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’Wretched inmates!’ I 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 i’ 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, 

vanishing. 
The snow began to drive thickly. I seized the handle to 

essay another trial; when a young man without coat, and 
shouldering a pitchfork, appeared in the yard behind. He 
hailed me to follow him, and, after marching through a 
wash-house, and a paved area containing a coal-shed, 
pump, and pigeon-cot, we at length arrived in the huge, 
warm, cheerful apartment where I was formerly received. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 Heathcliff. 
’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 interval of swallowing one 
cup of tea and receiving another - ‘it is strange how 
custom can mould our tastes and ideas: many could not 
imagine the existence of happiness in a life of such 
complete exile from the world as you spend, Mr. 
Heathcliff; yet, I’ll venture to say, that, surrounded by Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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; ‘I’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 evil!’ 

’No, reprobate! you are a castaway - be off, 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 
out, praying, and ejaculating ‘wicked’ as he went. I 
thought her conduct must be prompted by a species of 
dreary fun; and, now that we were alone, I endeavoured 
to interest her in my distress. 

’Mrs. Heathcliff,’ I said earnestly, ‘you must excuse me 
for troubling you. I presume, because, with that face, I’m 
sure you cannot help being good-hearted. Do point out 
some landmarks by which I may know my way home: I Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 Heathcliff laughed, and still I 
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 vocal 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 
at t’ poor lad, he’s fair choking! Wisht, wisht; you mun’n’t 
go on so. Come in, and I’ll cure that: there now, hold ye 
still.’ 

With these words she suddenly splashed a pint of icy 
water down my neck, and pulled me into the kitchen. Mr. 
Heathcliff followed, his accidental merriment expiring 
quickly in his habitual moroseness. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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finally, he reached the ‘FIRST OF THE SEVENTY-
FIRST.’ At that crisis, a sudden inspiration descended on 
me; I 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 MAN!’ cried Jabez, after a solemn 
pause, leaning over his cushion. ‘Seventy times seven 
times didst thou gapingly contort thy visage - seventy 
times seven did I take counsel with my soul - Lo, this is 
human weakness: this also may be absolved! The First of 
the Seventy-First is come. Brethren, execute upon him 
the judgment written. Such honour have all His saints!’ 

With that concluding word, the whole assembly, 
exalting their pilgrim’s staves, rushed round me in a body; 
and I, having no weapon to raise in self-defence, 
commenced grappling with Joseph, my nearest and most Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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’What CAN you mean by talking in this way to ME!’ 
thundered Heathcliff with savage vehemence. ‘How - 
how DARE you, under my roof? - God! he’s mad to 
speak so!’ And he struck his forehead with rage. 

I 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. Heathcliff 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 soliloquised on the 
length of the night: ‘Not three o’clock yet! I could have 
taken oath it had been six. Time stagnates here: we must 
surely have retired to rest at eight!’ 

’Always at nine in winter, and rise at four,’ said my 
host, suppressing a groan: and, as I fancied, by the motion 
of his arm’s shadow, dashing a tear from his eyes. ‘Mr. 
Lockwood,’ he added, ‘you may go into my room: you’ll Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 ‘Heathcliff’: 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 
endurance made old Earnshaw furious, when he 
discovered his son persecuting the poor fatherless child, as 
he called him. He took to Heathcliff strangely, believing 
all he said (for that matter, he said precious little, and 
generally the truth), and petting him up far above Cathy, 
who was too mischievous and wayward for a favourite. 

So, from the very beginning, he bred bad feeling in the 
house; and at Mrs. Earnshaw’s death, which happened in Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
foreigners 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 his wife 
expressed such pleasure at the white floor and huge 
glowing fireplace, at the pewter dishes and delf-case, and 
dog-kennel, and the wide space there was to move about 
in where they usually sat, that he thought it unnecessary to 
her comfort, and so dropped the intention. 

She expressed pleasure, too, at finding a sister among 
her new acquaintance; and she prattled to Catherine, and Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 Heathcliff, were enough to rouse in him all his 
old hatred of the boy. He drove him from their company 
to the servants, deprived him of the instructions of the 
curate, and insisted that he should labour out of doors 
instead; compelling him to do so as hard as any other lad 
on the farm. 

Heathcliff bore his degradation pretty well at first, 
because Cathy taught him what she learnt, and worked or 
played with him in the fields. They both promised fair to 
grow up as rude as savages; the young master being 
entirely negligent how they 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 Joseph and 
the curate reprimanded his carelessness when they 
absented themselves; and that reminded him to order 
Heathcliff a flogging, and Catherine a fast from dinner or 
supper. But it was one of their chief amusements to run 
away to the moors in the morning and remain there all 
day, and the after punishment grew a mere thing to laugh 
at. The curate might set as many chapters as he pleased for Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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Catherine to get by heart, and Joseph might thrash 
Heathcliff 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 offence 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 
head out to hearken, though it rained: determined to 
admit them in spite of the prohibition, should they return. 
In a while, I distinguished steps coming up the road, and 
the light of a lantern glimmered through the gate. I threw 
a shawl over my head and ran to prevent them from 
waking Mr. Earnshaw by knocking. There was Heathcliff, 
by himself: it gave me a start to see him alone. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 will more come of this business than you 
reckon on,’ I answered, covering him up and 
extinguishing the light. ‘You are incurable, Heathcliff; and 
Mr. Hindley will have to proceed to extremities, see if he 
won’t.’ My words came truer than I desired. The luckless 
adventure made Earnshaw furious. And then Mr. Linton, 
to mend matters, paid us a visit himself on the morrow, Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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Heathcliff 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, Heathcliff, have you forgotten me?’ 

She had some reason to put the question, for shame and 
pride threw double gloom over his countenance, and kept 
him immovable. 

’Shake hands, Heathcliff,’ said Mr. Earnshaw, 
condescendingly; ‘once in a way, that is permitted.’ 

’I shall not,’ replied the boy, finding his tongue at last; 
‘I shall not stand to be laughed at. I shall not bear it!’ And 
he would have broken from the circle, but Miss Cathy 
seized him again. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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’I 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, 
following 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 
an exhibition of bad temper. 

After playing lady’s-maid to the new-comer, and 
putting my cakes in the oven, and making the house and 
kitchen cheerful with great fires, befitting Christmas-eve, I 
prepared to sit down and amuse myself by singing carols, 
all alone; regardless of Joseph’s affirmations that he 
considered the merry tunes I chose as next door to songs. 
He had retired to private prayer in his chamber, and Mr. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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!’ I 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 
reproofs on one side and sauciness on the other. His cake 
and cheese remained on the table all night for the fairies. 
He managed to continue work till nine o’clock, and then 
marched dumb and dour to his chamber. Cathy sat up late, 
having a world of things to order for the reception of her 
new friends: she came into the kitchen once to speak to 
her old one; but he was gone, and she only stayed to ask 
what was the matter with him, and then went back. In the Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 do!’ 

’For shame, Heathcliff!’ said I. ‘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.’ 

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

Thus interrupting herself, the housekeeper rose, and 
proceeded to lay aside her sewing; but I felt incapable of 
moving from the hearth, and I was very far from nodding. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 excused his 
behaviour more readily than a stranger would. Joseph 
remained to hector over tenants and labourers; and 
because it was his vocation to be where he had plenty of 
wickedness to reprove. 

The master’s bad ways and bad companions formed a 
pretty example for Catherine and Heathcliff. His treatment 
of the latter was enough to make a fiend of a saint. And, Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
ferocity. 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 portrait over 
the fireplace. It used to hang on one side, and his wife’s on 
the other; but hers has been removed, or else you might 
see something of what she was. Can you make that out? 

Mrs. Dean raised the candle, and I discerned a soft-
featured face, exceedingly resembling the young lady at 
the Heights, but more pensive and amiable in expression. 
It formed a sweet picture. The long light hair curled Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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!’ replied 
Catherine, in a peevish tone. ‘And where is the sense of 
that?’ 

’To show that I DO take notice,’ said Heathcliff. 
’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 
Heathcliff, in much agitation. 

’It’s no company at all, when people know nothing and 
say nothing,’ she muttered. 

Her companion rose up, but he hadn’t time to express 
his feelings further, for a horse’s feet were heard on the 
flags, and having knocked gently, young Linton entered, 
his face brilliant with delight at the unexpected summon 
she had received. Doubtless Catherine marked the Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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speak: she had failed to recover her equanimity since the 
little dispute with Heathcliff. 

’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. 

’What’s that, then?’ I retorted, showing a decided 
purple witness to refute her. 

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

Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 is 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 
is, to cherish our ears - we’re asses enough without them. 
Hush, child, hush! Well then, it is my darling! wisht, dry 
thy eyes - there’s a joy; kiss me. What! it won’t? Kiss me, 
Hareton! Damn thee, kiss me! By God, as if I would rear 
such a monster! As sure as I’m living, I’ll break the brat’s 
neck.’ 

Poor Hareton was squalling and kicking in his father’s 
arms with all his might, and redoubled his yells when he Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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’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.’ 
’I 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, 
and cheerful, and rich, and loves you. The last, however, 
goes for nothing: you would love him without that, 
probably; and with it you wouldn’t, unless he possessed 
the four former attractions.’ 

’No, to be sure not: I should only pity him - hate him, 
perhaps, if he were ugly, and a clown.’ 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I 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 
about. Your brother will be pleased; the old lady and 
gentleman will not object, I think; you will escape from a 
disorderly, comfortless home into a wealthy, respectable 
one; and you love Edgar, and Edgar loves you. All seems 
smooth and easy: where is the obstacle?’ 

’HERE! and HERE!’ replied Catherine, striking one 
hand on her forehead, and the other on her breast: ‘in Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
Heathcliff 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: 
for no mortal creature. Every Linton on the face of the 
earth might melt into nothing before I could consent to 
forsake Heathcliff. Oh, that’s not what I intend - that’s not 
what I mean! I shouldn’t be Mrs. Linton were such a price 
demanded! He’ll be as much to me as he has been all his 
lifetime. Edgar must shake off his antipathy, and tolerate 
him, at least. He will, when he learns my true feelings 
towards him. Nelly, I see now you think me a selfish Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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wretch; but did it never strike you that if Heathcliff and I 
married, we should be beggars? whereas, if I marry Linton 
I can aid Heathcliff to rise, and place him out of my 
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 is 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 each from the 
beginning: my great thought in living is himself. If all else 
perished, and HE remained, I should still continue to be; 
and if all else remained, and he were annihilated, the 
universe would turn to a mighty stranger: I should not 
seem a part of it. - My love for Linton is like the foliage in 
the woods: time will change it, I’m well aware, as winter 
changes the trees. My love for Heathcliff resembles the Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. 

’I’ll 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 manners,’ he 
affirmed. And on their behalf he added that night a special 
prayer to the usual quarter-of-an-hour’s supplication 
before meat, and would have tacked another to the end of 
the grace, had not his young mistress broken in upon him 
with a hurried command that he must run down the road, 
and, wherever Heathcliff had rambled, find and make him 
re-enter directly! Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 Heathcliff, 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 
Heathcliff’s noan t’ chap to coom at MY whistle - happen 
he’ll be less hard o’ hearing wi’ 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 door, in a state 
of agitation which permitted no repose; and at length took 
up a permanent situation on one side of the wall, near the 
road: where, heedless of my expostulations and the 
growling thunder, and the great drops that began to plash 
around her, she remained, calling at intervals, and then 
listening, and then crying outright. She beat Hareton, or 
any child, at a good passionate fit of crying. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
began quoting several texts, referring us to chapters and 
verses where we might find them. 

I, having vainly begged the wilful girl to rise and 
remove her wet things, left him preaching and her 
shivering, and betook myself to bed with little Hareton, 
who slept as fast as if everyone had been sleeping round 
him. I heard Joseph read on a while afterwards; then I Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 yesterday 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 Heathcliff 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 
have the more humour for you.’ 

’I never saw Heathcliff last night,’ answered Catherine, 
beginning to sob bitterly: ‘and if you do turn him out of 
doors, I’ll go with him. But, perhaps, you’ll never have an 
opportunity: perhaps, he’s gone.’ Here she burst into 
uncontrollable grief, and the remainder of her words were 
inarticulate. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
retained a great deal of the reserve for which his boyhood 
was remarkable; and that served to repress all startling 
demonstrations of feeling. My master’s uneasiness 
experienced a lull, and further circumstances diverted it 
into another channel for a space. 

His new source of trouble sprang from the not 
anticipated misfortune of Isabella Linton evincing a sudden 
and irresistible attraction towards the tolerated guest. She Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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not; I merely thought Heathcliff’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. ‘I’ll 
repeat our conversation, word for word, Isabella; and you 
point out any charm it could have had for you.’ 

’I 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 off!’ 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 
impossible that you can covet the admiration of Heathcliff 
- that you consider him an agreeable person! I hope I have 
misunderstood you, Isabella?’ 

’No, you have not,’ said the infatuated girl. ‘I love him 
more than ever you loved Edgar, and he might love me, if 
you would let him!’ 

’I wouldn’t be you for a kingdom, then!’ Catherine 
declared, emphatically: and she seemed to speak sincerely. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. ‘I’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 usual. 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 offended with 
her companion; and, if she laughed again at her pertness, 
inclined to make it no laughing matter to her. She did 
laugh as she saw Heathcliff pass the window. I was 
sweeping the hearth, and I noticed a mischievous smile on 
her lips. Isabella, absorbed in her meditations, or a book, 
remained till the door opened; and it was too late to Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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attempt an escape, which she would gladly have done had 
it been practicable. 

’Come in, 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, 
moreover, I was informed that if I would but have the 
manners to stand aside, my rival, as she will have herself to 
be, would shoot a shaft into your soul that would fix you 
for ever, and send my image into eternal oblivion!’ 

’Catherine!’ said Isabella, calling up her dignity, and 
disdaining to struggle from the tight grasp that held her, 
‘I’d thank you to adhere to the truth and not slander me, 
even in joke! Mr. Heathcliff, be kind enough to bid this Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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?’ 
’Heathcliff.’ 
’I 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 I 
mun do as I will.’ 

’And the curate does not teach you to read and write, 
then?’ I pursued. 

’No, I was told the curate should have his - teeth 
dashed down his - throat, if he stepped over the threshold 
- Heathcliff had promised that!’ 

I put the orange in his hand, and bade him tell his 
father that a woman called Nelly Dean was waiting to 
speak with him, by the garden gate. He went up the walk, 
and entered the house; but, instead of Hindley, Heathcliff Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, 
I earn for thanks two samples of blind ingratitude, stupid 
to absurdity! Edgar, I was defending you and yours; and I 
wish Heathcliff may flog you sick, for daring to think an 
evil thought of me!’ 

It did not need the medium of a flogging to produce 
that effect on the master. He tried to wrest the key from 
Catherine’s grasp, and for safety she flung it into the 
hottest part of the fire; whereupon Mr. Edgar was taken 
with a nervous trembling, and his countenance grew 
deadly pale. For his life he could not avert that excess of 
emotion: mingled anguish and humiliation overcame him Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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Heathcliff 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 
forlorn 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 
control herself tolerably, even while under their influence; 
and I did not wish to ‘frighten’ her husband, as she said, 
and multiply his annoyances for the purpose of serving her 
selfishness. Therefore I said nothing when I met the 
master coming towards the parlour; but I took the liberty 
of turning back to listen whether they would resume their 
quarrel together. He began to speak first. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 Heathcliff 
hereafter, or will you give up me? It is impossible for you 
to be MY friend and HIS at the same time; and I 
absolutely REQUIRE to know which you choose.’ 

’I require to be let alone?’ exclaimed Catherine, 
furiously. ‘I demand it! Don’t you see I can scarcely stand? 
Edgar, you - you leave me!’ 

She rang the bell till it broke with a twang; I entered 
leisurely. It was enough to try the temper of a saint, such 
senseless, wicked rages! There she lay dashing her head Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 and recurring 
till I feared for my reason. I thought as I lay there, with 
my head against that table leg, and my eyes dimly 
discerning the grey square of the window, that I was 
enclosed in the oak-panelled bed at home; and my heart 
ached with some great grief which, just waking, I could 
not recollect. I pondered, and worried myself to discover 
what it could be, and, most strangely, the whole last seven Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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tumult at a few words? I’m sure I should be myself were I 
once among the heather on those hills. Open the window 
again wide: fasten it open! Quick, why don’t you move?’ 

’Because I 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, 
I became convinced by her subsequent actions and 
ravings). There was no moon, and everything beneath lay 
in misty darkness: not a light gleamed from any house, far 
or near all had been extinguished long ago: and those at 
Wuthering Heights were never visible - still she asserted 
she caught their shining. 

’Look!’ she cried eagerly, ‘that’s my room with the 
candle in it, and the trees swaying before it; and the other 
candle is in Joseph’s garret. Joseph sits up late, doesn’t he? 
He’s waiting till I come home that he may lock the gate. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. I never will!’ 

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), when, to my 
consternation, I heard the rattle of the door-handle, and 
Mr. Linton entered. He had only then come from the 
library; and, in passing through the lobby, had noticed our 
talking and been attracted by curiosity, or fear, to examine 
what it signified, at that late hour. 

’Oh, sir!’ I cried, checking the exclamation risen to his 
lips at the sight which met him, and the bleak atmosphere Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I 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 instantly by a 
spring from the window! What you touch at present you 
may have; but my soul will be on that hill-top before you 
lay hands on me again. I don’t want you, Edgar: I’m past 
wanting you. Return to your books. I’m glad you possess 
a consolation, for all you had in me is gone.’ 

’Her mind wanders, sir,’ I interposed. ‘She has been 
talking nonsense the whole evening; but let her have Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
Grange? We’ve odd reports up here. A stout, hearty lass 
like Catherine does not fall ill for a trifle; and that sort of 
people should not either. It’s hard work bringing them 
through fevers, and such things. How did it begin?’ 

’The master will inform you,’ I answered; ‘but you are 
acquainted with the Earnshaws’ violent dispositions, and 
Mrs. Linton caps them all. I may say this; it commenced in 
a quarrel. She was struck during a tempest of passion with Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 Heathcliff 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 snuffing 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 suspicions 
were confirmed: it was empty. Had I been a few hours 
sooner Mrs. Linton’s illness might have arrested her rash 
step. But what could be done now? There was a bare 
possibility of overtaking them if pursued instantly. I could 
not pursue them, however; and I dared not rouse the 
family, and fill the place with confusion; still less unfold 
the business to my master, absorbed as he was in his Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
- ‘ 

’Hold your noise!’ cried, I 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 is 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 
repeated his demand to know her reasons for such an 
assertion. 

’Why, I met on the road a lad that fetches milk here,’ 
she stammered, ‘and he asked whether we weren’t in 
trouble at the Grange. I thought he meant for missis’s 
sickness, so I answered, yes. Then says he, ‘There’s 
somebody gone after ‘em, I guess?’ I stared. He saw I 
knew nought about it, and he told how a gentleman and Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 is 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. 
Next spring you’ll long again to have me under this roof, 
and you’ll look back and think you were happy to-day.’ 

Linton lavished on her the kindest caresses, and tried to 
cheer her by the fondest words; but, vaguely regarding the 
flowers, she let the tears collect on her lashes and stream 
down her cheeks unheeding. We knew she was really 
better, and, therefore, decided that long confinement to a 
single place produced much of this despondency, and it Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 i’ 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 
not a place to sleep in. I wish to see my bed-room.’ 

’BED-RUME!’ he repeated, in a tone of mockery. 
‘Yah’s see all t’ BED-RUMES thear is - yon’s mine.’ 

He pointed into the second garret, only differing from 
the first in being more naked about the walls, and having a 
large, low, curtainless bed, with an indigo-coloured quilt, 
at one end. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 i’ th’ hahse!’ 

I was so vexed, I flung my tray and its contents on the 
ground; and then seated myself at the stairs’-head, hid my 
face in my hands, and cried. 

’Ech! ech!’ exclaimed Joseph. ‘Weel done, Miss Cathy! 
weel done, Miss Cathy! Howsiver, t’ maister sall just 
tum’le o’er them brooken pots; un’ then we’s hear 
summut; we’s hear how it’s to be. Gooid-for-naught 
madling! ye desarve pining fro’ this to Churstmas, flinging Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I 
could in a day. And Catherine has a heart as deep as I 
have: the sea could be as readily contained in that horse-
trough as her whole affection be monopolised by him. 
Tush! He is scarcely a degree dearer to her than her dog, 
or her horse. It is not in him to be loved like me: how can 
she love in him what he has not?’ 

’Catherine and Edgar are as fond of each other as any 
two people can be,’ cried Isabella, with sudden vivacity. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. I love MY murderer - but YOURS! How can I?’ 

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 Heathcliff could 
weep on a great occasion like this. 

I grew very uncomfortable, meanwhile; for the 
afternoon wore fast away, the man whom I had sent off 
returned from his errand, and I could distinguish, by the 
shine of the western sun up the valley, a concourse 
thickening outside Gimmerton chapel porch. 

’Service is over,’ I announced. ‘My master will be here 
in half an hour.’ 

Heathcliff groaned a curse, and strained Catherine 
closer: she never moved. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. 

’Heathcliff - 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 
he has not eaten a meal with us for nearly a week. He has 
just come home at dawn, and gone up-stairs to his 
chamber; looking himself in - as if anybody dreamt of 
coveting his company! There he has continued, praying 
like a Methodist: only the deity he implored is senseless 
dust and ashes; and God, when addressed, was curiously 
confounded with his own black father! After concluding 
these precious orisons - and they lasted generally till he Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. 

’But I’ll have it,’ he said, ‘when I want it. They may 
reckon on that!’ 

Fortunately its mother died before the time arrived; 
some thirteen years after the decease of Catherine, when 
Linton was twelve, or a little more. 

On the day succeeding Isabella’s unexpected visit I had 
no opportunity of speaking to my master: he shunned 
conversation, and was fit for discussing nothing. When I Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 perceive that I 
was wanted; but I might stay and order the arrangements 
for the funeral, if I chose. 

’Correctly,’ he remarked, ‘that fool’s body should he 
buried at the cross-roads, without ceremony of any kind. I 
happened to leave him ten minutes yesterday afternoon, 
and in that interval he fastened the two doors of the house 
against me, and he has spent the night in drinking himself Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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looked, and I thought she would scarcely venture forth 
alone, if 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 off 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: I despatched 
emissaries down this path, and that path, and at last went 
wandering in search of her myself. There was a labourer 
working at a fence round a plantation, on the borders of 
the grounds. I inquired of him if he had seen our young 
lady. 

’I saw her at morn,’ he replied: ‘she would have me to 
cut her a hazel switch, and then she leapt her Galloway Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 to hear 
about the FAIRISHES, as you call them: but make haste! 
What’s the matter? Get my horse, I say.’ 

’I’ll see thee damned before I be THY servant!’ 
growled the lad. 

‘You’ll see me WHAT!’ asked Catherine in surprise. 
’Damned - thou saucy witch!’ he replied. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, I 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 Heathcliff 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 
keeper; never led a single step towards virtue, or guarded 
by a single precept against vice. And from what I heard, 
Joseph contributed much to his deterioration, by a 
narrow- minded partiality which prompted him to flatter 
and pet him, as a boy, because he was the head of the old 
family. And as he had been in the habit of accusing 
Catherine Earnshaw and Heathcliff, when children, of 
putting the master past his patience, and compelling him Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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I 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, 
nearly as eager as herself; and a considerable interval 
elapsed ere they had a thought to spare for any but 
themselves. While they exchanged caresses I took a peep 
in to see after Linton. He was asleep in a corner, wrapped 
in a warm, fur-lined cloak, as if it had been winter. A pale, 
delicate, effeminate boy, who might have been taken for 
my master’s younger brother, so strong was the 
resemblance: but there was a sickly peevishness in his Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, Linton,’ he said, putting 
their little hands together. ‘She’s fond of you already; and 
mind you don’t grieve her by crying to-night. Try to be 
cheerful now; the travelling is at an end, and you have 
nothing to do but rest and amuse yourself as you please.’ 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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?’ 

’It’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.’ 

’Which is his rahm?’ pursued the fellow, surveying the 
range of closed doors. 

I perceived he was bent on refusing my mediation, so 
very reluctantly I went up to the library, and announced 
the unseasonable visitor, advising that he should be 
dismissed till next day. Mr. Linton had no time to 
empower me to do so, for Joseph mounted close at my 
heels, and, pushing into the apartment, planted himself at Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, now and then, 
your uncle may join you in a walk: he does, frequently, 
walk out on the hills.’ 

’And what is my father like?’ he asked. ‘Is he as young 
and handsome as uncle?’ 

’He’s as young,’ said I; ‘but he has black hair and eyes, 
and looks sterner; and he is taller and bigger altogether. 
He’ll not seem to you so gentle and kind at first, perhaps, Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
feared I should have to come down and fetch my property 
myself. You’ve brought it, have you? Let us see what we 
can make of it.’ 

He got up and strode to the door: Hareton and Joseph 
followed in gaping curiosity. Poor Linton ran a frightened 
eye over the faces of the three. 

’Sure-ly,’ said Joseph after a grave inspection, ‘he’s 
swopped wi’ ye, Maister, an’ yon’s his lass!’ Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I 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 off 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, 
warm sunshine; and watching her, my pet and my delight, 
with her golden ringlets flying loose behind, and her 
bright cheek, as soft and pure in its bloom as a wild rose, 
and her eyes radiant with cloudless pleasure. She was a 
happy creature, and an angel, in those days. It’s a pity she 
could not be content. 
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’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 is merely a beginning of what he shall suffer, 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 go. HIS 
had first-rate qualities, and they are lost: rendered worse 
than unavailing. I have nothing to regret; he would have 
more than any but I are aware of. And the best of it is, 
Hareton is damnably fond of me! You’ll own that I’ve 
outmatched Hindley there. If the dead villain could rise 
from his grave to abuse me for his offspring’s wrongs, I 
should have the fun of seeing the said offspring fight him Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 reflection; 
and, in his eyes, Heathcliff seemed a murderer. Miss Cathy 
- conversant with no bad deeds except her own slight acts 
of disobedience, injustice, and passion, arising from hot 
temper and thoughtlessness, and repented of on the day 
they were committed - was amazed at the blackness of 
spirit that could brood on and cover revenge for years, and 
deliberately prosecute its plans without a visitation of Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 357 of 540



Wuthering Heights 

358 of 540 

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 
contrariety. You never had one shadow of substantial 
sorrow, Miss Catherine. Suppose, for a minute, that master 
and I were dead, and you were by yourself in the world: 
how would you feel, then? Compare the present occasion 
with such an affliction as that, and be thankful for the 
friends you have, instead of coveting more.’ 

’I’m not crying for myself, Ellen,’ she answered, ‘it’s for 
him. He expected to see me again to-morrow, and there Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
open; and those - those DETESTABLE creatures won’t 
bring coals to the fire. It’s so cold!’ 

I stirred up the cinders, and fetched a scuttleful myself. 
The invalid complained of being covered with ashes; but 
he had a tiresome cough, and looked feverish and ill, so I 
did not rebuke his temper. 

Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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! I hate you now!’ she panted, and her 

face 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. 

’Hush, Master Heathcliff!’ I said; ‘that’s your father’s 
tale, too, I suppose.’ 

’It isn’t: you hold your tongue!’ he answered. ‘She did, 
she did, Catherine! she did, she did!’ 

Cathy, beside herself, gave the chair a violent push, and 
caused him to fall against one arm. He was immediately 
seized by a suffocating cough that soon ended his triumph. 
It lasted so long that it frightened even me. As to his Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 is! 
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 tossed uneasily on 
the former, as if it were a stone or a block of wood. She 
tried to put it more comfortably. 

’I can’t do with that,’ he said; ‘it’s not high enough.’ 
Catherine brought another to lay above it. 
’That’s too high,’ murmured the provoking thing. 
’How must I arrange it, then?’ she asked despairingly. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I am 
at present - was I?’ 

’But you’ve made yourself ill by crying and being in a 
passion. - I didn’t do it all,’ said his cousin. ‘However, 
we’ll be friends now. And you want me: you would wish 
to see me sometimes, really?’ 

’I told you I did,’ he replied impatiently. ‘Sit on the 
settle and let me lean on your knee. That’s as mamma used 
to do, whole afternoons together. Sit quite still and don’t 
talk: but you may sing a song, if you can sing; or you may Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 - 

’I’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. 
I 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, I expected there would be sad work persuading 
you to let me keep my word to Linton: for I had engaged 
to call again next day, when we quitted him; but, as you 
stayed up-stairs on the morrow, I escaped that trouble. 
While Michael was refastening the lock of the park door 
in the afternoon, I got possession of the key, and told him 
how my cousin wished me to visit him, because he was 
sick, and couldn’t come to the Grange; and how papa 
would object to my going: and then I negotiated with him Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
were friends. 

’After sitting still an hour, I looked at the great room 
with its smooth uncarpeted floor, and thought how nice it 
would be to play in, if we removed the table; and I asked 
Linton to call Zillah in to help us, and we’d have a game 
at blindman’s-buff; she should try to catch us: you used to, 
you know, Ellen. He wouldn’t: there was no pleasure in 
it, he said; but he consented to play at ball with me. We Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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: I 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 
provokingly: however, it was the business of nobody but 
me, and I interrupted Mr. Heathcliff’s lecture by entering 
and telling him so. He burst into a laugh, and went away, 
saying he was glad I took that view of the matter. Since 
then, I’ve told Linton he must whisper his bitter things. 
Now, Ellen, you have heard all. I can’t be prevented from 
going to Wuthering Heights, except by inflicting misery 
on two people; whereas, if you’ll only not tell papa, my Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I 
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. 

’I’ll be here next Thursday,’ she cried, springing to the 
saddle. ‘Good-bye. Quick, Ellen!’ 

And so we left him, scarcely conscious of our 
departure, so absorbed was he in anticipating his father’s 
approach. 

Before we reached home, Catherine’s displeasure 
softened into a perplexed sensation of pity and regret, 
largely blended with vague, uneasy doubts about Linton’s 
actual circumstances, physical and social: in which I 
partook, though I counselled her not to say much; for a 
second journey would make us better judges. My master Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 by his 
side. Her countenance grew wan with watching and 
sorrow, and my master gladly dismissed her to what he 
flattered himself would be a happy change of scene and 
society; drawing comfort from the hope that she would 
not now be left entirely alone after his death. 

He had a fixed idea, I guessed by several observations 
he let fall, that, as his nephew resembled him in person, he Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
Linton generally?’ 

’Lively? no - he has shown the greatest distress,’ I 
answered. ‘To see him, I should say, that instead of 
rambling with his sweetheart on the hills, he ought to be 
in bed, under the hands of a doctor.’ 

’He shall be, in a day or two,’ muttered Heathcliff. ‘But 
first - get up, Linton! Get up!’ he shouted. ‘Don’t grovel 
on the ground there up, this moment!’ Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, had she been 
able to fall.’ 

At this diabolical violence I rushed on him furiously. 
‘You villain!’ I began to cry, ‘you villain!’ A touch on the 
chest silenced me: I am stout, and soon put out of breath; 
and, what with that and the rage, I staggered dizzily back 
and felt ready to suffocate, or to burst a blood-vessel. The 
scene was over in two minutes; Catherine, released, put Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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fear. 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. Heathcliff, let ME 
go home! I promise to marry Linton: papa would like me 
to: and I love him. Why should you wish to force me to 
do what I’ll willingly do of myself?’ 

’Let him dare to force you,’ I cried. ‘There’s law in the 
land, thank God! there is; though we be in an out-of-the-
way place. I’d inform if he were my own son: and it’s 
felony without benefit of clergy!’ Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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I considered it best to depart without seeing Mr. 
Heathcliff, 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 is 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 
rose up, looked eagerly round the apartment, and then 
sank back in a swoon. As soon as he recovered, I related 
our compulsory visit, and detention at the Heights. I said 
Heathcliff forced me to go in: which was not quite true. I 
uttered as little as possible against Linton; nor did I 
describe all his father’s brutal conduct - my intentions 
being to add no bitterness, if I could help it, to his already 
over-flowing cup. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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.’ 

’I 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. 
You ARE miserable, are you not? Lonely, like the devil, 
and envious like him? NOBODY loves you - NOBODY 
will cry for you when you die! I wouldn’t be you!’ 

Catherine spoke with a kind of dreary triumph: she 
seemed to have made up her mind to enter into the spirit 
of her future family, and draw pleasure from the griefs of 
her enemies. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. I 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 
intolerable torture! Infernal! keeping my nerves at such a 
stretch that, if they had not resembled catgut, they would 
long ago have relaxed to the feebleness of Linton’s. When 
I sat in the house with Hareton, it seemed that on going 
out I should meet her; when I walked on the moors I 
should meet her coming in. When I went from home I 
hastened to return; she MUST be somewhere at the 
Heights, I was certain! And when I slept in her chamber - Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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! I 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 off. But I won’t complain to you! 
I’m driven down here by the cold; not either to amuse 
you or enjoy your society.’ 

’’What could I ha’ done?’ began Earnshaw. ‘How was I 
to blame?’ 

’’Oh! you are an exception,’ answered Mrs. Heathcliff. 
‘I never missed such a concern as you.’ 

’’But I offered more than once, and asked,’ he said, 
kindling up at her pertness, ‘I asked Mr. Heathcliff to let 
me wake for you - ‘ Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
is that?’ And chucked it off. 

’A letter from your old acquaintance, the housekeeper 
at the Grange,’ I answered; annoyed at her exposing my 
kind deed, and fearful lest it should be imagined a missive 
of my own. She would gladly have gathered it up at this 
information, but Hareton beat her; he seized and put it in 
his waistcoat, saying Mr. Heathcliff should look at it first. 
Thereat, Catherine silently turned her face from us, and, 
very stealthily, drew out her pocket- handkerchief and Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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,’ I 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 about and 
praising you; and she’ll be greatly disappointed if I return 
with no news of or from you, except that you received 
her letter and said nothing!’ 

She appeared to wonder at this speech, and asked, - 
’Does Ellen like you?’ 
’Yes, very well,’ I replied, hesitatingly. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, f’r owt ee knaw!’ she answered, skurrying away 

with a pan of hot cinders. 
I would have asked why Mrs. Dean had deserted the 

Grange, but it was impossible to delay her at such a crisis, 
so I turned away and made my exit, rambling leisurely 
along, with the glow of a sinking sun behind, and the mild 
glory of a rising moon in front - one fading, and the other 
brightening - as I quitted the park, and climbed the stony Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 you’ll 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 distinguishable talk, but, on 
looking round again, I perceived two such radiant 
countenances bent over the page of the accepted book, 
that I did not doubt the treaty had been ratified on both 
sides; and the enemies were, thenceforth, sworn allies. 

The work they studied was full of costly pictures; and 
those and their position had charm enough to keep them Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
release her looks, entreating him not to hurt her that once. 
Heathcliff’s black eyes flashed; he seemed ready to tear 
Catherine in pieces, and I was just worked up to risk 
coming to the rescue, when of a sudden his fingers 
relaxed; he shifted his grasp from her head to her arm, and 
gazed intently in her face. Then he drew his hand over his 
eyes, stood a moment to collect himself apparently, and 
turning anew to Catherine, said, with assumed calmness - Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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, I was 
sure, the other would be a source of equal satisfaction. His 
honest, warm, and intelligent nature shook off rapidly the 
clouds of ignorance and degradation in which it had been 
bred; and Catherine’s sincere commendations acted as a 
spur to his industry. His brightening mind brightened his 
features, and added spirit and nobility to their aspect: I 
could hardly fancy it the same individual I had beheld on Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. 
Heathcliff was coming in. ‘And he spoke to me,’ she 
added, with a perplexed countenance. 

’What did he say?’ asked Hareton. 
’He told me to begone as fast as I could,’ she answered. 

‘But he looked so different from his usual look that I 
stopped a moment to stare at him.’ 

’How?’ he inquired. 
’Why, almost bright and cheerful. No, ALMOST 

nothing - VERY MUCH excited, and wild, and glad!’ she 
replied. Preview from Notesale.co.uk

Page 521 of 540



Wuthering Heights 

524 of 540 

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. 
Heathcliff? You look uncommonly animated.’ 

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

’Your dinner is here,’ I returned; ‘why won’t you get 
it?’ 

’I don’t want it now,’ he muttered, hastily: ‘I’ll wait till 
supper. And, Nelly, once for all, let me beg you to warn 
Hareton and the other away from me. I wish to be 
troubled by nobody: I wish to have this place to myself.’ 

’Is there some new reason for this banishment?’ I 
inquired. ‘Tell me why you are so queer, Mr. Heathcliff? Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 I 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 
vexed at having the task of dictating an inscription for his 
monument, and consulting the sexton about it; and, as he 
had no surname, and we could not tell his age, we were 
obliged to content ourselves with the single word, 
‘Heathcliff.’ That came true: we were. If you enter the 
kirkyard, you’ll read, on his headstone, only that, and the 
date of his death. Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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. It was 
too irksome to lie there, harassing my brain with a 
hundred idle misgivings. 

I distinguished Mr. Heathcliff’s step, restlessly 
measuring the floor, and he frequently broke the silence 
by a deep inspiration, resembling a groan. He muttered 
detached words also; the only one I could catch was the 
name of Catherine, coupled with some wild term of Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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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 
dismal laugh: ‘something too horrible to live under a 
decent roof.’ Then turning to Catherine, who was there, 
and who drew behind me at his approach, he added, half 
sneeringly, - ‘Will YOU come, chuck? I’ll not hurt you. 
No! to you I’ve made myself worse than the devil. Well, 
there is ONE who won’t shrink from my company! By 
God! she’s relentless. Oh, damn it! It’s unutterably too 
much for flesh and blood to bear - even mine.’ Preview from Notesale.co.uk
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