Wuthering Heights

"Wretched inmates!” [ ejaculated, mentally, ‘you
deserve perpetual isolation from your species for your
churlish inhospitality. At least, I would not keep my doors
barred in the day-time. I don’t care - I will get in!” So
resolved, I grasped the latch and shook it vehemently.
Vinegar-faced Joseph projected his head from a round
window of the barn.

"What are ye for?” he shouted. “T” maister’s down 1’ t’
fowld. Go round by th’ end o’ t’ laith, if ye went to spake
to him.’

’Is there nobody inside to open the door?” I hallooed,
responsively.

"There’s nobbut t” missis; and shoo’ll not oppen ‘t an ye
mak’ yer flaysome dins till neeght.’

"Why? Cannot you tell her whom I am, eh, Joseph?’

’Nor-ne me! I’ll hae no hend wi’t,” muttered the head, K
vanishing. u
The snow began to drive thickly. I's \8&1&& to
essay another trial; when q&% ?‘ut coat, and
shouldering a m a&re in ind. He
halled % (rnﬁmg through a

se, and a Rave a contalmng a coal-shed,

P (e\, pump, ?ﬂ@@g, we at length arrived in the huge,

warm, chterful apartment where I was formerly received.
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"Are you going to mak’ the tea?” demanded he of the
shabby coat, shifting his ferocious gaze from me to the
young lady.

’Is HE to have any?’ she asked, appealing to Heathclift.

‘Get it ready, will you?” was the answer, uttered so
savagely that I started. The tone in which the words were
said revealed a genuine bad nature. I no longer felt
inclined to call Heathcliff a capital fellow. When the
preparations were finished, he invited me with - ‘Now,
sir, bring forward your chair.” And we all, including the
rustic youth, drew round the table: an austere silence
prevailing while we discussed our meal.

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

It is strange,’ I began, in the 1nterval Al@mg one

cup of tea and receivin 18 strange how

custom can m é ta and sﬁ@@;uld not
1mamth ( ehce of g ife of such
exile orld as you spend, Mr.

fr
HeathchPa@Enture to say, that, surrounded by
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provoking me, or I'll ask your abduction as a special
favour! Stop! look here, Joseph,” she continued, taking a
long, dark book from a shelf; ‘T’ll show you how far I've
progressed in the Black Art: I shall soon be competent to
make a clear house of it. The red cow didn’t die by
chance; and your rheumatism can hardly be reckoned
among providential visitations!’

"Oh, wicked, wicked!” gasped the elder; ‘may the Lord
deliver us from evilV’

"No, reprobate! you are a castaway - be oft, or I'll hurt
you seriously! I'll have you all modelled in wax and clay!
and the first who passes the limits I fix shall - I'll not say
what he shall be done to - but, you'll see! Go, I'm looking
at you!’

The little witch put a mock malignity into her beautiful
eyes, and Joseph, trembling with sincere horror, hurried UK

out, praying, and ejaculating ‘wicked’ as he W
thought her conduct must be prompt a tles of
dreary fun; and, now thaﬁ@: ég ndeavoured
to interest her in mre 51

I said "r ust excuse me
@rﬂhng you I egecause with that face, I'm

P(e\, sure yodgr@ emg good-hearted. Do point out
a

some | rks by which I may know my way home: I
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retaliation that, in their indefinite depth of virulency,
smacked of King Lear.

The vehemence of my agitation brought on a copious
bleeding at the nose, and still Heathclift laughed, and still 1
scolded. I don’t 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 housewife; who at
length issued forth to inquire into the nature of the
uproar. She thought that some of them had been laying
violent hands on me; and, not daring to attack her master,
she turned her wvocal artillery against the younger
scoundrel.

"Well, Mr. Earnshaw,” she cried, ‘I wonder what you’ll
have agait next? Are we going to murder folk on our very
door-stones? I see this house will never do for me - look K
at t’ poor lad, he’s fair choking! Wisht, wisht; (ou m @ u

go on so. Come in, and I'll cure that

still.”
With these WC&enly S laad% t of icy
Water ﬁ 'en itchen. Mr.

d
t followed ﬂdental merriment expiring

P ( e\, ﬁkly 1@1@ moroseness.
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finally, he reached the ‘FIRST OF THE SEVENTY-
FIRST.” At that crisis, a sudden inspiration descended on
me; [ was moved to rise and denounce Jabez Branderham
as the sinner of the sin that no Christian need pardon.
'Sir,” I exclaimed, ‘sitting here within these four walls,
at one stretch, I have endured and forgiven the four
hundred and ninety heads of your discourse. Seventy times
seven times have I plucked up my hat and been about to
depart - Seventy times seven times have you
preposterously forced me to resume my 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 more!’
"THOU ART THE MANY cried Jabez, after a solemn
pause, leaning over his cushion. ‘Seventy times seven
times didst thou gapingly contort thy visage - seventy K
times seven did I take counsel with my soul - Lo, g @ .u
human weakness: this also may be absgé_l:tz First of

the Seventy-First is com

the judgment w m nour ints!’

Q ludi Eﬁ aole assembly,
\, \El(heu pilgring=g s rushed round me in a body;
P ( e and I, EN

commen d grapphng with Joseph, my nearest and most

cute upon him

eapon to raise in self-defence,
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"What CAN you mean by talking in this way to ME!
thundered Heathclift with savage vehemence. ‘How -
how DARE you, under my roof? - God! he’s mad to
speak so!” And he struck his forehead with rage.

[ did not know whether to resent this language or
pursue my explanation; but he seemed so powerfully
affected that I took pity and proceeded with my dreams;
affirming I had never heard the appellation of ‘Catherine
Linton’ before, but reading it often over produced an
impression which personified itself when I had no longer
my imagination under control. Heathclift gradually fell
back into the shelter of the bed, as I spoke; finally sitting
down almost concealed behind it. I guessed, however, by
his irregular and intercepted breathing, that he struggled to
vanquish an excess of violent emotion. Not liking to show
him that I had heard the conflict, I continued my toilette
rather noisily, looked at my watch, and solilo 1sed
length of the night: ‘Not three 0 cloc C\ ave
taken oath it had been mﬁg re we must

surely have retire
ré wint, & 6four said my
\N:;ressmg % lQ'anaed by the motion
of his a &dashmg a tear from his eyes. ‘Mr.
Lockwo ,” he added, ‘you may go into my room: you’ll
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This was Heathcliff’s first introduction to the family.
On coming back a few days afterwards (for I did not
consider my banishment perpetual), I found they had
christened him ‘Heathclift’: it was the name of a son who
died in childhood, and it has served him 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 wasn’t reasonable enough to feel my
injustice, and the mistress never put in a word on his
behalf when she saw him wronged.
He seemed a sullen, patient child; hardened, perhaps, to
ill- treatment: he would stand Hindley’s 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 UK
endurance made old Earnshaw furious,. whe
discovered his son persecuting the poo$ IQ
ngely believing

he called him. He took “
all he sald for att he sai p%r tle and
up

gene N ove Cathy,
\, too mlSChl ayward for a favourite.
P ( e So, fr @g)egmmng, he bred bad feeling in the

house; an at Mrs. Earnshaw’s death, which happened in

nde
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myself. She was rather thin, but young, and fresh-
complexioned, and her eyes sparkled 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
these symptoms portended, and had no impulse to
sympathise with her. We don’t in general take to
tforeigners here, Mr. Lockwood, unless they take to us
first.

Young Earnshaw was altered considerably in the three
years of his absence. He had grown sparer, and lost his
colour, and spoke and dressed quite differently; and, on
the very day of his return, he told Joseph and me we must
thenceforth quarter ourselves in the back-kitchen, and
leave the house for him. Indeed, he would have carpeted

and papered a small spare room for a parlour;_but hlg@
expressed such pleasure at the Whltaf?-
glowing fireplace, at the elf case, and

dog—kennel and e p ¢ ther v% e about
in w sat’én '& unnecessary to

ort and SO e intention.

P(e\, She ure, too, at finding a sister among

her new quamtance and she prattled to Catherine, and
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kissed her, and ran about with her, and gave her quantities
of presents, at the beginning. Her affection tired very
soon, however, and when she grew peevish, Hindley
became tyrannical. A few words from her, evincing a
dislike to Heathclift, 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 behaved, and what they did,

so they kept clear of him. He would not even have seen
after their going to church on Sundays, only Josep

the curate reprimanded his careles \%1 q‘
absented themselves; %@S m to order
Heathcliff a flo n{(‘ C&herme inner or
supp u 1( ﬁ ne of tReir 'é ﬁements to run

o¥the moors ning and remain there all

P ( e\, day, and? shment grew a mere thing to laugh
rat

at. The e might set as many chapters as he pleased for
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Catherine to get by heart, and Joseph might thrash
Heathclift till his arm ached; they forgot everything the
minute they were together again: at least the minute they
had contrived some naughty plan of revenge; and many a
time I've cried to myself to watch them growing more
reckless daily, and I not daring to speak a syllable, for fear
of losing the small power I still retained over the
unfriended creatures. One Sunday evening, it chanced that
they were banished from the sitting-room, for making a
noise, or a light oftence of the kind; and when I went to
call them to supper, I could discover them nowhere. We
searched the house, above and below, and the yard and
stables; they were invisible: and, at last, Hindley in a
passion told 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 and put my UK
head out to hearken, though it rained: determ1n¢
admit them in spite of the prohibition, S tetu

In a while, I distinguishe p the road, and
the light of a la K@hro [ threw
a shawl go 5 ead a {pEnt them from
\,‘@Mr Earnsh 1 ing. There was Heathcliff,

P ( e by hims@ a a start to see him alone.
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Linton took off the grey cloak of the dairy-maid 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 cakes
into her lap, and Edgar stood gaping at a distance.
Afterwards, 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 she could be, dividing
her food between the little dog and Skulker, whose nose
she pinched as he ate; and kindling a spark of spirit in the
vacant blue eyes of the Lintons - a dim reflection from her
own enchanting face. I saw they were full of stupid
admiration; she is so immeasurably superior to them - to

everybody on earth, is she not, Nelly?’

"There w1ll more come of thls ?\%an you
reckon answe
extmgulsh € ﬂre 1nciat5n lift; and

ities, see if he

y Words e tfu han I desired. The luckless

P (e\, adventu? aW furious. And then Mr. Linton,

to mend atters, paid us a visit himself on the morrow,
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Heathclift not here?” she demanded, pulling off her gloves,
and displaying fingers wonderfully whitened with doing
nothing and staying indoors.

"Heathcliff, you may come forward,” cried Mr.
Hindley, enjoying his discomfiture, and gratified to see
what a forbidding young blackguard he would be
compelled to present himself. “You may come and wish
Miss Catherine welcome, like the other servants.’

Cathy, catching a glimpse of her friend in his
concealment, flew to embrace him; she bestowed seven or
eight kisses on his cheek within the second, and then
stopped, and drawing back, burst into a laugh, exclaiming,
“Why, how very black and cross you look! and how - how
funny and grim! But that’s because I'm used to Edgar and
Isabella Linton. Well, Heathclift, have you forgotten me?’

She had some reason to put the question, for shame and UK

pride threw double gloom over his countenar\ce an(e@

him immovable. 3?_
’Shake hands, Heaﬁa I. Earnshaw
“t

condescendmgly hat is
’ \SRJO % tongue at last;
\, t stand to shall not bear it!” And
P(e he woulP n from the circle, but Miss Cathy
seized hint again.
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'l did not mean to laugh at you,” she said; ‘I could not
hinder myself: Heathcliff, shake hands at least! What are
you sulky for? It was only that you looked odd. If you
wash your face and brush your hair, it will be all right: but
you are so dirty!’

She gazed concernedly at the dusky fingers she held in
her own, and also at her dress; which she feared had
gained no embellishment from its contact with his.

"You needn’t have touched me!” he answered,
tfollowing her eye and snatching away his hand. ‘I shall be
as dirty as I please: and I like to be dirty, and I will be
dirty.’

With that he dashed headforemost out of the room,
amid the merriment of the master and mistress, and to the
serious disturbance of Catherine; who could not
comprehend how her remarks should have produced such K
an exhibition of bad temper. O -u

After playing lady’s-maid to th \(%er and
putting my cakes in the @ﬁg the house and
kitchen cheerful NQCﬁ n; as-eve, |
‘prepmto and a % 6smg1ng carols,

ph s affirmations that he

\, regardle
P (e consider lﬁ@gunes I chose as next door to songs.

He had tired to private prayer in his chamber, and Mr.
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seek him. He was not far; I found him smoothing the
glossy coat of the new pony in the stable, and feeding the
other beasts, according to custom.

’Make haste, Heathcliff!” 1 said, ‘the kitchen is so
comfortable; and Joseph is up-stairs: make haste, and let
me dress you smart before Miss Cathy comes out, and
then you can sit together, with the whole hearth to
yourselves, and have a long chatter till bedtime.’

He proceeded with his task, and never turned his head
towards me.

’Come - are you coming?’ I continued. ‘There’s a little
cake for each of you, nearly enough; and you’ll need half-
an-hour’s donning.’

I waited five minutes, but getting no answer left him.
Catherine supped with her brother and sister-in-law:

Joseph and I joined at an unsociable meal, seasoned with UK

and cheese remained on the table all
He managed to continue @ k and then
marched dumb a c up late,
havi Wﬁrﬁé ngs to &

ds: she caé 1 kltchen once to speak to
a

P { 6\’ her olda? 5\

what w e matter with him, and then went back. In the

reproofs on one side and sauciness on the ot er
'fames

ception of her

s gone, and she only stayed to ask
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since yesterday’s dinner, I would wink at his cheating Mr.
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 answered gravely - ‘I'm trying to settle how I
shall pay Hindley back. I don’t care how long I wait, if I
can only do it at last. I hope he will not die before I doV’

"For shame, Heathcliff!’ said 1. ‘It is for God to punish
wicked people; we should learn to forgive.’

’No, God won’t have the satisfaction that I shall,” he
returned. ‘I only wish I knew the best way! Let me alone,
and I'll plan it out: while I'm thinking of that I don’t feel

pain. uK
‘But, Mr. Lockwood, I forget these tales \nnot @

you. I’'m annoyed how I should dream g on at

such a rate; and your grueﬁq odd1 for bed!
I could have té sto %&@u need
hear a a@ nw %

ords.
1nterrupt1n 5he ousekeeper rose, and

P (e\, proceed?ﬁg\ her sewing; but I felt incapable of

moving ftom the hearth, and I was very far from nodding.
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He told his wife the same story, and she seemed to
believe him; 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 - a very slight
one - he raised her in his arms; she put 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 as regarded him. For himself, he grew desperate: his
sorrow was of that kind that will not lament. He neither
wept nor prayed; he cursed and defied: execrated God and
man, and gave himself up to reckless dissipation. The
servants could not bear his tyrannical and evil conduct
long: Joseph and I were the only two that would stay. I
had not the heart to leave my charge; and besides, you

know, I had been his foster-sister, and excuse

behaviour more readily than a stran joseph
remained to hector ov @i S%ou rs
because it was hj m N ¢ wh % @nty of
wic ﬂ’ Q %
\, aster’s bad wa SQZHad companions formed a
P ( e pretty Vr&@ therme and Heathclift. His treatment

of the l8tter was enough to make a fiend of a saint. And,
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truly, it appeared as if the lad WERE possessed of
something diabolical at that period. He delighted to
witness Hindley degrading himself past redemption; and
became daily more notable for savage sullenness and
terocity. I could not half tell what an infernal house we
had. The curate dropped calling, and nobody decent came
near us, at last; unless Edgar Linton’s visits to Miss Cathy
might be an exception. At fifteen she was the queen of the
country-side; she had no peer; and she did turn out a
haughty, headstrong creature! I own I did not like her,
after infancy was past; and I vexed her frequently by trying
to bring down her arrogance: she never 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 portrai @ u
the fireplace. It used to hang on one 51d ﬁ 1fe s on

the other; but hers has b e s might
ﬂ an y

see somethmg % ut?
erned a soft-

Mr:
%@ face excegdin y@gbhng the young lady at

P (e\, the Heg a@ée pensive and amiable in expression.

It formkd a sweet picture. The long light hair curled
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‘Nothing - only look at the almanack on that wall;” he
pointed to a framed sheet hanging near the window, and
continued, ‘The crosses are for the evenings you have
spent with the Lintons, the dots for those spent with me.
Do you see? I'’ve marked every day.’

Yes - very foolish: as if I took notice!l” replied
Catherine, in a peevish tone. ‘And where is the sense of
that?’

"To show that I DO take notice,’ said Heathclift.

’And should I always be sitting with you?’ she
demanded, growing more irritated. “What 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,
either!’

"You never told me before that I talked too little, or
that you disliked my company, Cathy!” exclaimed
Heathclift, in much agitation.

‘It’s no company at all, when pe é éﬁ\amg and

say nothing,’ she muttere
Her com an Xpress
his W ‘é& for a 3%\' heard on the
havmg d@gy young Linton entered,

his fac dehght at the unexpected summon
she ha received. Doubtless Catherine marked the
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speak: she had failed to recover her equanimity since the
little dispute with Heathclift.

I'm sorry for it, Miss Catherine,” was my response; and
I proceeded 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. I’ve said I did not love
her, and rather relished mortifying her vanity now and
then: besides, she hurt me extremely; so I started up from
my knees, and screamed out, ‘Oh, Miss, that’s a nasty
trick! You have no right to nip me, and I’'m not going to
bear it.’

I didn’t touch you, you lying creature!’ cried she, her
fingers tingling to repeat the act, and her ears red with
rage. She never had power to conceal her passion, it
always set her whole complexion in a blaze. u\(

"What’s that, then?” 1 retorted, showini ae d@@ .

.

purple witness to refute her.

She stamped her foot ent, gud then,
irresistibly 1mp&i‘()\ )ﬁnaughty pﬁ&;@n
slapp heek T—glr@ t filled both

prev'® ngrge W
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"You’d rather be damned!” he said; ‘and so you shall.
No law in England can hinder a man from keeping his
house decent, and mine’s abominable! Open your mouth.’
He held the knife in his hand, and pushed its point
between my teeth: but, for my part, I was never much
afraid of his vagaries. I spat out, and affirmed it tasted
detestably - I would not take it on any account.

’Oh!” said he, releasing me, ‘I see that hideous little
villain 1s not Hareton: I beg your pardon, Nell. If it be, he
deserves flaying alive for not running to welcome me, and
for screaming as if I were a goblin. Unnatural cub, come
hither! I'll teach thee to impose on a good-hearted,
deluded father. Now, don’t you think the lad would be
handsomer cropped? It makes a dog fiercer, and I love
something fierce - get me a scissors - something fierce and

trim! Besides, it’s infernal affectation - devilish conceit it

1s, to cherish our ears - we’re asses enough w&hout @ .

Hush, child, hush! Well then, it is g sht, dry
thy eyes - there’s a joy; é won’t2,Kiss me,

Hareton! Damn dm m 33 Anéld rear
suc \alq ure as 161“7@ gl ak the brat’s

P (e\, OP?‘@ squalhng and kicking in his father’s
arms w his" mig i

ht, and redoubled his yells when he

116 of 540



Wuthering Heights \g DEBENU

’And he will be rich, and I shall like to be the greatest
woman of the neighbourhood, and I shall be proud of
having such a husband.’

"Worst of all. And now, say how you love him?’

"As everybody loves - You're silly, Nelly.’

‘Not at all - Answer.’

T 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 now!’

’And why?’

Nay; you are making a jest of it: it is exceedingly ill-
natured! It’s no jest to me!” said the young lady, scowling,
and turning her face to the fire.

I'm very far from jesting, Miss Catherine,” I replied.
“You love Mr. Edgar because he is handsome, and young, u\(
and cheerful, and rich, and loves you. The last, hovgh

goes for nothing: you Would love
probably; and with it yo ess he possessed
the four forme N 6

Is Ug r@ty@n hate him,
ow

f he Were

P‘e\"@ pag
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‘But there are several other handsome, rich young men
in the world: handsomer, possibly, and richer than he is.
What should hinder you from loving them?’

'If there be any, they are out of my way: I've seen none
like Edgar.’

"You may see some; and he won’t always be handsome,
and young, and may not always be rich.’

"He is now; and [ have only to do with the present. I
wish you would speak rationally.’

"Well, that settles it: if you have only to do with the
present, marry Mr. Linton.’

I don’t want your permission for that - I SHALL
marry him: and yet you have not told me whether I'm
right.’

"Perfectly right; if people be right to marry only for the
present. And now, let us hear what you are unhappy u

from a

about. Your brother will be pleased; the qgld lad
gentleman will not object, I thlnk you é_x
disorderly, comfortless h 6% Y, ectable
one; and you lo m dgar @ seems
smooth gn e s ere is

!'and % Cathenne striking one

P(e\, hand va@ d and the other on her breast: ‘in
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’Oh, he couldn’t overhear me at the door!” said she.
‘Give me 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
Heathclift has no notion of these things. He has not, has
he? He does not know what being in love is!”

’I see no reason that he should not know, as well as
you,” I returned; ‘and if you are his choice, he’ll be the
most unfortunate creature that ever was born! As soon as
you become Mrs. Linton, he loses friend, and love, and all!
Have you considered how you’ll bear the separation, and
how he’ll bear to be quite deserted in the world? Because,
Miss Catherine - ¢

"He quite deserted! we separated!” she exclaimed, with
an accent of indignation. “Who is to separate us, pray?
They’ll meet the fate of Milo! Not as long as I live, Ellen: K
for no mortal creature. Every Linton on th face u
earth might melt into nothing before X Sent to
forsake Heathcliff. Oh, th 'S tend at’s not

@a price

what I mean! I ﬁ 1. Lmt \@
;ﬁ] e"as mu% ‘1 s been all his

\, Edgar m is antipathy, and tolerate
P(e him, a @ 1, when he learns my true feelings
him Iy, I

towards see now you think me a selfish
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wretch; but did it never strike you that if Heathclift and 1
married, we should be beggars? whereas, if I marry Linton
I can aid Heathclift to rise, and place him out of my
brother’s power.’

"With your husband’s money, Miss Catherine?’ I asked.
“You’ll find him not so pliable as you calculate upon: and,
though I'm hardly a judge, I think that’s the worst motive
you’ve given yet for being the wife of young Linton.’

’It 1s not,” retorted she; ‘it is the best! The others were
the satisfaction of my whims: and for Edgar’s sake, too, to
satisfy him. This is for the sake of one who comprehends
in his person my feelings to Edgar and myself. I cannot
express it; but surely you and everybody have a notion
that there is or should be an existence of yours beyond
you. What were the use of my creation, if I were entirely
contained here? My great miseries in this world have been

Heathcliff’s miseries, and I watched and felt eagch fro
beginning: my great thought in 11V1ré$ & else

perished, and HE remzunﬂi
and if all else

e w % d, the
unlver e W Xdé to aﬁ %ge should not

conti to be;

rt of it. - My 1qv inton is like the foliage in

P ( e\, the w wé change it, I'm well aware, as winter
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’And how isn’t that nowt comed in fro’ th’ field, be
this time? What is he about? girt idle seeght!” demanded
the old man, looking round for Heathcliff.

Tl call him,” I replied. ‘He’s in the barn, I've no
doubt.’

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 brother’s conduct
regarding him. She jumped up in a fine fright, flung
Hareton on to the settle, and ran to seek for her friend
herself; not taking leisure to consider why she was so
flurried, or how her talk would have affected him. She
was absent such a while that Joseph proposed we should
wait no longer. He cunningly conjectured they were

staying away in order to avoid hearing his protracted

blessing. They were ‘ill eneugh for ony fahl ianne @ .

affirmed. And on their behalf he added
prayer to the wusual q Q& supglication
before meat, and ac eda @@end of
the m *Xr@ s yo @&0 in upon him

rried co ,é‘ must run down the road,
and, w @ clift had rambled, find and make him
re-ente dlrectly

's,peaal
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play t° devil to-morn, and he’ll do weel. He’s patience
itsseln wi’ sich careless, offald craters - patience itsseln he
is! Bud he’ll not be soa allus - yah’s see, all on ye! Yah
mun’n’t drive him out of his heead for nowt!’

"Have you found Heathclift, you ass?’ interrupted
Catherine. ‘Have you been looking for him, as I ordered?’

’I sud more likker look for th” horse,” he replied. ‘It ‘ud
be to more sense. Bud I can look for norther horse nur
man of a neeght loike this - as black as t" chimbley! und
Heathclift’s noan t’ chap to coom at MY whistle - happen
he’ll be less hard o’ hearing w1’ YE!’

It WAS a very dark evening for summer: the clouds
appeared inclined to thunder, and I said we had better all
sit down; the approaching rain would be certain to bring
him home without further trouble. However, Catherine
would hot be persuaded into tranquillity. She kept
wandering to and fro, from the gate to the dgor, in g

DNG:

up a permanent situation e wall ear the
road: where, W ﬁy exp a the
gro é he egan to plash

\, Ner she r g?la‘xg at intervals, and then

P (e listent a@g‘nng outright. She beat Hareton, or

any chilll, at7a good passionate fit of crying.

of agitation which permitted no repose; 5‘
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turning her face to the back, and putting her hands before
it.

"Well, Miss!” I exclaimed, touching her shoulder; ‘you
are not bent on getting your death, are you? Do you
know what o’clock it is? Half-past twelve. Come, come to
bed! there’s no use waiting any longer on that foolish boy:
he’ll be gone to Gimmerton, and he’ll stay there now. He
guesses we shouldn’t wait for him till this late hour: at
least, he guesses that only Mr. Hindley would be up; and
he’d rather avoid having the door opened by the master.’

’Nay, nay, he’s noan at Gimmerton,” said Joseph. ‘I’s
niver wonder but he’s at t bothom of a bog-hoile. This
visitation worn’t for nowt, and I wod hev’ ye to look out,
Miss - yah muh be t’ next. Thank Hivin for all! All warks
togither for gooid to them as is chozzen, and piked out

fro’ th’ rubbidge! Yah knaw whet t’ Scripture ses.” And he u

began quoting several texts, referring us to terc@
verses where we might find them. a‘é
I, having vainly beg % ise and

remove her WQW%le 5 d her
1

shiver ttle Hareton,
Nt as fast a 1f e had been sleeping round

P(e\, him. Iw&% read on a while afterwards; then I
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up and bolt into th’ house, t’ minute yah heard t" maister’s
horse-fit clatter up t’ road.’

"Silence, eavesdropper!” cried Catherine; ‘none of your
insolence before me! Edgar Linton came vyesterday by
chance, Hindley; and it was I who told him to be off:
because I knew you would not like to have met him as
you were.’

You lie, Cathy, no doubt,” answered her brother, ‘and
you are a confounded simpleton! But never mind Linton
at present: tell me, were you not with Heathclift last
night? Speak the truth, now. You need not he afraid of
harming him: though I hate him as much as ever, he did
me a good turn a short time since that will make my
conscience tender of breaking his neck. To prevent it, I
shall send him about his business this very morning; and
after he’s gone, I’d advise you all to look sharp: I shall only u\(

have the more humour for you.’

T never saw Heathcliff last night,” a therme
beginning to sob bitterly: cq cﬁ}gturn hyg out of
doors, I'll go Wﬁg ﬁer ap EAﬁave an
oppo m e burst into

llable gneéan tsgamder of her words were

P ( e\, marncva‘g
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In this self~complacent conviction she departed; 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 Catherine’s
exuberance of vivacity), but he ventured no objection to
her taking Isabella with her to Wuthering Heights in the
afternoon; and she rewarded him with such a summer of
sweetness and affection in return as made the house a
paradise for several days; both master and servants profiting
from the perpetual sunshine.

Heathcliff - Mr. Heathcliff I should say in future - used
the liberty of visiting at Thrushcross Grange cautiously, at
first: he seemed estimating how far its owner would bear
his intrusion. Catherine, also, deemed it judicious to
moderate her expressions of pleasure in receiving him; and
he gradually established his right to be expected. He K
retained a great deal of the reserve for which his b
was remarkable; and that served tég ﬁae; rtling

demonstrations of feel er's easiness
experienced a ﬁﬁ\ ﬂer circu st% rted it
Into ano %
\, Q\lew sour } S sprang from the not
P(e ant1c1p? ée Is
e 1st1?-

and 1irr

abella Linton evincing a sudden

attraction towards the tolerated guest. She
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not; I merely thought Heathclif’s talk would have nothing
entertaining for your ears.’

’Oh, no,” wept the young lady; ‘you wished me away,
because you knew I liked to be there!’

Is she sane?” asked Mrs. Linton, appealing to me. ‘T’ll
repeat our conversation, word for word, Isabella; and you
point out any charm it could have had for you.’

'l don’t mind the conversation,” she answered: ‘I
wanted to be with - ¢

‘Well?” said Catherine, perceiving her hesitate to
complete the sentence.

"With him: and I won’t be always sent oft!” she
continued, kindling up. “You are a dog in the manger,
Cathy, and desire no one to be loved but yourself!’

You are an impertinent little monkey!” exclaimed Mrs.
Linton, in surprise. ‘But I'll not believe this idiotcy! It is K
impossible that you can covet the admiration of Heaﬁ

i; *[ have

- that you consider him an agreeable é gﬂ

misunderstood you, IsabelN
"No, you ha tNe In

v fatu e him
more '&7 leoved ? @ﬁ t love me, if

@ d let him)
P(e\,‘ v?da‘t@efbu tor a kingdom, then!” Catherine
declare

emphatically: and she seemed to speak sincerely.
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liar; and, if his account of Heathcliff’s conduct be true,
you would never think of desiring such a husband, would
you?’

You are leagued with the rest, Ellen!” she replied. ‘T’ll
not listen to your slanders. What malevolence you must
have to wish to convince me that there is no happiness in
the world!’

Whether she would have got over this fancy if left to
herself, or persevered in nursing it perpetually, I cannot
say: she had little time to reflect. The day after, there was a
justice-meeting at the next town; my master was obliged
to attend; and Mr. Heathcliff, aware of his absence, called
rather earlier than wusual. Catherine and Isabella were
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 o{ende @

her companion; and, if she laughed ag

inclined to make it no lﬁ to he he did
laugh as she th ¥ pass t % [ was
chyev

ertness

s
swee ﬁh 66 ous smile on

Wlsabella aé % r meditations, or a book,
remam@ a@

or opened; and it was too late to
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attempt an escape, which she would gladly have done had
it been practicable.
’Come 1in, that’s right!” exclaimed the mistress, gaily,
pulling a chair to the fire. ‘Here are two people sadly in
need of a third to thaw the ice between them; and you are
the very one we should both of us choose. Heathcliff, I'm
proud to show you, at last, somebody that dotes on you
more than myself. I expect you to feel flattered. Nay, it’s
not Nelly; don’t look 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 Edgar’s
brother! No, no, Isabella, you sha’n’t run off,” she
continued, arresting, with feigned playfulness, the
confounded girl, who had risen indignantly. ‘We were
quarrelling like cats about you, Heathcliff; and I was fairly
beaten in protestations of devotion and admiration: and, K
moreover, I was informed that if I would ‘Jt hav t@ u

manners to stand aside, my rival, as she elt to

be, would shoot a shaft 1 t wou ﬁx you
to eter

for ever, and serérim % Ab
\a]xhrrl e Isabel 111 nﬁ dignity, and
1 rk )h

ifg to stru tight grasp that held her,

P ( e\, Td th@}a@ ere to the truth and not slander me,

even in Heathclift, be kind enough to bid this
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He jumped at the fruit; I raised it higher. “What does
he teach you?’ I asked.

"Naught,” said he, ‘but to keep out of his gait. Daddy
cannot bide me, because I swear at him.’

’Ah! and the devil teaches you to swear at daddy?’ I
observed.

’Ay - nay,” he drawled.

"Who, then?’

"Heathclift.’

T asked if he liked Mr. Heathcliff.’

"Ay!” he answered again.

Desiring to have his reasons for liking him, I could only
gather the sentences - ‘I known’t: he pays dad back what
he gies to me - he curses daddy for cursing me. He says |
mun do as [ will.’

’And the curate does not teach you to read and write,

then?’ I pursued.

'No, I was told the curate shoul \% g

dashed down his - throat, N’ er the reshold
- Heathcliff had

%@mat lég _jlal @& h1m tell his

a wo y Dean was waiting to
speak % 5&6 garden gate. He went up the walk,
and entdred the house; but, instead of Hindley, Heathclift
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My master glanced towards the passage, and signed me
to fetch the men: he had no intention of hazarding a
personal encounter. I obeyed the hint; but Mrs. Linton,
suspecting something, followed; and when I attempted to
call them, she pulled me back, slammed the door to, and
locked it.
"Fair means!” she said, in answer to her husband’s look
of angry surprise. ‘If 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,
I'll swallow the key before you shall get it! I'm delightfully
rewarded for my kindness to each! After constant
indulgence of one’s weak nature, and the other’s bad one,
[ earn for thanks two samples of blind ingratitude, stupid
to absurdity! Edgar, I was defending you and yours; and [
wish Heathclift may flog you sick, for daring to think an K
evil thought of me!’ O .u
It did not need the medium of a ﬂ La)r(%lce

that effect on the master. st the from

Catherine’s _gra w &Q;I sh Gto the

hottes é re; Oi gar was taken

\, \iﬁnervous t é his countenance grew

P (e deadly? %} 1fe he could not avert that excess of
min

emoti gled anguish and humiliation overcame him
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Heathclift for my friend - if Edgar will be mean and
jealous, I'll try to break their hearts by breaking my own.
That will be a prompt way of finishing all, when I am
pushed to extremity! But it’s a deed to be reserved for a
torlorn hope; I’d not take Linton by surprise with it. To
this point he has been discreet in dreading to provoke me;
you must represent the peril of quitting that policy, and
remind him of my passionate temper, verging, when
kindled, on frenzy. I wish you could dismiss that apathy
out of that countenance, and look rather more anxious
about me.’
The stolidity with which I received these instructions
was, no doubt, rather exasperating: for they were delivered
in perfect sincerity; but I believed a person who could
plan the turning of her fits of passion to account,
beforehand, might, by exerting her will, manage to K
control herself tolerably, even while under their 1nﬂ16‘ u
and I did not wish to ‘frighten’ her h tre said,
and multiply his annoyan Sse of s ng her
selfishness. The YS‘ ﬁ nothin vx% et the
rds th i ok the liberty

Mg ba to ten \d r they would resume their

P ( e\, quarrel?@a‘ egan to speak first.

master C
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‘Remain where you are, Catherine,” he said; without
any anger in his voice, but with much sorrowful
despondency. ‘I shall not stay. I am neither come to
wrangle nor be reconciled; but I wish just to learn
whether, after this evening’s events, you intend to
continue your intimacy with -

’Oh, for mercy’s sake,” interrupted the mistress,
stamping her foot, ‘for mercy’s sake, let us hear no more
of it now! Your cold blood cannot be worked into a fever:
your veins are full of ice- water; but mine are boiling, and
the sight of such chillness makes them dance.’

"To get rid of me, answer my question,” persevered Mr.
Linton. ‘You must answer it; and that violence does not
alarm me. I have found that you can be as stoical as
anyone, when you please. Will you give up Heathclift
hereafter, or will you give up me? It is impossible for you
to be MY friend and HIS at the same time; (I;i@
absolutely REQUIRE to know Wh1ch X

I require to be let therine,
turiously. ‘I dem w you see c@ stand?
Edg ﬁ el

ﬁng the b t Wlth a twang; | entered

leisurel gh to try the temper of a saint, such

senseles chke rages! There she lay dashing her head
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"What! of the same week?’ she exclaimed. ‘Only that
brief time?’

"Long enough to live on nothing but cold water and
ill-temper,” observed I.

"Well, it seems a weary number of hours,” she muttered
doubtfully: ‘it 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 as ever I had barred the door, utter blackness
overwhelmed me, and I fell on the floor. I couldn’t
explain to Edgar how certain I felt of having a fit, or going
raging mad, if he persisted in teasing me! I had no
command of tongue, or brain, and he did not guess my
agony, perhaps: it barely left me sense to try to escape
from him and his voice. Before I recovered sufficiently to
see and hear, it began to be dawn, and, Nelly, I'll tell you
what I thought, and what has kept recurring aid rec .

till T feared for my reason. I though e with
my head against that %g’ﬂ dimly
discerning the tﬁ the g&@l was
_enclosgdyin t‘ -panel and my heart
@&th some éf;\t&@ ich, Just waking, I could

ered, and worried myself to discover

not rec@?@ , - ,
what it %ould be; and, most strangely, the whole last seven
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tumult at a few words? I'm sure I should be myself were [
once among the heather on those hills. Open the window
again wide: fasten it open! Quick, why don’t you move?’

‘Because 1 won’t give you your death of cold,” I
answered.

"You won’t give me a chance of life, you mean,” she
said, sullenly. ‘However, I'm not helpless yet; I'll open it
myself.’

And sliding from the bed before I could hinder her, she
crossed the room, walking very uncertainly, threw it back,
and bent out, careless of the frosty air that cut about her
shoulders as keen as a knife. I entreated, and finally
attempted to force her to retire. But I soon found her
delirious strength much surpassed mine (she was delirious,
[ became convinced by her subsequent actions and

ravings). There was no moon, and everything beneath lay u
in misty darkness: not a light gleamed from apy
xehose at

or near all had been extinguished lon
Wuthering Heights were m % asserted
she caught their éﬁ@ ﬁ 5 AG
\m eag a y ¥om with the
it, and t tre @ g before it; and the other

P ( e\, candle ?1 %} arret Joseph sits up late, doesn’t he?
ting til

He’s w come home that he may lock the gate.
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Well, he’ll wait a while yet. It’s a rough journey, and a sad
heart to travel it; and we must pass by Gimmerton Kirk to
go that journey! We've braved 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, I'll keep you. I'll not lie there by
myself: they may bury me twelve feet deep, and throw the
church down over me, but I won’t rest till you are with
me. [ never willl’

She paused, and resumed with a strange smile. ‘He’s
considering - he’d rather I'd come to him! Find a way,
then! not through that kirkyard. You are slow! Be
content, you always followed me!’

Perceiving it 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),
consternation, I heard the rattle of th i\ l'e and

Mr. Linton entered. He come Jrom the
library; and 1n m ﬂQe lo ,56@6(1 our
talkin @1 t acted @Zo@,l{ r
\, gmﬁed at
P ( e ’Oh Q‘ heckmg the exclamation risen to his
t

lips at t

to examine

which met him, and the bleak atmosphere
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her attention on him, and discovered who it was that held
her.

’Ah! you are come, are you, Edgar Linton?’ she said,
with angry animation. ‘“You are one of those things that
are ever found when least wanted, and when you are
wanted, never! I suppose we shall have plenty of
lamentations now - I see we shall - but they can’t keep me
from my narrow home out yonder: my resting-place,
where I'm bound before spring is over! There it is: not
among the Lintons, mind, under the chapel-roof, but in
the open air, with a head-stone; and you may please
yourself whether you go to them or come to me!’

"Catherine, what have you done?” commenced the
master. ‘Am [ nothing to you any more? Do you love that
wretch Heath -

"Hush!” cried Mrs. Linton. ‘Hush, this moment! You
mention that name and I end the matter 1 stantly

spring from the window! What you t nt you

05\-8
may have; but my soul wj -top béore you

lay hands on m @ﬁ\ t want
Wanw ﬁ{ to ygQ r d you possess
tion, for a ‘1 e is gone.’

? rs, > I interposed. ‘She has been
talking Yonsense the Whole evening; but let her have

m past
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treated it so. While untying the knot round the hook, it
seemed to me that I repeatedly caught the beat of horses’
feet galloping at some distance; but there were such a
number of things to occupy my reflections that I hardly
gave the circumstance a thought: though it was a strange
sound, in that place, at two o’clock in the morning.

Mr. Kenneth was fortunately just issuing from his house
to see a patient in the village as I came up the street; and
my account of Catherine Linton’s malady induced him to
accompany me back immediately. He was a plain rough
man; and he made no scruple to speak his doubts of her
surviving this second attack; unless she were more
submissive to his directions than she had shown herself
before.

‘Nelly Dean,” said he, ‘I can’t help fancying there’s an
extra cause for this. What has there been to do at the K
Grange? We’ve odd reports up here. A stout, hear 1@ u
like Catherine does not fall ill for a tr1 @ sort of

people should not eitherg I them

through fevers a dﬁ‘ &s ow 5
nfor %er ‘but you are
\, d w1th téﬂ@ V1olent dispositions, and
P ( e Mrs. Li I may say this; it commenced in
a quarrdl. She was struck during a tempest of passion with
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'No, she’s a sly one,” he remarked, shaking his head.
‘She keeps her own counsel! But she’s a real little fool. I
have it from good authority that last night (and a pretty
night it was!) she and Heathclift were walking in the
plantation at the back of your house above two hours; and
he pressed her 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 prepared
on their first meeting after that: when it was to be he
didn’t hear; but you urge Mr. Linton to look sharp!’

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 snufting the grass, and would have

escaped to the road, had I not seized it and conveyed it in
with me. On ascending to Isabella’s room, my susp@
were confirmed: it was empty. Had I r\ ours
sooner Mrs. Linton’s illnggs rrestedber rash
step. But what mow 5@&@;1 bare
‘poss \Qa ing }69 & antly. I could
e them d I dared not rouse the

P(e\, famﬂy,?ﬂ&@ lace with confusion; still less unfold

the bustness” to my master, absorbed as he was in his
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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: ‘Oh, dear, dear!

What mun we have next? Master, master, our young lady

3

"Hold your noise!” cried, 1 hastily, enraged at her
clamorous manner.

Speak lower, Mary - What is the matter?” said Mr.
Linton. “What ails your young lady?’

"She’s gone, she’s gone! Yon’ Heathcliff’s run off wi’
her!” gasped the girl.

"That 1s not true!” exclaimed Linton, rising in agitation.
‘It cannot be: how has the idea entered your head? Ellen
Dean, go and seek her. It is incredible: it cannot be.’

As he spoke he took the servant to the door, and then K
repeated his demand to know her reasons for su@@ u

assertion. @_
"Why, I met on the r g"@ﬁ here,’

she stammered

e n’t in
troulﬁ\[ ght@ mémMt for missis’s
so I an ere &ﬁ

Then says he, ‘There’s

P(e\, someb ag em [ guess?” I stared. He saw I
nt

knew nbught about it, and he told how a gentleman and
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crocuses; her eye, long stranger to any gleam of pleasure,
caught them in waking, and shone delighted as she
gathered them eagerly together.

"These are the earliest flowers at the Heights,” she
exclaimed. ‘They 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?’

"The snow 1is quite gone down here, darling,” replied
her husband; ‘and 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.’

’I shall never be there but once more,” said the invalid;
‘and then you’ll leave me, and I shall remain for ever. UK
Next spring you’ll long again to have me under thl
and you’ll look back and think you We ‘

Linton lav1shed on hergh ses a trled to
cheer her b &As ut, 3 ng the
ﬂower tears c 11 la es and stream

\, r cheeks e knew she was really
P ( e better, %é ec1ded that long confinement to a

single p ce produced much of this despondency, and it
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"Then I shall go up-stairs,” I answered; ‘show me a
chamber.’
I put my basin on a tray, and went myself to fetch some
more milk. With great grumblings, the fellow rose, and
preceded me in my ascent: we mounted to the garrets; he
opened a door, now and then, to look into the apartments
we passed.
"Here’s a rahm,” he said, at last, flinging back a cranky
board on hinges. ‘It’s weel eneugh to ate a few porridge
in. There’s a pack o’ corn 1’ t’ corner, thear, meeterly
clane; if ye’re feared o’ muckying yer grand silk cloes,
spread yer hankerchir o’ t’ top on’t.’
The ‘rahm’ was a kind of lumber-hole smelling strong
of malt and grain; various sacks of which articles were
piled around, leaving a wide, bare space in the middle.
"Why, man,” I exclaimed, facing him angrily, ‘this is K
not a place to sleep in. I wish to see my bed-room. O u
'BED-RUME!" he repeated in a Kf%o‘cg
“Yah’s see all  BED-RU %

He pointed 1 W garret 5 from
Q e nakﬁzgg ﬁwa and having a

IlSl’l’ll

the W, curtainless b
P(e\, at one @ ag

an indigo-coloured quilt,
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vallances hung in festoons, wrenched from their rings, and
the iron rod supporting them was bent in an arc on one
side, causing the drapery to trail upon the floor. The chairs
were also damaged, many of them severely; and deep
indentations deformed the panels of the walls. I was
endeavouring to gather resolution for entering and taking
possession, when my fool of a guide announced, - “This
here is t° maister’s.” My supper by this time was cold, my
appetite gone, and my patience exhausted. I insisted on
being provided instantly with a place of refuge, and means
of repose.
"Whear the divil?” began the religious elder. “The Lord
bless us! The Lord forgie us! Whear the HELL wdd ye
gang? ye marred, wearisome nowt! Ye've seen all but
Hareton’s bit of a cham’er. There’s not another hoile to lig
down in 1’ th” hahse!’ K
I was so vexed, I flung my tray and its co tents @ u

ground; and then seated myself at the sg@
face in my hands, and cri
"Ech! ech! ‘Weé_( ﬁ Cathy!
1

weel e hy' ster sall just
‘er them bro Q un’ then we’s hear

P(e\, summ?v?- how it’s to be. Gooid-for-naught
e des

madli arve pining fro’ this to Churstmas, flinging
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has nearly forgotten you, and involving her in a new
tumult of discord and distress.”

"You suppose she has nearly forgotten me?” he said.
‘Oh, Nelly! you know she has not! You know as well as I
do, that for every thought she spends on Linton she spends
a thousand on me! At a most miserable period of my life, I
had a notion of the kind: it haunted me on my return to
the neighbourhood last summer; but only her own
assurance could make me admit the horrible idea again.
And then, Linton would be nothing, nor Hindley, nor all
the dreams that ever I dreamt. Two words would
comprehend my future - DEATH and HELL: existence,
after losing her, would be hell. Yet I was a fool to fancy
for a moment that she valued Edgar Linton’s attachment
more than mine. If he loved with all the powers of his
puny being, he couldn’t love as much in eighty years as

have: the sea could be as readily cont ‘horse—

trough as her whole aftegti 01sed y him.
Tush! He 1s sca Xﬂ eﬁgmr r dog,
or hw t 1n hi g @ lit€ me: how can
\, \‘keo n him w g
P (e CatP‘ % gar are as fond of each other as any
le can

two pe > cried Isabella, with sudden vivacity.

could in a day. And Catherine has a heart SS dee
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much the worse for me that I am strong. Do I want to
live? What kind of living will it be when you - oh, God!
would YOU like to live with your soul in the grave?’

’Let me alone. Let me alone,” sobbed Catherine. ‘If I've
done wrong, I'm dying for it. It is enough! You left me
too: but I won’t upbraid you! I forgive you. Forgive me!’

"It is hard to forgive, and to look at those eyes, and feel
those wasted hands,” he answered. ‘Kiss me again; and
don’t let me see your eyes! I forgive what you have done
to me. [ love MY murderer - but YOURS! How can [?’

They were silent-their faces hid against each other, and
washed by each other’s tears. At least, I suppose the
weeping was on both sides; as it seemed Heathclift could
weep on a great occasion like this.

[ grew very uncomfortable, meanwhile; for the

afternoon wore fast away, the man whom I had sent oft

returned from his errand, and I could distinguish, tﬁ@
shine of the western sun up the Vﬁ@- rrcourse

thickening outside Glmmm
"Service is ov m M e here
1n half 6

chff groa d2 and stramed Catherine
closer: Pﬂ@é
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to forget the fiendish prudence he boasted of, and
proceeded to murderous violence. I experienced pleasure
in being able to exasperate him: the sense of pleasure
woke my instinct of self- preservation, so I fairly broke
free; and if ever I come into his hands again he is welcome
to a signal revenge.

"Yesterday, you know, Mr. Earnshaw should have been
at the funeral. He kept himself sober for the purpose -
tolerably sober: not going to bed mad at six o’clock and
getting up drunk at twelve. Consequently, he rose, in
suicidal low spirits, as fit for the church as for a dance; and
instead, he sat down by the fire and swallowed gin or
brandy by tumblerfuls.

"Heathclift - I shudder to name him! has been a stranger
in the house from last Sunday till to-day. Whether the
angels have fed him, or his kin beneath, I cannot tell; but UK
he has not eaten a meal with us for nearly a wee

Xg %0 his

just come home at dawn, and go

chamber; looking hlmseIN ody amt of
has

coveting his ¢ W 3ﬁcﬁmaymg

hke a Met v 0 ly t d 1s senseless

\, ﬁ ashes; an sfely addressed, was curiously
P(e confou?da-@ own black father! After concluding

these pMecious orisons - and they lasted generally till he
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christened Linton, and, from the first, she reported him to
be an ailing, peevish creature.

Mr. Heathcliff, meeting me one day in the village,
inquired where she lived. I refused to tell. He remarked
that it was not of any moment, only she must beware of
coming to her brother: she should not be with him, if he
had to keep her himself. Though I would give no
information, he discovered, through some of the other
servants, both her place of residence and the existence of
the child. Still, he didn’t molest her: for which forbearance
she might thank his aversion, I suppose. He often asked
about the infant, when he saw me; and on hearing its
name, smiled grimly, and observed: “They wish me to hate
it too, do they?’

I don’t think they wish you to know anything about
it,” I answered. K

‘But I'll have it,” he said, ‘when I want 1 Thec@ u
reckon on that!” \

Fortunately its motheﬂeﬂ*ﬁ@%e timegqarrived;
some thirteen y W ccease when
Linto é ra ht

me day su di a s unexpected visit I had

P(e\, no op 9 eaking to my master: he shunned
an

conversation, was fit for discussing nothing. When I
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property was left, and look over the concerns of his
brother-in- law. He was unfit for attending to such
matters then, but he bid me speak to his lawyer; and at
length permitted me to go. His lawyer had been
Earnshaw’s also: I called at the village, and asked him to
accompany me. He shook his head, and advised that
Heathcliff should be let alone; affirming, if the truth were
known, Hareton would be found little else than a beggar.

"His father died in debt,” he said; ‘the whole property is
mortgaged, and the sole chance for the natural heir is to
allow him an opportunity of creating some interest in the
creditor’s heart, that he may be inclined to deal leniently
towards him.’

When I reached the Heights, I explained that I had
come to see everything carried on decently; and Joseph,
who appeared in sufficient distress, expressed satisfaction at
my presence. Mr. Heathcliff said he did not p rcelve
was wanted; but I might stay and ordeglﬁ ements

for the funeral, if I chose.
’Correctl ﬁﬁ\rkﬁgt fo 1d he
unm Fg, ads vgﬁ %or%of any kind. I
to leave 2 utes yesterday afternoon,

a

P ( e\, and in @ stened the two doors of the house
e, and

agamst e has spent the night in drinking himself
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looked, and I thought she would scarcely venture forth
alone, it they had stood wide open. Unluckily, my
confidence proved misplaced. Catherine came to me, one
morning, at eight o’clock, and said she was that day an
Arabian merchant, going to cross the Desert with his
caravan; and I must give her plenty of provision for herself
and beasts: a horse, and three camels, personated by a large
hound and a couple of pointers. I got together good store
of dainties, and slung them in a basket on one side of the
saddle; and she sprang up as gay as a fairy, sheltered by her
wide-brimmed hat and gauze veil from the July sun, and
trotted oft with a merry laugh, mocking my cautious
counsel to avoid galloping, and come back early. The
naughty thing never made her appearance at tea. One
traveller, the hound, being an old dog and fond of its ease,
returned; but neither Cathy, nor the pony, nor the two
pointers were visible in any direction: desp @ .

emissaries down this path, and that a s! went
KB4

wandering in search of h abourer

working at a fe lant atio l‘AJGders of
the r Q red 063)711" n our young
P ( e\, é replied: ‘she would have me to

cut he hazel switch, and then she leapt her Galloway
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He could not stand a steady gaze from her eyes, though
they were just his own.

"Whose then - your master’s?” she asked.

He coloured deeper, with a different feeling, muttered
an oath, and turned away.

"Who is his master?” continued the tiresome girl,
appealing to me. ‘He talked about ‘our house,” and ‘our
folk.” I thought he had been the owner’s son. And he
never said Miss: he should have done, shouldn’t he, if he’s
a servant?’

Hareton grew black as a thunder-cloud at this childish
speech. I silently shook my questioner, and at last
succeeded in equipping her for departure.

"Now, get my horse,” she said, addressing her unknown
kinsman as she would one of the stable-boys at the
Grange. ‘And you may come with me. I want to see
where the goblin-hunter rises in the marsh, _and t(?
about the FAIRISHES, as you call the%%. aste!

What’s the matter? Get m ﬁ@
Ill see th re I_ﬁ 6 grvant!’

grow h l@ O
| see me ,LZd Catherine in surprise.
’Dawa@ ucy w1tch' he replied.
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attired in garments befitting his daily occupations of
working on the farm and lounging among the moors after
rabbits and game. Still, I thought I could detect in his
physiognomy a mind owning better qualities than his
father ever possessed. Good things lost amid a wilderness
of weeds, to be sure, whose rankness far over-topped their
neglected growth; yet, notwithstanding, evidence of a
wealthy soil, that might yield luxuriant crops under other
and favourable circumstances. Mr. Heathcliff, 1 believe,
had not treated him physically ill; thanks to his fearless
nature, which offered no temptation to that course of
oppression: he had none of the timid susceptibility that
would have given zest to ill-treatment, in Heathclift s
judgment. He appeared to have bent his malevolence on
making him a brute: he was never taught to read or write;
never rebuked for any bad habit which did not annoy his UK

keeper; never led a single step towards virtue, or g .
by a single precept against vice. And@fsaxel shéard,
Joseph contributed mu tQﬁ 1oration, by a
narrow- minded “ pro 5 flatter
and W d Y, bec;ﬁ ‘:ﬁi cad of the old

\, nd as hg ha n the habit of accusing
P(e Cather?a@g and Heathcliff, when children, of
h

putting ¥he master past his patience, and compelling him
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[ am happy - and papa, dear, dear papa! Come, Ellen, let
us run! come, run.’

She ran, and returned and ran again, many times before
my sober footsteps reached the gate, and then she seated
herself on the grassy bank beside the path, and tried to
wait patiently; but that was impossible: she couldn’t be still
a minute.

"How long they are!’” she exclaimed. ‘Ah, I see, some
dust on the road - they are coming! No! When will they
be here? May we not go a little way - half a mile, Ellen,
only just half a mile? Do say Yes: to that clump of birches
at the turn!’

I refused staunchly. At length her suspense was ended:
the travelling carriage rolled in sight. Miss Cathy shrieked
and stretched out her arms as soon as she caught her

father’s face looking from the window. He descended, u\(
nearly as eager as herself; and a considergble 1\-@:“ .
elapsed ere they had a thought to x
themselves. While they eﬁ @ﬁ

as

a peep
in to see after Li w eep 3 ﬁmpped
ina cloak, Q & inter. A pale,

foemmat tZQ ight have been taken for

P(e\, n? @ brother so strong was the
resembl

nce: but there was a sickly peevishness in his
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aspect that Edgar Linton never had. The latter saw me
looking; and having shaken hands, advised me to close the
door, and leave him undisturbed; for the journey had
fatigued him. Cathy would fain have taken one glance, but
her father told her to come, and they walked together up
the park, while I hastened before to prepare the servants.

‘Now, darling,” said Mr. Linton, addressing his
daughter, as they halted at the bottom of the front steps:
‘your cousin is not so strong or so merry as you are, and
he has lost his mother, remember, a very short time since;
therefore, don’t expect him to play and run about with
you directly. And don’t harass him much by talking: let
him be quiet this evening, at least, will you?’

"Yes, yes, papa,” answered Catherine: ‘but I do want to
see him; and he hasn’t once looked out.’

The carriage stopped; and the sleeper being roused, was
lifted to the ground by his uncle.

"This is your cousin Cathy, Linto xe pgtlng
their little hands together G&@ou alrgady; and
mind you don’t ﬂ crying 5 to be

é ravelli ﬁ nd you have

cheerfylyn a
\@\blfo do but ét %236 yourself as you please.’
pao
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troubling people, and the instant they have returned from
a long journey. I don’t think the master can see him.’

Joseph had advanced through the kitchen as I uttered
these words, and now presented himself in the hall. He
was donned in his Sunday garments, with his most
sanctimonious and sourest face, and, holding his hat in one
hand, and his stick in the other, he proceeded to clean his
shoes on the mat.

’Good-evening, Joseph,” I said, coldly. “What business
brings you here to-night?’

I’s Maister Linton I mun spake to,” he answered,
waving me disdainfully aside.

Mr. Linton is going to bed; unless you have something
particular to say, I'm sure he won’t hear it now, I
continued. “You had better sit down in there, and entrust

your message to me.’ uK

"Which is his rahm?’ pursued the fellow, s rveylre@ .
range of closed doors.

I perceived he was begt &@g&y medjation, so
very reluctantly ﬂ e libr, 3ﬁhmnced
the bé 1s1tor, adisin {;,t e should be

\N till nex da?)%inton had no time to

P(e\, empo raso for Joseph mounted close at my

heels, afd, pushing into the apartment, planted himself at
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his despondency after a while. He began to put questions
concerning his new home, and its inhabitants, with greater
interest and liveliness.

"Is Wuthering Heights as pleasant a place as Thrushcross
Grange?’ he inquired, turning to take a last glance into the
valley, whence a light mist mounted and formed a fleecy
cloud on the skirts of the blue.

It is not so buried in trees,” I replied, ‘and it is not
quite so large, but you can see the country beautifully all
round; and the air is healthier for you - fresher and drier.
You will, perhaps, think the building old and dark at first;
though it is a respectable house: the next best in the
neighbourhood. And you will have such nice rambles on
the moors. Hareton Earnshaw - that is, Miss Cathy’s other
cousin, and so yours in a manner - will show you all the

sweetest spots; and you can bring a book in fine weather,

and make a green hollow your study; and, n\ w and 6@ .

your uncle may join you in a Walk h
walk out on the hills.

"’And What is meNQe as d6 @young
and h le?’
'Yas yog % e has black hair and eyes,
e

and lo? is taller and bigger altogether.
He’ll ndt seem to you so gentle and kind at first, perhaps,
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The boy was fully occupied with his own cogitations
for the remainder of the ride, till we halted before the
farmhouse garden- gate. I watched to catch his impressions
in his countenance. He surveyed the carved front and
low-browed lattices, the straggling gooseberry-bushes and
crooked firs, with solemn intentness, and then shook his
head: his private feelings entirely disapproved of the
exterior of his new abode. But he had sense to postpone
complaining: there might be compensation within. Before
he dismounted, I went and opened the door. It was half-
past six; the family had just finished breakfast: the servant
was clearing and wiping down the table. Joseph stood by
his master’s chair telling some tale concerning a lame
horse; and Hareton was preparing for the hayfield.

"Hallo, Nelly!” said Mr. Heathcliff, when he saw me. ‘I
teared I should have to come down and fetch my property UK

myself. You’ve brought it, have you? Let us (:e th‘@

can make of it.”

He got up and strode &aﬁeton apgd Joseph
tollowed in _gapi W “oor Li %A,éhtened
eye oV, '€ t e rf

evly,” said sep grave inspection, ‘he’s

P ( e\, swopp@va Ater, an’ yon’s his lass!’
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spring day, and when her father had retired, my young
lady came down dressed for going out, and said she asked
to have a ramble on the edge of the moor with me: Mr.
Linton had given her leave, if we went only a short
distance and were back within the hour.
’So make haste, Ellen!” she cried. ‘I know where 1 wish
to go; where a colony of moor-game are settled: I want to
see whether they have made their nests yet.’
"That must be a good distance up,” I answered; ‘they
don’t breed on the edge of the moor.’
"No, it’s not,” she said. ‘I’ve gone very near with papa.’
I put on my bonnet and sallied out, thinking nothing
more of the matter. She bounded before me, and returned
to my side, and was oft again like a young greyhound,;
and, at first, I found plenty of entertainment in listening to
the larks singing far and near, and enjoying the sweet, K
warm sunshine; and watching her, my pet an d @ .u
with her golden ringlets ﬂymg loos C&é
bright cheek, as soft and as a yald rose,

and her eyes ra t less eAQ was a

happ an ang&@t %Hﬁlt s a pity she
\,\ be cont
pre \pag

340 of 540



Wuthering Heights \g DEBEN

PDF FREEDOM

I’'ve a pleasure in him,” he continued, reflecting aloud.
‘He has satisfied my expectations. If he were a born fool I
should not enjoy it half so much. But he’s no fool; and I
can sympathise with all his feelings, having felt them
myself. I know what he suffers now, for instance, exactly:
it 1s merely a beginning of what he shall sufter, though.
And he’ll never be able to emerge from his bathos of
coarseness and ignorance. I’ve got him faster than his
scoundrel of a father secured me, and lower; for he takes a
pride in his brutishness. I've taught him to scorn
everything extra- animal as silly and weak. Don’t you
think Hindley would be proud of his son, if he could see
him? almost as proud as I am of mine. But there’s this
difference; one is gold put to the use of paving- stones,
and the other is tin polished to ape a service of silver.
MINE has nothing valuable about it; yet I shall have the
merit of making it go as far as such poor stuff can g

had first-rate qualities, and they are 105? *worse

than unavailing. 1 have n 1d have
more than any B\ &e of. 3 A;Bf it 1s,
Haret ‘Tﬁo‘}x‘f‘on oflh A&J wn that I've

Ned Hmd fhe dead villain could rise

P(e\, from h? use me for his offspring’s wrongs, I
ve th

should e tun of seeing the said offspring fight him
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‘But Mr. Heathcliff was quite cordial, papa,” observed
Catherine, not at all convinced; ‘and he didn’t object to
our seeing each other: he said I might come to his house
when I pleased; only I must not tell you, because you had
quarrelled with him, and would not forgive him for
marrying aunt Isabella. And you won’t. YOU are the one
to be blamed: he is willing to let us be friends, at least;
Linton and I; and you are not.’

My master, perceiving that she would not take his
word for her uncle-in-law’s evil disposition, gave a hasty
sketch of his conduct to Isabella, and the manner in which
Wuthering Heights became his property. He could not
bear to discourse long upon the topic; for though he spoke
little of it, he still felt the same horror and detestation of
his ancient enemy that had occupied his heart ever since

Mrs. Linton’s death. ‘She might have been living yet, if it

had not been for him!” was his constant bitter re g@

and, in his eyes, Heathcliff seemed a m ‘@s‘ ath

- conversant with no badﬂip& own ht acts

of’ dlsobedlence m passm ' m hot

tem lessne T1 f on the day
We comm azed at the blackness of

1
spirit tk? éd on and cover revenge for years, and
deliberabely “prosecute its plans without a visitation of
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remorse. She appeared so deeply impressed and shocked at
this new view of human nature - excluded from all her
studies and all her ideas till now - that Mr. Edgar deemed
it unnecessary to pursue the subject. He merely added:
“You will know hereafter, darling, why I wish you to
avoid his house and family; now return to your old
employments and amusements, and think no more about
them.’
Catherine kissed her father, and sat down quietly to her
lessons for a couple of hours, according to custom; then
she accompanied him into the grounds, and the whole day
passed as usual: but in the evening, when she had retired
to her room, and I went to help her to undress, I found
her crying, on her knees by the bedside.
"Oh, fie, silly child!” I exclaimed. ‘If you had any real
griefs you’d be ashamed to waste a tear on this little UK
contrariety. You never had one shadow ¢ (subs

sorrow, Miss Catherine. Suppose fora 'master

and I were dead, and yo in t@world.

how would yoeé“\ mpare ﬁ casion
Wlth ction as nkful for the
e\, u have 1 6 ing more.’
h1m

myself Ellen,” she answered, ‘it’s for

expected to see me again to-morrow, and there
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Vigorous puffs, and a resolute stare into the grate,
declared he had no ear for this appeal. The housekeeper
and Hareton were invisible; one gone on an errand, and
the other at his work, probably. We knew Linton’s tones,
and entered.

"Oh, I hope you’ll die in a garret, starved to death!” said
the boy, mistaking our approach for that of his negligent
attendant.

He stopped on observing his error: his cousin flew to
him.

’Is that you, Miss Linton?’ he said, raising his head from
the arm of the great chair, in which he reclined. ‘No -
don’t kiss me: it takes my breath. Dear me! Papa said you
would call,” continued he, after recovering a little from
Catherine’s embrace; while she stood by looking very
contrite. “Will you shut the door, if you please? you left it K
open; and those - those DETESTABLE creatures c@ u
bring coals to the fire. It’s so cold‘ ‘

I stirred up the cinder: acuttlef myself.

The invalid co Y(e\ mg cov ﬁj es; but
‘he ha t1 3@1& i and 1ll, so I
‘@ buke his émp j?

PV oad
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"Yours is a wicked man,’ retorted Catherine; ‘and you
are very naughty to dare to repeat what he says. He must
be wicked to have made Aunt Isabella leave him as she
did.’

She didn’t leave him,” said the boy; ‘you sha'n’t
contradict me.’

’She did,” cried my young lady.

"Well, I'll tell you something!” said Linton. ‘Your
mother hated your father: now then.’

’Oh!” exclaimed Catherine, too enraged to continue.

’And she loved mine,” added he.

You little liar! T hate you now!” she panted, and her
tace grew red with passion.

"She did! she did!” sang Linton, sinking into the recess
of his chair, and leaning back his head to enjoy the
agitation of the other disputant, who stood behind. u\(

"Hush, Master Heathcliffl’ I said; ‘that’s \our fa@@

tale, too, I suppose.’
It isn’t: you hold yourgto ered he did,
she did, Catherl WN& 1d! 5 6
ﬂ se 3 ent push, and
\, %: m to fall rm. He was immediately
P ( e seized a@ cough that soon ended his triumph.
so lon

It laste that it frightened even me. As to his
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to the hearthstone, and lay writhing in the mere
perverseness of an indulged plague of a child, determined
to be as grievous and harassing as it can. I thoroughly
gauged his disposition from his behaviour, and saw at once
it would be folly to attempt humouring him. Not so my
companion: she ran back in terror, knelt down, and cried,
and soothed, and entreated, till he grew quiet from lack of
breath: by no means from compunction at distressing her.

’I shall lift him on to the settle,” I said, ‘and he may roll
about as he pleases: we can’t stop to watch him. I hope
you are satisfied, Miss Cathy, that you are not the person
to benefit him; and that his condition of health is not
occasioned by attachment to you. Now, then, there he 1s!
Come away: as soon as he knows there is nobody by to
care for his nonsense, he’ll be glad to lie still.’

She placed a cushion under his head, and offered him
some water; he rejected the latter, and tosse uneasq
the former, as if it were a stone or a b d\
tried to put it more comfqgtal ]p

T can’t do wi (ﬁ it’s n k% Qh’

Fe o ok

la

ge 1t, then?’ she asked despairingly.

e\, 6@5 too éh m%g he provoking thing.
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He twined himself up to her, as she half knelt by the
settle, and converted her shoulder into a support.

"No, that won’t do,’” I said. “You’ll be content with the
cushion, Master Heathcliff. Miss has wasted too much
time on you already: we cannot remain five minutes
longer.’

Yes, yes, we can!” replied Cathy. ‘He’s good and
patient now. He’s beginning to think I shall have far
greater misery than he will to-night, if I believe he is the
worse for my visit: and then I dare not come again. Tell
the truth about it, Linton; for I musn’t come, if I have
hurt you.’

"You must come, to cure me, he answered. “You
ought to come, because you have hurt me: you know you
have extremely! I was not as ill when you entered as [ am
at present - was [?’

‘But you’ve made yourself ill by crying a beln
passion. - I didn’t do it all,” said his Sy r\ Wever

we’ll be friends now. An
to see me somet

’\Nﬂ rgd 1@&1 @r ‘Sit on the
let me le

ou wauld wish

ee. That’s as mamma used
to do, P;@i;% ons together Sit quite still and don’t
talk: bul you may sing a song, if you can sing; or you may
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"Well, Ellen, I'm so afraid of you being angry,” she said.
‘Promise not to be angry, and you shall know the very
truth: I hate to hide it.’

We sat down in the window-seat; I assured her I would
not scold, whatever her secret might be, and I guessed it,
of course; so she commenced -

‘T've been to Wuthering Heights, Ellen, and I’ve never
missed going a day since you fell ill; except thrice before,
and twice after you left your room. I gave Michael books
and pictures to prepare Minny every evening, and to put
her back in the stable: you mustn’t scold him either, mind.
[ was at the Heights by half-past six, and generally stayed
till half-past eight, and then galloped home. It was not to
amuse myself that I went: I was often wretched all the
time. Now and then I was happy: once in a week perhaps.
At first, 1 expected there would be sad work persuading
you to let me keep my word to Linton: for I had e

{ , s you

to call again next day, when we quitte

stayed up-stairs on the %Lg?"cha trouble.

While Mlchael door

1n the affer 0 Scil; %( $and told him
\N cousin V&éo 151t h1m because he was

a me to the Grange; and how papa

would dbject to my going: and then I negotiated with him
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and cloudlessly. That was his most perfect idea of heaven’s
happiness: mine was rocking in a rustling green tree, with

a west wind blowing, and bright white clouds flitting
rapidly above; and not only larks, but throstles, and
blackbirds, and linnets, and cuckoos pouring out music on

every side, and the moors seen at a distance, broken into

cool dusky dells; but close by great swells of long grass
undulating in waves to the breeze; and woods and
sounding water, and the whole world awake and wild

with joy. He wanted all to lie in an ecstasy of peace; I
wanted all to sparkle and dance in a glorious jubilee. I said

his heaven would be only half alive; and he said mine
would be drunk: I said I should fall asleep in his; and he

said he could not breathe in mine, and began to grow very
snappish. At last, we agreed to try both, as soon as the

right weather came; and then we kissed each other and K
were friends. O -u

"After sitting still an hour, I looke %\%t‘ room
with its smooth uncarpet t hgsy nice it
would be to p e<ﬁﬂoved the t asked
L1ntcm in to g us, have a game
an’s- buff to catch us: you used to,

P (e\, you kr? ?-% Wouldnt there was no pleasure in
sa e 1

it, he consented to play at ball with me. We
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forgive him again. We were reconciled; but we cried,
both of us, the whole time I stayed: not entirely for
sorrow; yet I WAS sorry Linton had that distorted nature.
He’ll never let his friends be at ease, and he’ll never be at
ease himself! I have always gone to his little parlour, since
that night; because his father returned the day after.

"About three times, I think, we have been merry and
hopeful, as we were the first evening; the rest of my visits
were dreary and troubled: now with his selfishness and
spite, and now with his sufferings: but I've learned to
endure the former with nearly as little resentment as the
latter. Mr. Heathcliff purposely avoids me: 1 have hardly
seen him at all. Last Sunday, indeed, coming earlier than
usual, I heard him abusing poor Linton cruelly for his
conduct of the night before. I can’t tell how he knew of it,
unless he listened. Linton had certainly behaved UK
provokingly: however, it was the business of nobo

me, and [ interrupted Mr. Heathclift’s S \Bantermg

and telling him so. He b and wggt away,

saying he was ﬁm L‘k“t view 5\&@ Since

the he ﬂ { bitter things.

\, \Eren you @ I can’t be prevented from

P (e going l-éHelghts except by inflicting misery

on twopeop le whereas, if you’ll only not tell papa, my
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The tears gushed from Linton’s eyes as he answered,
“Yes, yes, I am!” And, still under the spell of the imaginary
voice, his gaze wandered up and down to detect its
owner.

Cathy rose. ‘For to-day we must part,” she said. ‘And [
won’t conceal that I have been sadly disappointed with
our meeting; though I'll mention it to nobody but you:
not that I stand in awe of Mr. Heathcliff’

"Hush,” murmured Linton; ‘for God’s sake, hush! He’s
coming.” And he clung to Catherine’s arm, striving to
detain her; but at that announcement she hastily
disengaged herself, and whistled to Minny, who obeyed
her like a dog.

T'll be here next Thursday,” she cried, springing to the
saddle. ‘Good-bye. Quick, Ellen!’

And so we left him, scarcely conscious of our u\(

departure, so absorbed was he in anticipating his fa@@
approach. i

Before we reached a ispleasure
softened 1into a mlon ﬁ;AEregret,
largely en ¥l agu a @) bt~dbout Linton’s
\, rcumstang ?:Zmd social: in which I
P(e partoo? unselled her not to say much; for a

second Journey would make us better judges. My master
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Chapter XXVII

SEVEN days glided away, every one marking its course
by the henceforth rapid alteration of Edgar Linton’s state.
The havoc that months had previously wrought was now
emulated by the inroads of hours. Catherine we would
fain have deluded yet; but her own quick spirit refused to
delude her: it divined in secret, and brooded on the
dreadful probability, gradually ripening into certainty. She
had not the heart to mention her ride, when Thursday
came round; I mentioned it for her, and obtained
permission to order her out of doors: for the library,
where her father stopped a short time daily - the brief
period he could bear to sit up - and his chamber, had

become her whole world. She grudged each moment that

did not find her bending over his pillow, or seated @

side. Her countenance grew wan with

sorrow, and my master gladly &&o what he

flattered hlmself WOjﬁ § a A e and

society; dr t fro thQ‘Spn%z he would
t entlrel ]At eath

P( \,‘ e h a@ guessed by several observations
he let is nephew resembled him in person, he
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"It is something to see you so near to my house, Nelly.
How are you at the Grange? Let us hear. The rumour
goes,” he added, in a lower tone, ‘that Edgar Linton is on
his death-bed: perhaps they exaggerate his illness?’

"No; my master is dying,” I replied: ‘it is true enough.
A sad thing it will be for us all, but a blessing for him!’

"How long will he last, do you think?’ he asked.

’I don’t know,’ I said.

‘Because,” he continued, looking at the two young
people, who were fixed under his eye - Linton appeared as
if he could not venture to stir or raise his head, and
Catherine could not move, on his account - ‘because that
lad yonder seems determined to beat me; and I’d thank his
uncle to be quick, and go before him! Hallo! has the
whelp been playing that game long? I DID give him some

lessons about snivelling. Is he pretty lively with Miss UK

Linton generally?’ O
‘Lively? no - he has shown the \%tress

answered. ‘To see him,gl s ipgtead of
rambling with hj hewon the 1156 A;Q to be
in bed l‘g l‘
\, eNSrall be, in ?N muttered Heathclift. ‘But
P(e first - % ! Get up!” he shouted. ‘Don’t grovel
und e

on the re up, this moment!’
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the instrument, and half succeeded in getting it out of his
loosened fingers: but her action recalled him to the
present; he recovered it speedily.

"Now, Catherine Linton,” he said, ‘stand off, or I shall
knock you down; and, that will make Mrs. Dean mad.’

Regardless of this warning, she captured his closed
hand and its contents again. “We will go!’ she repeated,
exerting her utmost efforts to cause the iron muscles to
relax; and finding that her nails made no impression, she
applied her teeth pretty sharply. Heathcliff glanced at me a
glance that kept me from interfering a moment. Catherine
was too intent on his fingers to notice his face. He opened
them suddenly, and resigned the object of dispute; but, ere
she had well secured it, he seized her with the liberated
hand, and, pulling her on his knee, administered with the

other a shower of terrific slaps on both sides of the head,

each sufficient to have fulfilled his threat, h‘d she@@

able to fall. Q-
At this diabolical Vloleﬁy @ﬁ- riously.

“You Vlllam' ou vill n'B on the
chest nﬁ am st % out of breath;
m I staggered dizzily back

\, t w1th thg)
P ( e and fel g cate, or to burst a blood-vessel. The
\Es

scene over 1n two minutes; Catherine, released, put
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tear. By chance, you’ve managed tolerably. I'll look to the
rest.’

He spoke these words, holding the door open for his
son to pass, and the latter achieved his exit exactly as a
spaniel might which suspected the person who attended
on it of designing a spiteful squeeze. The lock was re-
secured. Heathcliff approached the fire, where my mistress
and I stood silent. Catherine looked up, and instinctively
raised her hand to her cheek: his neighbourhood revived a
painful sensation. Anybody else would have been
incapable of regarding the childish act with sternness, but
he scowled on her and muttered - ‘Oh! you are not afraid
of me? Your courage is well disguised: you seem damnably
afraid!’

I AM afraid now,’ she replied, ‘because, if I stay, papa

will be miserable: and how can I endure making him
miserable - when he - when he - Mr. Heathcli

go home! I promise to marry Linton: p }Xﬁlrke me
to: and I love him. Why L@ﬁ to fo me to
do What r ll WIH &se o’ 6

e rcey 1@ | T eslaw in the
k God‘ re g we be in an out-of-the-

P(e\, way pl a it he were my own son: and it’s

telony without benefit of clergy!’
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[ considered it best to depart without seeing Mr.
Heathclift, and bring a rescue for my young lady from the
Grange. On reaching it, the astonishment of my fellow-
servants to see me, and their joy also, was intense; and
when they heard that their little mistress was safe, two or
three were about to hurry up and shout the news at Mr.
Edgar’s door: but I bespoke the announcement of it
myself. How changed I found him, even in those few
days! He lay an image of sadness and resignation awaiting
his death. Very young he looked: though his actual age
was thirty-nine, one would have called him ten years
younger, at least. He thought of Catherine; for he
murmured her name. I touched his hand, and spoke.

"Catherine 1s coming, dear master!” I whispered; ‘she is
alive and well; and will be here, I hope, to-night.’

I trembled at the first effects of this intelligence: he half UK
rose up, looked eagerly round the apartment, and¢

\ telated

sank back in a swoon. As soon as he I
our compulsory visit, an eights. I said
Heathclift force:idmdSQNh ﬁ @true I
_uttere N s p0531 g nor did I
\, WeYall his f %:&tonduct - my intentions
P ( e being t?lagl ness, if I could help it, to his already

over-flowing cup
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You are a boastful champion,’ replied Heathcliff; ‘but I
don’t like you well enough to hurt him: you shall get the
full benefit of the torment, as long as it lasts. It is not I
who will make him hateful to you - it is his own sweet
spirit. He’s as bitter as gall at your desertion and its
consequences: don’t expect thanks for this noble devotion.
I heard him draw a pleasant picture to Zillah of what he
would do if he were as strong as I: the inclination is there,
and his very weakness will sharpen his wits to find a
substitute for strength.’

' know he has a bad nature,” said Catherine: ‘he’s your
son. But I'm glad I've a better, to forgive it; and I know
he loves me, and for that reason I love him. Mr. Heathcliff
YOU have NOBODY to love you; and, however

miserable you make us, we shall still have the revenge of
thinking that your cruelty arises from your greater misery. UK

You ARE miserable, are you not? Lonely, hie the g@

and envious like him? NOBODY love
will cry for you when yougedi Q& e yo
Catherme sp Nm of’ g
% nto the spirit

see
\Noure famil rABgleasure from the griefs of
P ( e\, her envagé

460 of 540



Whuthering Heights (Planet PDF

consoled at once: unspeakably consoled. Her presence was
with me: it remained while I re-filled the grave, and led
me home. You may laugh, if you will; but I was sure I
should see her there. I was sure she was with me, and I
could not help talking to her. Having reached the Heights,
I rushed eagerly to the door. It was fastened; and, I
remember, that accursed Earnshaw and my wife opposed
my entrance. | remember stopping to kick the breath out
of him, and then hurrying up-stairs, to my room and hers.
I looked round impatiently - I felt her by me - I could
ALMOST see her, and yet I COULD NOT! I ought to
have sweat blood then, from the anguish of my yearning -
from the fervour of my supplications to have but one
glimpse! I had not one. She showed herself, as she often
was in life, a devil to me! And, since then, sometimes
more and sometimes less, I've been the sport of that UK
intolerable torture! Infernal! keeping my ne es at .
stretch that, if they had not resembled swould
long ago have relaxed to é@to . When
[ sat in the houg W &n it s % gomg
out INXHE r; whe -E: the moors
\, eet her ¢ rAé“&ien [ went from home I
P(e hasten a@gshe MUST be somewhere at the

Heightsy I was certain! And when I slept in her chamber -
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turning over her volumes another half hour; finally,
Earnshaw crossed over, and whispered to me.

"Will you ask her to read to us, Zillah? I'm stalled of
doing naught; and I do like - I could like to hear her!
Dunnot say I wanted it, but ask of yourseln.’

”Mr. Hareton wishes you would read to us, ma’am,’ I
said, immediately. ‘He’d take it very kind - he’d be much
obliged.’

"She frowned; and looking up, answered -

”Mr. Hareton, and the whole set of you, will be good
enough to understand that I reject any pretence at
kindness you have the hypocrisy to offer! 1 despise you,
and will have nothing to say to any of you! When I would
have given my life for one kind word, even to see one of
your faces, you all kept oftf. But I won’t complain to you!
I'm driven down here by the cold; not either to amuse u\(
you or enjoy your society.’

”What could I ha’ done?’ began Ear a\ W was |

to blame?’ t
”’Oh! you are S em, answ?d% A‘thchff

‘I nev aco 15‘_‘
\, V] offered ﬁ ce, and asked,” he said,
P (e kindlin @artness ‘I asked Mr. Heathcliff to let

me wak! for you -
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to notice me, and continued her employment with the

same disregard to common forms of politeness as before;

never returning my bow and good-morning by the

slightest acknowledgment.
She does not seem so amiable,” I thought, ‘as Mrs.

Dean would persuade me to believe. She’s a beauty, it is

true; but not an angel.’
Earnshaw surlily bid her remove her things to the

kitchen. ‘Remove them yourself,” she said, pushing them

from her as soon as she had done; and retiring to a stool by

the window, where she began to carve figures of birds and

beasts out of the turnip-parings in her lap. I approached

her, pretending to desire a view of the garden; and, as I

fancied, adroitly dropped Mrs. Dean’s note on to her

knee, unnoticed by Hareton - but she asked aloud, “What

1s that?” And chucked it off. K
’A letter from your old acquaintance, the iﬁe u

at the Grange,” I answered; annoyed

kind deed, and fearful les }@ agmed missive

of my own. She Nr ave g % at this

info ton ﬁelz and put it in

\, moat sayl bzaghff should look at it first.

P (e Thereas @ lently turned her face from us, and,
Ith1 r

very st

hg my

ew out her pocket- handkerchief and
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applied it to her eyes; and her cousin, after struggling
awhile to keep down his softer feelings, pulled out the
letter and flung it on the floor beside her, as ungraciously
as he could. Catherine caught and perused it eagerly; then
she put a few questions to me concerning the inmates,
rational and irrational, of her former home; and gazing
towards the hills, murmured in soliloquy:

’I should like to be riding Minny down there! I should
like to be climbing up there! Oh! I'm tired - I'm
STALLED, Hareton!” And she leant her pretty head back
against the sill, with half' a yawn and half a sigh, and lapsed
into an aspect of abstracted sadness: neither caring nor
knowing whether we remarked her.

"Mrs. Heathcliff,” 1 said, after sitting some time mute,
‘you are not aware that I am an acquaintance of yours? so
intimate that I think it strange you won’t come and speak
to me. My housekeeper never wearies of talking abo
praising you; and she’ll be greatly dlsap ‘

eturn
with no news of or fro at yo ecewed
her letter and sai N 5 LG
ond &1 d asked, -
@D\j\rEuen hke %
Yev replied, hesitatingly.
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She threw down her pipe and bustled in, the girl
followed, and I entered too; soon perceiving that her
report was true, and, moreover, that I had almost upset
her wits by my unwelcome apparition, I bade her be
composed. I would go out for a walk; and, meantime she
must try to prepare a corner of a sitting-room for me to
sup in, and a bedroom to sleep in. No sweeping and
dusting, only good fire and dry sheets were necessary. She
seemed willing to do her best; though she thrust the
hearth-brush into the grates in mistake for the poker, and
malappropriated several other articles of her craft: but I
retired, confiding in her energy for a resting-place against
my return. Wuthering Heights was the goal of my
proposed excursion. An afterthought brought me back,
when I had quitted the court.

"All well at the Heights?” I inquired of the woman.

"Eea, fr owt ee knaw!” she answered, ng @/@
with a pan of hot cinders. é_\ré

I would have asked ted the

Grange, but it w m to delay ﬁ AQ crisis,
so I tyr m ling leisurely
\bl]th the glo Q,sun behind, and the mild

P ( e\, glory oPr 9 in front - one fading, and the other

bright as 1 quitted the park, and climbed the stony
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and arms on the table, till she heard the slight rustle of the
covering being removed; then she stole away, and quietly
seated herself beside her cousin. He trembled, and his face
glowed: all his rudeness and all his surly harshness had
deserted him: he could not summon courage, at first, to
utter a syllable in reply to her questioning look, and her
murmured petition.

’Say you forgive me, Hareton, do. You can make me
so happy by speaking that little word.’

He muttered something inaudible.

’And  youll be my friend?” added Catherine,
interrogatively.

‘Nay, you’ll be ashamed of me every day of your life,’
he answered; ‘and the more ashamed, the more you know
me; and I cannot bide it.’

’So you won’t be my friend?’ she said, smiling as sweet

as honey, and creeping close up.

.
I overheard no further dlstlngulsh &\eout, 0?
looking round again, rad1ant
countenances be t lﬁyage of ﬁ book
thatw he t ng ified on both
the ene ceforth sworn allies.

P (e\, ?a@r‘éJdled was full of costly pictures; and
those a

their position had charm enough to keep them
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her! Do you hear? Fling her into the kitchen! I'll kill her,
Ellen Dean, if you let her come into my sight again!’

Hareton tried, under his breath, to persuade her to go.

‘Drag her away!” he cried, savagely. ‘Are you staying to
talk?” And he approached to execute his own command.

"He’ll not obey you, wicked man, any more,” said
Catherine; ‘and he’ll soon detest you as much as I do.’

"Wisht! wisht!” muttered the young man, reproachfully;

‘I will not hear you speak so to him. Have done.’

"But you won’t let him strike me?’ she cried.

"’Come, then,” he whispered earnestly.

It was too late: Heathcliff had caught hold of her.

‘Now, YOU go!” he said to Earnshaw. ‘Accursed
witch! this time she has provoked me when I could not
bear it; and I'll make her repent it for ever!”

He had his hand in her hair; Hareton attempted to K
release her looks, entreating him not to hurt her that ‘ u
Heathcliff’s black eyes flashed; he see Eo tear

E;S d u

Catherine in pieces, an to risk
coming to th dN of a % fingers
relaxe ras T ad her arm, and
@N;ndy inh fa %&Zhe drew his hand over his

P(e\, eyes, s?a@at to collect himself apparently, and

turning Wnew to Catherine, said, with assumed calmness -
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father? Then she comprehended that Earnshaw took the
master’s reputation home to himself; and was attached by
ties stronger than reason could break - chains, forged by
habit, which it would be cruel to attempt to loosen. She
showed a good heart, thenceforth, in avoiding both
complaints and expressions of antipathy concerning
Heathcliff; and confessed to me her sorrow that she had
endeavoured to raise a bad spirit between him and
Hareton: indeed, I don’t believe she has ever breathed a
syllable, in the latter’s hearing, against her oppressor since.
When this slight disagreement was over, they were
friends again, and as busy as possible in their several
occupations of pupil and teacher. I came in to sit with
them, after I had done my work; and I felt so soothed and
comforted to watch them, that I did not notice how time
got on. You know, they both appeared in a measure my
children: I had long been proud of one; and now, Q;@
sure, the other would be a source of eqS( is
honest, warm, and intelli px’ off r dly the
clouds of 1%10rﬁw ﬁ ation 1%\7\/% been
n

bred; sincgre s acted as a
ing mmd brightened his

\,\@ s 1ndustxé'S
P(e teature % pirit and nobility to their aspect: I

could hirdly fancy it the same individual I had beheld on
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We were in April then: the weather was sweet and warm,
the grass as green as showers and sun could make it, and
the two dwarf apple-trees near the southern wall in full
bloom. After breakfast, Catherine insisted on my bringing
a chair and sitting with my work under the fir-trees at the
end of the house; and she beguiled Hareton, who had
perfectly recovered from his accident, to dig and arrange
her little garden, which was shifted to that corner by the
influence of Joseph’s complaints. I was comfortably
revelling in the spring fragrance around, and the beautiful
soft blue overhead, when my young lady, who had run
down near the gate to procure some primrose roots for a
border, returned only half laden, and informed us that Mr.
Heathclift was coming in. ‘And he spoke to me,” she
added, with a perplexed countenance.
"What did he say?’ asked Hareton. K
"He told me to begone as fast as I could,’ s‘e ansvgf@ u
‘t at

‘But he looked so different from h1s
stopped a moment to starga t
"How?’ he in “\ w@ 5 0
T1 & 0, ALMOST
\, @ VERY Q?Ld and wild, and glad!” she
P ( e rephedP ag
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he wondered how I could want the company of anybody
else.’

I set his plate to keep warm on the fender; and after an
hour or two he re-entered, when the room was clear, in
no degree calmer: the same unnatural - it was unnatural -
appearance of joy under his black brows; the same
bloodless hue, and his teeth visible, now and then, in a
kind of smile; his frame shivering, not as one shivers with
chill or weakness, but as a tight-stretched cord vibrates - a
strong thrilling, rather than trembling.

I will ask what is the matter, I thought; or who should?
And I exclaimed - ‘Have you heard any good news, Mr.
Heathclift? You look uncommonly animated.’

"Where should good news come from to me?’ he said.
‘'m animated with hunger; and, seemingly, I must not

eat

it?’

'l don’t want it now,’ wait till
supper. And, N e YoMa let AJbJ warn
Haret ther w1sh to be

by nobod %Z ve this place to myself.’

P(e\, Pﬂ% ew reason for this banishment?’ I
inquire 1

me why you are so queer, Mr. Heathclift?

"Your dinner is here,” I returned; ‘why w. int y @ .u\(
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for anybody to get through; and it struck me that he
plotted another midnight excursion, of which he had
rather we had no suspicion.

Is he a ghoul or a vampire?” I mused. I had read of
such hideous incarnate demons. And then I set myself to
reflect how I had tended him in infancy, and watched him
grow to youth, and followed him almost through his
whole course; and what absurd nonsense it was to yield to
that sense of horror. ‘But where did he come from, the
little dark thing, harboured by a good man to his bane?’
muttered Superstition, as I dozed into unconsciousness.
And [ began, half dreaming, to weary myself with
imagining some fit parentage for him; and, repeating my
waking meditations, I tracked his existence over again,
with grim variations; at last, picturing his death and
funeral: of which, all I can remember is, being exceedingly UK
vexed at having the task of dictating an 1nscr1(t10n

d as he

monument, and consulting the sexton

had no surname, and we @gls e were

obliged to_ co Y(\ & with &g word,

‘Heﬂ 6 tr &haou enter the
you’ll re Qb dstone, only that, and the

P X 6\’ date of@ aa@
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stirred to touch anything in compliance with my
entreaties, if he stretched his hand out to get a piece of
bread, his fingers clenched before they reached it, and
remained on the table, forgetful of their aim.

I sat, a model of patience, trying to attract his absorbed
attention from its engrossing speculation; till he grew
irritable, and got up, asking why I would not allow him to
have his own time in taking his meals? and saying that on
the next occasion I needn’t wait: I might set the things
down and go. Having uttered these words he left the
house, slowly sauntered down the garden path, and
disappeared through the gate.

The hours crept anxiously by: another evening came. I
did not retire to rest till late, and when I did, I could not
sleep. He returned after midnight, and, instead of going to
bed, shut himself into the room beneath. I listened, and

tossed about, and, finally, dressed and descended. Ig@
too irksome to lie there, harassin gy‘a.x W1
hundred idle misgivings. é

[ distin ulsﬁm eathch 5&( Qstlessly
meas é and Q the silence
e¥p 1nsp1ra g a groan. He muttered

P(e\, detach?w the only one I could catch was the
a

name therine, coupled with some wild term of
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’And supposing you persevered in your obstinate fast,
and died by that means, and they refused to bury you in
the precincts of the kirk?’ I said, shocked at his godless
indifference. ‘How would you like it?’

"They won’t do that,” he replied: ‘if they did, you must
have me removed secretly; and if you neglect it you shall
prove, practically, that the dead are not annihilated!”

As soon as he heard the other members of the family
stirring he retired to his den, and I breathed freer. But in
the afternoon, while Joseph and Hareton were at their
work, he came into the kitchen again, and, with a wild
look, bid me come and sit in the house: he wanted
somebody with him. I declined; telling him plainly that his
strange talk and manner frightened me, and I had neither
the nerve nor the will to be his companion alone.

I believe you think me a fiend,” he said, with his UK
dismal laugh: ‘something too horrible to ljve un$®
decent roof.” Then turnlng to Catherl x ‘t ere
and who drew behind m d half
sneermgly, W Yﬁl e, chuc 5 t you.

@K ¢ devil. Well,
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NE Wh from my company! By

Ql- Oh damn it! It’s unutterably too
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much f and blood to bear - even mine.’
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