferent air, commence cutting up the
wing of a goose before her. ÒAn unfeeling child,Ó I thought to
myself; Òhow lightly she dismissesher old playmateÕstroubles. I
could not have imagined her to be so selfish.ÓShelifted a mouth-
ful to her lips: then sheset it down again: her cheeksflushed, and
the tears gushedover them. Sheslipped her fork to the floor, and
hastily dived under the cloth to concealher emotion. I did not call
her unfeeling long; for I perceived she was in purgatory
throughout the day, and wearying to find an opportunity of get-
ting by herself, or paying a visit to Heathcliff, who had been
locked up by the master: as I discovered,on endeavouring to in-
troduce to him a private mess of victuals.

In the eveningwe had a dance.Cathy beggedthat he might be
liberated then, as Isabella Linton had no partner: her entreaties
were vain, and I was appointed to supply the deficiency. We got
rid of all gloom in the excitementof the exercise,and our pleasure
was increasedby the arrival of the Gimmerton band, mustering
fifteen strong: a trumpet, a trombone, clarionets, bassoons,
Frenchhorns, and a bassviol, besidessingers.They go the rounds
of all the respectable houses, and receive contributions every
Christmas, and we esteemedit a first-rate treat to hear them.
After the usual carols had been sung, we set them to songsand
glees. Mrs. Earnshaw loved the music, and so they gave us plenty.
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Catherine loved it too: but shesaid it soundedsweetestat the
top of the steps,and she went up in the dark: I followed. They
shut the house door below, never noting our absence,it was so
full of people. Shemade no stay at the stairsÕhead, but mounted
farther, to the garret where Heathcliff was confined, and called
him. He stubbornly declined answering for a while: she per-
severed,and finally persuadedhim to hold communion with her
through the boards. I let the poor things converseunmolested,till
I supposedthe songswere going to cease,and the singers to get
somerefreshment:then I clamberedup the ladder to warn her. In-
stead of finding her outside, I heard her voice within. The little
monkey had crept by the skylight of one garret, along the roof, in-
to the skylight of the other, and it was with the utmost difficulty I
could coax her out again. When she did come, Heathcliff came
with her, and sheinsisted that I should take him into the kitchen,
as my fellow-servant had gone to a neighbourÕs,to be removed
from the sound of our ÒdevilÕspsalmody,Óas it pleasedhim to
call it. I told them I intended by no means to encourage their
tricks: but as the prisoner had never broken his fast since yester-
dayÕsdinner, I would wink at his cheatingMr. Hindley that once.
He went down: I set him a stool by the fire, and offered him a
quantity of good things: but he was sick and could eat little, and
my attempts to entertain him were thrown away. He leant his two
elbows on his knees,and his chin on his hands and remained rapt
in dumb meditation. On my inquiring the subject of his thoughts,
he answeredgravely ÒIÕmtrying to settle how I shall pay Hindley
back. I donÕtcare how long I wait, if I can only do it at last. I
hope he will not die before I doÓ

ÒFor shame, Heathcliff!Ó said I. ÒIt is for God to punish
wicked people; we should learn to forgive.Ó

ÒNo, God wonÕt have the satisfaction that I shall,Ó he re-
turned. ÒI only wish I knew the best way! Let me alone, and IÕll
plan it out: while IÕm thinking of that I donÕt feel pain.Ó

ÒBut, Mr. Lockwood, I forget these tales cannot divert you.
IÕmannoyed how I should dream of chattering on at such a rate;
and your gruel cold, and you nodding for bed! I could have told
HeathcliffÕs history, all that you need hear, in half a dozen
words.Ó

Thus interrupting herself, the housekeeperrose, and proceeded
to lay aside her sewing; but I felt incapable of moving from the
hearth, and I was very far from nodding. ÒSitstill, Mrs. Dean,ÓI

WUTHERING HEIGHTS

50



cried; Òdosit still another half-hour. YouÕvedone just right to tell
the story leisurely. That is the method I like; and you must finish
it in the samestyle. I am interested in every character you have
mentioned, more or less.Ó

ÒTheclock is on the stroke of eleven,sir.Ó ÒNo matter Ð IÕm
not accustomedto go to bed in the long hours. One or two is
early enoughfor a personwho lies till ten.ÓÒYoushouldnÕtlie till
ten. ThereÕsthe very prime of the morning gone long before that
time. A person who has not done one-half his dayÕswork by ten
oÕclock, runs a chance of leaving the other half undone.Ó
ÒNevertheless,Mrs. Dean, resumeyour chair; becauseto-morrow
I intend lengthening the night till afternoon. I prognosticate for
myself an obstinate cold, at least.ÓÒI hope not, sir. Well, you
must allow me to leap over some three years; during that space
Mrs. Earnshaw.ÓÒNo, no, IÕllallow nothing of the sort! Are you
acquainted with the mood of mind in which, if you were seated
alone, and the cat licking its kitten on the rug before you, you
would watch the operation so intently that pussÕsneglect of one
ear would put you seriously out of temper?ÓÒA terribly lazy
mood, I should say.ÓÒOnthe contrary, a tiresomely active one. It
is mine, at present; and, therefore, continue minutely. I perceive
that people in these regions acquire over people in towns the
value that a spider in a dungeondoesover a spider in a cottage, to
their various occupants;and yet the deepenedattraction is not en-
tirely owing to the situation of the looker-on. They DO live more
in earnest, more in themselves,and less in surface, change, and
frivolous external things. I could fancy a love for life here almost
possible; and I was a fixed unbeliever in any love of a yearÕs
standing. One state resemblessetting a hungry man down to a
single dish, on which he may concentrate his entire appetite and
do it justice; the other, introducing him to a table laid out by
Frenchcooks: he can perhapsextract asmuch enjoyment from the
whole; but each part is a mere atom in his regard and remem-
brance.ÓÒOh! Here we are the sameas anywhere else,when you
get to know us,ÓobservedMrs. Dean, somewhat puzzled at my
speech.

ÒExcuseme,ÓI responded;Òyou, my good friend, are a strik-
ing evidence against that assertion. Excepting a few
provincialisms of slight consequence,you have no marks of the
manners which I am habituated to consider as peculiar to your
class. I am sure you have thought a great deal more than the
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generality of servantsthink. You havebeencompelled to cultivate
your reflective faculties for want of occasionsfor frittering your
life away in silly trifles.Ó

Mrs. Dean laughed.
ÒI certainly esteemmyself a steady, reasonablekind of body,Ó

shesaid; Ònot exactly from living among the hills and seeingone
set of faces,and one seriesof actions, from yearÕsend to yearÕs
end; but I have undergone sharp discipline, which has taught me
wisdom; and then, I have read more than you would fancy, Mr.
Lockwood. You could not open a book in this library that I have
not looked into, and got something out of also: unlessit be that
range of Greek and Latin, and that of French; and those I know
one from another: it is asmuch asyou can expectof a poor manÕs
daughter. However, if I am to follow my story in true gossipÕs
fashion, I had better go on; and instead of leaping three years, I
will be content to passto the next summerÐthe summerof 1778,
that is nearly twenty-three years ago."
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ON THE morning of a fine June day my first bonny little
nursling, and the last of the ancient Earnshaw stock, was

born. We were busy with the hay in a faraway field, when the girl
that usually brought our breakfasts came running an hour too
soon across the meadow and up the lane, calling me as she ran.

ÒOh,sucha grand bairn!Ó shepanted out. ÒThefinest lad that
ever breathed! But the doctor saysmissis must go: he sayssheÕs
been in a consumption thesemany months. I heard him tell Mr.
Hindley: and now shehas nothing to keep her, and sheÕllbe dead
before winter. You must come home directly. YouÕreto nurse it,
Nelly: to feed it with sugar and milk, and take care of it day and
night. I wish I were you, becauseit will be all yours when there is
no missisÓ

ÒButis shevery ill?Ó I asked,flinging down my rake and tying
my bonnet.

ÒI guessshe is; yet she looks bravely,Ó replied the girl, Òand
shetalks as if shethought of living to seeit grow a man. SheÕsout
of her head for joy, itÕssuch a beauty! If I were her IÕmcertain I
should not die: I should get better at the bare sight of it, in spite
of Kenneth. I was fairly mad at him. Dame Archer brought the
cherub down to master, in the house, and his face just began to
light up, when the old croaker steps forward, and says he
ÒEarnshaw,itÕsa blessingyour wife has beensparedto leaveyou
this son. When she came, I felt convinced we shouldnÕtkeep her
long; and now, I must tell you, the winter will probably finish her.
DonÕttake on, and fret about it too much: it canÕtbe helped.And
besides,you should haveknown better than to choosesucha rush
of a lass!ÓÓ

ÒAnd what did the master answer?Ó I inquired.
ÒI think he swore: but I didnÕtmind him, I was straining to see

the bairn,Ó and she began again to describe it rapturously. I, as
zealous as herself, hurried eagerly home to admire, on my part;
though I was very sad for HindleyÕssake. He had room in his
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heart only for two idols Ðhis wife and himself: he doted on both,
and adored one, and I couldnÕtconceivehow he would bear the
loss.

When we got to Wuthering Heights, there he stood at the front
door; and, as I passed in, I asked, Òhow was the baby?Ó

ÒNearly ready to run about, Nell!Ó he replied, putting on a
cheerful smile.

ÒAnd the mistress?ÓI ventured to inquire; Òthe doctor says
sheÕs.Ó

ÒDamn the doctor!Ó he interrupted, reddening. ÒFrancesis
quite right: sheÕllbe perfectly well by this time next week. Are you
going up-stairs? Will you tell her that IÕllcome, if sheÕllpromise
not to talk. I left her becauseshewould not hold her tongue; and
she must Ð tell her Mr. Kenneth says she must be quiet.Ó

I delivered this messageto Mrs. Earnshaw; she seemed in
flighty spirits, and replied merrily, ÒI hardly spoke a word, Ellen,
and there he has gone out twice, crying. Well, say I promise I
wonÕt speak: but that does not bind me not to laugh at himÓ

Poor soul! Till within a week of her death that gay heart never
failed her; and her husband persisteddoggedly, nay, furiously, in
affirming her health improved every day. When Kenneth warned
him that his medicineswere uselessat that stageof the malady,
and he neednÕtput him to further expenseby attending her, he re-
torted, ÒIknow you neednot ÐsheÕswell Ðshedoesnot want any
more attendance from you! She never was in a consumption. It
was a fever; and it is gone: her pulse is as slow as mine now, and
her cheek as cool.Ó

He told his wife the samestory, and sheseemedto believehim;
but one night, while leaning on his shoulder, in the act of saying
she thought she should be able to get up to-morrow, a fit of
coughing took her Ða very slight one Ðhe raised her in his arms;
sheput her two hands about his neck, her face changed,and she
was dead.

As the girl had anticipated, the child Hareton fell wholly into
my hands.Mr. Earnshaw,provided he saw him healthy and never
heard him cry, was contented,as far asregardedhim. For himself,
he grew desperate: his sorrow was of that kind that will not
lament. He neither wept nor prayed; he cursed and defied: exec-
rated God and man, and gave himself up to recklessdissipation.
The servantscould not bear his tyrannical and evil conduct long:
Josephand I were the only two that would stay. I had not the
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heart to leave my charge; and besides,you know, I had been his
foster-sister, and excused his behaviour more readily than a
stranger would. Josephremained to hector over tenants and la-
bourers; and becauseit was his vocation to be where he had
plenty of wickedness to reprove.

The masterÕsbad ways and bad companions formed a pretty
example for Catherine and Heathcliff. His treatment of the latter
was enough to make a fiend of a saint. And, truly, it appearedas
if the lad WERE possessedof something diabolical at that period.
He delighted to witness Hindley degrading himself past redemp-
tion; and becamedaily more notable for savagesullennessand
ferocity. I could not half tell what an infernal housewe had. The
curate dropped calling, and nobody decent came near us, at last;
unlessEdgar LintonÕsvisits to Miss Cathy might be an exception.
At fifteen shewas the queenof the country-side; shehad no peer;
and shedid turn out a haughty, headstrongcreature! I own I did
not like her, after infancy was past; and I vexed her frequently by
trying to bring down her arrogance:shenever took an aversion to
me, though. She had a wondrous constancy to old attachments:
even Heathcliff kept his hold on her affections unalterably; and
young Linton, with all his superiority, found it difficult to make
an equally deep impression. He was my late master: that is his
portrait over the fireplace. It used to hang on one side, and his
wifeÕson the other; but hers has beenremoved, or elseyou might
see something of what she was. Can you make that out?

Mrs. Dean raised the candle, and I discerned a softfeatured
face, exceedingly resembling the young lady at the Heights, but
more pensive and amiable in expression. It formed a sweet pic-
ture. The long light hair curled slightly on the temples; the eyes
were large and serious; the figure almost too graceful. I did not
marvel how Catherine Earnshaw could forget her first friend for
suchan individual. I marvelled much how he, with a mind to cor-
respond with his person, could fancy my idea of Catherine
Earnshaw.

ÒAvery agreeableportrait,Ó I observedto the housekeeper.ÒIs
it like?Ó

ÒYes,Óshe answered;Òbut he looked better when he was an-
imated; that is his everyday countenance: he wanted spirit in
general.Ó

Catherine had kept up her acquaintancewith the Lintons since
her five-weeksÓ residence among them; and as she had no
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temptation to show her rough side in their company, and had the
senseto be ashamedof being rude where sheexperiencedsuch in-
variable courtesy, she imposed unwittingly on the old lady and
gentleman by her ingenious cordiality; gained the admiration of
Isabella, and the heart and soul of her brother: acquisitions that
flattered her from the first Ðfor shewas full of ambition Ðand led
her to adopt a double character without exactly intending to de-
ceive any one. In the place where she heard Heathcliff termed a
Òvulgaryoung ruffian,Ó and Òworsethan a brute,Óshe took care
not to act like him; but at home shehad small inclination to prac-
tise politeness that would only be laughed at, and restrain an
unruly nature when it would bring her neither credit nor praise.

Mr. Edgar seldom mustered courage to visit Wuthering
Heights openly. He had a terror of EarnshawÕsreputation, and
shrunk from encountering him; and yet he was always received
with our best attempts at civility: the master himself avoided of-
fending him, knowing why he came; and if he could not be
gracious, kept out of the way. I rather think his appearancethere
was distasteful to Catherine; shewas not artful, never played the
coquette, and had evidently an objection to her two friends meet-
ing at all; for when Heathcliff expressedcontempt of Linton in his
presence,she could not half coincide, as she did in his absence;
and when Linton evinceddisgust and antipathy to Heathcliff, she
dared not treat his sentimentswith indifference, as if depreciation
of her playmate were of scarcelyany consequenceto her. IÕvehad
many a laugh at her perplexities and untold troubles, which she
vainly strove to hide from my mockery. That sounds ill-natured:
but shewas so proud it becamereally impossible to pity her dis-
tresses,till she should be chastenedinto more humility. She did
bring herself, finally, to confess,and to confide in me: there was
not a soul else that she might fashion into an adviser.

Mr. Hindley had gone from home one afternoon, and Heath-
cliff presumedto give himself a holiday on the strength of it. He
had reachedthe age of sixteen then, I think, and without having
bad features,or being deficient in intellect, he contrived to convey
an impression of inward and outward repulsiveness that his
present aspect retains no traces of. In the first place, he had by
that time lost the benefit of his early education: continual hard
work, begun soon and concluded late, had extinguished any curi-
osity he once possessedin pursuit of knowledge, and any love for
books or learning. His childhoodÕssenseof superiority, instilled
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into him by the favours of old Mr. Earnshaw, was faded away.
He struggled long to keep up an equality with Catherine in her
studies, and yielded with poignant though silent regret: but he
yielded completely; and there was no prevailing on him to take a
step in the way of moving upward, when he found he must, neces-
sarily, sink beneath his former level. Then personal appearance
sympathised with mental deterioration: he acquired a slouching
gait and ignoble look; his naturally reserveddisposition was exag-
gerated into an almost idiotic excessof unsociable moroseness;
and he took a grim pleasure,apparently, in exciting the aversion
rather than the esteem of his few acquaintance.

Catherine and he were constant companionsstill at his seasons
of respite from labour; but he had ceasedto expresshis fondness
for her in words, and recoiled with angry suspicion from her girl-
ish caresses,as if conscious there could be no gratification in
lavishing such marks of affection on him. On the before-named
occasionhe cameinto the houseto announcehis intention of do-
ing nothing, while I was assistingMiss Cathy to arrangeher dress:
shehad not reckonedon his taking it into his head to be idle; and
imagining she would have the whole place to herself, she man-
aged, by some means, to inform Mr. Edgar of her brotherÕs
absence, and was then preparing to receive him.

ÒCathy, are you busy this afternoon?Óasked Heathcliff. ÒAre
you going anywhere?Ó

ÒNo, it is raining,Ó she answered.
ÒWhy have you that silk frock on, then?Óhe said. ÒNobody

coming here, I hope?Ó
ÒNot that I know of,Ó stammeredMiss: Òbut you should be in

the field now, Heathcliff. It is an hour past dinnertime: I thought
you were gone.Ó

ÒHindley does not often free us from his accursedpresence,Ó
observed the boy. ÒIÕllnot work any more to-day: IÕllstay with
you.Ó

ÒOh, but Joseph will tell,Ó she suggested; ÒyouÕd better goÓ
ÒJosephis loading lime on the further side of PenistoneCrags;

it will take him till dark, and heÕll never know.Ó
So, saying, he lounged to the fire, and sat down. Catherine re-

flected an instant, with knitted brows Ð she found it needful to
smooth the way for an intrusion. ÒIsabella and Edgar Linton
talked of calling this afternoon,Ó she said, at the conclusion of a
minuteÕssilence.ÒAsit rains, I hardly expect them; but they may
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come, and if they do, you run the risk of being scolded for no
good.Ó

ÒOrder Ellen to say you are engaged,Cathy,Ó he persisted;
ÒdonÕtturn me out for those pitiful, silly friends of yours! IÕmon
the point, sometimes, of complaining that they Ð but IÕll not Ò

ÒThat they what?Ó cried Catherine, gazing at him with a
troubled countenance.ÒOh, Nelly!Ó sheadded petulantly, jerking
her headaway from my hands,ÒyouÕvecombedmy hair quite out
of curl! ThatÕsenough; let me alone. What are you on the point of
complaining about, Heathcliff?Ó

ÒNothing Ðonly look at the almanack on that wall;Ó he poin-
ted to a framed sheethanging near the window, and continued,
ÒThecrossesare for the eveningsyou havespentwith the Lintons,
the dots for those spent with me. Do you see?IÕvemarked every
day.Ó

ÒYesÐvery foolish: as if I took notice!Óreplied Catherine, in a
peevish tone. ÒAnd where is the sense of that?Ó

ÒTo show that I DO take notice,Ó said Heathcliff.
ÒAnd should I always be sitting with you?Ó she demanded,

growing more irritated. ÒWhat good do I get? What do you talk
about? You might be dumb, or a baby, for anything you say to
amuse me, or for anything you do, eitherÓ

ÒYou never told me before that I talked too little, or that you
disliked my company, Cathy!Ó exclaimed Heathcliff, in much
agitation.

ÒItÕsno company at all, when people know nothing and say
nothing,Ó she muttered.

Her companion rose up, but he hadnÕttime to expresshis feel-
ings further, for a horseÕsfeet were heard on the flags, and having
knocked gently, young Linton entered, his face brilliant with de-
light at the unexpected summon she had received. Doubtless
Catherine marked the difference betweenher friends, as one came
in and the other went out. The contrast resembledwhat you seein
exchanging a bleak, hilly, coal country for a beautiful fertile val-
ley; and his voice and greeting were as opposite as his aspect.He
had a sweet, low manner of speaking,and pronounced his words
as you do: thatÕs less gruff than we talk here, and softer.

ÒIÕmnot cometoo soon, am I?Óhe said, castinga look at me: I
had begun to wipe the plate, and tidy somedrawers at the far end
in the dresser.
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ÒNo,Ó answered Catherine. ÒWhat are you doing there,
Nelly?Ó

ÒMy work, Miss,ÓI replied. (Mr. Hindley had given me direc-
tions to make a third party in any private visits Linton choseto
pay.)

Shesteppedbehind me and whispered crossly, ÒTakeyourself
and your dusters off; when company are in the house, servants
donÕtcommencescouring and cleaning in the room where they
areÓ

ÒItÕsa good opportunity, now that master is away,Ó I
answeredaloud: Òhehatesme to be fidgeting over thesethings in
his presence. IÕm sure Mr. Edgar will excuse me.Ó

ÒI hate you to be fidgeting in MY presence,Óexclaimed the
young lady imperiously, not allowing her guesttime to speak:she
had failed to recover her equanimity since the little dispute with
Heathcliff.

ÒIÕmsorry for it, Miss Catherine,Ówas my response;and I pro-
ceeded assiduously with my occupation.

She, supposing Edgar could not see her, snatched the cloth
from my hand, and pinched me, with a prolonged wrench, very
spitefully on the arm. IÕvesaid I did not love her, and rather rel-
ished mortifying her vanity now and then: besides,she hurt me
extremely; so I started up from my knees,and screamedout, ÒOh,
Miss, thatÕsa nasty trick! You have no right to nip me, and IÕm
not going to bear it.Ó

ÒI didnÕttouch you, you lying creature!Ócried she,her fingers
tingling to repeat the act, and her ears red with rage. Shenever
had power to conceal her passion, it always set her whole com-
plexion in a blaze.

ÒWhatÕsthat, then?ÓI retorted, showing a decidedpurple wit-
ness to refute her.

Shestampedher foot, wavereda moment, and then, irresistibly
impelled by the naughty spirit within her, slapped me on the
cheek: a stinging blow that filled both eyes with water.

ÒCatherine, love! Catherine!Ó interposed Linton, greatly
shocked at the double fault of falsehood and violence which his
idol had committed.

ÒLeave the room, Ellen!Ó she repeated, trembling all over.
Little Hareton, who followed me everywhere,and was sitting

near me on the floor, at seeingmy tears commencedcrying him-
self, and sobbed out complaints against Òwicked aunt Cathy,Ó
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which drew her fury on to his unlucky head: she seized his
shoulders, and shook him till the poor child waxed livid, and
Edgar thoughtlessly laid hold of her hands to deliver him. In an
instant one was wrung free, and the astonishedyoung man felt it
applied over his own ear in a way that could not be mistaken for
jest. He drew back in consternation. I lifted Hareton in my arms,
and walked off to the kitchen with him, leaving the door of com-
munication open, for I was curious to watch how they would
settle their disagreement.The insulted visitor moved to the spot
where he had laid his hat, pale and with a quivering lip.

ÒThatÕsright!Ó I said to myself. ÒTake warning and begone!
ItÕs a kindness to let you have a glimpse of her genuine
disposition.Ó

ÒWhere are you going?Ódemanded Catherine, advancing to
the door.

He swerved aside, and attempted to pass.
ÒYou must not go!Ó she exclaimed, energetically.
ÒI must and shall!Ó he replied in a subdued voice.
ÒNo,Óshepersisted,grasping the handle; Ònot yet, Edgar Lin-

ton: sit down; you shall not leaveme in that temper. I should be
miserable all night, and I wonÕt be miserable for youÓ

ÒCan I stay after you have struck me?Ó asked Linton.
Catherine was mute.
ÒYouÕvemade me afraid and ashamedof you,Ó he continued;

ÒIÕll not come here againÓ
Her eyes began to glisten and her lids to twinkle.
ÒAnd you told a deliberate untruth!Ó he said.
ÒI didnÕt!Óshecried, recovering her speech;ÒI did nothing de-

liberately. Well, go, if you pleaseÐ get away! And now IÕllcry Ð
IÕll cry myself sickÓ

Shedropped down on her kneesby a chair, and set to weeping
in seriousearnest.Edgar perseveredin his resolution as far as the
court; there he lingered. I resolved to encourage him.

ÒMissis dreadfully wayward, sir,ÓI called out. ÒAsbad asany
marred child: youÕdbetter be riding home, or elseshewill be sick,
only to grieve us.Ó

The soft thing looked askance through the window: he pos-
sessedthe power to depart as much as a cat possessesthe power
to leave a mouse half killed, or a bird half eaten. Ah, I thought,
there will be no saving him: heÕsdoomed, and flies to his fate!
And so it was: he turned abruptly, hastenedinto the houseagain,
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shut the door behind him; and when I went in a while after to in-
form them that Earnshaw had come home rabid drunk, ready to
pull the whole placeabout our ears(his ordinary frame of mind in
that condition), I saw the quarrel had merely effecteda closer in-
timacy Ð had broken the outworks of youthful timidity, and
enabled them to forsake the disguise of friendship, and confess
themselves lovers.

Intelligence of Mr. HindleyÕsarrival drove Linton speedily to
his horse, and Catherine to her chamber. I went to hide little
Hareton, and to take the shot out of the masterÕsfowling-piece,
which he was fond of playing with in his insaneexcitement, to the
hazard of the lives of any who provoked, or evenattracted his no-
tice too much; and I had hit upon the plan of removing it, that he
might do less mischief if he did go the length of firing the gun.
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H E ENTERED, vociferating oaths dreadful to hear; and
caught me in the act of stowing his son sway in the kitchen

cupboard. Hareton was impressedwith a wholesometerror of en-
countering either his wild beastÕsfondnessor his madmanÕsrage;
for in one he ran a chanceof being squeezedand kissedto death,
and in the other of being flung into the fire, or dashedagainst the
wall; and the poor thing remained perfectly quiet wherever I
chose to put him.

ÒThere, IÕvefound it out at last!Ó cried Hindley, pulling me
back by the skin of my neck, like a dog. ÒBy heaven and hell,
youÕvesworn betweenyou to murder that child! I know how it is,
now, that he is always out of my way. But, with the help of Satan,
I shall make you swallow the carving-knife, Nelly! You neednÕt
laugh; for IÕvejust crammed Kenneth, head downmost, in the
Black horsemarsh; and two is the sameasone Ðand I want to kill
some of you: I shall have no rest till I doÓ

ÒBut I donÕtlike the carving-knife, Mr. Hindley,Ó I answered;
Òit has been cutting red herrings. IÕd rather be shot, if you
please.Ó

ÒYouÕdrather be damned!Óhe said; Òandso you shall. No law
in England can hinder a man from keeping his housedecent,and
mineÕsabominable! Open your mouth.Ó He held the knife in his
hand, and pushed its point betweenmy teeth: but, for my part, I
was never much afraid of his vagaries.I spat out, and affirmed it
tasted detestably Ð I would not take it on any account.

ÒOh!Ósaid he, releasingme, ÒI seethat hideous little villain is
not Hareton: I beg your pardon, Nell. If it be, he deservesflaying
alive for not running to welcome me, and for screaming as if I
were a goblin. Unnatural cub, come hither! IÕllteach thee to im-
poseon a good-hearted,deluded father. Now, donÕtyou think the
lad would be handsomer cropped? It makes a dog fiercer, and I
love something fierce Ð get me a scissorsÐ something fierce and
trim! Besides,itÕsinfernal affectation Ð devilish conceit it is, to
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cherish our earsÐweÕreassesenough without them. Hush, child,
hush! Well then, it is my darling! Wisht, dry thy eyesÐ thereÕsa
joy; kiss me. What! It wonÕt?Kiss me, Hareton! Damn thee, kiss
me! By God, as if I would rear such a monster! As sure as IÕmliv-
ing, IÕll break the bratÕs neck.Ó

Poor Hareton was squalling and kicking in his fatherÕsarms
with all his might, and redoubled his yells when he carried him up
stairs and lifted him over the banister. I cried out that he would
frighten the child into fits, and ran to rescuehim. As I reached
them, Hindley leant forward on the rails to listen to a noise be-
low; almost forgetting what he had in his hands. ÒWho is that?Ó
he asked, hearing some one approaching the stairsÕ-foot.I leant
forward also, for the purpose of signing to Heathcliff, whose step
I recognised,not to comefurther; and, at the instant when my eye
quitted Hareton, he gavea suddenspring, delivered himself from
the careless grasp that held him, and fell.

There was scarcelytime to experiencea thrill of horror before
we saw that the little wretch was safe. Heathcliff arrived under-
neath just at the critical moment; by a natural impulse he arrested
his descent,and setting him on his feet, looked up to discover the
author of the accident. A miser who has parted with a lucky lot-
tery ticket for five shillings, and finds next day he has lost in the
bargain five thousand pounds, could not show a blanker counten-
ancethan he did on beholding the figure of Mr. Earnshaw above.
It expressed,plainer than words could do, the intensestanguishat
having madehimself the instrument of thwarting his own revenge.
Had it been dark, I daresay he would have tried to remedy the
mistake by smashing HaretonÕsskull on the steps; but, we wit-
nessedhis salvation; and I was presently below with my precious
charge pressedto my heart. Hindley descendedmore leisurely,
sobered and abashed.

ÒIt is your fault, Ellen,Óhe said; Òyou should have kept him
out of sight: you should have taken him from me! Is he injured
anywhere?Ó

ÒInjured!ÓI cried angrily; Òif he is not killed, heÕllbe an idiot!
Oh! I wonder his mother doesnot rise from her grave to seehow
you use him. YouÕreworse than a heathen Ð treating your own
flesh and blood in that manner!ÓHe attempted to touch the child,
who, on finding himself with me, sobbedoff his terror directly. At
the first finger his father laid on him, however, he shrieked again
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louder than before, and struggled as if he would go into
convulsions.

ÒYou shall not meddle with him!Ó I continued. ÒHehatesyou
Ð they all hate you Ð thatÕsthe truth! A happy family you have;
and a pretty state youÕre come toÓ

ÒI shall come to a prettier, yet, Nelly,Ó laughed the misguided
man, recovering his hardness.ÒAt present, convey yourself and
him away. And hark you, Heathcliff! Clear you too quite from
my reach and hearing. I wouldnÕt murder you to-night; unless,
perhaps, I set the house on fire: but thatÕs as my fancy goes.Ó

While saying this he took a pint bottle of brandy from the
dresser, and poured some into a tumbler.

ÒNay, donÕt!ÓI entreated. ÒMr. Hindley, do take warning.
Have mercy on this unfortunate boy, if you care nothing for
yourselfÓ

ÒAny one will do better for him than I shall,Ó he answered.
ÒHave mercy on your own soul!Ó I said, endeavouring to

snatch the glass from his hand.
ÒNot I! On the contrary, I shall have great pleasurein sending

it to perdition to punish its Maker,Ó exclaimed the blasphemer.
ÒHereÕs to its hearty damnationÓ

He drank the spirits and impatiently bade us go; terminating
his command with a sequelof horrid imprecations too bad to re-
peat or remember.

ÒItÕsa pity he cannot kill himself with drink,Ó observedHeath-
cliff, muttering an echo of cursesback when the door was shut.
ÒHeÕsdoing his very utmost; but his constitution defieshim. Mr.
Kenneth sayshe would wager his mare that heÕlloutlive any man
on this side Gimmerton, and go to the grave a hoary sinner; un-
less some happy chance out of the common course befall him.Ó

I went into the kitchen, and sat down to lull my little lamb to
sleep. Heathcliff, as I thought, walked through to the barn. It
turned out afterwards that he only got as far as the other side the
settle, when he flung himself on a bench by the wall, removed
from the fire and remained silent.

I was rocking Hareton on my knee, and humming a song that
began,

It was far in the night, and the bairnies grat, The mither be-
neath the mools heard that,

when Miss Cathy, who had listened to the hubbub from her
room, put her head in, and whispered, ÒAre you alone, Nelly?Ó
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ÒYes, Miss,Ó I replied.
Sheentered and approached the hearth. I, supposing she was

going to say something, looked up. The expression of her face
seemeddisturbed and anxious. Her lips were half asunder, as if
she meant to speak, and she drew a breath; but it escapedin a
sigh instead of a sentence.I resumedmy song; not having forgot-
ten her recent behaviour.

ÒWhereÕs Heathcliff?Ó she said, interrupting me.
ÒAbout his work in the stable,Ó was my answer.
He did not contradict me; perhaps he had fallen into a doze.

There followed another long pause, during which I perceived a
drop or two trickle from CatherineÕscheek to the flags. Is she
sorry for her shameful conduct? I asked myself. That will be a
novelty: but she may come to the point Ð as she will Ð I shaÕnÕt
help her! No, shefelt small trouble regarding any subject,saveher
own concerns.

ÒOh, dear!Óshe cried at last. ÒIÕmvery unhappy!Ó ÒA pity,Ó
observed I. ÒYouÕrehard to please;so many friends and so few
cares,and canÕtmake yourself content!Ó ÒNelly, will you keep a
secretfor me?Óshepursued,kneeling down by me, and lifting her
winsome eyesto my face with that sort of look which turns off
bad temper, even when one has all the right in the world to in-
dulge it.

ÒIs it worth keeping?Ó I inquired, less sulkily.
ÒYes,and it worries me, and I must let it out! I want to know

what I should do. To-day, Edgar Linton has asked me to marry
him, and IÕvegiven him an answer. Now, before I tell you wheth-
er it was a consent or denial, you tell me which it ought to have
been.Ó

ÒReally,Miss Catherine, how can I know?Ó I replied. ÒTo be
sure,considering the exhibition you performed in his presencethis
afternoon, I might say it would be wise to refuse him: since he
askedyou after that, he must either be hopelesslystupid or a ven-
turesome fool.Ó

ÒIf you talk so, I wonÕttell you any more,Óshereturned, peev-
ishly rising to her feet. ÒI acceptedhim, Nelly. Be quick, and say
whether I was wrongÓ

ÒYou acceptedhim! Then what good is it discussingthe mat-
ter? You have pledged your word, and cannot retract.Ó

ÒButsay whether I should have done so Ðdo!Ó sheexclaimed
in an irritated tone; chafing her hands together, and frowning.
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ÒThereare many things to be consideredbefore that question
can be answeredproperly,Ó I said, sententiously.ÒFirst and fore-
most, do you love Mr. Edgar?Ó

ÒWho can help it? Of course I do,Ó she answered.
Then I put her through the following catechism: for a girl of

twenty-two it was not injudicious.
ÒWhydo you love him, Miss Cathy?ÓÒNonsense,I do ÐthatÕs

sufficient.ÓÒByno means;you must saywhy?ÓÒWell, becausehe
is handsome, and pleasant to be with.Ó ÒBad!Ó was my
commentary.

ÒAnd because he is young and cheerful.Ó ÒBad, still.Ó
ÒAnd because he loves me.Ó ÒIndifferent, coming there.Ó
ÒAnd he will be rich, and I shall like to be the greatestwoman

of the neighbourhood, and I shall be proud of having such a
husband.Ó

ÒWorst of all. And now, say how you love him?ÓÒAsevery-
body loves Ð YouÕre silly, Nelly.Ó ÒNot at all Ð Answer.Ó

ÒI love the ground under his feet, and the air over his head,
and everything he touches, and every word he says.I love all his
looks, and all his actions, and him entirely and altogether. There
nowÓ

ÒAnd why?Ó
ÒNay; you are making a jest of it: it is exceedinglyillnatured!

ItÕsno jest to me!Ósaid the young lady, scowling, and turning her
face to the fire.

ÒIÕmvery far from jesting, Miss Catherine,ÓI replied. ÒYou
love Mr. Edgar becausehe is handsome,and young, and cheerful,
and rich, and loves you. The last, however, goesfor nothing: you
would love him without that, probably; and with it you wouldnÕt,
unless he possessed the four former attractions.Ó

ÒNo, to be sure not: I should only pity him Ð hate him, per-
haps, if he were ugly, and a clown.Ó

ÒBut there are severalother handsome,rich young men in the
world: handsomer, possibly, and richer than he is. What should
hinder you from loving them?Ó

ÒIf there be any, they are out of my way: IÕveseennone like
Edgar.Ó

ÒYou may seesome; and he wonÕtalways be handsome,and
young, and may not always be rich.Ó

ÒHeis now; and I haveonly to do with the present.I wish you
would speak rationally.Ó
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ÒWell, that settlesit: if you have only to do with the present,
marry Mr. Linton.Ó

ÒI donÕtwant your permission for that ÐI SHALL marry him:
and yet you have not told me whether IÕm right.Ó

ÒPerfectly right; if people be right to marry only for the
present.And now, let us hear what you are unhappy about. Your
brother will be pleased;the old lady and gentleman will not ob-
ject, I think; you will escapefrom a disorderly, comfortless home
into a wealthy, respectableone; and you love Edgar, and Edgar
loves you. All seems smooth and easy: where is the obstacle?Ó

ÒHERE! And HERE!Ó replied Catherine, striking one hand on
her forehead,and the other on her breast:Òinwhichever place the
soul lives. In my soul and in my heart, IÕm convinced IÕm wrongÓ

ÒThatÕsvery strange! I cannot make it out.Ó ÒItÕsmy secret.
But if you will not mock at me, IÕllexplain it: I canÕtdo it dis-
tinctly; but IÕllgive you a feeling of how I feel.ÓSheseatedherself
by me again: her countenancegrew sadder and graver, and her
clasped hands trembled.

ÒNelly, do you never dream queer dreams?Óshe said, sud-
denly, after some minutesÓ reflection.

ÒYes, now and then,Ó I answered.
ÒAnd so do I. IÕvedreamt in my life dreams that have stayed

with me ever after, and changedmy ideas: theyÕvegone through
and through me, like wine through water, and altered the colour
of my mind. And this is one: IÕmgoing to tell it Ð but take care
not to smile at any part of it.Ó

ÒOh! DonÕt,Miss Catherine!Ó I cried. ÒWeÕredismal enough
without conjuring up ghosts and visions to perplex us. Come,
come, be merry and like yourself! Look at little Hareton! HEÕS
dreaming nothing dreary. How sweetly he smiles in his sleepÓ

ÒYes;and how sweetlyhis father cursesin his solitude! You re-
member him, I daresay, when he was just such another as that
chubby thing: nearly as young and innocent. However, Nelly, I
shall oblige you to listen: itÕsnot long; and IÕveno power to be
merry to-night.Ó

ÒI wonÕt hear it, I wonÕt hear it!Ó I repeated, hastily.
I was superstitious about dreamsthen, and am still; and Cath-

erine had an unusual gloom in her aspect, that made me dread
something from which I might shape a prophecy, and foreseea
fearful catastrophe. She was vexed, but she did not proceed.
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Apparently taking up another subject, she recommenced in a
short time.

ÒIf I were in heaven, Nelly, I should be extremely miserable.Ó
ÒBecauseyou are not fit to go there,ÓI answered.ÒAll sinners

would be miserable in heaven.Ó
ÒBut it is not for that. I dreamt once that I was there.ÓÒI tell

you I wonÕthearken to your dreams, Miss Catherine! IÕllgo to
bed,Ó I interrupted again.

Shelaughed, and held me down; for I made a motion to leave
my chair.

ÒThis is nothing,Ó cried she: ÒI was only going to say that
heavendid not seemto be my home; and I broke my heart with
weeping to come back to earth; and the angelswere so angry that
they flung me out into the middle of the heath on the top of
Wuthering Heights; where I woke sobbing for joy. That will do to
explain my secret,as well as the other. IÕveno more businessto
marry Edgar Linton than I haveto be in heaven;and if the wicked
man in there had not brought Heathcliff so low, I shouldnÕthave
thought of it. It would degrademe to marry Heathcliff now; so he
shall neverknow how I love him: and that, not becauseheÕshand-
some, Nelly, but becauseheÕsmore myself than I am. Whatever
our souls are made of, his and mine are the same;and LintonÕsis
as different as a moonbeam from lightning, or frost from fire.Ó

Ere this speechended I becamesensibleof HeathcliffÕspres-
ence.Having noticed a slight movement, I turned my head, and
saw him rise from the bench, and steal out noiselessly.He had
listened till he heard Catherine say it would degradeher to marry
him, and then he stayed to hear no further. My companion, sit-
ting on the ground, was preventedby the back of the settle from
remarking his presenceor departure; but I started, and bade her
hush!

ÒWhy?Ó she asked, gazing nervously round.
ÒJosephis here,ÓI answered,catching opportunely the roll of

his cartwheels up the road; Òand Heathcliff will come in with
him. IÕm not sure whether he were not at the door this moment.Ó

ÒOh,he couldnÕtoverhearme at the door!Ó said she.ÒGiveme
Hareton, while you get the supper,and when it is ready ask me to
sup with you. I want to cheat my uncomfortable conscience,and
be convinced that Heathcliff hasno notion of thesethings. He has
not, has he? He does not know what being in love isÓ

ÒI seeno reason that he should not know, as well as you,Ó I

WUTHERING HEIGHTS

68



returned; Òandif you are his choice, heÕllbe the most unfortunate
creature that ever was born! As soon as you becomeMrs. Linton,
he losesfriend, and love, and all! Have you consideredhow youÕll
bear the separation,and how heÕllbear to be quite desertedin the
world? Because, Miss CatherineÓ

ÒHequite deserted!We separated!Ósheexclaimed,with an ac-
cent of indignation. ÒWho is to separateus, pray? TheyÕllmeet
the fate of Milo! Not as long as I live, Ellen: for no mortal
creature. Every Linton on the face of the earth might melt into
nothing before I could consent to forsake Heathcliff. Oh, thatÕs
not what I intend Ð thatÕsnot what I mean! I shouldnÕtbe Mrs.
Linton were sucha price demanded!HeÕllbe asmuch to me ashe
has beenall his lifetime. Edgar must shakeoff his antipathy, and
tolerate him, at least. He will, when he learns my true feelingsto-
wards him. Nelly, I seenow you think me a selfish wretch; but
did it never strike you that if Heathcliff and I married, we should
be beggars?Whereas,if I marry Linton I can aid Heathcliff to rise,
and place him out of my brotherÕs power.Ó

ÒWith your husbandÕsmoney, Miss Catherine?Ó I asked.
ÒYouÕllfind him not so pliable as you calculate upon: and,
though IÕmhardly a judge, I think thatÕsthe worst motive youÕve
given yet for being the wife of young Linton.Ó

ÒIt is not,Ó retorted she; Òit is the best! The others were the
satisfaction of my whims: and for EdgarÕssake, too, to satisfy
him. This is for the sake of one who comprehendsin his person
my feelings to Edgar and myself. I cannot expressit; but surely
you and everybodyhavea notion that there is or should be an ex-
istenceof yours beyond you. What were the useof my creation, if
I were entirely contained here? My great miseries in this world
have beenHeathcliffÕsmiseries,and I watched and felt eachfrom
the beginning: my great thought in living is himself. If all elseper-
ished, and HE remained, I should still continue to be; and if all
elseremained, and he were annihilated, the universe would turn
to a mighty stranger: I should not seema part of it. My love for
Linton is like the foliage in the woods: time will change it, IÕm
well aware, aswinter changesthe trees.My love for Heathcliff re-
semblesthe eternal rocks beneath:a sourceof little visible delight,
but necessary.Nelly, I AM Heathcliff! HeÕsalways, always in my
mind: not as a pleasure,any more than I am always a pleasureto
myself, but as my own being. So donÕttalk of our separation
again: it is impracticable; and
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She paused, and hid her face in the folds of my gown; but I
jerked it forcibly away. I was out of patience with her folly!

ÒIf I can make any senseof your nonsense,Miss,Ó I said, Òit
only goesto convince me that you are ignorant of the duties you
undertake in marrying; or elsethat you are a wicked, unprincipled
girl. But trouble me with no more secrets:IÕllnot promise to keep
them.Ó

ÒYouÕll keep that?Ó she asked, eagerly.
ÒNo, IÕll not promise,Ó I repeated.
Shewas about to insist, when the entrance of Josephfinished

our conversation; and Catherine removed her seat to a corner,
and nursed Hareton, while I made the supper. After it was
cooked, my fellow-servant and I began to quarrel who should
carry some to Mr. Hindley; and we didnÕtsettle it till all was
nearly cold. Then we came to the agreementthat we would let
him ask, if he wanted any; for we feared particularly to go into
his presence when he had been some time alone.

ÒAnd how isnÕtthat nowt comed in froÓ thÓ field, be this
time? What is he about? Girt idle seeght!Ódemandedthe old man,
looking round for Heathcliff.

ÒIÕll call him,Ó I replied. ÒHeÕs in the barn, IÕve no doubt.Ó
I went and called, but got no answer. On returning, I

whispered to Catherine that he had heard a good part of what she
said, I was sure; and told how I saw him quit the kitchen just as
she complained of her brotherÕsconduct regarding him. She
jumped up in a fine fright, flung Hareton on to the settle, and ran
to seekfor her friend herself; not taking leisure to consider why
shewas so flurried, or how her talk would have affectedhim. She
was absentsuch a while that Josephproposed we should wait no
longer. He cunningly conjectured they were staying away in order
to avoid hearing his protracted blessing.They were Òill eneughfor
ony fahl manners,Óhe affirmed. And on their behalf he added
that night a special prayer to the usual quarter-of-an-hourÕssup-
plication before meat, and would have tacked another to the end
of the grace,had not his young mistressbroken in upon him with
a hurried command that he must run down the road, and,
wherever Heathcliff had rambled, find and make him re-enter
directly!

ÒI want to speak to him, and I MUST, before I go upstairs,Ó
she said. ÒAnd the gate is open: he is somewhereout of hearing;
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for he would not reply, though I shouted at the top of the fold as
loud as I could.Ó

Josephobjectedat first; shewas too much in earnest,however,
to suffer contradiction; and at last he placed his hat on his head,
and walked grumbling forth. Meantime, Catherine paced up and
down the floor, exclaiming ÒI wonder where he is Ð I wonder
where he can be! What did I say, Nelly? IÕveforgotten. Was he
vexed at my bad humour this afternoon? Dear! Tell me what IÕve
said to grieve him? I do wish heÕd come. I do wish he wouldÓ

ÒWhat a noise for nothing!Ó I cried, though rather uneasymy-
self. ÒWhat a trifle scaresyou! ItÕssurely no great causeof alarm
that Heathcliff should take a moonlight saunter on the moors, or
even lie too sulky to speak to us in the hay-loft. IÕllengageheÕs
lurking there. See if I donÕt ferret him outÓ

I departed to renew my search; its result was disappointment,
and JosephÕs quest ended in the same.

ÒYon lad getswar und war!Ó observedhe on reentering.ÒHeÕs
left thÓ gate at tÓ full swing, and MissÕspony has trodden dahn
two rigs oÓcorn, and plottered through, raight oÕerinto tÓ mead-
ow! Hahsomdiver, tÓ maister Òull play tÓ devil to-morn, and heÕll
do weel. HeÕspatience itsseln wiÓ sich careless,offald craters Ð
patienceitsseln he is! Bud heÕllnot be soa allus ÐyahÕssee,all on
ye! Yah munÕnÕt drive him out of his heead for nowtÓ

ÒHaveyou found Heathcliff, you ass?Óinterrupted Catherine.
ÒHave you been looking for him, as I ordered?Ó

ÒI sud more likker look for thÓ horse,Óhe replied. ÒIt Òudbe
to more sense.Bud I can look for norther horsenur man of a nee-
ght loike this Ðas black as tÓ chimbley! Und HeathcliffÕsnoan tÓ
chap to coom at MY whistle Ðhappen heÕllbe lesshard oÓhear-
ing wiÓ YEÓ

It WAS a very dark evening for summer: the clouds appeared
inclined to thunder, and I said we had better all sit down; the ap-
proaching rain would be certain to bring him home without
further trouble. However, Catherine would hot be persuadedinto
tranquillity. Shekept wandering to and fro, from the gate to the
door, in a state of agitation which permitted no repose; and at
length took up a permanentsituation on one sideof the wall, near
the road: where, heedlessof my expostulations and the growling
thunder, and the great drops that beganto plash around her, she
remained, calling at intervals, and then listening, and then crying
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outright. Shebeat Hareton, or any child, at a good passionatefit
of crying.

About midnight, while we still sat up, the storm camerattling
over the Heights in full fury. There was a violent wind, as well as
thunder, and either one or the other split a tree off at the corner
of the building: a huge bough fell across the roof, and knocked
down a portion of the east chimney-stack, sending a clatter of
stonesand soot into the kitchen-fire. We thought a bolt had fallen
in the middle of us; and Josephswung on to his knees,beseeching
the Lord to remember the patriarchs Noah and Lot, and, as in
former times, sparethe righteous, though he smote the ungodly. I
felt somesentiment that it must be a judgment on us also. The Jo-
nah, in my mind, was Mr. Earnshaw; and I shook the handle of
his den that I might ascertainif he were yet living. He replied aud-
ibly enough, in a fashion which made my companion vociferate,
more clamorously than before, that a wide distinction might be
drawn betweensaints like himself and sinnerslike his master. But
the uproar passed away in twenty minutes, leaving us all un-
harmed; excepting Cathy, who got thoroughly drenched for her
obstinacy in refusing to take shelter, and standing bonnetlessand
shawl-lessto catch as much water as shecould with her hair and
clothes. Shecamein and lay down on the settle, all soakedas she
was, turning her face to the back, and putting her hands before it.

ÒWell,Miss!ÓI exclaimed, touching her shoulder; Òyouare not
bent on getting your death, are you? Do you know what oÕclockit
is? Half-past twelve. Come, come to bed! ThereÕsno use waiting
any longer on that foolish boy: heÕllbe gone to Gimmerton, and
heÕllstay there now. He guesseswe shouldnÕtwait for him till this
late hour: at least, he guessesthat only Mr. Hindley would be up;
and heÕd rather avoid having the door opened by the master.Ó

ÒNay, nay, heÕsnoan at Gimmerton,Ó said Joseph.ÒIÕsniver
wonder but heÕsat tÓ bothom of a bog-hoile. This visitation
wornÕtfor nowt, and I wod hevÓye to look out, Miss Ðyah muh
be tÓ next. Thank Hivin for all! All warks togither for gooid to
them as is chozzen,and piked out froÓ thÓ rubbidge! Yah knaw
whet tÓ Scripture ses.ÓAnd he beganquoting severaltexts, refer-
ring us to chapters and verses where we might find them.

I, having vainly beggedthe wilful girl to rise and remove her
wet things, left him preaching and her shivering, and betook my-
self to bed with little Hareton, who slept as fast as if everyonehad
been sleeping round him. I heard Joseph read on a while

WUTHERING HEIGHTS

72



afterwards; then I distinguished his slow step on the ladder, and
then I dropped asleep.

Coming down somewhat later than usual, I saw, by the sun-
beams piercing the chinks of the shutters, Miss Catherine still
seated near the fireplace. The housedoor was ajar, too; light
entered from its unclosed windows; Hindley had come out, and
stood on the kitchen hearth, haggard and drowsy.

ÒWhat ails you, Cathy?Óhe was saying when I entered: Òyou
look as dismal as a drowned whelp. Why are you so damp and
pale, child?Ó

ÒIÕvebeen wet,Ó she answered reluctantly, Òand IÕm cold,
thatÕs all.Ó

ÒOh,sheis naughty!ÓI cried, perceiving the master to be toler-
ably sober. ÒShegot steepedin the shower of yesterdayevening,
and there shehas sat the night through, and I couldnÕtprevail on
her to stir.Ó

Mr. Earnshawstaredat us in surprise.ÒThenight through,Óhe
repeated. ÒWhat kept her up? Not fear of the thunder, surely?
That was over hours since.Ó

Neither of us wished to mention HeathcliffÕsabsence,as long
as we could concealit; so I replied, I didnÕtknow how shetook it
into her head to sit up; and she said nothing. The morning was
fresh and cool; I threw back the lattice, and presently the room
filled with sweet scents from the garden; but Catherine called
peevishly to me, ÒEllen,shut the window. IÕmstarving!ÓAnd her
teeth chattered as she shrank closer to the almost extinguished
embers.

ÒSheÕsill,Ó said Hindley, taking her wrist; ÒIsupposethatÕsthe
reason she would not go to bed. Damn it! I donÕtwant to be
troubled with more sickness here. What took you into the rain?Ó

ÒRunning after tÓ lads, as usuald!Ó croaked Joseph,catching
an opportunity from our hesitation to thrust in his evil tongue. ÒIf
I war yah, maister, IÕd just slam tÓ boards iÓ their faces all on Ôem,
gentle and simple! Never a day ut yahÕreoff, but yon cat oÓLin-
ton comes sneaking hither; and Miss Nelly, shooÕsa fine lass!
Shoo sits watching for ye iÓ tÓ kitchen; and as yahÕrein at one
door, heÕsout at tÕother;and, then, wer grand lady goesa court-
ing of her side! ItÕsbonny behaviour, lurking amang tÓ fields,
after twelve oÓ tÓ night, wiÓ that fahl, flaysome divil of a gipsy,
Heathcliff! They think IÕMblind; but IÕmnoan: nowt ut tÓ soart!
I seedyoung Linton boath coming and going, and I seedYAHÓ
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(directing his discourse to me), Òyah gooid fur nowt, slattenly
witch! Nip up and bolt into thÓ house, tÓ minute yah heard tÓ
maisterÕs horse-fit clatter up tÓ road.Ó

ÒSilence,eavesdropper!Ócried Catherine; Ònone of your in-
solence before me! Edgar Linton came yesterday by chance,
Hindley; and it was I who told him to be off: becauseI knew you
would not like to have met him as you were.Ó

ÒYou lie, Cathy, no doubt,Ó answeredher brother, Òandyou
are a confounded simpleton! But never mind Linton at present:
tell me, were you not with Heathcliff last night? Speakthe truth,
now. You neednot he afraid of harming him: though I hate him
asmuch asever,he did me a good turn a short time sincethat will
make my consciencetender of breaking his neck. To prevent it, I
shall sendhim about his businessthis very morning; and after heÕs
gone, IÕdadviseyou all to look sharp: I shall only have the more
humour for you.Ó

ÒIneversaw Heathcliff last night,ÓansweredCatherine, begin-
ning to sob bitterly: Òandif you do turn him out of doors, IÕllgo
with him. But, perhaps, youÕllnever have an opportunity: per-
haps,heÕsgone.ÓHere sheburst into uncontrollable grief, and the
remainder of her words were inarticulate.

Hindley lavished on her a torrent of scornful abuse,and bade
her get to her room immediately, or sheshouldnÕtcry for nothing!
I obliged her to obey; and I shall never forget what a scenesheac-
ted when we reachedher chamber: it terrified me. I thought she
was going mad, and I begged Joseph to run for the doctor. It
proved the commencementof delirium: Mr. Kenneth, as soon as
he saw her, pronounced her dangerously ill; she had a fever. He
bled her, and he told me to let her live on whey and water-gruel,
and take care she did not throw herself downstairs or out of the
window; and then he left: for he had enough to do in the parish,
where two or three miles was the ordinary distancebetweencot-
tage and cottage.

Though I cannot say I madea gentlenurse,and Josephand the
master were no better, and though our patient was as wearisome
and headstrong as a patient could be, she weathered it through.
Old Mrs. Linton paid us severalvisits, to be sure, and set things
to rights, and scoldedand ordered us all; and when Catherine was
convalescent, she insisted on conveying her to Thrushcross
Grange: for which deliverancewe were very grateful. But the poor
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dame had reason to repent of her kindness: sheand her husband
both took the fever, and died within a few days of each other.

Our young lady returned to us saucier and more passionate,
and haughtier than ever. Heathcliff had never beenheard of since
the eveningof the thunder-storm; and, one day, I had the misfor-
tune, when shehad provoked me exceedingly,to lay the blame of
his disappearanceon her: where indeed it belonged, as she well
knew. From that period, for several months, she ceasedto hold
any communication with me, save in the relation of a mere ser-
vant. Josephfell under a ban also: he would speakhis mind, and
lecture her all the same as if she were a little girl; and she es-
teemedherself a woman, and our mistress,and thought that her
recent illness gave her a claim to be treated with consideration.
Then the doctor had said that shewould not bear crossingmuch;
she ought to have her own way; and it was nothing less than
murder in her eyesfor any one to presumeto stand up and con-
tradict her. From Mr. Earnshaw and his companions she kept
aloof; and tutored by Kenneth, and seriousthreats of a fit that of-
ten attended her rages, her brother allowed her whatever she
pleasedto demand, and generally avoided aggravating her fiery
temper. He was rather too indulgent in humouring her caprices;
not from affection, but from pride: he wished earnestly to seeher
bring honour to the family by an alliance with the Lintons, and as
long as she let him alone shemight trample on us like slaves,for
aught he cared! Edgar Linton, asmultitudes havebeenbefore and
will be after him, was infatuated: and believedhimself the happi-
est man alive on the day he led her to Gimmerton Chapel, three
years subsequent to his fatherÕs death.

Much against my inclination, I was persuaded to leave
Wuthering Heights and accompany her here, Little Hareton was
nearly five yearsold, and I had just begun to teachhim his letters.
We madea sadparting; but CatherineÕstearswere more powerful
than ours. When I refusedto go, and when shefound her entreat-
ies did not move me, she went lamenting to her husband and
brother. The former offered me munificent wages; the latter
ordered me to pack up: he wanted no women in the house, he
said, now that there was no mistress;and as to Hareton, the cur-
ate should take him in hand, by-and-by. And so I had but one
choice left: to do as I was ordered. I told the master he got rid of
all decentpeople only to run to ruin a little faster; I kissedHare-
ton, said good-by; and since then he has beena stranger: and itÕs
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very queer to think it, but IÕveno doubt he hascompletely forgot-
ten all about Ellen Dean, and that he was ever more than all the
world to her and she to him!

At this point of the housekeeperÕsstory shechancedto glance
towards the time-piece over the chimney; and was in amazement
on seeingthe minute-hand measurehalf-past one. Shewould not
hear of staying a secondlonger: in truth, I felt rather disposedto
defer the sequelof her narrative myself. And now that sheis van-
ished to her rest, and I have meditated for another hour or two, I
shall summon courage to go also, in spite of aching lazinessof
head and limbs.
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ACHARMING introduction to a hermitÕslife! Four weeksÓ
torture, tossing,and sickness!Oh, thesebleak winds and bit-

ter northern skies, and impassable roads, and dilatory country
surgeons!And oh, this dearth of the human physiognomy! And,
worse than all, the terrible intimation of Kenneth that I neednot
expect to be out of doors till spring!

Mr. Heathcliff has just honoured me with a call. About seven
days ago he sent me a brace of grouse Ð the last of the season.
Scoundrel! He is not altogether guiltless in this illness of mine;
and that I had a great mind to tell him. But, alas! How could I of-
fend a man who was charitable enough to sit at my bedside a
good hour, and talk on some other subject than pills and
draughts, blisters and leeches?This is quite an easyinterval. I am
too weak to read; yet I feel as if I could enjoy something interest-
ing. Why not have up Mrs. Dean to finish her tale? I can recollect
its chief incidents, as far as she had gone. Yes: I remember her
hero had run off, and neverbeenheard of for three years;and the
heroine was married. IÕllring: sheÕllbe delighted to find me cap-
able of talking cheerfully. Mrs. Dean came.

ÒIt wants twenty minutes, sir, to taking the medicine,Óshe
commenced.

ÒAway, away with it!Ó I replied; ÒI desire to haveÓÒThedoc-
tor saysyou must drop the powders.ÓÒWith all my heart! DonÕt
interrupt me. Come and take your seat here. Keep your fingers
from that bitter phalanx of vials. Draw your knitting out of your
pocket Ð that will do Ð now continue the history of Mr. Heath-
cliff, from where you left off, to the presentday. Did he finish his
education on the Continent, and come back a gentleman?Or did
he get a sizarÕsplace at college, or escapeto America, and earn
honours by drawing blood from his foster-country? Or make a
fortune more promptly on the English highways?ÓÒHemay have
done a little in all thesevocations, Mr. Lockwood; but I couldnÕt
give my word for any. I stated before that I didnÕtknow how he
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gained his money; neither am I aware of the means he took to
raise his mind from the savageignorance into which it was sunk:
but, with your leave, IÕllproceedin my own fashion, if you think
it will amuseand not weary you. Are you feeling better this morn-
ing?Ó ÒMuch.Ó

ÒThatÕs good news.Ó
I got Miss Catherine and myself to Thrushcross Grange; and,

to my agreeable disappointment, she behaved infinitely better
than I dared to expect. Sheseemedalmost over-fond of Mr. Lin-
ton; and even to his sister she showed plenty of affection. They
were both very attentive to her comfort, certainly. It was not the
thorn bending to the honeysuckles,but the honeysucklesembra-
cing the thorn. There were no mutual concessions:one stood
erect, and the others yielded: and who can be ill-natured and bad-
tempered when they encounter neither opposition nor indiffer-
ence?I observedthat Mr. Edgar had a deeprootedfear of ruffling
her humour. He concealedit from her; but if everhe heard me an-
swer sharply, or saw any other servant grow cloudy at some
imperious order of hers, he would show his trouble by a frown of
displeasurethat never darkened on his own account. He many a
time spoke sternly to me about my pertness;and averred that the
stab of a knife could not inflict a worse pang than he suffered at
seeinghis lady vexed. Not to grieve a kind master, I learned to be
lesstouchy; and, for the spaceof half a year, the gunpowder lay
as harmless as sand, becauseno fire came near to explode it.
Catherine had seasonsof gloom and silencenow and then: they
were respectedwith sympathising silence by her husband, who
ascribed them to an alteration in her constitution, produced by
her perilous illness; as shewas never subject to depressionof spir-
its before. The return of sunshine was welcomed by answering
sunshinefrom him. I believe I may assertthat they were really in
possession of deep and growing happiness.

It ended.Well, we MUST be for ourselvesin the long run; the
mild and generousare only more justly selfish than the domineer-
ing; and it endedwhen circumstancescausedeachto feel that the
oneÕsinterest was not the chief consideration in the otherÕs
thoughts. On a mellow evening in September,I was coming from
the gardenwith a heavybasketof appleswhich I had beengather-
ing. It had got dusk, and the moon looked over the high wall of
the court, causingundefined shadowsto lurk in the cornersof the
numerous projecting portions of the building. I set my burden on
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the house-stepsby the kitchen-door, and lingered to rest, and
drew in a few more breathsof the soft, sweetair; my eyeswere on
the moon, and my back to the entrance,when I heard a voice be-
hind me say, ÒNelly, is that you?Ó

It was a deep voice, and foreign in tone; yet there was
something in the manner of pronouncing my name which made it
sound familiar. I turned about to discover who spoke, fearfully;
for the doors were shut, and I had seennobody on approaching
the steps. Something stirred in the porch; and, moving nearer, I
distinguished a tall man dressedin dark clothes, with dark face
and hair. He leant against the side, and held his fingers on the
latch as if intending to open for himself. ÒWho can it be?ÓI
thought. ÒMr. Earnshaw?Oh, no! The voice has no resemblance
to his.Ó

ÒI have waited here an hour,Ó he resumed,while I continued
staring; Òandthe whole of that time all round has beenas still as
death. I dared not enter. You do not know me? Look, IÕmnot a
strangerÓ

A ray fell on his features; the cheeks were sallow, and half
covered with black whiskers; the brows lowering, the eyesdeep-
set and singular. I remembered the eyes.

ÒWhat!ÓI cried, uncertain whether to regard him as a worldly
visitor, and I raised my hands in amazement.ÒWhat! You come
back? Is it really you? Is it?Ó

ÒYes,Heathcliff,Ó he replied, glancing from me up to the win-
dows, which reflected a scoreof glittering moons, but showed no
lights from within. ÒAre they at home?Where is she?Nelly, you
are not glad! You neednÕtbe so disturbed. Is she here?Speak! I
want to have one word with her Ð your mistress. Go, and say
some person from Gimmerton desires to see her.Ó

ÒHow will she take it?Ó I exclaimed. ÒWhat will she do? The
surprise bewilders me Ð it will put her out of her head! And you
ARE Heathcliff! But altered! Nay, thereÕsno comprehending it.
Have you been for a soldier?Ó

ÒGoand carry my message,Óhe interrupted, impatiently. ÒIÕm
in hell till you doÓ

He lifted the latch, and I entered;but when I got to the parlour
where Mr. And Mrs. Linton were, I could not persuademyself to
proceed. At length I resolved on making an excuseto ask if they
would have the candles lighted, and I opened the door.

They sat together in a window whose lattice lay back against
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the wall, and displayed, beyond the garden trees, and the wild
green park, the valley of Gimmerton, with a long line of mist
winding nearly to its top (for very soon after you passthe chapel,
as you may have noticed, the sough that runs from the marshes
joins a beck which follows the bend of the glen). Wuthering
Heights rose above this silvery vapour; but our old housewas in-
visible; it rather dips down on the other side. Both the room and
its occupants, and the scenethey gazed on, looked wondrously
peaceful. I shrank reluctantly from performing my errand; and
was actually going away leaving it unsaid, after having put my
question about the candles,when a senseof my folly compelled
me to return, and mutter, ÒA person from Gimmerton wishes to
see you maÕam.Ó

ÒWhat does he want?Ó asked Mrs. Linton.
ÒI did not question him,Ó I answered.
ÒWell, close the curtains, Nelly,Ó she said; Òandbring up tea.

IÕll be back again directly.Ó
Shequitted the apartment; Mr. Edgar inquired, carelessly,who

it was.
ÒSomeone mistressdoes not expect,ÓI replied. ÒThat Heath-

cliff Ð you recollect him, sir Ð who used to live at Mr.
EarnshawÕs.Ó

ÒWhat! The gipsy Ð the ploughboy?Óhe cried. ÒWhy did you
not say so to Catherine?Ó

ÒHush!You must not call him by thosenames,master,ÓI said.
ÒSheÕdbe sadly grieved to hear you. Shewas nearly heartbroken
when he ran off. I guess his return will make a jubilee to her.Ó

Mr. Linton walked to a window on the other side of the room
that overlooked the court. He unfastenedit, and leant out. I sup-
pose they were below, for he exclaimed quickly: ÒDonÕtstand
there, love! Bring the person in, if it be anyone particular.Ó Ere
long, I heard the click of the latch, and Catherine flew up-stairs,
breathlessand wild; too excited to show gladness:indeed, by her
face, you would rather have surmised an awful calamity.

ÒOh, Edgar, Edgar!Óshe panted, flinging her arms round his
neck. ÒOh, Edgar darling! HeathcliffÕscome back Ð he is!Ó And
she tightened her embrace to a squeeze.

ÒWell, well,Ó cried her husband, crossly, ÒdonÕtstrangle me
for that! He never struck me as such a marvellous treasure.There
is no need to be franticÓ

ÒI know you didnÕtlike him,Ó sheanswered,repressinga little
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the intensity of her delight. ÒYet,for my sake,you must be friends
now. Shall I tell him to come up?Ó

ÒHere,Ó he said, Òinto the parlour?Ó ÒWhere else?Ó she asked.
He looked vexed, and suggestedthe kitchen as a more suitable

placefor him. Mrs. Linton eyedhim with a droll expressionÐhalf
angry, half laughing at his fastidiousness.

ÒNo,Ósheadded,after a while; ÒIcannot sit in the kitchen. Set
two tables here, Ellen: one for your master and Miss Isabella, be-
ing gentry; the other for Heathcliff and myself, being of the lower
orders. Will that pleaseyou, dear? Or must I have a fire lighted
elsewhere?If so, give directions. IÕll run down and secure my
guest. IÕm afraid the joy is too great to be realÓ

She was about to dart off again; but Edgar arrested her.
ÒYOU bid him stepup,Óhe said, addressingme; Òand,Cather-

ine, try to be glad, without being absurd. The whole household
need not witness the sight of your welcoming a runaway servant
as a brother.Ó

I descended,and found Heathcliff waiting under the porch,
evidently anticipating an invitation to enter. He followed my
guidance without waste of words, and I ushered him into the
presenceof the master and mistress, whose flushed cheeks be-
trayed signsof warm talking. But the ladyÕsglowed with another
feeling when her friend appearedat the door: shesprang forward,
took both his hands, and led him to Linton; and then she seized
LintonÕsreluctant fingers and crushed them into his. Now, fully
revealed by the fire and candlelight, I was amazed, more than
ever, to behold the transformation of Heathcliff. He had grown a
tall, athletic, well-formed man; beside whom my master seemed
quite slender and youth-like. His upright carriage suggestedthe
idea of his having been in the army. His countenancewas much
older in expressionand decision of feature than Mr. LintonÕs;it
looked intelligent, and retained no marks of former degradation.
A half civilised ferocity lurked yet in the depressedbrows and eyes
full of black fire, but it was subdued; and his manner was even
dignified: quite divestedof roughness,though stern for grace.My
masterÕssurprise equalled or exceededmine: he remained for a
minute at a loss how to addressthe ploughboy, as he had called
him. Heathcliff dropped his slight hand, and stood looking at him
coolly till he chose to speak.

ÒSitdown, sir,Óhe said, at length. ÒMrs. Linton, recalling old
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times, would haveme give you a cordial reception; and, of course,
I am gratified when anything occurs to please her.Ó

ÒAnd I also,ÓansweredHeathcliff, Òespeciallyif it be anything
in which I have a part. I shall stay an hour or two willingly.Ó

He took a seatopposite Catherine, who kept her gazefixed on
him as if she feared he would vanish were she to remove it. He
did not raise his to her often: a quick glance now and then suf-
ficed; but it flashed back, each time more confidently, the
undisguiseddelight he drank from hers. They were too much ab-
sorbed in their mutual joy to suffer embarrassment.Not so Mr.
Edgar: he grew pale with pure annoyance:a feeling that reached
its climax when his lady rose, and stepping acrossthe rug, seized
HeathcliffÕs hands again, and laughed like one beside herself.

ÒIshall think it a dream to-morrow!Ó shecried. ÒIshall not be
able to believe that I have seen,and touched, and spoken to you
once more. And yet, cruel Heathcliff! You donÕtdeservethis wel-
come. To be absentand silent for three years,and never to think
of meÓ

ÒAlittle more than you have thought of me,Óhe murmured. ÒI
heard of your marriage, Cathy, not long since;and, while waiting
in the yard below, I meditated this plan Ðjust to haveone glimpse
of your face, a stare of surprise, perhaps,and pretendedpleasure;
afterwards settlemy scorewith Hindley; and then prevent the law
by doing execution on myself. Your welcome has put theseideas
out of my mind; but beware of meeting me with another aspect
next time! Nay, youÕllnot drive me off again. You were really
sorry for me, were you? Well, there was cause. IÕvefought
through a bitter life since I last heard your voice; and you must
forgive me, for I struggled only for youÓ

ÒCatherine,unlesswe are to have cold tea, pleaseto come to
the table,Ó interrupted Linton, striving to preservehis ordinary
tone, and a due measureof politeness.ÒMr. Heathcliff will havea
long walk, wherever he may lodge to-night; and IÕm thirsty.Ó

She took her post before the urn; and Miss Isabella came,
summonedby the bell; then, having handedtheir chairs forward, I
left the room. The meal hardly endured ten minutes. CatherineÕs
cup was never filled: she could neither eat nor drink. Edgar had
made a slop in his saucer, and scarcely swallowed a mouthful.
Their guest did not protract his stay that evening above an hour
longer. I asked, as he departed, if he went to Gimmerton?
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ÒNo, to Wuthering Heights,Óhe answered:ÒMr. Earnshaw in-
vited me, when I called this morning.Ó

Mr. Earnshaw invited HIM! And HE called on Mr. Earnshaw!
I ponderedthis sentencepainfully, after he was gone. Is he turning
out a bit of a hypocrite, and coming into the country to work mis-
chief under a cloak? I mused: I had a presentiment in the bottom
of my heart that he had better have remained away.

About the middle of the night, I was wakened from my first
nap by Mrs. Linton gliding into my chamber, taking a seaton my
bedside, and pulling me by the hair to rouse me.

ÒI cannot rest, Ellen,Ó she said, by way of apology. ÒAnd I
want some living creature to keep me company in my happiness!
Edgar is sulky, becauseIÕmglad of a thing that does not interest
him: he refusesto open his mouth, except to utter pettish, silly
speeches;and he affirmed I was cruel and selfish for wishing to
talk when he was so sick and sleepy.He always contrives to be
sick at the least cross! I gavea few sentencesof commendation to
Heathcliff, and he, either for a headacheor a pang of envy, began
to cry: so I got up and left him.Ó

ÒWhat use is it praising Heathcliff to him?ÓI answered.ÒAs
lads they had an aversion to each other, and Heathcliff would
hate just as much to hear him praised: itÕshuman nature. Let Mr.
Linton alone about him, unless you would like an open quarrel
between them.Ó

ÒButdoesit not show great weakness?Ópursued she.ÒIÕmnot
envious: I never feel hurt at the brightnessof IsabellaÕsyellow hair
and the whiteness of her skin, at her dainty elegance,and the
fondnessall the family exhibit for her. Evenyou, Nelly, if we have
a dispute sometimes,you back Isabella at once; and I yield like a
foolish mother: I call her a darling, and flatter her into a good
temper. It pleasesher brother to seeus cordial, and that pleases
me. But they are very much alike: they are spoiled children, and
fancy the world was madefor their accommodation; and though I
humour both, I think a smart chastisementmight improve them
all the same.Ó

ÒYouÕremistaken, Mrs. Linton,Ó said I. ÒTheyhumour you: I
know what there would be to do if they did not. You can well af-
ford to indulge their passingwhims as long as their businessis to
anticipate all your desires.You may, however, fall out, at last,
over something of equal consequenceto both sides; and then
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those you term weak are very capable of being as obstinate as
you.Ó

ÒAnd then we shall fight to the death, shaÕnÕtwe, Nelly?Óshe
returned, laughing. ÒNo! I tell you, I have such faith in LintonÕs
love, that I believe I might kill him, and he wouldnÕt wish to
retaliate.Ó

I advised her to value him the more for his affection.
ÒI do,Ó she answered, Òbut he neednÕtresort to whining for

trifles. It is childish and, instead of melting into tears becauseI
said that Heathcliff was now worthy of anyoneÕsregard, and it
would honour the first gentleman in the country to be his friend,
he ought to have said it for me, and been delighted from sym-
pathy. He must get accustomedto him, and he may as well like
him: considering how Heathcliff has reason to object to him, IÕm
sure he behaved excellentlyÓ

ÒWhat do you think of his going to Wuthering Heights?ÓI in-
quired. ÒHe is reformed in every respect, apparently: quite a
Christian: offering the right hand of fellowship to his enemiesall
aroundÓ

ÒHeexplained it,Ó shereplied. ÒI wonder as much as you. He
said he called to gather information concerningme from you, sup-
posing you residedthere still; and Josephtold Hindley, who came
out and fell to questioning him of what he had been doing, and
how he had beenliving; and finally, desiredhim to walk in. There
were some persons sitting at cards; Heathcliff joined them; my
brother lost somemoney to him, and, finding him plentifully sup-
plied, he requestedthat he would come again in the evening: to
which he consented.Hindley is too recklessto selecthis acquaint-
anceprudently: he doesnÕttrouble himself to reflect on the causes
he might have for mistrusting one whom he has basely injured.
But Heathcliff affirms his principal reasonfor resuming a connec-
tion with his ancient persecutor is a wish to instal himself in
quarters at walking distancefrom the Grange, and an attachment
to the house where we lived together; and likewise a hope that I
shall have more opportunities of seeinghim there than I could
have if he settled in Gimmerton. He means to offer liberal pay-
ment for permission to lodge at the Heights; and doubtless my
brotherÕscovetousnesswill prompt him to accept the terms: he
was always greedy; though what he grasps with one hand he
flings away with the other.Ó
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ÒItÕsa nice place for a young man to fix his dwelling in!Ó said
I. ÒHave you no fear of the consequences, Mrs. Linton?Ó

ÒNone for my friend,Ó she replied: Òhisstrong head will keep
him from danger; a little for Hindley: but he canÕtbe made mor-
ally worse than he is; and I stand betweenhim and bodily harm.
The event of this evening has reconciled me to God and human-
ity! I had risen in angry rebellion against Providence. Oh, IÕve
enduredvery, very bitter misery, Nelly! If that creatureknew how
bitter, heÕdbe ashamedto cloud its removal with idle petulance.It
was kindnessfor him which induced me to bear it alone: had I ex-
pressedthe agony I frequently felt, he would have beentaught to
long for its alleviation asardently as I. However, itÕsover, and IÕll
take no revengeon his folly; I can afford to suffer anything here-
after! Should the meanestthing alive slap me on the cheek,IÕdnot
only turn the other, but IÕdask pardon for provoking it; and, as a
proof, IÕllgo make my peacewith Edgar instantly. Good night!
IÕm an angelÓ

In this self-complacentconviction shedeparted;and the success
of her fulfilled resolution was obvious on the morrow: Mr. Linton
had not only abjured his peevishness(though his spirits seemed
still subdued by CatherineÕsexuberanceof vivacity), but he ven-
tured no objection to her taking Isabella with her to Wuthering
Heights in the afternoon; and sherewarded him with such a sum-
mer of sweetnessand affection in return as made the house a
paradisefor severaldays;both masterand servantsprofiting from
the perpetual sunshine.

Heathcliff Ð Mr. Heathcliff I should say in future Ð used the
liberty of visiting at Thrushcross Grange cautiously, at first: he
seemedestimating how far its owner would bear his intrusion.
Catherine, also, deemedit judicious to moderate her expressions
of pleasurein receivinghim; and he gradually establishedhis right
to be expected.He retained a great deal of the reservefor which
his boyhood was remarkable; and that servedto repressall start-
ling demonstrations of feeling. My masterÕs uneasiness
experienceda lull, and further circumstancesdiverted it into an-
other channel for a space.

His new sourceof trouble sprang from the not anticipated mis-
fortune of Isabella Linton evincing a sudden and irresistible
attraction towards the tolerated guest. She was at that time a
charming young lady of eighteen; infantile in manners, though
possessedof keen wit, keen feelings, and a keen temper, too, if
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irritated. Her brother, who loved her tenderly, was appalled at
this fantastic preference.Leaving asidethe degradation of an alli-
ancewith a namelessman, and the possiblefact that his property,
in default of heirs male, might pass into such a oneÕspower, he
had senseto comprehend HeathcliffÕsdisposition: to know that,
though his exterior was altered, his mind was unchangeableand
unchanged.And he dreadedthat mind: it revolted him: he shrank
forebodingly from the idea of committing Isabella to its keeping.
He would have recoiled still more had he beenaware that her at-
tachment rose unsolicited, and was bestowed where it awakened
no reciprocation of sentiment; for the minute he discoveredits ex-
istence he laid the blame on HeathcliffÕs deliberate designing.

We had all remarked, during sometime, that Miss Linton fret-
ted and pined over something. She grew cross and wearisome;
snapping at and teasing Catherine continually, at the imminent
risk of exhausting her limited patience.We excusedher, to a cer-
tain extent, on the plea of ill-health: shewas dwindling and fading
before our eyes.But one day, when shehad beenpeculiarly way-
ward, rejecting her breakfast, complaining that the servants did
not do what she told them; that the mistresswould allow her to
be nothing in the house, and Edgar neglectedher; that she had
caught a cold with the doors being left open, and we let the par-
lour fire go out on purpose to vex her, with a hundred yet more
frivolous accusations,Mrs. Linton peremptorily insisted that she
should get to bed; and, having scoldedher heartily, threatenedto
send for the doctor. Mention of Kenneth causedher to exclaim,
instantly, that her health was perfect, and it was only CatherineÕs
harshness which made her unhappy.

ÒHow can you say I am harsh, you naughty fondling?Ó cried
the mistress, amazed at the unreasonable assertion. ÒYou are
surely losing your reason. When have I been hash, tell me?Ó

ÒYesterday,Ósobbed Isabella, Òand now!Ó ÒYesterday!Ósaid
her sister-in-law. ÒOn what occasion?ÓÒIn our walk along the
moor: you told me to ramble where I pleased, while you
sauntered on with Mr. Heathcliff?Ó ÒAnd thatÕsyour notion of
harshness?Ósaid Catherine, laughing. ÒIt was no hint that your
company was superfluous?We didnÕtcare whether you kept with
us or not; I merely thought HeathcliffÕstalk would have nothing
entertaining for your ears.ÓÒOh, no,Ówept the young lady; Òyou
wished me away, becauseyou knew I liked to be there!ÓÒIsshe
sane?Óasked Mrs. Linton, appealing to me. ÒIÕllrepeat our
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conversation, word for word, Isabella; and you point out any
charm it could have had for you.Ó ÒI donÕtmind the conversa-
tion,Ó she answered: ÒI wanted to be withÓ ÒWell?Ó said
Catherine, perceiving her hesitate to complete the sentence.

ÒWith him: and I wonÕtbe always sent off!Ó she continued,
kindling up. ÒYou are a dog in the manger, Cathy, and desireno
one to be loved but yourselfÓ

ÒYou are an impertinent little monkey!Ó exclaimed Mrs. Lin-
ton, in surprise. ÒBut IÕllnot believe this idiotcy! It is impossible
that you can covet the admiration of Heathcliff Ð that you con-
sider him an agreeableperson! I hope I have misunderstood you,
Isabella?Ó

ÒNo, you have not,Ó said the infatuated girl. ÒI love him more
than everyou loved Edgar, and he might love me, if you would let
himÓ

ÒI wouldnÕtbe you for a kingdom, then!ÓCatherine declared,
emphatically: and sheseemedto speaksincerely.ÒNelly, help me
to convinceher of her madness.Tell her what Heathcliff is: an un-
reclaimed creature, without refinement, without cultivation; an
arid wildernessof furze and whinstone. IÕdas soon put that little
canary into the park on a winterÕsday, as recommendyou to be-
stow your heart on him! It is deplorable ignorance of his
character, child, and nothing else,which makes that dream enter
your head. Pray, donÕtimagine that he concealsdepths of bene-
volence and affection beneath a stern exterior! HeÕsnot a rough
diamond Ða pearl-containing oyster of a rustic: heÕsa fierce, piti-
less, wolfish man. I never say to him, ÒLet this or that enemy
alone, becauseit would be ungenerousor cruel to harm them;ÓI
say,ÒLetthem alone, becauseI should hate them to be wronged:Ó
and heÕdcrush you like a sparrowÕsegg,Isabella, if he found you
a troublesome charge. I know he couldnÕtlove a Linton; and yet
heÕdbe quite capableof marrying your fortune and expectations:
avarice is growing with him a besetting sin. ThereÕsmy picture:
and IÕmhis friend Ðso much so, that had he thought seriously to
catch you, I should, perhaps, have held my tongue, and let you
fall into his trap.Ó

Miss Linton regarded her sister-in-law with indignation.
ÒFor shame! For shame!Ó she repeated, angrily. ÒYou are

worse than twenty foes, you poisonous friendÓ
ÒAh! You wonÕtbelieveme, then?Ósaid Catherine. ÒYouthink

I speak from wicked selfishness?Ó
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ÒIÕm certain you do,Ó retorted Isabella; Òand I shudder at youÓ
ÒGood!Ócried the other. ÒTry for yourself, if that be your spir-

it: I have done, and yield the argument to your saucy insolence.Ó
ÒAnd I must suffer for her egotism!Óshesobbed,as Mrs. Lin-

ton left the room. ÒAll, all is against me: she has blighted my
single consolation. But she uttered falsehoods, didnÕtshe? Mr.
Heathcliff is not a fiend: he has an honourable soul, and a true
one, or how could he remember her?Ó

ÒBanishhim from your thoughts, Miss,ÓI said. ÒHeÕsa bird of
bad omen: no mate for you. Mrs. Linton spokestrongly, and yet I
canÕtcontradict her. Sheis better acquaintedwith his heart than I,
or any one besides;and she never would representhim as worse
than he is. Honest peopledonÕthide their deeds.How hashe been
living? How has he got rich? Why is he staying at Wuthering
Heights, the house of a man whom he abhors? They say Mr.
Earnshaw is worse and worse sincehe came.They sit up all night
together continually, and Hindley has been borrowing money on
his land, and does nothing but play and drink: I heard only a
week ago Ðit was Josephwho told me ÐI met him at Gimmerton:
ÒNelly,Ó he said, ÒweÕshae a crownerÕsÒquest enow, at ahr
folksÓ.One on ÔemÒsaÕmostgettenhis finger cut off wiÓ hauding
tÓ other froÓ stickinÓ hisseln loike a cawlf. ThatÕsmaister, yeah
knaw, Òat Òs soa up oÓ going tuh tÓ grand Òsizes.HeÕsnoan
feared oÓ tÓ bench oÓ judges, norther Paul, nur Peter, nur John,
nur Matthew, nor noan on Ôem,not he! He fair likes Ðhe langs to
set his brazened face ageanÔem!And yon bonny lad Heathcliff,
yah mind, heÕsa rare Òun.He can girn a laugh aswell Òsonybody
at a raight divilÕsjest. Does he niver say nowt of his fine living
amangus, when he goesto tÓGrange?This is tÓway on Òt:up at
sun-down: dice, brandy, cloised shutters, und canÕle-lighttill next
day at noon: then, tÕfooil gangs banning und raving to his
chamÕer,makking dacent fowks dig thur fingers iÓ thur lugs fur
varry shame;unÓthe knave, why he can caint his brass,unÓate,
unÓ sleep, unÓ off to his neighbourÕsto gossip wiÓ tÓ wife. IÓ
course,he tells Dame Catherine how her fathurÕsgoold runs into
his pocket, and her fathurÕsson gallops down tÓ broad road,
while he fleesafore to oppen tÓpikes!ÓNow, Miss Linton, Joseph
is an old rascal, but no liar; and, if his account of HeathcliffÕs
conduct be true, you would never think of desiring such a hus-
band, would you?Ó

ÒYou are leagued with the rest, Ellen!Ó she replied. ÒIÕllnot
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listen to your slanders.What malevolenceyou must have to wish
to convince me that there is no happiness in the worldÓ

Whether shewould havegot over this fancy if left to herself,or
perseveredin nursing it perpetually, I cannot say: she had little
time to reflect. The day after, there was a justice-meetingat the
next town; my master was obliged to attend; and Mr. Heathcliff,
aware of his absence,called rather earlier than usual. Catherine
and Isabellawere sitting in the library, on hostile terms, but silent:
the latter alarmed at her recent indiscretion, and the disclosure
she had made of her secret feelings in a transient fit of passion;
the former, on mature consideration, really offended with her
companion; and, if she laughed again at her pertness,inclined to
make it no laughing matter to her. She did laugh as she saw
Heathcliff passthe window. I was sweepingthe hearth, and I no-
ticed a mischievous smile on her lips. Isabella, absorbed in her
meditations, or a book, remained till the door opened;and it was
too late to attempt an escape,which shewould gladly have done
had it been practicable.

ÒComein, thatÕsright!Ó exclaimedthe mistress,gaily, pulling a
chair to the fire. ÒHereare two people sadly in needof a third to
thaw the ice between them; and you are the very one we should
both of us choose. Heathcliff, IÕmproud to show you, at last,
somebody that dotes on you more than myself. I expect you to
feel flattered. Nay, itÕsnot Nelly; donÕtlook at her! My poor little
sister-in-law is breaking her heart by mere contemplation of your
physical and moral beauty. It lies in your own power to be
EdgarÕsbrother! No, no, Isabella, you shaÕnÕtrun off,Ó she con-
tinued, arresting, with feigned playfulness, the confounded girl,
who had risen indignantly. ÒWewere quarrelling like cats about
you, Heathcliff; and I was fairly beaten in protestations of devo-
tion and admiration: and, moreover, I was informed that if I
would but have the manners to stand aside, my rival, as she will
have herself to be, would shoot a shaft into your soul that would
fix you for ever, and send my image into eternal oblivionÓ

ÒCatherine!Ósaid Isabella, calling up her dignity, and disdain-
ing to struggle from the tight grasp that held her, ÒIÕdthank you
to adhere to the truth and not slander me, even in joke! Mr.
Heathcliff, be kind enough to bid this friend of yours releaseme:
she forgets that you and I are not intimate acquaintances;and
what amuses her is painful to me beyond expression.Ó

As the guest answerednothing, but took his seat, and looked
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thoroughly indifferent what sentimentsshe cherishedconcerning
him, sheturned and whisperedan earnestappeal for liberty to her
tormentor.

ÒBy no means!Ócried Mrs. Linton in answer. ÒI wonÕt be
named a dog in the manger again. You SHALL stay: now then!
Heathcliff, why donÕt you evince satisfaction at my pleasant
news?Isabellaswearsthat the love Edgar has for me is nothing to
that sheentertains for you. IÕmsure shemade somespeechof the
kind; did shenot, Ellen? And shehas fastedever sincethe day be-
fore yesterdayÕswalk, from sorrow and rage that I despatchedher
out of your society under the idea of its being unacceptable.Ó

ÒI think you belie her,Ó said Heathcliff, twisting his chair to
face them. ÒShe wishes to be out of my society now, at any rateÓ

And he stared hard at the object of discourse,as one might do
at a strangerepulsive animal: a centipedefrom the Indies, for in-
stance, which curiosity leads one to examine in spite of the
aversion it raises. The poor thing couldnÕtbear that; she grew
white and red in rapid succession,and, while tears beaded her
lashes,bent the strength of her small fingers to loosen the firm
clutch of Catherine; and perceiving that as fast as she raised one
finger off her arm another closeddown, and shecould not remove
the whole together, shebeganto make useof her nails; and their
sharpnesspresently ornamented the detainerÕswith crescentsof
red.

ÒThereÕsa tigress!Óexclaimed Mrs. Linton, setting her free,
and shaking her hand with pain. ÒBegone,for GodÕssake, and
hide your vixen face! How foolish to reveal those talons to him.
CanÕtyou fancy the conclusions heÕlldraw? Look, Heathcliff!
They are instruments that will do execution Ðyou must bewareof
your eyes.Ó

ÒIÕdwrench them off her fingers, if they ever menacedme,Óhe
answered, brutally, when the door had closed after her. ÒBut
what did you meanby teasingthe creature in that manner, Cathy?
You were not speaking the truth, were you?Ó

ÒI assureyou I was,Óshe returned. ÒShehas been dying for
your sakeseveralweeks,and raving about you this morning, and
pouring forth a deluge of abuse,becauseI representedyour fail-
ings in a plain light, for the purpose of mitigating her adoration.
But donÕtnotice it further: I wished to punish her sauciness,thatÕs
all. I like her too well, my dear Heathcliff, to let you absolutely
seize and devour her up.Ó
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ÒAnd I like her too ill to attempt it,Ó said he, Òexceptin a very
ghoulish fashion. YouÕdhear of odd things if I lived alone with
that mawkish, waxen face: the most ordinary would be painting
on its white the colours of the rainbow, and turning the blue eyes
black, every day or two: they detestably resemble LintonÕs.Ó

ÒDelectably!ÓobservedCatherine. ÒTheyare doveÕseyesÐan-
gelÕsÓ

ÒSheÕsher brotherÕsheir, is she not?Ó he asked, after a brief
silence.

ÒIshould be sorry to think so,Óreturned his companion. ÒHalf
a dozen nephews shall erase her title, please heaven! Abstract
your mind from the subject at present:you are too prone to covet
your neighbourÕsgoods; remember THIS neighbourÕsgoods are
mine.Ó

ÒIf they were MINE, they would be none the less that,Ó said
Heathcliff; Òbut though Isabella Linton may be silly, she is
scarcely mad; and, in short, weÕll dismiss the matter, as you
advise.Ó

From their tongues they did dismiss it; and Catherine, prob-
ably, from her thoughts. The other, I felt certain, recalled it often
in the course of the evening. I saw him smile to himself Ð grin
rather Ð and lapse into ominous musing whenever Mrs. Linton
had occasion to be absent from the apartment.

I determined to watch his movements. My heart invariably
cleaved to the masterÕs,in preference to CatherineÕsside: with
reasonI imagined, for he was kind, and trustful, and honourable;
and she Ð she could not be called OPPOSITE, yet she seemedto
allow herself such wide latitude, that I had little faith in her prin-
ciples,and still lesssympathy for her feelings.I wanted something
to happen which might have the effect of freeing both Wuthering
Heights and the Grange of Mr. Heathcliff quietly; leaving us as
we had beenprior to his advent. His visits were a continual night-
mare to me; and, I suspected,to my master also. His abode at the
Heights was an oppression past explaining. I felt that God had
forsaken the stray sheepthere to its own wicked wanderings, and
an evil beastprowled betweenit and the fold, waiting his time to
spring and destroy.
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SOMETIMES, while meditating on thesethings in solitude, IÕve
got up in a sudden terror, and put on my bonnet to go see

how all was at the farm. IÕvepersuadedmy consciencethat it was
a duty to warn him how people talked regarding his ways; and
then IÕverecollected his confirmed bad habits, and, hopelessof
benefiting him, have flinched from reentering the dismal house,
doubting if I could bear to be taken at my word.

One time I passedthe old gate, going out of my way, on a
journey to Gimmerton. It was about the period that my narrative
has reached:a bright frosty afternoon; the ground bare, and the
road hard and dry. I cameto a stonewhere the highway branches
off on to the moor at your left hand; a rough sand-pillar, with the
letters W. H. cut on its north side, on the east, G., and on the
south-west, T. G. It servesas a guide-post to the Grange, the
Heights, and village. The sun shone yellow on its grey head, re-
minding me of summer; and I cannot say why, but all at once a
gush of childÕssensationsflowed into my heart. Hindley and I
held it a favourite spot twenty years before. I gazed long at the
weather-worn block; and, stooping down, perceiveda hole near
the bottom still full of snail-shells and pebbles, which we were
fond of storing there with more perishablethings; and, as fresh as
reality, it appearedthat I beheld my early playmate seatedon the
withered turf: his dark, square head bent forward, and his little
hand scooping out the earth with a piece of slate. ÒPoor Hind-
ley!Ó I exclaimed, involuntarily. I started: my bodily eye was
cheatedinto a momentary belief that the child lifted its face and
stared straight into mine! It vanished in a twinkling; but immedi-
ately I felt an irresistible yearning to be at the Heights.
Superstition urged me to comply with this impulse: supposing he
should be dead! I thought Ðor should die soon! supposingit were
a sign of death! The nearer I got to the housethe more agitated I
grew; and on catching sight of it I trembled in every limb. The ap-
parition had outstripped me: it stood looking through the gate.
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That was my first idea on observing an elf-locked, brown-eyed
boy setting his ruddy countenanceagainst the bars. Further reflec-
tion suggestedthis must be Hareton, MY Hareton, not altered
greatly since I left him, ten months since.

ÒGod bless thee, darling!Ó I cried, forgetting instantaneously
my foolish fears. ÒHareton, itÕs Nelly! Nelly, thy nurse.Ó

He retreated out of armÕs length, and picked up a large flint.
ÒIam cometo seethy father, Hareton,ÓI added,guessingfrom

the action that Nelly, if shelived in his memory at all, was not re-
cognised as one with me.

He raisedhis missile to hurl it; I commenceda soothing speech,
but could not stay his hand: the stonestruck my bonnet; and then
ensued,from the stammering lips of the little fellow, a string of
curses,which, whether he comprehendedthem or not, were de-
livered with practised emphasis,and distorted his baby features
into a shocking expressionof malignity. You may be certain this
grieved more than angeredme. Fit to cry, I took an orange from
my pocket, and offered it to propitiate him. He hesitated, and
then snatchedit from my hold; as if he fancied I only intended to
tempt and disappoint him. I showedanother, keeping it out of his
reach.

ÒWho has taught you those fine words, my bairn?ÓI inquired.
ÒThe curate?Ó

ÒDamn the curate, and thee! Gie me that,Ó he replied.
ÒTell us where you got your lessons,and you shall have it,Ó

said I. ÒWhoÕs your master?Ó
ÒDevil daddy,Ó was his answer.
ÒAnd what do you learn from daddy?Ó I continued.
He jumped at the fruit; I raised it higher. ÒWhat doeshe teach

you?Ó I asked.
ÒNaught,Ósaid he, Òbut to keep out of his gait. Daddy cannot

bide me, because I swear at him.Ó
ÒAh! And the devil teaches you to swear at daddy?Ó I

observed.
ÒAy Ð nay,Ó he drawled.
ÒWho, then?Ó
ÒHeathcliff.Ó
ÒI asked if he liked Mr. Heathcliff.Ó ÒAy!Ó he answered again.
Desiring to have his reasonsfor liking him, I could only gather

the sentencesÒI knownÕt:he pays dad back what he gies to me Ð
he curses daddy for cursing me. He says I mun do as I will.Ó
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ÒAndthe curate doesnot teachyou to read and write, then?ÓI
pursued.

ÒNo, I was told the curate should have his Ð teeth dashed
down his Ð throat, if he steppedover the threshold Ð Heathcliff
had promised thatÓ

I put the orange in his hand, and badehim tell his father that a
woman called Nelly Dean was waiting to speakwith him, by the
gardengate.He went up the walk, and enteredthe house;but, in-
stead of Hindley, Heathcliff appeared on the door-stones; and I
turned directly and ran down the road as hard as ever I could
race, making no halt till I gained the guide-post, and feeling as
scaredas if I had raiseda goblin. This is not much connectedwith
Miss IsabellaÕsaffair: except that it urged me to resolvefurther on
mounting vigilant guard, and doing my utmost to cheek the
spreadof such bad influence at the Grange: eventhough I should
wake a domestic storm, by thwarting Mrs. LintonÕs pleasure.

The next time Heathcliff came my young lady chanced to be
feeding some pigeons in the court. Shehad never spoken a word
to her sister-in-law for three days; but she had likewise dropped
her fretful complaining, and we found it a great comfort. Heath-
cliff had not the habit of bestowing a single unnecessarycivility
on Miss Linton, I knew. Now, as soon as he beheld her, his first
precaution was to take a sweeping survey of the house-front. I
was standing by the kitchenwindow, but I drew out of sight. He
then steppedacrossthe pavement to her, and said something: she
seemedembarrassed,and desirous of getting away; to prevent it,
he laid his hand on her arm. Sheaverted her face: he apparently
put some question which she had no mind to answer. There was
another rapid glanceat the house,and supposinghimself unseen,
the scoundrel had the impudence to embrace her.

ÒJudas!Traitor!Ó I ejaculated. ÒYou are a hypocrite, too, are
you? A deliberate deceiver.Ó

ÒWho is, Nelly?Ó said CatherineÕsvoice at my elbow: I had
been over-intent on watching the pair outside to mark her
entrance.

ÒYour worthless friend!Ó I answered, warmly: Òthe sneaking
rascal yonder. Ah, he has caught a glimpse of us Ð he is coming
in! I wonder will he have the heart to find a plausible excusefor
making love to Miss, when he told you he hated her?Ó

Mrs. Linton saw Isabella tear herself free, and run into the
garden;and a minute after, Heathcliff openedthe door. I couldnÕt
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withhold giving some loose to my indignation; but Catherine an-
grily insisted on silence, and threatened to order me out of the
kitchen, if I dared to be so presumptuousas to put in my insolent
tongue.

ÒTo hear you, people might think you were the mistress!Óshe
cried. ÒYou want setting down in your right place! Heathcliff,
what are you about, raising this stir? I said you must let Isabella
alone! I beg you will, unlessyou are tired of being receivedhere,
and wish Linton to draw the bolts against youÓ

ÒGodforbid that he should try!Ó answeredthe black villain. I
detestedhim just then. ÒGod keep him meek and patient! Every
day I grow madder after sending him to heavenÓ

ÒHush!Ósaid Catherine, shutting the inner door! ÒDonÕtvex
me. Why have you disregardedmy request?Did shecome across
you on purpose?Ó

ÒWhat is it to you?Óhe growled. ÒI have a right to kiss her, if
she chooses;and you have no right to object. I am not YOUR
husband: YOU neednÕt be jealous of meÓ

ÒIÕmnot jealous of you,Óreplied the mistress;ÒIÕmjealous for
you. Clear your face: you shaÕnÕtscowl at me! If you like Isabella,
you shall marry her. But do you like her? Tell the truth, Heath-
cliff! There, you wonÕt answer. IÕm certain you donÕt.Ó

ÒAnd would Mr. Linton approve of his sister marrying that
man?Ó I inquired.

ÒMr. Linton should approve,Ó returned my lady, decisively.
ÒHemight sparehimself the trouble,Ó said Heathcliff: ÒI could

do as well without his approbation. And as to you, Catherine, I
have a mind to speaka few words now, while we are at it. I want
you to be aware that I KNOW you have treated me infernally Ð
infernally! Do you hear? And if you flatter yourself that I donÕt
perceiveit, you are a fool; and if you think I can be consoledby
sweet words, you are an idiot: and if you fancy IÕllsuffer unre-
venged, IÕllconvince you of the contrary, in a very little while!
Meantime, thank you for telling me your sister-in-lawÕssecret: I
swear IÕll make the most of it. And stand you asideÓ

ÒWhat new phase of his character is this?Ó exclaimed Mrs.
Linton, in amazement.ÒIÕvetreated you infernally Ð and youÕll
take your revenge!How will you take it, ungrateful brute? How
have I treated you infernally?Ó

ÒI seek no revenge on you,Ó replied Heathcliff, less vehe-
mently. ÒThatÕsnot the plan. The tyrant grinds down his slaves
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and they donÕtturn against him; they crush those beneath them.
You are welcome to torture me to death for your amusement,
only allow me to amusemyself a little in the samestyle, and re-
frain from insult as much as you are able. Having levelled my
palace, donÕterect a hovel and complacently admire your own
charity in giving me that for a home. If I imagined you really
wished me to marry Isabel, IÕd cut my throatÓ

ÒOh, the evil is that I am NOT jealous, is it?Ócried Catherine.
ÒWell, I wonÕtrepeat my offer of a wife: it is as bad as offering
Satana lost soul. Your bliss lies, like his, in inflicting misery. You
prove it. Edgar is restored from the ill-temper he gave way to at
your coming; I begin to be secureand tranquil; and you, restless
to know us at peace,appear resolvedon exciting a quarrel. Quar-
rel with Edgar, if you please,Heathcliff, and deceivehis sister:
youÕllhit on exactly the most efficient method of revengingyour-
self on me.Ó

The conversation ceased.Mrs. Linton sat down by the fire,
flushed and gloomy. The spirit which servedher was growing in-
tractable: she could neither lay nor control it. He stood on the
hearth with folded arms, brooding on his evil thoughts; and in
this position I left them to seekthe master, who was wondering
what kept Catherine below so long.

ÒEllen,Ó said he, when I entered, Òhave you seen your
mistress?Ó

ÒYes;sheÕsin the kitchen, sir,Ó I answered. ÒSheÕssadly put
out by Mr. HeathcliffÕsbehaviour: and, indeed, I do think itÕs
time to arrange his visits on another footing. ThereÕsharm in be-
ing too soft, and now itÕscome to this .ÓAnd I related the scene
in the court, and, as near as I dared, the whole subsequentdis-
pute. I fancied it could not be very prejudicial to Mrs. Linton;
unless she made it so afterwards, by assuming the defensivefor
her guest.Edgar Linton had difficulty in hearing me to the close.
His first words revealed that he did not clear his wife of blame.

ÒThis is insufferable!Óhe exclaimed. ÒIt is disgraceful that she
should own him for a friend, and force his company on me! Call
me two men out of the hall, Ellen. Catherine shall linger no longer
to argue with the low ruffian Ð I have humoured her enough.Ó

He descended,and bidding the servants wait in the passage,
went, followed by me, to the kitchen. Its occupants had recom-
mencedtheir angry discussion:Mrs. Linton, at least, was scolding
with renewed vigour; Heathcliff had moved to the window, and
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hung his head, somewhat cowed by her violent rating apparently.
He saw the master first, and madea hasty motion that sheshould
be silent; which she obeyed, abruptly, on discovering the reason
of his intimation.

ÒHow is this?Ósaid Linton, addressingher; Òwhat notion of
propriety must you have to remain here, after the languagewhich
has beenheld to you by that blackguard? I suppose,becauseit is
his ordinary talk you think nothing of it: you are habituated to his
baseness, and, perhaps, imagine I can get used to it tooÓ

ÒHaveyou been listening at the door, Edgar?Óasked the mis-
tress, in a tone particularly calculated to provoke her husband,
implying both carelessnessand contempt of his irritation. Heath-
cliff, who had raisedhis eyesat the former speech,gavea sneering
laugh at the latter; on purpose, it seemed,to draw Mr. LintonÕs
attention to him. He succeeded;but Edgar did not mean to enter-
tain him with any high flights of passion.

ÒIÕvebeen so far forbearing with you, sir,Ó he said quietly;
Ònot that I was ignorant of your miserable, degraded character,
but I felt you were only partly responsiblefor that; and Catherine
wishing to keep up your acquaintance, I acquiescedÐ foolishly.
Your presenceis a moral poison that would contaminate the most
virtuous: for that cause, and to prevent worse consequences,I
shall deny you hereafteradmission into this house,and give notice
now that I require your instant departure. Three minutesÓdelay
will render it involuntary and ignominious.

Heathcliff measuredthe height and breadth of the speakerwith
an eye full of derision.

ÒCathy,this lamb of yours threatenslike a bull!Ó he said. ÒIt is
in danger of splitting its skull against my knuckles. By God! Mr.
Linton, IÕm mortally sorry that you are not worth knocking
downÓ

My master glanced towards the passage,and signed me to
fetch the men: he had no intention of hazarding a personal en-
counter. I obeyedthe hint; but Mrs. Linton, suspectingsomething,
followed; and when I attempted to call them, shepulled me back,
slammed the door to, and locked it.

ÒFair means!Óshe said, in answer to her husbandÕslook of
angry surprise. ÒIf you have not courage to attack him, make an
apology, or allow yourself to be beaten. It will correct you of
feigning more valour than you possess.No, IÕllswallow the key
before you shall get it! IÕmdelightfully rewarded for my kindness
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to each! After constant indulgenceof oneÕsweak nature, and the
otherÕsbad one, I earn for thanks two samplesof blind ingratit-
ude, stupid to absurdity! Edgar, I was defending you and yours;
and I wish Heathcliff may flog you sick, for daring to think an
evil thought of meÓ

It did not needthe medium of a flogging to produce that effect
on the master. He tried to wrest the key from CatherineÕsgrasp,
and for safety she flung it into the hottest part of the fire;
whereupon Mr. Edgar was taken with a nervous trembling, and
his countenancegrew deadly pale. For his life he could not avert
that excessof emotion: mingled anguish and humiliation over-
came him completely. He leant on the back of a chair, and
covered his face.

ÒOh, heavens!In old days this would win you knighthood!Ó
exclaimed Mrs. Linton. ÒWeare vanquished! We are vanquished!
Heathcliff would as soon lift a finger at you as the king would
march his army against a colony of mice. Cheer up! You shaÕnÕt
be hurt! Your type is not a lamb, itÕs a sucking leveret.Ó

ÒI wish you joy of the milk-blooded coward, Cathy!Ó said her
friend. ÒIcompliment you on your taste.And that is the slavering,
shivering thing you preferred to me! I would not strike him with
my fist, but IÕdkick him with my foot, and experienceconsider-
able satisfaction. Is he weeping, or is he going to faint for fear?Ó

The fellow approached and gave the chair on which Linton
rested a push. HeÕdbetter have kept his distance: my master
quickly sprangerect,and struck him full on the throat a blow that
would have levelled a slighter man. It took his breath for a
minute; and while he choked, Mr. Linton walked out by the back
door into the yard, and from thence to the front entrance.

ÒThere!YouÕvedone with coming here,Ócried Catherine. ÒGet
away, now; heÕllreturn with a brace of pistols and half-a-dozen
assistants.If he did overhear us, of courseheÕdnever forgive you.
YouÕveplayed me an ill turn, Heathcliff! But go Ðmake haste! IÕd
rather see Edgar at bay than you.Ó

ÒDo you supposeIÕmgoing with that blow burning in my gul-
let?Óhe thundered. ÒByhell, no! IÕllcrush his ribs in like a rotten
hazel-nut before I cross the threshold! If I donÕtfloor him now, I
shall murder him sometime; so, as you value his existence,let me
get at himÓ

ÒHe is not coming,Ó I interposed, framing a bit of a lie.
ÒThereÕsthe coachman and the two gardeners;youÕllsurely not
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wait to be thrust into the road by them! Eachhasa bludgeon; and
masterwill, very likely, be watching from the parlour-windows to
see that they fulfil his orders.Ó

The gardenersand coachmanwere there: but Linton was with
them. They had already entered the court. Heathcliff, on the
secondthoughts, resolvedto avoid a struggle against three under-
lings: he seizedthe poker, smashedthe lock from the inner door,
and made his escape as they tramped in.

Mrs. Linton, who was very much excited, bade me accompany
her up stairs. Shedid not know my share in contributing to the
disturbance, and I was anxious to keep her in ignorance.

ÒIÕmnearly distracted, Nelly!Ó sheexclaimed, throwing herself
on the sofa. ÒA thousand smithsÓ hammers are beating in my
head! Tell Isabella to shun me; this uproar is owing to her; and
should sheor any one elseaggravatemy anger at present, I shall
get wild. And, Nelly, say to Edgar, if you seehim again to-night,
that IÕmin danger of being seriously ill. I wish it may prove true.
He has startled and distressedme shockingly! I want to frighten
him. Besides,he might come and begin a string of abuseor com-
plainings; IÕmcertain I should recriminate, and God knows where
we should end! Will you do so, my good Nelly? You are aware
that I am no way blamable in this matter. What possessedhim to
turn listener? HeathcliffÕstalk was outrageous, after you left us;
but I could soon have diverted him from Isabella, and the rest
meant nothing. Now all is dashedwrong; by the foolÕscraving to
hear evil of self, that haunts some people like a demon! Had
Edgar nevergatheredour conversation,he would neverhavebeen
the worse for it. Really, when he openedon me in that unreason-
able tone of displeasureafter I had scolded Heathcliff till I was
hoarsefor him, I did not care hardly what they did to eachother;
especiallyas I felt that, however the sceneclosed,we should all be
driven asunder for nobody knows how long! Well, if I cannot
keepHeathcliff for my friend Ðif Edgar will be meanand jealous,
IÕlltry to break their hearts by breaking my own. That will be a
prompt way of finishing all, when I am pushed to extremity! But
itÕsa deed to be reservedfor a forlorn hope; IÕdnot take Linton
by surprise with it. To this point he has beendiscreet in dreading
to provoke me; you must represent the peril of quitting that
policy, and remind him of my passionatetemper, verging, when
kindled, on frenzy. I wish you could dismiss that apathy out of
that countenance, and look rather more anxious about me.Ó
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The stolidity with which I receivedtheseinstructions was, no
doubt, rather exasperating:for they were delivered in perfect sin-
cerity; but I believed a person who could plan the turning of her
fits of passionto account, beforehand,might, by exerting her will,
manageto control herself tolerably, even while under their influ-
ence;and I did not wish to ÒfrightenÓher husband, as she said,
and multiply his annoyancesfor the purposeof servingher selfish-
ness. Therefore I said nothing when I met the master coming
towards the parlour; but I took the liberty of turning back to
listen whether they would resume their quarrel together. He
began to speak first.

ÒRemainwhere you are, Catherine,Óhe said; without any an-
ger in his voice, but with much sorrowful despondency.ÒI shall
not stay. I am neither come to wrangle nor be reconciled; but I
wish just to learn whether, after this eveningÕsevents,you intend
to continue your intimacy with

ÒOh, for mercyÕssake,Óinterrupted the mistress,stamping her
foot, Òfor mercyÕssake, let us hear no more of it now! Your cold
blood cannot be worked into a fever: your veinsare full of ice wa-
ter; but mine are boiling, and the sight of such chillness makes
them dance.Ó

ÒTo get rid of me, answer my question,ÓperseveredMr. Lin-
ton. ÒYou must answer it; and that violence doesnot alarm me. I
have found that you can be asstoical asanyone,when you please.
Will you give up Heathcliff hereafter,or will you give up me?It is
impossible for you to be MY friend and HIS at the sametime; and
I absolutely REQUIRE to know which you choose.Ó

ÒI require to be let alone?Óexclaimed Catherine, furiously. ÒI
demand it! DonÕtyou seeI can scarcelystand?Edgar, you Ð you
leave meÓ

Sherang the bell till it broke with a twang; I entered leisurely.
It was enough to try the temper of a saint, such senseless,wicked
rages!There shelay dashing her head against the arm of the sofa,
and grinding her teeth, so that you might fancy she would crash
them to splinters! Mr. Linton stood looking at her in suddencom-
punction and fear. He told me to fetch some water. Shehad no
breath for speaking. I brought a glassfull; and as she would not
drink, I sprinkled it on her face. In a few secondsshe stretched
herself out stiff, and turned up her eyes,while her cheeks,at once
blanched and livid, assumedthe aspect of death. Linton looked
terrified.
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ÒThereis nothing in the world the matter,Ó I whispered. I did
not want him to yield, though I could not help being afraid in my
heart.

ÒShe has blood on her lips!Ó he said, shuddering.
ÒNevermind!Ó I answered,tartly. And I told him how shehad

resolved,previous to his coming, on exhibiting a fit of frenzy. I in-
cautiously gave the account aloud, and she heard me; for she
started up Ð her hair flying over her shoulders, her eyesflashing,
the musclesof her neck and arms standing out preternaturally. I
made up my mind for broken bones,at least; but sheonly glared
about her for an instant, and then rushed from the room. The
master directed me to follow; I did, to her chamber-door: she
hindered me from going further by securing it against me.

As she never offered to descendto breakfast next morning, I
went to ask whether shewould have somecarried up. ÒNo!Óshe
replied, peremptorily. The samequestion was repeatedat dinner
and tea; and again on the morrow after, and received the same
answer. Mr. Linton, on his part, spent his time in the library, and
did not inquire concerning his wifeÕsoccupations. Isabella and he
had had an hourÕsinterview, during which he tried to elicit from
her some sentiment of proper horror for HeathcliffÕsadvances:
but he could make nothing of her evasivereplies,and was obliged
to close the examination unsatisfactorily; adding, however, a sol-
emn warning, that if she were so insane as to encourage that
worthless suitor, it would dissolve all bonds of relationship
between herself and him.
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WHILE Miss Linton moped about the park and garden, al-
ways silent, and almost always in tears; and her brother

shut himself up among books that he never openedÐwearying, I
guessed,with a continual vague expectation that Catherine, re-
penting her conduct, would come of her own accord to ask
pardon, and seek a reconciliation Ð and SHE fasted pertina-
ciously, under the idea, probably, that at every meal Edgar was
ready to choke for her absence,and pride alone held him from
running to casthimself at her feet; I went about my householddu-
ties, convinced that the Grange had but one sensiblesoul in its
walls, and that lodged in my body. I wasted no condolenceson
Miss, nor any expostulations on my mistress;nor did I pay much
attention to the sighs of my master, who yearned to hear his
ladyÕsname, sincehe might not hear her voice. I determined they
should come about as they pleasedfor me; and though it was a
tiresomely slow process, I began to rejoice at length in a faint
dawn of its progress: as I thought at first.

Mrs. Linton, on the third day, unbarred her door, and having
finished the water in her pitcher and decanter,desireda renewed
supply, and a basin of gruel, for shebelievedshewas dying. That
I set down as a speechmeant for EdgarÕsears; I believedno such
thing, so I kept it to myself and brought her some tea and dry
toast. She ate and drank eagerly, and sank back on her pillow
again, clenchingher handsand groaning. ÒOh, I will die,Ósheex-
claimed, Òsinceno one caresanything about me. I wish I had not
taken that.Ó Then a good while after I heard her murmur, ÒNo,
IÕllnot die ÐheÕdbe glad Ðhe doesnot love me at all Ðhe would
never miss meÓ

ÒDid you want anything, maÕam?ÓI inquired, still preserving
my external composure, in spite of her ghastly countenanceand
strange, exaggerated manner.

ÒWhat is that apathetic being doing?Óshedemanded,pushing
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the thick entangledlocks from her wasted face. ÒHashe fallen in-
to a lethargy, or is he dead?Ó

ÒNeither,Óreplied I; Òif you mean Mr. Linton. HeÕstolerably
well, I think, though his studiesoccupy him rather more than they
ought: he is continually among his books, since he has no other
society.Ó

I should not havespokenso if I had known her true condition,
but I could not get rid of the notion that she acted a part of her
disorder.

ÒAmonghis books!Óshecried, confounded. ÒAndI dying! I on
the brink of the grave! My God! Doeshe know how IÕmaltered?Ó
continued she,staring at her reflection in a mirror hanging against
the opposite wall. ÒIsthat Catherine Linton? He imaginesme in a
pet Ð in play, perhaps.Cannot you inform him that it is frightful
earnest?Nelly, if it be not too late, assoon asI learn how he feels,
IÕll choose between these two: either to starve at once Ð that
would be no punishment unless he had a heart Ð or to recover,
and leave the country. Are you speaking the truth about him
now? Take care. Is he actually so utterly indifferent for my life?Ó

ÒWhy, maÕam,ÓI answered,Òthemaster has no idea of your
being deranged;and of course he does not fear that you will let
yourself die of hunger.Ó

ÒYou think not? Cannot you tell him I will?Ó she returned.
ÒPersuadehim! Speak of your own mind: say you are certain I
willÓ

ÒNo, you forget, Mrs. Linton,Ó I suggested,Òthat you have
eaten some food with a relish this evening, and to-morrow you
will perceive its good effects.Ó

ÒIf I were only sure it would kill him,Ó she interrupted, ÒIÕd
kill myself directly! Thesethree awful nights IÕvenever closedmy
lids Ðand oh, IÕvebeentormented! IÕvebeenhaunted, Nelly! But I
begin to fancy you donÕtlike me. How strange! I thought, though
everybody hated and despisedeach other, they could not avoid
loving me. And they have all turned to enemiesin a few hours:
they have, IÕmpositive; the people here. How dreary to meet
death, surrounded by their cold faces! Isabella, terrified and re-
pelled, afraid to enter the room, it would be so dreadful to watch
Catherine go. And Edgar standing solemnly by to seeit over; then
offering prayersof thanks to God for restoring peaceto his house,
and going back to his BOOKS! What in the name of all that feels
has he to do with BOOKS, when I am dying?Ó

EMILY BRONTE

103



Shecould not bear the notion which I had put into her headof
Mr. LintonÕsphilosophical resignation. Tossing about, she in-
creasedher feverishbewilderment to madness,and tore the pillow
with her teeth; then raising herself up all burning, desired that I
would open the window. We were in the middle of winter, the
wind blew strong from the north-east, and I objected. Both the
expressionsflitting over her face, and the changesof her moods,
began to alarm me terribly; and brought to my recollection her
former illness, and the doctorÕsinjunction that sheshould not be
crossed.A minute previously shewas violent; now, supported on
one arm, and not noticing my refusal to obey her, sheseemedto
find childish diversion in pulling the feathers from the rents she
had just made, and ranging them on the sheetaccording to their
different species: her mind had strayed to other associations.

ÒThatÕsa turkeyÕs,Óshe murmured to herself; Òand this is a
wild duckÕs;and this is a pigeonÕs.Ah, they put pigeonsÓfeathers
in the pillows Ð no wonder I couldnÕtdie! Let me take care to
throw it on the floor when I lie down. And here is a moor-cockÕs;
and this Ð I should know it among a thousand Ð itÕsa lapwingÕs.
Bonny bird; wheeling over our headsin the middle of the moor. It
wanted to get to its nest, for the clouds had touched the swells,
and it felt rain coming. This feather was picked up from the
heath, the bird was not shot: we saw its nest in the winter, full of
little skeletons. Heathcliff set a trap over it, and the old ones
dared not come. I made him promise heÕdnever shoot a lapwing
after that, and he didnÕt.Yes,hereare more! Did he shoot my lap-
wings, Nelly? Are they red, any of them? Let me look.Ó

ÒGiveover with that baby-work!Ó I interrupted, dragging the
pillow away, and turning the holes towards the mattress, for she
was removing its contents by handfuls. ÒLiedown and shut your
eyes:youÕrewandering. ThereÕsa mess!The down is flying about
like snow.Ó

I went here and there collecting it.
ÒI seein you, Nelly,Ó she continued dreamily, Òan aged wo-

man: you have grey hair and bent shoulders.This bed is the fairy
caveunder Penistonecrags,and you are gathering elf-bolts to hurt
our heifers; pretending, while I am near, that they are only locks
of wool. ThatÕswhat youÕllcome to fifty yearshence:I know you
are not so now. IÕmnot wandering: youÕremistaken, or else I
should believe you really WERE that withered hag, and I should
think I WAS under PenistoneCrags; and IÕmconsciousitÕsnight,
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and there are two candles on the table making the black press
shine like jet.Ó

ÒTheblack press?Where is that?ÓI asked.ÒYouare talking in
your sleepÓ

ÒItÕsagainst the wall, as it always is,Óshe replied. ÒIt DOES
appear odd Ð I see a face in itÓ

ÒThereÕsno pressin the room, and never was,Ósaid I, resum-
ing my seat, and looping up the curtain that I might watch her.

ÒDonÕtYOU seethat face?Óshe inquired, gazing earnestly at
the mirror.

And say what I could, I was incapable of making her compre-
hend it to be her own; so I rose and covered it with a shawl.

ÒItÕsbehind there still!Ó she pursued, anxiously. ÒAnd it
stirred. Who is it? I hope it will not comeout when you are gone!
Oh! Nelly, the room is haunted! IÕm afraid of being aloneÓ

I took her hand in mine, and bid her be composed;for a suc-
cession of shudders convulsed her frame, and she would keep
straining her gaze towards the glass.

ÒThereÕsnobody here!ÓI insisted. ÒIt was YOURSELF, Mrs.
Linton: you knew it a while since.Ó

ÒMyself!Óshe gasped,Òand the clock is striking twelve! ItÕs
true, then! ThatÕs dreadfulÓ

Her fingers clutched the clothes, and gathered them over her
eyes.I attempted to steal to the door with an intention of calling
her husband;but I was summonedback by a piercing shriek Ðthe
shawl had dropped from the frame.

ÒWhy, what is the matter?Ó cried I. ÒWho is coward now?
Wake up! That is the glassÐthe mirror, Mrs. Linton; and you see
yourself in it, and there am I too by your side.Ó

Trembling and bewildered, she held me fast, but the horror
gradually passedfrom her countenance;its palenessgaveplace to
a glow of shame.

ÒOh, dear! I thought I was at home,Óshesighed.ÒI thought I
was lying in my chamber at Wuthering Heights. BecauseIÕm
weak, my brain got confused, and I screamed unconsciously.
DonÕtsayanything; but stay with me. I dread sleeping:my dreams
appal me.Ó

ÒAsound sleepwould do you good, maÕam,ÓI answered:Òand
I hope this suffering will prevent your trying starving again.Ó

ÒOh, if I were but in my own bed in the old house!Óshewent
on bitterly, wringing her hands. ÒAnd that wind sounding in the
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firs by the lattice. Do let me feel it Ð it comesstraight down the
moor Ðdo let me have one breath!ÓTo pacify her I held the case-
ment ajar a few seconds.A cold blast rushed through; I closed it,
and returned to my post. She lay still now, her face bathed in
tears. Exhaustion of body had entirely subdued her spirit: our
fiery Catherine was no better than a wailing child.

ÒHow long is it since I shut myself in here?Óshe asked, sud-
denly reviving.

ÒIt was Monday evening,ÓI replied, Òand this is Thursday
night, or rather Friday morning, at present.Ó

ÒWhat! Of the sameweek?Óshe exclaimed. ÒOnly that brief
time?Ó

ÒLong enough to live on nothing but cold water and ill-tem-
per,Ó observed I.

ÒWell, it seems a weary number of hours,Ó she muttered
doubtfully: Òit must be more. I remember being in the parlour
after they had quarrelled, and Edgar being cruelly provoking, and
me running into this room desperate.As soon asever I had barred
the door, utter blacknessoverwhelmed me, and I fell on the floor.
I couldnÕtexplain to Edgar how certain I felt of having a fit, or
going raging mad, if he persisted in teasing me! I had no com-
mand of tongue, or brain, and he did not guess my agony,
perhaps: it barely left me senseto try to escapefrom him and his
voice. Before I recoveredsufficiently to seeand hear, it began to
be dawn, and, Nelly, IÕlltell you what I thought, and what has
kept recurring and recurring till I feared for my reason. I thought
as I lay there, with my head against that table leg, and my eyes
dimly discerning the grey square of the window, that I was en-
closedin the oak-panelled bed at home; and my heart achedwith
some great grief which, just waking, I could not recollect. I
pondered, and worried myself to discover what it could be, and,
most strangely, the whole last sevenyearsof my life grew a blank!
I did not recall that they had beenat all. I was a child; my father
was just buried, and my misery arose from the separation that
Hindley had ordered betweenme and Heathcliff. I was laid alone,
for the first time; and, rousing from a dismal doze after a night of
weeping, I lifted my hand to push the panels aside: it struck the
table-top! I swept it along the carpet, and then memory burst in:
my late anguish was swallowed in a paroxysm of despair. I can-
not say why I felt so wildly wretched: it must have been
temporary derangement; for there is scarcely cause. But,
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supposing at twelve years old I had been wrenched from the
Heights, and every early association,and my all in all, as Heath-
cliff was at that time, and been converted at a stroke into Mrs.
Linton, the lady of Thrushcross Grange, and the wife of a
stranger: an exile, and outcast, thenceforth, from what had been
my world. You may fancy a glimpse of the abysswhere I grov-
elled! Shake your head as you will, Nelly, you have helped to
unsettle me! You should have spoken to Edgar, indeed you
should, and compelled him to leaveme quiet! Oh, IÕmburning! I
wish I were out of doors! I wish I were a girl again, half savage
and hardy, and free; and laughing at injuries, not maddening un-
der them! Why am I so changed?Why doesmy blood rush into a
hell of tumult at a few words? IÕmsure I should be myself were I
once among the heather on those hills. Open the window again
wide: fasten it open! Quick, why donÕt you move?Ó

ÒBecause I wonÕt give you your death of cold,Ó I answered.
ÒYou wonÕtgive me a chanceof life, you mean,Óshesaid, sul-

lenly. ÒHowever, IÕm not helpless yet; IÕll open it myself.Ó
And sliding from the bed before I could hinder her, shecrossed

the room, walking very uncertainly, threw it back, and bent out,
carelessof the frosty air that cut about her shouldersas keen as a
knife. I entreated,and finally attempted to force her to retire. But
I soon found her delirious strength much surpassedmine (shewas
delirious, I becameconvinced by her subsequentactions and rav-
ings). There was no moon, and everything beneath lay in misty
darkness:not a light gleamedfrom any house, far or near all had
beenextinguished long ago: and those at Wuthering Heights were
never visible Ð still she asserted she caught their shining.

ÒLook!Óshecried eagerly,ÒthatÕsmy room with the candle in
it, and the trees swaying before it; and the other candle is in
JosephÕsgarret. Josephsits up late, doesnÕthe?HeÕswaiting till I
comehome that he may lock the gate.Well, heÕllwait a while yet.
ItÕsa rough journey, and a sadheart to travel it; and we must pass
by Gimmerton Kirk to go that journey! WeÕvebraved its ghosts
often together, and dared each other to stand among the graves
and ask them to come.But, Heathcliff, if I dare you now, will you
venture? If you do, IÕllkeep you. IÕllnot lie there by myself: they
may bury me twelve feet deep, and throw the church down over
me, but I wonÕt rest till you are with me. I never willÓ

Shepaused,and resumedwith a strangesmile. ÒHeÕsconsider-
ing ÐheÕdrather IÕdcome to him! Find a way, then! Not through
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that kirkyard. You are slow! Be content, you always followed
meÓ

Perceivingit vain to argue against her insanity, I was planning
how I could reach something to wrap about her, without quitting
my hold of herself (for I could not trust her alone by the gaping
lattice), when, to my consternation, I heard the rattle of the door-
handle, and Mr. Linton entered.He had only then come from the
library; and, in passingthrough the lobby, had noticed our talking
and beenattracted by curiosity, or fear, to examine what it signi-
fied, at that late hour.

ÒOh, sir!Ó I cried, checking the exclamation risen to his lips at
the sight which met him, and the bleak atmosphereof the cham-
ber. ÒMy poor mistressis ill, and she quite mastersme: I cannot
manageher at all; pray, comeand persuadeher to go to bed. For-
get your anger, for sheÕs hard to guide any way but her own.Ó

ÒCatherineill?Ó he said, hastening to us. ÒShutthe window,
Ellen! Catherine! Why

He was silent. The haggardnessof Mrs. LintonÕsappearance
smote him speechless,and he could only glancefrom her to me in
horrified astonishment.

ÒSheÕsbeen fretting here,ÓI continued, Òand eating scarcely
anything, and never complaining: shewould admit none of us till
this evening, and so we couldnÕtinform you of her state, as we
were not aware of it ourselves; but it is nothing.Ó

I felt I uttered my explanations awkwardly; the master
frowned. ÒIt is nothing, is it, Ellen Dean?Óhe said sternly. ÒYou
shall account more clearly for keeping me ignorant of this!Ó And
he took his wife in his arms, and looked at her with anguish.

At first shegavehim no glanceof recognition: he was invisible
to her abstractedgaze.The delirium was not fixed, however; hav-
ing weaned her eyesfrom contemplating the outer darkness, by
degreesshe centred her attention on him, and discoveredwho it
was that held her.

ÒAh! You are come, are you, Edgar Linton?Ó she said, with
angry animation. ÒYouare one of thosethings that are ever found
when least wanted, and when you are wanted, never! I suppose
we shall have plenty of lamentations now Ð I seewe shall Ð but
they canÕtkeepme from my narrow home out yonder: my resting-
place, where IÕmbound before spring is over! There it is: not
among the Lintons, mind, under the chapel-roof, but in the open
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air, with a head-stone;and you may pleaseyourself whether you
go to them or come to meÓ

ÒCatherine, what have you done?Ócommenced the master.
ÒAm I nothing to you any more? Do you love that wretch Heath

ÒHush!Ócried Mrs. Linton. ÒHush,this moment! You mention
that nameand I end the matter instantly by a spring from the win-
dow! What you touch at presentyou may have; but my soul will
be on that hill-top before you lay handson me again. I donÕtwant
you, Edgar: IÕmpast wanting you. Return to your books. IÕmglad
you possess a consolation, for all you had in me is gone.Ó

ÒHer mind wanders, sir,Ó I interposed. ÒShehas been talking
nonsensethe whole evening;but let her havequiet, and proper at-
tendance,and sheÕllrally. Hereafter, we must be cautious how we
vex her.Ó

ÒI desire no further advice from you,Ó answeredMr. Linton.
ÒYou knew your mistressÕsnature, and you encouraged me to
harassher. And not to give me one hint of how shehasbeenthese
three days! It was heartless!Months of sicknesscould not cause
such a changeÓ

I beganto defend myself, thinking it too bad to be blamed for
anotherÕswicked waywardness.ÒI knew Mrs. LintonÕsnature to
be headstrongand domineering,Ócried I: Òbut I didnÕtknow that
you wished to foster her fierce temper! I didnÕtknow that, to hu-
mour her, I should wink at Mr. Heathcliff. I performed the duty
of a faithful servant in telling you, and I have got a faithful ser-
vantÕswages!Well, it will teach me to be careful next time. Next
time you may gather intelligence for yourselfÓ

ÒThenext time you bring a tale to me you shall quit my ser-
vice, Ellen Dean,Ó he replied.

ÒYouÕdrather hear nothing about it, I suppose,then, Mr. Lin-
ton?Ósaid I. ÒHeathcliff has your permission to come a-courting
to Miss, and to drop in at every opportunity your absenceoffers,
on purpose to poison the mistress against you?Ó

ConfusedasCatherine was, her wits were alert at applying our
conversation.

ÒAh! Nelly has played traitor,Ó she exclaimed, passionately.
ÒNelly is my hidden enemy. You witch! So you do seekelf-bolts
to hurt us! Let me go, and IÕllmake her rue! IÕllmake her howl a
recantationÓ

A maniacÕsfury kindled under her brows; shestruggleddesper-
ately to disengageherself from LintonÕsarms. I felt no inclination
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to tarry the event; and, resolving to seekmedical aid on my own
responsibility, I quitted the chamber.

In passing the garden to reach the road, at a place where a
bridle hook is driven into the wall, I saw something white moved
irregularly, evidently by another agent than the wind. Notwith-
standing my hurry, I stayedto examine it, lest ever after I should
have the conviction impressedon my imagination that it was a
creature of the other world. My surprise and perplexity were
great on discovering, by touch more than vision, Miss IsabellaÕs
springer, Fanny, suspendedby a handkerchief, and nearly at its
last gasp. I quickly released the animal, and lifted it into the
garden. I had seenit follow its mistressup-stairs when shewent to
bed; and wondered much how it could have got out there, and
what mischievous person had treated it so. While untying the
knot round the hook, it seemedto me that I repeatedlycaught the
beat of horsesÓfeet galloping at some distance; but there were
such a number of things to occupy my reflections that I hardly
gave the circumstancea thought: though it was a strange sound,
in that place, at two oÕclock in the morning.

Mr. Kenneth was fortunately just issuing from his houseto see
a patient in the village as I cameup the street; and my account of
Catherine LintonÕsmalady induced him to accompany me back
immediately. He was a plain rough man; and he made no scruple
to speakhis doubts of her surviving this secondattack; unlessshe
were more submissiveto his directions than shehad shown herself
before.

ÒNelly Dean,Ósaid he, ÒI canÕthelp fancying thereÕsan extra
causefor this. What has there been to do at the Grange?WeÕve
odd reports up here. A stout, hearty lass like Catherine does not
fall ill for a trifle; and that sort of people should not either. ItÕs
hard work bringing them through fevers, and such things. How
did it begin?Ó

ÒThe master will inform you,Ó I answered; Òbut you are ac-
quainted with the EarnshawsÓviolent dispositions, and Mrs.
Linton caps them all. I may say this; it commencedin a quarrel.
She was struck during a tempest of passion with a kind of fit.
ThatÕsher account, at least: for she flew off in the height of it,
and locked herself up. Afterwards, she refused to eat, and now
shealternately ravesand remains in a half dream; knowing those
about her, but having her mind filled with all sorts of strange
ideas and illusions.Ó
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ÒMr. Linton will be sorry?Ó observed Kenneth, interrogatively.
ÒSorry? HeÕll break his heart should anything happen!Ó I

replied. ÒDonÕt alarm him more than necessary.Ó
ÒWell, I told him to beware,Ósaid my companion; Òand he

must bide the consequencesof neglecting my warning! HasnÕthe
been intimate with Mr. Heathcliff lately?Ó

ÒHeathcliff frequently visits at the Grange,Ó answered I,
Òthough more on the strength of the mistresshaving known him
when a boy, than because the master likes his company. At
presentheÕsdischargedfrom the trouble of calling; owing to some
presumptuousaspirations after Miss Linton which he manifested.
I hardly think heÕll be taken in again.Ó

ÒAnd doesMiss Linton turn a cold shoulder on him?Ówas the
doctorÕs next question.

ÒIÕmnot in her confidence,Óreturned I, reluctant to continue
the subject.

ÒNo, sheÕsa sly one,Óhe remarked, shaking his head. ÒShe
keepsher own counsel! But sheÕsa real little fool. I have it from
good authority that last night (and a pretty night it was!) sheand
Heathcliff were walking in the plantation at the back of your
houseabovetwo hours; and he pressedher not to go in again, but
just mount his horse and away with him! My informant said she
could only put him off by pledging her word of honour to be pre-
pared on their first meetingafter that: when it was to be he didnÕt
hear; but you urge Mr. Linton to look sharpÓ

This news filled me with fresh fears; I outstripped Kenneth,
and ran most of the way back. The little dog was yelping in the
garden yet. I spared a minute to open the gate for it, but instead
of going to the house door, it coursed up and down snuffing the
grass,and would haveescapedto the road, had I not seizedit and
conveyedit in with me. On ascendingto IsabellaÕsroom, my sus-
picions were confirmed: it was empty. Had I been a few hours
soonerMrs. LintonÕsillnessmight havearrestedher rash step.But
what could be done now? There was a bare possibility of overtak-
ing them if pursued instantly. I could not pursue them, however;
and I dared not rousethe family, and fill the placewith confusion;
still lessunfold the businessto my master, absorbedas he was in
his present calamity, and having no heart to spare for a second
grief! I saw nothing for it but to hold my tongue, and suffer mat-
ters to take their course;and Kenneth being arrived, I went with a
badly composedcountenanceto announcehim. Catherine lay in a
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troubled sleep:her husband had succeededin soothing the excess
of frenzy; he now hung over her pillow, watching everyshadeand
every change of her painfully expressive features.

The doctor, on examining the casefor himself, spokehopefully
to him of its having a favourable termination, if we could only
preservearound her perfect and constant tranquillity. To me, he
signified the threatening danger was not so much death, as per-
manent alienation of intellect.

I did not closemy eyesthat night, nor did Mr. Linton: indeed,
we neverwent to bed; and the servantswere all up long before the
usual hour, moving through the housewith stealthy tread, and ex-
changing whispers as they encountered each other in their
vocations. Every one was active but Miss Isabella; and they began
to remark how sound sheslept: her brother, too, askedif shehad
risen, and seemedimpatient for her presence,and hurt that she
showed so little anxiety for her sister-in-law. I trembled lest he
should sendme to call her; but I was sparedthe pain of being the
first proclaimant of her flight. One of the maids, a thoughtless
girl, who had been on an early errand to Gimmerton, came
panting up-stairs, open-mouthed, and dashed into the chamber,
crying: ÒOh, dear, dear! What mun we have next? Master, mas-
ter, our young ladyÓ

ÒHold your noise!Ócried, I hastily, enragedat her clamorous
manner.

ÒSpeaklower, Mary Ð What is the matter?Ósaid Mr. Linton.
ÒWhat ails your young lady?Ó

ÒSheÕsgone, sheÕsgone! YonÓ HeathcliffÕsrun off wiÓ her!Ó
gasped the girl.

ÒThat is not true!Ó exclaimed Linton, rising in agitation. ÒIt
cannot be: how has the idea entered your head?Ellen Dean, go
and seek her. It is incredible: it cannot be.Ó

As he spokehe took the servant to the door, and then repeated
his demand to know her reasons for such an assertion.

ÒWhy, I met on the road a lad that fetches milk here,Óshe
stammered,Òandhe asked whether we werenÕtin trouble at the
Grange. I thought he meant for missisÕssickness,so I answered,
yes.Then sayshe, ÒThereÕssomebodygone after Ôem,I guess?ÓI
stared. He saw I knew nought about it, and he told how a gentle-
man and lady had stopped to have a horseÕsshoe fastened at a
blacksmithÕsshop, two miles out of Gimmerton, not very long
after midnight! And how the blacksmithÕslass had got up to spy
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who they were: sheknew them both directly. And shenoticed the
man Ð Heathcliff it was, she felt certain: nobÕdycould mistake
him, besidesÐ put a sovereign in her fatherÕshand for payment.
The lady had a cloak about her face; but having desireda sup of
water, while she drank it fell back, and she saw her very plain.
Heathcliff held both bridles as they rode on, and they set their
facesfrom the village, and went as fast as the rough roads would
let them. The lass said nothing to her father, but she told it all
over Gimmerton this morning.Ó

I ran and peeped,for formÕssake, into IsabellaÕsroom; con-
firming, when I returned, the servantÕsstatement.Mr. Linton had
resumedhis seatby the bed; on my re-entrance,he raisedhis eyes,
read the meaning of my blank aspect,and dropped them without
giving an order, or uttering a word.

ÒAre we to try any measuresfor overtaking and bringing her
back,Ó I inquired. ÒHow should we do?Ó

ÒShewent of her own accord,Óansweredthe master; Òshehad
a right to go if shepleased.Trouble me no more about her. Here-
after she is only my sister in name: not becauseI disown her, but
because she has disowned me.Ó

And that was all he said on the subject: he did not make single
inquiry further, or mention her in any way, exceptdirecting me to
send what property she had in the house to her fresh home,
wherever it was, when I knew it.
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FOR TWO months the fugitives remained absent; in those two
months, Mrs. Linton encountered and conquered the worst

shock of what was denominated a brain fever. No mother could
have nursed an only child more devotedly than Edgar tended her.
Day and night he was watching, and patiently enduring all the an-
noyancesthat irritable nervesand a shaken reason could inflict;
and, though Kenneth remarked that what he savedfrom the grave
would only recompensehis careby forming the sourceof constant
future anxiety Ð in fact, that his health and strength were being
sacrificed to preservea mereruin of humanity Ðhe knew no limits
in gratitude and joy when CatherineÕslife was declared out of
danger; and hour after hour he would sit besideher, tracing the
gradual return to bodily health, and flattering his too sanguine
hopeswith the illusion that her mind would settleback to its right
balance also, and she would soon be entirely her former self.

The first time she left her chamber was at the commencement
of the following March. Mr. Linton had put on her pillow, in the
morning, a handful of golden crocuses;her eye, long stranger to
any gleam of pleasure, caught them in waking, and shone de-
lighted as she gathered them eagerly together.

ÒTheseare the earliest flowers at the Heights,Ósheexclaimed.
ÒThey remind me of soft thaw winds, and warm sunshine, and
nearly melted snow. Edgar, is there not a south wind, and is not
the snow almost gone?Ó

ÒThesnow is quite gone down here, darling,Ó replied her hus-
band; Òand I only see two white spots on the whole range of
moors: the sky is blue, and the larks are singing, and the becks
and brooks are all brim full. Catherine, last spring at this time, I
was longing to have you under this roof; now, I wish you were a
mile or two up those hills: the air blows so sweetly, I feel that it
would cure you.Ó

ÒI shall never be there but once more,Ósaid the invalid; Òand
then youÕll leave me, and I shall remain for ever. Next spring
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youÕlllong again to haveme under this roof, and youÕlllook back
and think you were happy to-day.Ó

Linton lavished on her the kindest caresses,and tried to cheer
her by the fondest words; but, vaguely regarding the flowers, she
let the tears collect on her lashesand stream down her cheeksun-
heeding. We knew she was really better, and, therefore, decided
that long confinement to a single place produced much of this
despondency,and it might be partially removed by a change of
scene.The master told me to light a fire in the many-weeksÓ
desertedparlour, and to set an easy-chair in the sunshineby the
window; and then he brought her down, and shesat a long while
enjoying the genial heat, and, as we expected,revived by the ob-
jects round her: which, though familiar, were free from the dreary
associations investing her hated sick chamber. By evening she
seemedgreatly exhausted;yet no argumentscould persuadeher to
return to that apartment, and I had to arrange the parlour sofa
for her bed, till another room could be prepared. To obviate the
fatigue of mounting and descendingthe stairs, we fitted up this,
where you lie at presentÐon the samefloor with the parlour; and
shewas soon strong enough to move from one to the other, lean-
ing on EdgarÕsarm. Ah, I thought myself, she might recover, so
waited on asshewas. And there was double causeto desireit, for
on her existencedependedthat of another: we cherishedthe hope
that in a little while Mr. LintonÕsheart would be gladdened,and
his lands secured from a strangerÕs gripe, by the birth of an heir.

I should mention that Isabella sent to her brother, some six
weeksfrom her departure, a short note, announcing her marriage
with Heathcliff. It appeareddry and cold; but at the bottom was
dotted in with pencil an obscure apology, and an entreaty for
kind remembranceand reconciliation, if her proceeding had of-
fended him: asserting that she could not help it then, and being
done, shehad now no power to repeal it. Linton did not reply to
this, I believe;and, in a fortnight more, I got a long letter, which I
considered odd, coming from the pen of a bride just out of the
honeymoon. IÕllread it: for I keep it yet. Any relic of the dead is
precious, if they were valued living.

DEAR ELLEN, it begins, I came last night to Wuthering
Heights, and heard, for the first time, that Catherine has been,
and is yet, very ill. I must not write to her, I suppose,and my
brother is either too angry or too distressedto answer what I sent
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him. Still, I must write to somebody,and the only choice left me is
you.

Inform Edgar that IÕdgive the world to seehis faceagain Ðthat
my heart returned to Thrushcross Grange in twenty-four hours
after I left it, and is there at this moment, full of warm feelingsfor
him, and Catherine! I CANÕT FOLLOW IT THOUGH (these
words are underlined) Ð they need not expect me, and they may
draw what conclusions they please;taking care, however, to lay
nothing at the door of my weak will or deficient affection.

The remainder of the letter is for yourself alone. I want to ask
you two questions: the first is, How did you contrive to preserve
the common sympathiesof human nature when you residedhere?
I cannot recogniseany sentiment which those around share with
me.

The secondquestion I have great interest in; it is this Ð Is Mr.
Heathcliff a man? If so, is he mad? And if not, is he a devil? I
shaÕnÕttell my reasonsfor making this inquiry; but I beseechyou
to explain, if you can, what I have married: that is, when you call
to seeme; and you must call, Ellen, very soon. DonÕtwrite, but
come, and bring me something from Edgar.

Now, you shall hear how I have been received in my new
home, as I am led to imagine the Heights will be. It is to amuse
myself that I dwell on such subjectsas the lack of external com-
forts: they neveroccupy my thoughts, exceptat the moment when
I miss them. I should laugh and dancefor joy, if I found their ab-
sencewas the total of my miseries,and the rest was an unnatural
dream!

The sun set behind the Grange as we turned on to the moors;
by that, I judged it to be six oÕclock;and my companion halted
half an hour, to inspect the park, and the gardens,and, probably,
the place itself, as well as he could; so it was dark when we dis-
mounted in the paved yard of the farm-house, and your old
fellow-servant, Joseph,issuedout to receiveus by the light of a
dip candle. He did it with a courtesy that redounded to his credit.
His first act was to elevate his torch to a level with my face,
squint malignantly, project his under-lip, and turn away. Then he
took the two horses, and led them into the stables; reappearing
for the purpose of locking the outer gate, as if we lived in an an-
cient castle.

Heathcliff stayedto speakto him, and I enteredthe kitchen Ða
dingy, untidy hole; I daresay you would not know it, it is so
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changedsince it was in your charge.By the fire stood a ruffianly
child, strong in limb and dirty in garb, with a look of Catherine in
his eyes and about his mouth.

ÒThis is EdgarÕslegal nephew,ÓI reflected Òminein a manner;
I must shakehands, and ÐyesÐI must kiss him. It is right to es-
tablish a good understanding at the beginning.Ó

I approached, and, attempting to take his chubby fist, said
ÒHow do you do, my dear?Ó

He replied in a jargon I did not comprehend.
ÒShallyou and I be friends, Hareton?Ówas my next essayat

conversation.
An oath, and a threat to setThrottler on me if I did not Òframe

offÓ rewarded my perseverance.
ÒHey, Throttler, lad!Ó whispered the little wretch, rousing a

half bred bull-dog from its lair in a corner. ÒNow, wilt thou be
ganging?Ó he asked authoritatively.

Love for my life urged a compliance; I stepped over the
threshold to wait till the others should enter. Mr. Heathcliff was
nowhere visible; and Joseph,whom I followed to the stables,and
requested to accompany me in, after staring and muttering to
himself, screwedup his noseand replied ÒMim! Mim! Mim! Did
iver Christian body hear aught like it? Mincing unÓ munching!
How can I tell whet ye say?Ó

ÒI say, I wish you to come with me into the house!ÓI cried,
thinking him deaf, yet highly disgusted at his rudeness.

ÒNoneoÓme! I getten summut elseto do,Óhe answered,and
continued his work; moving his lantern jaws meanwhile, and sur-
veying my dress and countenance (the former a great deal too
fine, but the latter, IÕmsure,assadashe could desire)with sover-
eign contempt.

I walked round the yard, and through a wicket, to another
door, at which I took the liberty of knocking, in hopessomemore
civil servant might show himself. After a short suspense,it was
opened by a tall, gaunt man, without neckerchief, and otherwise
extremely slovenly; his featureswere lost in massesof shaggyhair
that hung on his shoulders;and HIS eyes,too, were like a ghostly
CatherineÕs with all their beauty annihilated.

ÒWhatÕsyour businesshere?Óhe demanded,grimly. ÒWho are
you?Ó

ÒMy name was Isabella Linton,Ó I replied. ÒYouÕveseenme
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before, sir. IÕm lately married to Mr. Heathcliff, and he has
brought me here Ð I suppose, by your permission.Ó

ÒIs he come back, then?Ó asked the hermit, glaring like a
hungry wolf.

ÒYesÐ we came just now,Ó I said; Òbut he left me by the kit-
chen door; and when I would have gone in, your little boy played
sentinel over the place, and frightened me off by the help of a
bull-dog.Ó

ÒItÕswell the hellish villain haskept his word!Ó growled my fu-
ture host, searching the darkness beyond me in expectation of
discovering Heathcliff; and then he indulged in a soliloquy of ex-
ecrations, and threats of what he would have done had the
ÒfiendÓ deceived him.

I repented having tried this second entrance, and was almost
inclined to slip away before he finished cursing, but ere I could
executethat intention, he ordered me in, and shut and re-fastened
the door. There was a great fire, and that was all the light in the
huge apartment, whose floor had grown a uniform grey; and the
oncebrilliant pewter-dishes,which usedto attract my gazewhen I
was a girl, partook of a similar obscurity, createdby tarnish and
dust. I inquired whether I might call the maid, and be conducted
to a bedroom! Mr. Earnshaw vouchsafedno answer. He walked
up and down, with his hands in his pockets, apparently quite for-
getting my presence;and his abstraction was evidently so deep,
and his whole aspect so misanthropical, that I shrank from dis-
turbing him again.

YouÕllnot be surprised, Ellen, at my feeling particularly cheer-
less, seated in worse than solitude on that inhospitable hearth,
and remembering that four miles distant lay my delightful home,
containing the only people I loved on earth; and there might as
well be the Atlantic to part us, insteadof those four miles: I could
not overpassthem! I questionedwith myself Ðwhere must I turn
for comfort? And Ð mind you donÕttell Edgar, or Catherine Ð
above every sorrow beside,this rose pre-eminent: despair at find-
ing nobody who could or would be my ally against Heathcliff! I
had sought shelter at Wuthering Heights, almost gladly, becauseI
was securedby that arrangement from living alone with him; but
he knew the peoplewe were coming amongst, and he did not fear
their intermeddling.

I sat and thought a doleful time: the clock struck eight, and
nine, and still my companion paced to and fro, his head bent on
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his breast, and perfectly silent, unlessa groan or a bitter ejacula-
tion forced itself out at intervals. I listened to detect a womanÕs
voice in the house,and filled the interim with wild regretsand dis-
mal anticipations, which, at last, spoke audibly in irrepressible
sighing and weeping. I was not aware how openly I grieved, till
Earnshaw halted opposite, in his measuredwalk, and gave me a
stare of newly-awakened surprise. Taking advantage of his re-
covered attention, I exclaimed ÒIÕmtired with my journey, and I
want to go to bed! Where is the maid-servant?Direct me to her,
as she wonÕt come to meÓ

ÒWe have none,Ó he answered; Òyou must wait on yourselfÓ
ÒWheremust I sleep,then?ÓI sobbed; I was beyond regarding

self respect, weighed down by fatigue and wretchedness.
ÒJosephwill show you HeathcliffÕschamber,Ósaid he; Òopen

that door Ð heÕs in there.Ó
I was going to obey, but he suddenlyarrestedme, and added in

the strangest tone ÒBeso good as to turn your lock, and draw
your bolt Ð donÕt omit itÓ

ÒWell!ÓI said. ÒButwhy, Mr. Earnshaw?ÓI did not relish the
notion of deliberately fastening myself in with Heathcliff.

ÒLook here!Óhe replied, pulling from his waistcoat a curiously
constructedpistol, having a double-edgedspring knife attached to
the barrel. ÒThatÕsa great tempter to a desperateman, is it not? I
cannot resist going up with this every night, and trying his door.
If once I find it open heÕsdone for; I do it invariably, eventhough
the minute before I have been recalling a hundred reasons that
should make me refrain: it is some devil that urges me to thwart
my own schemesby killing him. You fight against that devil for
love as long as you may; when the time comes,not all the angels
in heaven shall save himÓ

I surveyed the weapon inquisitively. A hideous notion struck
me: how powerful I should be possessingsuch an instrument! I
took it from his hand, and touched the blade. He looked aston-
ished at the expressionmy face assumedduring a brief second:it
was not horror, it was covetousness.He snatchedthe pistol back,
jealously; shut the knife, and returned it to its concealment.

ÒI donÕtcare if you tell him,Ó said he. ÒPuthim on his guard,
and watch for him. You know the terms we are on, I see: his
danger does not shock you.Ó

ÒWhat has Heathcliff done to you?ÓI asked.ÒIn what has he
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