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Wuther �ng  He �gh ts



by Em�ly Brontë



CHAPTER I

1801—I have just returned from a v�s�t to my landlord—the sol�tary
ne�ghbour that I shall be troubled w�th. Th�s �s certa�nly a beaut�ful
country! In all England, I do not bel�eve that I could have f�xed on a
s�tuat�on so completely removed from the st�r of soc�ety. A perfect
m�santhrop�st’s Heaven—and Mr. Heathcl�ff and I are such a su�table
pa�r to d�v�de the desolat�on between us. A cap�tal fellow! He l�ttle
�mag�ned how my heart warmed towards h�m when I beheld h�s black
eyes w�thdraw so susp�c�ously under the�r brows, as I rode up, and
when h�s f�ngers sheltered themselves, w�th a jealous resolut�on, st�ll
further �n h�s wa�stcoat, as I announced my name.

“Mr. Heathcl�ff?” I sa�d.
A nod was the answer.
“Mr. Lockwood, your new tenant, s�r. I do myself the honour of

call�ng as soon as poss�ble after my arr�val, to express the hope that
I have not �nconven�enced you by my perseverance �n sol�c�t�ng the
occupat�on of Thrushcross Grange: I heard yesterday you had had
some thoughts—”

“Thrushcross Grange �s my own, s�r,” he �nterrupted, w�nc�ng. “I
should not allow any one to �nconven�ence me, �f I could h�nder �t—
walk �n!”

The “walk �n” was uttered w�th closed teeth, and expressed the
sent�ment, “Go to the Deuce!” even the gate over wh�ch he leant
man�fested no sympath�s�ng movement to the words; and I th�nk that
c�rcumstance determ�ned me to accept the �nv�tat�on: I felt �nterested
�n a man who seemed more exaggeratedly reserved than myself.

When he saw my horse’s breast fa�rly push�ng the barr�er, he d�d
put out h�s hand to uncha�n �t, and then sullenly preceded me up the



causeway, call�ng, as we entered the court,—“Joseph, take Mr.
Lockwood’s horse; and br�ng up some w�ne.”

“Here we have the whole establ�shment of domest�cs, I suppose,”
was the reflect�on suggested by th�s compound order. “No wonder
the grass grows up between the flags, and cattle are the only hedge-
cutters.”

Joseph was an elderly, nay, an old man, very old, perhaps, though
hale and s�newy. “The Lord help us!” he sol�loqu�sed �n an undertone
of peev�sh d�spleasure, wh�le rel�ev�ng me of my horse: look�ng,
meant�me, �n my face so sourly that I char�tably conjectured he must
have need of d�v�ne a�d to d�gest h�s d�nner, and h�s p�ous ejaculat�on
had no reference to my unexpected advent.

Wuther�ng He�ghts �s the name of Mr. Heathcl�ff’s dwell�ng.
“Wuther�ng” be�ng a s�gn�f�cant prov�nc�al adject�ve, descr�pt�ve of the
atmospher�c tumult to wh�ch �ts stat�on �s exposed �n stormy weather.
Pure, brac�ng vent�lat�on they must have up there at all t�mes,
�ndeed: one may guess the power of the north w�nd, blow�ng over the
edge, by the excess�ve slant of a few stunted f�rs at the end of the
house; and by a range of gaunt thorns all stretch�ng the�r l�mbs one
way, as �f crav�ng alms of the sun. Happ�ly, the arch�tect had fores�ght
to bu�ld �t strong: the narrow w�ndows are deeply set �n the wall, and
the corners defended w�th large jutt�ng stones.

Before pass�ng the threshold, I paused to adm�re a quant�ty of
grotesque carv�ng lav�shed over the front, and espec�ally about the
pr�nc�pal door; above wh�ch, among a w�lderness of crumbl�ng gr�ff�ns
and shameless l�ttle boys, I detected the date “1500,” and the name
“Hareton Earnshaw.” I would have made a few comments, and
requested a short h�story of the place from the surly owner; but h�s
att�tude at the door appeared to demand my speedy entrance, or
complete departure, and I had no des�re to aggravate h�s �mpat�ence
prev�ous to �nspect�ng the penetral�um.

One stop brought us �nto the fam�ly s�tt�ng-room, w�thout any
�ntroductory lobby or passage: they call �t here “the house” pre-
em�nently. It �ncludes k�tchen and parlour, generally; but I bel�eve at
Wuther�ng He�ghts the k�tchen �s forced to retreat altogether �nto
another quarter: at least I d�st�ngu�shed a chatter of tongues, and a



clatter of cul�nary utens�ls, deep w�th�n; and I observed no s�gns of
roast�ng, bo�l�ng, or bak�ng, about the huge f�replace; nor any gl�tter
of copper saucepans and t�n cullenders on the walls. One end,
�ndeed, reflected splend�dly both l�ght and heat from ranks of
�mmense pewter d�shes, �nterspersed w�th s�lver jugs and tankards,
tower�ng row after row, on a vast oak dresser, to the very roof. The
latter had never been under-drawn: �ts ent�re anatomy lay bare to an
�nqu�r�ng eye, except where a frame of wood laden w�th oatcakes
and clusters of legs of beef, mutton, and ham, concealed �t. Above
the ch�mney were sundry v�lla�nous old guns, and a couple of horse-
p�stols: and, by way of ornament, three gaud�ly-pa�nted can�sters
d�sposed along �ts ledge. The floor was of smooth, wh�te stone; the
cha�rs, h�gh-backed, pr�m�t�ve structures, pa�nted green: one or two
heavy black ones lurk�ng �n the shade. In an arch under the dresser
reposed a huge, l�ver-coloured b�tch po�nter, surrounded by a swarm
of squeal�ng pupp�es; and other dogs haunted other recesses.

The apartment and furn�ture would have been noth�ng
extraord�nary as belong�ng to a homely, northern farmer, w�th a
stubborn countenance, and stalwart l�mbs set out to advantage �n
knee-breeches and ga�ters. Such an �nd�v�dual seated �n h�s arm-
cha�r, h�s mug of ale froth�ng on the round table before h�m, �s to be
seen �n any c�rcu�t of f�ve or s�x m�les among these h�lls, �f you go at
the r�ght t�me after d�nner. But Mr. Heathcl�ff forms a s�ngular contrast
to h�s abode and style of l�v�ng. He �s a dark-sk�nned g�psy �n aspect,
�n dress and manners a gentleman: that �s, as much a gentleman as
many a country squ�re: rather slovenly, perhaps, yet not look�ng
am�ss w�th h�s negl�gence, because he has an erect and handsome
f�gure; and rather morose. Poss�bly, some people m�ght suspect h�m
of a degree of under-bred pr�de; I have a sympathet�c chord w�th�n
that tells me �t �s noth�ng of the sort: I know, by �nst�nct, h�s reserve
spr�ngs from an avers�on to showy d�splays of feel�ng—to
man�festat�ons of mutual k�ndl�ness. He’ll love and hate equally
under cover, and esteem �t a spec�es of �mpert�nence to be loved or
hated aga�n. No, I’m runn�ng on too fast: I bestow my own attr�butes
over-l�berally on h�m. Mr. Heathcl�ff may have ent�rely d�ss�m�lar
reasons for keep�ng h�s hand out of the way when he meets a would-
be acqua�ntance, to those wh�ch actuate me. Let me hope my



const�tut�on �s almost pecul�ar: my dear mother used to say I should
never have a comfortable home; and only last summer I proved
myself perfectly unworthy of one.

Wh�le enjoy�ng a month of f�ne weather at the sea-coast, I was
thrown �nto the company of a most fasc�nat�ng creature: a real
goddess �n my eyes, as long as she took no not�ce of me. I “never
told my love” vocally; st�ll, �f looks have language, the merest �d�ot
m�ght have guessed I was over head and ears: she understood me
at last, and looked a return—the sweetest of all �mag�nable looks.
And what d�d I do? I confess �t w�th shame—shrunk �c�ly �nto myself,
l�ke a sna�l; at every glance ret�red colder and farther; t�ll f�nally the
poor �nnocent was led to doubt her own senses, and, overwhelmed
w�th confus�on at her supposed m�stake, persuaded her mamma to
decamp.

By th�s cur�ous turn of d�spos�t�on I have ga�ned the reputat�on of
del�berate heartlessness; how undeserved, I alone can apprec�ate.

I took a seat at the end of the hearthstone oppos�te that towards
wh�ch my landlord advanced, and f�lled up an �nterval of s�lence by
attempt�ng to caress the can�ne mother, who had left her nursery,
and was sneak�ng wolf�shly to the back of my legs, her l�p curled up,
and her wh�te teeth water�ng for a snatch. My caress provoked a
long, guttural gnarl.

“You’d better let the dog alone,” growled Mr. Heathcl�ff �n un�son,
check�ng f�ercer demonstrat�ons w�th a punch of h�s foot. “She’s not
accustomed to be spo�led—not kept for a pet.” Then, str�d�ng to a
s�de door, he shouted aga�n, “Joseph!”

Joseph mumbled �nd�st�nctly �n the depths of the cellar, but gave
no �nt�mat�on of ascend�ng; so h�s master d�ved down to h�m, leav�ng
me v�s-à-v�s the ruff�anly b�tch and a pa�r of gr�m shaggy sheep-dogs,
who shared w�th her a jealous guard�ansh�p over all my movements.
Not anx�ous to come �n contact w�th the�r fangs, I sat st�ll; but,
�mag�n�ng they would scarcely understand tac�t �nsults, I
unfortunately �ndulged �n w�nk�ng and mak�ng faces at the tr�o, and
some turn of my phys�ognomy so �rr�tated madam, that she suddenly
broke �nto a fury and leapt on my knees. I flung her back, and
hastened to �nterpose the table between us. Th�s proceed�ng



aroused the whole h�ve: half-a-dozen four-footed f�ends, of var�ous
s�zes and ages, �ssued from h�dden dens to the common centre. I felt
my heels and coat-laps pecul�ar subjects of assault; and parry�ng off
the larger combatants as effectually as I could w�th the poker, I was
constra�ned to demand, aloud, ass�stance from some of the
household �n re-establ�sh�ng peace.

Mr. Heathcl�ff and h�s man cl�mbed the cellar steps w�th vexat�ous
phlegm: I don’t th�nk they moved one second faster than usual,
though the hearth was an absolute tempest of worry�ng and yelp�ng.
Happ�ly, an �nhab�tant of the k�tchen made more d�spatch; a lusty
dame, w�th tucked-up gown, bare arms, and f�re-flushed cheeks,
rushed �nto the m�dst of us flour�sh�ng a fry�ng-pan: and used that
weapon, and her tongue, to such purpose, that the storm subs�ded
mag�cally, and she only rema�ned, heav�ng l�ke a sea after a h�gh
w�nd, when her master entered on the scene.

“What the dev�l �s the matter?” he asked, eye�ng me �n a manner
that I could �ll endure, after th�s �nhosp�table treatment.

“What the dev�l, �ndeed!” I muttered. “The herd of possessed sw�ne
could have had no worse sp�r�ts �n them than those an�mals of yours,
s�r. You m�ght as well leave a stranger w�th a brood of t�gers!”

“They won’t meddle w�th persons who touch noth�ng,” he
remarked, putt�ng the bottle before me, and restor�ng the d�splaced
table. “The dogs do r�ght to be v�g�lant. Take a glass of w�ne?”

“No, thank you.”
“Not b�tten, are you?”
“If I had been, I would have set my s�gnet on the b�ter.” Heathcl�ff’s

countenance relaxed �nto a gr�n.
“Come, come,” he sa�d, “you are flurr�ed, Mr. Lockwood. Here,

take a l�ttle w�ne. Guests are so exceed�ngly rare �n th�s house that I
and my dogs, I am w�ll�ng to own, hardly know how to rece�ve them.
Your health, s�r?”

I bowed and returned the pledge; beg�nn�ng to perce�ve that �t
would be fool�sh to s�t sulk�ng for the m�sbehav�our of a pack of curs;
bes�des, I felt loth to y�eld the fellow further amusement at my
expense; s�nce h�s humour took that turn. He—probably swayed by



prudent�al cons�derat�on of the folly of offend�ng a good tenant—
relaxed a l�ttle �n the lacon�c style of ch�pp�ng off h�s pronouns and
aux�l�ary verbs, and �ntroduced what he supposed would be a subject
of �nterest to me,—a d�scourse on the advantages and
d�sadvantages of my present place of ret�rement. I found h�m very
�ntell�gent on the top�cs we touched; and before I went home, I was
encouraged so far as to volunteer another v�s�t to-morrow. He
ev�dently w�shed no repet�t�on of my �ntrus�on. I shall go,
notw�thstand�ng. It �s aston�sh�ng how soc�able I feel myself
compared w�th h�m.



CHAPTER II

Yesterday afternoon set �n m�sty and cold. I had half a m�nd to
spend �t by my study f�re, �nstead of wad�ng through heath and mud
to Wuther�ng He�ghts. On com�ng up from d�nner, however, (N.B.—I
d�ne between twelve and one o’clock; the housekeeper, a matronly
lady, taken as a f�xture along w�th the house, could not, or would not,
comprehend my request that I m�ght be served at f�ve)—on mount�ng
the sta�rs w�th th�s lazy �ntent�on, and stepp�ng �nto the room, I saw a
servant-g�rl on her knees surrounded by brushes and coal-scuttles,
and ra�s�ng an �nfernal dust as she ext�ngu�shed the flames w�th
heaps of c�nders. Th�s spectacle drove me back �mmed�ately; I took
my hat, and, after a four-m�les’ walk, arr�ved at Heathcl�ff’s garden-
gate just �n t�me to escape the f�rst feathery flakes of a snow shower.

On that bleak h�ll top the earth was hard w�th a black frost, and the
a�r made me sh�ver through every l�mb. Be�ng unable to remove the
cha�n, I jumped over, and, runn�ng up the flagged causeway
bordered w�th straggl�ng gooseberry-bushes, knocked va�nly for
adm�ttance, t�ll my knuckles t�ngled and the dogs howled.

“Wretched �nmates!” I ejaculated, mentally, “you deserve perpetual
�solat�on from your spec�es for your churl�sh �nhosp�tal�ty. At least, I
would not keep my doors barred �n the day-t�me. I don’t care—I w�ll
get �n!” So resolved, I grasped the latch and shook �t vehemently.
V�negar-faced Joseph projected h�s head from a round w�ndow of the
barn.

“What are ye for?” he shouted. “T’ ma�ster’s down �’ t’ fowld. Go
round by th’ end o’ t’ la�th, �f ye went to spake to h�m.”

“Is there nobody �ns�de to open the door?” I hallooed, respons�vely.



“There’s nobbut t’ m�ss�s; and shoo’ll not oppen ’t an ye mak’ yer
flaysome d�ns t�ll neeght.”

“Why? Cannot you tell her whom I am, eh, Joseph?”
“Nor-ne me! I’ll hae no hend w�’t,” muttered the head, van�sh�ng.
The snow began to dr�ve th�ckly. I se�zed the handle to essay

another tr�al; when a young man w�thout coat, and shoulder�ng a
p�tchfork, appeared �n the yard beh�nd. He ha�led me to follow h�m,
and, after march�ng through a wash-house, and a paved area
conta�n�ng a coal-shed, pump, and p�geon-cot, we at length arr�ved
�n the huge, warm, cheerful apartment where I was formerly
rece�ved. It glowed del�ghtfully �n the rad�ance of an �mmense f�re,
compounded of coal, peat, and wood; and near the table, la�d for a
plent�ful even�ng meal, I was pleased to observe the “m�ss�s,” an
�nd�v�dual whose ex�stence I had never prev�ously suspected. I
bowed and wa�ted, th�nk�ng she would b�d me take a seat. She
looked at me, lean�ng back �n her cha�r, and rema�ned mot�onless
and mute.

“Rough weather!” I remarked. “I’m afra�d, Mrs. Heathcl�ff, the door
must bear the consequence of your servants’ le�sure attendance: I
had hard work to make them hear me.”

She never opened her mouth. I stared—she stared also: at any
rate, she kept her eyes on me �n a cool, regardless manner,
exceed�ngly embarrass�ng and d�sagreeable.

“S�t down,” sa�d the young man, gruffly. “He’ll be �n soon.”
I obeyed; and hemmed, and called the v�lla�n Juno, who de�gned,

at th�s second �nterv�ew, to move the extreme t�p of her ta�l, �n token
of own�ng my acqua�ntance.

“A beaut�ful an�mal!” I commenced aga�n. “Do you �ntend part�ng
w�th the l�ttle ones, madam?”

“They are not m�ne,” sa�d the am�able hostess, more repell�ngly
than Heathcl�ff h�mself could have repl�ed.

“Ah, your favour�tes are among these?” I cont�nued, turn�ng to an
obscure cush�on full of someth�ng l�ke cats.

“A strange cho�ce of favour�tes!” she observed scornfully.



Unluck�ly, �t was a heap of dead rabb�ts. I hemmed once more, and
drew closer to the hearth, repeat�ng my comment on the w�ldness of
the even�ng.

“You should not have come out,” she sa�d, r�s�ng and reach�ng
from the ch�mney-p�ece two of the pa�nted can�sters.

Her pos�t�on before was sheltered from the l�ght; now, I had a
d�st�nct v�ew of her whole f�gure and countenance. She was slender,
and apparently scarcely past g�rlhood: an adm�rable form, and the
most exqu�s�te l�ttle face that I have ever had the pleasure of
behold�ng; small features, very fa�r; flaxen r�nglets, or rather golden,
hang�ng loose on her del�cate neck; and eyes, had they been
agreeable �n express�on, that would have been �rres�st�ble:
fortunately for my suscept�ble heart, the only sent�ment they ev�nced
hovered between scorn and a k�nd of desperat�on, s�ngularly
unnatural to be detected there. The can�sters were almost out of her
reach; I made a mot�on to a�d her; she turned upon me as a m�ser
m�ght turn �f any one attempted to ass�st h�m �n count�ng h�s gold.

“I don’t want your help,” she snapped; “I can get them for myself.”
“I beg your pardon!” I hastened to reply.
“Were you asked to tea?” she demanded, ty�ng an apron over her

neat black frock, and stand�ng w�th a spoonful of the leaf po�sed over
the pot.

“I shall be glad to have a cup,” I answered.
“Were you asked?” she repeated.
“No,” I sa�d, half sm�l�ng. “You are the proper person to ask me.”
She flung the tea back, spoon and all, and resumed her cha�r �n a

pet; her forehead corrugated, and her red under-l�p pushed out, l�ke
a ch�ld’s ready to cry.

Meanwh�le, the young man had slung on to h�s person a dec�dedly
shabby upper garment, and, erect�ng h�mself before the blaze,
looked down on me from the corner of h�s eyes, for all the world as �f
there were some mortal feud unavenged between us. I began to
doubt whether he were a servant or not: h�s dress and speech were
both rude, ent�rely devo�d of the super�or�ty observable �n Mr. and
Mrs. Heathcl�ff; h�s th�ck brown curls were rough and uncult�vated,



h�s wh�skers encroached bear�shly over h�s cheeks, and h�s hands
were embrowned l�ke those of a common labourer: st�ll h�s bear�ng
was free, almost haughty, and he showed none of a domest�c’s
ass�du�ty �n attend�ng on the lady of the house. In the absence of
clear proofs of h�s cond�t�on, I deemed �t best to absta�n from not�c�ng
h�s cur�ous conduct; and, f�ve m�nutes afterwards, the entrance of
Heathcl�ff rel�eved me, �n some measure, from my uncomfortable
state.

“You see, s�r, I am come, accord�ng to prom�se!” I excla�med,
assum�ng the cheerful; “and I fear I shall be weather-bound for half
an hour, �f you can afford me shelter dur�ng that space.”

“Half an hour?” he sa�d, shak�ng the wh�te flakes from h�s clothes;
“I wonder you should select the th�ck of a snow-storm to ramble
about �n. Do you know that you run a r�sk of be�ng lost �n the
marshes? People fam�l�ar w�th these moors often m�ss the�r road on
such even�ngs; and I can tell you there �s no chance of a change at
present.”

“Perhaps I can get a gu�de among your lads, and he m�ght stay at
the Grange t�ll morn�ng—could you spare me one?”

“No, I could not.”
“Oh, �ndeed! Well, then, I must trust to my own sagac�ty.”
“Umph!”
“Are you go�ng to mak’ the tea?” demanded he of the shabby coat,

sh�ft�ng h�s feroc�ous gaze from me to the young lady.
“Is he to have any?” she asked, appeal�ng to Heathcl�ff.
“Get �t ready, w�ll you?” was the answer, uttered so savagely that I

started. The tone �n wh�ch the words were sa�d revealed a genu�ne
bad nature. I no longer felt �ncl�ned to call Heathcl�ff a cap�tal fellow.
When the preparat�ons were f�n�shed, he �nv�ted me w�th—“Now, s�r,
br�ng forward your cha�r.” And we all, �nclud�ng the rust�c youth, drew
round the table: an austere s�lence preva�l�ng wh�le we d�scussed our
meal.

I thought, �f I had caused the cloud, �t was my duty to make an
effort to d�spel �t. They could not every day s�t so gr�m and tac�turn;



and �t was �mposs�ble, however �ll-tempered they m�ght be, that the
un�versal scowl they wore was the�r every-day countenance.

“It �s strange,” I began, �n the �nterval of swallow�ng one cup of tea
and rece�v�ng another—“�t �s strange how custom can mould our
tastes and �deas: many could not �mag�ne the ex�stence of happ�ness
�n a l�fe of such complete ex�le from the world as you spend, Mr.
Heathcl�ff; yet, I’ll venture to say, that, surrounded by your fam�ly, and
w�th your am�able lady as the pres�d�ng gen�us over your home and
heart—”

“My am�able lady!” he �nterrupted, w�th an almost d�abol�cal sneer
on h�s face. “Where �s she—my am�able lady?”

“Mrs. Heathcl�ff, your w�fe, I mean.”
“Well, yes—oh, you would �nt�mate that her sp�r�t has taken the

post of m�n�ster�ng angel, and guards the fortunes of Wuther�ng
He�ghts, even when her body �s gone. Is that �t?”

Perce�v�ng myself �n a blunder, I attempted to correct �t. I m�ght
have seen there was too great a d�spar�ty between the ages of the
part�es to make �t l�kely that they were man and w�fe. One was about
forty: a per�od of mental v�gour at wh�ch men seldom cher�sh the
delus�on of be�ng marr�ed for love by g�rls: that dream �s reserved for
the solace of our decl�n�ng years. The other d�d not look seventeen.

Then �t flashed upon me—“The clown at my elbow, who �s dr�nk�ng
h�s tea out of a bas�n and eat�ng h�s bread w�th unwashed hands,
may be her husband: Heathcl�ff jun�or, of course. Here �s the
consequence of be�ng bur�ed al�ve: she has thrown herself away
upon that boor from sheer �gnorance that better �nd�v�duals ex�sted!
A sad p�ty—I must beware how I cause her to regret her cho�ce.” The
last reflect�on may seem conce�ted; �t was not. My ne�ghbour struck
me as border�ng on repuls�ve; I knew, through exper�ence, that I was
tolerably attract�ve.

“Mrs. Heathcl�ff �s my daughter-�n-law,” sa�d Heathcl�ff,
corroborat�ng my surm�se. He turned, as he spoke, a pecul�ar look �n
her d�rect�on: a look of hatred; unless he has a most perverse set of
fac�al muscles that w�ll not, l�ke those of other people, �nterpret the
language of h�s soul.



“Ah, certa�nly—I see now: you are the favoured possessor of the
benef�cent fa�ry,” I remarked, turn�ng to my ne�ghbour.

Th�s was worse than before: the youth grew cr�mson, and
clenched h�s f�st, w�th every appearance of a med�tated assault. But
he seemed to recollect h�mself presently, and smothered the storm �n
a brutal curse, muttered on my behalf: wh�ch, however, I took care
not to not�ce.

“Unhappy �n your conjectures, s�r,” observed my host; “we ne�ther
of us have the pr�v�lege of own�ng your good fa�ry; her mate �s dead.
I sa�d she was my daughter-�n-law: therefore, she must have marr�ed
my son.”

“And th�s young man �s—”
“Not my son, assuredly.”
Heathcl�ff sm�led aga�n, as �f �t were rather too bold a jest to

attr�bute the patern�ty of that bear to h�m.
“My name �s Hareton Earnshaw,” growled the other; “and I’d

counsel you to respect �t!”
“I’ve shown no d�srespect,” was my reply, laugh�ng �nternally at the

d�gn�ty w�th wh�ch he announced h�mself.
He f�xed h�s eye on me longer than I cared to return the stare, for

fear I m�ght be tempted e�ther to box h�s ears or render my h�lar�ty
aud�ble. I began to feel unm�stakably out of place �n that pleasant
fam�ly c�rcle. The d�smal sp�r�tual atmosphere overcame, and more
than neutral�sed, the glow�ng phys�cal comforts round me; and I
resolved to be caut�ous how I ventured under those rafters a th�rd
t�me.

The bus�ness of eat�ng be�ng concluded, and no one utter�ng a
word of soc�able conversat�on, I approached a w�ndow to exam�ne
the weather. A sorrowful s�ght I saw: dark n�ght com�ng down
prematurely, and sky and h�lls m�ngled �n one b�tter wh�rl of w�nd and
suffocat�ng snow.

“I don’t th�nk �t poss�ble for me to get home now w�thout a gu�de,” I
could not help excla�m�ng. “The roads w�ll be bur�ed already; and, �f
they were bare, I could scarcely d�st�ngu�sh a foot �n advance.”



“Hareton, dr�ve those dozen sheep �nto the barn porch. They’ll be
covered �f left �n the fold all n�ght: and put a plank before them,” sa�d
Heathcl�ff.

“How must I do?” I cont�nued, w�th r�s�ng �rr�tat�on.
There was no reply to my quest�on; and on look�ng round I saw

only Joseph br�ng�ng �n a pa�l of porr�dge for the dogs, and Mrs.
Heathcl�ff lean�ng over the f�re, d�vert�ng herself w�th burn�ng a
bundle of matches wh�ch had fallen from the ch�mney-p�ece as she
restored the tea-can�ster to �ts place. The former, when he had
depos�ted h�s burden, took a cr�t�cal survey of the room, and �n
cracked tones grated out—“Aw wonder how yah can fa�sh�on to
stand thear �’ �dleness un war, when all on ’ems goan out! Bud yah’re
a nowt, and �t’s no use talk�ng—yah’ll n�ver mend o’yer �ll ways, but
goa ra�ght to t’ d�v�l, l�ke yer mother afore ye!”

I �mag�ned, for a moment, that th�s p�ece of eloquence was
addressed to me; and, suff�c�ently enraged, stepped towards the
aged rascal w�th an �ntent�on of k�ck�ng h�m out of the door. Mrs.
Heathcl�ff, however, checked me by her answer.

“You scandalous old hypocr�te!” she repl�ed. “Are you not afra�d of
be�ng carr�ed away bod�ly, whenever you ment�on the dev�l’s name? I
warn you to refra�n from provok�ng me, or I’ll ask your abduct�on as a
spec�al favour! Stop! look here, Joseph,” she cont�nued, tak�ng a
long, dark book from a shelf; “I’ll show you how far I’ve progressed �n
the Black Art: I shall soon be competent to make a clear house of �t.
The red cow d�dn’t d�e by chance; and your rheumat�sm can hardly
be reckoned among prov�dent�al v�s�tat�ons!”

“Oh, w�cked, w�cked!” gasped the elder; “may the Lord del�ver us
from ev�l!”

“No, reprobate! you are a castaway—be off, or I’ll hurt you
ser�ously! I’ll have you all modelled �n wax and clay! and the f�rst who
passes the l�m�ts I f�x shall—I’ll not say what he shall be done to—
but, you’ll see! Go, I’m look�ng at you!”

The l�ttle w�tch put a mock mal�gn�ty �nto her beaut�ful eyes, and
Joseph, trembl�ng w�th s�ncere horror, hurr�ed out, pray�ng, and
ejaculat�ng “w�cked” as he went. I thought her conduct must be



prompted by a spec�es of dreary fun; and, now that we were alone, I
endeavoured to �nterest her �n my d�stress.

“Mrs. Heathcl�ff,” I sa�d earnestly, “you must excuse me for
troubl�ng you. I presume, because, w�th that face, I’m sure you
cannot help be�ng good-hearted. Do po�nt out some landmarks by
wh�ch I may know my way home: I have no more �dea how to get
there than you would have how to get to London!”

“Take the road you came,” she answered, ensconc�ng herself �n a
cha�r, w�th a candle, and the long book open before her. “It �s br�ef
adv�ce, but as sound as I can g�ve.”

“Then, �f you hear of me be�ng d�scovered dead �n a bog or a p�t
full of snow, your consc�ence won’t wh�sper that �t �s partly your
fault?”

“How so? I cannot escort you. They wouldn’t let me go to the end
of the garden wall.”

“You! I should be sorry to ask you to cross the threshold, for my
conven�ence, on such a n�ght,” I cr�ed. “I want you to tell me my way,
not to show �t: or else to persuade Mr. Heathcl�ff to g�ve me a gu�de.”

“Who? There �s h�mself, Earnshaw, Z�llah, Joseph and I. Wh�ch
would you have?”

“Are there no boys at the farm?”
“No; those are all.”
“Then, �t follows that I am compelled to stay.”
“That you may settle w�th your host. I have noth�ng to do w�th �t.”
“I hope �t w�ll be a lesson to you to make no more rash journeys on

these h�lls,” cr�ed Heathcl�ff’s stern vo�ce from the k�tchen entrance.
“As to stay�ng here, I don’t keep accommodat�ons for v�s�tors: you
must share a bed w�th Hareton or Joseph, �f you do.”

“I can sleep on a cha�r �n th�s room,” I repl�ed.
“No, no! A stranger �s a stranger, be he r�ch or poor: �t w�ll not su�t

me to perm�t any one the range of the place wh�le I am off guard!”
sa�d the unmannerly wretch.

W�th th�s �nsult my pat�ence was at an end. I uttered an express�on
of d�sgust, and pushed past h�m �nto the yard, runn�ng aga�nst



Earnshaw �n my haste. It was so dark that I could not see the means
of ex�t; and, as I wandered round, I heard another spec�men of the�r
c�v�l behav�our amongst each other. At f�rst the young man appeared
about to befr�end me.

“I’ll go w�th h�m as far as the park,” he sa�d.
“You’ll go w�th h�m to hell!” excla�med h�s master, or whatever

relat�on he bore. “And who �s to look after the horses, eh?”
“A man’s l�fe �s of more consequence than one even�ng’s neglect

of the horses: somebody must go,” murmured Mrs. Heathcl�ff, more
k�ndly than I expected.

“Not at your command!” retorted Hareton. “If you set store on h�m,
you’d better be qu�et.”

“Then I hope h�s ghost w�ll haunt you; and I hope Mr. Heathcl�ff w�ll
never get another tenant t�ll the Grange �s a ru�n,” she answered,
sharply.

“Hearken, hearken, shoo’s curs�ng on ’em!” muttered Joseph,
towards whom I had been steer�ng.

He sat w�th�n earshot, m�lk�ng the cows by the l�ght of a lantern,
wh�ch I se�zed unceremon�ously, and, call�ng out that I would send �t
back on the morrow, rushed to the nearest postern.

“Ma�ster, ma�ster, he’s stal�ng t’ lanthern!” shouted the anc�ent,
pursu�ng my retreat. “Hey, Gnasher! Hey, dog! Hey Wolf, holld h�m,
holld h�m!”

On open�ng the l�ttle door, two ha�ry monsters flew at my throat,
bear�ng me down, and ext�ngu�sh�ng the l�ght; wh�le a m�ngled guffaw
from Heathcl�ff and Hareton put the copestone on my rage and
hum�l�at�on. Fortunately, the beasts seemed more bent on stretch�ng
the�r paws, and yawn�ng, and flour�sh�ng the�r ta�ls, than devour�ng
me al�ve; but they would suffer no resurrect�on, and I was forced to
l�e t�ll the�r mal�gnant masters pleased to del�ver me: then, hatless
and trembl�ng w�th wrath, I ordered the m�screants to let me out—on
the�r per�l to keep me one m�nute longer—w�th several �ncoherent
threats of retal�at�on that, �n the�r �ndef�n�te depth of v�rulency,
smacked of K�ng Lear.



The vehemence of my ag�tat�on brought on a cop�ous bleed�ng at
the nose, and st�ll Heathcl�ff laughed, and st�ll I scolded. I don’t know
what would have concluded the scene, had there not been one
person at hand rather more rat�onal than myself, and more
benevolent than my enterta�ner. Th�s was Z�llah, the stout housew�fe;
who at length �ssued forth to �nqu�re �nto the nature of the uproar.
She thought that some of them had been lay�ng v�olent hands on me;
and, not dar�ng to attack her master, she turned her vocal art�llery
aga�nst the younger scoundrel.

“Well, Mr. Earnshaw,” she cr�ed, “I wonder what you’ll have aga�t
next? Are we go�ng to murder folk on our very door-stones? I see
th�s house w�ll never do for me—look at t’ poor lad, he’s fa�r chok�ng!
W�sht, w�sht; you mun’n’t go on so. Come �n, and I’ll cure that: there
now, hold ye st�ll.”

W�th these words she suddenly splashed a p�nt of �cy water down
my neck, and pulled me �nto the k�tchen. Mr. Heathcl�ff followed, h�s
acc�dental merr�ment exp�r�ng qu�ckly �n h�s hab�tual moroseness.

I was s�ck exceed�ngly, and d�zzy, and fa�nt; and thus compelled
perforce to accept lodg�ngs under h�s roof. He told Z�llah to g�ve me a
glass of brandy, and then passed on to the �nner room; wh�le she
condoled w�th me on my sorry pred�cament, and hav�ng obeyed h�s
orders, whereby I was somewhat rev�ved, ushered me to bed.



CHAPTER III

Wh�le lead�ng the way upsta�rs, she recommended that I should
h�de the candle, and not make a no�se; for her master had an odd
not�on about the chamber she would put me �n, and never let
anybody lodge there w�ll�ngly. I asked the reason. She d�d not know,
she answered: she had only l�ved there a year or two; and they had
so many queer go�ngs on, she could not beg�n to be cur�ous.

Too stupef�ed to be cur�ous myself, I fastened my door and
glanced round for the bed. The whole furn�ture cons�sted of a cha�r, a
clothes-press, and a large oak case, w�th squares cut out near the
top resembl�ng coach w�ndows. Hav�ng approached th�s structure, I
looked �ns�de, and perce�ved �t to be a s�ngular sort of old-fash�oned
couch, very conven�ently des�gned to obv�ate the necess�ty for every
member of the fam�ly hav�ng a room to h�mself. In fact, �t formed a
l�ttle closet, and the ledge of a w�ndow, wh�ch �t enclosed, served as
a table.

I sl�d back the panelled s�des, got �n w�th my l�ght, pulled them
together aga�n, and felt secure aga�nst the v�g�lance of Heathcl�ff,
and every one else.

The ledge, where I placed my candle, had a few m�ldewed books
p�led up �n one corner; and �t was covered w�th wr�t�ng scratched on
the pa�nt. Th�s wr�t�ng, however, was noth�ng but a name repeated �n
all k�nds of characters, large and small—Cather�ne Earnshaw, here
and there var�ed to Cather�ne Heathcl�ff, and then aga�n to Cather�ne
L�nton.

In vap�d l�stlessness I leant my head aga�nst the w�ndow, and
cont�nued spell�ng over Cather�ne Earnshaw—Heathcl�ff—L�nton, t�ll
my eyes closed; but they had not rested f�ve m�nutes when a glare of
wh�te letters started from the dark, as v�v�d as spectres—the a�r



swarmed w�th Cather�nes; and rous�ng myself to d�spel the obtrus�ve
name, I d�scovered my candle-w�ck recl�n�ng on one of the ant�que
volumes, and perfum�ng the place w�th an odour of roasted calf-sk�n.

I snuffed �t off, and, very �ll at ease under the �nfluence of cold and
l�nger�ng nausea, sat up and spread open the �njured tome on my
knee. It was a Testament, �n lean type, and smell�ng dreadfully
musty: a fly-leaf bore the �nscr�pt�on—“Cather�ne Earnshaw, her
book,” and a date some quarter of a century back.

I shut �t, and took up another and another, t�ll I had exam�ned all.
Cather�ne’s l�brary was select, and �ts state of d�lap�dat�on proved �t
to have been well used, though not altogether for a leg�t�mate
purpose: scarcely one chapter had escaped, a pen-and-�nk
commentary—at least the appearance of one—cover�ng every
morsel of blank that the pr�nter had left. Some were detached
sentences; other parts took the form of a regular d�ary, scrawled �n
an unformed, ch�ld�sh hand. At the top of an extra page (qu�te a
treasure, probably, when f�rst l�ghted on) I was greatly amused to
behold an excellent car�cature of my fr�end Joseph,—rudely, yet
powerfully sketched. An �mmed�ate �nterest k�ndled w�th�n me for the
unknown Cather�ne, and I began forthw�th to dec�pher her faded
h�eroglyph�cs.

“An awful Sunday,” commenced the paragraph beneath. “I w�sh
my father were back aga�n. H�ndley �s a detestable subst�tute—h�s
conduct to Heathcl�ff �s atroc�ous—H. and I are go�ng to rebel—we
took our �n�t�atory step th�s even�ng.

“All day had been flood�ng w�th ra�n; we could not go to church, so
Joseph must needs get up a congregat�on �n the garret; and, wh�le
H�ndley and h�s w�fe basked downsta�rs before a comfortable f�re—
do�ng anyth�ng but read�ng the�r B�bles, I’ll answer for �t—Heathcl�ff,
myself, and the unhappy ploughboy were commanded to take our
prayer-books, and mount: we were ranged �n a row, on a sack of
corn, groan�ng and sh�ver�ng, and hop�ng that Joseph would sh�ver
too, so that he m�ght g�ve us a short hom�ly for h�s own sake. A va�n
�dea! The serv�ce lasted prec�sely three hours; and yet my brother
had the face to excla�m, when he saw us descend�ng, ‘What, done
already?’ On Sunday even�ngs we used to be perm�tted to play, �f we



d�d not make much no�se; now a mere t�tter �s suff�c�ent to send us
�nto corners.

“‘You forget you have a master here,’ says the tyrant. ‘I’ll demol�sh
the f�rst who puts me out of temper! I �ns�st on perfect sobr�ety and
s�lence. Oh, boy! was that you? Frances darl�ng, pull h�s ha�r as you
go by: I heard h�m snap h�s f�ngers.’ Frances pulled h�s ha�r heart�ly,
and then went and seated herself on her husband’s knee, and there
they were, l�ke two bab�es, k�ss�ng and talk�ng nonsense by the hour
—fool�sh palaver that we should be ashamed of. We made ourselves
as snug as our means allowed �n the arch of the dresser. I had just
fastened our p�nafores together, and hung them up for a curta�n,
when �n comes Joseph, on an errand from the stables. He tears
down my hand�work, boxes my ears, and croaks:

“‘T’ ma�ster nobbut just bur�ed, and Sabbath not o’ered, und t’
sound o’ t’ gospel st�ll �’ yer lugs, and ye darr be la�k�ng! Shame on
ye! s�t ye down, �ll ch�lder! there’s good books eneugh �f ye’ll read
’em: s�t ye down, and th�nk o’ yer sowls!’

“Say�ng th�s, he compelled us so to square our pos�t�ons that we
m�ght rece�ve from the far-off f�re a dull ray to show us the text of the
lumber he thrust upon us. I could not bear the employment. I took my
d�ngy volume by the scroop, and hurled �t �nto the dog-kennel,
vow�ng I hated a good book. Heathcl�ff k�cked h�s to the same place.
Then there was a hubbub!

“‘Ma�ster H�ndley!’ shouted our chapla�n. ‘Ma�ster, coom h�ther!
M�ss Cathy’s r�ven th’ back off “Th’ Helmet o’ Salvat�on,” un’
Heathcl�ff’s pawsed h�s f�t �nto t’ f�rst part o’ “T’ Brooad Way to
Destruct�on!” It’s fa�r flaysome that ye let ’em go on th�s ga�t. Ech! th’
owd man wad ha’ laced ’em properly—but he’s goan!’

“H�ndley hurr�ed up from h�s parad�se on the hearth, and se�z�ng
one of us by the collar, and the other by the arm, hurled both �nto the
back-k�tchen; where, Joseph asseverated, ‘owd N�ck’ would fetch us
as sure as we were l�v�ng: and, so comforted, we each sought a
separate nook to awa�t h�s advent. I reached th�s book, and a pot of
�nk from a shelf, and pushed the house-door ajar to g�ve me l�ght,
and I have got the t�me on w�th wr�t�ng for twenty m�nutes; but my
compan�on �s �mpat�ent, and proposes that we should appropr�ate



the da�rywoman’s cloak, and have a scamper on the moors, under �ts
shelter. A pleasant suggest�on—and then, �f the surly old man come
�n, he may bel�eve h�s prophecy ver�f�ed—we cannot be damper, or
colder, �n the ra�n than we are here.”

* * * * * *

I suppose Cather�ne fulf�lled her project, for the next sentence took
up another subject: she waxed lachrymose.

“How l�ttle d�d I dream that H�ndley would ever make me cry so!”
she wrote. “My head aches, t�ll I cannot keep �t on the p�llow; and st�ll
I can’t g�ve over. Poor Heathcl�ff! H�ndley calls h�m a vagabond, and
won’t let h�m s�t w�th us, nor eat w�th us any more; and, he says, he
and I must not play together, and threatens to turn h�m out of the
house �f we break h�s orders. He has been blam�ng our father (how
dared he?) for treat�ng H. too l�berally; and swears he w�ll reduce h�m
to h�s r�ght place—”

* * * * * *

I began to nod drows�ly over the d�m page: my eye wandered from
manuscr�pt to pr�nt. I saw a red ornamented t�tle—“Seventy T�mes
Seven, and the F�rst of the Seventy-F�rst. A P�ous D�scourse
del�vered by the Reverend Jabez Branderham, �n the Chapel of
G�mmerden Sough.” And wh�le I was, half-consc�ously, worry�ng my
bra�n to guess what Jabez Branderham would make of h�s subject, I
sank back �n bed, and fell asleep. Alas, for the effects of bad tea and
bad temper! What else could �t be that made me pass such a terr�ble
n�ght? I don’t remember another that I can at all compare w�th �t
s�nce I was capable of suffer�ng.

I began to dream, almost before I ceased to be sens�ble of my
local�ty. I thought �t was morn�ng; and I had set out on my way home,
w�th Joseph for a gu�de. The snow lay yards deep �n our road; and,
as we floundered on, my compan�on wear�ed me w�th constant
reproaches that I had not brought a p�lgr�m’s staff: tell�ng me that I
could never get �nto the house w�thout one, and boastfully flour�sh�ng
a heavy-headed cudgel, wh�ch I understood to be so denom�nated.



For a moment I cons�dered �t absurd that I should need such a
weapon to ga�n adm�ttance �nto my own res�dence. Then a new �dea
flashed across me. I was not go�ng there: we were journey�ng to hear
the famous Jabez Branderham preach, from the text—“Seventy
T�mes Seven;” and e�ther Joseph, the preacher, or I had comm�tted
the “F�rst of the Seventy-F�rst,” and were to be publ�cly exposed and
excommun�cated.

We came to the chapel. I have passed �t really �n my walks, tw�ce
or thr�ce; �t l�es �n a hollow, between two h�lls: an elevated hollow,
near a swamp, whose peaty mo�sture �s sa�d to answer all the
purposes of embalm�ng on the few corpses depos�ted there. The roof
has been kept whole h�therto; but as the clergyman’s st�pend �s only
twenty pounds per annum, and a house w�th two rooms, threaten�ng
speed�ly to determ�ne �nto one, no clergyman w�ll undertake the
dut�es of pastor: espec�ally as �t �s currently reported that h�s flock
would rather let h�m starve than �ncrease the l�v�ng by one penny
from the�r own pockets. However, �n my dream, Jabez had a full and
attent�ve congregat�on; and he preached—good God! what a
sermon; d�v�ded �nto four hundred and n�nety parts, each fully equal
to an ord�nary address from the pulp�t, and each d�scuss�ng a
separate s�n! Where he searched for them, I cannot tell. He had h�s
pr�vate manner of �nterpret�ng the phrase, and �t seemed necessary
the brother should s�n d�fferent s�ns on every occas�on. They were of
the most cur�ous character: odd transgress�ons that I never �mag�ned
prev�ously.

Oh, how weary I grow. How I wr�thed, and yawned, and nodded,
and rev�ved! How I p�nched and pr�cked myself, and rubbed my
eyes, and stood up, and sat down aga�n, and nudged Joseph to
�nform me �f he would ever have done. I was condemned to hear all
out: f�nally, he reached the “F�rst of the Seventy-F�rst.” At that cr�s�s,
a sudden �nsp�rat�on descended on me; I was moved to r�se and
denounce Jabez Branderham as the s�nner of the s�n that no
Chr�st�an need pardon.

“S�r,” I excla�med, “s�tt�ng here w�th�n these four walls, at one
stretch, I have endured and forg�ven the four hundred and n�nety
heads of your d�scourse. Seventy t�mes seven t�mes have I plucked



up my hat and been about to depart—Seventy t�mes seven t�mes
have you preposterously forced me to resume my seat. The four
hundred and n�nety-f�rst �s too much. Fellow-martyrs, have at h�m!
Drag h�m down, and crush h�m to atoms, that the place wh�ch knows
h�m may know h�m no more!”

“Thou art the Man!” cr�ed Jabez, after a solemn pause, lean�ng
over h�s cush�on. “Seventy t�mes seven t�mes d�dst thou gap�ngly
contort thy v�sage—seventy t�mes seven d�d I take counsel w�th my
soul—Lo, th�s �s human weakness: th�s also may be absolved! The
F�rst of the Seventy-F�rst �s come. Brethren, execute upon h�m the
judgment wr�tten. Such honour have all H�s sa�nts!”

W�th that conclud�ng word, the whole assembly, exalt�ng the�r
p�lgr�m’s staves, rushed round me �n a body; and I, hav�ng no
weapon to ra�se �n self-defence, commenced grappl�ng w�th Joseph,
my nearest and most feroc�ous assa�lant, for h�s. In the confluence of
the mult�tude, several clubs crossed; blows, a�med at me, fell on
other sconces. Presently the whole chapel resounded w�th rapp�ngs
and counter rapp�ngs: every man’s hand was aga�nst h�s ne�ghbour;
and Branderham, unw�ll�ng to rema�n �dle, poured forth h�s zeal �n a
shower of loud taps on the boards of the pulp�t, wh�ch responded so
smartly that, at last, to my unspeakable rel�ef, they woke me. And
what was �t that had suggested the tremendous tumult? What had
played Jabez’s part �n the row? Merely the branch of a f�r-tree that
touched my latt�ce as the blast wa�led by, and rattled �ts dry cones
aga�nst the panes! I l�stened doubt�ngly an �nstant; detected the
d�sturber, then turned and dozed, and dreamt aga�n: �f poss�ble, st�ll
more d�sagreeably than before.

Th�s t�me, I remembered I was ly�ng �n the oak closet, and I heard
d�st�nctly the gusty w�nd, and the dr�v�ng of the snow; I heard, also,
the f�r bough repeat �ts teas�ng sound, and ascr�bed �t to the r�ght
cause: but �t annoyed me so much, that I resolved to s�lence �t, �f
poss�ble; and, I thought, I rose and endeavoured to unhasp the
casement. The hook was soldered �nto the staple: a c�rcumstance
observed by me when awake, but forgotten. “I must stop �t,
nevertheless!” I muttered, knock�ng my knuckles through the glass,



and stretch�ng an arm out to se�ze the �mportunate branch; �nstead of
wh�ch, my f�ngers closed on the f�ngers of a l�ttle, �ce-cold hand!

The �ntense horror of n�ghtmare came over me: I tr�ed to draw
back my arm, but the hand clung to �t, and a most melancholy vo�ce
sobbed,

“Let me �n—let me �n!”
“Who are you?” I asked, struggl�ng, meanwh�le, to d�sengage

myself.
“Cather�ne L�nton,” �t repl�ed, sh�ver�ngly (why d�d I th�nk of L�nton?

I had read Earnshaw twenty t�mes for L�nton)—“I’m come home: I’d
lost my way on the moor!”

As �t spoke, I d�scerned, obscurely, a ch�ld’s face look�ng through
the w�ndow. Terror made me cruel; and, f�nd�ng �t useless to attempt
shak�ng the creature off, I pulled �ts wr�st on to the broken pane, and
rubbed �t to and fro t�ll the blood ran down and soaked the
bedclothes: st�ll �t wa�led, “Let me �n!” and ma�nta�ned �ts tenac�ous
gr�p, almost madden�ng me w�th fear.

“How can I!” I sa�d at length. “Let me go, �f you want me to let you
�n!”

The f�ngers relaxed, I snatched m�ne through the hole, hurr�edly
p�led the books up �n a pyram�d aga�nst �t, and stopped my ears to
exclude the lamentable prayer.

I seemed to keep them closed above a quarter of an hour; yet, the
�nstant I l�stened aga�n, there was the doleful cry moan�ng on!

“Begone!” I shouted. “I’ll never let you �n, not �f you beg for twenty
years.”

“It �s twenty years,” mourned the vo�ce: “twenty years. I’ve been a
wa�f for twenty years!”

Thereat began a feeble scratch�ng outs�de, and the p�le of books
moved as �f thrust forward.

I tr�ed to jump up; but could not st�r a l�mb; and so yelled aloud, �n
a frenzy of fr�ght.

To my confus�on, I d�scovered the yell was not �deal: hasty
footsteps approached my chamber door; somebody pushed �t open,



w�th a v�gorous hand, and a l�ght gl�mmered through the squares at
the top of the bed. I sat shudder�ng, yet, and w�p�ng the persp�rat�on
from my forehead: the �ntruder appeared to hes�tate, and muttered to
h�mself.

At last, he sa�d, �n a half-wh�sper, pla�nly not expect�ng an answer,
“Is any one here?”
I cons�dered �t best to confess my presence; for I knew Heathcl�ff’s

accents, and feared he m�ght search further, �f I kept qu�et.
W�th th�s �ntent�on, I turned and opened the panels. I shall not

soon forget the effect my act�on produced.
Heathcl�ff stood near the entrance, �n h�s sh�rt and trousers; w�th a

candle dr�pp�ng over h�s f�ngers, and h�s face as wh�te as the wall
beh�nd h�m. The f�rst creak of the oak startled h�m l�ke an electr�c
shock: the l�ght leaped from h�s hold to a d�stance of some feet, and
h�s ag�tat�on was so extreme, that he could hardly p�ck �t up.

“It �s only your guest, s�r,” I called out, des�rous to spare h�m the
hum�l�at�on of expos�ng h�s coward�ce further. “I had the m�sfortune to
scream �n my sleep, ow�ng to a fr�ghtful n�ghtmare. I’m sorry I
d�sturbed you.”

“Oh, God confound you, Mr. Lockwood! I w�sh you were at the—”
commenced my host, sett�ng the candle on a cha�r, because he
found �t �mposs�ble to hold �t steady. “And who showed you up �nto
th�s room?” he cont�nued, crush�ng h�s na�ls �nto h�s palms, and
gr�nd�ng h�s teeth to subdue the max�llary convuls�ons. “Who was �t?
I’ve a good m�nd to turn them out of the house th�s moment?”

“It was your servant Z�llah,” I repl�ed, fl�ng�ng myself on to the floor,
and rap�dly resum�ng my garments. “I should not care �f you d�d, Mr.
Heathcl�ff; she r�chly deserves �t. I suppose that she wanted to get
another proof that the place was haunted, at my expense. Well, �t �s
—swarm�ng w�th ghosts and gobl�ns! You have reason �n shutt�ng �t
up, I assure you. No one w�ll thank you for a doze �n such a den!”

“What do you mean?” asked Heathcl�ff, “and what are you do�ng?
L�e down and f�n�sh out the n�ght, s�nce you are here; but, for
Heaven’s sake! don’t repeat that horr�d no�se: noth�ng could excuse
�t, unless you were hav�ng your throat cut!”



“If the l�ttle f�end had got �n at the w�ndow, she probably would
have strangled me!” I returned. “I’m not go�ng to endure the
persecut�ons of your hosp�table ancestors aga�n. Was not the
Reverend Jabez Branderham ak�n to you on the mother’s s�de? And
that m�nx, Cather�ne L�nton, or Earnshaw, or however she was called
—she must have been a changel�ng—w�cked l�ttle soul! She told me
she had been walk�ng the earth these twenty years: a just
pun�shment for her mortal transgress�ons, I’ve no doubt!”

Scarcely were these words uttered when I recollected the
assoc�at�on of Heathcl�ff’s w�th Cather�ne’s name �n the book, wh�ch
had completely sl�pped from my memory, t�ll thus awakened. I
blushed at my �ncons�derat�on: but, w�thout show�ng further
consc�ousness of the offence, I hastened to add—“The truth �s, s�r, I
passed the f�rst part of the n�ght �n—” Here I stopped afresh—I was
about to say “perus�ng those old volumes,” then �t would have
revealed my knowledge of the�r wr�tten, as well as the�r pr�nted,
contents; so, correct�ng myself, I went on—“�n spell�ng over the
name scratched on that w�ndow-ledge. A monotonous occupat�on,
calculated to set me asleep, l�ke count�ng, or—”

“What can you mean by talk�ng �n th�s way to me!” thundered
Heathcl�ff w�th savage vehemence. “How—how dare you, under my
roof?—God! he’s mad to speak so!” And he struck h�s forehead w�th
rage.

I d�d not know whether to resent th�s language or pursue my
explanat�on; but he seemed so powerfully affected that I took p�ty
and proceeded w�th my dreams; aff�rm�ng I had never heard the
appellat�on of “Cather�ne L�nton” before, but read�ng �t often over
produced an �mpress�on wh�ch person�f�ed �tself when I had no
longer my �mag�nat�on under control. Heathcl�ff gradually fell back
�nto the shelter of the bed, as I spoke; f�nally s�tt�ng down almost
concealed beh�nd �t. I guessed, however, by h�s �rregular and
�ntercepted breath�ng, that he struggled to vanqu�sh an excess of
v�olent emot�on. Not l�k�ng to show h�m that I had heard the confl�ct, I
cont�nued my to�lette rather no�s�ly, looked at my watch, and
sol�loqu�sed on the length of the n�ght: “Not three o’clock yet! I could



have taken oath �t had been s�x. T�me stagnates here: we must
surely have ret�red to rest at e�ght!”

“Always at n�ne �n w�nter, and r�se at four,” sa�d my host,
suppress�ng a groan: and, as I fanc�ed, by the mot�on of h�s arm’s
shadow, dash�ng a tear from h�s eyes. “Mr. Lockwood,” he added,
“you may go �nto my room: you’ll only be �n the way, com�ng
downsta�rs so early: and your ch�ld�sh outcry has sent sleep to the
dev�l for me.”

“And for me, too,” I repl�ed. “I’ll walk �n the yard t�ll dayl�ght, and
then I’ll be off; and you need not dread a repet�t�on of my �ntrus�on.
I’m now qu�te cured of seek�ng pleasure �n soc�ety, be �t country or
town. A sens�ble man ought to f�nd suff�c�ent company �n h�mself.”

“Del�ghtful company!” muttered Heathcl�ff. “Take the candle, and
go where you please. I shall jo�n you d�rectly. Keep out of the yard,
though, the dogs are uncha�ned; and the house—Juno mounts
sent�nel there, and—nay, you can only ramble about the steps and
passages. But, away w�th you! I’ll come �n two m�nutes!”

I obeyed, so far as to qu�t the chamber; when, �gnorant where the
narrow lobb�es led, I stood st�ll, and was w�tness, �nvoluntar�ly, to a
p�ece of superst�t�on on the part of my landlord wh�ch bel�ed, oddly,
h�s apparent sense. He got on to the bed, and wrenched open the
latt�ce, burst�ng, as he pulled at �t, �nto an uncontrollable pass�on of
tears. “Come �n! come �n!” he sobbed. “Cathy, do come. Oh, do—
once more! Oh! my heart’s darl�ng! hear me th�s t�me, Cather�ne, at
last!” The spectre showed a spectre’s ord�nary capr�ce: �t gave no
s�gn of be�ng; but the snow and w�nd wh�rled w�ldly through, even
reach�ng my stat�on, and blow�ng out the l�ght.

There was such angu�sh �n the gush of gr�ef that accompan�ed th�s
rav�ng, that my compass�on made me overlook �ts folly, and I drew
off, half angry to have l�stened at all, and vexed at hav�ng related my
r�d�culous n�ghtmare, s�nce �t produced that agony; though why was
beyond my comprehens�on. I descended caut�ously to the lower
reg�ons, and landed �n the back-k�tchen, where a gleam of f�re, raked
compactly together, enabled me to rek�ndle my candle. Noth�ng was
st�rr�ng except a br�ndled, grey cat, wh�ch crept from the ashes, and
saluted me w�th a querulous mew.



Two benches, shaped �n sect�ons of a c�rcle, nearly enclosed the
hearth; on one of these I stretched myself, and Gr�malk�n mounted
the other. We were both of us nodd�ng ere any one �nvaded our
retreat, and then �t was Joseph, shuffl�ng down a wooden ladder that
van�shed �n the roof, through a trap: the ascent to h�s garret, I
suppose. He cast a s�n�ster look at the l�ttle flame wh�ch I had ent�ced
to play between the r�bs, swept the cat from �ts elevat�on, and
bestow�ng h�mself �n the vacancy, commenced the operat�on of
stuff�ng a three-�nch p�pe w�th tobacco. My presence �n h�s sanctum
was ev�dently esteemed a p�ece of �mpudence too shameful for
remark: he s�lently appl�ed the tube to h�s l�ps, folded h�s arms, and
puffed away. I let h�m enjoy the luxury unannoyed; and after suck�ng
out h�s last wreath, and heav�ng a profound s�gh, he got up, and
departed as solemnly as he came.

A more elast�c footstep entered next; and now I opened my mouth
for a “good-morn�ng,” but closed �t aga�n, the salutat�on unach�eved;
for Hareton Earnshaw was perform�ng h�s or�son sotto voce, �n a
ser�es of curses d�rected aga�nst every object he touched, wh�le he
rummaged a corner for a spade or shovel to d�g through the dr�fts.
He glanced over the back of the bench, d�lat�ng h�s nostr�ls, and
thought as l�ttle of exchang�ng c�v�l�t�es w�th me as w�th my
compan�on the cat. I guessed, by h�s preparat�ons, that egress was
allowed, and, leav�ng my hard couch, made a movement to follow
h�m. He not�ced th�s, and thrust at an �nner door w�th the end of h�s
spade, �nt�mat�ng by an �nart�culate sound that there was the place
where I must go, �f I changed my local�ty.

It opened �nto the house, where the females were already ast�r;
Z�llah urg�ng flakes of flame up the ch�mney w�th a colossal bellows;
and Mrs. Heathcl�ff, kneel�ng on the hearth, read�ng a book by the
a�d of the blaze. She held her hand �nterposed between the furnace-
heat and her eyes, and seemed absorbed �n her occupat�on;
des�st�ng from �t only to ch�de the servant for cover�ng her w�th
sparks, or to push away a dog, now and then, that snoozled �ts nose
overforwardly �nto her face. I was surpr�sed to see Heathcl�ff there
also. He stood by the f�re, h�s back towards me, just f�n�sh�ng a
stormy scene w�th poor Z�llah; who ever and anon �nterrupted her



labour to pluck up the corner of her apron, and heave an �nd�gnant
groan.

“And you, you worthless—” he broke out as I entered, turn�ng to
h�s daughter-�n-law, and employ�ng an ep�thet as harmless as duck,
or sheep, but generally represented by a dash—. “There you are, at
your �dle tr�cks aga�n! The rest of them do earn the�r bread—you l�ve
on my char�ty! Put your trash away, and f�nd someth�ng to do. You
shall pay me for the plague of hav�ng you eternally �n my s�ght—do
you hear, damnable jade?”

“I’ll put my trash away, because you can make me �f I refuse,”
answered the young lady, clos�ng her book, and throw�ng �t on a
cha�r. “But I’ll not do anyth�ng, though you should swear your tongue
out, except what I please!”

Heathcl�ff l�fted h�s hand, and the speaker sprang to a safer
d�stance, obv�ously acqua�nted w�th �ts we�ght. Hav�ng no des�re to
be enterta�ned by a cat-and-dog combat, I stepped forward br�skly,
as �f eager to partake the warmth of the hearth, and �nnocent of any
knowledge of the �nterrupted d�spute. Each had enough decorum to
suspend further host�l�t�es: Heathcl�ff placed h�s f�sts, out of
temptat�on, �n h�s pockets; Mrs. Heathcl�ff curled her l�p, and walked
to a seat far off, where she kept her word by play�ng the part of a
statue dur�ng the rema�nder of my stay. That was not long. I decl�ned
jo�n�ng the�r breakfast, and, at the f�rst gleam of dawn, took an
opportun�ty of escap�ng �nto the free a�r, now clear, and st�ll, and cold
as �mpalpable �ce.

My landlord halloed for me to stop ere I reached the bottom of the
garden, and offered to accompany me across the moor. It was well
he d�d, for the whole h�ll-back was one b�llowy, wh�te ocean; the
swells and falls not �nd�cat�ng correspond�ng r�ses and depress�ons
�n the ground: many p�ts, at least, were f�lled to a level; and ent�re
ranges of mounds, the refuse of the quarr�es, blotted from the chart
wh�ch my yesterday’s walk left p�ctured �n my m�nd. I had remarked
on one s�de of the road, at �ntervals of s�x or seven yards, a l�ne of
upr�ght stones, cont�nued through the whole length of the barren:
these were erected and daubed w�th l�me on purpose to serve as
gu�des �n the dark, and also when a fall, l�ke the present, confounded



the deep swamps on e�ther hand w�th the f�rmer path: but, except�ng
a d�rty dot po�nt�ng up here and there, all traces of the�r ex�stence
had van�shed: and my compan�on found �t necessary to warn me
frequently to steer to the r�ght or left, when I �mag�ned I was
follow�ng, correctly, the w�nd�ngs of the road.

We exchanged l�ttle conversat�on, and he halted at the entrance of
Thrushcross Park, say�ng, I could make no error there. Our ad�eux
were l�m�ted to a hasty bow, and then I pushed forward, trust�ng to
my own resources; for the porter’s lodge �s untenanted as yet. The
d�stance from the gate to the grange �s two m�les; I bel�eve I
managed to make �t four, what w�th los�ng myself among the trees,
and s�nk�ng up to the neck �n snow: a pred�cament wh�ch only those
who have exper�enced �t can apprec�ate. At any rate, whatever were
my wander�ngs, the clock ch�med twelve as I entered the house; and
that gave exactly an hour for every m�le of the usual way from
Wuther�ng He�ghts.

My human f�xture and her satell�tes rushed to welcome me;
excla�m�ng, tumultuously, they had completely g�ven me up:
everybody conjectured that I per�shed last n�ght; and they were
wonder�ng how they must set about the search for my rema�ns. I b�d
them be qu�et, now that they saw me returned, and, benumbed to my
very heart, I dragged upsta�rs; whence, after putt�ng on dry clothes,
and pac�ng to and fro th�rty or forty m�nutes, to restore the an�mal
heat, I adjourned to my study, feeble as a k�tten: almost too much so
to enjoy the cheerful f�re and smok�ng coffee wh�ch the servant had
prepared for my refreshment.



CHAPTER IV

What va�n weathercocks we are! I, who had determ�ned to hold
myself �ndependent of all soc�al �ntercourse, and thanked my stars
that, at length, I had l�ghted on a spot where �t was next to
�mpract�cable—I, weak wretch, after ma�nta�n�ng t�ll dusk a struggle
w�th low sp�r�ts and sol�tude, was f�nally compelled to str�ke my
colours; and under pretence of ga�n�ng �nformat�on concern�ng the
necess�t�es of my establ�shment, I des�red Mrs. Dean, when she
brought �n supper, to s�t down wh�le I ate �t; hop�ng s�ncerely she
would prove a regular goss�p, and e�ther rouse me to an�mat�on or
lull me to sleep by her talk.

“You have l�ved here a cons�derable t�me,” I commenced; “d�d you
not say s�xteen years?”

“E�ghteen, s�r: I came when the m�stress was marr�ed, to wa�t on
her; after she d�ed, the master reta�ned me for h�s housekeeper.”

“Indeed.”
There ensued a pause. She was not a goss�p, I feared; unless

about her own affa�rs, and those could hardly �nterest me. However,
hav�ng stud�ed for an �nterval, w�th a f�st on e�ther knee, and a cloud
of med�tat�on over her ruddy countenance, she ejaculated—“Ah,
t�mes are greatly changed s�nce then!”

“Yes,” I remarked, “you’ve seen a good many alterat�ons, I
suppose?”

“I have: and troubles too,” she sa�d.
“Oh, I’ll turn the talk on my landlord’s fam�ly!” I thought to myself.

“A good subject to start! And that pretty g�rl-w�dow, I should l�ke to
know her h�story: whether she be a nat�ve of the country, or, as �s
more probable, an exot�c that the surly �nd�genae w�ll not recogn�se



for k�n.” W�th th�s �ntent�on I asked Mrs. Dean why Heathcl�ff let
Thrushcross Grange, and preferred l�v�ng �n a s�tuat�on and
res�dence so much �nfer�or. “Is he not r�ch enough to keep the estate
�n good order?” I �nqu�red.

“R�ch, s�r!” she returned. “He has nobody knows what money, and
every year �t �ncreases. Yes, yes, he’s r�ch enough to l�ve �n a f�ner
house than th�s: but he’s very near—close-handed; and, �f he had
meant to fl�t to Thrushcross Grange, as soon as he heard of a good
tenant he could not have borne to m�ss the chance of gett�ng a few
hundreds more. It �s strange people should be so greedy, when they
are alone �n the world!”

“He had a son, �t seems?”
“Yes, he had one—he �s dead.”
“And that young lady, Mrs. Heathcl�ff, �s h�s w�dow?”
“Yes.”
“Where d�d she come from or�g�nally?”
“Why, s�r, she �s my late master’s daughter: Cather�ne L�nton was

her ma�den name. I nursed her, poor th�ng! I d�d w�sh Mr. Heathcl�ff
would remove here, and then we m�ght have been together aga�n.”

“What! Cather�ne L�nton?” I excla�med, aston�shed. But a m�nute’s
reflect�on conv�nced me �t was not my ghostly Cather�ne. “Then,” I
cont�nued, “my predecessor’s name was L�nton?”

“It was.”
“And who �s that Earnshaw: Hareton Earnshaw, who l�ves w�th Mr.

Heathcl�ff? Are they relat�ons?”
“No; he �s the late Mrs. L�nton’s nephew.”
“The young lady’s cous�n, then?”
“Yes; and her husband was her cous�n also: one on the mother’s,

the other on the father’s s�de: Heathcl�ff marr�ed Mr. L�nton’s s�ster.”
“I see the house at Wuther�ng He�ghts has ‘Earnshaw’ carved over

the front door. Are they an old fam�ly?”
“Very old, s�r; and Hareton �s the last of them, as our M�ss Cathy �s

of us—I mean, of the L�ntons. Have you been to Wuther�ng He�ghts?
I beg pardon for ask�ng; but I should l�ke to hear how she �s!”



“Mrs. Heathcl�ff? she looked very well, and very handsome; yet, I
th�nk, not very happy.”

“Oh dear, I don’t wonder! And how d�d you l�ke the master?”
“A rough fellow, rather, Mrs. Dean. Is not that h�s character?
“Rough as a saw-edge, and hard as wh�nstone! The less you

meddle w�th h�m the better.”
“He must have had some ups and downs �n l�fe to make h�m such

a churl. Do you know anyth�ng of h�s h�story?”
“It’s a cuckoo’s, s�r—I know all about �t: except where he was born,

and who were h�s parents, and how he got h�s money at f�rst. And
Hareton has been cast out l�ke an unfledged dunnock! The
unfortunate lad �s the only one �n all th�s par�sh that does not guess
how he has been cheated.”

“Well, Mrs. Dean, �t w�ll be a char�table deed to tell me someth�ng
of my ne�ghbours: I feel I shall not rest �f I go to bed; so be good
enough to s�t and chat an hour.”

“Oh, certa�nly, s�r! I’ll just fetch a l�ttle sew�ng, and then I’ll s�t as
long as you please. But you’ve caught cold: I saw you sh�ver�ng, and
you must have some gruel to dr�ve �t out.”

The worthy woman bustled off, and I crouched nearer the f�re; my
head felt hot, and the rest of me ch�ll: moreover, I was exc�ted,
almost to a p�tch of fool�shness, through my nerves and bra�n. Th�s
caused me to feel, not uncomfortable, but rather fearful (as I am st�ll)
of ser�ous effects from the �nc�dents of to-day and yesterday. She
returned presently, br�ng�ng a smok�ng bas�n and a basket of work;
and, hav�ng placed the former on the hob, drew �n her seat, ev�dently
pleased to f�nd me so compan�onable.

Before I came to l�ve here, she commenced—wa�t�ng no farther
�nv�tat�on to her story—I was almost always at Wuther�ng He�ghts;
because my mother had nursed Mr. H�ndley Earnshaw, that was
Hareton’s father, and I got used to play�ng w�th the ch�ldren: I ran
errands too, and helped to make hay, and hung about the farm ready
for anyth�ng that anybody would set me to. One f�ne summer
morn�ng—�t was the beg�nn�ng of harvest, I remember—Mr.
Earnshaw, the old master, came downsta�rs, dressed for a journey;



and, after he had told Joseph what was to be done dur�ng the day,
he turned to H�ndley, and Cathy, and me—for I sat eat�ng my
porr�dge w�th them—and he sa�d, speak�ng to h�s son, “Now, my
bonny man, I’m go�ng to L�verpool to-day, what shall I br�ng you? You
may choose what you l�ke: only let �t be l�ttle, for I shall walk there
and back: s�xty m�les each way, that �s a long spell!” H�ndley named
a f�ddle, and then he asked M�ss Cathy; she was hardly s�x years
old, but she could r�de any horse �n the stable, and she chose a
wh�p. He d�d not forget me; for he had a k�nd heart, though he was
rather severe somet�mes. He prom�sed to br�ng me a pocketful of
apples and pears, and then he k�ssed h�s ch�ldren, sa�d good-bye,
and set off.

It seemed a long wh�le to us all—the three days of h�s absence—
and often d�d l�ttle Cathy ask when he would be home. Mrs.
Earnshaw expected h�m by supper-t�me on the th�rd even�ng, and
she put the meal off hour after hour; there were no s�gns of h�s
com�ng, however, and at last the ch�ldren got t�red of runn�ng down to
the gate to look. Then �t grew dark; she would have had them to bed,
but they begged sadly to be allowed to stay up; and, just about
eleven o’clock, the door-latch was ra�sed qu�etly, and �n stepped the
master. He threw h�mself �nto a cha�r, laugh�ng and groan�ng, and b�d
them all stand off, for he was nearly k�lled—he would not have such
another walk for the three k�ngdoms.

“And at the end of �t to be fl�ghted to death!” he sa�d, open�ng h�s
great-coat, wh�ch he held bundled up �n h�s arms. “See here, w�fe! I
was never so beaten w�th anyth�ng �n my l�fe: but you must e’en take
�t as a g�ft of God; though �t’s as dark almost as �f �t came from the
dev�l.”

We crowded round, and over M�ss Cathy’s head I had a peep at a
d�rty, ragged, black-ha�red ch�ld; b�g enough both to walk and talk:
�ndeed, �ts face looked older than Cather�ne’s; yet when �t was set on
�ts feet, �t only stared round, and repeated over and over aga�n some
g�bber�sh that nobody could understand. I was fr�ghtened, and Mrs.
Earnshaw was ready to fl�ng �t out of doors: she d�d fly up, ask�ng
how he could fash�on to br�ng that g�psy brat �nto the house, when
they had the�r own ba�rns to feed and fend for? What he meant to do



w�th �t, and whether he were mad? The master tr�ed to expla�n the
matter; but he was really half dead w�th fat�gue, and all that I could
make out, amongst her scold�ng, was a tale of h�s see�ng �t starv�ng,
and houseless, and as good as dumb, �n the streets of L�verpool,
where he p�cked �t up and �nqu�red for �ts owner. Not a soul knew to
whom �t belonged, he sa�d; and h�s money and t�me be�ng both
l�m�ted, he thought �t better to take �t home w�th h�m at once, than run
�nto va�n expenses there: because he was determ�ned he would not
leave �t as he found �t. Well, the conclus�on was, that my m�stress
grumbled herself calm; and Mr. Earnshaw told me to wash �t, and
g�ve �t clean th�ngs, and let �t sleep w�th the ch�ldren.

H�ndley and Cathy contented themselves w�th look�ng and
l�sten�ng t�ll peace was restored: then, both began search�ng the�r
father’s pockets for the presents he had prom�sed them. The former
was a boy of fourteen, but when he drew out what had been a f�ddle,
crushed to morsels �n the great-coat, he blubbered aloud; and Cathy,
when she learned the master had lost her wh�p �n attend�ng on the
stranger, showed her humour by gr�nn�ng and sp�tt�ng at the stup�d
l�ttle th�ng; earn�ng for her pa�ns a sound blow from her father, to
teach her cleaner manners. They ent�rely refused to have �t �n bed
w�th them, or even �n the�r room; and I had no more sense, so I put �t
on the land�ng of the sta�rs, hop�ng �t m�ght be gone on the morrow.
By chance, or else attracted by hear�ng h�s vo�ce, �t crept to Mr.
Earnshaw’s door, and there he found �t on qu�tt�ng h�s chamber.
Inqu�r�es were made as to how �t got there; I was obl�ged to confess,
and �n recompense for my coward�ce and �nhuman�ty was sent out of
the house.

Th�s was Heathcl�ff’s f�rst �ntroduct�on to the fam�ly. On com�ng
back a few days afterwards (for I d�d not cons�der my ban�shment
perpetual), I found they had chr�stened h�m “Heathcl�ff”: �t was the
name of a son who d�ed �n ch�ldhood, and �t has served h�m ever
s�nce, both for Chr�st�an and surname. M�ss Cathy and he were now
very th�ck; but H�ndley hated h�m: and to say the truth I d�d the same;
and we plagued and went on w�th h�m shamefully: for I wasn’t
reasonable enough to feel my �njust�ce, and the m�stress never put �n
a word on h�s behalf when she saw h�m wronged.



He seemed a sullen, pat�ent ch�ld; hardened, perhaps, to �ll-
treatment: he would stand H�ndley’s blows w�thout w�nk�ng or
shedd�ng a tear, and my p�nches moved h�m only to draw �n a breath
and open h�s eyes, as �f he had hurt h�mself by acc�dent, and nobody
was to blame. Th�s endurance made old Earnshaw fur�ous, when he
d�scovered h�s son persecut�ng the poor fatherless ch�ld, as he called
h�m. He took to Heathcl�ff strangely, bel�ev�ng all he sa�d (for that
matter, he sa�d prec�ous l�ttle, and generally the truth), and pett�ng
h�m up far above Cathy, who was too m�sch�evous and wayward for
a favour�te.

So, from the very beg�nn�ng, he bred bad feel�ng �n the house; and
at Mrs. Earnshaw’s death, wh�ch happened �n less than two years
after, the young master had learned to regard h�s father as an
oppressor rather than a fr�end, and Heathcl�ff as a usurper of h�s
parent’s affect�ons and h�s pr�v�leges; and he grew b�tter w�th
brood�ng over these �njur�es. I sympath�sed a wh�le; but when the
ch�ldren fell �ll of the measles, and I had to tend them, and take on
me the cares of a woman at once, I changed my �dea. Heathcl�ff was
dangerously s�ck; and wh�le he lay at the worst he would have me
constantly by h�s p�llow: I suppose he felt I d�d a good deal for h�m,
and he hadn’t w�t to guess that I was compelled to do �t. However, I
w�ll say th�s, he was the qu�etest ch�ld that ever nurse watched over.
The d�fference between h�m and the others forced me to be less
part�al. Cathy and her brother harassed me terr�bly: he was as
uncompla�n�ng as a lamb; though hardness, not gentleness, made
h�m g�ve l�ttle trouble.

He got through, and the doctor aff�rmed �t was �n a great measure
ow�ng to me, and pra�sed me for my care. I was va�n of h�s
commendat�ons, and softened towards the be�ng by whose means I
earned them, and thus H�ndley lost h�s last ally: st�ll I couldn’t dote on
Heathcl�ff, and I wondered often what my master saw to adm�re so
much �n the sullen boy; who never, to my recollect�on, repa�d h�s
�ndulgence by any s�gn of grat�tude. He was not �nsolent to h�s
benefactor, he was s�mply �nsens�ble; though know�ng perfectly the
hold he had on h�s heart, and consc�ous he had only to speak and all
the house would be obl�ged to bend to h�s w�shes. As an �nstance, I
remember Mr. Earnshaw once bought a couple of colts at the par�sh



fa�r, and gave the lads each one. Heathcl�ff took the handsomest, but
�t soon fell lame, and when he d�scovered �t, he sa�d to H�ndley—

“You must exchange horses w�th me: I don’t l�ke m�ne; and �f you
won’t I shall tell your father of the three thrash�ngs you’ve g�ven me
th�s week, and show h�m my arm, wh�ch �s black to the shoulder.”
H�ndley put out h�s tongue, and cuffed h�m over the ears. “You’d
better do �t at once,” he pers�sted, escap�ng to the porch (they were
�n the stable): “you w�ll have to: and �f I speak of these blows, you’ll
get them aga�n w�th �nterest.” “Off, dog!” cr�ed H�ndley, threaten�ng
h�m w�th an �ron we�ght used for we�gh�ng potatoes and hay. “Throw
�t,” he repl�ed, stand�ng st�ll, “and then I’ll tell how you boasted that
you would turn me out of doors as soon as he d�ed, and see whether
he w�ll not turn you out d�rectly.” H�ndley threw �t, h�tt�ng h�m on the
breast, and down he fell, but staggered up �mmed�ately, breathless
and wh�te; and, had not I prevented �t, he would have gone just so to
the master, and got full revenge by lett�ng h�s cond�t�on plead for h�m,
�nt�mat�ng who had caused �t. “Take my colt, G�psy, then!” sa�d young
Earnshaw. “And I pray that he may break your neck: take h�m, and
be damned, you beggarly �nterloper! and wheedle my father out of all
he has: only afterwards show h�m what you are, �mp of Satan.—And
take that, I hope he’ll k�ck out your bra�ns!”

Heathcl�ff had gone to loose the beast, and sh�ft �t to h�s own stall;
he was pass�ng beh�nd �t, when H�ndley f�n�shed h�s speech by
knock�ng h�m under �ts feet, and w�thout stopp�ng to exam�ne
whether h�s hopes were fulf�lled, ran away as fast as he could. I was
surpr�sed to w�tness how coolly the ch�ld gathered h�mself up, and
went on w�th h�s �ntent�on; exchang�ng saddles and all, and then
s�tt�ng down on a bundle of hay to overcome the qualm wh�ch the
v�olent blow occas�oned, before he entered the house. I persuaded
h�m eas�ly to let me lay the blame of h�s bru�ses on the horse: he
m�nded l�ttle what tale was told s�nce he had what he wanted. He
compla�ned so seldom, �ndeed, of such st�rs as these, that I really
thought h�m not v�nd�ct�ve: I was dece�ved completely, as you w�ll
hear.



CHAPTER V

In the course of t�me Mr. Earnshaw began to fa�l. He had been
act�ve and healthy, yet h�s strength left h�m suddenly; and when he
was conf�ned to the ch�mney-corner he grew gr�evously �rr�table. A
noth�ng vexed h�m; and suspected sl�ghts of h�s author�ty nearly
threw h�m �nto f�ts. Th�s was espec�ally to be remarked �f any one
attempted to �mpose upon, or dom�neer over, h�s favour�te: he was
pa�nfully jealous lest a word should be spoken am�ss to h�m;
seem�ng to have got �nto h�s head the not�on that, because he l�ked
Heathcl�ff, all hated, and longed to do h�m an �ll-turn. It was a
d�sadvantage to the lad; for the k�nder among us d�d not w�sh to fret
the master, so we humoured h�s part�al�ty; and that humour�ng was
r�ch nour�shment to the ch�ld’s pr�de and black tempers. St�ll �t
became �n a manner necessary; tw�ce, or thr�ce, H�ndley’s
man�festat�on of scorn, wh�le h�s father was near, roused the old man
to a fury: he se�zed h�s st�ck to str�ke h�m, and shook w�th rage that
he could not do �t.

At last, our curate (we had a curate then who made the l�v�ng
answer by teach�ng the l�ttle L�ntons and Earnshaws, and farm�ng h�s
b�t of land h�mself) adv�sed that the young man should be sent to
college; and Mr. Earnshaw agreed, though w�th a heavy sp�r�t, for he
sa�d—“H�ndley was nought, and would never thr�ve as where he
wandered.”

I hoped heart�ly we should have peace now. It hurt me to th�nk the
master should be made uncomfortable by h�s own good deed. I
fanc�ed the d�scontent of age and d�sease arose from h�s fam�ly
d�sagreements; as he would have �t that �t d�d: really, you know, s�r, �t
was �n h�s s�nk�ng frame. We m�ght have got on tolerably,
notw�thstand�ng, but for two people—M�ss Cathy, and Joseph, the



servant: you saw h�m, I daresay, up yonder. He was, and �s yet most
l�kely, the wear�somest self-r�ghteous Phar�see that ever ransacked a
B�ble to rake the prom�ses to h�mself and fl�ng the curses to h�s
ne�ghbours. By h�s knack of sermon�s�ng and p�ous d�scours�ng, he
contr�ved to make a great �mpress�on on Mr. Earnshaw; and the
more feeble the master became, the more �nfluence he ga�ned. He
was relentless �n worry�ng h�m about h�s soul’s concerns, and about
rul�ng h�s ch�ldren r�g�dly. He encouraged h�m to regard H�ndley as a
reprobate; and, n�ght after n�ght, he regularly grumbled out a long
str�ng of tales aga�nst Heathcl�ff and Cather�ne: always m�nd�ng to
flatter Earnshaw’s weakness by heap�ng the heav�est blame on the
latter.

Certa�nly she had ways w�th her such as I never saw a ch�ld take
up before; and she put all of us past our pat�ence f�fty t�mes and
oftener �n a day: from the hour she came downsta�rs t�ll the hour she
went to bed, we had not a m�nute’s secur�ty that she wouldn’t be �n
m�sch�ef. Her sp�r�ts were always at h�gh-water mark, her tongue
always go�ng—s�ng�ng, laugh�ng, and plagu�ng everybody who would
not do the same. A w�ld, w�cked sl�p she was—but she had the
bonn�est eye, the sweetest sm�le, and l�ghtest foot �n the par�sh: and,
after all, I bel�eve she meant no harm; for when once she made you
cry �n good earnest, �t seldom happened that she would not keep you
company, and obl�ge you to be qu�et that you m�ght comfort her. She
was much too fond of Heathcl�ff. The greatest pun�shment we could
�nvent for her was to keep her separate from h�m: yet she got ch�ded
more than any of us on h�s account. In play, she l�ked exceed�ngly to
act the l�ttle m�stress; us�ng her hands freely, and command�ng her
compan�ons: she d�d so to me, but I would not bear slapp�ng and
order�ng; and so I let her know.

Now, Mr. Earnshaw d�d not understand jokes from h�s ch�ldren: he
had always been str�ct and grave w�th them; and Cather�ne, on her
part, had no �dea why her father should be crosser and less pat�ent
�n h�s a�l�ng cond�t�on than he was �n h�s pr�me. H�s peev�sh reproofs
wakened �n her a naughty del�ght to provoke h�m: she was never so
happy as when we were all scold�ng her at once, and she defy�ng us
w�th her bold, saucy look, and her ready words; turn�ng Joseph’s
rel�g�ous curses �nto r�d�cule, ba�t�ng me, and do�ng just what her



father hated most—show�ng how her pretended �nsolence, wh�ch he
thought real, had more power over Heathcl�ff than h�s k�ndness: how
the boy would do her b�dd�ng �n anyth�ng, and h�s only when �t su�ted
h�s own �ncl�nat�on. After behav�ng as badly as poss�ble all day, she
somet�mes came fondl�ng to make �t up at n�ght. “Nay, Cathy,” the old
man would say, “I cannot love thee, thou’rt worse than thy brother.
Go, say thy prayers, ch�ld, and ask God’s pardon. I doubt thy mother
and I must rue that we ever reared thee!” That made her cry, at f�rst;
and then be�ng repulsed cont�nually hardened her, and she laughed
�f I told her to say she was sorry for her faults, and beg to be
forg�ven.

But the hour came, at last, that ended Mr. Earnshaw’s troubles on
earth. He d�ed qu�etly �n h�s cha�r one October even�ng, seated by
the f�re-s�de. A h�gh w�nd blustered round the house, and roared �n
the ch�mney: �t sounded w�ld and stormy, yet �t was not cold, and we
were all together—I, a l�ttle removed from the hearth, busy at my
kn�tt�ng, and Joseph read�ng h�s B�ble near the table (for the servants
generally sat �n the house then, after the�r work was done). M�ss
Cathy had been s�ck, and that made her st�ll; she leant aga�nst her
father’s knee, and Heathcl�ff was ly�ng on the floor w�th h�s head �n
her lap. I remember the master, before he fell �nto a doze, strok�ng
her bonny ha�r—�t pleased h�m rarely to see her gentle—and say�ng,
“Why canst thou not always be a good lass, Cathy?” And she turned
her face up to h�s, and laughed, and answered, “Why cannot you
always be a good man, father?” But as soon as she saw h�m vexed
aga�n, she k�ssed h�s hand, and sa�d she would s�ng h�m to sleep.
She began s�ng�ng very low, t�ll h�s f�ngers dropped from hers, and
h�s head sank on h�s breast. Then I told her to hush, and not st�r, for
fear she should wake h�m. We all kept as mute as m�ce a full half-
hour, and should have done so longer, only Joseph, hav�ng f�n�shed
h�s chapter, got up and sa�d that he must rouse the master for
prayers and bed. He stepped forward, and called h�m by name, and
touched h�s shoulder; but he would not move: so he took the candle
and looked at h�m. I thought there was someth�ng wrong as he set
down the l�ght; and se�z�ng the ch�ldren each by an arm, wh�spered
them to “frame upsta�rs, and make l�ttle d�n—they m�ght pray alone
that even�ng—he had summut to do.”



“I shall b�d father good-n�ght f�rst,” sa�d Cather�ne, putt�ng her arms
round h�s neck, before we could h�nder her. The poor th�ng
d�scovered her loss d�rectly—she screamed out—“Oh, he’s dead,
Heathcl�ff! he’s dead!” And they both set up a heart-break�ng cry.

I jo�ned my wa�l to the�rs, loud and b�tter; but Joseph asked what
we could be th�nk�ng of to roar �n that way over a sa�nt �n heaven. He
told me to put on my cloak and run to G�mmerton for the doctor and
the parson. I could not guess the use that e�ther would be of, then.
However, I went, through w�nd and ra�n, and brought one, the doctor,
back w�th me; the other sa�d he would come �n the morn�ng. Leav�ng
Joseph to expla�n matters, I ran to the ch�ldren’s room: the�r door
was ajar, I saw they had never la�n down, though �t was past
m�dn�ght; but they were calmer, and d�d not need me to console
them. The l�ttle souls were comfort�ng each other w�th better
thoughts than I could have h�t on: no parson �n the world ever
p�ctured heaven so beaut�fully as they d�d, �n the�r �nnocent talk; and,
wh�le I sobbed and l�stened, I could not help w�sh�ng we were all
there safe together.



CHAPTER VI

Mr. H�ndley came home to the funeral; and—a th�ng that amazed
us, and set the ne�ghbours goss�p�ng r�ght and left—he brought a
w�fe w�th h�m. What she was, and where she was born, he never
�nformed us: probably, she had ne�ther money nor name to
recommend her, or he would scarcely have kept the un�on from h�s
father.

She was not one that would have d�sturbed the house much on
her own account. Every object she saw, the moment she crossed the
threshold, appeared to del�ght her; and every c�rcumstance that took
place about her: except the prepar�ng for the bur�al, and the
presence of the mourners. I thought she was half s�lly, from her
behav�our wh�le that went on: she ran �nto her chamber, and made
me come w�th her, though I should have been dress�ng the ch�ldren:
and there she sat sh�ver�ng and clasp�ng her hands, and ask�ng
repeatedly—“Are they gone yet?” Then she began descr�b�ng w�th
hyster�cal emot�on the effect �t produced on her to see black; and
started, and trembled, and, at last, fell a-weep�ng—and when I asked
what was the matter, answered, she d�dn’t know; but she felt so
afra�d of dy�ng! I �mag�ned her as l�ttle l�kely to d�e as myself. She
was rather th�n, but young, and fresh-complex�oned, and her eyes
sparkled as br�ght as d�amonds. I d�d remark, to be sure, that
mount�ng the sta�rs made her breathe very qu�ck; that the least
sudden no�se set her all �n a qu�ver, and that she coughed
troublesomely somet�mes: but I knew noth�ng of what these
symptoms portended, and had no �mpulse to sympath�se w�th her.
We don’t �n general take to fore�gners here, Mr. Lockwood, unless
they take to us f�rst.



Young Earnshaw was altered cons�derably �n the three years of h�s
absence. He had grown sparer, and lost h�s colour, and spoke and
dressed qu�te d�fferently; and, on the very day of h�s return, he told
Joseph and me we must thenceforth quarter ourselves �n the back-
k�tchen, and leave the house for h�m. Indeed, he would have
carpeted and papered a small spare room for a parlour; but h�s w�fe
expressed such pleasure at the wh�te floor and huge glow�ng
f�replace, at the pewter d�shes and delf-case, and dog-kennel, and
the w�de space there was to move about �n where they usually sat,
that he thought �t unnecessary to her comfort, and so dropped the
�ntent�on.

She expressed pleasure, too, at f�nd�ng a s�ster among her new
acqua�ntance; and she prattled to Cather�ne, and k�ssed her, and ran
about w�th her, and gave her quant�t�es of presents, at the beg�nn�ng.
Her affect�on t�red very soon, however, and when she grew peev�sh,
H�ndley became tyrann�cal. A few words from her, ev�nc�ng a d�sl�ke
to Heathcl�ff, were enough to rouse �n h�m all h�s old hatred of the
boy. He drove h�m from the�r company to the servants, depr�ved h�m
of the �nstruct�ons of the curate, and �ns�sted that he should labour
out of doors �nstead; compell�ng h�m to do so as hard as any other
lad on the farm.

Heathcl�ff bore h�s degradat�on pretty well at f�rst, because Cathy
taught h�m what she learnt, and worked or played w�th h�m �n the
f�elds. They both prom�sed fa�r to grow up as rude as savages; the
young master be�ng ent�rely negl�gent how they behaved, and what
they d�d, so they kept clear of h�m. He would not even have seen
after the�r go�ng to church on Sundays, only Joseph and the curate
repr�manded h�s carelessness when they absented themselves; and
that rem�nded h�m to order Heathcl�ff a flogg�ng, and Cather�ne a fast
from d�nner or supper. But �t was one of the�r ch�ef amusements to
run away to the moors �n the morn�ng and rema�n there all day, and
the after pun�shment grew a mere th�ng to laugh at. The curate m�ght
set as many chapters as he pleased for Cather�ne to get by heart,
and Joseph m�ght thrash Heathcl�ff t�ll h�s arm ached; they forgot
everyth�ng the m�nute they were together aga�n: at least the m�nute
they had contr�ved some naughty plan of revenge; and many a t�me
I’ve cr�ed to myself to watch them grow�ng more reckless da�ly, and I



not dar�ng to speak a syllable, for fear of los�ng the small power I st�ll
reta�ned over the unfr�ended creatures. One Sunday even�ng, �t
chanced that they were ban�shed from the s�tt�ng-room, for mak�ng a
no�se, or a l�ght offence of the k�nd; and when I went to call them to
supper, I could d�scover them nowhere. We searched the house,
above and below, and the yard and stables; they were �nv�s�ble: and,
at last, H�ndley �n a pass�on told us to bolt the doors, and swore
nobody should let them �n that n�ght. The household went to bed;
and I, too, anx�ous to l�e down, opened my latt�ce and put my head
out to hearken, though �t ra�ned: determ�ned to adm�t them �n sp�te of
the proh�b�t�on, should they return. In a wh�le, I d�st�ngu�shed steps
com�ng up the road, and the l�ght of a lantern gl�mmered through the
gate. I threw a shawl over my head and ran to prevent them from
wak�ng Mr. Earnshaw by knock�ng. There was Heathcl�ff, by h�mself:
�t gave me a start to see h�m alone.

“Where �s M�ss Cather�ne?” I cr�ed hurr�edly. “No acc�dent, I
hope?” “At Thrushcross Grange,” he answered; “and I would have
been there too, but they had not the manners to ask me to stay.”
“Well, you w�ll catch �t!” I sa�d: “you’ll never be content t�ll you’re sent
about your bus�ness. What �n the world led you wander�ng to
Thrushcross Grange?” “Let me get off my wet clothes, and I’ll tell you
all about �t, Nelly,” he repl�ed. I b�d h�m beware of rous�ng the master,
and wh�le he undressed and I wa�ted to put out the candle, he
cont�nued—“Cathy and I escaped from the wash-house to have a
ramble at l�berty, and gett�ng a gl�mpse of the Grange l�ghts, we
thought we would just go and see whether the L�ntons passed the�r
Sunday even�ngs stand�ng sh�ver�ng �n corners, wh�le the�r father and
mother sat eat�ng and dr�nk�ng, and s�ng�ng and laugh�ng, and
burn�ng the�r eyes out before the f�re. Do you th�nk they do? Or
read�ng sermons, and be�ng catech�sed by the�r manservant, and set
to learn a column of Scr�pture names, �f they don’t answer properly?”
“Probably not,” I responded. “They are good ch�ldren, no doubt, and
don’t deserve the treatment you rece�ve, for your bad conduct.”
“Don’t cant, Nelly,” he sa�d: “nonsense! We ran from the top of the
He�ghts to the park, w�thout stopp�ng—Cather�ne completely beaten
�n the race, because she was barefoot. You’ll have to seek for her
shoes �n the bog to-morrow. We crept through a broken hedge,



groped our way up the path, and planted ourselves on a flower-plot
under the draw�ng-room w�ndow. The l�ght came from thence; they
had not put up the shutters, and the curta�ns were only half closed.
Both of us were able to look �n by stand�ng on the basement, and
cl�ng�ng to the ledge, and we saw—ah! �t was beaut�ful—a splend�d
place carpeted w�th cr�mson, and cr�mson-covered cha�rs and tables,
and a pure wh�te ce�l�ng bordered by gold, a shower of glass-drops
hang�ng �n s�lver cha�ns from the centre, and sh�mmer�ng w�th l�ttle
soft tapers. Old Mr. and Mrs. L�nton were not there; Edgar and h�s
s�sters had �t ent�rely to themselves. Shouldn’t they have been
happy? We should have thought ourselves �n heaven! And now,
guess what your good ch�ldren were do�ng? Isabella—I bel�eve she
�s eleven, a year younger than Cathy—lay scream�ng at the farther
end of the room, shr�ek�ng as �f w�tches were runn�ng red-hot
needles �nto her. Edgar stood on the hearth weep�ng s�lently, and �n
the m�ddle of the table sat a l�ttle dog, shak�ng �ts paw and yelp�ng;
wh�ch, from the�r mutual accusat�ons, we understood they had nearly
pulled �n two between them. The �d�ots! That was the�r pleasure! to
quarrel who should hold a heap of warm ha�r, and each beg�n to cry
because both, after struggl�ng to get �t, refused to take �t. We
laughed outr�ght at the petted th�ngs; we d�d desp�se them! When
would you catch me w�sh�ng to have what Cather�ne wanted? or f�nd
us by ourselves, seek�ng enterta�nment �n yell�ng, and sobb�ng, and
roll�ng on the ground, d�v�ded by the whole room? I’d not exchange,
for a thousand l�ves, my cond�t�on here, for Edgar L�nton’s at
Thrushcross Grange—not �f I m�ght have the pr�v�lege of fl�ng�ng
Joseph off the h�ghest gable, and pa�nt�ng the house-front w�th
H�ndley’s blood!”

“Hush, hush!” I �nterrupted. “St�ll you have not told me, Heathcl�ff,
how Cather�ne �s left beh�nd?”

“I told you we laughed,” he answered. “The L�ntons heard us, and
w�th one accord they shot l�ke arrows to the door; there was s�lence,
and then a cry, ‘Oh, mamma, mamma! Oh, papa! Oh, mamma, come
here. Oh, papa, oh!’ They really d�d howl out someth�ng �n that way.
We made fr�ghtful no�ses to terr�fy them st�ll more, and then we
dropped off the ledge, because somebody was draw�ng the bars,
and we felt we had better flee. I had Cathy by the hand, and was



urg�ng her on, when all at once she fell down. ‘Run, Heathcl�ff, run!’
she wh�spered. ‘They have let the bull-dog loose, and he holds me!’
The dev�l had se�zed her ankle, Nelly: I heard h�s abom�nable
snort�ng. She d�d not yell out—no! she would have scorned to do �t, �f
she had been sp�tted on the horns of a mad cow. I d�d, though: I
voc�ferated curses enough to ann�h�late any f�end �n Chr�stendom;
and I got a stone and thrust �t between h�s jaws, and tr�ed w�th all my
m�ght to cram �t down h�s throat. A beast of a servant came up w�th a
lantern, at last, shout�ng—‘Keep fast, Skulker, keep fast!’ He
changed h�s note, however, when he saw Skulker’s game. The dog
was throttled off; h�s huge, purple tongue hang�ng half a foot out of
h�s mouth, and h�s pendent l�ps stream�ng w�th bloody slaver. The
man took Cathy up; she was s�ck: not from fear, I’m certa�n, but from
pa�n. He carr�ed her �n; I followed, grumbl�ng execrat�ons and
vengeance. ‘What prey, Robert?’ hallooed L�nton from the entrance.
‘Skulker has caught a l�ttle g�rl, s�r,’ he repl�ed; ‘and there’s a lad
here,’ he added, mak�ng a clutch at me, ‘who looks an out-and-outer!
Very l�ke the robbers were for putt�ng them through the w�ndow to
open the doors to the gang after all were asleep, that they m�ght
murder us at the�r ease. Hold your tongue, you foul-mouthed th�ef,
you! you shall go to the gallows for th�s. Mr. L�nton, s�r, don’t lay by
your gun.’ ‘No, no, Robert,’ sa�d the old fool. ‘The rascals knew that
yesterday was my rent-day: they thought to have me cleverly. Come
�n; I’ll furn�sh them a recept�on. There, John, fasten the cha�n. G�ve
Skulker some water, Jenny. To beard a mag�strate �n h�s stronghold,
and on the Sabbath, too! Where w�ll the�r �nsolence stop? Oh, my
dear Mary, look here! Don’t be afra�d, �t �s but a boy—yet the v�lla�n
scowls so pla�nly �n h�s face; would �t not be a k�ndness to the
country to hang h�m at once, before he shows h�s nature �n acts as
well as features?’ He pulled me under the chandel�er, and Mrs.
L�nton placed her spectacles on her nose and ra�sed her hands �n
horror. The cowardly ch�ldren crept nearer also, Isabella l�sp�ng
—‘Fr�ghtful th�ng! Put h�m �n the cellar, papa. He’s exactly l�ke the
son of the fortune-teller that stole my tame pheasant. Isn’t he,
Edgar?’

“Wh�le they exam�ned me, Cathy came round; she heard the last
speech, and laughed. Edgar L�nton, after an �nqu�s�t�ve stare,



collected suff�c�ent w�t to recogn�se her. They see us at church, you
know, though we seldom meet them elsewhere. ‘That’s M�ss
Earnshaw?’ he wh�spered to h�s mother, ‘and look how Skulker has
b�tten her—how her foot bleeds!’

“‘M�ss Earnshaw? Nonsense!’ cr�ed the dame; ‘M�ss Earnshaw
scour�ng the country w�th a g�psy! And yet, my dear, the ch�ld �s �n
mourn�ng—surely �t �s—and she may be lamed for l�fe!’

“‘What culpable carelessness �n her brother!’ excla�med Mr. L�nton,
turn�ng from me to Cather�ne. ‘I’ve understood from Sh�elders’” (that
was the curate, s�r) “‘that he lets her grow up �n absolute
heathen�sm. But who �s th�s? Where d�d she p�ck up th�s compan�on?
Oho! I declare he �s that strange acqu�s�t�on my late ne�ghbour made,
�n h�s journey to L�verpool—a l�ttle Lascar, or an Amer�can or
Span�sh castaway.’

“‘A w�cked boy, at all events,’ remarked the old lady, ‘and qu�te
unf�t for a decent house! D�d you not�ce h�s language, L�nton? I’m
shocked that my ch�ldren should have heard �t.’

“I recommenced curs�ng—don’t be angry, Nelly—and so Robert
was ordered to take me off. I refused to go w�thout Cathy; he
dragged me �nto the garden, pushed the lantern �nto my hand,
assured me that Mr. Earnshaw should be �nformed of my behav�our,
and, b�dd�ng me march d�rectly, secured the door aga�n. The curta�ns
were st�ll looped up at one corner, and I resumed my stat�on as spy;
because, �f Cather�ne had w�shed to return, I �ntended shatter�ng
the�r great glass panes to a m�ll�on of fragments, unless they let her
out. She sat on the sofa qu�etly. Mrs. L�nton took off the grey cloak of
the da�ry-ma�d wh�ch we had borrowed for our excurs�on, shak�ng
her head and expostulat�ng w�th her, I suppose: she was a young
lady, and they made a d�st�nct�on between her treatment and m�ne.
Then the woman-servant brought a bas�n of warm water, and
washed her feet; and Mr. L�nton m�xed a tumbler of negus, and
Isabella empt�ed a plateful of cakes �nto her lap, and Edgar stood
gap�ng at a d�stance. Afterwards, they dr�ed and combed her
beaut�ful ha�r, and gave her a pa�r of enormous sl�ppers, and
wheeled her to the f�re; and I left her, as merry as she could be,
d�v�d�ng her food between the l�ttle dog and Skulker, whose nose she



p�nched as he ate; and k�ndl�ng a spark of sp�r�t �n the vacant blue
eyes of the L�ntons—a d�m reflect�on from her own enchant�ng face. I
saw they were full of stup�d adm�rat�on; she �s so �mmeasurably
super�or to them—to everybody on earth, �s she not, Nelly?”

“There w�ll more come of th�s bus�ness than you reckon on,” I
answered, cover�ng h�m up and ext�ngu�sh�ng the l�ght. “You are
�ncurable, Heathcl�ff; and Mr. H�ndley w�ll have to proceed to
extrem�t�es, see �f he won’t.” My words came truer than I des�red.
The luckless adventure made Earnshaw fur�ous. And then Mr.
L�nton, to mend matters, pa�d us a v�s�t h�mself on the morrow, and
read the young master such a lecture on the road he gu�ded h�s
fam�ly, that he was st�rred to look about h�m, �n earnest. Heathcl�ff
rece�ved no flogg�ng, but he was told that the f�rst word he spoke to
M�ss Cather�ne should ensure a d�sm�ssal; and Mrs. Earnshaw
undertook to keep her s�ster-�n-law �n due restra�nt when she
returned home; employ�ng art, not force: w�th force she would have
found �t �mposs�ble.



CHAPTER VII

Cathy stayed at Thrushcross Grange f�ve weeks: t�ll Chr�stmas. By
that t�me her ankle was thoroughly cured, and her manners much
�mproved. The m�stress v�s�ted her often �n the �nterval, and
commenced her plan of reform by try�ng to ra�se her self-respect w�th
f�ne clothes and flattery, wh�ch she took read�ly; so that, �nstead of a
w�ld, hatless l�ttle savage jump�ng �nto the house, and rush�ng to
squeeze us all breathless, there “l�ghted from a handsome black
pony a very d�gn�f�ed person, w�th brown r�nglets fall�ng from the
cover of a feathered beaver, and a long cloth hab�t, wh�ch she was
obl�ged to hold up w�th both hands that she m�ght sa�l �n. H�ndley
l�fted her from her horse, excla�m�ng del�ghtedly, “Why, Cathy, you
are qu�te a beauty! I should scarcely have known you: you look l�ke a
lady now. Isabella L�nton �s not to be compared w�th her, �s she,
Frances?” “Isabella has not her natural advantages,” repl�ed h�s w�fe:
“but she must m�nd and not grow w�ld aga�n here. Ellen, help M�ss
Cather�ne off w�th her th�ngs—Stay, dear, you w�ll d�sarrange your
curls—let me unt�e your hat.”

I removed the hab�t, and there shone forth beneath a grand pla�d
s�lk frock, wh�te trousers, and burn�shed shoes; and, wh�le her eyes
sparkled joyfully when the dogs came bound�ng up to welcome her,
she dared hardly touch them lest they should fawn upon her splend�d
garments. She k�ssed me gently: I was all flour mak�ng the
Chr�stmas cake, and �t would not have done to g�ve me a hug; and
then she looked round for Heathcl�ff. Mr. and Mrs. Earnshaw
watched anx�ously the�r meet�ng; th�nk�ng �t would enable them to
judge, �n some measure, what grounds they had for hop�ng to
succeed �n separat�ng the two fr�ends.



Heathcl�ff was hard to d�scover, at f�rst. If he were careless, and
uncared for, before Cather�ne’s absence, he had been ten t�mes
more so s�nce. Nobody but I even d�d h�m the k�ndness to call h�m a
d�rty boy, and b�d h�m wash h�mself, once a week; and ch�ldren of h�s
age seldom have a natural pleasure �n soap and water. Therefore,
not to ment�on h�s clothes, wh�ch had seen three months’ serv�ce �n
m�re and dust, and h�s th�ck uncombed ha�r, the surface of h�s face
and hands was d�smally beclouded. He m�ght well skulk beh�nd the
settle, on behold�ng such a br�ght, graceful damsel enter the house,
�nstead of a rough-headed counterpart of h�mself, as he expected.
“Is Heathcl�ff not here?” she demanded, pull�ng off her gloves, and
d�splay�ng f�ngers wonderfully wh�tened w�th do�ng noth�ng and
stay�ng �ndoors.

“Heathcl�ff, you may come forward,” cr�ed Mr. H�ndley, enjoy�ng h�s
d�scomf�ture, and grat�f�ed to see what a forb�dd�ng young blackguard
he would be compelled to present h�mself. “You may come and w�sh
M�ss Cather�ne welcome, l�ke the other servants.”

Cathy, catch�ng a gl�mpse of her fr�end �n h�s concealment, flew to
embrace h�m; she bestowed seven or e�ght k�sses on h�s cheek
w�th�n the second, and then stopped, and draw�ng back, burst �nto a
laugh, excla�m�ng, “Why, how very black and cross you look! and
how—how funny and gr�m! But that’s because I’m used to Edgar and
Isabella L�nton. Well, Heathcl�ff, have you forgotten me?”

She had some reason to put the quest�on, for shame and pr�de
threw double gloom over h�s countenance, and kept h�m �mmovable.

“Shake hands, Heathcl�ff,” sa�d Mr. Earnshaw, condescend�ngly;
“once �n a way that �s perm�tted.”

“I shall not,” repl�ed the boy, f�nd�ng h�s tongue at last; “I shall not
stand to be laughed at. I shall not bear �t!” And he would have broken
from the c�rcle, but M�ss Cathy se�zed h�m aga�n.

“I d�d not mean to laugh at you,” she sa�d; “I could not h�nder
myself: Heathcl�ff, shake hands at least! What are you sulky for? It
was only that you looked odd. If you wash your face and brush your
ha�r, �t w�ll be all r�ght: but you are so d�rty!”

She gazed concernedly at the dusky f�ngers she held �n her own,
and also at her dress; wh�ch she feared had ga�ned no



embell�shment from �ts contact w�th h�s.
“You needn’t have touched me!” he answered, follow�ng her eye

and snatch�ng away h�s hand. “I shall be as d�rty as I please: and I
l�ke to be d�rty, and I w�ll be d�rty.”

W�th that he dashed headforemost out of the room, am�d the
merr�ment of the master and m�stress, and to the ser�ous d�sturbance
of Cather�ne; who could not comprehend how her remarks should
have produced such an exh�b�t�on of bad temper.

After play�ng lady’s-ma�d to the new-comer, and putt�ng my cakes
�n the oven, and mak�ng the house and k�tchen cheerful w�th great
f�res, bef�tt�ng Chr�stmas-eve, I prepared to s�t down and amuse
myself by s�ng�ng carols, all alone; regardless of Joseph’s
aff�rmat�ons that he cons�dered the merry tunes I chose as next door
to songs. He had ret�red to pr�vate prayer �n h�s chamber, and Mr.
and Mrs. Earnshaw were engag�ng M�ssy’s attent�on by sundry gay
tr�fles bought for her to present to the l�ttle L�ntons, as an
acknowledgment of the�r k�ndness. They had �nv�ted them to spend
the morrow at Wuther�ng He�ghts, and the �nv�tat�on had been
accepted, on one cond�t�on: Mrs. L�nton begged that her darl�ngs
m�ght be kept carefully apart from that “naughty swear�ng boy.”

Under these c�rcumstances I rema�ned sol�tary. I smelt the r�ch
scent of the heat�ng sp�ces; and adm�red the sh�n�ng k�tchen utens�ls,
the pol�shed clock, decked �n holly, the s�lver mugs ranged on a tray
ready to be f�lled w�th mulled ale for supper; and above all, the
speckless pur�ty of my part�cular care—the scoured and well-swept
floor. I gave due �nward applause to every object, and then I
remembered how old Earnshaw used to come �n when all was t�d�ed,
and call me a cant lass, and sl�p a sh�ll�ng �nto my hand as a
Chr�stmas-box; and from that I went on to th�nk of h�s fondness for
Heathcl�ff, and h�s dread lest he should suffer neglect after death had
removed h�m: and that naturally led me to cons�der the poor lad’s
s�tuat�on now, and from s�ng�ng I changed my m�nd to cry�ng. It
struck me soon, however, there would be more sense �n
endeavour�ng to repa�r some of h�s wrongs than shedd�ng tears over
them: I got up and walked �nto the court to seek h�m. He was not far;



I found h�m smooth�ng the glossy coat of the new pony �n the stable,
and feed�ng the other beasts, accord�ng to custom.

“Make haste, Heathcl�ff!” I sa�d, “the k�tchen �s so comfortable; and
Joseph �s upsta�rs: make haste, and let me dress you smart before
M�ss Cathy comes out, and then you can s�t together, w�th the whole
hearth to yourselves, and have a long chatter t�ll bedt�me.”

He proceeded w�th h�s task, and never turned h�s head towards
me.

“Come—are you com�ng?” I cont�nued. “There’s a l�ttle cake for
each of you, nearly enough; and you’ll need half-an-hour’s donn�ng.”

I wa�ted f�ve m�nutes, but gett�ng no answer left h�m. Cather�ne
supped w�th her brother and s�ster-�n-law: Joseph and I jo�ned at an
unsoc�able meal, seasoned w�th reproofs on one s�de and sauc�ness
on the other. H�s cake and cheese rema�ned on the table all n�ght for
the fa�r�es. He managed to cont�nue work t�ll n�ne o’clock, and then
marched dumb and dour to h�s chamber. Cathy sat up late, hav�ng a
world of th�ngs to order for the recept�on of her new fr�ends: she
came �nto the k�tchen once to speak to her old one; but he was gone,
and she only stayed to ask what was the matter w�th h�m, and then
went back. In the morn�ng he rose early; and, as �t was a hol�day,
carr�ed h�s �ll-humour on to the moors; not re-appear�ng t�ll the fam�ly
were departed for church. Fast�ng and reflect�on seemed to have
brought h�m to a better sp�r�t. He hung about me for a wh�le, and
hav�ng screwed up h�s courage, excla�med abruptly—“Nelly, make
me decent, I’m go�ng to be good.”

“H�gh t�me, Heathcl�ff,” I sa�d; “you have gr�eved Cather�ne: she’s
sorry she ever came home, I daresay! It looks as �f you env�ed her,
because she �s more thought of than you.”

The not�on of envy�ng Cather�ne was �ncomprehens�ble to h�m, but
the not�on of gr�ev�ng her he understood clearly enough.

“D�d she say she was gr�eved?” he �nqu�red, look�ng very ser�ous.
“She cr�ed when I told her you were off aga�n th�s morn�ng.”
“Well, I cr�ed last n�ght,” he returned, “and I had more reason to cry

than she.”



“Yes: you had the reason of go�ng to bed w�th a proud heart and
an empty stomach,” sa�d I. “Proud people breed sad sorrows for
themselves. But, �f you be ashamed of your touch�ness, you must
ask pardon, m�nd, when she comes �n. You must go up and offer to
k�ss her, and say—you know best what to say; only do �t heart�ly, and
not as �f you thought her converted �nto a stranger by her grand
dress. And now, though I have d�nner to get ready, I’ll steal t�me to
arrange you so that Edgar L�nton shall look qu�te a doll bes�de you:
and that he does. You are younger, and yet, I’ll be bound, you are
taller and tw�ce as broad across the shoulders; you could knock h�m
down �n a tw�nkl�ng; don’t you feel that you could?”

Heathcl�ff’s face br�ghtened a moment; then �t was overcast afresh,
and he s�ghed.

“But, Nelly, �f I knocked h�m down twenty t�mes, that wouldn’t make
h�m less handsome or me more so. I w�sh I had l�ght ha�r and a fa�r
sk�n, and was dressed and behaved as well, and had a chance of
be�ng as r�ch as he w�ll be!”

“And cr�ed for mamma at every turn,” I added, “and trembled �f a
country lad heaved h�s f�st aga�nst you, and sat at home all day for a
shower of ra�n. Oh, Heathcl�ff, you are show�ng a poor sp�r�t! Come
to the glass, and I’ll let you see what you should w�sh. Do you mark
those two l�nes between your eyes; and those th�ck brows, that,
�nstead of r�s�ng arched, s�nk �n the m�ddle; and that couple of black
f�ends, so deeply bur�ed, who never open the�r w�ndows boldly, but
lurk gl�nt�ng under them, l�ke dev�l’s sp�es? W�sh and learn to smooth
away the surly wr�nkles, to ra�se your l�ds frankly, and change the
f�ends to conf�dent, �nnocent angels, suspect�ng and doubt�ng
noth�ng, and always see�ng fr�ends where they are not sure of foes.
Don’t get the express�on of a v�c�ous cur that appears to know the
k�cks �t gets are �ts dessert, and yet hates all the world, as well as the
k�cker, for what �t suffers.”

“In other words, I must w�sh for Edgar L�nton’s great blue eyes and
even forehead,” he repl�ed. “I do—and that won’t help me to them.”

“A good heart w�ll help you to a bonny face, my lad,” I cont�nued,
“�f you were a regular black; and a bad one w�ll turn the bonn�est �nto
someth�ng worse than ugly. And now that we’ve done wash�ng, and



comb�ng, and sulk�ng—tell me whether you don’t th�nk yourself
rather handsome? I’ll tell you, I do. You’re f�t for a pr�nce �n d�sgu�se.
Who knows but your father was Emperor of Ch�na, and your mother
an Ind�an queen, each of them able to buy up, w�th one week’s
�ncome, Wuther�ng He�ghts and Thrushcross Grange together? And
you were k�dnapped by w�cked sa�lors and brought to England. Were
I �n your place, I would frame h�gh not�ons of my b�rth; and the
thoughts of what I was should g�ve me courage and d�gn�ty to
support the oppress�ons of a l�ttle farmer!”

So I chattered on; and Heathcl�ff gradually lost h�s frown and
began to look qu�te pleasant, when all at once our conversat�on was
�nterrupted by a rumbl�ng sound mov�ng up the road and enter�ng the
court. He ran to the w�ndow and I to the door, just �n t�me to behold
the two L�ntons descend from the fam�ly carr�age, smothered �n
cloaks and furs, and the Earnshaws d�smount from the�r horses: they
often rode to church �n w�nter. Cather�ne took a hand of each of the
ch�ldren, and brought them �nto the house and set them before the
f�re, wh�ch qu�ckly put colour �nto the�r wh�te faces.

I urged my compan�on to hasten now and show h�s am�able
humour, and he w�ll�ngly obeyed; but �ll luck would have �t that, as he
opened the door lead�ng from the k�tchen on one s�de, H�ndley
opened �t on the other. They met, and the master, �rr�tated at see�ng
h�m clean and cheerful, or, perhaps, eager to keep h�s prom�se to
Mrs. L�nton, shoved h�m back w�th a sudden thrust, and angr�ly bade
Joseph “keep the fellow out of the room—send h�m �nto the garret t�ll
d�nner �s over. He’ll be cramm�ng h�s f�ngers �n the tarts and steal�ng
the fru�t, �f left alone w�th them a m�nute.”

“Nay, s�r,” I could not avo�d answer�ng, “he’ll touch noth�ng, not he:
and I suppose he must have h�s share of the da�nt�es as well as we.”

“He shall have h�s share of my hand, �f I catch h�m downsta�rs t�ll
dark,” cr�ed H�ndley. “Begone, you vagabond! What! you are
attempt�ng the coxcomb, are you? Wa�t t�ll I get hold of those elegant
locks—see �f I won’t pull them a b�t longer!”

“They are long enough already,” observed Master L�nton, peep�ng
from the doorway; “I wonder they don’t make h�s head ache. It’s l�ke
a colt’s mane over h�s eyes!”



He ventured th�s remark w�thout any �ntent�on to �nsult; but
Heathcl�ff’s v�olent nature was not prepared to endure the
appearance of �mpert�nence from one whom he seemed to hate,
even then, as a r�val. He se�zed a tureen of hot apple sauce (the f�rst
th�ng that came under h�s gr�p) and dashed �t full aga�nst the
speaker’s face and neck; who �nstantly commenced a lament that
brought Isabella and Cather�ne hurry�ng to the place. Mr. Earnshaw
snatched up the culpr�t d�rectly and conveyed h�m to h�s chamber;
where, doubtless, he adm�n�stered a rough remedy to cool the f�t of
pass�on, for he appeared red and breathless. I got the d�shcloth, and
rather sp�tefully scrubbed Edgar’s nose and mouth, aff�rm�ng �t
served h�m r�ght for meddl�ng. H�s s�ster began weep�ng to go home,
and Cathy stood by confounded, blush�ng for all.

“You should not have spoken to h�m!” she expostulated w�th
Master L�nton. “He was �n a bad temper, and now you’ve spo�lt your
v�s�t; and he’ll be flogged: I hate h�m to be flogged! I can’t eat my
d�nner. Why d�d you speak to h�m, Edgar?”

“I d�dn’t,” sobbed the youth, escap�ng from my hands, and f�n�sh�ng
the rema�nder of the pur�f�cat�on w�th h�s cambr�c pocket-
handkerch�ef. “I prom�sed mamma that I wouldn’t say one word to
h�m, and I d�dn’t.”

“Well, don’t cry,” repl�ed Cather�ne, contemptuously; “you’re not
k�lled. Don’t make more m�sch�ef; my brother �s com�ng: be qu�et!
Hush, Isabella! Has anybody hurt you?”

“There, there, ch�ldren—to your seats!” cr�ed H�ndley, bustl�ng �n.
“That brute of a lad has warmed me n�cely. Next t�me, Master Edgar,
take the law �nto your own f�sts—�t w�ll g�ve you an appet�te!”

The l�ttle party recovered �ts equan�m�ty at s�ght of the fragrant
feast. They were hungry after the�r r�de, and eas�ly consoled, s�nce
no real harm had befallen them. Mr. Earnshaw carved bount�ful
platefuls, and the m�stress made them merry w�th l�vely talk. I wa�ted
beh�nd her cha�r, and was pa�ned to behold Cather�ne, w�th dry eyes
and an �nd�fferent a�r, commence cutt�ng up the w�ng of a goose
before her. “An unfeel�ng ch�ld,” I thought to myself; “how l�ghtly she
d�sm�sses her old playmate’s troubles. I could not have �mag�ned her
to be so self�sh.” She l�fted a mouthful to her l�ps: then she set �t



down aga�n: her cheeks flushed, and the tears gushed over them.
She sl�pped her fork to the floor, and hast�ly d�ved under the cloth to
conceal her emot�on. I d�d not call her unfeel�ng long; for I perce�ved
she was �n purgatory throughout the day, and weary�ng to f�nd an
opportun�ty of gett�ng by herself, or pay�ng a v�s�t to Heathcl�ff, who
had been locked up by the master: as I d�scovered, on endeavour�ng
to �ntroduce to h�m a pr�vate mess of v�ctuals.

In the even�ng we had a dance. Cathy begged that he m�ght be
l�berated then, as Isabella L�nton had no partner: her entreat�es were
va�n, and I was appo�nted to supply the def�c�ency. We got r�d of all
gloom �n the exc�tement of the exerc�se, and our pleasure was
�ncreased by the arr�val of the G�mmerton band, muster�ng f�fteen
strong: a trumpet, a trombone, clar�onets, bassoons, French horns,
and a bass v�ol, bes�des s�ngers. They go the rounds of all the
respectable houses, and rece�ve contr�but�ons every Chr�stmas, and
we esteemed �t a f�rst-rate treat to hear them. After the usual carols
had been sung, we set them to songs and glees. Mrs. Earnshaw
loved the mus�c, and so they gave us plenty.

Cather�ne loved �t too: but she sa�d �t sounded sweetest at the top
of the steps, and she went up �n the dark: I followed. They shut the
house door below, never not�ng our absence, �t was so full of people.
She made no stay at the sta�rs’-head, but mounted farther, to the
garret where Heathcl�ff was conf�ned, and called h�m. He stubbornly
decl�ned answer�ng for a wh�le: she persevered, and f�nally
persuaded h�m to hold commun�on w�th her through the boards. I let
the poor th�ngs converse unmolested, t�ll I supposed the songs were
go�ng to cease, and the s�ngers to get some refreshment: then I
clambered up the ladder to warn her. Instead of f�nd�ng her outs�de, I
heard her vo�ce w�th�n. The l�ttle monkey had crept by the skyl�ght of
one garret, along the roof, �nto the skyl�ght of the other, and �t was
w�th the utmost d�ff�culty I could coax her out aga�n. When she d�d
come, Heathcl�ff came w�th her, and she �ns�sted that I should take
h�m �nto the k�tchen, as my fellow-servant had gone to a ne�ghbour’s,
to be removed from the sound of our “dev�l’s psalmody,” as �t pleased
h�m to call �t. I told them I �ntended by no means to encourage the�r
tr�cks: but as the pr�soner had never broken h�s fast s�nce
yesterday’s d�nner, I would w�nk at h�s cheat�ng Mr. H�ndley that



once. He went down: I set h�m a stool by the f�re, and offered h�m a
quant�ty of good th�ngs: but he was s�ck and could eat l�ttle, and my
attempts to enterta�n h�m were thrown away. He leant h�s two elbows
on h�s knees, and h�s ch�n on h�s hands and rema�ned rapt �n dumb
med�tat�on. On my �nqu�r�ng the subject of h�s thoughts, he answered
gravely—“I’m try�ng to settle how I shall pay H�ndley back. I don’t
care how long I wa�t, �f I can only do �t at last. I hope he w�ll not d�e
before I do!”

“For shame, Heathcl�ff!” sa�d I. “It �s for God to pun�sh w�cked
people; we should learn to forg�ve.”

“No, God won’t have the sat�sfact�on that I shall,” he returned. “I
only w�sh I knew the best way! Let me alone, and I’ll plan �t out: wh�le
I’m th�nk�ng of that I don’t feel pa�n.”

“But, Mr. Lockwood, I forget these tales cannot d�vert you. I’m
annoyed how I should dream of chatter�ng on at such a rate; and
your gruel cold, and you nodd�ng for bed! I could have told
Heathcl�ff’s h�story, all that you need hear, �n half a dozen words.”

* * * * *

Thus �nterrupt�ng herself, the housekeeper rose, and proceeded to
lay as�de her sew�ng; but I felt �ncapable of mov�ng from the hearth,
and I was very far from nodd�ng. “S�t st�ll, Mrs. Dean,” I cr�ed; “do s�t
st�ll another half-hour. You’ve done just r�ght to tell the story le�surely.
That �s the method I l�ke; and you must f�n�sh �t �n the same style. I
am �nterested �n every character you have ment�oned, more or less.”

“The clock �s on the stroke of eleven, s�r.”
“No matter—I’m not accustomed to go to bed �n the long hours.

One or two �s early enough for a person who l�es t�ll ten.”
“You shouldn’t l�e t�ll ten. There’s the very pr�me of the morn�ng

gone long before that t�me. A person who has not done one-half h�s
day’s work by ten o’clock, runs a chance of leav�ng the other half
undone.”

“Nevertheless, Mrs. Dean, resume your cha�r; because to-morrow
I �ntend lengthen�ng the n�ght t�ll afternoon. I prognost�cate for myself
an obst�nate cold, at least.”



“I hope not, s�r. Well, you must allow me to leap over some three
years; dur�ng that space Mrs. Earnshaw—”

“No, no, I’ll allow noth�ng of the sort! Are you acqua�nted w�th the
mood of m�nd �n wh�ch, �f you were seated alone, and the cat l�ck�ng
�ts k�tten on the rug before you, you would watch the operat�on so
�ntently that puss’s neglect of one ear would put you ser�ously out of
temper?”

“A terr�bly lazy mood, I should say.”
“On the contrary, a t�resomely act�ve one. It �s m�ne, at present;

and, therefore, cont�nue m�nutely. I perce�ve that people �n these
reg�ons acqu�re over people �n towns the value that a sp�der �n a
dungeon does over a sp�der �n a cottage, to the�r var�ous occupants;
and yet the deepened attract�on �s not ent�rely ow�ng to the s�tuat�on
of the looker-on. They do l�ve more �n earnest, more �n themselves,
and less �n surface, change, and fr�volous external th�ngs. I could
fancy a love for l�fe here almost poss�ble; and I was a f�xed
unbel�ever �n any love of a year’s stand�ng. One state resembles
sett�ng a hungry man down to a s�ngle d�sh, on wh�ch he may
concentrate h�s ent�re appet�te and do �t just�ce; the other, �ntroduc�ng
h�m to a table la�d out by French cooks: he can perhaps extract as
much enjoyment from the whole; but each part �s a mere atom �n h�s
regard and remembrance.”

“Oh! here we are the same as anywhere else, when you get to
know us,” observed Mrs. Dean, somewhat puzzled at my speech.

“Excuse me,” I responded; “you, my good fr�end, are a str�k�ng
ev�dence aga�nst that assert�on. Except�ng a few prov�nc�al�sms of
sl�ght consequence, you have no marks of the manners wh�ch I am
hab�tuated to cons�der as pecul�ar to your class. I am sure you have
thought a great deal more than the general�ty of servants th�nk. You
have been compelled to cult�vate your reflect�ve facult�es for want of
occas�ons for fr�tter�ng your l�fe away �n s�lly tr�fles.”

Mrs. Dean laughed.
“I certa�nly esteem myself a steady, reasonable k�nd of body,” she

sa�d; “not exactly from l�v�ng among the h�lls and see�ng one set of
faces, and one ser�es of act�ons, from year’s end to year’s end; but I
have undergone sharp d�sc�pl�ne, wh�ch has taught me w�sdom; and



then, I have read more than you would fancy, Mr. Lockwood. You
could not open a book �n th�s l�brary that I have not looked �nto, and
got someth�ng out of also: unless �t be that range of Greek and Lat�n,
and that of French; and those I know one from another: �t �s as much
as you can expect of a poor man’s daughter. However, �f I am to
follow my story �n true goss�p’s fash�on, I had better go on; and
�nstead of leap�ng three years, I w�ll be content to pass to the next
summer—the summer of 1778, that �s nearly twenty-three years
ago.”



CHAPTER VIII

On the morn�ng of a f�ne June day my f�rst bonny l�ttle nursl�ng,
and the last of the anc�ent Earnshaw stock, was born. We were busy
w�th the hay �n a far-away f�eld, when the g�rl that usually brought our
breakfasts came runn�ng an hour too soon across the meadow and
up the lane, call�ng me as she ran.

“Oh, such a grand ba�rn!” she panted out. “The f�nest lad that ever
breathed! But the doctor says m�ss�s must go: he says she’s been �n
a consumpt�on these many months. I heard h�m tell Mr. H�ndley: and
now she has noth�ng to keep her, and she’ll be dead before w�nter.
You must come home d�rectly. You’re to nurse �t, Nelly: to feed �t w�th
sugar and m�lk, and take care of �t day and n�ght. I w�sh I were you,
because �t w�ll be all yours when there �s no m�ss�s!”

“But �s she very �ll?” I asked, fl�ng�ng down my rake and ty�ng my
bonnet.

“I guess she �s; yet she looks bravely,” repl�ed the g�rl, “and she
talks as �f she thought of l�v�ng to see �t grow a man. She’s out of her
head for joy, �t’s such a beauty! If I were her I’m certa�n I should not
d�e: I should get better at the bare s�ght of �t, �n sp�te of Kenneth. I
was fa�rly mad at h�m. Dame Archer brought the cherub down to
master, �n the house, and h�s face just began to l�ght up, when the
old croaker steps forward, and says he—‘Earnshaw, �t’s a bless�ng
your w�fe has been spared to leave you th�s son. When she came, I
felt conv�nced we shouldn’t keep her long; and now, I must tell you,
the w�nter w�ll probably f�n�sh her. Don’t take on, and fret about �t too
much: �t can’t be helped. And bes�des, you should have known better
than to choose such a rush of a lass!’”

“And what d�d the master answer?” I �nqu�red.



“I th�nk he swore: but I d�dn’t m�nd h�m, I was stra�n�ng to see the
ba�rn,” and she began aga�n to descr�be �t rapturously. I, as zealous
as herself, hurr�ed eagerly home to adm�re, on my part; though I was
very sad for H�ndley’s sake. He had room �n h�s heart only for two
�dols—h�s w�fe and h�mself: he doted on both, and adored one, and I
couldn’t conce�ve how he would bear the loss.

When we got to Wuther�ng He�ghts, there he stood at the front
door; and, as I passed �n, I asked, “how was the baby?”

“Nearly ready to run about, Nell!” he repl�ed, putt�ng on a cheerful
sm�le.

“And the m�stress?” I ventured to �nqu�re; “the doctor says she’s—”
“Damn the doctor!” he �nterrupted, redden�ng. “Frances �s qu�te

r�ght: she’ll be perfectly well by th�s t�me next week. Are you go�ng
upsta�rs? w�ll you tell her that I’ll come, �f she’ll prom�se not to talk. I
left her because she would not hold her tongue; and she must—tell
her Mr. Kenneth says she must be qu�et.”

I del�vered th�s message to Mrs. Earnshaw; she seemed �n fl�ghty
sp�r�ts, and repl�ed merr�ly, “I hardly spoke a word, Ellen, and there
he has gone out tw�ce, cry�ng. Well, say I prom�se I won’t speak: but
that does not b�nd me not to laugh at h�m!”

Poor soul! T�ll w�th�n a week of her death that gay heart never
fa�led her; and her husband pers�sted doggedly, nay, fur�ously, �n
aff�rm�ng her health �mproved every day. When Kenneth warned h�m
that h�s med�c�nes were useless at that stage of the malady, and he
needn’t put h�m to further expense by attend�ng her, he retorted, “I
know you need not—she’s well—she does not want any more
attendance from you! She never was �n a consumpt�on. It was a
fever; and �t �s gone: her pulse �s as slow as m�ne now, and her
cheek as cool.”

He told h�s w�fe the same story, and she seemed to bel�eve h�m;
but one n�ght, wh�le lean�ng on h�s shoulder, �n the act of say�ng she
thought she should be able to get up to-morrow, a f�t of cough�ng
took her—a very sl�ght one—he ra�sed her �n h�s arms; she put her
two hands about h�s neck, her face changed, and she was dead.



As the g�rl had ant�c�pated, the ch�ld Hareton fell wholly �nto my
hands. Mr. Earnshaw, prov�ded he saw h�m healthy and never heard
h�m cry, was contented, as far as regarded h�m. For h�mself, he grew
desperate: h�s sorrow was of that k�nd that w�ll not lament. He ne�ther
wept nor prayed; he cursed and def�ed: execrated God and man,
and gave h�mself up to reckless d�ss�pat�on. The servants could not
bear h�s tyrann�cal and ev�l conduct long: Joseph and I were the only
two that would stay. I had not the heart to leave my charge; and
bes�des, you know, I had been h�s foster-s�ster, and excused h�s
behav�our more read�ly than a stranger would. Joseph rema�ned to
hector over tenants and labourers; and because �t was h�s vocat�on
to be where he had plenty of w�ckedness to reprove.

The master’s bad ways and bad compan�ons formed a pretty
example for Cather�ne and Heathcl�ff. H�s treatment of the latter was
enough to make a f�end of a sa�nt. And, truly, �t appeared as �f the lad
were possessed of someth�ng d�abol�cal at that per�od. He del�ghted
to w�tness H�ndley degrad�ng h�mself past redempt�on; and became
da�ly more notable for savage sullenness and feroc�ty. I could not
half tell what an �nfernal house we had. The curate dropped call�ng,
and nobody decent came near us, at last; unless Edgar L�nton’s
v�s�ts to M�ss Cathy m�ght be an except�on. At f�fteen she was the
queen of the country-s�de; she had no peer; and she d�d turn out a
haughty, headstrong creature! I own I d�d not l�ke her, after �nfancy
was past; and I vexed her frequently by try�ng to br�ng down her
arrogance: she never took an avers�on to me, though. She had a
wondrous constancy to old attachments: even Heathcl�ff kept h�s
hold on her affect�ons unalterably; and young L�nton, w�th all h�s
super�or�ty, found �t d�ff�cult to make an equally deep �mpress�on. He
was my late master: that �s h�s portra�t over the f�replace. It used to
hang on one s�de, and h�s w�fe’s on the other; but hers has been
removed, or else you m�ght see someth�ng of what she was. Can
you make that out?

Mrs. Dean ra�sed the candle, and I d�scerned a soft-featured face,
exceed�ngly resembl�ng the young lady at the He�ghts, but more
pens�ve and am�able �n express�on. It formed a sweet p�cture. The
long l�ght ha�r curled sl�ghtly on the temples; the eyes were large and
ser�ous; the f�gure almost too graceful. I d�d not marvel how



Cather�ne Earnshaw could forget her f�rst fr�end for such an
�nd�v�dual. I marvelled much how he, w�th a m�nd to correspond w�th
h�s person, could fancy my �dea of Cather�ne Earnshaw.

“A very agreeable portra�t,” I observed to the house-keeper. “Is �t
l�ke?”

“Yes,” she answered; “but he looked better when he was
an�mated; that �s h�s everyday countenance: he wanted sp�r�t �n
general.”

Cather�ne had kept up her acqua�ntance w�th the L�ntons s�nce her
f�ve-weeks’ res�dence among them; and as she had no temptat�on to
show her rough s�de �n the�r company, and had the sense to be
ashamed of be�ng rude where she exper�enced such �nvar�able
courtesy, she �mposed unw�tt�ngly on the old lady and gentleman by
her �ngen�ous cord�al�ty; ga�ned the adm�rat�on of Isabella, and the
heart and soul of her brother: acqu�s�t�ons that flattered her from the
f�rst—for she was full of amb�t�on—and led her to adopt a double
character w�thout exactly �ntend�ng to dece�ve any one. In the place
where she heard Heathcl�ff termed a “vulgar young ruff�an,” and
“worse than a brute,” she took care not to act l�ke h�m; but at home
she had small �ncl�nat�on to pract�se pol�teness that would only be
laughed at, and restra�n an unruly nature when �t would br�ng her
ne�ther cred�t nor pra�se.

Mr. Edgar seldom mustered courage to v�s�t Wuther�ng He�ghts
openly. He had a terror of Earnshaw’s reputat�on, and shrunk from
encounter�ng h�m; and yet he was always rece�ved w�th our best
attempts at c�v�l�ty: the master h�mself avo�ded offend�ng h�m,
know�ng why he came; and �f he could not be grac�ous, kept out of
the way. I rather th�nk h�s appearance there was d�stasteful to
Cather�ne; she was not artful, never played the coquette, and had
ev�dently an object�on to her two fr�ends meet�ng at all; for when
Heathcl�ff expressed contempt of L�nton �n h�s presence, she could
not half co�nc�de, as she d�d �n h�s absence; and when L�nton
ev�nced d�sgust and ant�pathy to Heathcl�ff, she dared not treat h�s
sent�ments w�th �nd�fference, as �f deprec�at�on of her playmate were
of scarcely any consequence to her. I’ve had many a laugh at her
perplex�t�es and untold troubles, wh�ch she va�nly strove to h�de from



my mockery. That sounds �ll-natured: but she was so proud �t
became really �mposs�ble to p�ty her d�stresses, t�ll she should be
chastened �nto more hum�l�ty. She d�d br�ng herself, f�nally, to
confess, and to conf�de �n me: there was not a soul else that she
m�ght fash�on �nto an adv�ser.

Mr. H�ndley had gone from home one afternoon, and Heathcl�ff
presumed to g�ve h�mself a hol�day on the strength of �t. He had
reached the age of s�xteen then, I th�nk, and w�thout hav�ng bad
features, or be�ng def�c�ent �n �ntellect, he contr�ved to convey an
�mpress�on of �nward and outward repuls�veness that h�s present
aspect reta�ns no traces of. In the f�rst place, he had by that t�me lost
the benef�t of h�s early educat�on: cont�nual hard work, begun soon
and concluded late, had ext�ngu�shed any cur�os�ty he once
possessed �n pursu�t of knowledge, and any love for books or
learn�ng. H�s ch�ldhood’s sense of super�or�ty, �nst�lled �nto h�m by the
favours of old Mr. Earnshaw, was faded away. He struggled long to
keep up an equal�ty w�th Cather�ne �n her stud�es, and y�elded w�th
po�gnant though s�lent regret: but he y�elded completely; and there
was no preva�l�ng on h�m to take a step �n the way of mov�ng upward,
when he found he must, necessar�ly, s�nk beneath h�s former level.
Then personal appearance sympath�sed w�th mental deter�orat�on:
he acqu�red a slouch�ng ga�t and �gnoble look; h�s naturally reserved
d�spos�t�on was exaggerated �nto an almost �d�ot�c excess of
unsoc�able moroseness; and he took a gr�m pleasure, apparently, �n
exc�t�ng the avers�on rather than the esteem of h�s few
acqua�ntances.

Cather�ne and he were constant compan�ons st�ll at h�s seasons of
resp�te from labour; but he had ceased to express h�s fondness for
her �n words, and reco�led w�th angry susp�c�on from her g�rl�sh
caresses, as �f consc�ous there could be no grat�f�cat�on �n lav�sh�ng
such marks of affect�on on h�m. On the before-named occas�on he
came �nto the house to announce h�s �ntent�on of do�ng noth�ng,
wh�le I was ass�st�ng M�ss Cathy to arrange her dress: she had not
reckoned on h�s tak�ng �t �nto h�s head to be �dle; and �mag�n�ng she
would have the whole place to herself, she managed, by some
means, to �nform Mr. Edgar of her brother’s absence, and was then
prepar�ng to rece�ve h�m.



“Cathy, are you busy th�s afternoon?” asked Heathcl�ff. “Are you
go�ng anywhere?”

“No, �t �s ra�n�ng,” she answered.
“Why have you that s�lk frock on, then?” he sa�d. “Nobody com�ng

here, I hope?”
“Not that I know of,” stammered M�ss: “but you should be �n the

f�eld now, Heathcl�ff. It �s an hour past d�nnert�me: I thought you were
gone.”

“H�ndley does not often free us from h�s accursed presence,”
observed the boy. “I’ll not work any more to-day: I’ll stay w�th you.”

“Oh, but Joseph w�ll tell,” she suggested; “you’d better go!”
“Joseph �s load�ng l�me on the further s�de of Pen�stone Crags; �t

w�ll take h�m t�ll dark, and he’ll never know.”
So, say�ng, he lounged to the f�re, and sat down. Cather�ne

reflected an �nstant, w�th kn�tted brows—she found �t needful to
smooth the way for an �ntrus�on. “Isabella and Edgar L�nton talked of
call�ng th�s afternoon,” she sa�d, at the conclus�on of a m�nute’s
s�lence. “As �t ra�ns, I hardly expect them; but they may come, and �f
they do, you run the r�sk of be�ng scolded for no good.”

“Order Ellen to say you are engaged, Cathy,” he pers�sted; “don’t
turn me out for those p�t�ful, s�lly fr�ends of yours! I’m on the po�nt,
somet�mes, of compla�n�ng that they—but I’ll not—”

“That they what?” cr�ed Cather�ne, gaz�ng at h�m w�th a troubled
countenance. “Oh, Nelly!” she added petulantly, jerk�ng her head
away from my hands, “you’ve combed my ha�r qu�te out of curl!
That’s enough; let me alone. What are you on the po�nt of
compla�n�ng about, Heathcl�ff?”

“Noth�ng—only look at the almanack on that wall;” he po�nted to a
framed sheet hang�ng near the w�ndow, and cont�nued, “The crosses
are for the even�ngs you have spent w�th the L�ntons, the dots for
those spent w�th me. Do you see? I’ve marked every day.”

“Yes—very fool�sh: as �f I took not�ce!” repl�ed Cather�ne, �n a
peev�sh tone. “And where �s the sense of that?”

“To show that I do take not�ce,” sa�d Heathcl�ff.



“And should I always be s�tt�ng w�th you?” she demanded, grow�ng
more �rr�tated. “What good do I get? What do you talk about? You
m�ght be dumb, or a baby, for anyth�ng you say to amuse me, or for
anyth�ng you do, e�ther!”

“You never told me before that I talked too l�ttle, or that you d�sl�ked
my company, Cathy!” excla�med Heathcl�ff, �n much ag�tat�on.

“It’s no company at all, when people know noth�ng and say
noth�ng,” she muttered.

Her compan�on rose up, but he hadn’t t�me to express h�s feel�ngs
further, for a horse’s feet were heard on the flags, and hav�ng
knocked gently, young L�nton entered, h�s face br�ll�ant w�th del�ght at
the unexpected summon she had rece�ved. Doubtless Cather�ne
marked the d�fference between her fr�ends, as one came �n and the
other went out. The contrast resembled what you see �n exchang�ng
a bleak, h�lly, coal country for a beaut�ful fert�le valley; and h�s vo�ce
and greet�ng were as oppos�te as h�s aspect. He had a sweet, low
manner of speak�ng, and pronounced h�s words as you do: that’s
less gruff than we talk here, and softer.

“I’m not come too soon, am I?” he sa�d, cast�ng a look at me: I had
begun to w�pe the plate, and t�dy some drawers at the far end �n the
dresser.

“No,” answered Cather�ne. “What are you do�ng there, Nelly?”
“My work, M�ss,” I repl�ed. (Mr. H�ndley had g�ven me d�rect�ons to

make a th�rd party �n any pr�vate v�s�ts L�nton chose to pay.)
She stepped beh�nd me and wh�spered crossly, “Take yourself and

your dusters off; when company are �n the house, servants don’t
commence scour�ng and clean�ng �n the room where they are!”

“It’s a good opportun�ty, now that master �s away,” I answered
aloud: “he hates me to be f�dget�ng over these th�ngs �n h�s
presence. I’m sure Mr. Edgar w�ll excuse me.”

“I hate you to be f�dget�ng �n my presence,” excla�med the young
lady �mper�ously, not allow�ng her guest t�me to speak: she had fa�led
to recover her equan�m�ty s�nce the l�ttle d�spute w�th Heathcl�ff.

“I’m sorry for �t, M�ss Cather�ne,” was my response; and I
proceeded ass�duously w�th my occupat�on.



She, suppos�ng Edgar could not see her, snatched the cloth from
my hand, and p�nched me, w�th a prolonged wrench, very sp�tefully
on the arm. I’ve sa�d I d�d not love her, and rather rel�shed mort�fy�ng
her van�ty now and then: bes�des, she hurt me extremely; so I
started up from my knees, and screamed out, “Oh, M�ss, that’s a
nasty tr�ck! You have no r�ght to n�p me, and I’m not go�ng to bear �t.”

“I d�dn’t touch you, you ly�ng creature!” cr�ed she, her f�ngers
t�ngl�ng to repeat the act, and her ears red w�th rage. She never had
power to conceal her pass�on, �t always set her whole complex�on �n
a blaze.

“What’s that, then?” I retorted, show�ng a dec�ded purple w�tness
to refute her.

She stamped her foot, wavered a moment, and then, �rres�st�bly
�mpelled by the naughty sp�r�t w�th�n her, slapped me on the cheek: a
st�ng�ng blow that f�lled both eyes w�th water.

“Cather�ne, love! Cather�ne!” �nterposed L�nton, greatly shocked at
the double fault of falsehood and v�olence wh�ch h�s �dol had
comm�tted.

“Leave the room, Ellen!” she repeated, trembl�ng all over.
L�ttle Hareton, who followed me everywhere, and was s�tt�ng near

me on the floor, at see�ng my tears commenced cry�ng h�mself, and
sobbed out compla�nts aga�nst “w�cked aunt Cathy,” wh�ch drew her
fury on to h�s unlucky head: she se�zed h�s shoulders, and shook h�m
t�ll the poor ch�ld waxed l�v�d, and Edgar thoughtlessly la�d hold of her
hands to del�ver h�m. In an �nstant one was wrung free, and the
aston�shed young man felt �t appl�ed over h�s own ear �n a way that
could not be m�staken for jest. He drew back �n consternat�on. I l�fted
Hareton �n my arms, and walked off to the k�tchen w�th h�m, leav�ng
the door of commun�cat�on open, for I was cur�ous to watch how they
would settle the�r d�sagreement. The �nsulted v�s�tor moved to the
spot where he had la�d h�s hat, pale and w�th a qu�ver�ng l�p.

“That’s r�ght!” I sa�d to myself. “Take warn�ng and begone! It’s a
k�ndness to let you have a gl�mpse of her genu�ne d�spos�t�on.”

“Where are you go�ng?” demanded Cather�ne, advanc�ng to the
door.



He swerved as�de, and attempted to pass.
“You must not go!” she excla�med, energet�cally.
“I must and shall!” he repl�ed �n a subdued vo�ce.
“No,” she pers�sted, grasp�ng the handle; “not yet, Edgar L�nton: s�t

down; you shall not leave me �n that temper. I should be m�serable
all n�ght, and I won’t be m�serable for you!”

“Can I stay after you have struck me?” asked L�nton.
Cather�ne was mute.
“You’ve made me afra�d and ashamed of you,” he cont�nued; “I’ll

not come here aga�n!”
Her eyes began to gl�sten and her l�ds to tw�nkle.
“And you told a del�berate untruth!” he sa�d.
“I d�dn’t!” she cr�ed, recover�ng her speech; “I d�d noth�ng

del�berately. Well, go, �f you please—get away! And now I’ll cry—I’ll
cry myself s�ck!”

She dropped down on her knees by a cha�r, and set to weep�ng �n
ser�ous earnest. Edgar persevered �n h�s resolut�on as far as the
court; there he l�ngered. I resolved to encourage h�m.

“M�ss �s dreadfully wayward, s�r,” I called out. “As bad as any
marred ch�ld: you’d better be r�d�ng home, or else she w�ll be s�ck,
only to gr�eve us.”

The soft th�ng looked askance through the w�ndow: he possessed
the power to depart as much as a cat possesses the power to leave
a mouse half k�lled, or a b�rd half eaten. Ah, I thought, there w�ll be
no sav�ng h�m: he’s doomed, and fl�es to h�s fate! And so �t was: he
turned abruptly, hastened �nto the house aga�n, shut the door beh�nd
h�m; and when I went �n a wh�le after to �nform them that Earnshaw
had come home rab�d drunk, ready to pull the whole place about our
ears (h�s ord�nary frame of m�nd �n that cond�t�on), I saw the quarrel
had merely effected a closer �nt�macy—had broken the outworks of
youthful t�m�d�ty, and enabled them to forsake the d�sgu�se of
fr�endsh�p, and confess themselves lovers.

Intell�gence of Mr. H�ndley’s arr�val drove L�nton speed�ly to h�s
horse, and Cather�ne to her chamber. I went to h�de l�ttle Hareton,



and to take the shot out of the master’s fowl�ng-p�ece, wh�ch he was
fond of play�ng w�th �n h�s �nsane exc�tement, to the hazard of the
l�ves of any who provoked, or even attracted h�s not�ce too much;
and I had h�t upon the plan of remov�ng �t, that he m�ght do less
m�sch�ef �f he d�d go the length of f�r�ng the gun.



CHAPTER IX

He entered, voc�ferat�ng oaths dreadful to hear; and caught me �n
the act of stow�ng h�s son away �n the k�tchen cupboard. Hareton
was �mpressed w�th a wholesome terror of encounter�ng e�ther h�s
w�ld beast’s fondness or h�s madman’s rage; for �n one he ran a
chance of be�ng squeezed and k�ssed to death, and �n the other of
be�ng flung �nto the f�re, or dashed aga�nst the wall; and the poor
th�ng rema�ned perfectly qu�et wherever I chose to put h�m.

“There, I’ve found �t out at last!” cr�ed H�ndley, pull�ng me back by
the sk�n of my neck, l�ke a dog. “By heaven and hell, you’ve sworn
between you to murder that ch�ld! I know how �t �s, now, that he �s
always out of my way. But, w�th the help of Satan, I shall make you
swallow the carv�ng-kn�fe, Nelly! You needn’t laugh; for I’ve just
crammed Kenneth, head-downmost, �n the Black-horse marsh; and
two �s the same as one—and I want to k�ll some of you: I shall have
no rest t�ll I do!”

“But I don’t l�ke the carv�ng-kn�fe, Mr. H�ndley,” I answered; “�t has
been cutt�ng red herr�ngs. I’d rather be shot, �f you please.”

“You’d rather be damned!” he sa�d; “and so you shall. No law �n
England can h�nder a man from keep�ng h�s house decent, and
m�ne’s abom�nable! Open your mouth.” He held the kn�fe �n h�s hand,
and pushed �ts po�nt between my teeth: but, for my part, I was never
much afra�d of h�s vagar�es. I spat out, and aff�rmed �t tasted
detestably—I would not take �t on any account.

“Oh!” sa�d he, releas�ng me, “I see that h�deous l�ttle v�lla�n �s not
Hareton: I beg your pardon, Nell. If �t be, he deserves flay�ng al�ve for
not runn�ng to welcome me, and for scream�ng as �f I were a gobl�n.
Unnatural cub, come h�ther! I’ll teach thee to �mpose on a good-
hearted, deluded father. Now, don’t you th�nk the lad would be



handsomer cropped? It makes a dog f�ercer, and I love someth�ng
f�erce—get me a sc�ssors—someth�ng f�erce and tr�m! Bes�des, �t’s
�nfernal affectat�on—dev�l�sh conce�t �t �s, to cher�sh our ears—we’re
asses enough w�thout them. Hush, ch�ld, hush! Well then, �t �s my
darl�ng! w�sht, dry thy eyes—there’s a joy; k�ss me. What! �t won’t?
K�ss me, Hareton! Damn thee, k�ss me! By God, as �f I would rear
such a monster! As sure as I’m l�v�ng, I’ll break the brat’s neck.”

Poor Hareton was squall�ng and k�ck�ng �n h�s father’s arms w�th all
h�s m�ght, and redoubled h�s yells when he carr�ed h�m upsta�rs and
l�fted h�m over the ban�ster. I cr�ed out that he would fr�ghten the ch�ld
�nto f�ts, and ran to rescue h�m. As I reached them, H�ndley leant
forward on the ra�ls to l�sten to a no�se below; almost forgett�ng what
he had �n h�s hands. “Who �s that?” he asked, hear�ng some one
approach�ng the sta�rs’-foot. I leant forward also, for the purpose of
s�gn�ng to Heathcl�ff, whose step I recogn�sed, not to come further;
and, at the �nstant when my eye qu�tted Hareton, he gave a sudden
spr�ng, del�vered h�mself from the careless grasp that held h�m, and
fell.

There was scarcely t�me to exper�ence a thr�ll of horror before we
saw that the l�ttle wretch was safe. Heathcl�ff arr�ved underneath just
at the cr�t�cal moment; by a natural �mpulse he arrested h�s descent,
and sett�ng h�m on h�s feet, looked up to d�scover the author of the
acc�dent. A m�ser who has parted w�th a lucky lottery t�cket for f�ve
sh�ll�ngs, and f�nds next day he has lost �n the barga�n f�ve thousand
pounds, could not show a blanker countenance than he d�d on
behold�ng the f�gure of Mr. Earnshaw above. It expressed, pla�ner
than words could do, the �ntensest angu�sh at hav�ng made h�mself
the �nstrument of thwart�ng h�s own revenge. Had �t been dark, I
daresay he would have tr�ed to remedy the m�stake by smash�ng
Hareton’s skull on the steps; but, we w�tnessed h�s salvat�on; and I
was presently below w�th my prec�ous charge pressed to my heart.
H�ndley descended more le�surely, sobered and abashed.

“It �s your fault, Ellen,” he sa�d; “you should have kept h�m out of
s�ght: you should have taken h�m from me! Is he �njured anywhere?”

“Injured!” I cr�ed angr�ly; “�f he �s not k�lled, he’ll be an �d�ot! Oh! I
wonder h�s mother does not r�se from her grave to see how you use



h�m. You’re worse than a heathen—treat�ng your own flesh and
blood �n that manner!” He attempted to touch the ch�ld, who, on
f�nd�ng h�mself w�th me, sobbed off h�s terror d�rectly. At the f�rst
f�nger h�s father la�d on h�m, however, he shr�eked aga�n louder than
before, and struggled as �f he would go �nto convuls�ons.

“You shall not meddle w�th h�m!” I cont�nued. “He hates you—they
all hate you—that’s the truth! A happy fam�ly you have; and a pretty
state you’re come to!”

“I shall come to a prett�er, yet, Nelly,” laughed the m�sgu�ded man,
recover�ng h�s hardness. “At present, convey yourself and h�m away.
And hark you, Heathcl�ff! clear you too qu�te from my reach and
hear�ng. I wouldn’t murder you to-n�ght; unless, perhaps, I set the
house on f�re: but that’s as my fancy goes.”

Wh�le say�ng th�s he took a p�nt bottle of brandy from the dresser,
and poured some �nto a tumbler.

“Nay, don’t!” I entreated. “Mr. H�ndley, do take warn�ng. Have
mercy on th�s unfortunate boy, �f you care noth�ng for yourself!”

“Any one w�ll do better for h�m than I shall,” he answered.
“Have mercy on your own soul!” I sa�d, endeavour�ng to snatch the

glass from h�s hand.
“Not I! On the contrary, I shall have great pleasure �n send�ng �t to

perd�t�on to pun�sh �ts Maker,” excla�med the blasphemer. “Here’s to
�ts hearty damnat�on!”

He drank the sp�r�ts and �mpat�ently bade us go; term�nat�ng h�s
command w�th a sequel of horr�d �mprecat�ons too bad to repeat or
remember.

“It’s a p�ty he cannot k�ll h�mself w�th dr�nk,” observed Heathcl�ff,
mutter�ng an echo of curses back when the door was shut. “He’s
do�ng h�s very utmost; but h�s const�tut�on def�es h�m. Mr. Kenneth
says he would wager h�s mare that he’ll outl�ve any man on th�s s�de
G�mmerton, and go to the grave a hoary s�nner; unless some happy
chance out of the common course befall h�m.”

I went �nto the k�tchen, and sat down to lull my l�ttle lamb to sleep.
Heathcl�ff, as I thought, walked through to the barn. It turned out
afterwards that he only got as far as the other s�de the settle, when



he flung h�mself on a bench by the wall, removed from the f�re and
rema�ned s�lent.

I was rock�ng Hareton on my knee, and humm�ng a song that
began,—

It was far �n the n�ght, and the ba�rn�es grat,
The m�ther beneath the mools heard that,

when M�ss Cathy, who had l�stened to the hubbub from her room, put
her head �n, and wh�spered,—“Are you alone, Nelly?”

“Yes, M�ss,” I repl�ed.
She entered and approached the hearth. I, suppos�ng she was

go�ng to say someth�ng, looked up. The express�on of her face
seemed d�sturbed and anx�ous. Her l�ps were half asunder, as �f she
meant to speak, and she drew a breath; but �t escaped �n a s�gh
�nstead of a sentence. I resumed my song; not hav�ng forgotten her
recent behav�our.

“Where’s Heathcl�ff?” she sa�d, �nterrupt�ng me.
“About h�s work �n the stable,” was my answer.
He d�d not contrad�ct me; perhaps he had fallen �nto a doze. There

followed another long pause, dur�ng wh�ch I perce�ved a drop or two
tr�ckle from Cather�ne’s cheek to the flags. Is she sorry for her
shameful conduct?—I asked myself. That w�ll be a novelty: but she
may come to the po�nt—as she w�ll—I sha’n’t help her! No, she felt
small trouble regard�ng any subject, save her own concerns.

“Oh, dear!” she cr�ed at last. “I’m very unhappy!”
“A p�ty,” observed I. “You’re hard to please; so many fr�ends and so

few cares, and can’t make yourself content!”
“Nelly, w�ll you keep a secret for me?” she pursued, kneel�ng down

by me, and l�ft�ng her w�nsome eyes to my face w�th that sort of look
wh�ch turns off bad temper, even when one has all the r�ght �n the
world to �ndulge �t.

“Is �t worth keep�ng?” I �nqu�red, less sulk�ly.
“Yes, and �t worr�es me, and I must let �t out! I want to know what I

should do. To-day, Edgar L�nton has asked me to marry h�m, and I’ve



g�ven h�m an answer. Now, before I tell you whether �t was a consent
or den�al, you tell me wh�ch �t ought to have been.”

“Really, M�ss Cather�ne, how can I know?” I repl�ed. “To be sure,
cons�der�ng the exh�b�t�on you performed �n h�s presence th�s
afternoon, I m�ght say �t would be w�se to refuse h�m: s�nce he asked
you after that, he must e�ther be hopelessly stup�d or a venturesome
fool.”

“If you talk so, I won’t tell you any more,” she returned, peev�shly
r�s�ng to her feet. “I accepted h�m, Nelly. Be qu�ck, and say whether I
was wrong!”

“You accepted h�m! Then what good �s �t d�scuss�ng the matter?
You have pledged your word, and cannot retract.”

“But say whether I should have done so—do!” she excla�med �n an
�rr�tated tone; chaf�ng her hands together, and frown�ng.

“There are many th�ngs to be cons�dered before that quest�on can
be answered properly,” I sa�d, sentent�ously. “F�rst and foremost, do
you love Mr. Edgar?”

“Who can help �t? Of course I do,” she answered.
Then I put her through the follow�ng catech�sm: for a g�rl of twenty-

two �t was not �njud�c�ous.
“Why do you love h�m, M�ss Cathy?”
“Nonsense, I do—that’s suff�c�ent.”
“By no means; you must say why?”
“Well, because he �s handsome, and pleasant to be w�th.”
“Bad!” was my commentary.
“And because he �s young and cheerful.”
“Bad, st�ll.”
“And because he loves me.”
“Ind�fferent, com�ng there.”
“And he w�ll be r�ch, and I shall l�ke to be the greatest woman of

the ne�ghbourhood, and I shall be proud of hav�ng such a husband.”
“Worst of all. And now, say how you love h�m?”
“As everybody loves—You’re s�lly, Nelly.”



“Not at all—Answer.”
“I love the ground under h�s feet, and the a�r over h�s head, and

everyth�ng he touches, and every word he says. I love all h�s looks,
and all h�s act�ons, and h�m ent�rely and altogether. There now!”

“And why?”
“Nay; you are mak�ng a jest of �t: �t �s exceed�ngly �ll-natured! It’s

no jest to me!” sa�d the young lady, scowl�ng, and turn�ng her face to
the f�re.

“I’m very far from jest�ng, M�ss Cather�ne,” I repl�ed. “You love Mr.
Edgar because he �s handsome, and young, and cheerful, and r�ch,
and loves you. The last, however, goes for noth�ng: you would love
h�m w�thout that, probably; and w�th �t you wouldn’t, unless he
possessed the four former attract�ons.”

“No, to be sure not: I should only p�ty h�m—hate h�m, perhaps, �f
he were ugly, and a clown.”

“But there are several other handsome, r�ch young men �n the
world: handsomer, poss�bly, and r�cher than he �s. What should
h�nder you from lov�ng them?”

“If there be any, they are out of my way: I’ve seen none l�ke
Edgar.”

“You may see some; and he won’t always be handsome, and
young, and may not always be r�ch.”

“He �s now; and I have only to do w�th the present. I w�sh you
would speak rat�onally.”

“Well, that settles �t: �f you have only to do w�th the present, marry
Mr. L�nton.”

“I don’t want your perm�ss�on for that—I shall marry h�m: and yet
you have not told me whether I’m r�ght.”

“Perfectly r�ght; �f people be r�ght to marry only for the present. And
now, let us hear what you are unhappy about. Your brother w�ll be
pleased; the old lady and gentleman w�ll not object, I th�nk; you w�ll
escape from a d�sorderly, comfortless home �nto a wealthy,
respectable one; and you love Edgar, and Edgar loves you. All
seems smooth and easy: where �s the obstacle?”



“Here! and here!” repl�ed Cather�ne, str�k�ng one hand on her
forehead, and the other on her breast: “�n wh�chever place the soul
l�ves. In my soul and �n my heart, I’m conv�nced I’m wrong!”

“That’s very strange! I cannot make �t out.”
“It’s my secret. But �f you w�ll not mock at me, I’ll expla�n �t: I can’t

do �t d�st�nctly; but I’ll g�ve you a feel�ng of how I feel.”
She seated herself by me aga�n: her countenance grew sadder

and graver, and her clasped hands trembled.
“Nelly, do you never dream queer dreams?” she sa�d, suddenly,

after some m�nutes’ reflect�on.
“Yes, now and then,” I answered.
“And so do I. I’ve dreamt �n my l�fe dreams that have stayed w�th

me ever after, and changed my �deas: they’ve gone through and
through me, l�ke w�ne through water, and altered the colour of my
m�nd. And th�s �s one: I’m go�ng to tell �t—but take care not to sm�le
at any part of �t.”

“Oh! don’t, M�ss Cather�ne!” I cr�ed. “We’re d�smal enough w�thout
conjur�ng up ghosts and v�s�ons to perplex us. Come, come, be
merry and l�ke yourself! Look at l�ttle Hareton! he’s dream�ng noth�ng
dreary. How sweetly he sm�les �n h�s sleep!”

“Yes; and how sweetly h�s father curses �n h�s sol�tude! You
remember h�m, I daresay, when he was just such another as that
chubby th�ng: nearly as young and �nnocent. However, Nelly, I shall
obl�ge you to l�sten: �t’s not long; and I’ve no power to be merry to-
n�ght.”

“I won’t hear �t, I won’t hear �t!” I repeated, hast�ly.
I was superst�t�ous about dreams then, and am st�ll; and Cather�ne

had an unusual gloom �n her aspect, that made me dread someth�ng
from wh�ch I m�ght shape a prophecy, and foresee a fearful
catastrophe. She was vexed, but she d�d not proceed. Apparently
tak�ng up another subject, she recommenced �n a short t�me.

“If I were �n heaven, Nelly, I should be extremely m�serable.”
“Because you are not f�t to go there,” I answered. “All s�nners

would be m�serable �n heaven.”



“But �t �s not for that. I dreamt once that I was there.”
“I tell you I won’t hearken to your dreams, M�ss Cather�ne! I’ll go to

bed,” I �nterrupted aga�n.
She laughed, and held me down; for I made a mot�on to leave my

cha�r.
“Th�s �s noth�ng,” cr�ed she: “I was only go�ng to say that heaven

d�d not seem to be my home; and I broke my heart w�th weep�ng to
come back to earth; and the angels were so angry that they flung me
out �nto the m�ddle of the heath on the top of Wuther�ng He�ghts;
where I woke sobb�ng for joy. That w�ll do to expla�n my secret, as
well as the other. I’ve no more bus�ness to marry Edgar L�nton than I
have to be �n heaven; and �f the w�cked man �n there had not brought
Heathcl�ff so low, I shouldn’t have thought of �t. It would degrade me
to marry Heathcl�ff now; so he shall never know how I love h�m: and
that, not because he’s handsome, Nelly, but because he’s more
myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, h�s and m�ne are
the same; and L�nton’s �s as d�fferent as a moonbeam from l�ghtn�ng,
or frost from f�re.”

Ere th�s speech ended I became sens�ble of Heathcl�ff’s presence.
Hav�ng not�ced a sl�ght movement, I turned my head, and saw h�m
r�se from the bench, and steal out no�selessly. He had l�stened t�ll he
heard Cather�ne say �t would degrade her to marry h�m, and then he
stayed to hear no further. My compan�on, s�tt�ng on the ground, was
prevented by the back of the settle from remark�ng h�s presence or
departure; but I started, and bade her hush!

“Why?” she asked, gaz�ng nervously round.
“Joseph �s here,” I answered, catch�ng opportunely the roll of h�s

cartwheels up the road; “and Heathcl�ff w�ll come �n w�th h�m. I’m not
sure whether he were not at the door th�s moment.”

“Oh, he couldn’t overhear me at the door!” sa�d she. “G�ve me
Hareton, wh�le you get the supper, and when �t �s ready ask me to
sup w�th you. I want to cheat my uncomfortable consc�ence, and be
conv�nced that Heathcl�ff has no not�on of these th�ngs. He has not,
has he? He does not know what be�ng �n love �s!”



“I see no reason that he should not know, as well as you,” I
returned; “and �f you are h�s cho�ce, he’ll be the most unfortunate
creature that ever was born! As soon as you become Mrs. L�nton, he
loses fr�end, and love, and all! Have you cons�dered how you’ll bear
the separat�on, and how he’ll bear to be qu�te deserted �n the world?
Because, M�ss Cather�ne—”

“He qu�te deserted! we separated!” she excla�med, w�th an accent
of �nd�gnat�on. “Who �s to separate us, pray? They’ll meet the fate of
M�lo! Not as long as I l�ve, Ellen: for no mortal creature. Every L�nton
on the face of the earth m�ght melt �nto noth�ng before I could
consent to forsake Heathcl�ff. Oh, that’s not what I �ntend—that’s not
what I mean! I shouldn’t be Mrs. L�nton were such a pr�ce
demanded! He’ll be as much to me as he has been all h�s l�fet�me.
Edgar must shake off h�s ant�pathy, and tolerate h�m, at least. He w�ll,
when he learns my true feel�ngs towards h�m. Nelly, I see now you
th�nk me a self�sh wretch; but d�d �t never str�ke you that �f Heathcl�ff
and I marr�ed, we should be beggars? whereas, �f I marry L�nton I
can a�d Heathcl�ff to r�se, and place h�m out of my brother’s power.”

“W�th your husband’s money, M�ss Cather�ne?” I asked. “You’ll f�nd
h�m not so pl�able as you calculate upon: and, though I’m hardly a
judge, I th�nk that’s the worst mot�ve you’ve g�ven yet for be�ng the
w�fe of young L�nton.”

“It �s not,” retorted she; “�t �s the best! The others were the
sat�sfact�on of my wh�ms: and for Edgar’s sake, too, to sat�sfy h�m.
Th�s �s for the sake of one who comprehends �n h�s person my
feel�ngs to Edgar and myself. I cannot express �t; but surely you and
everybody have a not�on that there �s or should be an ex�stence of
yours beyond you. What were the use of my creat�on, �f I were
ent�rely conta�ned here? My great m�ser�es �n th�s world have been
Heathcl�ff’s m�ser�es, and I watched and felt each from the beg�nn�ng:
my great thought �n l�v�ng �s h�mself. If all else per�shed, and he
rema�ned, I should st�ll cont�nue to be; and �f all else rema�ned, and
he were ann�h�lated, the un�verse would turn to a m�ghty stranger: I
should not seem a part of �t.—My love for L�nton �s l�ke the fol�age �n
the woods: t�me w�ll change �t, I’m well aware, as w�nter changes the
trees. My love for Heathcl�ff resembles the eternal rocks beneath: a



source of l�ttle v�s�ble del�ght, but necessary. Nelly, I am Heathcl�ff!
He’s always, always �n my m�nd: not as a pleasure, any more than I
am always a pleasure to myself, but as my own be�ng. So don’t talk
of our separat�on aga�n: �t �s �mpract�cable; and—”

She paused, and h�d her face �n the folds of my gown; but I jerked
�t forc�bly away. I was out of pat�ence w�th her folly!

“If I can make any sense of your nonsense, M�ss,” I sa�d, “�t only
goes to conv�nce me that you are �gnorant of the dut�es you
undertake �n marry�ng; or else that you are a w�cked, unpr�nc�pled
g�rl. But trouble me w�th no more secrets: I’ll not prom�se to keep
them.”

“You’ll keep that?” she asked, eagerly.
“No, I’ll not prom�se,” I repeated.
She was about to �ns�st, when the entrance of Joseph f�n�shed our

conversat�on; and Cather�ne removed her seat to a corner, and
nursed Hareton, wh�le I made the supper. After �t was cooked, my
fellow-servant and I began to quarrel who should carry some to Mr.
H�ndley; and we d�dn’t settle �t t�ll all was nearly cold. Then we came
to the agreement that we would let h�m ask, �f he wanted any; for we
feared part�cularly to go �nto h�s presence when he had been some
t�me alone.

“And how �sn’t that nowt comed �n fro’ th’ f�eld, be th�s t�me? What
�s he about? g�rt �dle seeght!” demanded the old man, look�ng round
for Heathcl�ff.

“I’ll call h�m,” I repl�ed. “He’s �n the barn, I’ve no doubt.”
I went and called, but got no answer. On return�ng, I wh�spered to

Cather�ne that he had heard a good part of what she sa�d, I was
sure; and told how I saw h�m qu�t the k�tchen just as she compla�ned
of her brother’s conduct regard�ng h�m. She jumped up �n a f�ne
fr�ght, flung Hareton on to the settle, and ran to seek for her fr�end
herself; not tak�ng le�sure to cons�der why she was so flurr�ed, or how
her talk would have affected h�m. She was absent such a wh�le that
Joseph proposed we should wa�t no longer. He cunn�ngly
conjectured they were stay�ng away �n order to avo�d hear�ng h�s
protracted bless�ng. They were “�ll eneugh for ony fahl manners,” he



aff�rmed. And on the�r behalf he added that n�ght a spec�al prayer to
the usual quarter-of-an-hour’s suppl�cat�on before meat, and would
have tacked another to the end of the grace, had not h�s young
m�stress broken �n upon h�m w�th a hurr�ed command that he must
run down the road, and, wherever Heathcl�ff had rambled, f�nd and
make h�m re-enter d�rectly!

“I want to speak to h�m, and I must, before I go upsta�rs,” she sa�d.
“And the gate �s open: he �s somewhere out of hear�ng; for he would
not reply, though I shouted at the top of the fold as loud as I could.”

Joseph objected at f�rst; she was too much �n earnest, however, to
suffer contrad�ct�on; and at last he placed h�s hat on h�s head, and
walked grumbl�ng forth. Meant�me, Cather�ne paced up and down
the floor, excla�m�ng—“I wonder where he �s—I wonder where he can
be! What d�d I say, Nelly? I’ve forgotten. Was he vexed at my bad
humour th�s afternoon? Dear! tell me what I’ve sa�d to gr�eve h�m? I
do w�sh he’d come. I do w�sh he would!”

“What a no�se for noth�ng!” I cr�ed, though rather uneasy myself.
“What a tr�fle scares you! It’s surely no great cause of alarm that
Heathcl�ff should take a moonl�ght saunter on the moors, or even l�e
too sulky to speak to us �n the hay-loft. I’ll engage he’s lurk�ng there.
See �f I don’t ferret h�m out!”

I departed to renew my search; �ts result was d�sappo�ntment, and
Joseph’s quest ended �n the same.

“Yon lad gets war und war!” observed he on re-enter�ng. “He’s left
th’ gate at t’ full sw�ng, and M�ss’s pony has trodden dahn two r�gs o’
corn, and plottered through, ra�ght o’er �nto t’ meadow! Hahsomd�ver,
t’ ma�ster “ull play t’ dev�l to-morn, and he’ll do weel. He’s pat�ence
�tsseln w�’ s�ch careless, offald craters—pat�ence �tsseln he �s! Bud
he’ll not be soa allus—yah’s see, all on ye! Yah mun’n’t dr�ve h�m out
of h�s heead for nowt!”

“Have you found Heathcl�ff, you ass?” �nterrupted Cather�ne.
“Have you been look�ng for h�m, as I ordered?”

“I sud more l�kker look for th’ horse,” he repl�ed. “It ’ud be to more
sense. Bud I can look for norther horse nur man of a neeght lo�ke
th�s—as black as t’ ch�mbley! und Heathcl�ff’s noan t’ chap to coom
at my wh�stle—happen he’ll be less hard o’ hear�ng w�’ ye!”



It was a very dark even�ng for summer: the clouds appeared
�ncl�ned to thunder, and I sa�d we had better all s�t down; the
approach�ng ra�n would be certa�n to br�ng h�m home w�thout further
trouble. However, Cather�ne would not be persuaded �nto tranqu�ll�ty.
She kept wander�ng to and fro, from the gate to the door, �n a state of
ag�tat�on wh�ch perm�tted no repose; and at length took up a
permanent s�tuat�on on one s�de of the wall, near the road: where,
heedless of my expostulat�ons and the growl�ng thunder, and the
great drops that began to plash around her, she rema�ned, call�ng at
�ntervals, and then l�sten�ng, and then cry�ng outr�ght. She beat
Hareton, or any ch�ld, at a good pass�onate f�t of cry�ng.

About m�dn�ght, wh�le we st�ll sat up, the storm came rattl�ng over
the He�ghts �n full fury. There was a v�olent w�nd, as well as thunder,
and e�ther one or the other spl�t a tree off at the corner of the
bu�ld�ng: a huge bough fell across the roof, and knocked down a
port�on of the east ch�mney-stack, send�ng a clatter of stones and
soot �nto the k�tchen-f�re. We thought a bolt had fallen �n the m�ddle
of us; and Joseph swung on to h�s knees, beseech�ng the Lord to
remember the patr�archs Noah and Lot, and, as �n former t�mes,
spare the r�ghteous, though he smote the ungodly. I felt some
sent�ment that �t must be a judgment on us also. The Jonah, �n my
m�nd, was Mr. Earnshaw; and I shook the handle of h�s den that I
m�ght ascerta�n �f he were yet l�v�ng. He repl�ed aud�bly enough, �n a
fash�on wh�ch made my compan�on voc�ferate, more clamorously
than before, that a w�de d�st�nct�on m�ght be drawn between sa�nts
l�ke h�mself and s�nners l�ke h�s master. But the uproar passed away
�n twenty m�nutes, leav�ng us all unharmed; except�ng Cathy, who
got thoroughly drenched for her obst�nacy �n refus�ng to take shelter,
and stand�ng bonnetless and shawlless to catch as much water as
she could w�th her ha�r and clothes. She came �n and lay down on
the settle, all soaked as she was, turn�ng her face to the back, and
putt�ng her hands before �t.

“Well, M�ss!” I excla�med, touch�ng her shoulder; “you are not bent
on gett�ng your death, are you? Do you know what o’clock �t �s? Half-
past twelve. Come, come to bed! there’s no use wa�t�ng any longer
on that fool�sh boy: he’ll be gone to G�mmerton, and he’ll stay there
now. He guesses we shouldn’t wa�t for h�m t�ll th�s late hour: at least,



he guesses that only Mr. H�ndley would be up; and he’d rather avo�d
hav�ng the door opened by the master.”

“Nay, nay, he’s noan at G�mmerton,” sa�d Joseph. “I’s n�ver wonder
but he’s at t’ bothom of a bog-ho�le. Th�s v�s�tat�on worn’t for nowt,
and I wod hev’ ye to look out, M�ss—yah muh be t’ next. Thank H�v�n
for all! All warks tog�ther for goo�d to them as �s chozzen, and p�ked
out fro’ th’ rubb�dge! Yah knaw whet t’ Scr�pture ses.” And he began
quot�ng several texts, referr�ng us to chapters and verses where we
m�ght f�nd them.

I, hav�ng va�nly begged the w�lful g�rl to r�se and remove her wet
th�ngs, left h�m preach�ng and her sh�ver�ng, and betook myself to
bed w�th l�ttle Hareton, who slept as fast as �f everyone had been
sleep�ng round h�m. I heard Joseph read on a wh�le afterwards; then
I d�st�ngu�shed h�s slow step on the ladder, and then I dropped
asleep.

Com�ng down somewhat later than usual, I saw, by the sunbeams
p�erc�ng the ch�nks of the shutters, M�ss Cather�ne st�ll seated near
the f�replace. The house-door was ajar, too; l�ght entered from �ts
unclosed w�ndows; H�ndley had come out, and stood on the k�tchen
hearth, haggard and drowsy.

“What a�ls you, Cathy?” he was say�ng when I entered: “you look
as d�smal as a drowned whelp. Why are you so damp and pale,
ch�ld?”

“I’ve been wet,” she answered reluctantly, “and I’m cold, that’s all.”
“Oh, she �s naughty!” I cr�ed, perce�v�ng the master to be tolerably

sober. “She got steeped �n the shower of yesterday even�ng, and
there she has sat the n�ght through, and I couldn’t preva�l on her to
st�r.”

Mr. Earnshaw stared at us �n surpr�se. “The n�ght through,” he
repeated. “What kept her up? not fear of the thunder, surely? That
was over hours s�nce.”

Ne�ther of us w�shed to ment�on Heathcl�ff’s absence, as long as
we could conceal �t; so I repl�ed, I d�dn’t know how she took �t �nto
her head to s�t up; and she sa�d noth�ng. The morn�ng was fresh and
cool; I threw back the latt�ce, and presently the room f�lled w�th sweet



scents from the garden; but Cather�ne called peev�shly to me, “Ellen,
shut the w�ndow. I’m starv�ng!” And her teeth chattered as she
shrank closer to the almost ext�ngu�shed embers.

“She’s �ll,” sa�d H�ndley, tak�ng her wr�st; “I suppose that’s the
reason she would not go to bed. Damn �t! I don’t want to be troubled
w�th more s�ckness here. What took you �nto the ra�n?”

“Runn�ng after t’ lads, as usuald!” croaked Joseph, catch�ng an
opportun�ty from our hes�tat�on to thrust �n h�s ev�l tongue. “If I war
yah, ma�ster, I’d just slam t’ boards �’ the�r faces all on ’em, gentle
and s�mple! Never a day ut yah’re off, but yon cat o’ L�nton comes
sneak�ng h�ther; and M�ss Nelly, shoo’s a f�ne lass! shoo s�ts
watch�ng for ye �’ t’ k�tchen; and as yah’re �n at one door, he’s out at
t’other; and, then, wer grand lady goes a-court�ng of her s�de! It’s
bonny behav�our, lurk�ng amang t’ f�elds, after twelve o’ t’ n�ght, w�’
that fahl, flaysome d�v�l of a g�psy, Heathcl�ff! They th�nk I’m bl�nd; but
I’m noan: nowt ut t’ soart!—I seed young L�nton boath com�ng and
go�ng, and I seed yah” (d�rect�ng h�s d�scourse to me), “yah goo�d fur
nowt, slattenly w�tch! n�p up and bolt �nto th’ house, t’ m�nute yah
heard t’ ma�ster’s horse-f�t clatter up t’ road.”

“S�lence, eavesdropper!” cr�ed Cather�ne; “none of your �nsolence
before me! Edgar L�nton came yesterday by chance, H�ndley; and �t
was I who told h�m to be off: because I knew you would not l�ke to
have met h�m as you were.”

“You l�e, Cathy, no doubt,” answered her brother, “and you are a
confounded s�mpleton! But never m�nd L�nton at present: tell me,
were you not w�th Heathcl�ff last n�ght? Speak the truth, now. You
need not be afra�d of harm�ng h�m: though I hate h�m as much as
ever, he d�d me a good turn a short t�me s�nce that w�ll make my
consc�ence tender of break�ng h�s neck. To prevent �t, I shall send
h�m about h�s bus�ness th�s very morn�ng; and after he’s gone, I’d
adv�se you all to look sharp: I shall only have the more humour for
you.”

“I never saw Heathcl�ff last n�ght,” answered Cather�ne, beg�nn�ng
to sob b�tterly: “and �f you do turn h�m out of doors, I’ll go w�th h�m.
But, perhaps, you’ll never have an opportun�ty: perhaps, he’s gone.”



Here she burst �nto uncontrollable gr�ef, and the rema�nder of her
words were �nart�culate.

H�ndley lav�shed on her a torrent of scornful abuse, and bade her
get to her room �mmed�ately, or she shouldn’t cry for noth�ng! I
obl�ged her to obey; and I shall never forget what a scene she acted
when we reached her chamber: �t terr�f�ed me. I thought she was
go�ng mad, and I begged Joseph to run for the doctor. It proved the
commencement of del�r�um: Mr. Kenneth, as soon as he saw her,
pronounced her dangerously �ll; she had a fever. He bled her, and he
told me to let her l�ve on whey and water-gruel, and take care she
d�d not throw herself downsta�rs or out of the w�ndow; and then he
left: for he had enough to do �n the par�sh, where two or three m�les
was the ord�nary d�stance between cottage and cottage.

Though I cannot say I made a gentle nurse, and Joseph and the
master were no better, and though our pat�ent was as wear�some
and headstrong as a pat�ent could be, she weathered �t through. Old
Mrs. L�nton pa�d us several v�s�ts, to be sure, and set th�ngs to r�ghts,
and scolded and ordered us all; and when Cather�ne was
convalescent, she �ns�sted on convey�ng her to Thrushcross Grange:
for wh�ch del�verance we were very grateful. But the poor dame had
reason to repent of her k�ndness: she and her husband both took the
fever, and d�ed w�th�n a few days of each other.

Our young lady returned to us sauc�er and more pass�onate, and
haught�er than ever. Heathcl�ff had never been heard of s�nce the
even�ng of the thunder-storm; and, one day, I had the m�sfortune,
when she had provoked me exceed�ngly, to lay the blame of h�s
d�sappearance on her: where �ndeed �t belonged, as she well knew.
From that per�od, for several months, she ceased to hold any
commun�cat�on w�th me, save �n the relat�on of a mere servant.
Joseph fell under a ban also: he would speak h�s m�nd, and lecture
her all the same as �f she were a l�ttle g�rl; and she esteemed herself
a woman, and our m�stress, and thought that her recent �llness gave
her a cla�m to be treated w�th cons�derat�on. Then the doctor had
sa�d that she would not bear cross�ng much; she ought to have her
own way; and �t was noth�ng less than murder �n her eyes for any
one to presume to stand up and contrad�ct her. From Mr. Earnshaw



and h�s compan�ons she kept aloof; and tutored by Kenneth, and
ser�ous threats of a f�t that often attended her rages, her brother
allowed her whatever she pleased to demand, and generally avo�ded
aggravat�ng her f�ery temper. He was rather too �ndulgent �n
humour�ng her capr�ces; not from affect�on, but from pr�de: he w�shed
earnestly to see her br�ng honour to the fam�ly by an all�ance w�th the
L�ntons, and as long as she let h�m alone she m�ght trample on us
l�ke slaves, for aught he cared! Edgar L�nton, as mult�tudes have
been before and w�ll be after h�m, was �nfatuated: and bel�eved
h�mself the happ�est man al�ve on the day he led her to G�mmerton
Chapel, three years subsequent to h�s father’s death.

Much aga�nst my �ncl�nat�on, I was persuaded to leave Wuther�ng
He�ghts and accompany her here. L�ttle Hareton was nearly f�ve
years old, and I had just begun to teach h�m h�s letters. We made a
sad part�ng; but Cather�ne’s tears were more powerful than ours.
When I refused to go, and when she found her entreat�es d�d not
move me, she went lament�ng to her husband and brother. The
former offered me mun�f�cent wages; the latter ordered me to pack
up: he wanted no women �n the house, he sa�d, now that there was
no m�stress; and as to Hareton, the curate should take h�m �n hand,
by-and-by. And so I had but one cho�ce left: to do as I was ordered. I
told the master he got r�d of all decent people only to run to ru�n a
l�ttle faster; I k�ssed Hareton, sa�d good-by; and s�nce then he has
been a stranger: and �t’s very queer to th�nk �t, but I’ve no doubt he
has completely forgotten all about Ellen Dean, and that he was ever
more than all the world to her and she to h�m!

* * * * *

At th�s po�nt of the housekeeper’s story she chanced to glance
towards the t�me-p�ece over the ch�mney; and was �n amazement on
see�ng the m�nute-hand measure half-past one. She would not hear
of stay�ng a second longer: �n truth, I felt rather d�sposed to defer the
sequel of her narrat�ve myself. And now that she �s van�shed to her
rest, and I have med�tated for another hour or two, I shall summon
courage to go also, �n sp�te of ach�ng laz�ness of head and l�mbs.



CHAPTER X

A charm�ng �ntroduct�on to a herm�t’s l�fe! Four weeks’ torture,
toss�ng, and s�ckness! Oh, these bleak w�nds and b�tter northern
sk�es, and �mpassable roads, and d�latory country surgeons! And oh,
th�s dearth of the human phys�ognomy! and, worse than all, the
terr�ble �nt�mat�on of Kenneth that I need not expect to be out of
doors t�ll spr�ng!

Mr. Heathcl�ff has just honoured me w�th a call. About seven days
ago he sent me a brace of grouse—the last of the season.
Scoundrel! He �s not altogether gu�ltless �n th�s �llness of m�ne; and
that I had a great m�nd to tell h�m. But, alas! how could I offend a
man who was char�table enough to s�t at my beds�de a good hour,
and talk on some other subject than p�lls and draughts, bl�sters and
leeches? Th�s �s qu�te an easy �nterval. I am too weak to read; yet I
feel as �f I could enjoy someth�ng �nterest�ng. Why not have up Mrs.
Dean to f�n�sh her tale? I can recollect �ts ch�ef �nc�dents, as far as
she had gone. Yes: I remember her hero had run off, and never been
heard of for three years; and the hero�ne was marr�ed. I’ll r�ng: she’ll
be del�ghted to f�nd me capable of talk�ng cheerfully. Mrs. Dean
came.

“It wants twenty m�nutes, s�r, to tak�ng the med�c�ne,” she
commenced.

“Away, away w�th �t!” I repl�ed; “I des�re to have—”
“The doctor says you must drop the powders.”
“W�th all my heart! Don’t �nterrupt me. Come and take your seat

here. Keep your f�ngers from that b�tter phalanx of v�als. Draw your
kn�tt�ng out of your pocket—that w�ll do—now cont�nue the h�story of
Mr. Heathcl�ff, from where you left off, to the present day. D�d he



f�n�sh h�s educat�on on the Cont�nent, and come back a gentleman?
or d�d he get a s�zar’s place at college, or escape to Amer�ca, and
earn honours by draw�ng blood from h�s foster-country? or make a
fortune more promptly on the Engl�sh h�ghways?”

“He may have done a l�ttle �n all these vocat�ons, Mr. Lockwood;
but I couldn’t g�ve my word for any. I stated before that I d�dn’t know
how he ga�ned h�s money; ne�ther am I aware of the means he took
to ra�se h�s m�nd from the savage �gnorance �nto wh�ch �t was sunk:
but, w�th your leave, I’ll proceed �n my own fash�on, �f you th�nk �t w�ll
amuse and not weary you. Are you feel�ng better th�s morn�ng?”

“Much.”
“That’s good news.”

* * * * *

I got M�ss Cather�ne and myself to Thrushcross Grange; and, to
my agreeable d�sappo�ntment, she behaved �nf�n�tely better than I
dared to expect. She seemed almost over-fond of Mr. L�nton; and
even to h�s s�ster she showed plenty of affect�on. They were both
very attent�ve to her comfort, certa�nly. It was not the thorn bend�ng
to the honeysuckles, but the honeysuckles embrac�ng the thorn.
There were no mutual concess�ons: one stood erect, and the others
y�elded: and who can be �ll-natured and bad-tempered when they
encounter ne�ther oppos�t�on nor �nd�fference? I observed that Mr.
Edgar had a deep-rooted fear of ruffl�ng her humour. He concealed �t
from her; but �f ever he heard me answer sharply, or saw any other
servant grow cloudy at some �mper�ous order of hers, he would show
h�s trouble by a frown of d�spleasure that never darkened on h�s own
account. He many a t�me spoke sternly to me about my pertness;
and averred that the stab of a kn�fe could not �nfl�ct a worse pang
than he suffered at see�ng h�s lady vexed. Not to gr�eve a k�nd
master, I learned to be less touchy; and, for the space of half a year,
the gunpowder lay as harmless as sand, because no f�re came near
to explode �t. Cather�ne had seasons of gloom and s�lence now and
then: they were respected w�th sympath�s�ng s�lence by her husband,
who ascr�bed them to an alterat�on �n her const�tut�on, produced by
her per�lous �llness; as she was never subject to depress�on of sp�r�ts



before. The return of sunsh�ne was welcomed by answer�ng
sunsh�ne from h�m. I bel�eve I may assert that they were really �n
possess�on of deep and grow�ng happ�ness.

It ended. Well, we must be for ourselves �n the long run; the m�ld
and generous are only more justly self�sh than the dom�neer�ng; and
�t ended when c�rcumstances caused each to feel that the one’s
�nterest was not the ch�ef cons�derat�on �n the other’s thoughts. On a
mellow even�ng �n September, I was com�ng from the garden w�th a
heavy basket of apples wh�ch I had been gather�ng. It had got dusk,
and the moon looked over the h�gh wall of the court, caus�ng
undef�ned shadows to lurk �n the corners of the numerous project�ng
port�ons of the bu�ld�ng. I set my burden on the house-steps by the
k�tchen-door, and l�ngered to rest, and drew �n a few more breaths of
the soft, sweet a�r; my eyes were on the moon, and my back to the
entrance, when I heard a vo�ce beh�nd me say,—“Nelly, �s that you?”

It was a deep vo�ce, and fore�gn �n tone; yet there was someth�ng
�n the manner of pronounc�ng my name wh�ch made �t sound fam�l�ar.
I turned about to d�scover who spoke, fearfully; for the doors were
shut, and I had seen nobody on approach�ng the steps. Someth�ng
st�rred �n the porch; and, mov�ng nearer, I d�st�ngu�shed a tall man
dressed �n dark clothes, w�th dark face and ha�r. He leant aga�nst the
s�de, and held h�s f�ngers on the latch as �f �ntend�ng to open for
h�mself. “Who can �t be?” I thought. “Mr. Earnshaw? Oh, no! The
vo�ce has no resemblance to h�s.”

“I have wa�ted here an hour,” he resumed, wh�le I cont�nued
star�ng; “and the whole of that t�me all round has been as st�ll as
death. I dared not enter. You do not know me? Look, I’m not a
stranger!”

A ray fell on h�s features; the cheeks were sallow, and half covered
w�th black wh�skers; the brows lower�ng, the eyes deep-set and
s�ngular. I remembered the eyes.

“What!” I cr�ed, uncerta�n whether to regard h�m as a worldly
v�s�tor, and I ra�sed my hands �n amazement. “What! you come
back? Is �t really you? Is �t?”

“Yes, Heathcl�ff,” he repl�ed, glanc�ng from me up to the w�ndows,
wh�ch reflected a score of gl�tter�ng moons, but showed no l�ghts



from w�th�n. “Are they at home? where �s she? Nelly, you are not
glad! you needn’t be so d�sturbed. Is she here? Speak! I want to
have one word w�th her—your m�stress. Go, and say some person
from G�mmerton des�res to see her.”

“How w�ll she take �t?” I excla�med. “What w�ll she do? The
surpr�se bew�lders me—�t w�ll put her out of her head! And you are
Heathcl�ff! But altered! Nay, there’s no comprehend�ng �t. Have you
been for a sold�er?”

“Go and carry my message,” he �nterrupted, �mpat�ently. “I’m �n hell
t�ll you do!”

He l�fted the latch, and I entered; but when I got to the parlour
where Mr. and Mrs. L�nton were, I could not persuade myself to
proceed. At length I resolved on mak�ng an excuse to ask �f they
would have the candles l�ghted, and I opened the door.

They sat together �n a w�ndow whose latt�ce lay back aga�nst the
wall, and d�splayed, beyond the garden trees, and the w�ld green
park, the valley of G�mmerton, w�th a long l�ne of m�st w�nd�ng nearly
to �ts top (for very soon after you pass the chapel, as you may have
not�ced, the sough that runs from the marshes jo�ns a beck wh�ch
follows the bend of the glen). Wuther�ng He�ghts rose above th�s
s�lvery vapour; but our old house was �nv�s�ble; �t rather d�ps down on
the other s�de. Both the room and �ts occupants, and the scene they
gazed on, looked wondrously peaceful. I shrank reluctantly from
perform�ng my errand; and was actually go�ng away leav�ng �t
unsa�d, after hav�ng put my quest�on about the candles, when a
sense of my folly compelled me to return, and mutter, “A person from
G�mmerton w�shes to see you ma’am.”

“What does he want?” asked Mrs. L�nton.
“I d�d not quest�on h�m,” I answered.
“Well, close the curta�ns, Nelly,” she sa�d; “and br�ng up tea. I’ll be

back aga�n d�rectly.”
She qu�tted the apartment; Mr. Edgar �nqu�red, carelessly, who �t

was.
“Some one m�stress does not expect,” I repl�ed. “That Heathcl�ff—

you recollect h�m, s�r—who used to l�ve at Mr. Earnshaw’s.”



“What! the g�psy—the ploughboy?” he cr�ed. “Why d�d you not say
so to Cather�ne?”

“Hush! you must not call h�m by those names, master,” I sa�d.
“She’d be sadly gr�eved to hear you. She was nearly heartbroken
when he ran off. I guess h�s return w�ll make a jub�lee to her.”

Mr. L�nton walked to a w�ndow on the other s�de of the room that
overlooked the court. He unfastened �t, and leant out. I suppose they
were below, for he excla�med qu�ckly: “Don’t stand there, love! Br�ng
the person �n, �f �t be anyone part�cular.” Ere long, I heard the cl�ck of
the latch, and Cather�ne flew upsta�rs, breathless and w�ld; too
exc�ted to show gladness: �ndeed, by her face, you would rather
have surm�sed an awful calam�ty.

“Oh, Edgar, Edgar!” she panted, fl�ng�ng her arms round h�s neck.
“Oh, Edgar darl�ng! Heathcl�ff’s come back—he �s!” And she
t�ghtened her embrace to a squeeze.

“Well, well,” cr�ed her husband, crossly, “don’t strangle me for that!
He never struck me as such a marvellous treasure. There �s no need
to be frant�c!”

“I know you d�dn’t l�ke h�m,” she answered, repress�ng a l�ttle the
�ntens�ty of her del�ght. “Yet, for my sake, you must be fr�ends now.
Shall I tell h�m to come up?”

“Here,” he sa�d, “�nto the parlour?”
“Where else?” she asked.
He looked vexed, and suggested the k�tchen as a more su�table

place for h�m. Mrs. L�nton eyed h�m w�th a droll express�on—half
angry, half laugh�ng at h�s fast�d�ousness.

“No,” she added, after a wh�le; “I cannot s�t �n the k�tchen. Set two
tables here, Ellen: one for your master and M�ss Isabella, be�ng
gentry; the other for Heathcl�ff and myself, be�ng of the lower orders.
W�ll that please you, dear? Or must I have a f�re l�ghted elsewhere?
If so, g�ve d�rect�ons. I’ll run down and secure my guest. I’m afra�d
the joy �s too great to be real!”

She was about to dart off aga�n; but Edgar arrested her.
“You b�d h�m step up,” he sa�d, address�ng me; “and, Cather�ne, try

to be glad, w�thout be�ng absurd. The whole household need not



w�tness the s�ght of your welcom�ng a runaway servant as a brother.”
I descended, and found Heathcl�ff wa�t�ng under the porch,

ev�dently ant�c�pat�ng an �nv�tat�on to enter. He followed my gu�dance
w�thout waste of words, and I ushered h�m �nto the presence of the
master and m�stress, whose flushed cheeks betrayed s�gns of warm
talk�ng. But the lady’s glowed w�th another feel�ng when her fr�end
appeared at the door: she sprang forward, took both h�s hands, and
led h�m to L�nton; and then she se�zed L�nton’s reluctant f�ngers and
crushed them �nto h�s. Now, fully revealed by the f�re and candlel�ght,
I was amazed, more than ever, to behold the transformat�on of
Heathcl�ff. He had grown a tall, athlet�c, well-formed man; bes�de
whom my master seemed qu�te slender and youth-l�ke. H�s upr�ght
carr�age suggested the �dea of h�s hav�ng been �n the army. H�s
countenance was much older �n express�on and dec�s�on of feature
than Mr. L�nton’s; �t looked �ntell�gent, and reta�ned no marks of
former degradat�on. A half-c�v�l�sed feroc�ty lurked yet �n the
depressed brows and eyes full of black f�re, but �t was subdued; and
h�s manner was even d�gn�f�ed: qu�te d�vested of roughness, though
stern for grace. My master’s surpr�se equalled or exceeded m�ne: he
rema�ned for a m�nute at a loss how to address the ploughboy, as he
had called h�m. Heathcl�ff dropped h�s sl�ght hand, and stood look�ng
at h�m coolly t�ll he chose to speak.

“S�t down, s�r,” he sa�d, at length. “Mrs. L�nton, recall�ng old t�mes,
would have me g�ve you a cord�al recept�on; and, of course, I am
grat�f�ed when anyth�ng occurs to please her.”

“And I also,” answered Heathcl�ff, “espec�ally �f �t be anyth�ng �n
wh�ch I have a part. I shall stay an hour or two w�ll�ngly.”

He took a seat oppos�te Cather�ne, who kept her gaze f�xed on h�m
as �f she feared he would van�sh were she to remove �t. He d�d not
ra�se h�s to her often: a qu�ck glance now and then suff�ced; but �t
flashed back, each t�me more conf�dently, the und�sgu�sed del�ght he
drank from hers. They were too much absorbed �n the�r mutual joy to
suffer embarrassment. Not so Mr. Edgar: he grew pale w�th pure
annoyance: a feel�ng that reached �ts cl�max when h�s lady rose, and
stepp�ng across the rug, se�zed Heathcl�ff’s hands aga�n, and
laughed l�ke one bes�de herself.



“I shall th�nk �t a dream to-morrow!” she cr�ed. “I shall not be able
to bel�eve that I have seen, and touched, and spoken to you once
more. And yet, cruel Heathcl�ff! you don’t deserve th�s welcome. To
be absent and s�lent for three years, and never to th�nk of me!”

“A l�ttle more than you have thought of me,” he murmured. “I heard
of your marr�age, Cathy, not long s�nce; and, wh�le wa�t�ng �n the yard
below, I med�tated th�s plan—just to have one gl�mpse of your face, a
stare of surpr�se, perhaps, and pretended pleasure; afterwards settle
my score w�th H�ndley; and then prevent the law by do�ng execut�on
on myself. Your welcome has put these �deas out of my m�nd; but
beware of meet�ng me w�th another aspect next t�me! Nay, you’ll not
dr�ve me off aga�n. You were really sorry for me, were you? Well,
there was cause. I’ve fought through a b�tter l�fe s�nce I last heard
your vo�ce; and you must forg�ve me, for I struggled only for you!”

“Cather�ne, unless we are to have cold tea, please to come to the
table,” �nterrupted L�nton, str�v�ng to preserve h�s ord�nary tone, and
a due measure of pol�teness. “Mr. Heathcl�ff w�ll have a long walk,
wherever he may lodge to-n�ght; and I’m th�rsty.”

She took her post before the urn; and M�ss Isabella came,
summoned by the bell; then, hav�ng handed the�r cha�rs forward, I
left the room. The meal hardly endured ten m�nutes. Cather�ne’s cup
was never f�lled: she could ne�ther eat nor dr�nk. Edgar had made a
slop �n h�s saucer, and scarcely swallowed a mouthful. The�r guest
d�d not protract h�s stay that even�ng above an hour longer. I asked,
as he departed, �f he went to G�mmerton?

“No, to Wuther�ng He�ghts,” he answered: “Mr. Earnshaw �nv�ted
me, when I called th�s morn�ng.”

Mr. Earnshaw �nv�ted h�m! and he called on Mr. Earnshaw! I
pondered th�s sentence pa�nfully, after he was gone. Is he turn�ng out
a b�t of a hypocr�te, and com�ng �nto the country to work m�sch�ef
under a cloak? I mused: I had a present�ment �n the bottom of my
heart that he had better have rema�ned away.

About the m�ddle of the n�ght, I was wakened from my f�rst nap by
Mrs. L�nton gl�d�ng �nto my chamber, tak�ng a seat on my beds�de,
and pull�ng me by the ha�r to rouse me.



“I cannot rest, Ellen,” she sa�d, by way of apology. “And I want
some l�v�ng creature to keep me company �n my happ�ness! Edgar �s
sulky, because I’m glad of a th�ng that does not �nterest h�m: he
refuses to open h�s mouth, except to utter pett�sh, s�lly speeches;
and he aff�rmed I was cruel and self�sh for w�sh�ng to talk when he
was so s�ck and sleepy. He always contr�ves to be s�ck at the least
cross! I gave a few sentences of commendat�on to Heathcl�ff, and
he, e�ther for a headache or a pang of envy, began to cry: so I got up
and left h�m.”

“What use �s �t pra�s�ng Heathcl�ff to h�m?” I answered. “As lads
they had an avers�on to each other, and Heathcl�ff would hate just as
much to hear h�m pra�sed: �t’s human nature. Let Mr. L�nton alone
about h�m, unless you would l�ke an open quarrel between them.”

“But does �t not show great weakness?” pursued she. “I’m not
env�ous: I never feel hurt at the br�ghtness of Isabella’s yellow ha�r
and the wh�teness of her sk�n, at her da�nty elegance, and the
fondness all the fam�ly exh�b�t for her. Even you, Nelly, �f we have a
d�spute somet�mes, you back Isabella at once; and I y�eld l�ke a
fool�sh mother: I call her a darl�ng, and flatter her �nto a good temper.
It pleases her brother to see us cord�al, and that pleases me. But
they are very much al�ke: they are spo�led ch�ldren, and fancy the
world was made for the�r accommodat�on; and though I humour both,
I th�nk a smart chast�sement m�ght �mprove them all the same.”

“You’re m�staken, Mrs. L�nton,” sa�d I. “They humour you: I know
what there would be to do �f they d�d not. You can well afford to
�ndulge the�r pass�ng wh�ms as long as the�r bus�ness �s to ant�c�pate
all your des�res. You may, however, fall out, at last, over someth�ng
of equal consequence to both s�des; and then those you term weak
are very capable of be�ng as obst�nate as you.”

“And then we shall f�ght to the death, sha’n’t we, Nelly?” she
returned, laugh�ng. “No! I tell you, I have such fa�th �n L�nton’s love,
that I bel�eve I m�ght k�ll h�m, and he wouldn’t w�sh to retal�ate.”

I adv�sed her to value h�m the more for h�s affect�on.
“I do,” she answered, “but he needn’t resort to wh�n�ng for tr�fles. It

�s ch�ld�sh and, �nstead of melt�ng �nto tears because I sa�d that
Heathcl�ff was now worthy of anyone’s regard, and �t would honour



the f�rst gentleman �n the country to be h�s fr�end, he ought to have
sa�d �t for me, and been del�ghted from sympathy. He must get
accustomed to h�m, and he may as well l�ke h�m: cons�der�ng how
Heathcl�ff has reason to object to h�m, I’m sure he behaved
excellently!”

“What do you th�nk of h�s go�ng to Wuther�ng He�ghts?” I �nqu�red.
“He �s reformed �n every respect, apparently: qu�te a Chr�st�an:
offer�ng the r�ght hand of fellowsh�p to h�s enem�es all around!”

“He expla�ned �t,” she repl�ed. “I wonder as much as you. He sa�d
he called to gather �nformat�on concern�ng me from you, suppos�ng
you res�ded there st�ll; and Joseph told H�ndley, who came out and
fell to quest�on�ng h�m of what he had been do�ng, and how he had
been l�v�ng; and f�nally, des�red h�m to walk �n. There were some
persons s�tt�ng at cards; Heathcl�ff jo�ned them; my brother lost some
money to h�m, and, f�nd�ng h�m plent�fully suppl�ed, he requested that
he would come aga�n �n the even�ng: to wh�ch he consented. H�ndley
�s too reckless to select h�s acqua�ntance prudently: he doesn’t
trouble h�mself to reflect on the causes he m�ght have for m�strust�ng
one whom he has basely �njured. But Heathcl�ff aff�rms h�s pr�nc�pal
reason for resum�ng a connect�on w�th h�s anc�ent persecutor �s a
w�sh to �nstall h�mself �n quarters at walk�ng d�stance from the
Grange, and an attachment to the house where we l�ved together;
and l�kew�se a hope that I shall have more opportun�t�es of see�ng
h�m there than I could have �f he settled �n G�mmerton. He means to
offer l�beral payment for perm�ss�on to lodge at the He�ghts; and
doubtless my brother’s covetousness w�ll prompt h�m to accept the
terms: he was always greedy; though what he grasps w�th one hand
he fl�ngs away w�th the other.”

“It’s a n�ce place for a young man to f�x h�s dwell�ng �n!” sa�d I.
“Have you no fear of the consequences, Mrs. L�nton?”

“None for my fr�end,” she repl�ed: “h�s strong head w�ll keep h�m
from danger; a l�ttle for H�ndley: but he can’t be made morally worse
than he �s; and I stand between h�m and bod�ly harm. The event of
th�s even�ng has reconc�led me to God and human�ty! I had r�sen �n
angry rebell�on aga�nst Prov�dence. Oh, I’ve endured very, very b�tter
m�sery, Nelly! If that creature knew how b�tter, he’d be ashamed to



cloud �ts removal w�th �dle petulance. It was k�ndness for h�m wh�ch
�nduced me to bear �t alone: had I expressed the agony I frequently
felt, he would have been taught to long for �ts allev�at�on as ardently
as I. However, �t’s over, and I’ll take no revenge on h�s folly; I can
afford to suffer anyth�ng hereafter! Should the meanest th�ng al�ve
slap me on the cheek, I’d not only turn the other, but I’d ask pardon
for provok�ng �t; and, as a proof, I’ll go make my peace w�th Edgar
�nstantly. Good-n�ght! I’m an angel!”

In th�s self-complacent conv�ct�on she departed; and the success
of her fulf�lled resolut�on was obv�ous on the morrow: Mr. L�nton had
not only abjured h�s peev�shness (though h�s sp�r�ts seemed st�ll
subdued by Cather�ne’s exuberance of v�vac�ty), but he ventured no
object�on to her tak�ng Isabella w�th her to Wuther�ng He�ghts �n the
afternoon; and she rewarded h�m w�th such a summer of sweetness
and affect�on �n return as made the house a parad�se for several
days; both master and servants prof�t�ng from the perpetual
sunsh�ne.

Heathcl�ff—Mr. Heathcl�ff I should say �n future—used the l�berty of
v�s�t�ng at Thrushcross Grange caut�ously, at f�rst: he seemed
est�mat�ng how far �ts owner would bear h�s �ntrus�on. Cather�ne,
also, deemed �t jud�c�ous to moderate her express�ons of pleasure �n
rece�v�ng h�m; and he gradually establ�shed h�s r�ght to be expected.
He reta�ned a great deal of the reserve for wh�ch h�s boyhood was
remarkable; and that served to repress all startl�ng demonstrat�ons of
feel�ng. My master’s uneas�ness exper�enced a lull, and further
c�rcumstances d�verted �t �nto another channel for a space.

H�s new source of trouble sprang from the not ant�c�pated
m�sfortune of Isabella L�nton ev�nc�ng a sudden and �rres�st�ble
attract�on towards the tolerated guest. She was at that t�me a
charm�ng young lady of e�ghteen; �nfant�le �n manners, though
possessed of keen w�t, keen feel�ngs, and a keen temper, too, �f
�rr�tated. Her brother, who loved her tenderly, was appalled at th�s
fantast�c preference. Leav�ng as�de the degradat�on of an all�ance
w�th a nameless man, and the poss�ble fact that h�s property, �n
default of he�rs male, m�ght pass �nto such a one’s power, he had
sense to comprehend Heathcl�ff’s d�spos�t�on: to know that, though



h�s exter�or was altered, h�s m�nd was unchangeable and
unchanged. And he dreaded that m�nd: �t revolted h�m: he shrank
forebod�ngly from the �dea of comm�tt�ng Isabella to �ts keep�ng. He
would have reco�led st�ll more had he been aware that her
attachment rose unsol�c�ted, and was bestowed where �t awakened
no rec�procat�on of sent�ment; for the m�nute he d�scovered �ts
ex�stence he la�d the blame on Heathcl�ff’s del�berate des�gn�ng.

We had all remarked, dur�ng some t�me, that M�ss L�nton fretted
and p�ned over someth�ng. She grew cross and wear�some;
snapp�ng at and teas�ng Cather�ne cont�nually, at the �mm�nent r�sk of
exhaust�ng her l�m�ted pat�ence. We excused her, to a certa�n extent,
on the plea of �ll-health: she was dw�ndl�ng and fad�ng before our
eyes. But one day, when she had been pecul�arly wayward, reject�ng
her breakfast, compla�n�ng that the servants d�d not do what she told
them; that the m�stress would allow her to be noth�ng �n the house,
and Edgar neglected her; that she had caught a cold w�th the doors
be�ng left open, and we let the parlour f�re go out on purpose to vex
her, w�th a hundred yet more fr�volous accusat�ons, Mrs. L�nton
peremptor�ly �ns�sted that she should get to bed; and, hav�ng scolded
her heart�ly, threatened to send for the doctor. Ment�on of Kenneth
caused her to excla�m, �nstantly, that her health was perfect, and �t
was only Cather�ne’s harshness wh�ch made her unhappy.

“How can you say I am harsh, you naughty fondl�ng?” cr�ed the
m�stress, amazed at the unreasonable assert�on. “You are surely
los�ng your reason. When have I been harsh, tell me?”

“Yesterday,” sobbed Isabella, “and now!”
“Yesterday!” sa�d her s�ster-�n-law. “On what occas�on?”
“In our walk along the moor: you told me to ramble where I

pleased, wh�le you sauntered on w�th Mr. Heathcl�ff!”
“And that’s your not�on of harshness?” sa�d Cather�ne, laugh�ng. “It

was no h�nt that your company was superfluous? We d�dn’t care
whether you kept w�th us or not; I merely thought Heathcl�ff’s talk
would have noth�ng enterta�n�ng for your ears.”

“Oh, no,” wept the young lady; “you w�shed me away, because you
knew I l�ked to be there!”



“Is she sane?” asked Mrs. L�nton, appeal�ng to me. “I’ll repeat our
conversat�on, word for word, Isabella; and you po�nt out any charm �t
could have had for you.”

“I don’t m�nd the conversat�on,” she answered: “I wanted to be w�th
—”

“Well?” sa�d Cather�ne, perce�v�ng her hes�tate to complete the
sentence.

“W�th h�m: and I won’t be always sent off!” she cont�nued, k�ndl�ng
up. “You are a dog �n the manger, Cathy, and des�re no one to be
loved but yourself!”

“You are an �mpert�nent l�ttle monkey!” excla�med Mrs. L�nton, �n
surpr�se. “But I’ll not bel�eve th�s �d�ocy! It �s �mposs�ble that you can
covet the adm�rat�on of Heathcl�ff—that you cons�der h�m an
agreeable person! I hope I have m�sunderstood you, Isabella?”

“No, you have not,” sa�d the �nfatuated g�rl. “I love h�m more than
ever you loved Edgar, and he m�ght love me, �f you would let h�m!”

“I wouldn’t be you for a k�ngdom, then!” Cather�ne declared,
emphat�cally: and she seemed to speak s�ncerely. “Nelly, help me to
conv�nce her of her madness. Tell her what Heathcl�ff �s: an
unrecla�med creature, w�thout ref�nement, w�thout cult�vat�on; an ar�d
w�lderness of furze and wh�nstone. I’d as soon put that l�ttle canary
�nto the park on a w�nter’s day, as recommend you to bestow your
heart on h�m! It �s deplorable �gnorance of h�s character, ch�ld, and
noth�ng else, wh�ch makes that dream enter your head. Pray, don’t
�mag�ne that he conceals depths of benevolence and affect�on
beneath a stern exter�or! He’s not a rough d�amond—a pearl-
conta�n�ng oyster of a rust�c: he’s a f�erce, p�t�less, wolf�sh man. I
never say to h�m, ‘Let th�s or that enemy alone, because �t would be
ungenerous or cruel to harm them;’ I say, ‘Let them alone, because I
should hate them to be wronged:’ and he’d crush you l�ke a
sparrow’s egg, Isabella, �f he found you a troublesome charge. I
know he couldn’t love a L�nton; and yet he’d be qu�te capable of
marry�ng your fortune and expectat�ons: avar�ce �s grow�ng w�th h�m
a besett�ng s�n. There’s my p�cture: and I’m h�s fr�end—so much so,
that had he thought ser�ously to catch you, I should, perhaps, have
held my tongue, and let you fall �nto h�s trap.”



M�ss L�nton regarded her s�ster-�n-law w�th �nd�gnat�on.
“For shame! for shame!” she repeated, angr�ly. “You are worse

than twenty foes, you po�sonous fr�end!”
“Ah! you won’t bel�eve me, then?” sa�d Cather�ne. “You th�nk I

speak from w�cked self�shness?”
“I’m certa�n you do,” retorted Isabella; “and I shudder at you!”
“Good!” cr�ed the other. “Try for yourself, �f that be your sp�r�t: I

have done, and y�eld the argument to your saucy �nsolence.”—
“And I must suffer for her egot�sm!” she sobbed, as Mrs. L�nton left

the room. “All, all �s aga�nst me: she has bl�ghted my s�ngle
consolat�on. But she uttered falsehoods, d�dn’t she? Mr. Heathcl�ff �s
not a f�end: he has an honourable soul, and a true one, or how could
he remember her?”

“Ban�sh h�m from your thoughts, M�ss,” I sa�d. “He’s a b�rd of bad
omen: no mate for you. Mrs. L�nton spoke strongly, and yet I can’t
contrad�ct her. She �s better acqua�nted w�th h�s heart than I, or any
one bes�des; and she never would represent h�m as worse than he
�s. Honest people don’t h�de the�r deeds. How has he been l�v�ng?
how has he got r�ch? why �s he stay�ng at Wuther�ng He�ghts, the
house of a man whom he abhors? They say Mr. Earnshaw �s worse
and worse s�nce he came. They s�t up all n�ght together cont�nually,
and H�ndley has been borrow�ng money on h�s land, and does
noth�ng but play and dr�nk: I heard only a week ago—�t was Joseph
who told me—I met h�m at G�mmerton: ‘Nelly,’ he sa�d, ‘we’s hae a
crowner’s ’quest enow, at ahr folks’. One on ’em ’s a’most getten h�s
f�nger cut off w�’ haud�ng t’ other fro’ st�ck�n’ h�sseln lo�ke a cawlf.
That’s ma�ster, yeah knaw, ’at ’s soa up o’ go�ng tuh t’ grand ’s�zes.
He’s noan feared o’ t’ bench o’ judges, norther Paul, nur Peter, nur
John, nur Matthew, nor noan on ’em, not he! He fa�r l�kes—he langs
to set h�s brazened face agean ’em! And yon bonny lad Heathcl�ff,
yah m�nd, he’s a rare ’un. He can g�rn a laugh as well ’s onybody at a
ra�ght d�v�l’s jest. Does he n�ver say nowt of h�s f�ne l�v�ng amang us,
when he goes to t’ Grange? Th�s �s t’ way on ’t:—up at sun-down:
d�ce, brandy, clo�sed shutters, und can’le-l�ght t�ll next day at noon:
then, t’foo�l gangs bann�ng und rav�ng to h�s cham’er, makk�ng
dacent fowks d�g thur f�ngers �’ thur lugs fur varry shame; un’ the



knave, why he can ca�nt h�s brass, un’ ate, un’ sleep, un’ off to h�s
ne�ghbour’s to goss�p w�’ t’ w�fe. I’ course, he tells Dame Cather�ne
how her fathur’s goold runs �nto h�s pocket, and her fathur’s son
gallops down t’ broad road, wh�le he flees afore to oppen t’ p�kes!’
Now, M�ss L�nton, Joseph �s an old rascal, but no l�ar; and, �f h�s
account of Heathcl�ff’s conduct be true, you would never th�nk of
des�r�ng such a husband, would you?”

“You are leagued w�th the rest, Ellen!” she repl�ed. “I’ll not l�sten to
your slanders. What malevolence you must have to w�sh to conv�nce
me that there �s no happ�ness �n the world!”

Whether she would have got over th�s fancy �f left to herself, or
persevered �n nurs�ng �t perpetually, I cannot say: she had l�ttle t�me
to reflect. The day after, there was a just�ce-meet�ng at the next
town; my master was obl�ged to attend; and Mr. Heathcl�ff, aware of
h�s absence, called rather earl�er than usual. Cather�ne and Isabella
were s�tt�ng �n the l�brary, on host�le terms, but s�lent: the latter
alarmed at her recent �nd�scret�on, and the d�sclosure she had made
of her secret feel�ngs �n a trans�ent f�t of pass�on; the former, on
mature cons�derat�on, really offended w�th her compan�on; and, �f
she laughed aga�n at her pertness, �ncl�ned to make �t no laugh�ng
matter to her. She d�d laugh as she saw Heathcl�ff pass the w�ndow. I
was sweep�ng the hearth, and I not�ced a m�sch�evous sm�le on her
l�ps. Isabella, absorbed �n her med�tat�ons, or a book, rema�ned t�ll
the door opened; and �t was too late to attempt an escape, wh�ch she
would gladly have done had �t been pract�cable.

“Come �n, that’s r�ght!” excla�med the m�stress, ga�ly, pull�ng a cha�r
to the f�re. “Here are two people sadly �n need of a th�rd to thaw the
�ce between them; and you are the very one we should both of us
choose. Heathcl�ff, I’m proud to show you, at last, somebody that
dotes on you more than myself. I expect you to feel flattered. Nay, �t’s
not Nelly; don’t look at her! My poor l�ttle s�ster-�n-law �s break�ng her
heart by mere contemplat�on of your phys�cal and moral beauty. It
l�es �n your own power to be Edgar’s brother! No, no, Isabella, you
sha’n’t run off,” she cont�nued, arrest�ng, w�th fe�gned playfulness,
the confounded g�rl, who had r�sen �nd�gnantly. “We were quarrell�ng
l�ke cats about you, Heathcl�ff; and I was fa�rly beaten �n



protestat�ons of devot�on and adm�rat�on: and, moreover, I was
�nformed that �f I would but have the manners to stand as�de, my
r�val, as she w�ll have herself to be, would shoot a shaft �nto your
soul that would f�x you for ever, and send my �mage �nto eternal
obl�v�on!”

“Cather�ne!” sa�d Isabella, call�ng up her d�gn�ty, and d�sda�n�ng to
struggle from the t�ght grasp that held her, “I’d thank you to adhere to
the truth and not slander me, even �n joke! Mr. Heathcl�ff, be k�nd
enough to b�d th�s fr�end of yours release me: she forgets that you
and I are not �nt�mate acqua�ntances; and what amuses her �s pa�nful
to me beyond express�on.”

As the guest answered noth�ng, but took h�s seat, and looked
thoroughly �nd�fferent what sent�ments she cher�shed concern�ng
h�m, she turned and wh�spered an earnest appeal for l�berty to her
tormentor.

“By no means!” cr�ed Mrs. L�nton �n answer. “I won’t be named a
dog �n the manger aga�n. You shall stay: now then! Heathcl�ff, why
don’t you ev�nce sat�sfact�on at my pleasant news? Isabella swears
that the love Edgar has for me �s noth�ng to that she enterta�ns for
you. I’m sure she made some speech of the k�nd; d�d she not, Ellen?
And she has fasted ever s�nce the day before yesterday’s walk, from
sorrow and rage that I despatched her out of your soc�ety under the
�dea of �ts be�ng unacceptable.”

“I th�nk you bel�e her,” sa�d Heathcl�ff, tw�st�ng h�s cha�r to face
them. “She w�shes to be out of my soc�ety now, at any rate!”

And he stared hard at the object of d�scourse, as one m�ght do at a
strange repuls�ve an�mal: a cent�pede from the Ind�es, for �nstance,
wh�ch cur�os�ty leads one to exam�ne �n sp�te of the avers�on �t
ra�ses. The poor th�ng couldn’t bear that; she grew wh�te and red �n
rap�d success�on, and, wh�le tears beaded her lashes, bent the
strength of her small f�ngers to loosen the f�rm clutch of Cather�ne;
and perce�v�ng that as fast as she ra�sed one f�nger off her arm
another closed down, and she could not remove the whole together,
she began to make use of her na�ls; and the�r sharpness presently
ornamented the deta�ner’s w�th crescents of red.



“There’s a t�gress!” excla�med Mrs. L�nton, sett�ng her free, and
shak�ng her hand w�th pa�n. “Begone, for God’s sake, and h�de your
v�xen face! How fool�sh to reveal those talons to h�m. Can’t you fancy
the conclus�ons he’ll draw? Look, Heathcl�ff! they are �nstruments
that w�ll do execut�on—you must beware of your eyes.”

“I’d wrench them off her f�ngers, �f they ever menaced me,” he
answered, brutally, when the door had closed after her. “But what d�d
you mean by teas�ng the creature �n that manner, Cathy? You were
not speak�ng the truth, were you?”

“I assure you I was,” she returned. “She has been dy�ng for your
sake several weeks, and rav�ng about you th�s morn�ng, and pour�ng
forth a deluge of abuse, because I represented your fa�l�ngs �n a
pla�n l�ght, for the purpose of m�t�gat�ng her adorat�on. But don’t
not�ce �t further: I w�shed to pun�sh her sauc�ness, that’s all. I l�ke her
too well, my dear Heathcl�ff, to let you absolutely se�ze and devour
her up.”

“And I l�ke her too �ll to attempt �t,” sa�d he, “except �n a very
ghoul�sh fash�on. You’d hear of odd th�ngs �f I l�ved alone w�th that
mawk�sh, waxen face: the most ord�nary would be pa�nt�ng on �ts
wh�te the colours of the ra�nbow, and turn�ng the blue eyes black,
every day or two: they detestably resemble L�nton’s.”

“Delectably!” observed Cather�ne. “They are dove’s eyes—
angel’s!”

“She’s her brother’s he�r, �s she not?” he asked, after a br�ef
s�lence.

“I should be sorry to th�nk so,” returned h�s compan�on. “Half a
dozen nephews shall erase her t�tle, please heaven! Abstract your
m�nd from the subject at present: you are too prone to covet your
ne�ghbour’s goods; remember th�s ne�ghbour’s goods are m�ne.”

“If they were m�ne, they would be none the less that,” sa�d
Heathcl�ff; “but though Isabella L�nton may be s�lly, she �s scarcely
mad; and, �n short, we’ll d�sm�ss the matter, as you adv�se.”

From the�r tongues they d�d d�sm�ss �t; and Cather�ne, probably,
from her thoughts. The other, I felt certa�n, recalled �t often �n the
course of the even�ng. I saw h�m sm�le to h�mself—gr�n rather—and



lapse �nto om�nous mus�ng whenever Mrs. L�nton had occas�on to be
absent from the apartment.

I determ�ned to watch h�s movements. My heart �nvar�ably cleaved
to the master’s, �n preference to Cather�ne’s s�de: w�th reason I
�mag�ned, for he was k�nd, and trustful, and honourable; and she—
she could not be called oppos�te, yet she seemed to allow herself
such w�de lat�tude, that I had l�ttle fa�th �n her pr�nc�ples, and st�ll less
sympathy for her feel�ngs. I wanted someth�ng to happen wh�ch
m�ght have the effect of free�ng both Wuther�ng He�ghts and the
Grange of Mr. Heathcl�ff qu�etly; leav�ng us as we had been pr�or to
h�s advent. H�s v�s�ts were a cont�nual n�ghtmare to me; and, I
suspected, to my master also. H�s abode at the He�ghts was an
oppress�on past expla�n�ng. I felt that God had forsaken the stray
sheep there to �ts own w�cked wander�ngs, and an ev�l beast prowled
between �t and the fold, wa�t�ng h�s t�me to spr�ng and destroy.



CHAPTER XI

Somet�mes, wh�le med�tat�ng on these th�ngs �n sol�tude, I’ve got
up �n a sudden terror, and put on my bonnet to go see how all was at
the farm. I’ve persuaded my consc�ence that �t was a duty to warn
h�m how people talked regard�ng h�s ways; and then I’ve recollected
h�s conf�rmed bad hab�ts, and, hopeless of benef�t�ng h�m, have
fl�nched from re-enter�ng the d�smal house, doubt�ng �f I could bear to
be taken at my word.

One t�me I passed the old gate, go�ng out of my way, on a journey
to G�mmerton. It was about the per�od that my narrat�ve has reached:
a br�ght frosty afternoon; the ground bare, and the road hard and dry.
I came to a stone where the h�ghway branches off on to the moor at
your left hand; a rough sand-p�llar, w�th the letters W. H. cut on �ts
north s�de, on the east, G., and on the south-west, T. G. It serves as
a gu�de-post to the Grange, the He�ghts, and v�llage. The sun shone
yellow on �ts grey head, rem�nd�ng me of summer; and I cannot say
why, but all at once a gush of ch�ld’s sensat�ons flowed �nto my heart.
H�ndley and I held �t a favour�te spot twenty years before. I gazed
long at the weather-worn block; and, stoop�ng down, perce�ved a
hole near the bottom st�ll full of sna�l-shells and pebbles, wh�ch we
were fond of stor�ng there w�th more per�shable th�ngs; and, as fresh
as real�ty, �t appeared that I beheld my early playmate seated on the
w�thered turf: h�s dark, square head bent forward, and h�s l�ttle hand
scoop�ng out the earth w�th a p�ece of slate. “Poor H�ndley!” I
excla�med, �nvoluntar�ly. I started: my bod�ly eye was cheated �nto a
momentary bel�ef that the ch�ld l�fted �ts face and stared stra�ght �nto
m�ne! It van�shed �n a tw�nkl�ng; but �mmed�ately I felt an �rres�st�ble
yearn�ng to be at the He�ghts. Superst�t�on urged me to comply w�th
th�s �mpulse: suppos�ng he should be dead! I thought—or should d�e



soon!—suppos�ng �t were a s�gn of death! The nearer I got to the
house the more ag�tated I grew; and on catch�ng s�ght of �t I trembled
�n every l�mb. The appar�t�on had outstr�pped me: �t stood look�ng
through the gate. That was my f�rst �dea on observ�ng an elf-locked,
brown-eyed boy sett�ng h�s ruddy countenance aga�nst the bars.
Further reflect�on suggested th�s must be Hareton, my Hareton, not
altered greatly s�nce I left h�m, ten months s�nce.

“God bless thee, darl�ng!” I cr�ed, forgett�ng �nstantaneously my
fool�sh fears. “Hareton, �t’s Nelly! Nelly, thy nurse.”

He retreated out of arm’s length, and p�cked up a large fl�nt.
“I am come to see thy father, Hareton,” I added, guess�ng from the

act�on that Nelly, �f she l�ved �n h�s memory at all, was not recogn�sed
as one w�th me.

He ra�sed h�s m�ss�le to hurl �t; I commenced a sooth�ng speech,
but could not stay h�s hand: the stone struck my bonnet; and then
ensued, from the stammer�ng l�ps of the l�ttle fellow, a str�ng of
curses, wh�ch, whether he comprehended them or not, were
del�vered w�th pract�sed emphas�s, and d�storted h�s baby features
�nto a shock�ng express�on of mal�gn�ty. You may be certa�n th�s
gr�eved more than angered me. F�t to cry, I took an orange from my
pocket, and offered �t to prop�t�ate h�m. He hes�tated, and then
snatched �t from my hold; as �f he fanc�ed I only �ntended to tempt
and d�sappo�nt h�m. I showed another, keep�ng �t out of h�s reach.

“Who has taught you those f�ne words, my ba�rn?” I �nqu�red. “The
curate?”

“Damn the curate, and thee! G�e me that,” he repl�ed.
“Tell us where you got your lessons, and you shall have �t,” sa�d I.

“Who’s your master?”
“Dev�l daddy,” was h�s answer.
“And what do you learn from daddy?” I cont�nued.
He jumped at the fru�t; I ra�sed �t h�gher. “What does he teach

you?” I asked.
“Naught,” sa�d he, “but to keep out of h�s ga�t. Daddy cannot b�de

me, because I swear at h�m.”



“Ah! and the dev�l teaches you to swear at daddy?” I observed.
“Ay—nay,” he drawled.
“Who, then?”
“Heathcl�ff.”
“I asked �f he l�ked Mr. Heathcl�ff.”
“Ay!” he answered aga�n.
Des�r�ng to have h�s reasons for l�k�ng h�m, I could only gather the

sentences—“I known’t: he pays dad back what he g�es to me—he
curses daddy for curs�ng me. He says I mun do as I w�ll.”

“And the curate does not teach you to read and wr�te, then?” I
pursued.

“No, I was told the curate should have h�s —— teeth dashed down
h�s —— throat, �f he stepped over the threshold—Heathcl�ff had
prom�sed that!”

I put the orange �n h�s hand, and bade h�m tell h�s father that a
woman called Nelly Dean was wa�t�ng to speak w�th h�m, by the
garden gate. He went up the walk, and entered the house; but,
�nstead of H�ndley, Heathcl�ff appeared on the door-stones; and I
turned d�rectly and ran down the road as hard as ever I could race,
mak�ng no halt t�ll I ga�ned the gu�de-post, and feel�ng as scared as �f
I had ra�sed a gobl�n. Th�s �s not much connected w�th M�ss
Isabella’s affa�r: except that �t urged me to resolve further on
mount�ng v�g�lant guard, and do�ng my utmost to check the spread of
such bad �nfluence at the Grange: even though I should wake a
domest�c storm, by thwart�ng Mrs. L�nton’s pleasure.

The next t�me Heathcl�ff came my young lady chanced to be
feed�ng some p�geons �n the court. She had never spoken a word to
her s�ster-�n-law for three days; but she had l�kew�se dropped her
fretful compla�n�ng, and we found �t a great comfort. Heathcl�ff had
not the hab�t of bestow�ng a s�ngle unnecessary c�v�l�ty on M�ss
L�nton, I knew. Now, as soon as he beheld her, h�s f�rst precaut�on
was to take a sweep�ng survey of the house-front. I was stand�ng by
the k�tchen-w�ndow, but I drew out of s�ght. He then stepped across
the pavement to her, and sa�d someth�ng: she seemed embarrassed,
and des�rous of gett�ng away; to prevent �t, he la�d h�s hand on her



arm. She averted her face: he apparently put some quest�on wh�ch
she had no m�nd to answer. There was another rap�d glance at the
house, and suppos�ng h�mself unseen, the scoundrel had the
�mpudence to embrace her.

“Judas! Tra�tor!” I ejaculated. “You are a hypocr�te, too, are you? A
del�berate dece�ver.”

“Who �s, Nelly?” sa�d Cather�ne’s vo�ce at my elbow: I had been
over-�ntent on watch�ng the pa�r outs�de to mark her entrance.

“Your worthless fr�end!” I answered, warmly: “the sneak�ng rascal
yonder. Ah, he has caught a gl�mpse of us—he �s com�ng �n! I
wonder w�ll he have the heart to f�nd a plaus�ble excuse for mak�ng
love to M�ss, when he told you he hated her?”

Mrs. L�nton saw Isabella tear herself free, and run �nto the garden;
and a m�nute after, Heathcl�ff opened the door. I couldn’t w�thhold
g�v�ng some loose to my �nd�gnat�on; but Cather�ne angr�ly �ns�sted
on s�lence, and threatened to order me out of the k�tchen, �f I dared
to be so presumptuous as to put �n my �nsolent tongue.

“To hear you, people m�ght th�nk you were the m�stress!” she cr�ed.
“You want sett�ng down �n your r�ght place! Heathcl�ff, what are you
about, ra�s�ng th�s st�r? I sa�d you must let Isabella alone!—I beg you
w�ll, unless you are t�red of be�ng rece�ved here, and w�sh L�nton to
draw the bolts aga�nst you!”

“God forb�d that he should try!” answered the black v�lla�n. I
detested h�m just then. “God keep h�m meek and pat�ent! Every day I
grow madder after send�ng h�m to heaven!”

“Hush!” sa�d Cather�ne, shutt�ng the �nner door! “Don’t vex me.
Why have you d�sregarded my request? D�d she come across you
on purpose?”

“What �s �t to you?” he growled. “I have a r�ght to k�ss her, �f she
chooses; and you have no r�ght to object. I am not your husband:
you needn’t be jealous of me!”

“I’m not jealous of you,” repl�ed the m�stress; “I’m jealous for you.
Clear your face: you sha’n’t scowl at me! If you l�ke Isabella, you
shall marry her. But do you l�ke her? Tell the truth, Heathcl�ff! There,
you won’t answer. I’m certa�n you don’t.”



“And would Mr. L�nton approve of h�s s�ster marry�ng that man?” I
�nqu�red.

“Mr. L�nton should approve,” returned my lady, dec�s�vely.
“He m�ght spare h�mself the trouble,” sa�d Heathcl�ff: “I could do as

well w�thout h�s approbat�on. And as to you, Cather�ne, I have a m�nd
to speak a few words now, wh�le we are at �t. I want you to be aware
that I know you have treated me �nfernally—�nfernally! Do you hear?
And �f you flatter yourself that I don’t perce�ve �t, you are a fool; and �f
you th�nk I can be consoled by sweet words, you are an �d�ot: and �f
you fancy I’ll suffer unrevenged, I’ll conv�nce you of the contrary, �n a
very l�ttle wh�le! Meant�me, thank you for tell�ng me your s�ster-�n-
law’s secret: I swear I’ll make the most of �t. And stand you as�de!”

“What new phase of h�s character �s th�s?” excla�med Mrs. L�nton,
�n amazement. “I’ve treated you �nfernally—and you’ll take your
revenge! How w�ll you take �t, ungrateful brute? How have I treated
you �nfernally?”

“I seek no revenge on you,” repl�ed Heathcl�ff, less vehemently.
“That’s not the plan. The tyrant gr�nds down h�s slaves and they don’t
turn aga�nst h�m; they crush those beneath them. You are welcome
to torture me to death for your amusement, only allow me to amuse
myself a l�ttle �n the same style, and refra�n from �nsult as much as
you are able. Hav�ng levelled my palace, don’t erect a hovel and
complacently adm�re your own char�ty �n g�v�ng me that for a home. If
I �mag�ned you really w�shed me to marry Isabel, I’d cut my throat!”

“Oh, the ev�l �s that I am not jealous, �s �t?” cr�ed Cather�ne. “Well, I
won’t repeat my offer of a w�fe: �t �s as bad as offer�ng Satan a lost
soul. Your bl�ss l�es, l�ke h�s, �n �nfl�ct�ng m�sery. You prove �t. Edgar �s
restored from the �ll-temper he gave way to at your com�ng; I beg�n to
be secure and tranqu�l; and you, restless to know us at peace,
appear resolved on exc�t�ng a quarrel. Quarrel w�th Edgar, �f you
please, Heathcl�ff, and dece�ve h�s s�ster: you’ll h�t on exactly the
most eff�c�ent method of reveng�ng yourself on me.”

The conversat�on ceased. Mrs. L�nton sat down by the f�re, flushed
and gloomy. The sp�r�t wh�ch served her was grow�ng �ntractable: she
could ne�ther lay nor control �t. He stood on the hearth w�th folded
arms, brood�ng on h�s ev�l thoughts; and �n th�s pos�t�on I left them to



seek the master, who was wonder�ng what kept Cather�ne below so
long.

“Ellen,” sa�d he, when I entered, “have you seen your m�stress?”
“Yes; she’s �n the k�tchen, s�r,” I answered. “She’s sadly put out by

Mr. Heathcl�ff’s behav�our: and, �ndeed, I do th�nk �t’s t�me to arrange
h�s v�s�ts on another foot�ng. There’s harm �n be�ng too soft, and now
�t’s come to th�s—.” And I related the scene �n the court, and, as near
as I dared, the whole subsequent d�spute. I fanc�ed �t could not be
very prejud�c�al to Mrs. L�nton; unless she made �t so afterwards, by
assum�ng the defens�ve for her guest. Edgar L�nton had d�ff�culty �n
hear�ng me to the close. H�s f�rst words revealed that he d�d not clear
h�s w�fe of blame.

“Th�s �s �nsufferable!” he excla�med. “It �s d�sgraceful that she
should own h�m for a fr�end, and force h�s company on me! Call me
two men out of the hall, Ellen. Cather�ne shall l�nger no longer to
argue w�th the low ruff�an—I have humoured her enough.”

He descended, and b�dd�ng the servants wa�t �n the passage,
went, followed by me, to the k�tchen. Its occupants had
recommenced the�r angry d�scuss�on: Mrs. L�nton, at least, was
scold�ng w�th renewed v�gour; Heathcl�ff had moved to the w�ndow,
and hung h�s head, somewhat cowed by her v�olent rat�ng
apparently. He saw the master f�rst, and made a hasty mot�on that
she should be s�lent; wh�ch she obeyed, abruptly, on d�scover�ng the
reason of h�s �nt�mat�on.

“How �s th�s?” sa�d L�nton, address�ng her; “what not�on of
propr�ety must you have to rema�n here, after the language wh�ch
has been held to you by that blackguard? I suppose, because �t �s
h�s ord�nary talk you th�nk noth�ng of �t: you are hab�tuated to h�s
baseness, and, perhaps, �mag�ne I can get used to �t too!”

“Have you been l�sten�ng at the door, Edgar?” asked the m�stress,
�n a tone part�cularly calculated to provoke her husband, �mply�ng
both carelessness and contempt of h�s �rr�tat�on. Heathcl�ff, who had
ra�sed h�s eyes at the former speech, gave a sneer�ng laugh at the
latter; on purpose, �t seemed, to draw Mr. L�nton’s attent�on to h�m.
He succeeded; but Edgar d�d not mean to enterta�n h�m w�th any
h�gh fl�ghts of pass�on.



“I’ve been so far forbear�ng w�th you, s�r,” he sa�d qu�etly; “not that I
was �gnorant of your m�serable, degraded character, but I felt you
were only partly respons�ble for that; and Cather�ne w�sh�ng to keep
up your acqua�ntance, I acqu�esced—fool�shly. Your presence �s a
moral po�son that would contam�nate the most v�rtuous: for that
cause, and to prevent worse consequences, I shall deny you
hereafter adm�ss�on �nto th�s house, and g�ve not�ce now that I
requ�re your �nstant departure. Three m�nutes’ delay w�ll render �t
�nvoluntary and �gnom�n�ous.'

Heathcl�ff measured the he�ght and breadth of the speaker w�th an
eye full of der�s�on.

“Cathy, th�s lamb of yours threatens l�ke a bull!” he sa�d. “It �s �n
danger of spl�tt�ng �ts skull aga�nst my knuckles. By God! Mr. L�nton,
I’m mortally sorry that you are not worth knock�ng down!”

My master glanced towards the passage, and s�gned me to fetch
the men: he had no �ntent�on of hazard�ng a personal encounter. I
obeyed the h�nt; but Mrs. L�nton, suspect�ng someth�ng, followed;
and when I attempted to call them, she pulled me back, slammed the
door to, and locked �t.

“Fa�r means!” she sa�d, �n answer to her husband’s look of angry
surpr�se. “If you have not courage to attack h�m, make an apology, or
allow yourself to be beaten. It w�ll correct you of fe�gn�ng more valour
than you possess. No, I’ll swallow the key before you shall get �t! I’m
del�ghtfully rewarded for my k�ndness to each! After constant
�ndulgence of one’s weak nature, and the other’s bad one, I earn for
thanks two samples of bl�nd �ngrat�tude, stup�d to absurd�ty! Edgar, I
was defend�ng you and yours; and I w�sh Heathcl�ff may flog you
s�ck, for dar�ng to th�nk an ev�l thought of me!”

It d�d not need the med�um of a flogg�ng to produce that effect on
the master. He tr�ed to wrest the key from Cather�ne’s grasp, and for
safety she flung �t �nto the hottest part of the f�re; whereupon Mr.
Edgar was taken w�th a nervous trembl�ng, and h�s countenance
grew deadly pale. For h�s l�fe he could not avert that excess of
emot�on: m�ngled angu�sh and hum�l�at�on overcame h�m completely.
He leant on the back of a cha�r, and covered h�s face.



“Oh, heavens! In old days th�s would w�n you kn�ghthood!”
excla�med Mrs. L�nton. “We are vanqu�shed! we are vanqu�shed!
Heathcl�ff would as soon l�ft a f�nger at you as the k�ng would march
h�s army aga�nst a colony of m�ce. Cheer up! you sha’n’t be hurt!
Your type �s not a lamb, �t’s a suck�ng leveret.”

“I w�sh you joy of the m�lk-blooded coward, Cathy!” sa�d her fr�end.
“I compl�ment you on your taste. And that �s the slaver�ng, sh�ver�ng
th�ng you preferred to me! I would not str�ke h�m w�th my f�st, but I’d
k�ck h�m w�th my foot, and exper�ence cons�derable sat�sfact�on. Is
he weep�ng, or �s he go�ng to fa�nt for fear?”

The fellow approached and gave the cha�r on wh�ch L�nton rested
a push. He’d better have kept h�s d�stance: my master qu�ckly sprang
erect, and struck h�m full on the throat a blow that would have
levelled a sl�ghter man. It took h�s breath for a m�nute; and wh�le he
choked, Mr. L�nton walked out by the back door �nto the yard, and
from thence to the front entrance.

“There! you’ve done w�th com�ng here,” cr�ed Cather�ne. “Get
away, now; he’ll return w�th a brace of p�stols and half-a-dozen
ass�stants. If he d�d overhear us, of course he’d never forg�ve you.
You’ve played me an �ll turn, Heathcl�ff! But go—make haste! I’d
rather see Edgar at bay than you.”

“Do you suppose I’m go�ng w�th that blow burn�ng �n my gullet?” he
thundered. “By hell, no! I’ll crush h�s r�bs �n l�ke a rotten hazel-nut
before I cross the threshold! If I don’t floor h�m now, I shall murder
h�m some t�me; so, as you value h�s ex�stence, let me get at h�m!”

“He �s not com�ng,” I �nterposed, fram�ng a b�t of a l�e. “There’s the
coachman and the two gardeners; you’ll surely not wa�t to be thrust
�nto the road by them! Each has a bludgeon; and master w�ll, very
l�kely, be watch�ng from the parlour-w�ndows to see that they fulf�l h�s
orders.”

The gardeners and coachman were there: but L�nton was w�th
them. They had already entered the court. Heathcl�ff, on the second
thoughts, resolved to avo�d a struggle aga�nst three underl�ngs: he
se�zed the poker, smashed the lock from the �nner door, and made
h�s escape as they tramped �n.



Mrs. L�nton, who was very much exc�ted, bade me accompany her
upsta�rs. She d�d not know my share �n contr�but�ng to the
d�sturbance, and I was anx�ous to keep her �n �gnorance.

“I’m nearly d�stracted, Nelly!” she excla�med, throw�ng herself on
the sofa. “A thousand sm�ths’ hammers are beat�ng �n my head! Tell
Isabella to shun me; th�s uproar �s ow�ng to her; and should she or
any one else aggravate my anger at present, I shall get w�ld. And,
Nelly, say to Edgar, �f you see h�m aga�n to-n�ght, that I’m �n danger
of be�ng ser�ously �ll. I w�sh �t may prove true. He has startled and
d�stressed me shock�ngly! I want to fr�ghten h�m. Bes�des, he m�ght
come and beg�n a str�ng of abuse or compla�n�ngs; I’m certa�n I
should recr�m�nate, and God knows where we should end! W�ll you
do so, my good Nelly? You are aware that I am no way blamable �n
th�s matter. What possessed h�m to turn l�stener? Heathcl�ff’s talk
was outrageous, after you left us; but I could soon have d�verted h�m
from Isabella, and the rest meant noth�ng. Now all �s dashed wrong;
by the fool’s crav�ng to hear ev�l of self, that haunts some people l�ke
a demon! Had Edgar never gathered our conversat�on, he would
never have been the worse for �t. Really, when he opened on me �n
that unreasonable tone of d�spleasure after I had scolded Heathcl�ff
t�ll I was hoarse for h�m, I d�d not care hardly what they d�d to each
other; espec�ally as I felt that, however the scene closed, we should
all be dr�ven asunder for nobody knows how long! Well, �f I cannot
keep Heathcl�ff for my fr�end—�f Edgar w�ll be mean and jealous, I’ll
try to break the�r hearts by break�ng my own. That w�ll be a prompt
way of f�n�sh�ng all, when I am pushed to extrem�ty! But �t’s a deed to
be reserved for a forlorn hope; I’d not take L�nton by surpr�se w�th �t.
To th�s po�nt he has been d�screet �n dread�ng to provoke me; you
must represent the per�l of qu�tt�ng that pol�cy, and rem�nd h�m of my
pass�onate temper, verg�ng, when k�ndled, on frenzy. I w�sh you
could d�sm�ss that apathy out of that countenance, and look rather
more anx�ous about me.”

The stol�d�ty w�th wh�ch I rece�ved these �nstruct�ons was, no
doubt, rather exasperat�ng: for they were del�vered �n perfect
s�ncer�ty; but I bel�eved a person who could plan the turn�ng of her
f�ts of pass�on to account, beforehand, m�ght, by exert�ng her w�ll,
manage to control herself tolerably, even wh�le under the�r �nfluence;



and I d�d not w�sh to “fr�ghten” her husband, as she sa�d, and mult�ply
h�s annoyances for the purpose of serv�ng her self�shness. Therefore
I sa�d noth�ng when I met the master com�ng towards the parlour; but
I took the l�berty of turn�ng back to l�sten whether they would resume
the�r quarrel together. He began to speak f�rst.

“Rema�n where you are, Cather�ne,” he sa�d; w�thout any anger �n
h�s vo�ce, but w�th much sorrowful despondency. “I shall not stay. I
am ne�ther come to wrangle nor be reconc�led; but I w�sh just to learn
whether, after th�s even�ng’s events, you �ntend to cont�nue your
�nt�macy w�th—”

“Oh, for mercy’s sake,” �nterrupted the m�stress, stamp�ng her foot,
“for mercy’s sake, let us hear no more of �t now! Your cold blood
cannot be worked �nto a fever: your ve�ns are full of �ce-water; but
m�ne are bo�l�ng, and the s�ght of such ch�llness makes them dance.”

“To get r�d of me, answer my quest�on,” persevered Mr. L�nton.
“You must answer �t; and that v�olence does not alarm me. I have
found that you can be as sto�cal as anyone, when you please. W�ll
you g�ve up Heathcl�ff hereafter, or w�ll you g�ve up me? It �s
�mposs�ble for you to be my fr�end and h�s at the same t�me; and I
absolutely requ�re to know wh�ch you choose.”

“I requ�re to be let alone!” excla�med Cather�ne, fur�ously. “I
demand �t! Don’t you see I can scarcely stand? Edgar, you—you
leave me!”

She rang the bell t�ll �t broke w�th a twang; I entered le�surely. It
was enough to try the temper of a sa�nt, such senseless, w�cked
rages! There she lay dash�ng her head aga�nst the arm of the sofa,
and gr�nd�ng her teeth, so that you m�ght fancy she would crash
them to spl�nters! Mr. L�nton stood look�ng at her �n sudden
compunct�on and fear. He told me to fetch some water. She had no
breath for speak�ng. I brought a glass full; and as she would not
dr�nk, I spr�nkled �t on her face. In a few seconds she stretched
herself out st�ff, and turned up her eyes, wh�le her cheeks, at once
blanched and l�v�d, assumed the aspect of death. L�nton looked
terr�f�ed.

“There �s noth�ng �n the world the matter,” I wh�spered. I d�d not
want h�m to y�eld, though I could not help be�ng afra�d �n my heart.



“She has blood on her l�ps!” he sa�d, shudder�ng.
“Never m�nd!” I answered, tartly. And I told h�m how she had

resolved, prev�ous to h�s com�ng, on exh�b�t�ng a f�t of frenzy. I
�ncaut�ously gave the account aloud, and she heard me; for she
started up—her ha�r fly�ng over her shoulders, her eyes flash�ng, the
muscles of her neck and arms stand�ng out preternaturally. I made
up my m�nd for broken bones, at least; but she only glared about her
for an �nstant, and then rushed from the room. The master d�rected
me to follow; I d�d, to her chamber-door: she h�ndered me from go�ng
further by secur�ng �t aga�nst me.

As she never offered to descend to breakfast next morn�ng, I went
to ask whether she would have some carr�ed up. “No!” she repl�ed,
peremptor�ly. The same quest�on was repeated at d�nner and tea;
and aga�n on the morrow after, and rece�ved the same answer. Mr.
L�nton, on h�s part, spent h�s t�me �n the l�brary, and d�d not �nqu�re
concern�ng h�s w�fe’s occupat�ons. Isabella and he had had an hour’s
�nterv�ew, dur�ng wh�ch he tr�ed to el�c�t from her some sent�ment of
proper horror for Heathcl�ff’s advances: but he could make noth�ng of
her evas�ve repl�es, and was obl�ged to close the exam�nat�on
unsat�sfactor�ly; add�ng, however, a solemn warn�ng, that �f she were
so �nsane as to encourage that worthless su�tor, �t would d�ssolve all
bonds of relat�onsh�p between herself and h�m.



CHAPTER XII

Wh�le M�ss L�nton moped about the park and garden, always
s�lent, and almost always �n tears; and her brother shut h�mself up
among books that he never opened—weary�ng, I guessed, w�th a
cont�nual vague expectat�on that Cather�ne, repent�ng her conduct,
would come of her own accord to ask pardon, and seek a
reconc�l�at�on—and she fasted pert�nac�ously, under the �dea,
probably, that at every meal Edgar was ready to choke for her
absence, and pr�de alone held h�m from runn�ng to cast h�mself at
her feet; I went about my household dut�es, conv�nced that the
Grange had but one sens�ble soul �n �ts walls, and that lodged �n my
body. I wasted no condolences on M�ss, nor any expostulat�ons on
my m�stress; nor d�d I pay much attent�on to the s�ghs of my master,
who yearned to hear h�s lady’s name, s�nce he m�ght not hear her
vo�ce. I determ�ned they should come about as they pleased for me;
and though �t was a t�resomely slow process, I began to rejo�ce at
length �n a fa�nt dawn of �ts progress: as I thought at f�rst.

Mrs. L�nton, on the th�rd day, unbarred her door, and hav�ng
f�n�shed the water �n her p�tcher and decanter, des�red a renewed
supply, and a bas�n of gruel, for she bel�eved she was dy�ng. That I
set down as a speech meant for Edgar’s ears; I bel�eved no such
th�ng, so I kept �t to myself and brought her some tea and dry toast.
She ate and drank eagerly, and sank back on her p�llow aga�n,
clench�ng her hands and groan�ng. “Oh, I w�ll d�e,” she excla�med,
“s�nce no one cares anyth�ng about me. I w�sh I had not taken that.”
Then a good wh�le after I heard her murmur, “No, I’ll not d�e—he’d be
glad—he does not love me at all—he would never m�ss me!”

“D�d you want anyth�ng, ma’am?” I �nqu�red, st�ll preserv�ng my
external composure, �n sp�te of her ghastly countenance and



strange, exaggerated manner.
“What �s that apathet�c be�ng do�ng?” she demanded, push�ng the

th�ck entangled locks from her wasted face. “Has he fallen �nto a
lethargy, or �s he dead?”

“Ne�ther,” repl�ed I; “�f you mean Mr. L�nton. He’s tolerably well, I
th�nk, though h�s stud�es occupy h�m rather more than they ought: he
�s cont�nually among h�s books, s�nce he has no other soc�ety.”

I should not have spoken so �f I had known her true cond�t�on, but I
could not get r�d of the not�on that she acted a part of her d�sorder.

“Among h�s books!” she cr�ed, confounded. “And I dy�ng! I on the
br�nk of the grave! My God! does he know how I’m altered?”
cont�nued she, star�ng at her reflect�on �n a m�rror hang�ng aga�nst
the oppos�te wall. “Is that Cather�ne L�nton? He �mag�nes me �n a pet
—�n play, perhaps. Cannot you �nform h�m that �t �s fr�ghtful earnest?
Nelly, �f �t be not too late, as soon as I learn how he feels, I’ll choose
between these two: e�ther to starve at once—that would be no
pun�shment unless he had a heart—or to recover, and leave the
country. Are you speak�ng the truth about h�m now? Take care. Is he
actually so utterly �nd�fferent for my l�fe?”

“Why, ma’am,” I answered, “the master has no �dea of your be�ng
deranged; and of course he does not fear that you w�ll let yourself
d�e of hunger.”

“You th�nk not? Cannot you tell h�m I w�ll?” she returned.
“Persuade h�m! speak of your own m�nd: say you are certa�n I w�ll!”

“No, you forget, Mrs. L�nton,” I suggested, “that you have eaten
some food w�th a rel�sh th�s even�ng, and to-morrow you w�ll perce�ve
�ts good effects.”

“If I were only sure �t would k�ll h�m,” she �nterrupted, “I’d k�ll myself
d�rectly! These three awful n�ghts I’ve never closed my l�ds—and oh,
I’ve been tormented! I’ve been haunted, Nelly! But I beg�n to fancy
you don’t l�ke me. How strange! I thought, though everybody hated
and desp�sed each other, they could not avo�d lov�ng me. And they
have all turned to enem�es �n a few hours: they have, I’m pos�t�ve;
the people here. How dreary to meet death, surrounded by the�r cold
faces! Isabella, terr�f�ed and repelled, afra�d to enter the room, �t



would be so dreadful to watch Cather�ne go. And Edgar stand�ng
solemnly by to see �t over; then offer�ng prayers of thanks to God for
restor�ng peace to h�s house, and go�ng back to h�s books! What �n
the name of all that feels has he to do w�th books, when I am dy�ng?”

She could not bear the not�on wh�ch I had put �nto her head of Mr.
L�nton’s ph�losoph�cal res�gnat�on. Toss�ng about, she �ncreased her
fever�sh bew�lderment to madness, and tore the p�llow w�th her teeth;
then ra�s�ng herself up all burn�ng, des�red that I would open the
w�ndow. We were �n the m�ddle of w�nter, the w�nd blew strong from
the north-east, and I objected. Both the express�ons fl�tt�ng over her
face, and the changes of her moods, began to alarm me terr�bly; and
brought to my recollect�on her former �llness, and the doctor’s
�njunct�on that she should not be crossed. A m�nute prev�ously she
was v�olent; now, supported on one arm, and not not�c�ng my refusal
to obey her, she seemed to f�nd ch�ld�sh d�vers�on �n pull�ng the
feathers from the rents she had just made, and rang�ng them on the
sheet accord�ng to the�r d�fferent spec�es: her m�nd had strayed to
other assoc�at�ons.

“That’s a turkey’s,” she murmured to herself; “and th�s �s a w�ld
duck’s; and th�s �s a p�geon’s. Ah, they put p�geons’ feathers �n the
p�llows—no wonder I couldn’t d�e! Let me take care to throw �t on the
floor when I l�e down. And here �s a moor-cock’s; and th�s—I should
know �t among a thousand—�t’s a lapw�ng’s. Bonny b�rd; wheel�ng
over our heads �n the m�ddle of the moor. It wanted to get to �ts nest,
for the clouds had touched the swells, and �t felt ra�n com�ng. Th�s
feather was p�cked up from the heath, the b�rd was not shot: we saw
�ts nest �n the w�nter, full of l�ttle skeletons. Heathcl�ff set a trap over
�t, and the old ones dared not come. I made h�m prom�se he’d never
shoot a lapw�ng after that, and he d�dn’t. Yes, here are more! D�d he
shoot my lapw�ngs, Nelly? Are they red, any of them? Let me look.”

“G�ve over w�th that baby-work!” I �nterrupted, dragg�ng the p�llow
away, and turn�ng the holes towards the mattress, for she was
remov�ng �ts contents by handfuls. “L�e down and shut your eyes:
you’re wander�ng. There’s a mess! The down �s fly�ng about l�ke
snow.”

I went here and there collect�ng �t.



“I see �n you, Nelly,” she cont�nued dream�ly, “an aged woman: you
have grey ha�r and bent shoulders. Th�s bed �s the fa�ry cave under
Pen�stone crags, and you are gather�ng elf-bolts to hurt our he�fers;
pretend�ng, wh�le I am near, that they are only locks of wool. That’s
what you’ll come to f�fty years hence: I know you are not so now. I’m
not wander�ng: you’re m�staken, or else I should bel�eve you really
were that w�thered hag, and I should th�nk I was under Pen�stone
Crags; and I’m consc�ous �t’s n�ght, and there are two candles on the
table mak�ng the black press sh�ne l�ke jet.”

“The black press? where �s that?” I asked. “You are talk�ng �n your
sleep!”

“It’s aga�nst the wall, as �t always �s,” she repl�ed. “It does appear
odd—I see a face �n �t!”

“There’s no press �n the room, and never was,” sa�d I, resum�ng
my seat, and loop�ng up the curta�n that I m�ght watch her.

“Don’t you see that face?” she �nqu�red, gaz�ng earnestly at the
m�rror.

And say what I could, I was �ncapable of mak�ng her comprehend
�t to be her own; so I rose and covered �t w�th a shawl.

“It’s beh�nd there st�ll!” she pursued, anx�ously. “And �t st�rred. Who
�s �t? I hope �t w�ll not come out when you are gone! Oh! Nelly, the
room �s haunted! I’m afra�d of be�ng alone!”

I took her hand �n m�ne, and b�d her be composed; for a
success�on of shudders convulsed her frame, and she would keep
stra�n�ng her gaze towards the glass.

“There’s nobody here!” I �ns�sted. “It was yourself, Mrs. L�nton: you
knew �t a wh�le s�nce.”

“Myself!” she gasped, “and the clock �s str�k�ng twelve! It’s true,
then! that’s dreadful!”

Her f�ngers clutched the clothes, and gathered them over her
eyes. I attempted to steal to the door w�th an �ntent�on of call�ng her
husband; but I was summoned back by a p�erc�ng shr�ek—the shawl
had dropped from the frame.

“Why, what �s the matter?” cr�ed I. “Who �s coward now? Wake up!
That �s the glass—the m�rror, Mrs. L�nton; and you see yourself �n �t,



and there am I too by your s�de.”
Trembl�ng and bew�ldered, she held me fast, but the horror

gradually passed from her countenance; �ts paleness gave place to a
glow of shame.

“Oh, dear! I thought I was at home,” she s�ghed. “I thought I was
ly�ng �n my chamber at Wuther�ng He�ghts. Because I’m weak, my
bra�n got confused, and I screamed unconsc�ously. Don’t say
anyth�ng; but stay w�th me. I dread sleep�ng: my dreams appal me.”

“A sound sleep would do you good, ma’am,” I answered: “and I
hope th�s suffer�ng w�ll prevent your try�ng starv�ng aga�n.”

“Oh, �f I were but �n my own bed �n the old house!” she went on
b�tterly, wr�ng�ng her hands. “And that w�nd sound�ng �n the f�rs by the
latt�ce. Do let me feel �t—�t comes stra�ght down the moor—do let me
have one breath!” To pac�fy her I held the casement ajar a few
seconds. A cold blast rushed through; I closed �t, and returned to my
post. She lay st�ll now, her face bathed �n tears. Exhaust�on of body
had ent�rely subdued her sp�r�t: our f�ery Cather�ne was no better
than a wa�l�ng ch�ld.

“How long �s �t s�nce I shut myself �n here?” she asked, suddenly
rev�v�ng.

“It was Monday even�ng,” I repl�ed, “and th�s �s Thursday n�ght, or
rather Fr�day morn�ng, at present.”

“What! of the same week?” she excla�med. “Only that br�ef t�me?”
“Long enough to l�ve on noth�ng but cold water and �ll-temper,”

observed I.
“Well, �t seems a weary number of hours,” she muttered doubtfully:

“�t must be more. I remember be�ng �n the parlour after they had
quarrelled, and Edgar be�ng cruelly provok�ng, and me runn�ng �nto
th�s room desperate. As soon as ever I had barred the door, utter
blackness overwhelmed me, and I fell on the floor. I couldn’t expla�n
to Edgar how certa�n I felt of hav�ng a f�t, or go�ng rag�ng mad, �f he
pers�sted �n teas�ng me! I had no command of tongue, or bra�n, and
he d�d not guess my agony, perhaps: �t barely left me sense to try to
escape from h�m and h�s vo�ce. Before I recovered suff�c�ently to see
and hear, �t began to be dawn, and, Nelly, I’ll tell you what I thought,



and what has kept recurr�ng and recurr�ng t�ll I feared for my reason.
I thought as I lay there, w�th my head aga�nst that table leg, and my
eyes d�mly d�scern�ng the grey square of the w�ndow, that I was
enclosed �n the oak-panelled bed at home; and my heart ached w�th
some great gr�ef wh�ch, just wak�ng, I could not recollect. I pondered,
and worr�ed myself to d�scover what �t could be, and, most strangely,
the whole last seven years of my l�fe grew a blank! I d�d not recall
that they had been at all. I was a ch�ld; my father was just bur�ed,
and my m�sery arose from the separat�on that H�ndley had ordered
between me and Heathcl�ff. I was la�d alone, for the f�rst t�me; and,
rous�ng from a d�smal doze after a n�ght of weep�ng, I l�fted my hand
to push the panels as�de: �t struck the table-top! I swept �t along the
carpet, and then memory burst �n: my late angu�sh was swallowed �n
a paroxysm of despa�r. I cannot say why I felt so w�ldly wretched: �t
must have been temporary derangement; for there �s scarcely cause.
But, suppos�ng at twelve years old I had been wrenched from the
He�ghts, and every early assoc�at�on, and my all �n all, as Heathcl�ff
was at that t�me, and been converted at a stroke �nto Mrs. L�nton, the
lady of Thrushcross Grange, and the w�fe of a stranger: an ex�le, and
outcast, thenceforth, from what had been my world. You may fancy a
gl�mpse of the abyss where I grovelled! Shake your head as you w�ll,
Nelly, you have helped to unsettle me! You should have spoken to
Edgar, �ndeed you should, and compelled h�m to leave me qu�et! Oh,
I’m burn�ng! I w�sh I were out of doors! I w�sh I were a g�rl aga�n, half
savage and hardy, and free; and laugh�ng at �njur�es, not madden�ng
under them! Why am I so changed? why does my blood rush �nto a
hell of tumult at a few words? I’m sure I should be myself were I
once among the heather on those h�lls. Open the w�ndow aga�n
w�de: fasten �t open! Qu�ck, why don’t you move?”

“Because I won’t g�ve you your death of cold,” I answered.
“You won’t g�ve me a chance of l�fe, you mean,” she sa�d, sullenly.

“However, I’m not helpless yet; I’ll open �t myself.”
And sl�d�ng from the bed before I could h�nder her, she crossed the

room, walk�ng very uncerta�nly, threw �t back, and bent out, careless
of the frosty a�r that cut about her shoulders as keen as a kn�fe. I
entreated, and f�nally attempted to force her to ret�re. But I soon



found her del�r�ous strength much surpassed m�ne (she was
del�r�ous, I became conv�nced by her subsequent act�ons and
rav�ngs). There was no moon, and everyth�ng beneath lay �n m�sty
darkness: not a l�ght gleamed from any house, far or near all had
been ext�ngu�shed long ago: and those at Wuther�ng He�ghts were
never v�s�ble—st�ll she asserted she caught the�r sh�n�ng.

“Look!” she cr�ed eagerly, “that’s my room w�th the candle �n �t, and
the trees sway�ng before �t; and the other candle �s �n Joseph’s
garret. Joseph s�ts up late, doesn’t he? He’s wa�t�ng t�ll I come home
that he may lock the gate. Well, he’ll wa�t a wh�le yet. It’s a rough
journey, and a sad heart to travel �t; and we must pass by G�mmerton
K�rk to go that journey! We’ve braved �ts ghosts often together, and
dared each other to stand among the graves and ask them to come.
But, Heathcl�ff, �f I dare you now, w�ll you venture? If you do, I’ll keep
you. I’ll not l�e there by myself: they may bury me twelve feet deep,
and throw the church down over me, but I won’t rest t�ll you are w�th
me. I never w�ll!”

She paused, and resumed w�th a strange sm�le. “He’s cons�der�ng
—he’d rather I’d come to h�m! F�nd a way, then! not through that
k�rkyard. You are slow! Be content, you always followed me!”

Perce�v�ng �t va�n to argue aga�nst her �nsan�ty, I was plann�ng how
I could reach someth�ng to wrap about her, w�thout qu�tt�ng my hold
of herself (for I could not trust her alone by the gap�ng latt�ce), when,
to my consternat�on, I heard the rattle of the door-handle, and Mr.
L�nton entered. He had only then come from the l�brary; and, �n
pass�ng through the lobby, had not�ced our talk�ng and been
attracted by cur�os�ty, or fear, to exam�ne what �t s�gn�f�ed, at that late
hour.

“Oh, s�r!” I cr�ed, check�ng the exclamat�on r�sen to h�s l�ps at the
s�ght wh�ch met h�m, and the bleak atmosphere of the chamber. “My
poor m�stress �s �ll, and she qu�te masters me: I cannot manage her
at all; pray, come and persuade her to go to bed. Forget your anger,
for she’s hard to gu�de any way but her own.”

“Cather�ne �ll?” he sa�d, hasten�ng to us. “Shut the w�ndow, Ellen!
Cather�ne! why—”



He was s�lent. The haggardness of Mrs. L�nton’s appearance
smote h�m speechless, and he could only glance from her to me �n
horr�f�ed aston�shment.

“She’s been frett�ng here,” I cont�nued, “and eat�ng scarcely
anyth�ng, and never compla�n�ng: she would adm�t none of us t�ll th�s
even�ng, and so we couldn’t �nform you of her state, as we were not
aware of �t ourselves; but �t �s noth�ng.”

I felt I uttered my explanat�ons awkwardly; the master frowned. “It
�s noth�ng, �s �t, Ellen Dean?” he sa�d sternly. “You shall account
more clearly for keep�ng me �gnorant of th�s!” And he took h�s w�fe �n
h�s arms, and looked at her w�th angu�sh.

At f�rst she gave h�m no glance of recogn�t�on: he was �nv�s�ble to
her abstracted gaze. The del�r�um was not f�xed, however; hav�ng
weaned her eyes from contemplat�ng the outer darkness, by degrees
she centred her attent�on on h�m, and d�scovered who �t was that
held her.

“Ah! you are come, are you, Edgar L�nton?” she sa�d, w�th angry
an�mat�on. “You are one of those th�ngs that are ever found when
least wanted, and when you are wanted, never! I suppose we shall
have plenty of lamentat�ons now—I see we shall—but they can’t
keep me from my narrow home out yonder: my rest�ng-place, where
I’m bound before spr�ng �s over! There �t �s: not among the L�ntons,
m�nd, under the chapel-roof, but �n the open a�r, w�th a head-stone;
and you may please yourself whether you go to them or come to
me!”

“Cather�ne, what have you done?” commenced the master. “Am I
noth�ng to you any more? Do you love that wretch Heath—”

“Hush!” cr�ed Mrs. L�nton. “Hush, th�s moment! You ment�on that
name and I end the matter �nstantly by a spr�ng from the w�ndow!
What you touch at present you may have; but my soul w�ll be on that
h�ll top before you lay hands on me aga�n. I don’t want you, Edgar:
I’m past want�ng you. Return to your books. I’m glad you possess a
consolat�on, for all you had �n me �s gone.”

“Her m�nd wanders, s�r,” I �nterposed. “She has been talk�ng
nonsense the whole even�ng; but let her have qu�et, and proper



attendance, and she’ll rally. Hereafter, we must be caut�ous how we
vex her.”

“I des�re no further adv�ce from you,” answered Mr. L�nton. “You
knew your m�stress’s nature, and you encouraged me to harass her.
And not to g�ve me one h�nt of how she has been these three days! It
was heartless! Months of s�ckness could not cause such a change!”

I began to defend myself, th�nk�ng �t too bad to be blamed for
another’s w�cked waywardness. “I knew Mrs. L�nton’s nature to be
headstrong and dom�neer�ng,” cr�ed I: “but I d�dn’t know that you
w�shed to foster her f�erce temper! I d�dn’t know that, to humour her, I
should w�nk at Mr. Heathcl�ff. I performed the duty of a fa�thful
servant �n tell�ng you, and I have got a fa�thful servant’s wages! Well,
�t w�ll teach me to be careful next t�me. Next t�me you may gather
�ntell�gence for yourself!”

“The next t�me you br�ng a tale to me you shall qu�t my serv�ce,
Ellen Dean,” he repl�ed.

“You’d rather hear noth�ng about �t, I suppose, then, Mr. L�nton?”
sa�d I. “Heathcl�ff has your perm�ss�on to come a-court�ng to M�ss,
and to drop �n at every opportun�ty your absence offers, on purpose
to po�son the m�stress aga�nst you?”

Confused as Cather�ne was, her w�ts were alert at apply�ng our
conversat�on.

“Ah! Nelly has played tra�tor,” she excla�med, pass�onately. “Nelly
�s my h�dden enemy. You w�tch! So you do seek elf-bolts to hurt us!
Let me go, and I’ll make her rue! I’ll make her howl a recantat�on!”

A man�ac’s fury k�ndled under her brows; she struggled
desperately to d�sengage herself from L�nton’s arms. I felt no
�ncl�nat�on to tarry the event; and, resolv�ng to seek med�cal a�d on
my own respons�b�l�ty, I qu�tted the chamber.

In pass�ng the garden to reach the road, at a place where a br�dle
hook �s dr�ven �nto the wall, I saw someth�ng wh�te moved �rregularly,
ev�dently by another agent than the w�nd. Notw�thstand�ng my hurry,
I stayed to exam�ne �t, lest ever after I should have the conv�ct�on
�mpressed on my �mag�nat�on that �t was a creature of the other
world. My surpr�se and perplex�ty were great on d�scover�ng, by



touch more than v�s�on, M�ss Isabella’s spr�nger, Fanny, suspended
by a handkerch�ef, and nearly at �ts last gasp. I qu�ckly released the
an�mal, and l�fted �t �nto the garden. I had seen �t follow �ts m�stress
upsta�rs when she went to bed; and wondered much how �t could
have got out there, and what m�sch�evous person had treated �t so.
Wh�le unty�ng the knot round the hook, �t seemed to me that I
repeatedly caught the beat of horses’ feet gallop�ng at some
d�stance; but there were such a number of th�ngs to occupy my
reflect�ons that I hardly gave the c�rcumstance a thought: though �t
was a strange sound, �n that place, at two o’clock �n the morn�ng.

Mr. Kenneth was fortunately just �ssu�ng from h�s house to see a
pat�ent �n the v�llage as I came up the street; and my account of
Cather�ne L�nton’s malady �nduced h�m to accompany me back
�mmed�ately. He was a pla�n rough man; and he made no scruple to
speak h�s doubts of her surv�v�ng th�s second attack; unless she
were more subm�ss�ve to h�s d�rect�ons than she had shown herself
before.

“Nelly Dean,” sa�d he, “I can’t help fancy�ng there’s an extra cause
for th�s. What has there been to do at the Grange? We’ve odd
reports up here. A stout, hearty lass l�ke Cather�ne does not fall �ll for
a tr�fle; and that sort of people should not e�ther. It’s hard work
br�ng�ng them through fevers, and such th�ngs. How d�d �t beg�n?”

“The master w�ll �nform you,” I answered; “but you are acqua�nted
w�th the Earnshaws’ v�olent d�spos�t�ons, and Mrs. L�nton caps them
all. I may say th�s; �t commenced �n a quarrel. She was struck dur�ng
a tempest of pass�on w�th a k�nd of f�t. That’s her account, at least:
for she flew off �n the he�ght of �t, and locked herself up. Afterwards,
she refused to eat, and now she alternately raves and rema�ns �n a
half dream; know�ng those about her, but hav�ng her m�nd f�lled w�th
all sorts of strange �deas and �llus�ons.”

“Mr. L�nton w�ll be sorry?” observed Kenneth, �nterrogat�vely.
“Sorry? he’ll break h�s heart should anyth�ng happen!” I repl�ed.

“Don’t alarm h�m more than necessary.”
“Well, I told h�m to beware,” sa�d my compan�on; “and he must

b�de the consequences of neglect�ng my warn�ng! Hasn’t he been
�nt�mate w�th Mr. Heathcl�ff lately?”



“Heathcl�ff frequently v�s�ts at the Grange,” answered I, “though
more on the strength of the m�stress hav�ng known h�m when a boy,
than because the master l�kes h�s company. At present he’s
d�scharged from the trouble of call�ng; ow�ng to some presumptuous
asp�rat�ons after M�ss L�nton wh�ch he man�fested. I hardly th�nk he’ll
be taken �n aga�n.”

“And does M�ss L�nton turn a cold shoulder on h�m?” was the
doctor’s next quest�on.

“I’m not �n her conf�dence,” returned I, reluctant to cont�nue the
subject.

“No, she’s a sly one,” he remarked, shak�ng h�s head. “She keeps
her own counsel! But she’s a real l�ttle fool. I have �t from good
author�ty that last n�ght (and a pretty n�ght �t was!) she and Heathcl�ff
were walk�ng �n the plantat�on at the back of your house above two
hours; and he pressed her not to go �n aga�n, but just mount h�s
horse and away w�th h�m! My �nformant sa�d she could only put h�m
off by pledg�ng her word of honour to be prepared on the�r f�rst
meet�ng after that: when �t was to be he d�dn’t hear; but you urge Mr.
L�nton to look sharp!”

Th�s news f�lled me w�th fresh fears; I outstr�pped Kenneth, and
ran most of the way back. The l�ttle dog was yelp�ng �n the garden
yet. I spared a m�nute to open the gate for �t, but �nstead of go�ng to
the house door, �t coursed up and down snuff�ng the grass, and
would have escaped to the road, had I not se�zed �t and conveyed �t
�n w�th me. On ascend�ng to Isabella’s room, my susp�c�ons were
conf�rmed: �t was empty. Had I been a few hours sooner Mrs.
L�nton’s �llness m�ght have arrested her rash step. But what could be
done now? There was a bare poss�b�l�ty of overtak�ng them �f
pursued �nstantly. I could not pursue them, however; and I dared not
rouse the fam�ly, and f�ll the place w�th confus�on; st�ll less unfold the
bus�ness to my master, absorbed as he was �n h�s present calam�ty,
and hav�ng no heart to spare for a second gr�ef! I saw noth�ng for �t
but to hold my tongue, and suffer matters to take the�r course; and
Kenneth be�ng arr�ved, I went w�th a badly composed countenance
to announce h�m. Cather�ne lay �n a troubled sleep: her husband had
succeeded �n sooth�ng the excess of frenzy; he now hung over her



p�llow, watch�ng every shade and every change of her pa�nfully
express�ve features.

The doctor, on exam�n�ng the case for h�mself, spoke hopefully to
h�m of �ts hav�ng a favourable term�nat�on, �f we could only preserve
around her perfect and constant tranqu�ll�ty. To me, he s�gn�f�ed the
threaten�ng danger was not so much death, as permanent al�enat�on
of �ntellect.

I d�d not close my eyes that n�ght, nor d�d Mr. L�nton: �ndeed, we
never went to bed; and the servants were all up long before the
usual hour, mov�ng through the house w�th stealthy tread, and
exchang�ng wh�spers as they encountered each other �n the�r
vocat�ons. Every one was act�ve but M�ss Isabella; and they began to
remark how sound she slept: her brother, too, asked �f she had r�sen,
and seemed �mpat�ent for her presence, and hurt that she showed so
l�ttle anx�ety for her s�ster-�n-law. I trembled lest he should send me
to call her; but I was spared the pa�n of be�ng the f�rst procla�mant of
her fl�ght. One of the ma�ds, a thoughtless g�rl, who had been on an
early errand to G�mmerton, came pant�ng upsta�rs, open-mouthed,
and dashed �nto the chamber, cry�ng: “Oh, dear, dear! What mun we
have next? Master, master, our young lady—”

“Hold your no�se!” cr�ed, I hast�ly, enraged at her clamorous
manner.

“Speak lower, Mary—What �s the matter?” sa�d Mr. L�nton. “What
a�ls your young lady?”

“She’s gone, she’s gone! Yon’ Heathcl�ff’s run off w�’ her!” gasped
the g�rl.

“That �s not true!” excla�med L�nton, r�s�ng �n ag�tat�on. “It cannot
be: how has the �dea entered your head? Ellen Dean, go and seek
her. It �s �ncred�ble: �t cannot be.”

As he spoke he took the servant to the door, and then repeated h�s
demand to know her reasons for such an assert�on.

“Why, I met on the road a lad that fetches m�lk here,” she
stammered, “and he asked whether we weren’t �n trouble at the
Grange. I thought he meant for m�ss�s’s s�ckness, so I answered,
yes. Then says he, ‘There’s somebody gone after ’em, I guess?’ I



stared. He saw I knew nought about �t, and he told how a gentleman
and lady had stopped to have a horse’s shoe fastened at a
blacksm�th’s shop, two m�les out of G�mmerton, not very long after
m�dn�ght! and how the blacksm�th’s lass had got up to spy who they
were: she knew them both d�rectly. And she not�ced the man—
Heathcl�ff �t was, she felt certa�n: nob’dy could m�stake h�m, bes�des
—put a sovere�gn �n her father’s hand for payment. The lady had a
cloak about her face; but hav�ng des�red a sup of water, wh�le she
drank �t fell back, and she saw her very pla�n. Heathcl�ff held both
br�dles as they rode on, and they set the�r faces from the v�llage, and
went as fast as the rough roads would let them. The lass sa�d
noth�ng to her father, but she told �t all over G�mmerton th�s morn�ng.”

I ran and peeped, for form’s sake, �nto Isabella’s room; conf�rm�ng,
when I returned, the servant’s statement. Mr. L�nton had resumed h�s
seat by the bed; on my re-entrance, he ra�sed h�s eyes, read the
mean�ng of my blank aspect, and dropped them w�thout g�v�ng an
order, or utter�ng a word.

“Are we to try any measures for overtak�ng and br�ng�ng her back,”
I �nqu�red. “How should we do?”

“She went of her own accord,” answered the master; “she had a
r�ght to go �f she pleased. Trouble me no more about her. Hereafter
she �s only my s�ster �n name: not because I d�sown her, but because
she has d�sowned me.”

And that was all he sa�d on the subject: he d�d not make s�ngle
�nqu�ry further, or ment�on her �n any way, except d�rect�ng me to
send what property she had �n the house to her fresh home,
wherever �t was, when I knew �t.



CHAPTER XIII

For two months the fug�t�ves rema�ned absent; �n those two
months, Mrs. L�nton encountered and conquered the worst shock of
what was denom�nated a bra�n fever. No mother could have nursed
an only ch�ld more devotedly than Edgar tended her. Day and n�ght
he was watch�ng, and pat�ently endur�ng all the annoyances that
�rr�table nerves and a shaken reason could �nfl�ct; and, though
Kenneth remarked that what he saved from the grave would only
recompense h�s care by form�ng the source of constant future
anx�ety—�n fact, that h�s health and strength were be�ng sacr�f�ced to
preserve a mere ru�n of human�ty—he knew no l�m�ts �n grat�tude and
joy when Cather�ne’s l�fe was declared out of danger; and hour after
hour he would s�t bes�de her, trac�ng the gradual return to bod�ly
health, and flatter�ng h�s too sangu�ne hopes w�th the �llus�on that her
m�nd would settle back to �ts r�ght balance also, and she would soon
be ent�rely her former self.

The f�rst t�me she left her chamber was at the commencement of
the follow�ng March. Mr. L�nton had put on her p�llow, �n the morn�ng,
a handful of golden crocuses; her eye, long stranger to any gleam of
pleasure, caught them �n wak�ng, and shone del�ghted as she
gathered them eagerly together.

“These are the earl�est flowers at the He�ghts,” she excla�med.
“They rem�nd me of soft thaw w�nds, and warm sunsh�ne, and nearly
melted snow. Edgar, �s there not a south w�nd, and �s not the snow
almost gone?”

“The snow �s qu�te gone down here, darl�ng,” repl�ed her husband;
“and I only see two wh�te spots on the whole range of moors: the sky
�s blue, and the larks are s�ng�ng, and the becks and brooks are all
br�m full. Cather�ne, last spr�ng at th�s t�me, I was long�ng to have you



under th�s roof; now, I w�sh you were a m�le or two up those h�lls: the
a�r blows so sweetly, I feel that �t would cure you.”

“I shall never be there but once more,” sa�d the �nval�d; “and then
you’ll leave me, and I shall rema�n for ever. Next spr�ng you’ll long
aga�n to have me under th�s roof, and you’ll look back and th�nk you
were happy to-day.”

L�nton lav�shed on her the k�ndest caresses, and tr�ed to cheer her
by the fondest words; but, vaguely regard�ng the flowers, she let the
tears collect on her lashes and stream down her cheeks unheed�ng.
We knew she was really better, and, therefore, dec�ded that long
conf�nement to a s�ngle place produced much of th�s despondency,
and �t m�ght be part�ally removed by a change of scene. The master
told me to l�ght a f�re �n the many-weeks’ deserted parlour, and to set
an easy-cha�r �n the sunsh�ne by the w�ndow; and then he brought
her down, and she sat a long wh�le enjoy�ng the gen�al heat, and, as
we expected, rev�ved by the objects round her: wh�ch, though
fam�l�ar, were free from the dreary assoc�at�ons �nvest�ng her hated
s�ck chamber. By even�ng she seemed greatly exhausted; yet no
arguments could persuade her to return to that apartment, and I had
to arrange the parlour sofa for her bed, t�ll another room could be
prepared. To obv�ate the fat�gue of mount�ng and descend�ng the
sta�rs, we f�tted up th�s, where you l�e at present—on the same floor
w�th the parlour; and she was soon strong enough to move from one
to the other, lean�ng on Edgar’s arm. Ah, I thought myself, she m�ght
recover, so wa�ted on as she was. And there was double cause to
des�re �t, for on her ex�stence depended that of another: we
cher�shed the hope that �n a l�ttle wh�le Mr. L�nton’s heart would be
gladdened, and h�s lands secured from a stranger’s gr�p, by the b�rth
of an he�r.

I should ment�on that Isabella sent to her brother, some s�x weeks
from her departure, a short note, announc�ng her marr�age w�th
Heathcl�ff. It appeared dry and cold; but at the bottom was dotted �n
w�th penc�l an obscure apology, and an entreaty for k�nd
remembrance and reconc�l�at�on, �f her proceed�ng had offended h�m:
assert�ng that she could not help �t then, and be�ng done, she had
now no power to repeal �t. L�nton d�d not reply to th�s, I bel�eve; and,



�n a fortn�ght more, I got a long letter, wh�ch I cons�dered odd,
com�ng from the pen of a br�de just out of the honeymoon. I’ll read �t:
for I keep �t yet. Any rel�c of the dead �s prec�ous, �f they were valued
l�v�ng.

* * * * *

DEAR ELLEN, �t beg�ns,—I came last n�ght to Wuther�ng He�ghts,
and heard, for the f�rst t�me, that Cather�ne has been, and �s yet, very
�ll. I must not wr�te to her, I suppose, and my brother �s e�ther too
angry or too d�stressed to answer what I sent h�m. St�ll, I must wr�te
to somebody, and the only cho�ce left me �s you.

Inform Edgar that I’d g�ve the world to see h�s face aga�n—that my
heart returned to Thrushcross Grange �n twenty-four hours after I left
�t, and �s there at th�s moment, full of warm feel�ngs for h�m, and
Cather�ne! I can’t follow �t though—(these words are underl�ned)—
they need not expect me, and they may draw what conclus�ons they
please; tak�ng care, however, to lay noth�ng at the door of my weak
w�ll or def�c�ent affect�on.

The rema�nder of the letter �s for yourself alone. I want to ask you
two quest�ons: the f�rst �s,—How d�d you contr�ve to preserve the
common sympath�es of human nature when you res�ded here? I
cannot recogn�se any sent�ment wh�ch those around share w�th me.

The second quest�on I have great �nterest �n; �t �s th�s—Is Mr.
Heathcl�ff a man? If so, �s he mad? And �f not, �s he a dev�l? I sha’n’t
tell my reasons for mak�ng th�s �nqu�ry; but I beseech you to expla�n,
�f you can, what I have marr�ed: that �s, when you call to see me; and
you must call, Ellen, very soon. Don’t wr�te, but come, and br�ng me
someth�ng from Edgar.

Now, you shall hear how I have been rece�ved �n my new home,
as I am led to �mag�ne the He�ghts w�ll be. It �s to amuse myself that I
dwell on such subjects as the lack of external comforts: they never
occupy my thoughts, except at the moment when I m�ss them. I
should laugh and dance for joy, �f I found the�r absence was the total
of my m�ser�es, and the rest was an unnatural dream!



The sun set beh�nd the Grange as we turned on to the moors; by
that, I judged �t to be s�x o’clock; and my compan�on halted half an
hour, to �nspect the park, and the gardens, and, probably, the place
�tself, as well as he could; so �t was dark when we d�smounted �n the
paved yard of the farm-house, and your old fellow-servant, Joseph,
�ssued out to rece�ve us by the l�ght of a d�p candle. He d�d �t w�th a
courtesy that redounded to h�s cred�t. H�s f�rst act was to elevate h�s
torch to a level w�th my face, squ�nt mal�gnantly, project h�s under-l�p,
and turn away. Then he took the two horses, and led them �nto the
stables; reappear�ng for the purpose of lock�ng the outer gate, as �f
we l�ved �n an anc�ent castle.

Heathcl�ff stayed to speak to h�m, and I entered the k�tchen—a
d�ngy, unt�dy hole; I daresay you would not know �t, �t �s so changed
s�nce �t was �n your charge. By the f�re stood a ruff�anly ch�ld, strong
�n l�mb and d�rty �n garb, w�th a look of Cather�ne �n h�s eyes and
about h�s mouth.

“Th�s �s Edgar’s legal nephew,” I reflected—“m�ne �n a manner; I
must shake hands, and—yes—I must k�ss h�m. It �s r�ght to establ�sh
a good understand�ng at the beg�nn�ng.”

I approached, and, attempt�ng to take h�s chubby f�st, sa�d—“How
do you do, my dear?”

He repl�ed �n a jargon I d�d not comprehend.
“Shall you and I be fr�ends, Hareton?” was my next essay at

conversat�on.
An oath, and a threat to set Throttler on me �f I d�d not “frame off”

rewarded my perseverance.
“Hey, Throttler, lad!” wh�spered the l�ttle wretch, rous�ng a half-bred

bull-dog from �ts la�r �n a corner. “Now, w�lt thou be gang�ng?” he
asked author�tat�vely.

Love for my l�fe urged a compl�ance; I stepped over the threshold
to wa�t t�ll the others should enter. Mr. Heathcl�ff was nowhere v�s�ble;
and Joseph, whom I followed to the stables, and requested to
accompany me �n, after star�ng and mutter�ng to h�mself, screwed up
h�s nose and repl�ed—“M�m! m�m! m�m! D�d �ver Chr�st�an body hear
aught l�ke �t? M�nc�ng un’ munch�ng! How can I tell whet ye say?”



“I say, I w�sh you to come w�th me �nto the house!” I cr�ed, th�nk�ng
h�m deaf, yet h�ghly d�sgusted at h�s rudeness.

“None o’ me! I getten summut else to do,” he answered, and
cont�nued h�s work; mov�ng h�s lantern jaws meanwh�le, and
survey�ng my dress and countenance (the former a great deal too
f�ne, but the latter, I’m sure, as sad as he could des�re) w�th
sovere�gn contempt.

I walked round the yard, and through a w�cket, to another door, at
wh�ch I took the l�berty of knock�ng, �n hopes some more c�v�l servant
m�ght show h�mself. After a short suspense, �t was opened by a tall,
gaunt man, w�thout neckerch�ef, and otherw�se extremely slovenly;
h�s features were lost �n masses of shaggy ha�r that hung on h�s
shoulders; and h�s eyes, too, were l�ke a ghostly Cather�ne’s w�th all
the�r beauty ann�h�lated.

“What’s your bus�ness here?” he demanded, gr�mly. “Who are
you?”

“My name was Isabella L�nton,” I repl�ed. “You’ve seen me before,
s�r. I’m lately marr�ed to Mr. Heathcl�ff, and he has brought me here—
I suppose, by your perm�ss�on.”

“Is he come back, then?” asked the herm�t, glar�ng l�ke a hungry
wolf.

“Yes—we came just now,” I sa�d; “but he left me by the k�tchen
door; and when I would have gone �n, your l�ttle boy played sent�nel
over the place, and fr�ghtened me off by the help of a bull-dog.”

“It’s well the hell�sh v�lla�n has kept h�s word!” growled my future
host, search�ng the darkness beyond me �n expectat�on of
d�scover�ng Heathcl�ff; and then he �ndulged �n a sol�loquy of
execrat�ons, and threats of what he would have done had the “f�end”
dece�ved h�m.

I repented hav�ng tr�ed th�s second entrance, and was almost
�ncl�ned to sl�p away before he f�n�shed curs�ng, but ere I could
execute that �ntent�on, he ordered me �n, and shut and re-fastened
the door. There was a great f�re, and that was all the l�ght �n the huge
apartment, whose floor had grown a un�form grey; and the once
br�ll�ant pewter-d�shes, wh�ch used to attract my gaze when I was a



g�rl, partook of a s�m�lar obscur�ty, created by tarn�sh and dust. I
�nqu�red whether I m�ght call the ma�d, and be conducted to a
bedroom! Mr. Earnshaw vouchsafed no answer. He walked up and
down, w�th h�s hands �n h�s pockets, apparently qu�te forgett�ng my
presence; and h�s abstract�on was ev�dently so deep, and h�s whole
aspect so m�santhrop�cal, that I shrank from d�sturb�ng h�m aga�n.

You’ll not be surpr�sed, Ellen, at my feel�ng part�cularly cheerless,
seated �n worse than sol�tude on that �nhosp�table hearth, and
remember�ng that four m�les d�stant lay my del�ghtful home,
conta�n�ng the only people I loved on earth; and there m�ght as well
be the Atlant�c to part us, �nstead of those four m�les: I could not
overpass them! I quest�oned w�th myself—where must I turn for
comfort? and—m�nd you don’t tell Edgar, or Cather�ne—above every
sorrow bes�de, th�s rose pre-em�nent: despa�r at f�nd�ng nobody who
could or would be my ally aga�nst Heathcl�ff! I had sought shelter at
Wuther�ng He�ghts, almost gladly, because I was secured by that
arrangement from l�v�ng alone w�th h�m; but he knew the people we
were com�ng amongst, and he d�d not fear the�r �ntermeddl�ng.

I sat and thought a doleful t�me: the clock struck e�ght, and n�ne,
and st�ll my compan�on paced to and fro, h�s head bent on h�s breast,
and perfectly s�lent, unless a groan or a b�tter ejaculat�on forced �tself
out at �ntervals. I l�stened to detect a woman’s vo�ce �n the house,
and f�lled the �nter�m w�th w�ld regrets and d�smal ant�c�pat�ons,
wh�ch, at last, spoke aud�bly �n �rrepress�ble s�gh�ng and weep�ng. I
was not aware how openly I gr�eved, t�ll Earnshaw halted oppos�te, �n
h�s measured walk, and gave me a stare of newly-awakened
surpr�se. Tak�ng advantage of h�s recovered attent�on, I excla�med
—“I’m t�red w�th my journey, and I want to go to bed! Where �s the
ma�d-servant? D�rect me to her, as she won’t come to me!”

“We have none,” he answered; “you must wa�t on yourself!”
“Where must I sleep, then?” I sobbed; I was beyond regard�ng

self-respect, we�ghed down by fat�gue and wretchedness.
“Joseph w�ll show you Heathcl�ff’s chamber,” sa�d he; “open that

door—he’s �n there.”
I was go�ng to obey, but he suddenly arrested me, and added �n

the strangest tone—“Be so good as to turn your lock, and draw your



bolt—don’t om�t �t!”
“Well!” I sa�d. “But why, Mr. Earnshaw?” I d�d not rel�sh the not�on

of del�berately fasten�ng myself �n w�th Heathcl�ff.
“Look here!” he repl�ed, pull�ng from h�s wa�stcoat a cur�ously-

constructed p�stol, hav�ng a double-edged spr�ng kn�fe attached to
the barrel. “That’s a great tempter to a desperate man, �s �t not? I
cannot res�st go�ng up w�th th�s every n�ght, and try�ng h�s door. If
once I f�nd �t open he’s done for; I do �t �nvar�ably, even though the
m�nute before I have been recall�ng a hundred reasons that should
make me refra�n: �t �s some dev�l that urges me to thwart my own
schemes by k�ll�ng h�m. You f�ght aga�nst that dev�l for love as long
as you may; when the t�me comes, not all the angels �n heaven shall
save h�m!”

I surveyed the weapon �nqu�s�t�vely. A h�deous not�on struck me:
how powerful I should be possess�ng such an �nstrument! I took �t
from h�s hand, and touched the blade. He looked aston�shed at the
express�on my face assumed dur�ng a br�ef second: �t was not horror,
�t was covetousness. He snatched the p�stol back, jealously; shut the
kn�fe, and returned �t to �ts concealment.

“I don’t care �f you tell h�m,” sa�d he. “Put h�m on h�s guard, and
watch for h�m. You know the terms we are on, I see: h�s danger does
not shock you.”

“What has Heathcl�ff done to you?” I asked. “In what has he
wronged you, to warrant th�s appall�ng hatred? Wouldn’t �t be w�ser
to b�d h�m qu�t the house?”

“No!” thundered Earnshaw; “should he offer to leave me, he’s a
dead man: persuade h�m to attempt �t, and you are a murderess! Am
I to lose all, w�thout a chance of retr�eval? Is Hareton to be a beggar?
Oh, damnat�on! I w�ll have �t back; and I’ll have h�s gold too; and then
h�s blood; and hell shall have h�s soul! It w�ll be ten t�mes blacker
w�th that guest than ever �t was before!”

You’ve acqua�nted me, Ellen, w�th your old master’s hab�ts. He �s
clearly on the verge of madness: he was so last n�ght at least. I
shuddered to be near h�m, and thought on the servant’s �ll-bred
moroseness as comparat�vely agreeable. He now recommenced h�s
moody walk, and I ra�sed the latch, and escaped �nto the k�tchen.



Joseph was bend�ng over the f�re, peer�ng �nto a large pan that
swung above �t; and a wooden bowl of oatmeal stood on the settle
close by. The contents of the pan began to bo�l, and he turned to
plunge h�s hand �nto the bowl; I conjectured that th�s preparat�on was
probably for our supper, and, be�ng hungry, I resolved �t should be
eatable; so, cry�ng out sharply, “I’ll make the porr�dge!” I removed the
vessel out of h�s reach, and proceeded to take off my hat and r�d�ng-
hab�t. “Mr. Earnshaw,” I cont�nued, “d�rects me to wa�t on myself: I
w�ll. I’m not go�ng to act the lady among you, for fear I should starve.”

“Goo�d Lord!” he muttered, s�tt�ng down, and strok�ng h�s r�bbed
stock�ngs from the knee to the ankle. “If there’s to be fresh orther�ngs
—just when I getten used to two ma�sters, �f I mun hev’ a m�stress
set o’er my heead, �t’s l�ke t�me to be fl�tt�ng. I n�ver d�d th�nk to see t’
day that I mud lave th’ owld place—but I doubt �t’s n�gh at hand!”

Th�s lamentat�on drew no not�ce from me: I went br�skly to work,
s�gh�ng to remember a per�od when �t would have been all merry fun;
but compelled speed�ly to dr�ve off the remembrance. It racked me to
recall past happ�ness and the greater per�l there was of conjur�ng up
�ts appar�t�on, the qu�cker the th�ble ran round, and the faster the
handfuls of meal fell �nto the water. Joseph beheld my style of
cookery w�th grow�ng �nd�gnat�on.

“Thear!” he ejaculated. “Hareton, thou w�lln’t sup thy porr�dge to-
neeght; they’ll be naught but lumps as b�g as my ne�ve. Thear,
agean! I’d fl�ng �n bowl un’ all, �f I wer ye! There, pale t’ gu�lp off, un’
then ye’ll hae done w�’t. Bang, bang. It’s a mercy t’ bothom �sn’t
deaved out!”

It was rather a rough mess, I own, when poured �nto the bas�ns;
four had been prov�ded, and a gallon p�tcher of new m�lk was
brought from the da�ry, wh�ch Hareton se�zed and commenced
dr�nk�ng and sp�ll�ng from the expans�ve l�p. I expostulated, and
des�red that he should have h�s �n a mug; aff�rm�ng that I could not
taste the l�qu�d treated so d�rt�ly. The old cyn�c chose to be vastly
offended at th�s n�cety; assur�ng me, repeatedly, that “the barn was
every b�t as good” as I, “and every b�t as wollsome,” and wonder�ng
how I could fash�on to be so conce�ted. Meanwh�le, the �nfant ruff�an



cont�nued suck�ng; and glowered up at me defy�ngly, as he slavered
�nto the jug.

“I shall have my supper �n another room,” I sa�d. “Have you no
place you call a parlour?”

“Parlour!” he echoed, sneer�ngly, “parlour! Nay, we’ve noa
parlours. If yah dunnut lo�ke wer company, there’s ma�ster’s; un’ �f
yah dunnut lo�ke ma�ster, there’s us.”

“Then I shall go upsta�rs,” I answered; “show me a chamber.”
I put my bas�n on a tray, and went myself to fetch some more m�lk.

W�th great grumbl�ngs, the fellow rose, and preceded me �n my
ascent: we mounted to the garrets; he opened a door, now and then,
to look �nto the apartments we passed.

“Here’s a rahm,” he sa�d, at last, fl�ng�ng back a cranky board on
h�nges. “It’s weel eneugh to ate a few porr�dge �n. There’s a pack o’
corn �’ t’ corner, thear, meeterly clane; �f ye’re feared o’ mucky�ng yer
grand s�lk cloes, spread yer hankerch�r o’ t’ top on’t.”

The “rahm” was a k�nd of lumber-hole smell�ng strong of malt and
gra�n; var�ous sacks of wh�ch art�cles were p�led around, leav�ng a
w�de, bare space �n the m�ddle.

“Why, man,” I excla�med, fac�ng h�m angr�ly, “th�s �s not a place to
sleep �n. I w�sh to see my bed-room.”

“Bed-rume!” he repeated, �n a tone of mockery. “Yah’s see all t’
bed-rumes thear �s—yon’s m�ne.”

He po�nted �nto the second garret, only d�ffer�ng from the f�rst �n
be�ng more naked about the walls, and hav�ng a large, low,
curta�nless bed, w�th an �nd�go-coloured qu�lt, at one end.

“What do I want w�th yours?” I retorted. “I suppose Mr. Heathcl�ff
does not lodge at the top of the house, does he?”

“Oh! �t’s Ma�ster Hathecl�ff’s ye’re want�ng?” cr�ed he, as �f mak�ng
a new d�scovery. “Couldn’t ye ha’ sa�d soa, at onst? un’ then, I mud
ha’ telled ye, baht all th�s wark, that that’s just one ye cannut see—
he allas keeps �t locked, un’ nob’dy �ver mells on’t but h�sseln.”

“You’ve a n�ce house, Joseph,” I could not refra�n from observ�ng,
“and pleasant �nmates; and I th�nk the concentrated essence of all



the madness �n the world took up �ts abode �n my bra�n the day I
l�nked my fate w�th the�rs! However, that �s not to the present
purpose—there are other rooms. For heaven’s sake be qu�ck, and let
me settle somewhere!”

He made no reply to th�s adjurat�on; only plodd�ng doggedly down
the wooden steps, and halt�ng, before an apartment wh�ch, from that
halt and the super�or qual�ty of �ts furn�ture, I conjectured to be the
best one. There was a carpet—a good one, but the pattern was
obl�terated by dust; a f�replace hung w�th cut-paper, dropp�ng to
p�eces; a handsome oak-bedstead w�th ample cr�mson curta�ns of
rather expens�ve mater�al and modern make; but they had ev�dently
exper�enced rough usage: the vallances hung �n festoons, wrenched
from the�r r�ngs, and the �ron rod support�ng them was bent �n an arc
on one s�de, caus�ng the drapery to tra�l upon the floor. The cha�rs
were also damaged, many of them severely; and deep �ndentat�ons
deformed the panels of the walls. I was endeavour�ng to gather
resolut�on for enter�ng and tak�ng possess�on, when my fool of a
gu�de announced,—“Th�s here �s t’ ma�ster’s.” My supper by th�s t�me
was cold, my appet�te gone, and my pat�ence exhausted. I �ns�sted
on be�ng prov�ded �nstantly w�th a place of refuge, and means of
repose.

“Whear the d�v�l?” began the rel�g�ous elder. “The Lord bless us!
The Lord forg�e us! Whear the hell wold ye gang? ye marred,
wear�some nowt! Ye’ve seen all but Hareton’s b�t of a cham’er.
There’s not another ho�le to l�g down �n �’ th’ hahse!”

I was so vexed, I flung my tray and �ts contents on the ground; and
then seated myself at the sta�rs’-head, h�d my face �n my hands, and
cr�ed.

“Ech! ech!” excla�med Joseph. “Weel done, M�ss Cathy! weel
done, M�ss Cathy! Hows�ver, t’ ma�ster sall just tum’le o’er them
brooken pots; un’ then we’s hear summut; we’s hear how �t’s to be.
Goo�d-for-naught madl�ng! ye desarve p�n�ng fro’ th�s to Chrustmas,
fl�ng�ng t’ prec�ous g�fts o’God under foo�t �’ yer flaysome rages! But
I’m m�sta’en �f ye shew yer sperr�t lang. W�ll Hathecl�ff b�de s�ch
bonny ways, th�nk ye? I nobbut w�sh he may catch ye �’ that pl�sky. I
nobbut w�sh he may.”



And so he went on scold�ng to h�s den beneath, tak�ng the candle
w�th h�m; and I rema�ned �n the dark. The per�od of reflect�on
succeed�ng th�s s�lly act�on compelled me to adm�t the necess�ty of
smother�ng my pr�de and chok�ng my wrath, and best�rr�ng myself to
remove �ts effects. An unexpected a�d presently appeared �n the
shape of Throttler, whom I now recogn�sed as a son of our old
Skulker: �t had spent �ts whelphood at the Grange, and was g�ven by
my father to Mr. H�ndley. I fancy �t knew me: �t pushed �ts nose
aga�nst m�ne by way of salute, and then hastened to devour the
porr�dge; wh�le I groped from step to step, collect�ng the shattered
earthenware, and dry�ng the spatters of m�lk from the ban�ster w�th
my pocket-handkerch�ef. Our labours were scarcely over when I
heard Earnshaw’s tread �n the passage; my ass�stant tucked �n h�s
ta�l, and pressed to the wall; I stole �nto the nearest doorway. The
dog’s endeavour to avo�d h�m was unsuccessful; as I guessed by a
scutter downsta�rs, and a prolonged, p�teous yelp�ng. I had better
luck: he passed on, entered h�s chamber, and shut the door. D�rectly
after Joseph came up w�th Hareton, to put h�m to bed. I had found
shelter �n Hareton’s room, and the old man, on see�ng me, sa�d,
—“They’s rahm for boath ye un’ yer pr�de, now, I sud th�nk �’ the
hahse. It’s empty; ye may hev’ �t all to yerseln, un’ H�m as allus maks
a th�rd, �’ s�ch �ll company!”

Gladly d�d I take advantage of th�s �nt�mat�on; and the m�nute I
flung myself �nto a cha�r, by the f�re, I nodded, and slept. My slumber
was deep and sweet, though over far too soon. Mr. Heathcl�ff awoke
me; he had just come �n, and demanded, �n h�s lov�ng manner, what I
was do�ng there? I told h�m the cause of my stay�ng up so late—that
he had the key of our room �n h�s pocket. The adject�ve our gave
mortal offence. He swore �t was not, nor ever should be, m�ne; and
he’d—but I’ll not repeat h�s language, nor descr�be h�s hab�tual
conduct: he �s �ngen�ous and unrest�ng �n seek�ng to ga�n my
abhorrence! I somet�mes wonder at h�m w�th an �ntens�ty that
deadens my fear: yet, I assure you, a t�ger or a venomous serpent
could not rouse terror �n me equal to that wh�ch he wakens. He told
me of Cather�ne’s �llness, and accused my brother of caus�ng �t
prom�s�ng that I should be Edgar’s proxy �n suffer�ng, t�ll he could get
hold of h�m.



I do hate h�m—I am wretched—I have been a fool! Beware of
utter�ng one breath of th�s to any one at the Grange. I shall expect
you every day—don’t d�sappo�nt me!—ISABELLA.



CHAPTER XIV

As soon as I had perused th�s ep�stle I went to the master, and
�nformed h�m that h�s s�ster had arr�ved at the He�ghts, and sent me
a letter express�ng her sorrow for Mrs. L�nton’s s�tuat�on, and her
ardent des�re to see h�m; w�th a w�sh that he would transm�t to her,
as early as poss�ble, some token of forg�veness by me.

“Forg�veness!” sa�d L�nton. “I have noth�ng to forg�ve her, Ellen.
You may call at Wuther�ng He�ghts th�s afternoon, �f you l�ke, and say
that I am not angry, but I’m sorry to have lost her; espec�ally as I can
never th�nk she’ll be happy. It �s out of the quest�on my go�ng to see
her, however: we are eternally d�v�ded; and should she really w�sh to
obl�ge me, let her persuade the v�lla�n she has marr�ed to leave the
country.”

“And you won’t wr�te her a l�ttle note, s�r?” I asked, �mplor�ngly.
“No,” he answered. “It �s needless. My commun�cat�on w�th

Heathcl�ff’s fam�ly shall be as spar�ng as h�s w�th m�ne. It shall not
ex�st!”

Mr. Edgar’s coldness depressed me exceed�ngly; and all the way
from the Grange I puzzled my bra�ns how to put more heart �nto what
he sa�d, when I repeated �t; and how to soften h�s refusal of even a
few l�nes to console Isabella. I daresay she had been on the watch
for me s�nce morn�ng: I saw her look�ng through the latt�ce as I came
up the garden causeway, and I nodded to her; but she drew back, as
�f afra�d of be�ng observed. I entered w�thout knock�ng. There never
was such a dreary, d�smal scene as the formerly cheerful house
presented! I must confess, that �f I had been �n the young lady’s
place, I would, at least, have swept the hearth, and w�ped the tables
w�th a duster. But she already partook of the pervad�ng sp�r�t of
neglect wh�ch encompassed her. Her pretty face was wan and



l�stless; her ha�r uncurled: some locks hang�ng lankly down, and
some carelessly tw�sted round her head. Probably she had not
touched her dress s�nce yester even�ng. H�ndley was not there. Mr.
Heathcl�ff sat at a table, turn�ng over some papers �n h�s pocket-
book; but he rose when I appeared, asked me how I d�d, qu�te
fr�endly, and offered me a cha�r. He was the only th�ng there that
seemed decent; and I thought he never looked better. So much had
c�rcumstances altered the�r pos�t�ons, that he would certa�nly have
struck a stranger as a born and bred gentleman; and h�s w�fe as a
thorough l�ttle slattern! She came forward eagerly to greet me, and
held out one hand to take the expected letter. I shook my head. She
wouldn’t understand the h�nt, but followed me to a s�deboard, where I
went to lay my bonnet, and �mportuned me �n a wh�sper to g�ve her
d�rectly what I had brought. Heathcl�ff guessed the mean�ng of her
manoeuvres, and sa�d—“If you have got anyth�ng for Isabella (as no
doubt you have, Nelly), g�ve �t to her. You needn’t make a secret of �t:
we have no secrets between us.”

“Oh, I have noth�ng,” I repl�ed, th�nk�ng �t best to speak the truth at
once. “My master b�d me tell h�s s�ster that she must not expect
e�ther a letter or a v�s�t from h�m at present. He sends h�s love,
ma’am, and h�s w�shes for your happ�ness, and h�s pardon for the
gr�ef you have occas�oned; but he th�nks that after th�s t�me h�s
household and the household here should drop �ntercommun�cat�on,
as noth�ng could come of keep�ng �t up.”

Mrs. Heathcl�ff’s l�p qu�vered sl�ghtly, and she returned to her seat
�n the w�ndow. Her husband took h�s stand on the hearthstone, near
me, and began to put quest�ons concern�ng Cather�ne. I told h�m as
much as I thought proper of her �llness, and he extorted from me, by
cross-exam�nat�on, most of the facts connected w�th �ts or�g�n. I
blamed her, as she deserved, for br�ng�ng �t all on herself; and ended
by hop�ng that he would follow Mr. L�nton’s example and avo�d future
�nterference w�th h�s fam�ly, for good or ev�l.

“Mrs. L�nton �s now just recover�ng,” I sa�d; “she’ll never be l�ke she
was, but her l�fe �s spared; and �f you really have a regard for her,
you’ll shun cross�ng her way aga�n: nay, you’ll move out of th�s
country ent�rely; and that you may not regret �t, I’ll �nform you



Cather�ne L�nton �s as d�fferent now from your old fr�end Cather�ne
Earnshaw, as that young lady �s d�fferent from me. Her appearance
�s changed greatly, her character much more so; and the person who
�s compelled, of necess�ty, to be her compan�on, w�ll only susta�n h�s
affect�on hereafter by the remembrance of what she once was, by
common human�ty, and a sense of duty!”

“That �s qu�te poss�ble,” remarked Heathcl�ff, forc�ng h�mself to
seem calm: “qu�te poss�ble that your master should have noth�ng but
common human�ty and a sense of duty to fall back upon. But do you
�mag�ne that I shall leave Cather�ne to h�s duty and human�ty? and
can you compare my feel�ngs respect�ng Cather�ne to h�s? Before
you leave th�s house, I must exact a prom�se from you that you’ll get
me an �nterv�ew w�th her: consent, or refuse, I w�ll see her! What do
you say?”

“I say, Mr. Heathcl�ff,” I repl�ed, “you must not: you never shall,
through my means. Another encounter between you and the master
would k�ll her altogether.”

“W�th your a�d that may be avo�ded,” he cont�nued; “and should
there be danger of such an event—should he be the cause of add�ng
a s�ngle trouble more to her ex�stence—why, I th�nk I shall be
just�f�ed �n go�ng to extremes! I w�sh you had s�ncer�ty enough to tell
me whether Cather�ne would suffer greatly from h�s loss: the fear
that she would restra�ns me. And there you see the d�st�nct�on
between our feel�ngs: had he been �n my place, and I �n h�s, though I
hated h�m w�th a hatred that turned my l�fe to gall, I never would have
ra�sed a hand aga�nst h�m. You may look �ncredulous, �f you please! I
never would have ban�shed h�m from her soc�ety as long as she
des�red h�s. The moment her regard ceased, I would have torn h�s
heart out, and drunk h�s blood! But, t�ll then—�f you don’t bel�eve me,
you don’t know me—t�ll then, I would have d�ed by �nches before I
touched a s�ngle ha�r of h�s head!”

“And yet,” I �nterrupted, “you have no scruples �n completely
ru�n�ng all hopes of her perfect restorat�on, by thrust�ng yourself �nto
her remembrance now, when she has nearly forgotten you, and
�nvolv�ng her �n a new tumult of d�scord and d�stress.”



“You suppose she has nearly forgotten me?” he sa�d. “Oh, Nelly!
you know she has not! You know as well as I do, that for every
thought she spends on L�nton she spends a thousand on me! At a
most m�serable per�od of my l�fe, I had a not�on of the k�nd: �t
haunted me on my return to the ne�ghbourhood last summer; but
only her own assurance could make me adm�t the horr�ble �dea
aga�n. And then, L�nton would be noth�ng, nor H�ndley, nor all the
dreams that ever I dreamt. Two words would comprehend my future
—death and hell: ex�stence, after los�ng her, would be hell. Yet I was
a fool to fancy for a moment that she valued Edgar L�nton’s
attachment more than m�ne. If he loved w�th all the powers of h�s
puny be�ng, he couldn’t love as much �n e�ghty years as I could �n a
day. And Cather�ne has a heart as deep as I have: the sea could be
as read�ly conta�ned �n that horse-trough as her whole affect�on be
monopol�sed by h�m. Tush! He �s scarcely a degree dearer to her
than her dog, or her horse. It �s not �n h�m to be loved l�ke me: how
can she love �n h�m what he has not?”

“Cather�ne and Edgar are as fond of each other as any two people
can be,” cr�ed Isabella, w�th sudden v�vac�ty. “No one has a r�ght to
talk �n that manner, and I won’t hear my brother deprec�ated �n
s�lence!”

“Your brother �s wondrous fond of you too, �sn’t he?” observed
Heathcl�ff, scornfully. “He turns you adr�ft on the world w�th surpr�s�ng
alacr�ty.”

“He �s not aware of what I suffer,” she repl�ed. “I d�dn’t tell h�m
that.”

“You have been tell�ng h�m someth�ng, then: you have wr�tten,
have you?”

“To say that I was marr�ed, I d�d wr�te—you saw the note.”
“And noth�ng s�nce?”
“No.”
“My young lady �s look�ng sadly the worse for her change of

cond�t�on,” I remarked. “Somebody’s love comes short �n her case,
obv�ously; whose, I may guess; but, perhaps, I shouldn’t say.”



“I should guess �t was her own,” sa�d Heathcl�ff. “She degenerates
�nto a mere slut! She �s t�red of try�ng to please me uncommonly
early. You’d hardly cred�t �t, but the very morrow of our wedd�ng she
was weep�ng to go home. However, she’ll su�t th�s house so much
the better for not be�ng over n�ce, and I’ll take care she does not
d�sgrace me by rambl�ng abroad.”

“Well, s�r,” returned I, “I hope you’ll cons�der that Mrs. Heathcl�ff �s
accustomed to be looked after and wa�ted on; and that she has been
brought up l�ke an only daughter, whom every one was ready to
serve. You must let her have a ma�d to keep th�ngs t�dy about her,
and you must treat her k�ndly. Whatever be your not�on of Mr. Edgar,
you cannot doubt that she has a capac�ty for strong attachments, or
she wouldn’t have abandoned the eleganc�es, and comforts, and
fr�ends of her former home, to f�x contentedly, �n such a w�lderness
as th�s, w�th you.”

“She abandoned them under a delus�on,” he answered; “p�ctur�ng
�n me a hero of romance, and expect�ng unl�m�ted �ndulgences from
my ch�valrous devot�on. I can hardly regard her �n the l�ght of a
rat�onal creature, so obst�nately has she pers�sted �n form�ng a
fabulous not�on of my character and act�ng on the false �mpress�ons
she cher�shed. But, at last, I th�nk she beg�ns to know me: I don’t
perce�ve the s�lly sm�les and gr�maces that provoked me at f�rst; and
the senseless �ncapab�l�ty of d�scern�ng that I was �n earnest when I
gave her my op�n�on of her �nfatuat�on and herself. It was a
marvellous effort of persp�cac�ty to d�scover that I d�d not love her. I
bel�eved, at one t�me, no lessons could teach her that! And yet �t �s
poorly learnt; for th�s morn�ng she announced, as a p�ece of
appall�ng �ntell�gence, that I had actually succeeded �n mak�ng her
hate me! A pos�t�ve labour of Hercules, I assure you! If �t be
ach�eved, I have cause to return thanks. Can I trust your assert�on,
Isabella? Are you sure you hate me? If I let you alone for half a day,
won’t you come s�gh�ng and wheedl�ng to me aga�n? I daresay she
would rather I had seemed all tenderness before you: �t wounds her
van�ty to have the truth exposed. But I don’t care who knows that the
pass�on was wholly on one s�de: and I never told her a l�e about �t.
She cannot accuse me of show�ng one b�t of dece�tful softness. The
f�rst th�ng she saw me do, on com�ng out of the Grange, was to hang



up her l�ttle dog; and when she pleaded for �t, the f�rst words I uttered
were a w�sh that I had the hang�ng of every be�ng belong�ng to her,
except one: poss�bly she took that except�on for herself. But no
brutal�ty d�sgusted her: I suppose she has an �nnate adm�rat�on of �t,
�f only her prec�ous person were secure from �njury! Now, was �t not
the depth of absurd�ty—of genu�ne �d�ocy, for that p�t�ful, slav�sh,
mean-m�nded brach to dream that I could love her? Tell your master,
Nelly, that I never, �n all my l�fe, met w�th such an abject th�ng as she
�s. She even d�sgraces the name of L�nton; and I’ve somet�mes
relented, from pure lack of �nvent�on, �n my exper�ments on what she
could endure, and st�ll creep shamefully cr�ng�ng back! But tell h�m,
also, to set h�s fraternal and mag�ster�al heart at ease: that I keep
str�ctly w�th�n the l�m�ts of the law. I have avo�ded, up to th�s per�od,
g�v�ng her the sl�ghtest r�ght to cla�m a separat�on; and, what’s more,
she’d thank nobody for d�v�d�ng us. If she des�red to go, she m�ght:
the nu�sance of her presence outwe�ghs the grat�f�cat�on to be
der�ved from torment�ng her!”

“Mr. Heathcl�ff,” sa�d I, “th�s �s the talk of a madman; your w�fe,
most l�kely, �s conv�nced you are mad; and, for that reason, she has
borne w�th you h�therto: but now that you say she may go, she’ll
doubtless ava�l herself of the perm�ss�on. You are not so bew�tched,
ma’am, are you, as to rema�n w�th h�m of your own accord?”

“Take care, Ellen!” answered Isabella, her eyes sparkl�ng �refully;
there was no m�sdoubt�ng by the�r express�on the full success of her
partner’s endeavours to make h�mself detested. “Don’t put fa�th �n a
s�ngle word he speaks. He’s a ly�ng f�end! a monster, and not a
human be�ng! I’ve been told I m�ght leave h�m before; and I’ve made
the attempt, but I dare not repeat �t! Only, Ellen, prom�se you’ll not
ment�on a syllable of h�s �nfamous conversat�on to my brother or
Cather�ne. Whatever he may pretend, he w�shes to provoke Edgar to
desperat�on: he says he has marr�ed me on purpose to obta�n power
over h�m; and he sha’n’t obta�n �t—I’ll d�e f�rst! I just hope, I pray, that
he may forget h�s d�abol�cal prudence and k�ll me! The s�ngle
pleasure I can �mag�ne �s to d�e, or to see h�m dead!”

“There—that w�ll do for the present!” sa�d Heathcl�ff. “If you are
called upon �n a court of law, you’ll remember her language, Nelly!



And take a good look at that countenance: she’s near the po�nt
wh�ch would su�t me. No; you’re not f�t to be your own guard�an,
Isabella, now; and I, be�ng your legal protector, must reta�n you �n my
custody, however d�stasteful the obl�gat�on may be. Go upsta�rs; I
have someth�ng to say to Ellen Dean �n pr�vate. That’s not the way:
upsta�rs, I tell you! Why, th�s �s the road upsta�rs, ch�ld!”

He se�zed, and thrust her from the room; and returned mutter�ng
—“I have no p�ty! I have no p�ty! The more the worms wr�the, the
more I yearn to crush out the�r entra�ls! It �s a moral teeth�ng; and I
gr�nd w�th greater energy �n proport�on to the �ncrease of pa�n.”

“Do you understand what the word p�ty means?” I sa�d, hasten�ng
to resume my bonnet. “D�d you ever feel a touch of �t �n your l�fe?”

“Put that down!” he �nterrupted, perce�v�ng my �ntent�on to depart.
“You are not go�ng yet. Come here now, Nelly: I must e�ther
persuade or compel you to a�d me �n fulf�ll�ng my determ�nat�on to
see Cather�ne, and that w�thout delay. I swear that I med�tate no
harm: I don’t des�re to cause any d�sturbance, or to exasperate or
�nsult Mr. L�nton; I only w�sh to hear from herself how she �s, and why
she has been �ll; and to ask �f anyth�ng that I could do would be of
use to her. Last n�ght I was �n the Grange garden s�x hours, and I’ll
return there to-n�ght; and every n�ght I’ll haunt the place, and every
day, t�ll I f�nd an opportun�ty of enter�ng. If Edgar L�nton meets me, I
shall not hes�tate to knock h�m down, and g�ve h�m enough to �nsure
h�s qu�escence wh�le I stay. If h�s servants oppose me, I shall
threaten them off w�th these p�stols. But wouldn’t �t be better to
prevent my com�ng �n contact w�th them, or the�r master? And you
could do �t so eas�ly. I’d warn you when I came, and then you m�ght
let me �n unobserved, as soon as she was alone, and watch t�ll I
departed, your consc�ence qu�te calm: you would be h�nder�ng
m�sch�ef.”

I protested aga�nst play�ng that treacherous part �n my employer’s
house: and, bes�des, I urged the cruelty and self�shness of h�s
destroy�ng Mrs. L�nton’s tranqu�ll�ty for h�s sat�sfact�on. “The
commonest occurrence startles her pa�nfully,” I sa�d. “She’s all
nerves, and she couldn’t bear the surpr�se, I’m pos�t�ve. Don’t
pers�st, s�r! or else I shall be obl�ged to �nform my master of your



des�gns; and he’ll take measures to secure h�s house and �ts �nmates
from any such unwarrantable �ntrus�ons!”

“In that case I’ll take measures to secure you, woman!” excla�med
Heathcl�ff; “you shall not leave Wuther�ng He�ghts t�ll to-morrow
morn�ng. It �s a fool�sh story to assert that Cather�ne could not bear
to see me; and as to surpr�s�ng her, I don’t des�re �t: you must
prepare her—ask her �f I may come. You say she never ment�ons my
name, and that I am never ment�oned to her. To whom should she
ment�on me �f I am a forb�dden top�c �n the house? She th�nks you
are all sp�es for her husband. Oh, I’ve no doubt she’s �n hell among
you! I guess by her s�lence, as much as anyth�ng, what she feels.
You say she �s often restless, and anx�ous-look�ng: �s that a proof of
tranqu�ll�ty? You talk of her m�nd be�ng unsettled. How the dev�l could
�t be otherw�se �n her fr�ghtful �solat�on? And that �ns�p�d, paltry
creature attend�ng her from duty and human�ty! From p�ty and
char�ty! He m�ght as well plant an oak �n a flower-pot, and expect �t to
thr�ve, as �mag�ne he can restore her to v�gour �n the so�l of h�s
shallow cares? Let us settle �t at once: w�ll you stay here, and am I to
f�ght my way to Cather�ne over L�nton and h�s footman? Or w�ll you
be my fr�end, as you have been h�therto, and do what I request?
Dec�de! because there �s no reason for my l�nger�ng another m�nute,
�f you pers�st �n your stubborn �ll-nature!”

Well, Mr. Lockwood, I argued and compla�ned, and flatly refused
h�m f�fty t�mes; but �n the long run he forced me to an agreement. I
engaged to carry a letter from h�m to my m�stress; and should she
consent, I prom�sed to let h�m have �ntell�gence of L�nton’s next
absence from home, when he m�ght come, and get �n as he was
able: I wouldn’t be there, and my fellow-servants should be equally
out of the way. Was �t r�ght or wrong? I fear �t was wrong, though
exped�ent. I thought I prevented another explos�on by my
compl�ance; and I thought, too, �t m�ght create a favourable cr�s�s �n
Cather�ne’s mental �llness: and then I remembered Mr. Edgar’s stern
rebuke of my carry�ng tales; and I tr�ed to smooth away all
d�squ�etude on the subject, by aff�rm�ng, w�th frequent �terat�on, that
that betrayal of trust, �f �t mer�ted so harsh an appellat�on, should be
the last. Notw�thstand�ng, my journey homeward was sadder than my



journey th�ther; and many m�sg�v�ngs I had, ere I could preva�l on
myself to put the m�ss�ve �nto Mrs. L�nton’s hand.

But here �s Kenneth; I’ll go down, and tell h�m how much better
you are. My h�story �s dree, as we say, and w�ll serve to wh�le away
another morn�ng.

Dree, and dreary! I reflected as the good woman descended to
rece�ve the doctor: and not exactly of the k�nd wh�ch I should have
chosen to amuse me. But never m�nd! I’ll extract wholesome
med�c�nes from Mrs. Dean’s b�tter herbs; and f�rstly, let me beware of
the fasc�nat�on that lurks �n Cather�ne Heathcl�ff’s br�ll�ant eyes. I
should be �n a cur�ous tak�ng �f I surrendered my heart to that young
person, and the daughter turned out a second ed�t�on of the mother.



CHAPTER XV

Another week over—and I am so many days nearer health, and
spr�ng! I have now heard all my ne�ghbour’s h�story, at d�fferent
s�tt�ngs, as the housekeeper could spare t�me from more �mportant
occupat�ons. I’ll cont�nue �t �n her own words, only a l�ttle condensed.
She �s, on the whole, a very fa�r narrator, and I don’t th�nk I could
�mprove her style.

In the even�ng, she sa�d, the even�ng of my v�s�t to the He�ghts, I
knew, as well as �f I saw h�m, that Mr. Heathcl�ff was about the place;
and I shunned go�ng out, because I st�ll carr�ed h�s letter �n my
pocket, and d�dn’t want to be threatened or teased any more. I had
made up my m�nd not to g�ve �t t�ll my master went somewhere, as I
could not guess how �ts rece�pt would affect Cather�ne. The
consequence was, that �t d�d not reach her before the lapse of three
days. The fourth was Sunday, and I brought �t �nto her room after the
fam�ly were gone to church. There was a manservant left to keep the
house w�th me, and we generally made a pract�ce of lock�ng the
doors dur�ng the hours of serv�ce; but on that occas�on the weather
was so warm and pleasant that I set them w�de open, and, to fulf�l
my engagement, as I knew who would be com�ng, I told my
compan�on that the m�stress w�shed very much for some oranges,
and he must run over to the v�llage and get a few, to be pa�d for on
the morrow. He departed, and I went upsta�rs.

Mrs. L�nton sat �n a loose wh�te dress, w�th a l�ght shawl over her
shoulders, �n the recess of the open w�ndow, as usual. Her th�ck,
long ha�r had been partly removed at the beg�nn�ng of her �llness,
and now she wore �t s�mply combed �n �ts natural tresses over her
temples and neck. Her appearance was altered, as I had told
Heathcl�ff; but when she was calm, there seemed unearthly beauty �n



the change. The flash of her eyes had been succeeded by a dreamy
and melancholy softness; they no longer gave the �mpress�on of
look�ng at the objects around her: they appeared always to gaze
beyond, and far beyond—you would have sa�d out of th�s world.
Then, the paleness of her face—�ts haggard aspect hav�ng van�shed
as she recovered flesh—and the pecul�ar express�on ar�s�ng from her
mental state, though pa�nfully suggest�ve of the�r causes, added to
the touch�ng �nterest wh�ch she awakened; and—�nvar�ably to me, I
know, and to any person who saw her, I should th�nk—refuted more
tang�ble proofs of convalescence, and stamped her as one doomed
to decay.

A book lay spread on the s�ll before her, and the scarcely
percept�ble w�nd fluttered �ts leaves at �ntervals. I bel�eve L�nton had
la�d �t there: for she never endeavoured to d�vert herself w�th read�ng,
or occupat�on of any k�nd, and he would spend many an hour �n
try�ng to ent�ce her attent�on to some subject wh�ch had formerly
been her amusement. She was consc�ous of h�s a�m, and �n her
better moods endured h�s efforts plac�dly, only show�ng the�r
uselessness by now and then suppress�ng a wear�ed s�gh, and
check�ng h�m at last w�th the saddest of sm�les and k�sses. At other
t�mes, she would turn petulantly away, and h�de her face �n her
hands, or even push h�m off angr�ly; and then he took care to let her
alone, for he was certa�n of do�ng no good.

G�mmerton chapel bells were st�ll r�ng�ng; and the full, mellow flow
of the beck �n the valley came sooth�ngly on the ear. It was a sweet
subst�tute for the yet absent murmur of the summer fol�age, wh�ch
drowned that mus�c about the Grange when the trees were �n leaf. At
Wuther�ng He�ghts �t always sounded on qu�et days follow�ng a great
thaw or a season of steady ra�n. And of Wuther�ng He�ghts Cather�ne
was th�nk�ng as she l�stened: that �s, �f she thought or l�stened at all;
but she had the vague, d�stant look I ment�oned before, wh�ch
expressed no recogn�t�on of mater�al th�ngs e�ther by ear or eye.

“There’s a letter for you, Mrs. L�nton,” I sa�d, gently �nsert�ng �t �n
one hand that rested on her knee. “You must read �t �mmed�ately,
because �t wants an answer. Shall I break the seal?” “Yes,” she
answered, w�thout alter�ng the d�rect�on of her eyes. I opened �t—�t



was very short. “Now,” I cont�nued, “read �t.” She drew away her
hand, and let �t fall. I replaced �t �n her lap, and stood wa�t�ng t�ll �t
should please her to glance down; but that movement was so long
delayed that at last I resumed—“Must I read �t, ma’am? It �s from Mr.
Heathcl�ff.”

There was a start and a troubled gleam of recollect�on, and a
struggle to arrange her �deas. She l�fted the letter, and seemed to
peruse �t; and when she came to the s�gnature she s�ghed: yet st�ll I
found she had not gathered �ts �mport, for, upon my des�r�ng to hear
her reply, she merely po�nted to the name, and gazed at me w�th
mournful and quest�on�ng eagerness.

“Well, he w�shes to see you,” sa�d I, guess�ng her need of an
�nterpreter. “He’s �n the garden by th�s t�me, and �mpat�ent to know
what answer I shall br�ng.”

As I spoke, I observed a large dog ly�ng on the sunny grass
beneath ra�se �ts ears as �f about to bark, and then smooth�ng them
back, announce, by a wag of the ta�l, that some one approached
whom �t d�d not cons�der a stranger. Mrs. L�nton bent forward, and
l�stened breathlessly. The m�nute after a step traversed the hall; the
open house was too tempt�ng for Heathcl�ff to res�st walk�ng �n: most
l�kely he supposed that I was �ncl�ned to sh�rk my prom�se, and so
resolved to trust to h�s own audac�ty. W�th stra�n�ng eagerness
Cather�ne gazed towards the entrance of her chamber. He d�d not h�t
the r�ght room d�rectly: she mot�oned me to adm�t h�m, but he found �t
out ere I could reach the door, and �n a str�de or two was at her s�de,
and had her grasped �n h�s arms.

He ne�ther spoke nor loosed h�s hold for some f�ve m�nutes, dur�ng
wh�ch per�od he bestowed more k�sses than ever he gave �n h�s l�fe
before, I daresay: but then my m�stress had k�ssed h�m f�rst, and I
pla�nly saw that he could hardly bear, for downr�ght agony, to look
�nto her face! The same conv�ct�on had str�cken h�m as me, from the
�nstant he beheld her, that there was no prospect of ult�mate
recovery there—she was fated, sure to d�e.

“Oh, Cathy! Oh, my l�fe! how can I bear �t?” was the f�rst sentence
he uttered, �n a tone that d�d not seek to d�sgu�se h�s despa�r. And
now he stared at her so earnestly that I thought the very �ntens�ty of



h�s gaze would br�ng tears �nto h�s eyes; but they burned w�th
angu�sh: they d�d not melt.

“What now?” sa�d Cather�ne, lean�ng back, and return�ng h�s look
w�th a suddenly clouded brow: her humour was a mere vane for
constantly vary�ng capr�ces. “You and Edgar have broken my heart,
Heathcl�ff! And you both come to bewa�l the deed to me, as �f you
were the people to be p�t�ed! I shall not p�ty you, not I. You have
k�lled me—and thr�ven on �t, I th�nk. How strong you are! How many
years do you mean to l�ve after I am gone?”

Heathcl�ff had knelt on one knee to embrace her; he attempted to
r�se, but she se�zed h�s ha�r, and kept h�m down.

“I w�sh I could hold you,” she cont�nued, b�tterly, “t�ll we were both
dead! I shouldn’t care what you suffered. I care noth�ng for your
suffer�ngs. Why shouldn’t you suffer? I do! W�ll you forget me? W�ll
you be happy when I am �n the earth? W�ll you say twenty years
hence, ‘That’s the grave of Cather�ne Earnshaw? I loved her long
ago, and was wretched to lose her; but �t �s past. I’ve loved many
others s�nce: my ch�ldren are dearer to me than she was; and, at
death, I shall not rejo�ce that I am go�ng to her: I shall be sorry that I
must leave them!’ W�ll you say so, Heathcl�ff?”

“Don’t torture me t�ll I’m as mad as yourself,” cr�ed he, wrench�ng
h�s head free, and gr�nd�ng h�s teeth.

The two, to a cool spectator, made a strange and fearful p�cture.
Well m�ght Cather�ne deem that heaven would be a land of ex�le to
her, unless w�th her mortal body she cast away her moral character
also. Her present countenance had a w�ld v�nd�ct�veness �n �ts wh�te
cheek, and a bloodless l�p and sc�nt�llat�ng eye; and she reta�ned �n
her closed f�ngers a port�on of the locks she had been grasp�ng. As
to her compan�on, wh�le ra�s�ng h�mself w�th one hand, he had taken
her arm w�th the other; and so �nadequate was h�s stock of
gentleness to the requ�rements of her cond�t�on, that on h�s lett�ng go
I saw four d�st�nct �mpress�ons left blue �n the colourless sk�n.

“Are you possessed w�th a dev�l,” he pursued, savagely, “to talk �n
that manner to me when you are dy�ng? Do you reflect that all those
words w�ll be branded �n my memory, and eat�ng deeper eternally
after you have left me? You know you l�e to say I have k�lled you:



and, Cather�ne, you know that I could as soon forget you as my
ex�stence! Is �t not suff�c�ent for your �nfernal self�shness, that wh�le
you are at peace I shall wr�the �n the torments of hell?”

“I shall not be at peace,” moaned Cather�ne, recalled to a sense of
phys�cal weakness by the v�olent, unequal throbb�ng of her heart,
wh�ch beat v�s�bly and aud�bly under th�s excess of ag�tat�on. She
sa�d noth�ng further t�ll the paroxysm was over; then she cont�nued,
more k�ndly—

“I’m not w�sh�ng you greater torment than I have, Heathcl�ff. I only
w�sh us never to be parted: and should a word of m�ne d�stress you
hereafter, th�nk I feel the same d�stress underground, and for my own
sake, forg�ve me! Come here and kneel down aga�n! You never
harmed me �n your l�fe. Nay, �f you nurse anger, that w�ll be worse to
remember than my harsh words! Won’t you come here aga�n? Do!”

Heathcl�ff went to the back of her cha�r, and leant over, but not so
far as to let her see h�s face, wh�ch was l�v�d w�th emot�on. She bent
round to look at h�m; he would not perm�t �t: turn�ng abruptly, he
walked to the f�replace, where he stood, s�lent, w�th h�s back towards
us. Mrs. L�nton’s glance followed h�m susp�c�ously: every movement
woke a new sent�ment �n her. After a pause and a prolonged gaze,
she resumed; address�ng me �n accents of �nd�gnant d�sappo�ntment:
—

“Oh, you see, Nelly, he would not relent a moment to keep me out
of the grave. That �s how I’m loved! Well, never m�nd. That �s not my
Heathcl�ff. I shall love m�ne yet; and take h�m w�th me: he’s �n my
soul. And,” added she mus�ngly, “the th�ng that �rks me most �s th�s
shattered pr�son, after all. I’m t�red of be�ng enclosed here. I’m
weary�ng to escape �nto that glor�ous world, and to be always there:
not see�ng �t d�mly through tears, and yearn�ng for �t through the
walls of an ach�ng heart: but really w�th �t, and �n �t. Nelly, you th�nk
you are better and more fortunate than I; �n full health and strength:
you are sorry for me—very soon that w�ll be altered. I shall be sorry
for you. I shall be �ncomparably beyond and above you all. I wonder
he won’t be near me!” She went on to herself. “I thought he w�shed �t.
Heathcl�ff, dear! you should not be sullen now. Do come to me,
Heathcl�ff.”



In her eagerness she rose and supported herself on the arm of the
cha�r. At that earnest appeal he turned to her, look�ng absolutely
desperate. H�s eyes, w�de and wet, at last flashed f�ercely on her; h�s
breast heaved convuls�vely. An �nstant they held asunder, and then
how they met I hardly saw, but Cather�ne made a spr�ng, and he
caught her, and they were locked �n an embrace from wh�ch I
thought my m�stress would never be released al�ve: �n fact, to my
eyes, she seemed d�rectly �nsens�ble. He flung h�mself �nto the
nearest seat, and on my approach�ng hurr�edly to ascerta�n �f she
had fa�nted, he gnashed at me, and foamed l�ke a mad dog, and
gathered her to h�m w�th greedy jealousy. I d�d not feel as �f I were �n
the company of a creature of my own spec�es: �t appeared that he
would not understand, though I spoke to h�m; so I stood off, and held
my tongue, �n great perplex�ty.

A movement of Cather�ne’s rel�eved me a l�ttle presently: she put
up her hand to clasp h�s neck, and br�ng her cheek to h�s as he held
her; wh�le he, �n return, cover�ng her w�th frant�c caresses, sa�d w�ldly
—

“You teach me now how cruel you’ve been—cruel and false. Why
d�d you desp�se me? Why d�d you betray your own heart, Cathy? I
have not one word of comfort. You deserve th�s. You have k�lled
yourself. Yes, you may k�ss me, and cry; and wr�ng out my k�sses
and tears: they’ll bl�ght you—they’ll damn you. You loved me—then
what r�ght had you to leave me? What r�ght—answer me—for the
poor fancy you felt for L�nton? Because m�sery and degradat�on, and
death, and noth�ng that God or Satan could �nfl�ct would have parted
us, you, of your own w�ll, d�d �t. I have not broken your heart—you
have broken �t; and �n break�ng �t, you have broken m�ne. So much
the worse for me that I am strong. Do I want to l�ve? What k�nd of
l�v�ng w�ll �t be when you—oh, God! would you l�ke to l�ve w�th your
soul �n the grave?”

“Let me alone. Let me alone,” sobbed Cather�ne. “If I’ve done
wrong, I’m dy�ng for �t. It �s enough! You left me too: but I won’t
upbra�d you! I forg�ve you. Forg�ve me!”

“It �s hard to forg�ve, and to look at those eyes, and feel those
wasted hands,” he answered. “K�ss me aga�n; and don’t let me see



your eyes! I forg�ve what you have done to me. I love my murderer—
but yours! How can I?”

They were s�lent—the�r faces h�d aga�nst each other, and washed
by each other’s tears. At least, I suppose the weep�ng was on both
s�des; as �t seemed Heathcl�ff could weep on a great occas�on l�ke
th�s.

I grew very uncomfortable, meanwh�le; for the afternoon wore fast
away, the man whom I had sent off returned from h�s errand, and I
could d�st�ngu�sh, by the sh�ne of the western sun up the valley, a
concourse th�cken�ng outs�de G�mmerton chapel porch.

“Serv�ce �s over,” I announced. “My master w�ll be here �n half an
hour.”

Heathcl�ff groaned a curse, and stra�ned Cather�ne closer: she
never moved.

Ere long I perce�ved a group of the servants pass�ng up the road
towards the k�tchen w�ng. Mr. L�nton was not far beh�nd; he opened
the gate h�mself and sauntered slowly up, probably enjoy�ng the
lovely afternoon that breathed as soft as summer.

“Now he �s here,” I excla�med. “For heaven’s sake, hurry down!
You’ll not meet any one on the front sta�rs. Do be qu�ck; and stay
among the trees t�ll he �s fa�rly �n.”

“I must go, Cathy,” sa�d Heathcl�ff, seek�ng to extr�cate h�mself
from h�s compan�on’s arms. “But �f I l�ve, I’ll see you aga�n before you
are asleep. I won’t stray f�ve yards from your w�ndow.”

“You must not go!” she answered, hold�ng h�m as f�rmly as her
strength allowed. “You shall not, I tell you.”

“For one hour,” he pleaded earnestly.
“Not for one m�nute,” she repl�ed.
“I must—L�nton w�ll be up �mmed�ately,” pers�sted the alarmed

�ntruder.
He would have r�sen, and unf�xed her f�ngers by the act—she

clung fast, gasp�ng: there was mad resolut�on �n her face.
“No!” she shr�eked. “Oh, don’t, don’t go. It �s the last t�me! Edgar

w�ll not hurt us. Heathcl�ff, I shall d�e! I shall d�e!”



“Damn the fool! There he �s,” cr�ed Heathcl�ff, s�nk�ng back �nto h�s
seat. “Hush, my darl�ng! Hush, hush, Cather�ne! I’ll stay. If he shot
me so, I’d exp�re w�th a bless�ng on my l�ps.”

And there they were fast aga�n. I heard my master mount�ng the
sta�rs—the cold sweat ran from my forehead: I was horr�f�ed.

“Are you go�ng to l�sten to her rav�ngs?” I sa�d, pass�onately. “She
does not know what she says. W�ll you ru�n her, because she has not
w�t to help herself? Get up! You could be free �nstantly. That �s the
most d�abol�cal deed that ever you d�d. We are all done for—master,
m�stress, and servant.”

I wrung my hands, and cr�ed out; and Mr. L�nton hastened h�s step
at the no�se. In the m�dst of my ag�tat�on, I was s�ncerely glad to
observe that Cather�ne’s arms had fallen relaxed, and her head hung
down.

“She’s fa�nted, or dead,” I thought: “so much the better. Far better
that she should be dead, than l�nger�ng a burden and a m�sery-
maker to all about her.”

Edgar sprang to h�s unb�dden guest, blanched w�th aston�shment
and rage. What he meant to do I cannot tell; however, the other
stopped all demonstrat�ons, at once, by plac�ng the l�feless-look�ng
form �n h�s arms.

“Look there!” he sa�d. “Unless you be a f�end, help her f�rst—then
you shall speak to me!”

He walked �nto the parlour, and sat down. Mr. L�nton summoned
me, and w�th great d�ff�culty, and after resort�ng to many means, we
managed to restore her to sensat�on; but she was all bew�ldered; she
s�ghed, and moaned, and knew nobody. Edgar, �n h�s anx�ety for her,
forgot her hated fr�end. I d�d not. I went, at the earl�est opportun�ty,
and besought h�m to depart; aff�rm�ng that Cather�ne was better, and
he should hear from me �n the morn�ng how she passed the n�ght.

“I shall not refuse to go out of doors,” he answered; “but I shall
stay �n the garden: and, Nelly, m�nd you keep your word to-morrow. I
shall be under those larch-trees. M�nd! or I pay another v�s�t, whether
L�nton be �n or not.”



He sent a rap�d glance through the half-open door of the chamber,
and, ascerta�n�ng that what I stated was apparently true, del�vered
the house of h�s luckless presence.



CHAPTER XVI

About twelve o’clock that n�ght was born the Cather�ne you saw at
Wuther�ng He�ghts: a puny, seven-months’ ch�ld; and two hours after
the mother d�ed, hav�ng never recovered suff�c�ent consc�ousness to
m�ss Heathcl�ff, or know Edgar. The latter’s d�stract�on at h�s
bereavement �s a subject too pa�nful to be dwelt on; �ts after-effects
showed how deep the sorrow sunk. A great add�t�on, �n my eyes,
was h�s be�ng left w�thout an he�r. I bemoaned that, as I gazed on the
feeble orphan; and I mentally abused old L�nton for (what was only
natural part�al�ty) the secur�ng h�s estate to h�s own daughter, �nstead
of h�s son’s. An unwelcomed �nfant �t was, poor th�ng! It m�ght have
wa�led out of l�fe, and nobody cared a morsel, dur�ng those f�rst
hours of ex�stence. We redeemed the neglect afterwards; but �ts
beg�nn�ng was as fr�endless as �ts end �s l�kely to be.

Next morn�ng—br�ght and cheerful out of doors—stole softened �n
through the bl�nds of the s�lent room, and suffused the couch and �ts
occupant w�th a mellow, tender glow. Edgar L�nton had h�s head la�d
on the p�llow, and h�s eyes shut. H�s young and fa�r features were
almost as deathl�ke as those of the form bes�de h�m, and almost as
f�xed: but h�s was the hush of exhausted angu�sh, and hers of perfect
peace. Her brow smooth, her l�ds closed, her l�ps wear�ng the
express�on of a sm�le; no angel �n heaven could be more beaut�ful
than she appeared. And I partook of the �nf�n�te calm �n wh�ch she
lay: my m�nd was never �n a hol�er frame than wh�le I gazed on that
untroubled �mage of D�v�ne rest. I �nst�nct�vely echoed the words she
had uttered a few hours before: “Incomparably beyond and above us
all! Whether st�ll on earth or now �n heaven, her sp�r�t �s at home w�th
God!”



I don’t know �f �t be a pecul�ar�ty �n me, but I am seldom otherw�se
than happy wh�le watch�ng �n the chamber of death, should no
frenz�ed or despa�r�ng mourner share the duty w�th me. I see a
repose that ne�ther earth nor hell can break, and I feel an assurance
of the endless and shadowless hereafter—the Etern�ty they have
entered—where l�fe �s boundless �n �ts durat�on, and love �n �ts
sympathy, and joy �n �ts fulness. I not�ced on that occas�on how much
self�shness there �s even �n a love l�ke Mr. L�nton’s, when he so
regretted Cather�ne’s blessed release! To be sure, one m�ght have
doubted, after the wayward and �mpat�ent ex�stence she had led,
whether she mer�ted a haven of peace at last. One m�ght doubt �n
seasons of cold reflect�on; but not then, �n the presence of her
corpse. It asserted �ts own tranqu�ll�ty, wh�ch seemed a pledge of
equal qu�et to �ts former �nhab�tant.

Do you bel�eve such people are happy �n the other world, s�r? I’d
g�ve a great deal to know.

I decl�ned answer�ng Mrs. Dean’s quest�on, wh�ch struck me as
someth�ng heterodox. She proceeded:

Retrac�ng the course of Cather�ne L�nton, I fear we have no r�ght to
th�nk she �s; but we’ll leave her w�th her Maker.

The master looked asleep, and I ventured soon after sunr�se to
qu�t the room and steal out to the pure refresh�ng a�r. The servants
thought me gone to shake off the drows�ness of my protracted
watch; �n real�ty, my ch�ef mot�ve was see�ng Mr. Heathcl�ff. If he had
rema�ned among the larches all n�ght, he would have heard noth�ng
of the st�r at the Grange; unless, perhaps, he m�ght catch the gallop
of the messenger go�ng to G�mmerton. If he had come nearer, he
would probably be aware, from the l�ghts fl�tt�ng to and fro, and the
open�ng and shutt�ng of the outer doors, that all was not r�ght w�th�n. I
w�shed, yet feared, to f�nd h�m. I felt the terr�ble news must be told,
and I longed to get �t over; but how to do �t I d�d not know. He was
there—at least, a few yards further �n the park; leant aga�nst an old
ash-tree, h�s hat off, and h�s ha�r soaked w�th the dew that had
gathered on the budded branches, and fell patter�ng round h�m. He
had been stand�ng a long t�me �n that pos�t�on, for I saw a pa�r of
ousels pass�ng and repass�ng scarcely three feet from h�m, busy �n



bu�ld�ng the�r nest, and regard�ng h�s prox�m�ty no more than that of a
p�ece of t�mber. They flew off at my approach, and he ra�sed h�s eyes
and spoke:—“She’s dead!” he sa�d; “I’ve not wa�ted for you to learn
that. Put your handkerch�ef away—don’t sn�vel before me. Damn you
all! she wants none of your tears!”

I was weep�ng as much for h�m as her: we do somet�mes p�ty
creatures that have none of the feel�ng e�ther for themselves or
others. When I f�rst looked �nto h�s face, I perce�ved that he had got
�ntell�gence of the catastrophe; and a fool�sh not�on struck me that
h�s heart was quelled and he prayed, because h�s l�ps moved and h�s
gaze was bent on the ground.

“Yes, she’s dead!” I answered, check�ng my sobs and dry�ng my
cheeks. “Gone to heaven, I hope; where we may, every one, jo�n her,
�f we take due warn�ng and leave our ev�l ways to follow good!”

“D�d she take due warn�ng, then?” asked Heathcl�ff, attempt�ng a
sneer. “D�d she d�e l�ke a sa�nt? Come, g�ve me a true h�story of the
event. How d�d—?”

He endeavoured to pronounce the name, but could not manage �t;
and compress�ng h�s mouth he held a s�lent combat w�th h�s �nward
agony, defy�ng, meanwh�le, my sympathy w�th an unfl�nch�ng,
feroc�ous stare. “How d�d she d�e?” he resumed, at last—fa�n,
notw�thstand�ng h�s hard�hood, to have a support beh�nd h�m; for,
after the struggle, he trembled, �n sp�te of h�mself, to h�s very f�nger-
ends.

“Poor wretch!” I thought; “you have a heart and nerves the same
as your brother men! Why should you be anx�ous to conceal them?
Your pr�de cannot bl�nd God! You tempt h�m to wr�ng them, t�ll he
forces a cry of hum�l�at�on.”

“Qu�etly as a lamb!” I answered, aloud. “She drew a s�gh, and
stretched herself, l�ke a ch�ld rev�v�ng, and s�nk�ng aga�n to sleep;
and f�ve m�nutes after I felt one l�ttle pulse at her heart, and noth�ng
more!”

“And—d�d she ever ment�on me?” he asked, hes�tat�ng, as �f he
dreaded the answer to h�s quest�on would �ntroduce deta�ls that he
could not bear to hear.



“Her senses never returned: she recogn�sed nobody from the t�me
you left her,” I sa�d. “She l�es w�th a sweet sm�le on her face; and her
latest �deas wandered back to pleasant early days. Her l�fe closed �n
a gentle dream—may she wake as k�ndly �n the other world!”

“May she wake �n torment!” he cr�ed, w�th fr�ghtful vehemence,
stamp�ng h�s foot, and groan�ng �n a sudden paroxysm of
ungovernable pass�on. “Why, she’s a l�ar to the end! Where �s she?
Not there—not �n heaven—not per�shed—where? Oh! you sa�d you
cared noth�ng for my suffer�ngs! And I pray one prayer—I repeat �t t�ll
my tongue st�ffens—Cather�ne Earnshaw, may you not rest as long
as I am l�v�ng; you sa�d I k�lled you—haunt me, then! The murdered
do haunt the�r murderers, I bel�eve. I know that ghosts have
wandered on earth. Be w�th me always—take any form—dr�ve me
mad! only do not leave me �n th�s abyss, where I cannot f�nd you!
Oh, God! �t �s unutterable! I cannot l�ve w�thout my l�fe! I cannot l�ve
w�thout my soul!”

He dashed h�s head aga�nst the knotted trunk; and, l�ft�ng up h�s
eyes, howled, not l�ke a man, but l�ke a savage beast be�ng goaded
to death w�th kn�ves and spears. I observed several splashes of
blood about the bark of the tree, and h�s hand and forehead were
both sta�ned; probably the scene I w�tnessed was a repet�t�on of
others acted dur�ng the n�ght. It hardly moved my compass�on—�t
appalled me: st�ll, I felt reluctant to qu�t h�m so. But the moment he
recollected h�mself enough to not�ce me watch�ng, he thundered a
command for me to go, and I obeyed. He was beyond my sk�ll to
qu�et or console!

Mrs. L�nton’s funeral was appo�nted to take place on the Fr�day
follow�ng her decease; and t�ll then her coff�n rema�ned uncovered,
and strewn w�th flowers and scented leaves, �n the great draw�ng-
room. L�nton spent h�s days and n�ghts there, a sleepless guard�an;
and—a c�rcumstance concealed from all but me—Heathcl�ff spent
h�s n�ghts, at least, outs�de, equally a stranger to repose. I held no
commun�cat�on w�th h�m: st�ll, I was consc�ous of h�s des�gn to enter,
�f he could; and on the Tuesday, a l�ttle after dark, when my master,
from sheer fat�gue, had been compelled to ret�re a couple of hours, I
went and opened one of the w�ndows; moved by h�s perseverance to



g�ve h�m a chance of bestow�ng on the faded �mage of h�s �dol one
f�nal ad�eu. He d�d not om�t to ava�l h�mself of the opportun�ty,
caut�ously and br�efly; too caut�ously to betray h�s presence by the
sl�ghtest no�se. Indeed, I shouldn’t have d�scovered that he had been
there, except for the d�sarrangement of the drapery about the
corpse’s face, and for observ�ng on the floor a curl of l�ght ha�r,
fastened w�th a s�lver thread; wh�ch, on exam�nat�on, I ascerta�ned to
have been taken from a locket hung round Cather�ne’s neck.
Heathcl�ff had opened the tr�nket and cast out �ts contents, replac�ng
them by a black lock of h�s own. I tw�sted the two, and enclosed
them together.

Mr. Earnshaw was, of course, �nv�ted to attend the rema�ns of h�s
s�ster to the grave; he sent no excuse, but he never came; so that,
bes�des her husband, the mourners were wholly composed of
tenants and servants. Isabella was not asked.

The place of Cather�ne’s �nterment, to the surpr�se of the v�llagers,
was ne�ther �n the chapel under the carved monument of the L�ntons,
nor yet by the tombs of her own relat�ons, outs�de. It was dug on a
green slope �n a corner of the k�rk-yard, where the wall �s so low that
heath and b�lberry-plants have cl�mbed over �t from the moor; and
peat-mould almost bur�es �t. Her husband l�es �n the same spot now;
and they have each a s�mple headstone above, and a pla�n grey
block at the�r feet, to mark the graves.



CHAPTER XVII

That Fr�day made the last of our f�ne days for a month. In the
even�ng the weather broke: the w�nd sh�fted from south to north-east,
and brought ra�n f�rst, and then sleet and snow. On the morrow one
could hardly �mag�ne that there had been three weeks of summer:
the pr�mroses and crocuses were h�dden under w�ntry dr�fts; the larks
were s�lent, the young leaves of the early trees sm�tten and
blackened. And dreary, and ch�ll, and d�smal, that morrow d�d creep
over! My master kept h�s room; I took possess�on of the lonely
parlour, convert�ng �t �nto a nursery: and there I was, s�tt�ng w�th the
moan�ng doll of a ch�ld la�d on my knee; rock�ng �t to and fro, and
watch�ng, meanwh�le, the st�ll dr�v�ng flakes bu�ld up the uncurta�ned
w�ndow, when the door opened, and some person entered, out of
breath and laugh�ng! My anger was greater than my aston�shment
for a m�nute. I supposed �t one of the ma�ds, and I cr�ed—“Have
done! How dare you show your g�dd�ness here; What would Mr.
L�nton say �f he heard you?”

“Excuse me!” answered a fam�l�ar vo�ce; “but I know Edgar �s �n
bed, and I cannot stop myself.”

W�th that the speaker came forward to the f�re, pant�ng and hold�ng
her hand to her s�de.

“I have run the whole way from Wuther�ng He�ghts!” she
cont�nued, after a pause; “except where I’ve flown. I couldn’t count
the number of falls I’ve had. Oh, I’m ach�ng all over! Don’t be
alarmed! There shall be an explanat�on as soon as I can g�ve �t; only
just have the goodness to step out and order the carr�age to take me
on to G�mmerton, and tell a servant to seek up a few clothes �n my
wardrobe.”



The �ntruder was Mrs. Heathcl�ff. She certa�nly seemed �n no
laugh�ng pred�cament: her ha�r streamed on her shoulders, dr�pp�ng
w�th snow and water; she was dressed �n the g�rl�sh dress she
commonly wore, bef�tt�ng her age more than her pos�t�on: a low frock
w�th short sleeves, and noth�ng on e�ther head or neck. The frock
was of l�ght s�lk, and clung to her w�th wet, and her feet were
protected merely by th�n sl�ppers; add to th�s a deep cut under one
ear, wh�ch only the cold prevented from bleed�ng profusely, a wh�te
face scratched and bru�sed, and a frame hardly able to support �tself
through fat�gue; and you may fancy my f�rst fr�ght was not much
allayed when I had had le�sure to exam�ne her.

“My dear young lady,” I excla�med, “I’ll st�r nowhere, and hear
noth�ng, t�ll you have removed every art�cle of your clothes, and put
on dry th�ngs; and certa�nly you shall not go to G�mmerton to-n�ght,
so �t �s needless to order the carr�age.”

“Certa�nly I shall,” she sa�d; “walk�ng or r�d�ng: yet I’ve no object�on
to dress myself decently. And—ah, see how �t flows down my neck
now! The f�re does make �t smart.”

She �ns�sted on my fulf�ll�ng her d�rect�ons, before she would let me
touch her; and not t�ll after the coachman had been �nstructed to get
ready, and a ma�d set to pack up some necessary att�re, d�d I obta�n
her consent for b�nd�ng the wound and help�ng to change her
garments.

“Now, Ellen,” she sa�d, when my task was f�n�shed and she was
seated �n an easy-cha�r on the hearth, w�th a cup of tea before her,
“you s�t down oppos�te me, and put poor Cather�ne’s baby away: I
don’t l�ke to see �t! You mustn’t th�nk I care l�ttle for Cather�ne,
because I behaved so fool�shly on enter�ng: I’ve cr�ed, too, b�tterly—
yes, more than any one else has reason to cry. We parted
unreconc�led, you remember, and I sha’n’t forg�ve myself. But, for all
that, I was not go�ng to sympath�se w�th h�m—the brute beast! Oh,
g�ve me the poker! Th�s �s the last th�ng of h�s I have about me:” she
sl�pped the gold r�ng from her th�rd f�nger, and threw �t on the floor.
“I’ll smash �t!” she cont�nued, str�k�ng �t w�th ch�ld�sh sp�te, “and then
I’ll burn �t!” and she took and dropped the m�sused art�cle among the
coals. “There! he shall buy another, �f he gets me back aga�n. He’d



be capable of com�ng to seek me, to tease Edgar. I dare not stay,
lest that not�on should possess h�s w�cked head! And bes�des, Edgar
has not been k�nd, has he? And I won’t come su�ng for h�s
ass�stance; nor w�ll I br�ng h�m �nto more trouble. Necess�ty
compelled me to seek shelter here; though, �f I had not learned he
was out of the way, I’d have halted at the k�tchen, washed my face,
warmed myself, got you to br�ng what I wanted, and departed aga�n
to anywhere out of the reach of my accursed—of that �ncarnate
gobl�n! Ah, he was �n such a fury! If he had caught me! It’s a p�ty
Earnshaw �s not h�s match �n strength: I wouldn’t have run t�ll I’d
seen h�m all but demol�shed, had H�ndley been able to do �t!”

“Well, don’t talk so fast, M�ss!” I �nterrupted; “you’ll d�sorder the
handkerch�ef I have t�ed round your face, and make the cut bleed
aga�n. Dr�nk your tea, and take breath, and g�ve over laugh�ng:
laughter �s sadly out of place under th�s roof, and �n your cond�t�on!”

“An unden�able truth,” she repl�ed. “L�sten to that ch�ld! It ma�nta�ns
a constant wa�l—send �t out of my hear�ng for an hour; I sha’n’t stay
any longer.”

I rang the bell, and comm�tted �t to a servant’s care; and then I
�nqu�red what had urged her to escape from Wuther�ng He�ghts �n
such an unl�kely pl�ght, and where she meant to go, as she refused
rema�n�ng w�th us.

“I ought, and I w�shed to rema�n,” answered she, “to cheer Edgar
and take care of the baby, for two th�ngs, and because the Grange �s
my r�ght home. But I tell you he wouldn’t let me! Do you th�nk he
could bear to see me grow fat and merry—could bear to th�nk that
we were tranqu�l, and not resolve on po�son�ng our comfort? Now, I
have the sat�sfact�on of be�ng sure that he detests me, to the po�nt of
�ts annoy�ng h�m ser�ously to have me w�th�n ear-shot or eyes�ght: I
not�ce, when I enter h�s presence, the muscles of h�s countenance
are �nvoluntar�ly d�storted �nto an express�on of hatred; partly ar�s�ng
from h�s knowledge of the good causes I have to feel that sent�ment
for h�m, and partly from or�g�nal avers�on. It �s strong enough to make
me feel pretty certa�n that he would not chase me over England,
suppos�ng I contr�ved a clear escape; and therefore I must get qu�te
away. I’ve recovered from my f�rst des�re to be k�lled by h�m: I’d



rather he’d k�ll h�mself! He has ext�ngu�shed my love effectually, and
so I’m at my ease. I can recollect yet how I loved h�m; and can d�mly
�mag�ne that I could st�ll be lov�ng h�m, �f—no, no! Even �f he had
doted on me, the dev�l�sh nature would have revealed �ts ex�stence
somehow. Cather�ne had an awfully perverted taste to esteem h�m
so dearly, know�ng h�m so well. Monster! would that he could be
blotted out of creat�on, and out of my memory!”

“Hush, hush! He’s a human be�ng,” I sa�d. “Be more char�table:
there are worse men than he �s yet!”

“He’s not a human be�ng,” she retorted; “and he has no cla�m on
my char�ty. I gave h�m my heart, and he took and p�nched �t to death,
and flung �t back to me. People feel w�th the�r hearts, Ellen: and
s�nce he has destroyed m�ne, I have not power to feel for h�m: and I
would not, though he groaned from th�s to h�s dy�ng day, and wept
tears of blood for Cather�ne! No, �ndeed, �ndeed, I wouldn’t!” And
here Isabella began to cry; but, �mmed�ately dash�ng the water from
her lashes, she recommenced. “You asked, what has dr�ven me to
fl�ght at last? I was compelled to attempt �t, because I had succeeded
�n rous�ng h�s rage a p�tch above h�s mal�gn�ty. Pull�ng out the nerves
w�th red hot p�ncers requ�res more coolness than knock�ng on the
head. He was worked up to forget the f�end�sh prudence he boasted
of, and proceeded to murderous v�olence. I exper�enced pleasure �n
be�ng able to exasperate h�m: the sense of pleasure woke my
�nst�nct of self-preservat�on, so I fa�rly broke free; and �f ever I come
�nto h�s hands aga�n he �s welcome to a s�gnal revenge.

“Yesterday, you know, Mr. Earnshaw should have been at the
funeral. He kept h�mself sober for the purpose—tolerably sober: not
go�ng to bed mad at s�x o’clock and gett�ng up drunk at twelve.
Consequently, he rose, �n su�c�dal low sp�r�ts, as f�t for the church as
for a dance; and �nstead, he sat down by the f�re and swallowed g�n
or brandy by tumblerfuls.

“Heathcl�ff—I shudder to name h�m! has been a stranger �n the
house from last Sunday t�ll to-day. Whether the angels have fed h�m,
or h�s k�n beneath, I cannot tell; but he has not eaten a meal w�th us
for nearly a week. He has just come home at dawn, and gone
upsta�rs to h�s chamber; lock�ng h�mself �n—as �f anybody dreamt of



covet�ng h�s company! There he has cont�nued, pray�ng l�ke a
Method�st: only the de�ty he �mplored �s senseless dust and ashes;
and God, when addressed, was cur�ously confounded w�th h�s own
black father! After conclud�ng these prec�ous or�sons—and they
lasted generally t�ll he grew hoarse and h�s vo�ce was strangled �n
h�s throat—he would be off aga�n; always stra�ght down to the
Grange! I wonder Edgar d�d not send for a constable, and g�ve h�m
�nto custody! For me, gr�eved as I was about Cather�ne, �t was
�mposs�ble to avo�d regard�ng th�s season of del�verance from
degrad�ng oppress�on as a hol�day.

“I recovered sp�r�ts suff�c�ent to bear Joseph’s eternal lectures
w�thout weep�ng, and to move up and down the house less w�th the
foot of a fr�ghtened th�ef than formerly. You wouldn’t th�nk that I
should cry at anyth�ng Joseph could say; but he and Hareton are
detestable compan�ons. I’d rather s�t w�th H�ndley, and hear h�s awful
talk, than w�th ‘t’ l�ttle ma�ster’ and h�s staunch supporter, that od�ous
old man! When Heathcl�ff �s �n, I’m often obl�ged to seek the k�tchen
and the�r soc�ety, or starve among the damp un�nhab�ted chambers;
when he �s not, as was the case th�s week, I establ�sh a table and
cha�r at one corner of the house f�re, and never m�nd how Mr.
Earnshaw may occupy h�mself; and he does not �nterfere w�th my
arrangements. He �s qu�eter now than he used to be, �f no one
provokes h�m: more sullen and depressed, and less fur�ous. Joseph
aff�rms he’s sure he’s an altered man: that the Lord has touched h�s
heart, and he �s saved ‘so as by f�re.’ I’m puzzled to detect s�gns of
the favourable change: but �t �s not my bus�ness.

“Yester-even�ng I sat �n my nook read�ng some old books t�ll late
on towards twelve. It seemed so d�smal to go upsta�rs, w�th the w�ld
snow blow�ng outs�de, and my thoughts cont�nually revert�ng to the
k�rk-yard and the new-made grave! I dared hardly l�ft my eyes from
the page before me, that melancholy scene so �nstantly usurped �ts
place. H�ndley sat oppos�te, h�s head leant on h�s hand; perhaps
med�tat�ng on the same subject. He had ceased dr�nk�ng at a po�nt
below �rrat�onal�ty, and had ne�ther st�rred nor spoken dur�ng two or
three hours. There was no sound through the house but the moan�ng
w�nd, wh�ch shook the w�ndows every now and then, the fa�nt
crackl�ng of the coals, and the cl�ck of my snuffers as I removed at



�ntervals the long w�ck of the candle. Hareton and Joseph were
probably fast asleep �n bed. It was very, very sad: and wh�le I read I
s�ghed, for �t seemed as �f all joy had van�shed from the world, never
to be restored.

“The doleful s�lence was broken at length by the sound of the
k�tchen latch: Heathcl�ff had returned from h�s watch earl�er than
usual; ow�ng, I suppose, to the sudden storm. That entrance was
fastened, and we heard h�m com�ng round to get �n by the other. I
rose w�th an �rrepress�ble express�on of what I felt on my l�ps, wh�ch
�nduced my compan�on, who had been star�ng towards the door, to
turn and look at me.

“‘I’ll keep h�m out f�ve m�nutes,’ he excla�med. ‘You won’t object?’
“‘No, you may keep h�m out the whole n�ght for me,’ I answered.

‘Do! put the key �n the lock, and draw the bolts.’
“Earnshaw accompl�shed th�s ere h�s guest reached the front; he

then came and brought h�s cha�r to the other s�de of my table,
lean�ng over �t, and search�ng �n my eyes for a sympathy w�th the
burn�ng hate that gleamed from h�s: as he both looked and felt l�ke
an assass�n, he couldn’t exactly f�nd that; but he d�scovered enough
to encourage h�m to speak.

“‘You, and I,’ he sa�d, ‘have each a great debt to settle w�th the
man out yonder! If we were ne�ther of us cowards, we m�ght comb�ne
to d�scharge �t. Are you as soft as your brother? Are you w�ll�ng to
endure to the last, and not once attempt a repayment?’

“‘I’m weary of endur�ng now,’ I repl�ed; ‘and I’d be glad of a
retal�at�on that wouldn’t reco�l on myself; but treachery and v�olence
are spears po�nted at both ends; they wound those who resort to
them worse than the�r enem�es.’

“‘Treachery and v�olence are a just return for treachery and
v�olence!’ cr�ed H�ndley. ‘Mrs. Heathcl�ff, I’ll ask you to do noth�ng; but
s�t st�ll and be dumb. Tell me now, can you? I’m sure you would have
as much pleasure as I �n w�tness�ng the conclus�on of the f�end’s
ex�stence; he’ll be your death unless you overreach h�m; and he’ll be
my ru�n. Damn the hell�sh v�lla�n! He knocks at the door as �f he were
master here already! Prom�se to hold your tongue, and before that
clock str�kes—�t wants three m�nutes of one—you’re a free woman!’



“He took the �mplements wh�ch I descr�bed to you �n my letter from
h�s breast, and would have turned down the candle. I snatched �t
away, however, and se�zed h�s arm.

“‘I’ll not hold my tongue!’ I sa�d; ‘you mustn’t touch h�m. Let the
door rema�n shut, and be qu�et!’

“‘No! I’ve formed my resolut�on, and by God I’ll execute �t!’ cr�ed
the desperate be�ng. ‘I’ll do you a k�ndness �n sp�te of yourself, and
Hareton just�ce! And you needn’t trouble your head to screen me;
Cather�ne �s gone. Nobody al�ve would regret me, or be ashamed,
though I cut my throat th�s m�nute—and �t’s t�me to make an end!’

“I m�ght as well have struggled w�th a bear, or reasoned w�th a
lunat�c. The only resource left me was to run to a latt�ce and warn h�s
�ntended v�ct�m of the fate wh�ch awa�ted h�m.

“‘You’d better seek shelter somewhere else to-n�ght!’ I excla�med,
�n rather a tr�umphant tone. ‘Mr. Earnshaw has a m�nd to shoot you,
�f you pers�st �n endeavour�ng to enter.’

“‘You’d better open the door, you—’ he answered, address�ng me
by some elegant term that I don’t care to repeat.

“‘I shall not meddle �n the matter,’ I retorted aga�n. ‘Come �n and
get shot, �f you please. I’ve done my duty.’

“W�th that I shut the w�ndow and returned to my place by the f�re;
hav�ng too small a stock of hypocr�sy at my command to pretend any
anx�ety for the danger that menaced h�m. Earnshaw swore
pass�onately at me: aff�rm�ng that I loved the v�lla�n yet; and call�ng
me all sorts of names for the base sp�r�t I ev�nced. And I, �n my
secret heart (and consc�ence never reproached me), thought what a
bless�ng �t would be for h�m should Heathcl�ff put h�m out of m�sery;
and what a bless�ng for me should he send Heathcl�ff to h�s r�ght
abode! As I sat nurs�ng these reflect�ons, the casement beh�nd me
was banged on to the floor by a blow from the latter �nd�v�dual, and
h�s black countenance looked bl�ght�ngly through. The stanch�ons
stood too close to suffer h�s shoulders to follow, and I sm�led,
exult�ng �n my fanc�ed secur�ty. H�s ha�r and clothes were wh�tened
w�th snow, and h�s sharp cann�bal teeth, revealed by cold and wrath,
gleamed through the dark.



“‘Isabella, let me �n, or I’ll make you repent!’ he ‘g�rned,’ as Joseph
calls �t.

“‘I cannot comm�t murder,’ I repl�ed. ‘Mr. H�ndley stands sent�nel
w�th a kn�fe and loaded p�stol.’

“‘Let me �n by the k�tchen door,’ he sa�d.
“‘H�ndley w�ll be there before me,’ I answered: ‘and that’s a poor

love of yours that cannot bear a shower of snow! We were left at
peace �n our beds as long as the summer moon shone, but the
moment a blast of w�nter returns, you must run for shelter! Heathcl�ff,
�f I were you, I’d go stretch myself over her grave and d�e l�ke a
fa�thful dog. The world �s surely not worth l�v�ng �n now, �s �t? You had
d�st�nctly �mpressed on me the �dea that Cather�ne was the whole joy
of your l�fe: I can’t �mag�ne how you th�nk of surv�v�ng her loss.’

“‘He’s there, �s he?’ excla�med my compan�on, rush�ng to the gap.
‘If I can get my arm out I can h�t h�m!’

“I’m afra�d, Ellen, you’ll set me down as really w�cked; but you
don’t know all, so don’t judge. I wouldn’t have a�ded or abetted an
attempt on even h�s l�fe for anyth�ng. W�sh that he were dead, I must;
and therefore I was fearfully d�sappo�nted, and unnerved by terror for
the consequences of my taunt�ng speech, when he flung h�mself on
Earnshaw’s weapon and wrenched �t from h�s grasp.

“The charge exploded, and the kn�fe, �n spr�ng�ng back, closed �nto
�ts owner’s wr�st. Heathcl�ff pulled �t away by ma�n force, sl�tt�ng up
the flesh as �t passed on, and thrust �t dr�pp�ng �nto h�s pocket. He
then took a stone, struck down the d�v�s�on between two w�ndows,
and sprang �n. H�s adversary had fallen senseless w�th excess�ve
pa�n and the flow of blood, that gushed from an artery or a large
ve�n. The ruff�an k�cked and trampled on h�m, and dashed h�s head
repeatedly aga�nst the flags, hold�ng me w�th one hand, meant�me, to
prevent me summon�ng Joseph. He exerted preterhuman self-den�al
�n absta�n�ng from f�n�sh�ng h�m completely; but gett�ng out of breath,
he f�nally des�sted, and dragged the apparently �nan�mate body on to
the settle. There he tore off the sleeve of Earnshaw’s coat, and
bound up the wound w�th brutal roughness; sp�tt�ng and curs�ng
dur�ng the operat�on as energet�cally as he had k�cked before. Be�ng
at l�berty, I lost no t�me �n seek�ng the old servant; who, hav�ng



gathered by degrees the purport of my hasty tale, hurr�ed below,
gasp�ng, as he descended the steps two at once.

“‘What �s ther to do, now? what �s ther to do, now?’
“‘There’s th�s to do,’ thundered Heathcl�ff, ‘that your master’s mad;

and should he last another month, I’ll have h�m to an asylum. And
how the dev�l d�d you come to fasten me out, you toothless hound?
Don’t stand mutter�ng and mumbl�ng there. Come, I’m not go�ng to
nurse h�m. Wash that stuff away; and m�nd the sparks of your candle
—�t �s more than half brandy!’

“‘And so ye’ve been murther�ng on h�m?’ excla�med Joseph, l�ft�ng
h�s hands and eyes �n horror. ‘If �ver I seed a seeght lo�ke th�s! May
the Lord—’

“Heathcl�ff gave h�m a push on to h�s knees �n the m�ddle of the
blood, and flung a towel to h�m; but �nstead of proceed�ng to dry �t
up, he jo�ned h�s hands and began a prayer, wh�ch exc�ted my
laughter from �ts odd phraseology. I was �n the cond�t�on of m�nd to
be shocked at noth�ng: �n fact, I was as reckless as some
malefactors show themselves at the foot of the gallows.

“‘Oh, I forgot you,’ sa�d the tyrant. ‘You shall do that. Down w�th
you. And you consp�re w�th h�m aga�nst me, do you, v�per? There,
that �s work f�t for you!’

“He shook me t�ll my teeth rattled, and p�tched me bes�de Joseph,
who stead�ly concluded h�s suppl�cat�ons, and then rose, vow�ng he
would set off for the Grange d�rectly. Mr. L�nton was a mag�strate,
and though he had f�fty w�ves dead, he should �nqu�re �nto th�s. He
was so obst�nate �n h�s resolut�on, that Heathcl�ff deemed �t
exped�ent to compel from my l�ps a recap�tulat�on of what had taken
place; stand�ng over me, heav�ng w�th malevolence, as I reluctantly
del�vered the account �n answer to h�s quest�ons. It requ�red a great
deal of labour to sat�sfy the old man that Heathcl�ff was not the
aggressor; espec�ally w�th my hardly-wrung repl�es. However, Mr.
Earnshaw soon conv�nced h�m that he was al�ve st�ll; Joseph
hastened to adm�n�ster a dose of sp�r�ts, and by the�r succour h�s
master presently rega�ned mot�on and consc�ousness. Heathcl�ff,
aware that h�s opponent was �gnorant of the treatment rece�ved wh�le
�nsens�ble, called h�m del�r�ously �ntox�cated; and sa�d he should not



not�ce h�s atroc�ous conduct further, but adv�sed h�m to get to bed. To
my joy, he left us, after g�v�ng th�s jud�c�ous counsel, and H�ndley
stretched h�mself on the hearthstone. I departed to my own room,
marvell�ng that I had escaped so eas�ly.

“Th�s morn�ng, when I came down, about half an hour before noon,
Mr. Earnshaw was s�tt�ng by the f�re, deadly s�ck; h�s ev�l gen�us,
almost as gaunt and ghastly, leant aga�nst the ch�mney. Ne�ther
appeared �ncl�ned to d�ne, and, hav�ng wa�ted t�ll all was cold on the
table, I commenced alone. Noth�ng h�ndered me from eat�ng heart�ly,
and I exper�enced a certa�n sense of sat�sfact�on and super�or�ty, as,
at �ntervals, I cast a look towards my s�lent compan�ons, and felt the
comfort of a qu�et consc�ence w�th�n me. After I had done, I ventured
on the unusual l�berty of draw�ng near the f�re, go�ng round
Earnshaw’s seat, and kneel�ng �n the corner bes�de h�m.

“Heathcl�ff d�d not glance my way, and I gazed up, and
contemplated h�s features almost as conf�dently as �f they had been
turned to stone. H�s forehead, that I once thought so manly, and that
I now th�nk so d�abol�cal, was shaded w�th a heavy cloud; h�s bas�l�sk
eyes were nearly quenched by sleeplessness, and weep�ng,
perhaps, for the lashes were wet then: h�s l�ps devo�d of the�r
feroc�ous sneer, and sealed �n an express�on of unspeakable
sadness. Had �t been another, I would have covered my face �n the
presence of such gr�ef. In h�s case, I was grat�f�ed; and, �gnoble as �t
seems to �nsult a fallen enemy, I couldn’t m�ss th�s chance of st�ck�ng
�n a dart: h�s weakness was the only t�me when I could taste the
del�ght of pay�ng wrong for wrong.”

“F�e, f�e, M�ss!” I �nterrupted. “One m�ght suppose you had never
opened a B�ble �n your l�fe. If God affl�ct your enem�es, surely that
ought to suff�ce you. It �s both mean and presumptuous to add your
torture to h�s!”

“In general I’ll allow that �t would be, Ellen,” she cont�nued; “but
what m�sery la�d on Heathcl�ff could content me, unless I have a
hand �n �t? I’d rather he suffered less, �f I m�ght cause h�s suffer�ngs
and he m�ght know that I was the cause. Oh, I owe h�m so much. On
only one cond�t�on can I hope to forg�ve h�m. It �s, �f I may take an
eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth; for every wrench of agony return a



wrench: reduce h�m to my level. As he was the f�rst to �njure, make
h�m the f�rst to �mplore pardon; and then—why then, Ellen, I m�ght
show you some generos�ty. But �t �s utterly �mposs�ble I can ever be
revenged, and therefore I cannot forg�ve h�m. H�ndley wanted some
water, and I handed h�m a glass, and asked h�m how he was.

“‘Not as �ll as I w�sh,’ he repl�ed. ‘But leav�ng out my arm, every
�nch of me �s as sore as �f I had been f�ght�ng w�th a leg�on of �mps!’

“‘Yes, no wonder,’ was my next remark. ‘Cather�ne used to boast
that she stood between you and bod�ly harm: she meant that certa�n
persons would not hurt you for fear of offend�ng her. It’s well people
don’t really r�se from the�r grave, or, last n�ght, she m�ght have
w�tnessed a repuls�ve scene! Are not you bru�sed, and cut over your
chest and shoulders?’

“‘I can’t say,’ he answered, ‘but what do you mean? D�d he dare to
str�ke me when I was down?’

“‘He trampled on and k�cked you, and dashed you on the ground,’ I
wh�spered. ‘And h�s mouth watered to tear you w�th h�s teeth;
because he’s only half man: not so much, and the rest f�end.’

“Mr. Earnshaw looked up, l�ke me, to the countenance of our
mutual foe; who, absorbed �n h�s angu�sh, seemed �nsens�ble to
anyth�ng around h�m: the longer he stood, the pla�ner h�s reflect�ons
revealed the�r blackness through h�s features.

“‘Oh, �f God would but g�ve me strength to strangle h�m �n my last
agony, I’d go to hell w�th joy,’ groaned the �mpat�ent man, wr�th�ng to
r�se, and s�nk�ng back �n despa�r, conv�nced of h�s �nadequacy for the
struggle.

“‘Nay, �t’s enough that he has murdered one of you,’ I observed
aloud. ‘At the Grange, every one knows your s�ster would have been
l�v�ng now had �t not been for Mr. Heathcl�ff. After all, �t �s preferable
to be hated than loved by h�m. When I recollect how happy we were
—how happy Cather�ne was before he came—I’m f�t to curse the
day.’

“Most l�kely, Heathcl�ff not�ced more the truth of what was sa�d,
than the sp�r�t of the person who sa�d �t. H�s attent�on was roused, I
saw, for h�s eyes ra�ned down tears among the ashes, and he drew



h�s breath �n suffocat�ng s�ghs. I stared full at h�m, and laughed
scornfully. The clouded w�ndows of hell flashed a moment towards
me; the f�end wh�ch usually looked out, however, was so d�mmed
and drowned that I d�d not fear to hazard another sound of der�s�on.

“‘Get up, and begone out of my s�ght,’ sa�d the mourner.
“I guessed he uttered those words, at least, though h�s vo�ce was

hardly �ntell�g�ble.
“‘I beg your pardon,’ I repl�ed. ‘But I loved Cather�ne too; and her

brother requ�res attendance, wh�ch, for her sake, I shall supply. Now,
that she’s dead, I see her �n H�ndley: H�ndley has exactly her eyes, �f
you had not tr�ed to gouge them out, and made them black and red;
and her—’

“‘Get up, wretched �d�ot, before I stamp you to death!’ he cr�ed,
mak�ng a movement that caused me to make one also.

“‘But then,’ I cont�nued, hold�ng myself ready to flee, ‘�f poor
Cather�ne had trusted you, and assumed the r�d�culous,
contempt�ble, degrad�ng t�tle of Mrs. Heathcl�ff, she would soon have
presented a s�m�lar p�cture! She wouldn’t have borne your
abom�nable behav�our qu�etly: her detestat�on and d�sgust must have
found vo�ce.’

“The back of the settle and Earnshaw’s person �nterposed
between me and h�m; so �nstead of endeavour�ng to reach me, he
snatched a d�nner-kn�fe from the table and flung �t at my head. It
struck beneath my ear, and stopped the sentence I was utter�ng; but,
pull�ng �t out, I sprang to the door and del�vered another; wh�ch I
hope went a l�ttle deeper than h�s m�ss�le. The last gl�mpse I caught
of h�m was a fur�ous rush on h�s part, checked by the embrace of h�s
host; and both fell locked together on the hearth. In my fl�ght through
the k�tchen I b�d Joseph speed to h�s master; I knocked over
Hareton, who was hang�ng a l�tter of pupp�es from a cha�r-back �n the
doorway; and, blessed as a soul escaped from purgatory, I bounded,
leaped, and flew down the steep road; then, qu�tt�ng �ts w�nd�ngs,
shot d�rect across the moor, roll�ng over banks, and wad�ng through
marshes: prec�p�tat�ng myself, �n fact, towards the beacon-l�ght of the
Grange. And far rather would I be condemned to a perpetual



dwell�ng �n the �nfernal reg�ons than, even for one n�ght, ab�de
beneath the roof of Wuther�ng He�ghts aga�n.”

Isabella ceased speak�ng, and took a dr�nk of tea; then she rose,
and b�dd�ng me put on her bonnet, and a great shawl I had brought,
and turn�ng a deaf ear to my entreat�es for her to rema�n another
hour, she stepped on to a cha�r, k�ssed Edgar’s and Cather�ne’s
portra�ts, bestowed a s�m�lar salute on me, and descended to the
carr�age, accompan�ed by Fanny, who yelped w�ld w�th joy at
recover�ng her m�stress. She was dr�ven away, never to rev�s�t th�s
ne�ghbourhood: but a regular correspondence was establ�shed
between her and my master when th�ngs were more settled. I bel�eve
her new abode was �n the south, near London; there she had a son
born a few months subsequent to her escape. He was chr�stened
L�nton, and, from the f�rst, she reported h�m to be an a�l�ng, peev�sh
creature.

Mr. Heathcl�ff, meet�ng me one day �n the v�llage, �nqu�red where
she l�ved. I refused to tell. He remarked that �t was not of any
moment, only she must beware of com�ng to her brother: she should
not be w�th h�m, �f he had to keep her h�mself. Though I would g�ve
no �nformat�on, he d�scovered, through some of the other servants,
both her place of res�dence and the ex�stence of the ch�ld. St�ll, he
d�dn’t molest her: for wh�ch forbearance she m�ght thank h�s
avers�on, I suppose. He often asked about the �nfant, when he saw
me; and on hear�ng �ts name, sm�led gr�mly, and observed: “They
w�sh me to hate �t too, do they?”

“I don’t th�nk they w�sh you to know anyth�ng about �t,” I answered.
“But I’ll have �t,” he sa�d, “when I want �t. They may reckon on

that!”
Fortunately �ts mother d�ed before the t�me arr�ved; some th�rteen

years after the decease of Cather�ne, when L�nton was twelve, or a
l�ttle more.

On the day succeed�ng Isabella’s unexpected v�s�t I had no
opportun�ty of speak�ng to my master: he shunned conversat�on, and
was f�t for d�scuss�ng noth�ng. When I could get h�m to l�sten, I saw �t
pleased h�m that h�s s�ster had left her husband; whom he abhorred
w�th an �ntens�ty wh�ch the m�ldness of h�s nature would scarcely



seem to allow. So deep and sens�t�ve was h�s avers�on, that he
refra�ned from go�ng anywhere where he was l�kely to see or hear of
Heathcl�ff. Gr�ef, and that together, transformed h�m �nto a complete
herm�t: he threw up h�s off�ce of mag�strate, ceased even to attend
church, avo�ded the v�llage on all occas�ons, and spent a l�fe of ent�re
seclus�on w�th�n the l�m�ts of h�s park and grounds; only var�ed by
sol�tary rambles on the moors, and v�s�ts to the grave of h�s w�fe,
mostly at even�ng, or early morn�ng before other wanderers were
abroad. But he was too good to be thoroughly unhappy long. He
d�dn’t pray for Cather�ne’s soul to haunt h�m. T�me brought
res�gnat�on, and a melancholy sweeter than common joy. He recalled
her memory w�th ardent, tender love, and hopeful asp�r�ng to the
better world; where he doubted not she was gone.

And he had earthly consolat�on and affect�ons also. For a few
days, I sa�d, he seemed regardless of the puny successor to the
departed: that coldness melted as fast as snow �n Apr�l, and ere the
t�ny th�ng could stammer a word or totter a step �t w�elded a despot’s
sceptre �n h�s heart. It was named Cather�ne; but he never called �t
the name �n full, as he had never called the f�rst Cather�ne short:
probably because Heathcl�ff had a hab�t of do�ng so. The l�ttle one
was always Cathy: �t formed to h�m a d�st�nct�on from the mother, and
yet a connect�on w�th her; and h�s attachment sprang from �ts relat�on
to her, far more than from �ts be�ng h�s own.

I used to draw a compar�son between h�m and H�ndley Earnshaw,
and perplex myself to expla�n sat�sfactor�ly why the�r conduct was so
oppos�te �n s�m�lar c�rcumstances. They had both been fond
husbands, and were both attached to the�r ch�ldren; and I could not
see how they shouldn’t both have taken the same road, for good or
ev�l. But, I thought �n my m�nd, H�ndley, w�th apparently the stronger
head, has shown h�mself sadly the worse and the weaker man.
When h�s sh�p struck, the capta�n abandoned h�s post; and the crew,
�nstead of try�ng to save her, rushed �nto r�ot and confus�on, leav�ng
no hope for the�r luckless vessel. L�nton, on the contrary, d�splayed
the true courage of a loyal and fa�thful soul: he trusted God; and God
comforted h�m. One hoped, and the other despa�red: they chose
the�r own lots, and were r�ghteously doomed to endure them. But
you’ll not want to hear my moral�s�ng, Mr. Lockwood; you’ll judge, as



well as I can, all these th�ngs: at least, you’ll th�nk you w�ll, and that’s
the same. The end of Earnshaw was what m�ght have been
expected; �t followed fast on h�s s�ster’s: there were scarcely s�x
months between them. We, at the Grange, never got a very succ�nct
account of h�s state preced�ng �t; all that I d�d learn was on occas�on
of go�ng to a�d �n the preparat�ons for the funeral. Mr. Kenneth came
to announce the event to my master.

“Well, Nelly,” sa�d he, r�d�ng �nto the yard one morn�ng, too early
not to alarm me w�th an �nstant present�ment of bad news, “�t’s yours
and my turn to go �nto mourn�ng at present. Who’s g�ven us the sl�p
now, do you th�nk?”

“Who?” I asked �n a flurry.
“Why, guess!” he returned, d�smount�ng, and sl�ng�ng h�s br�dle on

a hook by the door. “And n�p up the corner of your apron: I’m certa�n
you’ll need �t.”

“Not Mr. Heathcl�ff, surely?” I excla�med.
“What! would you have tears for h�m?” sa�d the doctor. “No,

Heathcl�ff’s a tough young fellow: he looks bloom�ng to-day. I’ve just
seen h�m. He’s rap�dly rega�n�ng flesh s�nce he lost h�s better half.”

“Who �s �t, then, Mr. Kenneth?” I repeated �mpat�ently.
“H�ndley Earnshaw! Your old fr�end H�ndley,” he repl�ed, “and my

w�cked goss�p: though he’s been too w�ld for me th�s long wh�le.
There! I sa�d we should draw water. But cheer up! He d�ed true to h�s
character: drunk as a lord. Poor lad! I’m sorry, too. One can’t help
m�ss�ng an old compan�on: though he had the worst tr�cks w�th h�m
that ever man �mag�ned, and has done me many a rascally turn. He’s
barely twenty-seven, �t seems; that’s your own age: who would have
thought you were born �n one year?”

I confess th�s blow was greater to me than the shock of Mrs.
L�nton’s death: anc�ent assoc�at�ons l�ngered round my heart; I sat
down �n the porch and wept as for a blood relat�on, des�r�ng Mr.
Kenneth to get another servant to �ntroduce h�m to the master. I
could not h�nder myself from ponder�ng on the quest�on—“Had he
had fa�r play?” Whatever I d�d, that �dea would bother me: �t was so
t�resomely pert�nac�ous that I resolved on request�ng leave to go to



Wuther�ng He�ghts, and ass�st �n the last dut�es to the dead. Mr.
L�nton was extremely reluctant to consent, but I pleaded eloquently
for the fr�endless cond�t�on �n wh�ch he lay; and I sa�d my old master
and foster-brother had a cla�m on my serv�ces as strong as h�s own.
Bes�des, I rem�nded h�m that the ch�ld Hareton was h�s w�fe’s
nephew, and, �n the absence of nearer k�n, he ought to act as �ts
guard�an; and he ought to and must �nqu�re how the property was
left, and look over the concerns of h�s brother-�n-law. He was unf�t for
attend�ng to such matters then, but he b�d me speak to h�s lawyer;
and at length perm�tted me to go. H�s lawyer had been Earnshaw’s
also: I called at the v�llage, and asked h�m to accompany me. He
shook h�s head, and adv�sed that Heathcl�ff should be let alone;
aff�rm�ng, �f the truth were known, Hareton would be found l�ttle else
than a beggar.

“H�s father d�ed �n debt,” he sa�d; “the whole property �s
mortgaged, and the sole chance for the natural he�r �s to allow h�m
an opportun�ty of creat�ng some �nterest �n the cred�tor’s heart, that
he may be �ncl�ned to deal len�ently towards h�m.”

When I reached the He�ghts, I expla�ned that I had come to see
everyth�ng carr�ed on decently; and Joseph, who appeared �n
suff�c�ent d�stress, expressed sat�sfact�on at my presence. Mr.
Heathcl�ff sa�d he d�d not perce�ve that I was wanted; but I m�ght stay
and order the arrangements for the funeral, �f I chose.

“Correctly,” he remarked, “that fool’s body should be bur�ed at the
cross-roads, w�thout ceremony of any k�nd. I happened to leave h�m
ten m�nutes yesterday afternoon, and �n that �nterval he fastened the
two doors of the house aga�nst me, and he has spent the n�ght �n
dr�nk�ng h�mself to death del�berately! We broke �n th�s morn�ng, for
we heard h�m sport�ng l�ke a horse; and there he was, la�d over the
settle: flay�ng and scalp�ng would not have wakened h�m. I sent for
Kenneth, and he came; but not t�ll the beast had changed �nto
carr�on: he was both dead and cold, and stark; and so you’ll allow �t
was useless mak�ng more st�r about h�m!”

The old servant conf�rmed th�s statement, but muttered:
“I’d rayther he’d goan h�sseln for t’ doctor! I sud ha’ taen tent o’ t’

ma�ster better nor h�m—and he warn’t deead when I left, naught o’ t’



soart!”
I �ns�sted on the funeral be�ng respectable. Mr. Heathcl�ff sa�d I

m�ght have my own way there too: only, he des�red me to remember
that the money for the whole affa�r came out of h�s pocket. He
ma�nta�ned a hard, careless deportment, �nd�cat�ve of ne�ther joy nor
sorrow: �f anyth�ng, �t expressed a fl�nty grat�f�cat�on at a p�ece of
d�ff�cult work successfully executed. I observed once, �ndeed,
someth�ng l�ke exultat�on �n h�s aspect: �t was just when the people
were bear�ng the coff�n from the house. He had the hypocr�sy to
represent a mourner: and prev�ous to follow�ng w�th Hareton, he
l�fted the unfortunate ch�ld on to the table and muttered, w�th pecul�ar
gusto, “Now, my bonny lad, you are m�ne! And we’ll see �f one tree
won’t grow as crooked as another, w�th the same w�nd to tw�st �t!”
The unsuspect�ng th�ng was pleased at th�s speech: he played w�th
Heathcl�ff’s wh�skers, and stroked h�s cheek; but I d�v�ned �ts
mean�ng, and observed tartly, “That boy must go back w�th me to
Thrushcross Grange, s�r. There �s noth�ng �n the world less yours
than he �s!”

“Does L�nton say so?” he demanded.
“Of course—he has ordered me to take h�m,” I repl�ed.
“Well,” sa�d the scoundrel, “we’ll not argue the subject now: but I

have a fancy to try my hand at rear�ng a young one; so �nt�mate to
your master that I must supply the place of th�s w�th my own, �f he
attempt to remove �t. I don’t engage to let Hareton go und�sputed; but
I’ll be pretty sure to make the other come! Remember to tell h�m.”

Th�s h�nt was enough to b�nd our hands. I repeated �ts substance
on my return; and Edgar L�nton, l�ttle �nterested at the
commencement, spoke no more of �nterfer�ng. I’m not aware that he
could have done �t to any purpose, had he been ever so w�ll�ng.

The guest was now the master of Wuther�ng He�ghts: he held f�rm
possess�on, and proved to the attorney—who, �n h�s turn, proved �t to
Mr. L�nton—that Earnshaw had mortgaged every yard of land he
owned for cash to supply h�s man�a for gam�ng; and he, Heathcl�ff,
was the mortgagee. In that manner Hareton, who should now be the
f�rst gentleman �n the ne�ghbourhood, was reduced to a state of
complete dependence on h�s father’s �nveterate enemy; and l�ves �n



h�s own house as a servant, depr�ved of the advantage of wages:
qu�te unable to r�ght h�mself, because of h�s fr�endlessness, and h�s
�gnorance that he has been wronged.



CHAPTER XVIII

The twelve years, cont�nued Mrs. Dean, follow�ng that d�smal
per�od were the happ�est of my l�fe: my greatest troubles �n the�r
passage rose from our l�ttle lady’s tr�fl�ng �llnesses, wh�ch she had to
exper�ence �n common w�th all ch�ldren, r�ch and poor. For the rest,
after the f�rst s�x months, she grew l�ke a larch, and could walk and
talk too, �n her own way, before the heath blossomed a second t�me
over Mrs. L�nton’s dust. She was the most w�nn�ng th�ng that ever
brought sunsh�ne �nto a desolate house: a real beauty �n face, w�th
the Earnshaws’ handsome dark eyes, but the L�ntons’ fa�r sk�n and
small features, and yellow curl�ng ha�r. Her sp�r�t was h�gh, though
not rough, and qual�f�ed by a heart sens�t�ve and l�vely to excess �n
�ts affect�ons. That capac�ty for �ntense attachments rem�nded me of
her mother: st�ll she d�d not resemble her: for she could be soft and
m�ld as a dove, and she had a gentle vo�ce and pens�ve express�on:
her anger was never fur�ous; her love never f�erce: �t was deep and
tender. However, �t must be acknowledged, she had faults to fo�l her
g�fts. A propens�ty to be saucy was one; and a perverse w�ll, that
�ndulged ch�ldren �nvar�ably acqu�re, whether they be good tempered
or cross. If a servant chanced to vex her, �t was always—“I shall tell
papa!” And �f he reproved her, even by a look, you would have
thought �t a heart-break�ng bus�ness: I don’t bel�eve he ever d�d
speak a harsh word to her. He took her educat�on ent�rely on h�mself,
and made �t an amusement. Fortunately, cur�os�ty and a qu�ck
�ntellect made her an apt scholar: she learned rap�dly and eagerly,
and d�d honour to h�s teach�ng.

T�ll she reached the age of th�rteen she had not once been beyond
the range of the park by herself. Mr. L�nton would take her w�th h�m a
m�le or so outs�de, on rare occas�ons; but he trusted her to no one



else. G�mmerton was an unsubstant�al name �n her ears; the chapel,
the only bu�ld�ng she had approached or entered, except her own
home. Wuther�ng He�ghts and Mr. Heathcl�ff d�d not ex�st for her: she
was a perfect recluse; and, apparently, perfectly contented.
Somet�mes, �ndeed, wh�le survey�ng the country from her nursery
w�ndow, she would observe—

“Ellen, how long w�ll �t be before I can walk to the top of those
h�lls? I wonder what l�es on the other s�de—�s �t the sea?”

“No, M�ss Cathy,” I would answer; “�t �s h�lls aga�n, just l�ke these.”
“And what are those golden rocks l�ke when you stand under

them?” she once asked.
The abrupt descent of Pen�stone Crags part�cularly attracted her

not�ce; espec�ally when the sett�ng sun shone on �t and the topmost
he�ghts, and the whole extent of landscape bes�des lay �n shadow. I
expla�ned that they were bare masses of stone, w�th hardly enough
earth �n the�r clefts to nour�sh a stunted tree.

“And why are they br�ght so long after �t �s even�ng here?” she
pursued.

“Because they are a great deal h�gher up than we are,” repl�ed I;
“you could not cl�mb them, they are too h�gh and steep. In w�nter the
frost �s always there before �t comes to us; and deep �nto summer I
have found snow under that black hollow on the north-east s�de!”

“Oh, you have been on them!” she cr�ed gleefully. “Then I can go,
too, when I am a woman. Has papa been, Ellen?”

“Papa would tell you, M�ss,” I answered, hast�ly, “that they are not
worth the trouble of v�s�t�ng. The moors, where you ramble w�th h�m,
are much n�cer; and Thrushcross Park �s the f�nest place �n the
world.”

“But I know the park, and I don’t know those,” she murmured to
herself. “And I should del�ght to look round me from the brow of that
tallest po�nt: my l�ttle pony M�nny shall take me some t�me.”

One of the ma�ds ment�on�ng the Fa�ry Cave, qu�te turned her
head w�th a des�re to fulf�l th�s project: she teased Mr. L�nton about �t;
and he prom�sed she should have the journey when she got older.
But M�ss Cather�ne measured her age by months, and, “Now, am I



old enough to go to Pen�stone Crags?” was the constant quest�on �n
her mouth. The road th�ther wound close by Wuther�ng He�ghts.
Edgar had not the heart to pass �t; so she rece�ved as constantly the
answer, “Not yet, love: not yet.”

I sa�d Mrs. Heathcl�ff l�ved above a dozen years after qu�tt�ng her
husband. Her fam�ly were of a del�cate const�tut�on: she and Edgar
both lacked the ruddy health that you w�ll generally meet �n these
parts. What her last �llness was, I am not certa�n: I conjecture, they
d�ed of the same th�ng, a k�nd of fever, slow at �ts commencement,
but �ncurable, and rap�dly consum�ng l�fe towards the close. She
wrote to �nform her brother of the probable conclus�on of a four-
months’ �nd�spos�t�on under wh�ch she had suffered, and entreated
h�m to come to her, �f poss�ble; for she had much to settle, and she
w�shed to b�d h�m ad�eu, and del�ver L�nton safely �nto h�s hands. Her
hope was that L�nton m�ght be left w�th h�m, as he had been w�th her:
h�s father, she would fa�n conv�nce herself, had no des�re to assume
the burden of h�s ma�ntenance or educat�on. My master hes�tated not
a moment �n comply�ng w�th her request: reluctant as he was to
leave home at ord�nary calls, he flew to answer th�s; command�ng
Cather�ne to my pecul�ar v�g�lance, �n h�s absence, w�th re�terated
orders that she must not wander out of the park, even under my
escort he d�d not calculate on her go�ng unaccompan�ed.

He was away three weeks. The f�rst day or two my charge sat �n a
corner of the l�brary, too sad for e�ther read�ng or play�ng: �n that
qu�et state she caused me l�ttle trouble; but �t was succeeded by an
�nterval of �mpat�ent, fretful wear�ness; and be�ng too busy, and too
old then, to run up and down amus�ng her, I h�t on a method by
wh�ch she m�ght enterta�n herself. I used to send her on her travels
round the grounds—now on foot, and now on a pony; �ndulg�ng her
w�th a pat�ent aud�ence of all her real and �mag�nary adventures
when she returned.

The summer shone �n full pr�me; and she took such a taste for th�s
sol�tary rambl�ng that she often contr�ved to rema�n out from
breakfast t�ll tea; and then the even�ngs were spent �n recount�ng her
fanc�ful tales. I d�d not fear her break�ng bounds; because the gates
were generally locked, and I thought she would scarcely venture



forth alone, �f they had stood w�de open. Unluck�ly, my conf�dence
proved m�splaced. Cather�ne came to me, one morn�ng, at e�ght
o’clock, and sa�d she was that day an Arab�an merchant, go�ng to
cross the Desert w�th h�s caravan; and I must g�ve her plenty of
prov�s�on for herself and beasts: a horse, and three camels,
personated by a large hound and a couple of po�nters. I got together
good store of da�nt�es, and slung them �n a basket on one s�de of the
saddle; and she sprang up as gay as a fa�ry, sheltered by her w�de-
br�mmed hat and gauze ve�l from the July sun, and trotted off w�th a
merry laugh, mock�ng my caut�ous counsel to avo�d gallop�ng, and
come back early. The naughty th�ng never made her appearance at
tea. One traveller, the hound, be�ng an old dog and fond of �ts ease,
returned; but ne�ther Cathy, nor the pony, nor the two po�nters were
v�s�ble �n any d�rect�on: I despatched em�ssar�es down th�s path, and
that path, and at last went wander�ng �n search of her myself. There
was a labourer work�ng at a fence round a plantat�on, on the borders
of the grounds. I �nqu�red of h�m �f he had seen our young lady.

“I saw her at morn,” he repl�ed: “she would have me to cut her a
hazel sw�tch, and then she leapt her Galloway over the hedge
yonder, where �t �s lowest, and galloped out of s�ght.”

You may guess how I felt at hear�ng th�s news. It struck me d�rectly
she must have started for Pen�stone Crags. “What w�ll become of
her?” I ejaculated, push�ng through a gap wh�ch the man was
repa�r�ng, and mak�ng stra�ght to the h�gh-road. I walked as �f for a
wager, m�le after m�le, t�ll a turn brought me �n v�ew of the He�ghts;
but no Cather�ne could I detect, far or near. The Crags l�e about a
m�le and a half beyond Mr. Heathcl�ff’s place, and that �s four from
the Grange, so I began to fear n�ght would fall ere I could reach
them. “And what �f she should have sl�pped �n clamber�ng among
them,” I reflected, “and been k�lled, or broken some of her bones?”
My suspense was truly pa�nful; and, at f�rst, �t gave me del�ghtful
rel�ef to observe, �n hurry�ng by the farmhouse, Charl�e, the f�ercest
of the po�nters, ly�ng under a w�ndow, w�th swelled head and
bleed�ng ear. I opened the w�cket and ran to the door, knock�ng
vehemently for adm�ttance. A woman whom I knew, and who
formerly l�ved at G�mmerton, answered: she had been servant there
s�nce the death of Mr. Earnshaw.



“Ah,” sa�d she, “you are come a-seek�ng your l�ttle m�stress! Don’t
be fr�ghtened. She’s here safe: but I’m glad �t �sn’t the master.”

“He �s not at home then, �s he?” I panted, qu�te breathless w�th
qu�ck walk�ng and alarm.

“No, no,” she repl�ed: “both he and Joseph are off, and I th�nk they
won’t return th�s hour or more. Step �n and rest you a b�t.”

I entered, and beheld my stray lamb seated on the hearth, rock�ng
herself �n a l�ttle cha�r that had been her mother’s when a ch�ld. Her
hat was hung aga�nst the wall, and she seemed perfectly at home,
laugh�ng and chatter�ng, �n the best sp�r�ts �mag�nable, to Hareton—
now a great, strong lad of e�ghteen—who stared at her w�th
cons�derable cur�os�ty and aston�shment: comprehend�ng prec�ous
l�ttle of the fluent success�on of remarks and quest�ons wh�ch her
tongue never ceased pour�ng forth.

“Very well, M�ss!” I excla�med, conceal�ng my joy under an angry
countenance. “Th�s �s your last r�de, t�ll papa comes back. I’ll not trust
you over the threshold aga�n, you naughty, naughty g�rl!”

“Aha, Ellen!” she cr�ed, ga�ly, jump�ng up and runn�ng to my s�de. “I
shall have a pretty story to tell to-n�ght; and so you’ve found me out.
Have you ever been here �n your l�fe before?”

“Put that hat on, and home at once,” sa�d I. “I’m dreadfully gr�eved
at you, M�ss Cathy: you’ve done extremely wrong! It’s no use pout�ng
and cry�ng: that won’t repay the trouble I’ve had, scour�ng the
country after you. To th�nk how Mr. L�nton charged me to keep you
�n; and you steal�ng off so! It shows you are a cunn�ng l�ttle fox, and
nobody w�ll put fa�th �n you any more.”

“What have I done?” sobbed she, �nstantly checked. “Papa
charged me noth�ng: he’ll not scold me, Ellen—he’s never cross, l�ke
you!”

“Come, come!” I repeated. “I’ll t�e the r�band. Now, let us have no
petulance. Oh, for shame! You th�rteen years old, and such a baby!”

Th�s exclamat�on was caused by her push�ng the hat from her
head, and retreat�ng to the ch�mney out of my reach.

“Nay,” sa�d the servant, “don’t be hard on the bonny lass, Mrs.
Dean. We made her stop: she’d fa�n have r�dden forwards, afeard



you should be uneasy. Hareton offered to go w�th her, and I thought
he should: �t’s a w�ld road over the h�lls.”

Hareton, dur�ng the d�scuss�on, stood w�th h�s hands �n h�s
pockets, too awkward to speak; though he looked as �f he d�d not
rel�sh my �ntrus�on.

“How long am I to wa�t?” I cont�nued, d�sregard�ng the woman’s
�nterference. “It w�ll be dark �n ten m�nutes. Where �s the pony, M�ss
Cathy? And where �s Phoen�x? I shall leave you, unless you be
qu�ck; so please yourself.”

“The pony �s �n the yard,” she repl�ed, “and Phoen�x �s shut �n
there. He’s b�tten—and so �s Charl�e. I was go�ng to tell you all about
�t; but you are �n a bad temper, and don’t deserve to hear.”

I p�cked up her hat, and approached to re�nstate �t; but perce�v�ng
that the people of the house took her part, she commenced caper�ng
round the room; and on my g�v�ng chase, ran l�ke a mouse over and
under and beh�nd the furn�ture, render�ng �t r�d�culous for me to
pursue. Hareton and the woman laughed, and she jo�ned them, and
waxed more �mpert�nent st�ll; t�ll I cr�ed, �n great �rr�tat�on,—“Well,
M�ss Cathy, �f you were aware whose house th�s �s you’d be glad
enough to get out.”

“It’s your father’s, �sn’t �t?” sa�d she, turn�ng to Hareton.
“Nay,” he repl�ed, look�ng down, and blush�ng bashfully.
He could not stand a steady gaze from her eyes, though they were

just h�s own.
“Whose then—your master’s?” she asked.
He coloured deeper, w�th a d�fferent feel�ng, muttered an oath, and

turned away.
“Who �s h�s master?” cont�nued the t�resome g�rl, appeal�ng to me.

“He talked about ‘our house,’ and ‘our folk.’ I thought he had been
the owner’s son. And he never sa�d M�ss: he should have done,
shouldn’t he, �f he’s a servant?”

Hareton grew black as a thunder-cloud at th�s ch�ld�sh speech. I
s�lently shook my quest�oner, and at last succeeded �n equ�pp�ng her
for departure.



“Now, get my horse,” she sa�d, address�ng her unknown k�nsman
as she would one of the stable-boys at the Grange. “And you may
come w�th me. I want to see where the gobl�n-hunter r�ses �n the
marsh, and to hear about the fa�r�shes, 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 Cather�ne �n surpr�se.
“Damned—thou saucy w�tch!” he repl�ed.
“There, M�ss Cathy! you see you have got �nto pretty company,” I

�nterposed. “N�ce words to be used to a young lady! Pray don’t beg�n
to d�spute w�th h�m. Come, let us seek for M�nny ourselves, and
begone.”

“But, Ellen,” cr�ed she, star�ng f�xed �n aston�shment, “how dare he
speak so to me? Mustn’t he be made to do as I ask h�m? You w�cked
creature, I shall tell papa what you sa�d.—Now, then!”

Hareton d�d not appear to feel th�s threat; so the tears sprang �nto
her eyes w�th �nd�gnat�on. “You br�ng the pony,” she excla�med,
turn�ng to the woman, “and let my dog free th�s moment!”

“Softly, M�ss,” answered she addressed; “you’ll lose noth�ng by
be�ng c�v�l. Though Mr. Hareton, there, be not the master’s son, he’s
your cous�n: and I was never h�red to serve you.”

“He my cous�n!” cr�ed Cathy, w�th a scornful laugh.
“Yes, �ndeed,” responded her reprover.
“Oh, Ellen! don’t let them say such th�ngs,” she pursued �n great

trouble. “Papa �s gone to fetch my cous�n from London: my cous�n �s
a gentleman’s son. That my—” she stopped, and wept outr�ght;
upset at the bare not�on of relat�onsh�p w�th such a clown.

“Hush, hush!” I wh�spered; “people can have many cous�ns and of
all sorts, M�ss Cathy, w�thout be�ng any the worse for �t; only they
needn’t keep the�r company, �f they be d�sagreeable and bad.”

“He’s not—he’s not my cous�n, Ellen!” she went on, gather�ng fresh
gr�ef from reflect�on, and fl�ng�ng herself �nto my arms for refuge from
the �dea.



I was much vexed at her and the servant for the�r mutual
revelat�ons; hav�ng no doubt of L�nton’s approach�ng arr�val,
commun�cated by the former, be�ng reported to Mr. Heathcl�ff; and
feel�ng as conf�dent that Cather�ne’s f�rst thought on her father’s
return would be to seek an explanat�on of the latter’s assert�on
concern�ng her rude-bred k�ndred. Hareton, recover�ng from h�s
d�sgust at be�ng taken for a servant, seemed moved by her d�stress;
and, hav�ng fetched the pony round to the door, he took, to prop�t�ate
her, a f�ne crooked-legged terr�er whelp from the kennel, and putt�ng
�t �nto her hand, b�d her wh�st! for he meant nought. Paus�ng �n her
lamentat�ons, she surveyed h�m w�th a glance of awe and horror,
then burst forth anew.

I could scarcely refra�n from sm�l�ng at th�s ant�pathy to the poor
fellow; who was a well-made, athlet�c youth, good-look�ng �n
features, and stout and healthy, but att�red �n garments bef�tt�ng h�s
da�ly occupat�ons of work�ng on the farm and loung�ng among the
moors after rabb�ts and game. St�ll, I thought I could detect �n h�s
phys�ognomy a m�nd own�ng better qual�t�es than h�s father ever
possessed. Good th�ngs lost am�d a w�lderness of weeds, to be sure,
whose rankness far over-topped the�r neglected growth; yet,
notw�thstand�ng, ev�dence of a wealthy so�l, that m�ght y�eld luxur�ant
crops under other and favourable c�rcumstances. Mr. Heathcl�ff, I
bel�eve, had not treated h�m phys�cally �ll; thanks to h�s fearless
nature, wh�ch offered no temptat�on to that course of oppress�on: he
had none of the t�m�d suscept�b�l�ty that would have g�ven zest to �ll-
treatment, �n Heathcl�ff’s judgment. He appeared to have bent h�s
malevolence on mak�ng h�m a brute: he was never taught to read or
wr�te; never rebuked for any bad hab�t wh�ch d�d not annoy h�s
keeper; never led a s�ngle step towards v�rtue, or guarded by a
s�ngle precept aga�nst v�ce. And from what I heard, Joseph
contr�buted much to h�s deter�orat�on, by a narrow-m�nded part�al�ty
wh�ch prompted h�m to flatter and pet h�m, as a boy, because he was
the head of the old fam�ly. And as he had been �n the hab�t of
accus�ng Cather�ne Earnshaw and Heathcl�ff, when ch�ldren, of
putt�ng the master past h�s pat�ence, and compell�ng h�m to seek
solace �n dr�nk by what he termed the�r “offald ways,” so at present
he la�d the whole burden of Hareton’s faults on the shoulders of the



usurper of h�s property. If the lad swore, he wouldn’t correct h�m: nor
however culpably he behaved. It gave Joseph sat�sfact�on,
apparently, to watch h�m go the worst lengths: he allowed that the
lad was ru�ned: that h�s soul was abandoned to perd�t�on; but then he
reflected that Heathcl�ff must answer for �t. Hareton’s blood would be
requ�red at h�s hands; and there lay �mmense consolat�on �n that
thought. Joseph had �nst�lled �nto h�m a pr�de of name, and of h�s
l�neage; he would, had he dared, have fostered hate between h�m
and the present owner of the He�ghts: but h�s dread of that owner
amounted to superst�t�on; and he conf�ned h�s feel�ngs regard�ng h�m
to muttered �nnuendoes and pr�vate comm�nat�ons. I don’t pretend to
be �nt�mately acqua�nted w�th the mode of l�v�ng customary �n those
days at Wuther�ng He�ghts: I only speak from hearsay; for I saw l�ttle.
The v�llagers aff�rmed Mr. Heathcl�ff was near, and a cruel hard
landlord to h�s tenants; but the house, �ns�de, had rega�ned �ts
anc�ent aspect of comfort under female management, and the
scenes of r�ot common �n H�ndley’s t�me were not now enacted w�th�n
�ts walls. The master was too gloomy to seek compan�onsh�p w�th
any people, good or bad; and he �s yet.

Th�s, however, �s not mak�ng progress w�th my story. M�ss Cathy
rejected the peace-offer�ng of the terr�er, and demanded her own
dogs, Charl�e and Phoen�x. They came l�mp�ng and hang�ng the�r
heads; and we set out for home, sadly out of sorts, every one of us. I
could not wr�ng from my l�ttle lady how she had spent the day; except
that, as I supposed, the goal of her p�lgr�mage was Pen�stone Crags;
and she arr�ved w�thout adventure to the gate of the farm-house,
when Hareton happened to �ssue forth, attended by some can�ne
followers, who attacked her tra�n. They had a smart battle, before
the�r owners could separate them: that formed an �ntroduct�on.
Cather�ne told Hareton who she was, and where she was go�ng; and
asked h�m to show her the way: f�nally, begu�l�ng h�m to accompany
her. He opened the myster�es of the Fa�ry Cave, and twenty other
queer places. But, be�ng �n d�sgrace, I was not favoured w�th a
descr�pt�on of the �nterest�ng objects she saw. I could gather,
however, that her gu�de had been a favour�te t�ll she hurt h�s feel�ngs
by address�ng h�m as a servant; and Heathcl�ff’s housekeeper hurt
hers by call�ng h�m her cous�n. Then the language he had held to her



rankled �n her heart; she who was always “love,” and “darl�ng,” and
“queen,” and “angel,” w�th everybody at the Grange, to be �nsulted so
shock�ngly by a stranger! She d�d not comprehend �t; and hard work I
had to obta�n a prom�se that she would not lay the gr�evance before
her father. I expla�ned how he objected to the whole household at the
He�ghts, and how sorry he would be to f�nd she had been there; but I
�ns�sted most on the fact, that �f she revealed my negl�gence of h�s
orders, he would perhaps be so angry that I should have to leave;
and Cathy couldn’t bear that prospect: she pledged her word, and
kept �t for my sake. After all, she was a sweet l�ttle g�rl.



CHAPTER XIX

A letter, edged w�th black, announced the day of my master’s
return. Isabella was dead; and he wrote to b�d me get mourn�ng for
h�s daughter, and arrange a room, and other accommodat�ons, for
h�s youthful nephew. Cather�ne ran w�ld w�th joy at the �dea of
welcom�ng her father back; and �ndulged most sangu�ne
ant�c�pat�ons of the �nnumerable excellenc�es of her “real” cous�n.
The even�ng of the�r expected arr�val came. S�nce early morn�ng she
had been busy order�ng her own small affa�rs; and now att�red �n her
new black frock—poor th�ng! her aunt’s death �mpressed her w�th no
def�n�te sorrow—she obl�ged me, by constant worry�ng, to walk w�th
her down through the grounds to meet them.

“L�nton �s just s�x months younger than I am,” she chattered, as we
strolled le�surely over the swells and hollows of mossy turf, under
shadow of the trees. “How del�ghtful �t w�ll be to have h�m for a
playfellow! Aunt Isabella sent papa a beaut�ful lock of h�s ha�r; �t was
l�ghter than m�ne—more flaxen, and qu�te as f�ne. I have �t carefully
preserved �n a l�ttle glass box; and I’ve often thought what a pleasure
�t would be to see �ts owner. Oh! I am happy—and papa, dear, dear
papa! Come, Ellen, let us run! come, run.”

She ran, and returned and ran aga�n, many t�mes before my sober
footsteps reached the gate, and then she seated herself on the
grassy bank bes�de the path, and tr�ed to wa�t pat�ently; but that was
�mposs�ble: she couldn’t be st�ll a m�nute.

“How long they are!” she excla�med. “Ah, I see, some dust on the
road—they are com�ng! No! When w�ll they be here? May we not go
a l�ttle way—half a m�le, Ellen, only just half a m�le? Do say Yes: to
that clump of b�rches at the turn!”



I refused staunchly. At length her suspense was ended: the
travell�ng carr�age rolled �n s�ght. M�ss Cathy shr�eked and stretched
out her arms as soon as she caught her father’s face look�ng from
the w�ndow. He descended, nearly as eager as herself; and a
cons�derable �nterval elapsed ere they had a thought to spare for any
but themselves. Wh�le they exchanged caresses I took a peep �n to
see after L�nton. He was asleep �n a corner, wrapped �n a warm, fur-
l�ned cloak, as �f �t had been w�nter. A pale, del�cate, effem�nate boy,
who m�ght have been taken for my master’s younger brother, so
strong was the resemblance: but there was a s�ckly peev�shness �n
h�s aspect that Edgar L�nton never had. The latter saw me look�ng;
and hav�ng shaken hands, adv�sed me to close the door, and leave
h�m und�sturbed; for the journey had fat�gued h�m. Cathy would fa�n
have taken one glance, but her father told her to come, and they
walked together up the park, wh�le I hastened before to prepare the
servants.

“Now, darl�ng,” sa�d Mr. L�nton, address�ng h�s daughter, as they
halted at the bottom of the front steps: “your cous�n �s not so strong
or so merry as you are, and he has lost h�s mother, remember, a
very short t�me s�nce; therefore, don’t expect h�m to play and run
about w�th you d�rectly. And don’t harass h�m much by talk�ng: let h�m
be qu�et th�s even�ng, at least, w�ll you?”

“Yes, yes, papa,” answered Cather�ne: “but I do want to see h�m;
and he hasn’t once looked out.”

The carr�age stopped; and the sleeper be�ng roused, was l�fted to
the ground by h�s uncle.

“Th�s �s your cous�n Cathy, L�nton,” he sa�d, putt�ng the�r l�ttle
hands together. “She’s fond of you already; and m�nd you don’t
gr�eve her by cry�ng to-n�ght. Try to be cheerful now; the travell�ng �s
at an end, and you have noth�ng to do but rest and amuse yourself
as you please.”

“Let me go to bed, then,” answered the boy, shr�nk�ng from
Cather�ne’s salute; and he put h�s f�ngers to remove �nc�p�ent tears.

“Come, come, there’s a good ch�ld,” I wh�spered, lead�ng h�m �n.
“You’ll make her weep too—see how sorry she �s for you!”



I do not know whether �t was sorrow for h�m, but h�s cous�n put on
as sad a countenance as h�mself, and returned to her father. All
three entered, and mounted to the l�brary, where tea was la�d ready. I
proceeded to remove L�nton’s cap and mantle, and placed h�m on a
cha�r by the table; but he was no sooner seated than he began to cry
afresh. My master �nqu�red what was the matter.

“I can’t s�t on a cha�r,” sobbed the boy.
“Go to the sofa, then, and Ellen shall br�ng you some tea,”

answered h�s uncle pat�ently.
He had been greatly tr�ed, dur�ng the journey, I felt conv�nced, by

h�s fretful a�l�ng charge. L�nton slowly tra�led h�mself off, and lay
down. Cathy carr�ed a footstool and her cup to h�s s�de. At f�rst she
sat s�lent; but that could not last: she had resolved to make a pet of
her l�ttle cous�n, as she would have h�m to be; and she commenced
strok�ng h�s curls, and k�ss�ng h�s cheek, and offer�ng h�m tea �n her
saucer, l�ke a baby. Th�s pleased h�m, for he was not much better: he
dr�ed h�s eyes, and l�ghtened �nto a fa�nt sm�le.

“Oh, he’ll do very well,” sa�d the master to me, after watch�ng them
a m�nute. “Very well, �f we can keep h�m, Ellen. The company of a
ch�ld of h�s own age w�ll �nst�l new sp�r�t �nto h�m soon, and by
w�sh�ng for strength he’ll ga�n �t.”

“Ay, �f we can keep h�m!” I mused to myself; and sore m�sg�v�ngs
came over me that there was sl�ght hope of that. And then, I thought,
how ever w�ll that weakl�ng l�ve at Wuther�ng He�ghts? Between h�s
father and Hareton, what playmates and �nstructors they’ll be. Our
doubts were presently dec�ded—even earl�er than I expected. I had
just taken the ch�ldren upsta�rs, after tea was f�n�shed, and seen
L�nton asleep—he would not suffer me to leave h�m t�ll that was the
case—I had come down, and was stand�ng by the table �n the hall,
l�ght�ng a bedroom candle for Mr. Edgar, when a ma�d stepped out of
the k�tchen and �nformed me that Mr. Heathcl�ff’s servant Joseph was
at the door, and w�shed to speak w�th the master.

“I shall ask h�m what he wants f�rst,” I sa�d, �n cons�derable
trep�dat�on. “A very unl�kely hour to be troubl�ng people, and the
�nstant they have returned from a long journey. I don’t th�nk the
master can see h�m.”



Joseph had advanced through the k�tchen as I uttered these
words, and now presented h�mself �n the hall. He was donned �n h�s
Sunday garments, w�th h�s most sanct�mon�ous and sourest face,
and, hold�ng h�s hat �n one hand, and h�s st�ck �n the other, he
proceeded to clean h�s shoes on the mat.

“Good-even�ng, Joseph,” I sa�d, coldly. “What bus�ness br�ngs you
here to-n�ght?”

“It’s Ma�ster L�nton I mun spake to,” he answered, wav�ng me
d�sda�nfully as�de.

“Mr. L�nton �s go�ng to bed; unless you have someth�ng part�cular
to say, I’m sure he won’t hear �t now,” I cont�nued. “You had better s�t
down �n there, and entrust your message to me.”

“Wh�ch �s h�s rahm?” pursued the fellow, survey�ng the range of
closed doors.

I perce�ved he was bent on refus�ng my med�at�on, so very
reluctantly I went up to the l�brary, and announced the unseasonable
v�s�tor, adv�s�ng that he should be d�sm�ssed t�ll next day. Mr. L�nton
had no t�me to empower me to do so, for Joseph mounted close at
my heels, and, push�ng �nto the apartment, planted h�mself at the far
s�de of the table, w�th h�s two f�sts clapped on the head of h�s st�ck,
and began �n an elevated tone, as �f ant�c�pat�ng oppos�t�on—

“Hathecl�ff has sent me for h�s lad, and I munn’t goa back ’bout
h�m.”

Edgar L�nton was s�lent a m�nute; an express�on of exceed�ng
sorrow overcast h�s features: he would have p�t�ed the ch�ld on h�s
own account; but, recall�ng Isabella’s hopes and fears, and anx�ous
w�shes for her son, and her commendat�ons of h�m to h�s care, he
gr�eved b�tterly at the prospect of y�eld�ng h�m up, and searched �n
h�s heart how �t m�ght be avo�ded. No plan offered �tself: the very
exh�b�t�on of any des�re to keep h�m would have rendered the
cla�mant more peremptory: there was noth�ng left but to res�gn h�m.
However, he was not go�ng to rouse h�m from h�s sleep.

“Tell Mr. Heathcl�ff,” he answered calmly, “that h�s son shall come
to Wuther�ng He�ghts to-morrow. He �s �n bed, and too t�red to go the
d�stance now. You may also tell h�m that the mother of L�nton des�red



h�m to rema�n under my guard�ansh�p; and, at present, h�s health �s
very precar�ous.”

“Noa!” sa�d Joseph, g�v�ng a thud w�th h�s prop on the floor, and
assum�ng an author�tat�ve a�r. “Noa! that means naught. Hathecl�ff
maks noa ’count o’ t’ mother, nor ye norther; but he’ll heu’ h�s lad;
und I mun tak’ h�m—soa now ye knaw!”

“You shall not to-n�ght!” answered L�nton dec�s�vely. “Walk down
sta�rs at once, and repeat to your master what I have sa�d. Ellen,
show h�m down. Go—”

And, a�d�ng the �nd�gnant elder w�th a l�ft by the arm, he r�d the
room of h�m and closed the door.

“Varrah weell!” shouted Joseph, as he slowly drew off. “To-morn,
he’s come h�sseln, and thrust h�m out, �f ye darr!”



CHAPTER XX

To obv�ate the danger of th�s threat be�ng fulf�lled, Mr. L�nton
comm�ss�oned me to take the boy home early, on Cather�ne’s pony;
and, sa�d he—“As we shall now have no �nfluence over h�s dest�ny,
good or bad, you must say noth�ng of where he �s gone to my
daughter: she cannot assoc�ate w�th h�m hereafter, and �t �s better for
her to rema�n �n �gnorance of h�s prox�m�ty; lest she should be
restless, and anx�ous to v�s�t the He�ghts. Merely tell her h�s father
sent for h�m suddenly, and he has been obl�ged to leave us.”

L�nton was very reluctant to be roused from h�s bed at f�ve o’clock,
and aston�shed to be �nformed that he must prepare for further
travell�ng; but I softened off the matter by stat�ng that he was go�ng
to spend some t�me w�th h�s father, Mr. Heathcl�ff, who w�shed to see
h�m so much, he d�d not l�ke to defer the pleasure t�ll he should
recover from h�s late journey.

“My father!” he cr�ed, �n strange perplex�ty. “Mamma never told me
I had a father. Where does he l�ve? I’d rather stay w�th uncle.”

“He l�ves a l�ttle d�stance from the Grange,” I repl�ed; “just beyond
those h�lls: not so far, but you may walk over here when you get
hearty. And you should be glad to go home, and to see h�m. You
must try to love h�m, as you d�d your mother, and then he w�ll love
you.”

“But why have I not heard of h�m before?” asked L�nton. “Why
d�dn’t mamma and he l�ve together, as other people do?”

“He had bus�ness to keep h�m �n the north,” I answered, “and your
mother’s health requ�red her to res�de �n the south.”

“And why d�dn’t mamma speak to me about h�m?” persevered the
ch�ld. “She often talked of uncle, and I learnt to love h�m long ago.



How am I to love papa? I don’t know h�m.”
“Oh, all ch�ldren love the�r parents,” I sa�d. “Your mother, perhaps,

thought you would want to be w�th h�m �f she ment�oned h�m often to
you. Let us make haste. An early r�de on such a beaut�ful morn�ng �s
much preferable to an hour’s more sleep.”

“Is she to go w�th us,” he demanded, “the l�ttle g�rl I saw
yesterday?”

“Not now,” repl�ed I.
“Is uncle?” he cont�nued.
“No, I shall be your compan�on there,” I sa�d.
L�nton sank back on h�s p�llow and fell �nto a brown study.
“I won’t go w�thout uncle,” he cr�ed at length: “I can’t tell where you

mean to take me.”
I attempted to persuade h�m of the naught�ness of show�ng

reluctance to meet h�s father; st�ll he obst�nately res�sted any
progress towards dress�ng, and I had to call for my master’s
ass�stance �n coax�ng h�m out of bed. The poor th�ng was f�nally got
off, w�th several delus�ve assurances that h�s absence should be
short: that Mr. Edgar and Cathy would v�s�t h�m, and other prom�ses,
equally �ll-founded, wh�ch I �nvented and re�terated at �ntervals
throughout the way. The pure heather-scented a�r, the br�ght
sunsh�ne, and the gentle canter of M�nny, rel�eved h�s despondency
after a wh�le. He began to put quest�ons concern�ng h�s new home,
and �ts �nhab�tants, w�th greater �nterest and l�vel�ness.

“Is Wuther�ng He�ghts as pleasant a place as Thrushcross
Grange?” he �nqu�red, turn�ng to take a last glance �nto the valley,
whence a l�ght m�st mounted and formed a fleecy cloud on the sk�rts
of the blue.

“It �s not so bur�ed �n trees,” I repl�ed, “and �t �s not qu�te so large,
but you can see the country beaut�fully all round; and the a�r �s
health�er for you—fresher and dr�er. You w�ll, perhaps, th�nk the
bu�ld�ng old and dark at f�rst; though �t �s a respectable house: the
next best �n the ne�ghbourhood. And you w�ll have such n�ce rambles
on the moors. Hareton Earnshaw—that �s, M�ss Cathy’s other
cous�n, and so yours �n a manner—w�ll show you all the sweetest



spots; and you can br�ng a book �n f�ne weather, and make a green
hollow your study; and, now and then, your uncle may jo�n you �n a
walk: he does, frequently, walk out on the h�lls.”

“And what �s my father l�ke?” he asked. “Is he as young and
handsome as uncle?”

“He’s as young,” sa�d I; “but he has black ha�r and eyes, and looks
sterner; and he �s taller and b�gger altogether. He’ll not seem to you
so gentle and k�nd at f�rst, perhaps, because �t �s not h�s way: st�ll,
m�nd you, be frank and cord�al w�th h�m; and naturally he’ll be fonder
of you than any uncle, for you are h�s own.”

“Black ha�r and eyes!” mused L�nton. “I can’t fancy h�m. Then I am
not l�ke h�m, am I?”

“Not much,” I answered: not a morsel, I thought, survey�ng w�th
regret the wh�te complex�on and sl�m frame of my compan�on, and
h�s large langu�d eyes—h�s mother’s eyes, save that, unless a
morb�d touch�ness k�ndled them a moment, they had not a vest�ge of
her sparkl�ng sp�r�t.

“How strange that he should never come to see mamma and me!”
he murmured. “Has he ever seen me? If he has, I must have been a
baby. I remember not a s�ngle th�ng about h�m!”

“Why, Master L�nton,” sa�d I, “three hundred m�les �s a great
d�stance; and ten years seem very d�fferent �n length to a grown-up
person compared w�th what they do to you. It �s probable Mr.
Heathcl�ff proposed go�ng from summer to summer, but never found
a conven�ent opportun�ty; and now �t �s too late. Don’t trouble h�m
w�th quest�ons on the subject: �t w�ll d�sturb h�m, for no good.”

The boy was fully occup�ed w�th h�s own cog�tat�ons for the
rema�nder of the r�de, t�ll we halted before the farmhouse garden-
gate. I watched to catch h�s �mpress�ons �n h�s countenance. He
surveyed the carved front and low-browed latt�ces, the straggl�ng
gooseberry-bushes and crooked f�rs, w�th solemn �ntentness, and
then shook h�s head: h�s pr�vate feel�ngs ent�rely d�sapproved of the
exter�or of h�s new abode. But he had sense to postpone
compla�n�ng: there m�ght be compensat�on w�th�n. Before he
d�smounted, I went and opened the door. It was half-past s�x; the
fam�ly had just f�n�shed breakfast: the servant was clear�ng and



w�p�ng down the table. Joseph stood by h�s master’s cha�r tell�ng
some tale concern�ng a lame horse; and Hareton was prepar�ng for
the hayf�eld.

“Hallo, Nelly!” sa�d Mr. Heathcl�ff, when he saw me. “I feared I
should have to come down and fetch my property myself. You’ve
brought �t, have you? Let us see what we can make of �t.”

He got up and strode to the door: Hareton and Joseph followed �n
gap�ng cur�os�ty. Poor L�nton ran a fr�ghtened eye over the faces of
the three.

“Sure-ly,” sa�d Joseph after a grave �nspect�on, “he’s swopped w�’
ye, Ma�ster, an’ yon’s h�s lass!”

Heathcl�ff, hav�ng stared h�s son �nto an ague of confus�on, uttered
a scornful laugh.

“God! what a beauty! what a lovely, charm�ng th�ng!” he excla�med.
“Hav’n’t they reared �t on sna�ls and sour m�lk, Nelly? Oh, damn my
soul! but that’s worse than I expected—and the dev�l knows I was
not sangu�ne!”

I b�d the trembl�ng and bew�ldered ch�ld get down, and enter. He
d�d not thoroughly comprehend the mean�ng of h�s father’s speech,
or whether �t were �ntended for h�m: �ndeed, he was not yet certa�n
that the gr�m, sneer�ng stranger was h�s father. But he clung to me
w�th grow�ng trep�dat�on; and on Mr. Heathcl�ff’s tak�ng a seat and
b�dd�ng h�m “come h�ther” he h�d h�s face on my shoulder and wept.

“Tut, tut!” sa�d Heathcl�ff, stretch�ng out a hand and dragg�ng h�m
roughly between h�s knees, and then hold�ng up h�s head by the
ch�n. “None of that nonsense! We’re not go�ng to hurt thee, L�nton—
�sn’t that thy name? Thou art thy mother’s ch�ld, ent�rely! Where �s
my share �n thee, pul�ng ch�cken?”

He took off the boy’s cap and pushed back h�s th�ck flaxen curls,
felt h�s slender arms and h�s small f�ngers; dur�ng wh�ch exam�nat�on
L�nton ceased cry�ng, and l�fted h�s great blue eyes to �nspect the
�nspector.

“Do you know me?” asked Heathcl�ff, hav�ng sat�sf�ed h�mself that
the l�mbs were all equally fra�l and feeble.

“No,” sa�d L�nton, w�th a gaze of vacant fear.



“You’ve heard of me, I daresay?”
“No,” he repl�ed aga�n.
“No! What a shame of your mother, never to waken your f�l�al

regard for me! You are my son, then, I’ll tell you; and your mother
was a w�cked slut to leave you �n �gnorance of the sort of father you
possessed. Now, don’t w�nce, and colour up! Though �t �s someth�ng
to see you have not wh�te blood. Be a good lad; and I’ll do for you.
Nelly, �f you be t�red you may s�t down; �f not, get home aga�n. I
guess you’ll report what you hear and see to the c�pher at the
Grange; and th�s th�ng won’t be settled wh�le you l�nger about �t.”

“Well,” repl�ed I, “I hope you’ll be k�nd to the boy, Mr. Heathcl�ff, or
you’ll not keep h�m long; and he’s all you have ak�n �n the w�de world,
that you w�ll ever know—remember.”

“I’ll be very k�nd to h�m, you needn’t fear,” he sa�d, laugh�ng. “Only
nobody else must be k�nd to h�m: I’m jealous of monopol�s�ng h�s
affect�on. And, to beg�n my k�ndness, Joseph, br�ng the lad some
breakfast. Hareton, you �nfernal calf, begone to your work. Yes, Nell,”
he added, when they had departed, “my son �s prospect�ve owner of
your place, and I should not w�sh h�m to d�e t�ll I was certa�n of be�ng
h�s successor. Bes�des, he’s m�ne, and I want the tr�umph of see�ng
my descendant fa�rly lord of the�r estates; my ch�ld h�r�ng the�r
ch�ldren to t�ll the�r fathers’ lands for wages. That �s the sole
cons�derat�on wh�ch can make me endure the whelp: I desp�se h�m
for h�mself, and hate h�m for the memor�es he rev�ves! But that
cons�derat�on �s suff�c�ent: he’s as safe w�th me, and shall be tended
as carefully as your master tends h�s own. I have a room upsta�rs,
furn�shed for h�m �n handsome style; I’ve engaged a tutor, also, to
come three t�mes a week, from twenty m�les’ d�stance, to teach h�m
what he pleases to learn. I’ve ordered Hareton to obey h�m: and �n
fact I’ve arranged everyth�ng w�th a v�ew to preserve the super�or
and the gentleman �n h�m, above h�s assoc�ates. I do regret,
however, that he so l�ttle deserves the trouble: �f I w�shed any
bless�ng �n the world, �t was to f�nd h�m a worthy object of pr�de; and
I’m b�tterly d�sappo�nted w�th the whey-faced, wh�n�ng wretch!”

Wh�le he was speak�ng, Joseph returned bear�ng a bas�n of m�lk-
porr�dge, and placed �t before L�nton: who st�rred round the homely



mess w�th a look of avers�on, and aff�rmed he could not eat �t. I saw
the old man-servant shared largely �n h�s master’s scorn of the ch�ld;
though he was compelled to reta�n the sent�ment �n h�s heart,
because Heathcl�ff pla�nly meant h�s underl�ngs to hold h�m �n
honour.

“Cannot ate �t?” repeated he, peer�ng �n L�nton’s face, and
subdu�ng h�s vo�ce to a wh�sper, for fear of be�ng overheard. “But
Ma�ster Hareton n�v�r ate naught else, when he wer a l�ttle ’un; and
what wer goo�d enough for h�m’s goo�d enough for ye, I’s rayther
th�nk!”

“I sha’n’t eat �t!” answered L�nton, snapp�shly. “Take �t away.”
Joseph snatched up the food �nd�gnantly, and brought �t to us.
“Is there aught a�ls th’ v�ctuals?” he asked, thrust�ng the tray under

Heathcl�ff’s nose.
“What should a�l them?” he sa�d.
“Wah!” answered Joseph, “yon da�nty chap says he cannut ate

’em. But I guess �t’s ra�ght! H�s mother wer just soa—we wer a’most
too mucky to sow t’ corn for makk�ng her breead.”

“Don’t ment�on h�s mother to me,” sa�d the master, angr�ly. “Get
h�m someth�ng that he can eat, that’s all. What �s h�s usual food,
Nelly?”

I suggested bo�led m�lk or tea; and the housekeeper rece�ved
�nstruct�ons to prepare some. Come, I reflected, h�s father’s
self�shness may contr�bute to h�s comfort. He perce�ves h�s del�cate
const�tut�on, and the necess�ty of treat�ng h�m tolerably. I’ll console
Mr. Edgar by acqua�nt�ng h�m w�th the turn Heathcl�ff’s humour has
taken. Hav�ng no excuse for l�nger�ng longer, I sl�pped out, wh�le
L�nton was engaged �n t�m�dly rebuff�ng the advances of a fr�endly
sheep-dog. But he was too much on the alert to be cheated: as I
closed the door, I heard a cry, and a frant�c repet�t�on of the words—

“Don’t leave me! I’ll not stay here! I’ll not stay here!”
Then the latch was ra�sed and fell: they d�d not suffer h�m to come

forth. I mounted M�nny, and urged her to a trot; and so my br�ef
guard�ansh�p ended.



CHAPTER XXI

We had sad work w�th l�ttle Cathy that day: she rose �n h�gh glee,
eager to jo�n her cous�n, and such pass�onate tears and lamentat�ons
followed the news of h�s departure that Edgar h�mself was obl�ged to
soothe her, by aff�rm�ng he should come back soon: he added,
however, “�f I can get h�m”; and there were no hopes of that. Th�s
prom�se poorly pac�f�ed her; but t�me was more potent; and though
st�ll at �ntervals she �nqu�red of her father when L�nton would return,
before she d�d see h�m aga�n h�s features had waxed so d�m �n her
memory that she d�d not recogn�se h�m.

When I chanced to encounter the housekeeper of Wuther�ng
He�ghts, �n pay�ng bus�ness v�s�ts to G�mmerton, I used to ask how
the young master got on; for he l�ved almost as secluded as
Cather�ne herself, and was never to be seen. I could gather from her
that he cont�nued �n weak health, and was a t�resome �nmate. She
sa�d Mr. Heathcl�ff seemed to d�sl�ke h�m ever longer and worse,
though he took some trouble to conceal �t: he had an ant�pathy to the
sound of h�s vo�ce, and could not do at all w�th h�s s�tt�ng �n the same
room w�th h�m many m�nutes together. There seldom passed much
talk between them: L�nton learnt h�s lessons and spent h�s even�ngs
�n a small apartment they called the parlour: or else lay �n bed all
day: for he was constantly gett�ng coughs, and colds, and aches,
and pa�ns of some sort.

“And I never know such a fa�nthearted creature,” added the
woman; “nor one so careful of h�sseln. He w�ll go on, �f I leave the
w�ndow open a b�t late �n the even�ng. Oh! �t’s k�ll�ng, a breath of
n�ght a�r! And he must have a f�re �n the m�ddle of summer; and
Joseph’s bacca-p�pe �s po�son; and he must always have sweets and
da�nt�es, and always m�lk, m�lk for ever—heed�ng naught how the



rest of us are p�nched �n w�nter; and there he’ll s�t, wrapped �n h�s
furred cloak �n h�s cha�r by the f�re, w�th some toast and water or
other slop on the hob to s�p at; and �f Hareton, for p�ty, comes to
amuse h�m—Hareton �s not bad-natured, though he’s rough—they’re
sure to part, one swear�ng and the other cry�ng. I bel�eve the master
would rel�sh Earnshaw’s thrash�ng h�m to a mummy, �f he were not
h�s son; and I’m certa�n he would be f�t to turn h�m out of doors, �f he
knew half the nurs�ng he g�ves h�sseln. But then he won’t go �nto
danger of temptat�on: he never enters the parlour, and should L�nton
show those ways �n the house where he �s, he sends h�m upsta�rs
d�rectly.”

I d�v�ned, from th�s account, that utter lack of sympathy had
rendered young Heathcl�ff self�sh and d�sagreeable, �f he were not so
or�g�nally; and my �nterest �n h�m, consequently, decayed: though st�ll
I was moved w�th a sense of gr�ef at h�s lot, and a w�sh that he had
been left w�th us. Mr. Edgar encouraged me to ga�n �nformat�on: he
thought a great deal about h�m, I fancy, and would have run some
r�sk to see h�m; and he told me once to ask the housekeeper
whether he ever came �nto the v�llage? She sa�d he had only been
tw�ce, on horseback, accompany�ng h�s father; and both t�mes he
pretended to be qu�te knocked up for three or four days afterwards.
That housekeeper left, �f I recollect r�ghtly, two years after he came;
and another, whom I d�d not know, was her successor; she l�ves
there st�ll.

T�me wore on at the Grange �n �ts former pleasant way t�ll M�ss
Cathy reached s�xteen. On the ann�versary of her b�rth we never
man�fested any s�gns of rejo�c�ng, because �t was also the
ann�versary of my late m�stress’s death. Her father �nvar�ably spent
that day alone �n the l�brary; and walked, at dusk, as far as
G�mmerton k�rkyard, where he would frequently prolong h�s stay
beyond m�dn�ght. Therefore Cather�ne was thrown on her own
resources for amusement. Th�s twent�eth of March was a beaut�ful
spr�ng day, and when her father had ret�red, my young lady came
down dressed for go�ng out, and sa�d she asked to have a ramble on
the edge of the moor w�th me: Mr. L�nton had g�ven her leave, �f we
went only a short d�stance and were back w�th�n the hour.



“So make haste, Ellen!” she cr�ed. “I know where I w�sh to go;
where a colony of moor-game are settled: I want to see whether they
have made the�r nests yet.”

“That must be a good d�stance up,” I answered; “they don’t breed
on the edge of the moor.”

“No, �t’s not,” she sa�d. “I’ve gone very near w�th papa.”
I put on my bonnet and sall�ed out, th�nk�ng noth�ng more of the

matter. She bounded before me, and returned to my s�de, and was
off aga�n l�ke a young greyhound; and, at f�rst, I found plenty of
enterta�nment �n l�sten�ng to the larks s�ng�ng far and near, and
enjoy�ng the sweet, warm sunsh�ne; and watch�ng her, my pet and
my del�ght, w�th her golden r�nglets fly�ng loose beh�nd, and her
br�ght cheek, as soft and pure �n �ts bloom as a w�ld rose, and her
eyes rad�ant w�th cloudless pleasure. She was a happy creature, and
an angel, �n those days. It’s a p�ty she could not be content.

“Well,” sa�d I, “where are your moor-game, M�ss Cathy? We should
be at them: the Grange park-fence �s a great way off now.”

“Oh, a l�ttle further—only a l�ttle further, Ellen,” was her answer,
cont�nually. “Cl�mb to that h�llock, pass that bank, and by the t�me
you reach the other s�de I shall have ra�sed the b�rds.”

But there were so many h�llocks and banks to cl�mb and pass,
that, at length, I began to be weary, and told her we must halt, and
retrace our steps. I shouted to her, as she had outstr�pped me a long
way; she e�ther d�d not hear or d�d not regard, for she st�ll sprang on,
and I was compelled to follow. F�nally, she d�ved �nto a hollow; and
before I came �n s�ght of her aga�n, she was two m�les nearer
Wuther�ng He�ghts than her own home; and I beheld a couple of
persons arrest her, one of whom I felt conv�nced was Mr. Heathcl�ff
h�mself.

Cathy had been caught �n the fact of plunder�ng, or, at least,
hunt�ng out the nests of the grouse. The He�ghts were Heathcl�ff’s
land, and he was reprov�ng the poacher.

“I’ve ne�ther taken any nor found any,” she sa�d, as I to�led to them,
expand�ng her hands �n corroborat�on of the statement. “I d�dn’t



mean to take them; but papa told me there were quant�t�es up here,
and I w�shed to see the eggs.”

Heathcl�ff glanced at me w�th an �ll-mean�ng sm�le, express�ng h�s
acqua�ntance w�th the party, and, consequently, h�s malevolence
towards �t, and demanded who “papa” was?

“Mr. L�nton of Thrushcross Grange,” she repl�ed. “I thought you d�d
not know me, or you wouldn’t have spoken �n that way.”

“You suppose papa �s h�ghly esteemed and respected, then?” he
sa�d, sarcast�cally.

“And what are you?” �nqu�red Cather�ne, gaz�ng cur�ously on the
speaker. “That man I’ve seen before. Is he your son?”

She po�nted to Hareton, the other �nd�v�dual, who had ga�ned
noth�ng but �ncreased bulk and strength by the add�t�on of two years
to h�s age: he seemed as awkward and rough as ever.

“M�ss Cathy,” I �nterrupted, “�t w�ll be three hours �nstead of one
that we are out, presently. We really must go back.”

“No, that man �s not my son,” answered Heathcl�ff, push�ng me
as�de. “But I have one, and you have seen h�m before too; and,
though your nurse �s �n a hurry, I th�nk both you and she would be
the better for a l�ttle rest. W�ll you just turn th�s nab of heath, and
walk �nto my house? You’ll get home earl�er for the ease; and you
shall rece�ve a k�nd welcome.”

I wh�spered Cather�ne that she mustn’t, on any account, accede to
the proposal: �t was ent�rely out of the quest�on.

“Why?” she asked, aloud. “I’m t�red of runn�ng, and the ground �s
dewy: I can’t s�t here. Let us go, Ellen. Bes�des, he says I have seen
h�s son. He’s m�staken, I th�nk; but I guess where he l�ves: at the
farmhouse I v�s�ted �n com�ng from Pen�stone Crags. Don’t you?”

“I do. Come, Nelly, hold your tongue—�t w�ll be a treat for her to
look �n on us. Hareton, get forwards w�th the lass. You shall walk w�th
me, Nelly.”

“No, she’s not go�ng to any such place,” I cr�ed, struggl�ng to
release my arm, wh�ch he had se�zed: but she was almost at the
door-stones already, scamper�ng round the brow at full speed. Her



appo�nted compan�on d�d not pretend to escort her: he sh�ed off by
the road-s�de, and van�shed.

“Mr. Heathcl�ff, �t’s very wrong,” I cont�nued: “you know you mean
no good. And there she’ll see L�nton, and all w�ll be told as soon as
ever we return; and I shall have the blame.”

“I want her to see L�nton,” he answered; “he’s look�ng better these
few days; �t’s not often he’s f�t to be seen. And we’ll soon persuade
her to keep the v�s�t secret: where �s the harm of �t?”

“The harm of �t �s, that her father would hate me �f he found I
suffered her to enter your house; and I am conv�nced you have a
bad des�gn �n encourag�ng her to do so,” I repl�ed.

“My des�gn �s as honest as poss�ble. I’ll �nform you of �ts whole
scope,” he sa�d. “That the two cous�ns may fall �n love, and get
marr�ed. I’m act�ng generously to your master: h�s young ch�t has no
expectat�ons, and should she second my w�shes she’ll be prov�ded
for at once as jo�nt successor w�th L�nton.”

“If L�nton d�ed,” I answered, “and h�s l�fe �s qu�te uncerta�n,
Cather�ne would be the he�r.”

“No, she would not,” he sa�d. “There �s no clause �n the w�ll to
secure �t so: h�s property would go to me; but, to prevent d�sputes, I
des�re the�r un�on, and am resolved to br�ng �t about.”

“And I’m resolved she shall never approach your house w�th me
aga�n,” I returned, as we reached the gate, where M�ss Cathy wa�ted
our com�ng.

Heathcl�ff bade me be qu�et; and, preced�ng us up the path,
hastened to open the door. My young lady gave h�m several looks,
as �f she could not exactly make up her m�nd what to th�nk of h�m;
but now he sm�led when he met her eye, and softened h�s vo�ce �n
address�ng her; and I was fool�sh enough to �mag�ne the memory of
her mother m�ght d�sarm h�m from des�r�ng her �njury. L�nton stood on
the hearth. He had been out walk�ng �n the f�elds, for h�s cap was on,
and he was call�ng to Joseph to br�ng h�m dry shoes. He had grown
tall of h�s age, st�ll want�ng some months of s�xteen. H�s features
were pretty yet, and h�s eye and complex�on br�ghter than I



remembered them, though w�th merely temporary lustre borrowed
from the salubr�ous a�r and gen�al sun.

“Now, who �s that?” asked Mr. Heathcl�ff, turn�ng to Cathy. “Can
you tell?”

“Your son?” she sa�d, hav�ng doubtfully surveyed, f�rst one and
then the other.

“Yes, yes,” answered he: “but �s th�s the only t�me you have beheld
h�m? Th�nk! Ah! you have a short memory. L�nton, don’t you recall
your cous�n, that you used to tease us so w�th w�sh�ng to see?”

“What, L�nton!” cr�ed Cathy, k�ndl�ng �nto joyful surpr�se at the
name. “Is that l�ttle L�nton? He’s taller than I am! Are you L�nton?”

The youth stepped forward, and acknowledged h�mself: she k�ssed
h�m fervently, and they gazed w�th wonder at the change t�me had
wrought �n the appearance of each. Cather�ne had reached her full
he�ght; her f�gure was both plump and slender, elast�c as steel, and
her whole aspect sparkl�ng w�th health and sp�r�ts. L�nton’s looks and
movements were very langu�d, and h�s form extremely sl�ght; but
there was a grace �n h�s manner that m�t�gated these defects, and
rendered h�m not unpleas�ng. After exchang�ng numerous marks of
fondness w�th h�m, h�s cous�n went to Mr. Heathcl�ff, who l�ngered by
the door, d�v�d�ng h�s attent�on between the objects �ns�de and those
that lay w�thout: pretend�ng, that �s, to observe the latter, and really
not�ng the former alone.

“And you are my uncle, then!” she cr�ed, reach�ng up to salute h�m.
“I thought I l�ked you, though you were cross at f�rst. Why don’t you
v�s�t at the Grange w�th L�nton? To l�ve all these years such close
ne�ghbours, and never see us, �s odd: what have you done so for?”

“I v�s�ted �t once or tw�ce too often before you were born,” he
answered. “There—damn �t! If you have any k�sses to spare, g�ve
them to L�nton: they are thrown away on me.”

“Naughty Ellen!” excla�med Cather�ne, fly�ng to attack me next w�th
her lav�sh caresses. “W�cked Ellen! to try to h�nder me from enter�ng.
But I’ll take th�s walk every morn�ng �n future: may I, uncle? and
somet�mes br�ng papa. Won’t you be glad to see us?”



“Of course,” repl�ed the uncle, w�th a hardly suppressed gr�mace,
result�ng from h�s deep avers�on to both the proposed v�s�tors. “But
stay,” he cont�nued, turn�ng towards the young lady. “Now I th�nk of �t,
I’d better tell you. Mr. L�nton has a prejud�ce aga�nst me: we
quarrelled at one t�me of our l�ves, w�th unchr�st�an feroc�ty; and, �f
you ment�on com�ng here to h�m, he’ll put a veto on your v�s�ts
altogether. Therefore, you must not ment�on �t, unless you be
careless of see�ng your cous�n hereafter: you may come, �f you w�ll,
but you must not ment�on �t.”

“Why d�d you quarrel?” asked Cather�ne, cons�derably crestfallen.
“He thought me too poor to wed h�s s�ster,” answered Heathcl�ff,

“and was gr�eved that I got her: h�s pr�de was hurt, and he’ll never
forg�ve �t.”

“That’s wrong!” sa�d the young lady: “some t�me I’ll tell h�m so. But
L�nton and I have no share �n your quarrel. I’ll not come here, then;
he shall come to the Grange.”

“It w�ll be too far for me,” murmured her cous�n: “to walk four m�les
would k�ll me. No, come here, M�ss Cather�ne, now and then: not
every morn�ng, but once or tw�ce a week.”

The father launched towards h�s son a glance of b�tter contempt.
“I am afra�d, Nelly, I shall lose my labour,” he muttered to me.

“M�ss Cather�ne, as the n�nny calls her, w�ll d�scover h�s value, and
send h�m to the dev�l. Now, �f �t had been Hareton!—Do you know
that, twenty t�mes a day, I covet Hareton, w�th all h�s degradat�on? I’d
have loved the lad had he been some one else. But I th�nk he’s safe
from her love. I’ll p�t h�m aga�nst that paltry creature, unless �t best�r
�tself br�skly. We calculate �t w�ll scarcely last t�ll �t �s e�ghteen. Oh,
confound the vap�d th�ng! He’s absorbed �n dry�ng h�s feet, and never
looks at her.—L�nton!”

“Yes, father,” answered the boy.
“Have you noth�ng to show your cous�n anywhere about, not even

a rabb�t or a weasel’s nest? Take her �nto the garden, before you
change your shoes; and �nto the stable to see your horse.”

“Wouldn’t you rather s�t here?” asked L�nton, address�ng Cathy �n
a tone wh�ch expressed reluctance to move aga�n.



“I don’t know,” she repl�ed, cast�ng a long�ng look to the door, and
ev�dently eager to be act�ve.

He kept h�s seat, and shrank closer to the f�re. Heathcl�ff rose, and
went �nto the k�tchen, and from thence to the yard, call�ng out for
Hareton. Hareton responded, and presently the two re-entered. The
young man had been wash�ng h�mself, as was v�s�ble by the glow on
h�s cheeks and h�s wetted ha�r.

“Oh, I’ll ask you, uncle,” cr�ed M�ss Cathy, recollect�ng the
housekeeper’s assert�on. “That �s not my cous�n, �s he?”

“Yes,” he, repl�ed, “your mother’s nephew. Don’t you l�ke h�m!”
Cather�ne looked queer.
“Is he not a handsome lad?” he cont�nued.
The unc�v�l l�ttle th�ng stood on t�ptoe, and wh�spered a sentence �n

Heathcl�ff’s ear. He laughed; Hareton darkened: I perce�ved he was
very sens�t�ve to suspected sl�ghts, and had obv�ously a d�m not�on
of h�s �nfer�or�ty. But h�s master or guard�an chased the frown by
excla�m�ng—

“You’ll be the favour�te among us, Hareton! She says you are a—
What was �t? Well, someth�ng very flatter�ng. Here! you go w�th her
round the farm. And behave l�ke a gentleman, m�nd! Don’t use any
bad words; and don’t stare when the young lady �s not look�ng at
you, and be ready to h�de your face when she �s; and, when you
speak, say your words slowly, and keep your hands out of your
pockets. Be off, and enterta�n her as n�cely as you can.”

He watched the couple walk�ng past the w�ndow. Earnshaw had
h�s countenance completely averted from h�s compan�on. He
seemed study�ng the fam�l�ar landscape w�th a stranger’s and an
art�st’s �nterest. Cather�ne took a sly look at h�m, express�ng small
adm�rat�on. She then turned her attent�on to seek�ng out objects of
amusement for herself, and tr�pped merr�ly on, l�lt�ng a tune to supply
the lack of conversat�on.

“I’ve t�ed h�s tongue,” observed Heathcl�ff. “He’ll not venture a
s�ngle syllable all the t�me! Nelly, you recollect me at h�s age—nay,
some years younger. D�d I ever look so stup�d: so ‘gaumless,’ as
Joseph calls �t?”



“Worse,” I repl�ed, “because more sullen w�th �t.”
“I’ve a pleasure �n h�m,” he cont�nued, reflect�ng aloud. “He has

sat�sf�ed my expectat�ons. If he were a born fool I should not enjoy �t
half so much. But he’s no fool; and I can sympath�se w�th all h�s
feel�ngs, hav�ng felt them myself. I know what he suffers now, for
�nstance, exactly: �t �s merely a beg�nn�ng of what he shall suffer,
though. And he’ll never be able to emerge from h�s bathos of
coarseness and �gnorance. I’ve got h�m faster than h�s scoundrel of a
father secured me, and lower; for he takes a pr�de �n h�s brut�shness.
I’ve taught h�m to scorn everyth�ng extra-an�mal as s�lly and weak.
Don’t you th�nk H�ndley would be proud of h�s son, �f he could see
h�m? almost as proud as I am of m�ne. But there’s th�s d�fference;
one �s gold put to the use of pav�ng-stones, and the other �s t�n
pol�shed to ape a serv�ce of s�lver. M�ne has noth�ng valuable about
�t; yet I shall have the mer�t of mak�ng �t go as far as such poor stuff
can go. H�s had f�rst-rate qual�t�es, and they are lost: rendered worse
than unava�l�ng. I have noth�ng to regret; he would have more than
any, but I, are aware of. And the best of �t �s, Hareton �s damnably
fond of me! You’ll own that I’ve outmatched H�ndley there. If the dead
v�lla�n could r�se from h�s grave to abuse me for h�s offspr�ng’s
wrongs, I should have the fun of see�ng the sa�d offspr�ng f�ght h�m
back aga�n, �nd�gnant that he should dare to ra�l at the one fr�end he
has �n the world!”

Heathcl�ff chuckled a f�end�sh laugh at the �dea. I made no reply,
because I saw that he expected none. Meant�me, our young
compan�on, who sat too removed from us to hear what was sa�d,
began to ev�nce symptoms of uneas�ness, probably repent�ng that he
had den�ed h�mself the treat of Cather�ne’s soc�ety for fear of a l�ttle
fat�gue. H�s father remarked the restless glances wander�ng to the
w�ndow, and the hand �rresolutely extended towards h�s cap.

“Get up, you �dle boy!” he excla�med, w�th assumed heart�ness.
“Away after them! they are just at the corner, by the stand of

h�ves.”
L�nton gathered h�s energ�es, and left the hearth. The latt�ce was

open, and, as he stepped out, I heard Cathy �nqu�r�ng of her



unsoc�able attendant what was that �nscr�pt�on over the door?
Hareton stared up, and scratched h�s head l�ke a true clown.

“It’s some damnable wr�t�ng,” he answered. “I cannot read �t.”
“Can’t read �t?” cr�ed Cather�ne; “I can read �t: �t’s Engl�sh. But I

want to know why �t �s there.”
L�nton g�ggled: the f�rst appearance of m�rth he had exh�b�ted.
“He does not know h�s letters,” he sa�d to h�s cous�n. “Could you

bel�eve �n the ex�stence of such a colossal dunce?”
“Is he all as he should be?” asked M�ss Cathy, ser�ously; “or �s he

s�mple: not r�ght? I’ve quest�oned h�m tw�ce now, and each t�me he
looked so stup�d I th�nk he does not understand me. I can hardly
understand h�m, I’m sure!”

L�nton repeated h�s laugh, and glanced at Hareton taunt�ngly; who
certa�nly d�d not seem qu�te clear of comprehens�on at that moment.

“There’s noth�ng the matter but laz�ness; �s there, Earnshaw?” he
sa�d. “My cous�n fanc�es you are an �d�ot. There you exper�ence the
consequence of scorn�ng ‘book-larn�ng,’ as you would say. Have you
not�ced, Cather�ne, h�s fr�ghtful Yorksh�re pronunc�at�on?”

“Why, where the dev�l �s the use on’t?” growled Hareton, more
ready �n answer�ng h�s da�ly compan�on. He was about to enlarge
further, but the two youngsters broke �nto a no�sy f�t of merr�ment: my
g�ddy m�ss be�ng del�ghted to d�scover that she m�ght turn h�s
strange talk to matter of amusement.

“Where �s the use of the dev�l �n that sentence?” t�ttered L�nton.
“Papa told you not to say any bad words, and you can’t open your
mouth w�thout one. Do try to behave l�ke a gentleman, now do!”

“If thou weren’t more a lass than a lad, I’d fell thee th�s m�nute, I
would; p�t�ful lath of a crater!” retorted the angry boor, retreat�ng,
wh�le h�s face burnt w�th m�ngled rage and mort�f�cat�on! for he was
consc�ous of be�ng �nsulted, and embarrassed how to resent �t.

Mr. Heathcl�ff hav�ng overheard the conversat�on, as well as I,
sm�led when he saw h�m go; but �mmed�ately afterwards cast a look
of s�ngular avers�on on the fl�ppant pa�r, who rema�ned chatter�ng �n
the door-way: the boy f�nd�ng an�mat�on enough wh�le d�scuss�ng
Hareton’s faults and def�c�enc�es, and relat�ng anecdotes of h�s



go�ngs on; and the g�rl rel�sh�ng h�s pert and sp�teful say�ngs, w�thout
cons�der�ng the �ll-nature they ev�nced. I began to d�sl�ke, more than
to compass�onate L�nton, and to excuse h�s father �n some measure
for hold�ng h�m cheap.

We stayed t�ll afternoon: I could not tear M�ss Cathy away sooner;
but happ�ly my master had not qu�tted h�s apartment, and rema�ned
�gnorant of our prolonged absence. As we walked home, I would fa�n
have enl�ghtened my charge on the characters of the people we had
qu�tted: but she got �t �nto her head that I was prejud�ced aga�nst
them.

“Aha!” she cr�ed, “you take papa’s s�de, Ellen: you are part�al I
know; or else you wouldn’t have cheated me so many years �nto the
not�on that L�nton l�ved a long way from here. I’m really extremely
angry; only I’m so pleased I can’t show �t! But you must hold your
tongue about my uncle; he’s my uncle, remember; and I’ll scold papa
for quarrell�ng w�th h�m.”

And so she ran on, t�ll I rel�nqu�shed the endeavour to conv�nce
her of her m�stake. She d�d not ment�on the v�s�t that n�ght, because
she d�d not see Mr. L�nton. Next day �t all came out, sadly to my
chagr�n; and st�ll I was not altogether sorry: I thought the burden of
d�rect�ng and warn�ng would be more eff�c�ently borne by h�m than
me. But he was too t�m�d �n g�v�ng sat�sfactory reasons for h�s w�sh
that she should shun connect�on w�th the household of the He�ghts,
and Cather�ne l�ked good reasons for every restra�nt that harassed
her petted w�ll.

“Papa!” she excla�med, after the morn�ng’s salutat�ons, “guess
whom I saw yesterday, �n my walk on the moors. Ah, papa, you
started! you’ve not done r�ght, have you, now? I saw—but l�sten, and
you shall hear how I found you out; and Ellen, who �s �n league w�th
you, and yet pretended to p�ty me so, when I kept hop�ng, and was
always d�sappo�nted about L�nton’s com�ng back!”

She gave a fa�thful account of her excurs�on and �ts
consequences; and my master, though he cast more than one
reproachful look at me, sa�d noth�ng t�ll she had concluded. Then he
drew her to h�m, and asked �f she knew why he had concealed



L�nton’s near ne�ghbourhood from her? Could she th�nk �t was to
deny her a pleasure that she m�ght harmlessly enjoy?

“It was because you d�sl�ked Mr. Heathcl�ff,” she answered.
“Then you bel�eve I care more for my own feel�ngs than yours,

Cathy?” he sa�d. “No, �t was not because I d�sl�ked Mr. Heathcl�ff, but
because Mr. Heathcl�ff d�sl�kes me; and �s a most d�abol�cal man,
del�ght�ng to wrong and ru�n those he hates, �f they g�ve h�m the
sl�ghtest opportun�ty. I knew that you could not keep up an
acqua�ntance w�th your cous�n w�thout be�ng brought �nto contact
w�th h�m; and I knew he would detest you on my account; so for your
own good, and noth�ng else, I took precaut�ons that you should not
see L�nton aga�n. I meant to expla�n th�s some t�me as you grew
older, and I’m sorry I delayed �t.”

“But Mr. Heathcl�ff was qu�te cord�al, papa,” observed Cather�ne,
not at all conv�nced; “and he d�dn’t object to our see�ng each other:
he sa�d I m�ght come to h�s house when I pleased; only I must not tell
you, because you had quarrelled w�th h�m, and would not forg�ve h�m
for marry�ng aunt Isabella. And you won’t. You are the one to be
blamed: he �s w�ll�ng to let us be fr�ends, at least; L�nton and I; and
you are not.”

My master, perce�v�ng that she would not take h�s word for her
uncle-�n-law’s ev�l d�spos�t�on, gave a hasty sketch of h�s conduct to
Isabella, and the manner �n wh�ch Wuther�ng He�ghts became h�s
property. He could not bear to d�scourse long upon the top�c; for
though he spoke l�ttle of �t, he st�ll felt the same horror and
detestat�on of h�s anc�ent enemy that had occup�ed h�s heart ever
s�nce Mrs. L�nton’s death. “She m�ght have been l�v�ng yet, �f �t had
not been for h�m!” was h�s constant b�tter reflect�on; and, �n h�s eyes,
Heathcl�ff seemed a murderer. M�ss Cathy—conversant w�th no bad
deeds except her own sl�ght acts of d�sobed�ence, �njust�ce, and
pass�on, ar�s�ng from hot temper and thoughtlessness, and repented
of on the day they were comm�tted—was amazed at the blackness of
sp�r�t that could brood on and cover revenge for years, and
del�berately prosecute �ts plans w�thout a v�s�tat�on of remorse. She
appeared so deeply �mpressed and shocked at th�s new v�ew of
human nature—excluded from all her stud�es and all her �deas t�ll



now—that Mr. Edgar deemed �t unnecessary to pursue the subject.
He merely added: “You w�ll know hereafter, darl�ng, why I w�sh you to
avo�d h�s house and fam�ly; now return to your old employments and
amusements, and th�nk no more about them.”

Cather�ne k�ssed her father, and sat down qu�etly to her lessons
for a couple of hours, accord�ng to custom; then she accompan�ed
h�m �nto the grounds, and the whole day passed as usual: but �n the
even�ng, when she had ret�red to her room, and I went to help her to
undress, I found her cry�ng, on her knees by the beds�de.

“Oh, f�e, s�lly ch�ld!” I excla�med. “If you had any real gr�efs you’d
be ashamed to waste a tear on th�s l�ttle contrar�ety. You never had
one shadow of substant�al sorrow, M�ss Cather�ne. Suppose, for a
m�nute, that master and I were dead, and you were by yourself �n the
world: how would you feel, then? Compare the present occas�on w�th
such an affl�ct�on as that, and be thankful for the fr�ends you have,
�nstead of covet�ng more.”

“I’m not cry�ng for myself, Ellen,” she answered, “�t’s for h�m. He
expected to see me aga�n to-morrow, and there he’ll be so
d�sappo�nted: and he’ll wa�t for me, and I sha’n’t come!”

“Nonsense!” sa�d I, “do you �mag�ne he has thought as much of
you as you have of h�m? Hasn’t he Hareton for a compan�on? Not
one �n a hundred would weep at los�ng a relat�on they had just seen
tw�ce, for two afternoons. L�nton w�ll conjecture how �t �s, and trouble
h�mself no further about you.”

“But may I not wr�te a note to tell h�m why I cannot come?” she
asked, r�s�ng to her feet. “And just send those books I prom�sed to
lend h�m? H�s books are not as n�ce as m�ne, and he wanted to have
them extremely, when I told h�m how �nterest�ng they were. May I
not, Ellen?”

“No, �ndeed! no, �ndeed!” repl�ed I w�th dec�s�on. “Then he would
wr�te to you, and there’d never be an end of �t. No, M�ss Cather�ne,
the acqua�ntance must be dropped ent�rely: so papa expects, and I
shall see that �t �s done.”

“But how can one l�ttle note—?” she recommenced, putt�ng on an
�mplor�ng countenance.



“S�lence!” I �nterrupted. “We’ll not beg�n w�th your l�ttle notes. Get
�nto bed.”

She threw at me a very naughty look, so naughty that I would not
k�ss her good-n�ght at f�rst: I covered her up, and shut her door, �n
great d�spleasure; but, repent�ng half-way, I returned softly, and lo!
there was M�ss stand�ng at the table w�th a b�t of blank paper before
her and a penc�l �n her hand, wh�ch she gu�lt�ly sl�pped out of s�ght on
my entrance.

“You’ll get nobody to take that, Cather�ne,” I sa�d, “�f you wr�te �t;
and at present I shall put out your candle.”

I set the ext�ngu�sher on the flame, rece�v�ng as I d�d so a slap on
my hand and a petulant “cross th�ng!” I then qu�tted her aga�n, and
she drew the bolt �n one of her worst, most peev�sh humours. The
letter was f�n�shed and forwarded to �ts dest�nat�on by a m�lk-fetcher
who came from the v�llage; but that I d�dn’t learn t�ll some t�me
afterwards. Weeks passed on, and Cathy recovered her temper;
though she grew wondrous fond of steal�ng off to corners by herself
and often, �f I came near her suddenly wh�le read�ng, she would start
and bend over the book, ev�dently des�rous to h�de �t; and I detected
edges of loose paper st�ck�ng out beyond the leaves. She also got a
tr�ck of com�ng down early �n the morn�ng and l�nger�ng about the
k�tchen, as �f she were expect�ng the arr�val of someth�ng; and she
had a small drawer �n a cab�net �n the l�brary, wh�ch she would tr�fle
over for hours, and whose key she took spec�al care to remove when
she left �t.

One day, as she �nspected th�s drawer, I observed that the
playth�ngs and tr�nkets wh�ch recently formed �ts contents were
transmuted �nto b�ts of folded paper. My cur�os�ty and susp�c�ons
were roused; I determ�ned to take a peep at her myster�ous
treasures; so, at n�ght, as soon as she and my master were safe
upsta�rs, I searched, and read�ly found among my house keys one
that would f�t the lock. Hav�ng opened, I empt�ed the whole contents
�nto my apron, and took them w�th me to exam�ne at le�sure �n my
own chamber. Though I could not but suspect, I was st�ll surpr�sed to
d�scover that they were a mass of correspondence—da�ly almost, �t
must have been—from L�nton Heathcl�ff: answers to documents



forwarded by her. The earl�er dated were embarrassed and short;
gradually, however, they expanded �nto cop�ous love-letters, fool�sh,
as the age of the wr�ter rendered natural, yet w�th touches here and
there wh�ch I thought were borrowed from a more exper�enced
source. Some of them struck me as s�ngularly odd compounds of
ardour and flatness; commenc�ng �n strong feel�ng, and conclud�ng �n
the affected, wordy style that a schoolboy m�ght use to a fanc�ed,
�ncorporeal sweetheart. Whether they sat�sf�ed Cathy I don’t know;
but they appeared very worthless trash to me. After turn�ng over as
many as I thought proper, I t�ed them �n a handkerch�ef and set them
as�de, relock�ng the vacant drawer.

Follow�ng her hab�t, my young lady descended early, and v�s�ted
the k�tchen: I watched her go to the door, on the arr�val of a certa�n
l�ttle boy; and, wh�le the da�ryma�d f�lled h�s can, she tucked
someth�ng �nto h�s jacket pocket, and plucked someth�ng out. I went
round by the garden, and la�d wa�t for the messenger; who fought
valorously to defend h�s trust, and we sp�lt the m�lk between us; but I
succeeded �n abstract�ng the ep�stle; and, threaten�ng ser�ous
consequences �f he d�d not look sharp home, I rema�ned under the
wall and perused M�ss Cathy’s affect�onate compos�t�on. It was more
s�mple and more eloquent than her cous�n’s: very pretty and very
s�lly. I shook my head, and went med�tat�ng �nto the house. The day
be�ng wet, she could not d�vert herself w�th rambl�ng about the park;
so, at the conclus�on of her morn�ng stud�es, she resorted to the
solace of the drawer. Her father sat read�ng at the table; and I, on
purpose, had sought a b�t of work �n some unr�pped fr�nges of the
w�ndow-curta�n, keep�ng my eye stead�ly f�xed on her proceed�ngs.
Never d�d any b�rd fly�ng back to a plundered nest, wh�ch �t had left
br�mful of ch�rp�ng young ones, express more complete despa�r, �n �ts
angu�shed cr�es and flutter�ngs, than she by her s�ngle “Oh!” and the
change that transf�gured her late happy countenance. Mr. L�nton
looked up.

“What �s the matter, love? Have you hurt yourself?” he sa�d.
H�s tone and look assured her he had not been the d�scoverer of

the hoard.
“No, papa!” she gasped. “Ellen! Ellen! come upsta�rs—I’m s�ck!”



I obeyed her summons, and accompan�ed her out.
“Oh, Ellen! you have got them,” she commenced �mmed�ately,

dropp�ng on her knees, when we were enclosed alone. “Oh, g�ve
them to me, and I’ll never, never do so aga�n! Don’t tell papa. You
have not told papa, Ellen? say you have not? I’ve been exceed�ngly
naughty, but I won’t do �t any more!”

W�th a grave sever�ty �n my manner I bade her stand up.
“So,” I excla�med, “M�ss Cather�ne, you are tolerably far on, �t

seems: you may well be ashamed of them! A f�ne bundle of trash
you study �n your le�sure hours, to be sure: why, �t’s good enough to
be pr�nted! And what do you suppose the master w�ll th�nk when I
d�splay �t before h�m? I hav’n’t shown �t yet, but you needn’t �mag�ne I
shall keep your r�d�culous secrets. For shame! and you must have
led the way �n wr�t�ng such absurd�t�es: he would not have thought of
beg�nn�ng, I’m certa�n.”

“I d�dn’t! I d�dn’t!” sobbed Cathy, f�t to break her heart. “I d�dn’t
once th�nk of lov�ng h�m t�ll—”

“Lov�ng!” cr�ed I, as scornfully as I could utter the word. “Lov�ng!
D�d anybody ever hear the l�ke! I m�ght just as well talk of lov�ng the
m�ller who comes once a year to buy our corn. Pretty lov�ng, �ndeed!
and both t�mes together you have seen L�nton hardly four hours �n
your l�fe! Now here �s the baby�sh trash. I’m go�ng w�th �t to the
l�brary; and we’ll see what your father says to such lov�ng.”

She sprang at her prec�ous ep�stles, but I held them above my
head; and then she poured out further frant�c entreat�es that I would
burn them—do anyth�ng rather than show them. And be�ng really
fully as much �ncl�ned to laugh as scold—for I esteemed �t all g�rl�sh
van�ty—I at length relented �n a measure, and asked,—“If I consent
to burn them, w�ll you prom�se fa�thfully ne�ther to send nor rece�ve a
letter aga�n, nor a book (for I perce�ve you have sent h�m books), nor
locks of ha�r, nor r�ngs, nor playth�ngs?”

“We don’t send playth�ngs,” cr�ed Cather�ne, her pr�de overcom�ng
her shame.

“Nor anyth�ng at all, then, my lady?” I sa�d. “Unless you w�ll, here I
go.”



“I prom�se, Ellen!” she cr�ed, catch�ng my dress. “Oh, put them �n
the f�re, do, do!”

But when I proceeded to open a place w�th the poker the sacr�f�ce
was too pa�nful to be borne. She earnestly suppl�cated that I would
spare her one or two.

“One or two, Ellen, to keep for L�nton’s sake!”
I unknotted the handkerch�ef, and commenced dropp�ng them �n

from an angle, and the flame curled up the ch�mney.
“I w�ll have one, you cruel wretch!” she screamed, dart�ng her hand

�nto the f�re, and draw�ng forth some half-consumed fragments, at
the expense of her f�ngers.

“Very well—and I w�ll have some to exh�b�t to papa!” I answered,
shak�ng back the rest �nto the bundle, and turn�ng anew to the door.

She empt�ed her blackened p�eces �nto the flames, and mot�oned
me to f�n�sh the �mmolat�on. It was done; I st�rred up the ashes, and
�nterred them under a shovelful of coals; and she mutely, and w�th a
sense of �ntense �njury, ret�red to her pr�vate apartment. I descended
to tell my master that the young lady’s qualm of s�ckness was almost
gone, but I judged �t best for her to l�e down a wh�le. She wouldn’t
d�ne; but she reappeared at tea, pale, and red about the eyes, and
marvellously subdued �n outward aspect. Next morn�ng I answered
the letter by a sl�p of paper, �nscr�bed, “Master Heathcl�ff �s requested
to send no more notes to M�ss L�nton, as she w�ll not rece�ve them.”
And, henceforth, the l�ttle boy came w�th vacant pockets.



CHAPTER XXII

Summer drew to an end, and early autumn: �t was past
M�chaelmas, but the harvest was late that year, and a few of our
f�elds were st�ll uncleared. Mr. L�nton and h�s daughter would
frequently walk out among the reapers; at the carry�ng of the last
sheaves they stayed t�ll dusk, and the even�ng happen�ng to be ch�ll
and damp, my master caught a bad cold, that settled obst�nately on
h�s lungs, and conf�ned h�m �ndoors throughout the whole of the
w�nter, nearly w�thout �nterm�ss�on.

Poor Cathy, fr�ghtened from her l�ttle romance, had been
cons�derably sadder and duller s�nce �ts abandonment; and her
father �ns�sted on her read�ng less, and tak�ng more exerc�se. She
had h�s compan�onsh�p no longer; I esteemed �t a duty to supply �ts
lack, as much as poss�ble, w�th m�ne: an �neff�c�ent subst�tute; for I
could only spare two or three hours, from my numerous d�urnal
occupat�ons, to follow her footsteps, and then my soc�ety was
obv�ously less des�rable than h�s.

On an afternoon �n October, or the beg�nn�ng of November—a
fresh watery afternoon, when the turf and paths were rustl�ng w�th
mo�st, w�thered leaves, and the cold blue sky was half h�dden by
clouds—dark grey streamers, rap�dly mount�ng from the west, and
bod�ng abundant ra�n—I requested my young lady to forego her
ramble, because I was certa�n of showers. She refused; and I
unw�ll�ngly donned a cloak, and took my umbrella to accompany her
on a stroll to the bottom of the park: a formal walk wh�ch she
generally affected �f low-sp�r�ted—and that she �nvar�ably was when
Mr. Edgar had been worse than ord�nary, a th�ng never known from
h�s confess�on, but guessed both by her and me from h�s �ncreased
s�lence and the melancholy of h�s countenance. She went sadly on:



there was no runn�ng or bound�ng now, though the ch�ll w�nd m�ght
well have tempted her to race. And often, from the s�de of my eye, I
could detect her ra�s�ng a hand, and brush�ng someth�ng off her
cheek. I gazed round for a means of d�vert�ng her thoughts. On one
s�de of the road rose a h�gh, rough bank, where hazels and stunted
oaks, w�th the�r roots half exposed, held uncerta�n tenure: the so�l
was too loose for the latter; and strong w�nds had blown some nearly
hor�zontal. In summer M�ss Cather�ne del�ghted to cl�mb along these
trunks, and s�t �n the branches, sw�ng�ng twenty feet above the
ground; and I, pleased w�th her ag�l�ty and her l�ght, ch�ld�sh heart,
st�ll cons�dered �t proper to scold every t�me I caught her at such an
elevat�on, but so that she knew there was no necess�ty for
descend�ng. From d�nner to tea she would l�e �n her breeze-rocked
cradle, do�ng noth�ng except s�ng�ng old songs—my nursery lore—to
herself, or watch�ng the b�rds, jo�nt tenants, feed and ent�ce the�r
young ones to fly: or nestl�ng w�th closed l�ds, half th�nk�ng, half
dream�ng, happ�er than words can express.

“Look, M�ss!” I excla�med, po�nt�ng to a nook under the roots of
one tw�sted tree. “W�nter �s not here yet. There’s a l�ttle flower up
yonder, the last bud from the mult�tude of bluebells that clouded
those turf steps �n July w�th a l�lac m�st. W�ll you clamber up, and
pluck �t to show to papa?” Cathy stared a long t�me at the lonely
blossom trembl�ng �n �ts earthy shelter, and repl�ed, at length—“No,
I’ll not touch �t: but �t looks melancholy, does �t not, Ellen?”

“Yes,” I observed, “about as starved and suckless as you: your
cheeks are bloodless; let us take hold of hands and run. You’re so
low, I daresay I shall keep up w�th you.”

“No,” she repeated, and cont�nued saunter�ng on, paus�ng at
�ntervals to muse over a b�t of moss, or a tuft of blanched grass, or a
fungus spread�ng �ts br�ght orange among the heaps of brown
fol�age; and, ever and anon, her hand was l�fted to her averted face.

“Cather�ne, why are you cry�ng, love?” I asked, approach�ng and
putt�ng my arm over her shoulder. “You mustn’t cry because papa
has a cold; be thankful �t �s noth�ng worse.”

She now put no further restra�nt on her tears; her breath was
st�fled by sobs.



“Oh, �t w�ll be someth�ng worse,” she sa�d. “And what shall I do
when papa and you leave me, and I am by myself? I can’t forget
your words, Ellen; they are always �n my ear. How l�fe w�ll be
changed, how dreary the world w�ll be, when papa and you are
dead.”

“None can tell whether you won’t d�e before us,” I repl�ed. “It’s
wrong to ant�c�pate ev�l. We’ll hope there are years and years to
come before any of us go: master �s young, and I am strong, and
hardly forty-f�ve. My mother l�ved t�ll e�ghty, a canty dame to the last.
And suppose Mr. L�nton were spared t�ll he saw s�xty, that would be
more years than you have counted, M�ss. And would �t not be fool�sh
to mourn a calam�ty above twenty years beforehand?”

“But Aunt Isabella was younger than papa,” she remarked, gaz�ng
up w�th t�m�d hope to seek further consolat�on.

“Aunt Isabella had not you and me to nurse her,” I repl�ed. “She
wasn’t as happy as Master: she hadn’t as much to l�ve for. All you
need do, �s to wa�t well on your father, and cheer h�m by lett�ng h�m
see you cheerful; and avo�d g�v�ng h�m anx�ety on any subject: m�nd
that, Cathy! I’ll not d�sgu�se but you m�ght k�ll h�m �f you were w�ld
and reckless, and cher�shed a fool�sh, fanc�ful affect�on for the son of
a person who would be glad to have h�m �n h�s grave; and allowed
h�m to d�scover that you fretted over the separat�on he has judged �t
exped�ent to make.”

“I fret about noth�ng on earth except papa’s �llness,” answered my
compan�on. “I care for noth�ng �n compar�son w�th papa. And I’ll
never—never—oh, never, wh�le I have my senses, do an act or say a
word to vex h�m. I love h�m better than myself, Ellen; and I know �t by
th�s: I pray every n�ght that I may l�ve after h�m; because I would
rather be m�serable than that he should be: that proves I love h�m
better than myself.”

“Good words,” I repl�ed. “But deeds must prove �t also; and after
he �s well, remember you don’t forget resolut�ons formed �n the hour
of fear.”

As we talked, we neared a door that opened on the road; and my
young lady, l�ghten�ng �nto sunsh�ne aga�n, cl�mbed up and seated
herself on the top of the wall, reach�ng over to gather some h�ps that



bloomed scarlet on the summ�t branches of the w�ld-rose trees
shadow�ng the h�ghway s�de: the lower fru�t had d�sappeared, but
only b�rds could touch the upper, except from Cathy’s present
stat�on. In stretch�ng to pull them, her hat fell off; and as the door
was locked, she proposed scrambl�ng down to recover �t. I b�d her be
caut�ous lest she got a fall, and she n�mbly d�sappeared. But the
return was no such easy matter: the stones were smooth and neatly
cemented, and the rose-bushes and black-berry stragglers could
y�eld no ass�stance �n re-ascend�ng. I, l�ke a fool, d�dn’t recollect that,
t�ll I heard her laugh�ng and excla�m�ng—“Ellen! you’ll have to fetch
the key, or else I must run round to the porter’s lodge. I can’t scale
the ramparts on th�s s�de!”

“Stay where you are,” I answered; “I have my bundle of keys �n my
pocket: perhaps I may manage to open �t; �f not, I’ll go.”

Cather�ne amused herself w�th danc�ng to and fro before the door,
wh�le I tr�ed all the large keys �n success�on. I had appl�ed the last,
and found that none would do; so, repeat�ng my des�re that she
would rema�n there, I was about to hurry home as fast as I could,
when an approach�ng sound arrested me. It was the trot of a horse;
Cathy’s dance stopped also.

“Who �s that?” I wh�spered.
“Ellen, I w�sh you could open the door,” wh�spered back my

compan�on, anx�ously.
“Ho, M�ss L�nton!” cr�ed a deep vo�ce (the r�der’s), “I’m glad to

meet you. Don’t be �n haste to enter, for I have an explanat�on to ask
and obta�n.”

“I sha’n’t speak to you, Mr. Heathcl�ff,” answered Cather�ne. “Papa
says you are a w�cked man, and you hate both h�m and me; and
Ellen says the same.”

“That �s noth�ng to the purpose,” sa�d Heathcl�ff. (He �t was.) “I
don’t hate my son, I suppose; and �t �s concern�ng h�m that I demand
your attent�on. Yes; you have cause to blush. Two or three months
s�nce, were you not �n the hab�t of wr�t�ng to L�nton? mak�ng love �n
play, eh? You deserved, both of you, flogg�ng for that! You espec�ally,
the elder; and less sens�t�ve, as �t turns out. I’ve got your letters, and
�f you g�ve me any pertness I’ll send them to your father. I presume



you grew weary of the amusement and dropped �t, d�dn’t you? Well,
you dropped L�nton w�th �t �nto a Slough of Despond. He was �n
earnest: �n love, really. As true as I l�ve, he’s dy�ng for you; break�ng
h�s heart at your f�ckleness: not f�gurat�vely, but actually. Though
Hareton has made h�m a stand�ng jest for s�x weeks, and I have
used more ser�ous measures, and attempted to fr�ghten h�m out of
h�s �d�ocy, he gets worse da�ly; and he’ll be under the sod before
summer, unless you restore h�m!”

“How can you l�e so glar�ngly to the poor ch�ld?” I called from the
�ns�de. “Pray r�de on! How can you del�berately get up such paltry
falsehoods? M�ss Cathy, I’ll knock the lock off w�th a stone: you won’t
bel�eve that v�le nonsense. You can feel �n yourself �t �s �mposs�ble
that a person should d�e for love of a stranger.”

“I was not aware there were eavesdroppers,” muttered the
detected v�lla�n. “Worthy Mrs. Dean, I l�ke you, but I don’t l�ke your
double-deal�ng,” he added aloud. “How could you l�e so glar�ngly as
to aff�rm I hated the ‘poor ch�ld’? and �nvent bugbear stor�es to terr�fy
her from my door-stones? Cather�ne L�nton (the very name warms
me), my bonny lass, I shall be from home all th�s week; go and see �f
have not spoken truth: do, there’s a darl�ng! Just �mag�ne your father
�n my place, and L�nton �n yours; then th�nk how you would value
your careless lover �f he refused to st�r a step to comfort you, when
your father h�mself entreated h�m; and don’t, from pure stup�d�ty, fall
�nto the same error. I swear, on my salvat�on, he’s go�ng to h�s grave,
and none but you can save h�m!”

The lock gave way and I �ssued out.
“I swear L�nton �s dy�ng,” repeated Heathcl�ff, look�ng hard at me.

“And gr�ef and d�sappo�ntment are hasten�ng h�s death. Nelly, �f you
won’t let her go, you can walk over yourself. But I shall not return t�ll
th�s t�me next week; and I th�nk your master h�mself would scarcely
object to her v�s�t�ng her cous�n.”

“Come �n,” sa�d I, tak�ng Cathy by the arm and half forc�ng her to
re-enter; for she l�ngered, v�ew�ng w�th troubled eyes the features of
the speaker, too stern to express h�s �nward dece�t.

He pushed h�s horse close, and, bend�ng down, observed—“M�ss
Cather�ne, I’ll own to you that I have l�ttle pat�ence w�th L�nton; and



Hareton and Joseph have less. I’ll own that he’s w�th a harsh set. He
p�nes for k�ndness, as well as love; and a k�nd word from you would
be h�s best med�c�ne. Don’t m�nd Mrs. Dean’s cruel caut�ons; but be
generous, and contr�ve to see h�m. He dreams of you day and n�ght,
and cannot be persuaded that you don’t hate h�m, s�nce you ne�ther
wr�te nor call.”

I closed the door, and rolled a stone to ass�st the loosened lock �n
hold�ng �t; and spread�ng my umbrella, I drew my charge underneath:
for the ra�n began to dr�ve through the moan�ng branches of the
trees, and warned us to avo�d delay. Our hurry prevented any
comment on the encounter w�th Heathcl�ff, as we stretched towards
home; but I d�v�ned �nst�nct�vely that Cather�ne’s heart was clouded
now �n double darkness. Her features were so sad, they d�d not
seem hers: she ev�dently regarded what she had heard as every
syllable true.

The master had ret�red to rest before we came �n. Cathy stole to
h�s room to �nqu�re how he was; he had fallen asleep. She returned,
and asked me to s�t w�th her �n the l�brary. We took our tea together;
and afterwards she lay down on the rug, and told me not to talk, for
she was weary. I got a book, and pretended to read. As soon as she
supposed me absorbed �n my occupat�on, she recommenced her
s�lent weep�ng: �t appeared, at present, her favour�te d�vers�on. I
suffered her to enjoy �t a wh�le; then I expostulated: der�d�ng and
r�d�cul�ng all Mr. Heathcl�ff’s assert�ons about h�s son, as �f I were
certa�n she would co�nc�de. Alas! I hadn’t sk�ll to counteract the effect
h�s account had produced: �t was just what he �ntended.

“You may be r�ght, Ellen,” she answered; “but I shall never feel at
ease t�ll I know. And I must tell L�nton �t �s not my fault that I don’t
wr�te, and conv�nce h�m that I shall not change.”

What use were anger and protestat�ons aga�nst her s�lly credul�ty?
We parted that n�ght—host�le; but next day beheld me on the road to
Wuther�ng He�ghts, by the s�de of my w�lful young m�stress’s pony. I
couldn’t bear to w�tness her sorrow: to see her pale, dejected
countenance, and heavy eyes: and I y�elded, �n the fa�nt hope that
L�nton h�mself m�ght prove, by h�s recept�on of us, how l�ttle of the
tale was founded on fact.



CHAPTER XXIII

The ra�ny n�ght had ushered �n a m�sty morn�ng—half frost, half
dr�zzle—and temporary brooks crossed our path—gurgl�ng from the
uplands. My feet were thoroughly wetted; I was cross and low;
exactly the humour su�ted for mak�ng the most of these d�sagreeable
th�ngs. We entered the farm-house by the k�tchen way, to ascerta�n
whether Mr. Heathcl�ff were really absent: because I put sl�ght fa�th �n
h�s own aff�rmat�on.

Joseph seemed s�tt�ng �n a sort of elys�um alone, bes�de a roar�ng
f�re; a quart of ale on the table near h�m, br�stl�ng w�th large p�eces of
toasted oat-cake; and h�s black, short p�pe �n h�s mouth. Cather�ne
ran to the hearth to warm herself. I asked �f the master was �n? My
quest�on rema�ned so long unanswered, that I thought the old man
had grown deaf, and repeated �t louder.

“Na—ay!” he snarled, or rather screamed through h�s nose. “Na—
ay! yah muh goa back whear yah coom frough.”

“Joseph!” cr�ed a peev�sh vo�ce, s�multaneously w�th me, from the
�nner room. “How often am I to call you? There are only a few red
ashes now. Joseph! come th�s moment.”

V�gorous puffs, and a resolute stare �nto the grate, declared he
had no ear for th�s appeal. The housekeeper and Hareton were
�nv�s�ble; one gone on an errand, and the other at h�s work, probably.
We knew L�nton’s tones, and entered.

“Oh, I hope you’ll d�e �n a garret, starved to death!” sa�d the boy,
m�stak�ng our approach for that of h�s negl�gent attendant.

He stopped on observ�ng h�s error: h�s cous�n flew to h�m.
“Is that you, M�ss L�nton?” he sa�d, ra�s�ng h�s head from the arm

of the great cha�r, �n wh�ch he recl�ned. “No—don’t k�ss me: �t takes



my breath. Dear me! Papa sa�d you would call,” cont�nued he, after
recover�ng a l�ttle from Cather�ne’s embrace; wh�le she stood by
look�ng very contr�te. “W�ll you shut the door, �f you please? you left �t
open; and those—those detestable creatures won’t br�ng coals to the
f�re. It’s so cold!”

I st�rred up the c�nders, and fetched a scuttleful myself. The �nval�d
compla�ned of be�ng covered w�th ashes; but he had a t�resome
cough, and looked fever�sh and �ll, so I d�d not rebuke h�s temper.

“Well, L�nton,” murmured Cather�ne, when h�s corrugated brow
relaxed, “are you glad to see me? Can I do you any good?”

“Why d�dn’t you come before?” he asked. “You should have come,
�nstead of wr�t�ng. It t�red me dreadfully wr�t�ng those long letters. I’d
far rather have talked to you. Now, I can ne�ther bear to talk, nor
anyth�ng else. I wonder where Z�llah �s! W�ll you” (look�ng at me)
“step �nto the k�tchen and see?”

I had rece�ved no thanks for my other serv�ce; and be�ng unw�ll�ng
to run to and fro at h�s behest, I repl�ed—“Nobody �s out there but
Joseph.”

“I want to dr�nk,” he excla�med fretfully, turn�ng away. “Z�llah �s
constantly gadd�ng off to G�mmerton s�nce papa went: �t’s m�serable!
And I’m obl�ged to come down here—they resolved never to hear me
upsta�rs.”

“Is your father attent�ve to you, Master Heathcl�ff?” I asked,
perce�v�ng Cather�ne to be checked �n her fr�endly advances.

“Attent�ve? He makes them a l�ttle more attent�ve at least,” he
cr�ed. “The wretches! Do you know, M�ss L�nton, that brute Hareton
laughs at me! I hate h�m! �ndeed, I hate them all: they are od�ous
be�ngs.”

Cathy began search�ng for some water; she l�ghted on a p�tcher �n
the dresser, f�lled a tumbler, and brought �t. He b�d her add a
spoonful of w�ne from a bottle on the table; and hav�ng swallowed a
small port�on, appeared more tranqu�l, and sa�d she was very k�nd.

“And are you glad to see me?” asked she, re�terat�ng her former
quest�on and pleased to detect the fa�nt dawn of a sm�le.



“Yes, I am. It’s someth�ng new to hear a vo�ce l�ke yours!” he
repl�ed. “But I have been vexed, because you wouldn’t come. And
papa swore �t was ow�ng to me: he called me a p�t�ful, shuffl�ng,
worthless th�ng; and sa�d you desp�sed me; and �f he had been �n my
place, he would be more the master of the Grange than your father
by th�s t�me. But you don’t desp�se me, do you, M�ss—?”

“I w�sh you would say Cather�ne, or Cathy,” �nterrupted my young
lady. “Desp�se you? No! Next to papa and Ellen, I love you better
than anybody l�v�ng. I don’t love Mr. Heathcl�ff, though; and I dare not
come when he returns: w�ll he stay away many days?”

“Not many,” answered L�nton; “but he goes on to the moors
frequently, s�nce the shoot�ng season commenced; and you m�ght
spend an hour or two w�th me �n h�s absence. Do say you w�ll. I th�nk
I should not be peev�sh w�th you: you’d not provoke me, and you’d
always be ready to help me, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes,” sa�d Cather�ne, strok�ng h�s long soft ha�r: “�f I could only get
papa’s consent, I’d spend half my t�me w�th you. Pretty L�nton! I w�sh
you were my brother.”

“And then you would l�ke me as well as your father?” observed he,
more cheerfully. “But papa says you would love me better than h�m
and all the world, �f you were my w�fe; so I’d rather you were that.”

“No, I should never love anybody better than papa,” she returned
gravely. “And people hate the�r w�ves, somet�mes; but not the�r
s�sters and brothers: and �f you were the latter, you would l�ve w�th
us, and papa would be as fond of you as he �s of me.”

L�nton den�ed that people ever hated the�r w�ves; but Cathy
aff�rmed they d�d, and, �n her w�sdom, �nstanced h�s own father’s
avers�on to her aunt. I endeavoured to stop her thoughtless tongue. I
couldn’t succeed t�ll everyth�ng she knew was out. Master Heathcl�ff,
much �rr�tated, asserted her relat�on was false.

“Papa told me; and papa does not tell falsehoods,” she answered
pertly.

“My papa scorns yours!” cr�ed L�nton. “He calls h�m a sneak�ng
fool.”



“Yours �s a w�cked man,” retorted Cather�ne; “and you are very
naughty to dare to repeat what he says. He must be w�cked to have
made Aunt Isabella leave h�m as she d�d.”

“She d�dn’t leave h�m,” sa�d the boy; “you sha’n’t contrad�ct me.”
“She d�d,” cr�ed my young lady.
“Well, I’ll tell you someth�ng!” sa�d L�nton. “Your mother hated your

father: now then.”
“Oh!” excla�med Cather�ne, too enraged to cont�nue.
“And she loved m�ne,” added he.
“You l�ttle l�ar! I hate you now!” she panted, and her face grew red

w�th pass�on.
“She d�d! she d�d!” sang L�nton, s�nk�ng �nto the recess of h�s cha�r,

and lean�ng back h�s head to enjoy the ag�tat�on of the other
d�sputant, who stood beh�nd.

“Hush, Master Heathcl�ff!” I sa�d; “that’s your father’s tale, too, I
suppose.”

“It �sn’t: you hold your tongue!” he answered. “She d�d, she d�d,
Cather�ne! she d�d, she d�d!”

Cathy, bes�de herself, gave the cha�r a v�olent push, and caused
h�m to fall aga�nst one arm. He was �mmed�ately se�zed by a
suffocat�ng cough that soon ended h�s tr�umph. It lasted so long that
�t fr�ghtened even me. As to h�s cous�n, she wept w�th all her m�ght,
aghast at the m�sch�ef she had done: though she sa�d noth�ng. I held
h�m t�ll the f�t exhausted �tself. Then he thrust me away, and leant h�s
head down s�lently. Cather�ne quelled her lamentat�ons also, took a
seat oppos�te, and looked solemnly �nto the f�re.

“How do you feel now, Master Heathcl�ff?” I �nqu�red, after wa�t�ng
ten m�nutes.

“I w�sh she felt as I do,” he repl�ed: “sp�teful, cruel th�ng! Hareton
never touches me: he never struck me �n h�s l�fe. And I was better to-
day: and there—” h�s vo�ce d�ed �n a wh�mper.

“I d�dn’t str�ke you!” muttered Cathy, chew�ng her l�p to prevent
another burst of emot�on.



He s�ghed and moaned l�ke one under great suffer�ng, and kept �t
up for a quarter of an hour; on purpose to d�stress h�s cous�n
apparently, for whenever he caught a st�fled sob from her he put
renewed pa�n and pathos �nto the �nflex�ons of h�s vo�ce.

“I’m sorry I hurt you, L�nton,” she sa�d at length, racked beyond
endurance. “But I couldn’t have been hurt by that l�ttle push, and I
had no �dea that you could, e�ther: you’re not much, are you, L�nton?
Don’t let me go home th�nk�ng I’ve done you harm. Answer! speak to
me.”

“I can’t speak to you,” he murmured; “you’ve hurt me so that I shall
l�e awake all n�ght chok�ng w�th th�s cough. If you had �t you’d know
what �t was; but you’ll be comfortably asleep wh�le I’m �n agony, and
nobody near me. I wonder how you would l�ke to pass those fearful
n�ghts!” And he began to wa�l aloud, for very p�ty of h�mself.

“S�nce you are �n the hab�t of pass�ng dreadful n�ghts,” I sa�d, “�t
won’t be M�ss who spo�ls your ease: you’d be the same had she
never come. However, she shall not d�sturb you aga�n; and perhaps
you’ll get qu�eter when we leave you.”

“Must I go?” asked Cather�ne dolefully, bend�ng over h�m. “Do you
want me to go, L�nton?”

“You can’t alter what you’ve done,” he repl�ed pett�shly, shr�nk�ng
from her, “unless you alter �t for the worse by teas�ng me �nto a
fever.”

“Well, then, I must go?” she repeated.
“Let me alone, at least,” sa�d he; “I can’t bear your talk�ng.”
She l�ngered, and res�sted my persuas�ons to departure a t�resome

wh�le; but as he ne�ther looked up nor spoke, she f�nally made a
movement to the door, and I followed. We were recalled by a
scream. L�nton had sl�d from h�s seat on to the hearthstone, and lay
wr�th�ng �n the mere perverseness of an �ndulged plague of a ch�ld,
determ�ned to be as gr�evous and harass�ng as �t can. I thoroughly
gauged h�s d�spos�t�on from h�s behav�our, and saw at once �t would
be folly to attempt humour�ng h�m. Not so my compan�on: she ran
back �n terror, knelt down, and cr�ed, and soothed, and entreated, t�ll



he grew qu�et from lack of breath: by no means from compunct�on at
d�stress�ng her.

“I shall l�ft h�m on to the settle,” I sa�d, “and he may roll about as he
pleases: we can’t stop to watch h�m. I hope you are sat�sf�ed, M�ss
Cathy, that you are not the person to benef�t h�m; and that h�s
cond�t�on of health �s not occas�oned by attachment to you. Now,
then, there he �s! Come away: as soon as he knows there �s nobody
by to care for h�s nonsense, he’ll be glad to l�e st�ll.”

She placed a cush�on under h�s head, and offered h�m some
water; he rejected the latter, and tossed uneas�ly on the former, as �f
�t were a stone or a block of wood. She tr�ed to put �t more
comfortably.

“I can’t do w�th that,” he sa�d; “�t’s not h�gh enough.”
Cather�ne brought another to lay above �t.
“That’s too h�gh,” murmured the provok�ng th�ng.
“How must I arrange �t, then?” she asked despa�r�ngly.
He tw�ned h�mself up to her, as she half knelt by the settle, and

converted her shoulder �nto a support.
“No, that won’t do,” I sa�d. “You’ll be content w�th the cush�on,

Master Heathcl�ff. M�ss has wasted too much t�me on you already:
we cannot rema�n f�ve m�nutes longer.”

“Yes, yes, we can!” repl�ed Cathy. “He’s good and pat�ent now.
He’s beg�nn�ng to th�nk I shall have far greater m�sery than he w�ll to-
n�ght, �f I bel�eve he �s the worse for my v�s�t: and then I dare not
come aga�n. Tell the truth about �t, L�nton; for I musn’t come, �f 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 �ll when you entered as I am at present—was I?”

“But you’ve made yourself �ll by cry�ng and be�ng �n a pass�on.—I
d�dn’t do �t all,” sa�d h�s cous�n. “However, we’ll be fr�ends now. And
you want me: you would w�sh to see me somet�mes, really?”

“I told you I d�d,” he repl�ed �mpat�ently. “S�t on the settle and let
me lean on your knee. That’s as mamma used to do, whole



afternoons together. S�t qu�te st�ll and don’t talk: but you may s�ng a
song, �f you can s�ng; or you may say a n�ce long �nterest�ng ballad—
one of those you prom�sed to teach me; or a story. I’d rather have a
ballad, though: beg�n.”

Cather�ne repeated the longest she could remember. The
employment pleased both m�ght�ly. L�nton would have another, and
after that another, notw�thstand�ng my strenuous object�ons; and so
they went on unt�l the clock struck twelve, and we heard Hareton �n
the court, return�ng for h�s d�nner.

“And to-morrow, Cather�ne, w�ll you be here to-morrow?” asked
young Heathcl�ff, hold�ng her frock as she rose reluctantly.

“No,” I answered, “nor next day ne�ther.” She, however, gave a
d�fferent response ev�dently, for h�s forehead cleared as she stooped
and wh�spered �n h�s ear.

“You won’t go to-morrow, recollect, M�ss!” I commenced, when we
were out of the house. “You are not dream�ng of �t, are you?”

She sm�led.
“Oh, I’ll take good care,” I cont�nued: “I’ll have that lock mended,

and you can escape by no way else.”
“I can get over the wall,” she sa�d laugh�ng. “The Grange �s not a

pr�son, Ellen, and you are not my gaoler. And bes�des, I’m almost
seventeen: I’m a woman. And I’m certa�n L�nton would recover
qu�ckly �f he had me to look after h�m. I’m older than he �s, you know,
and w�ser: less ch�ld�sh, am I not? And he’ll soon do as I d�rect h�m,
w�th some sl�ght coax�ng. He’s a pretty l�ttle darl�ng when he’s good.
I’d make such a pet of h�m, �f he were m�ne. We should never
quarrel, should we after we were used to each other? Don’t you l�ke
h�m, Ellen?”

“L�ke h�m!” I excla�med. “The worst-tempered b�t of a s�ckly sl�p
that ever struggled �nto �ts teens. Happ�ly, as Mr. Heathcl�ff
conjectured, he’ll not w�n twenty. I doubt whether he’ll see spr�ng,
�ndeed. And small loss to h�s fam�ly whenever he drops off. And
lucky �t �s for us that h�s father took h�m: the k�nder he was treated,
the more ted�ous and self�sh he’d be. I’m glad you have no chance of
hav�ng h�m for a husband, M�ss Cather�ne.”



My compan�on waxed ser�ous at hear�ng th�s speech. To speak of
h�s death so regardlessly wounded her feel�ngs.

“He’s younger than I,” she answered, after a protracted pause of
med�tat�on, “and he ought to l�ve the longest: he w�ll—he must l�ve as
long as I do. He’s as strong now as when he f�rst came �nto the
north; I’m pos�t�ve of that. It’s only a cold that a�ls h�m, the same as
papa has. You say papa w�ll get better, and why shouldn’t he?”

“Well, well,” I cr�ed, “after all, we needn’t trouble ourselves; for
l�sten, M�ss,—and m�nd, I’ll keep my word,—�f you attempt go�ng to
Wuther�ng He�ghts aga�n, w�th or w�thout me, I shall �nform Mr.
L�nton, and, unless he allow �t, the �nt�macy w�th your cous�n must
not be rev�ved.”

“It has been rev�ved,” muttered Cathy, sulk�ly.
“Must not be cont�nued, then,” I sa�d.
“We’ll see,” was her reply, and she set off at a gallop, leav�ng me

to to�l �n the rear.
We both reached home before our d�nner-t�me; my master

supposed we had been wander�ng through the park, and therefore
he demanded no explanat�on of our absence. As soon as I entered I
hastened to change my soaked shoes and stock�ngs; but s�tt�ng such
awh�le at the He�ghts had done the m�sch�ef. On the succeed�ng
morn�ng I was la�d up, and dur�ng three weeks I rema�ned
�ncapac�tated for attend�ng to my dut�es: a calam�ty never
exper�enced pr�or to that per�od, and never, I am thankful to say,
s�nce.

My l�ttle m�stress behaved l�ke an angel �n com�ng to wa�t on me,
and cheer my sol�tude; the conf�nement brought me exceed�ngly low.
It �s wear�some, to a st�rr�ng act�ve body: but few have sl�ghter
reasons for compla�nt than I had. The moment Cather�ne left Mr.
L�nton’s room she appeared at my beds�de. Her day was d�v�ded
between us; no amusement usurped a m�nute: she neglected her
meals, her stud�es, and her play; and she was the fondest nurse that
ever watched. She must have had a warm heart, when she loved her
father so, to g�ve so much to me. I sa�d her days were d�v�ded
between us; but the master ret�red early, and I generally needed
noth�ng after s�x o’clock, thus the even�ng was her own. Poor th�ng! I



never cons�dered what she d�d w�th herself after tea. And though
frequently, when she looked �n to b�d me good-n�ght, I remarked a
fresh colour �n her cheeks and a p�nkness over her slender f�ngers,
�nstead of fancy�ng the l�ne borrowed from a cold r�de across the
moors, I la�d �t to the charge of a hot f�re �n the l�brary.



CHAPTER XXIV

At the close of three weeks I was able to qu�t my chamber and
move about the house. And on the f�rst occas�on of my s�tt�ng up �n
the even�ng I asked Cather�ne to read to me, because my eyes were
weak. We were �n the l�brary, the master hav�ng gone to bed: she
consented, rather unw�ll�ngly, I fanc�ed; and �mag�n�ng my sort of
books d�d not su�t her, I b�d her please herself �n the cho�ce of what
she perused. She selected one of her own favour�tes, and got
forward stead�ly about an hour; then came frequent quest�ons.

“Ellen, are not you t�red? Hadn’t you better l�e down now? You’ll be
s�ck, keep�ng up so long, Ellen.”

“No, no, dear, I’m not t�red,” I returned, cont�nually.
Perce�v�ng me �mmovable, she essayed another method of

show�ng her d�srel�sh for her occupat�on. It changed to yawn�ng, and
stretch�ng, and—

“Ellen, I’m t�red.”
“G�ve over then and talk,” I answered.
That was worse: she fretted and s�ghed, and looked at her watch

t�ll e�ght, and f�nally went to her room, completely overdone w�th
sleep; judg�ng by her peev�sh, heavy look, and the constant rubb�ng
she �nfl�cted on her eyes. The follow�ng n�ght she seemed more
�mpat�ent st�ll; and on the th�rd from recover�ng my company she
compla�ned of a headache, and left me. I thought her conduct odd;
and hav�ng rema�ned alone a long wh�le, I resolved on go�ng and
�nqu�r�ng whether she were better, and ask�ng her to come and l�e on
the sofa, �nstead of upsta�rs �n the dark. No Cather�ne could I
d�scover upsta�rs, and none below. The servants aff�rmed they had
not seen her. I l�stened at Mr. Edgar’s door; all was s�lence. I



returned to her apartment, ext�ngu�shed my candle, and seated
myself �n the w�ndow.

The moon shone br�ght; a spr�nkl�ng of snow covered the ground,
and I reflected that she m�ght, poss�bly, have taken �t �nto her head to
walk about the garden, for refreshment. I d�d detect a f�gure creep�ng
along the �nner fence of the park; but �t was not my young m�stress:
on �ts emerg�ng �nto the l�ght, I recogn�sed one of the grooms. He
stood a cons�derable per�od, v�ew�ng the carr�age-road through the
grounds; then started off at a br�sk pace, as �f he had detected
someth�ng, and reappeared presently, lead�ng M�ss’s pony; and
there she was, just d�smounted, and walk�ng by �ts s�de. The man
took h�s charge stealth�ly across the grass towards the stable. Cathy
entered by the casement-w�ndow of the draw�ng-room, and gl�ded
no�selessly up to where I awa�ted her. She put the door gently too,
sl�pped off her snowy shoes, unt�ed her hat, and was proceed�ng,
unconsc�ous of my esp�onage, to lay as�de her mantle, when I
suddenly rose and revealed myself. The surpr�se petr�f�ed her an
�nstant: she uttered an �nart�culate exclamat�on, and stood f�xed.

“My dear M�ss Cather�ne,” I began, too v�v�dly �mpressed by her
recent k�ndness to break �nto a scold, “where have you been r�d�ng
out at th�s hour? And why should you try to dece�ve me by tell�ng a
tale? Where have you been? Speak!”

“To the bottom of the park,” she stammered. “I d�dn’t tell a tale.”
“And nowhere else?” I demanded.
“No,” was the muttered reply.
“Oh, Cather�ne!” I cr�ed, sorrowfully. “You know you have been

do�ng wrong, or you wouldn’t be dr�ven to utter�ng an untruth to me.
That does gr�eve me. I’d rather be three months �ll, than hear you
frame a del�berate l�e.”

She sprang forward, and burst�ng �nto tears, threw her arms round
my neck.

“Well, Ellen, I’m so afra�d of you be�ng angry,” she sa�d. “Prom�se
not to be angry, and you shall know the very truth: I hate to h�de �t.”

We sat down �n the w�ndow-seat; I assured her I would not scold,
whatever her secret m�ght be, and I guessed �t, of course; so she



commenced—
“I’ve been to Wuther�ng He�ghts, Ellen, and I’ve never m�ssed

go�ng a day s�nce you fell �ll; except thr�ce before, and tw�ce after you
left your room. I gave M�chael books and p�ctures to prepare M�nny
every even�ng, and to put her back �n the stable: you mustn’t scold
h�m e�ther, m�nd. I was at the He�ghts by half-past s�x, and generally
stayed t�ll half-past e�ght, and then galloped home. It was not to
amuse myself that I went: I was often wretched all the t�me. Now and
then I was happy: once �n a week perhaps. At f�rst, I expected there
would be sad work persuad�ng you to let me keep my word to L�nton:
for I had engaged to call aga�n next day, when we qu�tted h�m; but,
as you stayed upsta�rs on the morrow, I escaped that trouble. Wh�le
M�chael was refasten�ng the lock of the park door �n the afternoon, I
got possess�on of the key, and told h�m how my cous�n w�shed me to
v�s�t h�m, because he was s�ck, and couldn’t come to the Grange;
and how papa would object to my go�ng: and then I negot�ated w�th
h�m about the pony. He �s fond of read�ng, and he th�nks of leav�ng
soon to get marr�ed; so he offered, �f I would lend h�m books out of
the l�brary, to do what I w�shed: but I preferred g�v�ng h�m my own,
and that sat�sf�ed h�m better.

“On my second v�s�t L�nton seemed �n l�vely sp�r�ts; and Z�llah (that
�s the�r housekeeper) made us a clean room and a good f�re, and
told us that, as Joseph was out at a prayer-meet�ng and Hareton
Earnshaw was off w�th h�s dogs—robb�ng our woods of pheasants,
as I heard afterwards—we m�ght do what we l�ked. She brought me
some warm w�ne and g�ngerbread, and appeared exceed�ngly good-
natured, and L�nton sat �n the arm-cha�r, and I �n the l�ttle rock�ng
cha�r on the hearth-stone, and we laughed and talked so merr�ly, and
found so much to say: we planned where we would go, and what we
would do �n summer. I needn’t repeat that, because you would call �t
s�lly.

“One t�me, however, we were near quarrell�ng. He sa�d the
pleasantest manner of spend�ng a hot July day was ly�ng from
morn�ng t�ll even�ng on a bank of heath �n the m�ddle of the moors,
w�th the bees humm�ng dream�ly about among the bloom, and the
larks s�ng�ng h�gh up overhead, and the blue sky and br�ght sun



sh�n�ng stead�ly and cloudlessly. That was h�s most perfect �dea of
heaven’s happ�ness: m�ne was rock�ng �n a rustl�ng green tree, w�th a
west w�nd blow�ng, and br�ght wh�te clouds fl�tt�ng rap�dly above; and
not only larks, but throstles, and blackb�rds, and l�nnets, and cuckoos
pour�ng out mus�c on every s�de, and the moors seen at a d�stance,
broken �nto cool dusky dells; but close by great swells of long grass
undulat�ng �n waves to the breeze; and woods and sound�ng water,
and the whole world awake and w�ld w�th joy. He wanted all to l�e �n
an ecstasy of peace; I wanted all to sparkle and dance �n a glor�ous
jub�lee. I sa�d h�s heaven would be only half al�ve; and he sa�d m�ne
would be drunk: I sa�d I should fall asleep �n h�s; and he sa�d he
could not breathe �n m�ne, and began to grow very snapp�sh. At last,
we agreed to try both, as soon as the r�ght weather came; and then
we k�ssed each other and were fr�ends.

“After s�tt�ng st�ll an hour, I looked at the great room w�th �ts smooth
uncarpeted floor, and thought how n�ce �t would be to play �n, �f we
removed the table; and I asked L�nton to call Z�llah �n to help us, and
we’d have a game at bl�ndman’s-buff; she should try to catch us: you
used to, you know, Ellen. He wouldn’t: there was no pleasure �n �t, he
sa�d; but he consented to play at ball w�th me. We found two �n a
cupboard, among a heap of old toys, tops, and hoops, and
battledores and shuttlecocks. One was marked C., and the other H.;
I w�shed to have the C., because that stood for Cather�ne, and the H.
m�ght be for Heathcl�ff, h�s name; but the bran came out of H., and
L�nton d�dn’t l�ke �t. I beat h�m constantly: and he got cross aga�n,
and coughed, and returned to h�s cha�r. That n�ght, though, he eas�ly
recovered h�s good humour: he was charmed w�th two or three pretty
songs—your songs, Ellen; and when I was obl�ged to go, he begged
and entreated me to come the follow�ng even�ng; and I prom�sed.
M�nny and I went fly�ng home as l�ght as a�r; and I dreamt of
Wuther�ng He�ghts and my sweet, darl�ng cous�n, t�ll morn�ng.

“On the morrow I was sad; partly because you were poorly, and
partly that I w�shed my father knew, and approved of my excurs�ons:
but �t was beaut�ful moonl�ght after tea; and, as I rode on, the gloom
cleared. I shall have another happy even�ng, I thought to myself; and
what del�ghts me more, my pretty L�nton w�ll. I trotted up the�r
garden, and was turn�ng round to the back, when that fellow



Earnshaw met me, took my br�dle, and b�d me go �n by the front
entrance. He patted M�nny’s neck, and sa�d she was a bonny beast,
and appeared as �f he wanted me to speak to h�m. I only told h�m to
leave my horse alone, or else �t would k�ck h�m. He answered �n h�s
vulgar accent, ‘It wouldn’t do m�tch hurt �f �t d�d;’ and surveyed �ts
legs w�th a sm�le. I was half �ncl�ned to make �t try; however, he
moved off to open the door, and, as he ra�sed the latch, he looked up
to the �nscr�pt�on above, and sa�d, w�th a stup�d m�xture of
awkwardness and elat�on: ‘M�ss Cather�ne! I can read yon, now.’

“‘Wonderful,’ I excla�med. ‘Pray let us hear you—you are grown
clever!’

“He spelt, and drawled over by syllables, the name—‘Hareton
Earnshaw.’

“‘And the f�gures?’ I cr�ed, encourag�ngly, perce�v�ng that he came
to a dead halt.

“‘I cannot tell them yet,’ he answered.
“‘Oh, you dunce!’ I sa�d, laugh�ng heart�ly at h�s fa�lure.
“The fool stared, w�th a gr�n hover�ng about h�s l�ps, and a scowl

gather�ng over h�s eyes, as �f uncerta�n whether he m�ght not jo�n �n
my m�rth: whether �t were not pleasant fam�l�ar�ty, or what �t really
was, contempt. I settled h�s doubts, by suddenly retr�ev�ng my grav�ty
and des�r�ng h�m to walk away, for I came to see L�nton, not h�m. He
reddened—I saw that by the moonl�ght—dropped h�s hand from the
latch, and skulked off, a p�cture of mort�f�ed van�ty. He �mag�ned
h�mself to be as accompl�shed as L�nton, I suppose, because he
could spell h�s own name; and was marvellously d�scomf�ted that I
d�dn’t th�nk the same.”

“Stop, M�ss Cather�ne, dear!”—I �nterrupted. “I shall not scold, but I
don’t l�ke your conduct there. If you had remembered that Hareton
was your cous�n as much as Master Heathcl�ff, you would have felt
how �mproper �t was to behave �n that way. At least, �t was
pra�seworthy amb�t�on for h�m to des�re to be as accompl�shed as
L�nton; and probably he d�d not learn merely to show off: you had
made h�m ashamed of h�s �gnorance before, I have no doubt; and he
w�shed to remedy �t and please you. To sneer at h�s �mperfect
attempt was very bad breed�ng. Had you been brought up �n h�s



c�rcumstances, would you be less rude? He was as qu�ck and as
�ntell�gent a ch�ld as ever you were; and I’m hurt that he should be
desp�sed now, because that base Heathcl�ff has treated h�m so
unjustly.”

“Well, Ellen, you won’t cry about �t, w�ll you?” she excla�med,
surpr�sed at my earnestness. “But wa�t, and you shall hear �f he
conned h�s A B C to please me; and �f �t were worth wh�le be�ng c�v�l
to the brute. I entered; L�nton was ly�ng on the settle, and half got up
to welcome me.

“‘I’m �ll to-n�ght, Cather�ne, love,’ he sa�d; ‘and you must have all
the talk, and let me l�sten. Come, and s�t by me. I was sure you
wouldn’t break your word, and I’ll make you prom�se aga�n, before
you go.’

“I knew now that I mustn’t tease h�m, as he was �ll; and I spoke
softly and put no quest�ons, and avo�ded �rr�tat�ng h�m �n any way. I
had brought some of my n�cest books for h�m: he asked me to read a
l�ttle of one, and I was about to comply, when Earnshaw burst the
door open: hav�ng gathered venom w�th reflect�on. He advanced
d�rect to us, se�zed L�nton by the arm, and swung h�m off the seat.

“‘Get to thy own room!’ he sa�d, �n a vo�ce almost �nart�culate w�th
pass�on; and h�s face looked swelled and fur�ous. ‘Take her there �f
she comes to see thee: thou shalln’t keep me out of th�s. Begone w�’
ye both!’

“He swore at us, and left L�nton no t�me to answer, nearly throw�ng
h�m �nto the k�tchen; and he clenched h�s f�st as I followed, seem�ngly
long�ng to knock me down. I was afra�d for a moment, and I let one
volume fall; he k�cked �t after me, and shut us out. I heard a
mal�gnant, crackly laugh by the f�re, and turn�ng, beheld that od�ous
Joseph stand�ng rubb�ng h�s bony hands, and qu�ver�ng.

“‘I wer sure he’d sarve ye out! He’s a grand lad! He’s getten t’
ra�ght sperr�t �n h�m! He knaws—ay, he knaws, as weel as I do, who
sud be t’ ma�ster yonder—Ech, ech, ech! He made ye sk�ft properly!
Ech, ech, ech!’

“‘Where must we go?’ I asked of my cous�n, d�sregard�ng the old
wretch’s mockery.



“L�nton was wh�te and trembl�ng. He was not pretty then, Ellen: oh,
no! he looked fr�ghtful; for h�s th�n face and large eyes were wrought
�nto an express�on of frant�c, powerless fury. He grasped the handle
of the door, and shook �t: �t was fastened �ns�de.

“‘If you don’t let me �n, I’ll k�ll you!—If you don’t let me �n, I’ll k�ll
you!’ he rather shr�eked than sa�d. ‘Dev�l! dev�l!—I’ll k�ll you—I’ll k�ll
you!’

Joseph uttered h�s croak�ng laugh aga�n.
“‘Thear, that’s t’ father!’ he cr�ed. ‘That’s father! We’ve allas

summut o’ e�ther s�de �n us. N�ver heed, Hareton, lad—dunnut be
’feard—he cannot get at thee!’

“I took hold of L�nton’s hands, and tr�ed to pull h�m away; but he
shr�eked so shock�ngly that I dared not proceed. At last h�s cr�es
were choked by a dreadful f�t of cough�ng; blood gushed from h�s
mouth, and he fell on the ground. I ran �nto the yard, s�ck w�th terror;
and called for Z�llah, as loud as I could. She soon heard me: she was
m�lk�ng the cows �n a shed beh�nd the barn, and hurry�ng from her
work, she �nqu�red what there was to do? I hadn’t breath to expla�n;
dragg�ng her �n, I looked about for L�nton. Earnshaw had come out to
exam�ne the m�sch�ef he had caused, and he was then convey�ng
the poor th�ng upsta�rs. Z�llah and I ascended after h�m; but he
stopped me at the top of the steps, and sa�d I shouldn’t go �n: I must
go home. I excla�med that he had k�lled L�nton, and I would enter.
Joseph locked the door, and declared I should do ‘no s�ch stuff,’ and
asked me whether I were ‘bahn to be as mad as h�m.’ I stood cry�ng
t�ll the housekeeper reappeared. She aff�rmed he would be better �n
a b�t, but he couldn’t do w�th that shr�ek�ng and d�n; and she took me,
and nearly carr�ed me �nto the house.

“Ellen, I was ready to tear my ha�r off my head! I sobbed and wept
so that my eyes were almost bl�nd; and the ruff�an you have such
sympathy w�th stood oppos�te: presum�ng every now and then to b�d
me ‘w�sht,’ and deny�ng that �t was h�s fault; and, f�nally, fr�ghtened by
my assert�ons that I would tell papa, and that he should be put �n
pr�son and hanged, he commenced blubber�ng h�mself, and hurr�ed
out to h�de h�s cowardly ag�tat�on. St�ll, I was not r�d of h�m: when at
length they compelled me to depart, and I had got some hundred



yards off the prem�ses, he suddenly �ssued from the shadow of the
road-s�de, and checked M�nny and took hold of me.

“‘M�ss Cather�ne, I’m �ll gr�eved,’ he began, ‘but �t’s rayther too bad
—’

“I gave h�m a cut w�th my wh�p, th�nk�ng perhaps he would murder
me. He let go, thunder�ng one of h�s horr�d curses, and I galloped
home more than half out of my senses.

“I d�dn’t b�d you good-n�ght that even�ng, and I d�dn’t go to
Wuther�ng He�ghts the next: I w�shed to go exceed�ngly; but I was
strangely exc�ted, and dreaded to hear that L�nton was dead,
somet�mes; and somet�mes shuddered at the thought of
encounter�ng Hareton. On the th�rd day I took courage: at least, I
couldn’t bear longer suspense, and stole off once more. I went at f�ve
o’clock, and walked; fancy�ng I m�ght manage to creep �nto the
house, and up to L�nton’s room, unobserved. However, the dogs
gave not�ce of my approach. Z�llah rece�ved me, and say�ng ‘the lad
was mend�ng n�cely,’ showed me �nto a small, t�dy, carpeted
apartment, where, to my �nexpress�ble joy, I beheld L�nton la�d on a
l�ttle sofa, read�ng one of my books. But he would ne�ther speak to
me nor look at me, through a whole hour, Ellen: he has such an
unhappy temper. And what qu�te confounded me, when he d�d open
h�s mouth, �t was to utter the falsehood that I had occas�oned the
uproar, and Hareton was not to blame! Unable to reply, except
pass�onately, I got up and walked from the room. He sent after me a
fa�nt ‘Cather�ne!’ He d�d not reckon on be�ng answered so: but I
wouldn’t turn back; and the morrow was the second day on wh�ch I
stayed at home, nearly determ�ned to v�s�t h�m no more. But �t was
so m�serable go�ng to bed and gett�ng up, and never hear�ng
anyth�ng about h�m, that my resolut�on melted �nto a�r before �t was
properly formed. It had appeared wrong to take the journey once;
now �t seemed wrong to refra�n. M�chael came to ask �f he must
saddle M�nny; I sa�d ‘Yes,’ and cons�dered myself do�ng a duty as
she bore me over the h�lls. I was forced to pass the front w�ndows to
get to the court: �t was no use try�ng to conceal my presence.

“‘Young master �s �n the house,’ sa�d Z�llah, as she saw me mak�ng
for the parlour. I went �n; Earnshaw was there also, but he qu�tted the



room d�rectly. L�nton sat �n the great arm-cha�r half asleep; walk�ng
up to the f�re, I began �n a ser�ous tone, partly mean�ng �t to be true—

“‘As you don’t l�ke me, L�nton, and as you th�nk I come on purpose
to hurt you, and pretend that I do so every t�me, th�s �s our last
meet�ng: let us say good-bye; and tell Mr. Heathcl�ff that you have no
w�sh to see me, and that he mustn’t �nvent any more falsehoods on
the subject.’

“‘S�t down and take your hat off, Cather�ne,’ he answered. ‘You are
so much happ�er than I am, you ought to be better. Papa talks
enough of my defects, and shows enough scorn of me, to make �t
natural I should doubt myself. I doubt whether I am not altogether as
worthless as he calls me, frequently; and then I feel so cross and
b�tter, I hate everybody! I am worthless, and bad �n temper, and bad
�n sp�r�t, almost always; and, �f you choose, you may say good-bye:
you’ll get r�d of an annoyance. Only, Cather�ne, do me th�s just�ce:
bel�eve that �f I m�ght be as sweet, and as k�nd, and as good as you
are, I would be; as w�ll�ngly, and more so, than as happy and as
healthy. And bel�eve that your k�ndness has made me love you
deeper than �f I deserved your love: and though I couldn’t, and
cannot help show�ng my nature to you, I regret �t and repent �t; and
shall regret and repent �t t�ll I d�e!’

“I felt he spoke the truth; and I felt I must forg�ve h�m: and, though
we should quarrel the next moment, I must forg�ve h�m aga�n. We
were reconc�led; but we cr�ed, both of us, the whole t�me I stayed:
not ent�rely for sorrow; yet I was sorry L�nton had that d�storted
nature. He’ll never let h�s fr�ends be at ease, and he’ll never be at
ease h�mself! I have always gone to h�s l�ttle parlour, s�nce that n�ght;
because h�s father returned the day after.

“About three t�mes, I th�nk, we have been merry and hopeful, as
we were the f�rst even�ng; the rest of my v�s�ts were dreary and
troubled: now w�th h�s self�shness and sp�te, and now w�th h�s
suffer�ngs: but I’ve learned to endure the former w�th nearly as l�ttle
resentment as the latter. Mr. Heathcl�ff purposely avo�ds me: I have
hardly seen h�m at all. Last Sunday, �ndeed, com�ng earl�er than
usual, I heard h�m abus�ng poor L�nton cruelly for h�s conduct of the
n�ght before. I can’t tell how he knew of �t, unless he l�stened. L�nton



had certa�nly behaved provok�ngly: however, �t was the bus�ness of
nobody but me, and I �nterrupted Mr. Heathcl�ff’s lecture by enter�ng
and tell�ng h�m so. He burst �nto a laugh, and went away, say�ng he
was glad I took that v�ew of the matter. S�nce then, I’ve told L�nton he
must wh�sper h�s b�tter th�ngs. Now, Ellen, you have heard all. I can’t
be prevented from go�ng to Wuther�ng He�ghts, except by �nfl�ct�ng
m�sery on two people; whereas, �f you’ll only not tell papa, my go�ng
need d�sturb the tranqu�ll�ty of none. You’ll not tell, w�ll you? It w�ll be
very heartless, �f you do.”

“I’ll make up my m�nd on that po�nt by to-morrow, M�ss Cather�ne,”
I repl�ed. “It requ�res some study; and so I’ll leave you to your rest,
and go th�nk �t over.”

I thought �t over aloud, �n my master’s presence; walk�ng stra�ght
from her room to h�s, and relat�ng the whole story: w�th the except�on
of her conversat�ons w�th her cous�n, and any ment�on of Hareton.
Mr. L�nton was alarmed and d�stressed, more than he would
acknowledge to me. In the morn�ng, Cather�ne learnt my betrayal of
her conf�dence, and she learnt also that her secret v�s�ts were to end.
In va�n she wept and wr�thed aga�nst the �nterd�ct, and �mplored her
father to have p�ty on L�nton: all she got to comfort her was a
prom�se that he would wr�te and g�ve h�m leave to come to the
Grange when he pleased; but expla�n�ng that he must no longer
expect to see Cather�ne at Wuther�ng He�ghts. Perhaps, had he
been aware of h�s nephew’s d�spos�t�on and state of health, he would
have seen f�t to w�thhold even that sl�ght consolat�on.



CHAPTER XXV

“These th�ngs happened last w�nter, s�r,” sa�d Mrs. Dean; “hardly
more than a year ago. Last w�nter, I d�d not th�nk, at another twelve
months’ end, I should be amus�ng a stranger to the fam�ly w�th
relat�ng them! Yet, who knows how long you’ll be a stranger? You’re
too young to rest always contented, l�v�ng by yourself; and I some
way fancy no one could see Cather�ne L�nton and not love her. You
sm�le; but why do you look so l�vely and �nterested when I talk about
her? and why have you asked me to hang her p�cture over your
f�replace? and why—?”

“Stop, my good fr�end!” I cr�ed. “It may be very poss�ble that I
should love her; but would she love me? I doubt �t too much to
venture my tranqu�ll�ty by runn�ng �nto temptat�on: and then my home
�s not here. I’m of the busy world, and to �ts arms I must return. Go
on. Was Cather�ne obed�ent to her father’s commands?”

“She was,” cont�nued the housekeeper. “Her affect�on for h�m was
st�ll the ch�ef sent�ment �n her heart; and he spoke w�thout anger: he
spoke �n the deep tenderness of one about to leave h�s treasure
am�d per�ls and foes, where h�s remembered words would be the
only a�d that he could bequeath to gu�de her. He sa�d to me, a few
days afterwards, ‘I w�sh my nephew would wr�te, Ellen, or call. Tell
me, s�ncerely, what you th�nk of h�m: �s he changed for the better, or
�s there a prospect of �mprovement, as he grows a man?’

“‘He’s very del�cate, s�r,’ I repl�ed; ‘and scarcely l�kely to reach
manhood: but th�s I can say, he does not resemble h�s father; and �f
M�ss Cather�ne had the m�sfortune to marry h�m, he would not be
beyond her control: unless she were extremely and fool�shly
�ndulgent. However, master, you’ll have plenty of t�me to get



acqua�nted w�th h�m and see whether he would su�t her: �t wants four
years and more to h�s be�ng of age.’”

Edgar s�ghed; and, walk�ng to the w�ndow, looked out towards
G�mmerton K�rk. It was a m�sty afternoon, but the February sun
shone d�mly, and we could just d�st�ngu�sh the two f�r-trees �n the
yard, and the sparely-scattered gravestones.

“I’ve prayed often,” he half sol�loqu�sed, “for the approach of what
�s com�ng; and now I beg�n to shr�nk, and fear �t. I thought the
memory of the hour I came down that glen a br�degroom would be
less sweet than the ant�c�pat�on that I was soon, �n a few months, or,
poss�bly, weeks, to be carr�ed up, and la�d �n �ts lonely hollow! Ellen,
I’ve been very happy w�th my l�ttle Cathy: through w�nter n�ghts and
summer days she was a l�v�ng hope at my s�de. But I’ve been as
happy mus�ng by myself among those stones, under that old church:
ly�ng, through the long June even�ngs, on the green mound of her
mother’s grave, and w�sh�ng—yearn�ng for the t�me when I m�ght l�e
beneath �t. What can I do for Cathy? How must I qu�t her? I’d not
care one moment for L�nton be�ng Heathcl�ff’s son; nor for h�s tak�ng
her from me, �f he could console her for my loss. I’d not care that
Heathcl�ff ga�ned h�s ends, and tr�umphed �n robb�ng me of my last
bless�ng! But should L�nton be unworthy—only a feeble tool to h�s
father—I cannot abandon her to h�m! And, hard though �t be to crush
her buoyant sp�r�t, I must persevere �n mak�ng her sad wh�le I l�ve,
and leav�ng her sol�tary when I d�e. Darl�ng! I’d rather res�gn her to
God, and lay her �n the earth before me.”

“Res�gn her to God as �t �s, s�r,” I answered, “and �f we should lose
you—wh�ch may He forb�d—under H�s prov�dence, I’ll stand her
fr�end and counsellor to the last. M�ss Cather�ne �s a good g�rl: I don’t
fear that she w�ll go w�lfully wrong; and people who do the�r duty are
always f�nally rewarded.”

Spr�ng advanced; yet my master gathered no real strength, though
he resumed h�s walks �n the grounds w�th h�s daughter. To her
�nexper�enced not�ons, th�s �tself was a s�gn of convalescence; and
then h�s cheek was often flushed, and h�s eyes were br�ght; she felt
sure of h�s recover�ng. On her seventeenth b�rthday, he d�d not v�s�t



the churchyard: �t was ra�n�ng, and I observed—“You’ll surely not go
out to-n�ght, s�r?”

He answered,—“No, I’ll defer �t th�s year a l�ttle longer.” He wrote
aga�n to L�nton, express�ng h�s great des�re to see h�m; and, had the
�nval�d been presentable, I’ve no doubt h�s father would have
perm�tted h�m to come. As �t was, be�ng �nstructed, he returned an
answer, �nt�mat�ng that Mr. Heathcl�ff objected to h�s call�ng at the
Grange; but h�s uncle’s k�nd remembrance del�ghted h�m, and he
hoped to meet h�m somet�mes �n h�s rambles, and personally to
pet�t�on that h�s cous�n and he m�ght not rema�n long so utterly
d�v�ded.

That part of h�s letter was s�mple, and probably h�s own. Heathcl�ff
knew he could plead eloquently for Cather�ne’s company, then.

“I do not ask,” he sa�d, “that she may v�s�t here; but am I never to
see her, because my father forb�ds me to go to her home, and you
forb�d her to come to m�ne? Do, now and then, r�de w�th her towards
the He�ghts; and let us exchange a few words, �n your presence! We
have done noth�ng to deserve th�s separat�on; and you are not angry
w�th me: you have no reason to d�sl�ke me, you allow, yourself. Dear
uncle! send me a k�nd note to-morrow, and leave to jo�n you
anywhere you please, except at Thrushcross Grange. I bel�eve an
�nterv�ew would conv�nce you that my father’s character �s not m�ne:
he aff�rms I am more your nephew than h�s son; and though I have
faults wh�ch render me unworthy of Cather�ne, she has excused
them, and for her sake, you should also. You �nqu�re after my health
—�t �s better; but wh�le I rema�n cut off from all hope, and doomed to
sol�tude, or the soc�ety of those who never d�d and never w�ll l�ke me,
how can I be cheerful and well?”

Edgar, though he felt for the boy, could not consent to grant h�s
request; because he could not accompany Cather�ne. He sa�d, �n
summer, perhaps, they m�ght meet: meant�me, he w�shed h�m to
cont�nue wr�t�ng at �ntervals, and engaged to g�ve h�m what adv�ce
and comfort he was able by letter; be�ng well aware of h�s hard
pos�t�on �n h�s fam�ly. L�nton compl�ed; and had he been
unrestra�ned, would probably have spo�led all by f�ll�ng h�s ep�stles
w�th compla�nts and lamentat�ons: but h�s father kept a sharp watch



over h�m; and, of course, �ns�sted on every l�ne that my master sent
be�ng shown; so, �nstead of penn�ng h�s pecul�ar personal suffer�ngs
and d�stresses, the themes constantly uppermost �n h�s thoughts, he
harped on the cruel obl�gat�on of be�ng held asunder from h�s fr�end
and love; and gently �nt�mated that Mr. L�nton must allow an �nterv�ew
soon, or he should fear he was purposely dece�v�ng h�m w�th empty
prom�ses.

Cathy was a powerful ally at home; and between them they at
length persuaded my master to acqu�esce �n the�r hav�ng a r�de or a
walk together about once a week, under my guard�ansh�p, and on
the moors nearest the Grange: for June found h�m st�ll decl�n�ng.
Though he had set as�de yearly a port�on of h�s �ncome for my young
lady’s fortune, he had a natural des�re that she m�ght reta�n—or at
least return �n a short t�me to—the house of her ancestors; and he
cons�dered her only prospect of do�ng that was by a un�on w�th h�s
he�r; he had no �dea that the latter was fa�l�ng almost as fast as
h�mself; nor had any one, I bel�eve: no doctor v�s�ted the He�ghts,
and no one saw Master Heathcl�ff to make report of h�s cond�t�on
among us. I, for my part, began to fancy my forebod�ngs were false,
and that he must be actually rally�ng, when he ment�oned r�d�ng and
walk�ng on the moors, and seemed so earnest �n pursu�ng h�s object.
I could not p�cture a father treat�ng a dy�ng ch�ld as tyrann�cally and
w�ckedly as I afterwards learned Heathcl�ff had treated h�m, to
compel th�s apparent eagerness: h�s efforts redoubl�ng the more
�mm�nently h�s avar�c�ous and unfeel�ng plans were threatened w�th
defeat by death.



CHAPTER XXVI

Summer was already past �ts pr�me, when Edgar reluctantly
y�elded h�s assent to the�r entreat�es, and Cather�ne and I set out on
our f�rst r�de to jo�n her cous�n. It was a close, sultry day: devo�d of
sunsh�ne, but w�th a sky too dappled and hazy to threaten ra�n: and
our place of meet�ng had been f�xed at the gu�de-stone, by the cross-
roads. On arr�v�ng there, however, a l�ttle herd-boy, despatched as a
messenger, told us that,—“Ma�ster L�nton wer just o’ th�s s�de th’
He�ghts: and he’d be m�tch obleeged to us to gang on a b�t further.”

“Then Master L�nton has forgot the f�rst �njunct�on of h�s uncle,” I
observed: “he b�d us keep on the Grange land, and here we are off
at once.”

“Well, we’ll turn our horses’ heads round when we reach h�m,”
answered my compan�on; “our excurs�on shall l�e towards home.”

But when we reached h�m, and that was scarcely a quarter of a
m�le from h�s own door, we found he had no horse; and we were
forced to d�smount, and leave ours to graze. He lay on the heath,
awa�t�ng our approach, and d�d not r�se t�ll we came w�th�n a few
yards. Then he walked so feebly, and looked so pale, that I
�mmed�ately excla�med,—“Why, Master Heathcl�ff, you are not f�t for
enjoy�ng a ramble th�s morn�ng. How �ll you do look!”

Cather�ne surveyed h�m w�th gr�ef and aston�shment: she changed
the ejaculat�on of joy on her l�ps to one of alarm; and the
congratulat�on on the�r long-postponed meet�ng to an anx�ous
�nqu�ry, whether he were worse than usual?

“No—better—better!” he panted, trembl�ng, and reta�n�ng her hand
as �f he needed �ts support, wh�le h�s large blue eyes wandered



t�m�dly over her; the hollowness round them transform�ng to haggard
w�ldness the langu�d express�on they once possessed.

“But you have been worse,” pers�sted h�s cous�n; “worse than
when I saw you last; you are th�nner, and—”

“I’m t�red,” he �nterrupted, hurr�edly. “It �s too hot for walk�ng, let us
rest here. And, �n the morn�ng, I often feel s�ck—papa says I grow so
fast.”

Badly sat�sf�ed, Cathy sat down, and he recl�ned bes�de her.
“Th�s �s someth�ng l�ke your parad�se,” sa�d she, mak�ng an effort

at cheerfulness. “You recollect the two days we agreed to spend �n
the place and way each thought pleasantest? Th�s �s nearly yours,
only there are clouds; but then they are so soft and mellow: �t �s n�cer
than sunsh�ne. Next week, �f you can, we’ll r�de down to the Grange
Park, and try m�ne.”

L�nton d�d not appear to remember what she talked of and he had
ev�dently great d�ff�culty �n susta�n�ng any k�nd of conversat�on. H�s
lack of �nterest �n the subjects she started, and h�s equal �ncapac�ty
to contr�bute to her enterta�nment, were so obv�ous that she could
not conceal her d�sappo�ntment. An �ndef�n�te alterat�on had come
over h�s whole person and manner. The pett�shness that m�ght be
caressed �nto fondness, had y�elded to a l�stless apathy; there was
less of the peev�sh temper of a ch�ld wh�ch frets and teases on
purpose to be soothed, and more of the self-absorbed moroseness
of a conf�rmed �nval�d, repell�ng consolat�on, and ready to regard the
good-humoured m�rth of others as an �nsult. Cather�ne perce�ved, as
well as I d�d, that he held �t rather a pun�shment, than a grat�f�cat�on,
to endure our company; and she made no scruple of propos�ng,
presently, to depart. That proposal, unexpectedly, roused L�nton from
h�s lethargy, and threw h�m �nto a strange state of ag�tat�on. He
glanced fearfully towards the He�ghts, begg�ng she would rema�n
another half-hour, at least.

“But I th�nk,” sa�d Cathy, “you’d be more comfortable at home than
s�tt�ng here; and I cannot amuse you to-day, I see, by my tales, and
songs, and chatter: you have grown w�ser than I, �n these s�x
months; you have l�ttle taste for my d�vers�ons now: or else, �f I could
amuse you, I’d w�ll�ngly stay.”



“Stay to rest yourself,” he repl�ed. “And, Cather�ne, don’t th�nk or
say that I’m very unwell: �t �s the heavy weather and heat that make
me dull; and I walked about, before you came, a great deal for me.
Tell uncle I’m �n tolerable health, w�ll you?”

“I’ll tell h�m that you say so, L�nton. I couldn’t aff�rm that you are,”
observed my young lady, wonder�ng at h�s pert�nac�ous assert�on of
what was ev�dently an untruth.

“And be here aga�n next Thursday,” cont�nued he, shunn�ng her
puzzled gaze. “And g�ve h�m my thanks for perm�tt�ng you to come—
my best thanks, Cather�ne. And—and, �f you d�d meet my father, and
he asked you about me, don’t lead h�m to suppose that I’ve been
extremely s�lent and stup�d: don’t look sad and downcast, as you are
do�ng—he’ll be angry.”

“I care noth�ng for h�s anger,” excla�med Cathy, �mag�n�ng she
would be �ts object.

“But I do,” sa�d her cous�n, shudder�ng. “Don’t provoke h�m aga�nst
me, Cather�ne, for he �s very hard.”

“Is he severe to you, Master Heathcl�ff?” I �nqu�red. “Has he grown
weary of �ndulgence, and passed from pass�ve to act�ve hatred?”

L�nton looked at me, but d�d not answer; and, after keep�ng her
seat by h�s s�de another ten m�nutes, dur�ng wh�ch h�s head fell
drows�ly on h�s breast, and he uttered noth�ng except suppressed
moans of exhaust�on or pa�n, Cathy began to seek solace �n look�ng
for b�lberr�es, and shar�ng the produce of her researches w�th me:
she d�d not offer them to h�m, for she saw further not�ce would only
weary and annoy.

“Is �t half-an-hour now, Ellen?” she wh�spered �n my ear, at last. “I
can’t tell why we should stay. He’s asleep, and papa w�ll be want�ng
us back.”

“Well, we must not leave h�m asleep,” I answered; “wa�t t�ll he
wakes, and be pat�ent. You were m�ghty eager to set off, but your
long�ng to see poor L�nton has soon evaporated!”

“Why d�d he w�sh to see me?” returned Cather�ne. “In h�s crossest
humours, formerly, I l�ked h�m better than I do �n h�s present cur�ous
mood. It’s just as �f �t were a task he was compelled to perform—th�s



�nterv�ew—for fear h�s father should scold h�m. But I’m hardly go�ng
to come to g�ve Mr. Heathcl�ff pleasure; whatever reason he may
have for order�ng L�nton to undergo th�s penance. And, though I’m
glad he’s better �n health, I’m sorry he’s so much less pleasant, and
so much less affect�onate to me.”

“You th�nk he �s better �n health, then?” I sa�d.
“Yes,” she answered; “because he always made such a great deal

of h�s suffer�ngs, you know. He �s not tolerably well, as he told me to
tell papa; but he’s better, very l�kely.”

“There you d�ffer w�th me, M�ss Cathy,” I remarked; “I should
conjecture h�m to be far worse.”

L�nton here started from h�s slumber �n bew�ldered terror, and
asked �f any one had called h�s name.

“No,” sa�d Cather�ne; “unless �n dreams. I cannot conce�ve how
you manage to doze out of doors, �n the morn�ng.”

“I thought I heard my father,” he gasped, glanc�ng up to the
frown�ng nab above us. “You are sure nobody spoke?”

“Qu�te sure,” repl�ed h�s cous�n. “Only Ellen and I were d�sput�ng
concern�ng your health. Are you truly stronger, L�nton, than when we
separated �n w�nter? If you be, I’m certa�n one th�ng �s not stronger—
your regard for me: speak,—are you?”

The tears gushed from L�nton’s eyes as he answered, “Yes, yes, I
am!” And, st�ll under the spell of the �mag�nary vo�ce, h�s gaze
wandered up and down to detect �ts owner.

Cathy rose. “For to-day we must part,” she sa�d. “And I won’t
conceal that I have been sadly d�sappo�nted w�th our meet�ng;
though I’ll ment�on �t to nobody but you: not that I stand �n awe of Mr.
Heathcl�ff.”

“Hush,” murmured L�nton; “for God’s sake, hush! He’s com�ng.”
And he clung to Cather�ne’s arm, str�v�ng to deta�n her; but at that
announcement she hast�ly d�sengaged herself, and wh�stled to
M�nny, who obeyed her l�ke a dog.

“I’ll be here next Thursday,” she cr�ed, spr�ng�ng to the saddle.
“Good-bye. Qu�ck, Ellen!”



And so we left h�m, scarcely consc�ous of our departure, so
absorbed was he �n ant�c�pat�ng h�s father’s approach.

Before we reached home, Cather�ne’s d�spleasure softened �nto a
perplexed sensat�on of p�ty and regret, largely blended w�th vague,
uneasy doubts about L�nton’s actual c�rcumstances, phys�cal and
soc�al: �n wh�ch I partook, though I counselled her not to say much;
for a second journey would make us better judges. My master
requested an account of our ongo�ngs. H�s nephew’s offer�ng of
thanks was duly del�vered, M�ss Cathy gently touch�ng on the rest: I
also threw l�ttle l�ght on h�s �nqu�r�es, for I hardly knew what to h�de
and what to reveal.



CHAPTER XXVII

Seven days gl�ded away, every one mark�ng �ts course by the
henceforth rap�d alterat�on of Edgar L�nton’s state. The havoc that
months had prev�ously wrought was now emulated by the �nroads of
hours. Cather�ne we would fa�n have deluded yet; but her own qu�ck
sp�r�t refused to delude her: �t d�v�ned �n secret, and brooded on the
dreadful probab�l�ty, gradually r�pen�ng �nto certa�nty. She had not the
heart to ment�on her r�de, when Thursday came round; I ment�oned �t
for her, and obta�ned perm�ss�on to order her out of doors: for the
l�brary, where her father stopped a short t�me da�ly—the br�ef per�od
he could bear to s�t up—and h�s chamber, had become her whole
world. She grudged each moment that d�d not f�nd her bend�ng over
h�s p�llow, or seated by h�s s�de. Her countenance grew wan w�th
watch�ng and sorrow, and my master gladly d�sm�ssed her to what he
flattered h�mself would be a happy change of scene and soc�ety;
draw�ng comfort from the hope that she would not now be left
ent�rely alone after h�s death.

He had a f�xed �dea, I guessed by several observat�ons he let fall,
that, as h�s nephew resembled h�m �n person, he would resemble
h�m �n m�nd; for L�nton’s letters bore few or no �nd�cat�ons of h�s
defect�ve character. And I, through pardonable weakness, refra�ned
from correct�ng the error; ask�ng myself what good there would be �n
d�sturb�ng h�s last moments w�th �nformat�on that he had ne�ther
power nor opportun�ty to turn to account.

We deferred our excurs�on t�ll the afternoon; a golden afternoon of
August: every breath from the h�lls so full of l�fe, that �t seemed
whoever resp�red �t, though dy�ng, m�ght rev�ve. Cather�ne’s face was
just l�ke the landscape—shadows and sunsh�ne fl�tt�ng over �t �n rap�d
success�on; but the shadows rested longer, and the sunsh�ne was



more trans�ent; and her poor l�ttle heart reproached �tself for even
that pass�ng forgetfulness of �ts cares.

We d�scerned L�nton watch�ng at the same spot he had selected
before. My young m�stress al�ghted, and told me that, as she was
resolved to stay a very l�ttle wh�le, I had better hold the pony and
rema�n on horseback; but I d�ssented: I wouldn’t r�sk los�ng s�ght of
the charge comm�tted to me a m�nute; so we cl�mbed the slope of
heath together. Master Heathcl�ff rece�ved us w�th greater an�mat�on
on th�s occas�on: not the an�mat�on of h�gh sp�r�ts though, nor yet of
joy; �t looked more l�ke fear.

“It �s late!” he sa�d, speak�ng short and w�th d�ff�culty. “Is not your
father very �ll? I thought you wouldn’t come.”

“Why won’t you be cand�d?” cr�ed Cather�ne, swallow�ng her
greet�ng. “Why cannot you say at once you don’t want me? It �s
strange, L�nton, that for the second t�me you have brought me here
on purpose, apparently to d�stress us both, and for no reason
bes�des!”

L�nton sh�vered, and glanced at her, half suppl�cat�ng, half
ashamed; but h�s cous�n’s pat�ence was not suff�c�ent to endure th�s
en�gmat�cal behav�our.

“My father �s very �ll,” she sa�d; “and why am I called from h�s
beds�de? Why d�dn’t you send to absolve me from my prom�se, when
you w�shed I wouldn’t keep �t? Come! I des�re an explanat�on:
play�ng and tr�fl�ng are completely ban�shed out of my m�nd; and I
can’t dance attendance on your affectat�ons now!”

“My affectat�ons!” he murmured; “what are they? For heaven’s
sake, Cather�ne, don’t look so angry! Desp�se me as much as you
please; I am a worthless, cowardly wretch: I can’t be scorned
enough; but I’m too mean for your anger. Hate my father, and spare
me for contempt.”

“Nonsense!” cr�ed Cather�ne �n a pass�on. “Fool�sh, s�lly boy! And
there! he trembles: as �f I were really go�ng to touch h�m! You needn’t
bespeak contempt, L�nton: anybody w�ll have �t spontaneously at
your serv�ce. Get off! I shall return home: �t �s folly dragg�ng you from
the hearth-stone, and pretend�ng—what do we pretend? Let go my
frock! If I p�t�ed you for cry�ng and look�ng so very fr�ghtened, you



should spurn such p�ty. Ellen, tell h�m how d�sgraceful th�s conduct �s.
R�se, and don’t degrade yourself �nto an abject rept�le—don’t!”

W�th stream�ng face and an express�on of agony, L�nton had
thrown h�s nerveless frame along the ground: he seemed convulsed
w�th exqu�s�te terror.

“Oh!” he sobbed, “I cannot bear �t! Cather�ne, Cather�ne, I’m a
tra�tor, too, and I dare not tell you! But leave me, and I shall be k�lled!
Dear Cather�ne, my l�fe �s �n your hands: and you have sa�d you
loved me, and �f you d�d, �t wouldn’t harm you. You’ll not go, then?
k�nd, sweet, good Cather�ne! And perhaps you w�ll consent—and
he’ll let me d�e w�th you!”

My young lady, on w�tness�ng h�s �ntense angu�sh, stooped to ra�se
h�m. The old feel�ng of �ndulgent tenderness overcame her vexat�on,
and she grew thoroughly moved and alarmed.

“Consent to what?” she asked. “To stay! tell me the mean�ng of
th�s strange talk, and I w�ll. You contrad�ct your own words, and
d�stract me! Be calm and frank, and confess at once all that we�ghs
on your heart. You wouldn’t �njure me, L�nton, would you? You
wouldn’t let any enemy hurt me, �f you could prevent �t? I’ll bel�eve
you are a coward, for yourself, but not a cowardly betrayer of your
best fr�end.”

“But my father threatened me,” gasped the boy, clasp�ng h�s
attenuated f�ngers, “and I dread h�m—I dread h�m! I dare not tell!”

“Oh, well!” sa�d Cather�ne, w�th scornful compass�on, “keep your
secret: I’m no coward. Save yourself: I’m not afra�d!”

Her magnan�m�ty provoked h�s tears: he wept w�ldly, k�ss�ng her
support�ng hands, and yet could not summon courage to speak out. I
was cog�tat�ng what the mystery m�ght be, and determ�ned Cather�ne
should never suffer to benef�t h�m or any one else, by my good w�ll;
when, hear�ng a rustle among the l�ng, I looked up and saw Mr.
Heathcl�ff almost close upon us, descend�ng the He�ghts. He d�dn’t
cast a glance towards my compan�ons, though they were suff�c�ently
near for L�nton’s sobs to be aud�ble; but ha�l�ng me �n the almost
hearty tone he assumed to none bes�des, and the s�ncer�ty of wh�ch I
couldn’t avo�d doubt�ng, he sa�d—



“It �s someth�ng to see you so near to my house, Nelly. How are
you at the Grange? Let us hear. The rumour goes,” he added, �n a
lower tone, “that Edgar L�nton �s on h�s death-bed: perhaps they
exaggerate h�s �llness?”

“No; my master �s dy�ng,” I repl�ed: “�t �s true enough. A sad th�ng �t
w�ll be for us all, but a bless�ng for h�m!”

“How long w�ll he last, do you th�nk?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” I sa�d.
“Because,” he cont�nued, look�ng at the two young people, who

were f�xed under h�s eye—L�nton appeared as �f he could not venture
to st�r or ra�se h�s head, and Cather�ne could not move, on h�s
account—“because that lad yonder seems determ�ned to beat me;
and I’d thank h�s uncle to be qu�ck, and go before h�m! Hallo! has the
whelp been play�ng that game long? I d�d g�ve h�m some lessons
about sn�vell�ng. Is he pretty l�vely w�th M�ss L�nton generally?”

“L�vely? no—he has shown the greatest d�stress,” I answered. “To
see h�m, I should say, that �nstead of rambl�ng w�th h�s sweetheart on
the h�lls, he ought to be �n bed, under the hands of a doctor.”

“He shall be, �n a day or two,” muttered Heathcl�ff. “But f�rst—get
up, L�nton! Get up!” he shouted. “Don’t grovel on the ground there
up, th�s moment!”

L�nton had sunk prostrate aga�n �n another paroxysm of helpless
fear, caused by h�s father’s glance towards h�m, I suppose: there
was noth�ng else to produce such hum�l�at�on. He made several
efforts to obey, but h�s l�ttle strength was ann�h�lated for the t�me, and
he fell back aga�n w�th a moan. Mr. Heathcl�ff advanced, and l�fted
h�m to lean aga�nst a r�dge of turf.

“Now,” sa�d he, w�th curbed feroc�ty, “I’m gett�ng angry and �f you
don’t command that paltry sp�r�t of yours—damn you! get up d�rectly!”

“I w�ll, father,” he panted. “Only, let me alone, or I shall fa�nt. I’ve
done as you w�shed, I’m sure. Cather�ne w�ll tell you that I—that I—
have been cheerful. Ah! keep by me, Cather�ne; g�ve me your hand.”

“Take m�ne,” sa�d h�s father; “stand on your feet. There now—she’ll
lend you her arm: that’s r�ght, look at her. You would �mag�ne I was



the dev�l h�mself, M�ss L�nton, to exc�te such horror. Be so k�nd as to
walk home w�th h�m, w�ll you? He shudders �f I touch h�m.”

“L�nton dear!” wh�spered Cather�ne, “I can’t go to Wuther�ng
He�ghts: papa has forb�dden me. He’ll not harm you: why are you so
afra�d?”

“I can never re-enter that house,” he answered. “I’m not to re-enter
�t w�thout you!”

“Stop!” cr�ed h�s father. “We’ll respect Cather�ne’s f�l�al scruples.
Nelly, take h�m �n, and I’ll follow your adv�ce concern�ng the doctor,
w�thout delay.”

“You’ll do well,” repl�ed I. “But I must rema�n w�th my m�stress: to
m�nd your son �s not my bus�ness.”

“You are very st�ff,” sa�d Heathcl�ff, “I know that: but you’ll force me
to p�nch the baby and make �t scream before �t moves your char�ty.
Come, then, my hero. Are you w�ll�ng to return, escorted by me?”

He approached once more, and made as �f he would se�ze the
frag�le be�ng; but, shr�nk�ng back, L�nton clung to h�s cous�n, and
�mplored her to accompany h�m, w�th a frant�c �mportun�ty that
adm�tted no den�al. However I d�sapproved, I couldn’t h�nder her:
�ndeed, how could she have refused h�m herself? What was f�ll�ng
h�m w�th dread we had no means of d�scern�ng; but there he was,
powerless under �ts gr�p, and any add�t�on seemed capable of
shock�ng h�m �nto �d�ocy. We reached the threshold; Cather�ne
walked �n, and I stood wa�t�ng t�ll she had conducted the �nval�d to a
cha�r, expect�ng her out �mmed�ately; when Mr. Heathcl�ff, push�ng
me forward, excla�med—“My house �s not str�cken w�th the plague,
Nelly; and I have a m�nd to be hosp�table to-day: s�t down, and allow
me to shut the door.”

He shut and locked �t also. I started.
“You shall have tea before you go home,” he added. “I am by

myself. Hareton �s gone w�th some cattle to the Lees, and Z�llah and
Joseph are off on a journey of pleasure; and, though I’m used to
be�ng alone, I’d rather have some �nterest�ng company, �f I can get �t.
M�ss L�nton, take your seat by h�m. I g�ve you what I have: the
present �s hardly worth accept�ng; but I have noth�ng else to offer. It



�s L�nton, I mean. How she does stare! It’s odd what a savage feel�ng
I have to anyth�ng that seems afra�d of me! Had I been born where
laws are less str�ct and tastes less da�nty, I should treat myself to a
slow v�v�sect�on of those two, as an even�ng’s amusement.”

He drew �n h�s breath, struck the table, and swore to h�mself, “By
hell! I hate them.”

“I am not afra�d of you!” excla�med Cather�ne, who could not hear
the latter part of h�s speech. She stepped close up; her black eyes
flash�ng w�th pass�on and resolut�on. “G�ve me that key: I w�ll have �t!”
she sa�d. “I wouldn’t eat or dr�nk here, �f I were starv�ng.”

Heathcl�ff had the key �n h�s hand that rema�ned on the table. He
looked up, se�zed w�th a sort of surpr�se at her boldness; or, poss�bly,
rem�nded, by her vo�ce and glance, of the person from whom she
�nher�ted �t. She snatched at the �nstrument, and half succeeded �n
gett�ng �t out of h�s loosened f�ngers: but her act�on recalled h�m to
the present; he recovered �t speed�ly.

“Now, Cather�ne L�nton,” he sa�d, “stand off, or I shall knock you
down; and, that w�ll make Mrs. Dean mad.”

Regardless of th�s warn�ng, she captured h�s closed hand and �ts
contents aga�n. “We w�ll go!” she repeated, exert�ng her utmost
efforts to cause the �ron muscles to relax; and f�nd�ng that her na�ls
made no �mpress�on, she appl�ed her teeth pretty sharply. Heathcl�ff
glanced at me a glance that kept me from �nterfer�ng a moment.
Cather�ne was too �ntent on h�s f�ngers to not�ce h�s face. He opened
them suddenly, and res�gned the object of d�spute; but, ere she had
well secured �t, he se�zed her w�th the l�berated hand, and, pull�ng
her on h�s knee, adm�n�stered w�th the other a shower of terr�f�c slaps
on both s�des of the head, each suff�c�ent to have fulf�lled h�s threat,
had she been able to fall.

At th�s d�abol�cal v�olence I rushed on h�m fur�ously. “You v�lla�n!” I
began to cry, “you v�lla�n!” A touch on the chest s�lenced me: I am
stout, and soon put out of breath; and, what w�th that and the rage, I
staggered d�zz�ly back and felt ready to suffocate, or to burst a
blood-vessel. The scene was over �n two m�nutes; Cather�ne,
released, put her two hands to her temples, and looked just as �f she



were not sure whether her ears were off or on. She trembled l�ke a
reed, poor th�ng, and leant aga�nst the table perfectly bew�ldered.

“I know how to chast�se ch�ldren, you see,” sa�d the scoundrel,
gr�mly, as he stooped to repossess h�mself of the key, wh�ch had
dropped to the floor. “Go to L�nton now, as I told you; and cry at your
ease! I shall be your father, to-morrow—all the father you’ll have �n a
few days—and you shall have plenty of that. You can bear plenty;
you’re no weakl�ng: you shall have a da�ly taste, �f I catch such a
dev�l of a temper �n your eyes aga�n!”

Cathy ran to me �nstead of L�nton, and knelt down and put her
burn�ng cheek on my lap, weep�ng aloud. Her cous�n had shrunk �nto
a corner of the settle, as qu�et as a mouse, congratulat�ng h�mself, I
dare say, that the correct�on had al�ghted on another than h�m. Mr.
Heathcl�ff, perce�v�ng us all confounded, rose, and exped�t�ously
made the tea h�mself. The cups and saucers were la�d ready. He
poured �t out, and handed me a cup.

“Wash away your spleen,” he sa�d. “And help your own naughty
pet and m�ne. It �s not po�soned, though I prepared �t. I’m go�ng out to
seek your horses.”

Our f�rst thought, on h�s departure, was to force an ex�t
somewhere. We tr�ed the k�tchen door, but that was fastened
outs�de: we looked at the w�ndows—they were too narrow for even
Cathy’s l�ttle f�gure.

“Master L�nton,” I cr�ed, see�ng we were regularly �mpr�soned, “you
know what your d�abol�cal father �s after, and you shall tell us, or I’ll
box your ears, as he has done your cous�n’s.”

“Yes, L�nton, you must tell,” sa�d Cather�ne. “It was for your sake I
came; and �t w�ll be w�ckedly ungrateful �f you refuse.”

“G�ve me some tea, I’m th�rsty, and then I’ll tell you,” he answered.
“Mrs. Dean, go away. I don’t l�ke you stand�ng over me. Now,
Cather�ne, you are lett�ng your tears fall �nto my cup. I won’t dr�nk
that. G�ve me another.” Cather�ne pushed another to h�m, and w�ped
her face. I felt d�sgusted at the l�ttle wretch’s composure, s�nce he
was no longer �n terror for h�mself. The angu�sh he had exh�b�ted on
the moor subs�ded as soon as ever he entered Wuther�ng He�ghts;
so I guessed he had been menaced w�th an awful v�s�tat�on of wrath



�f he fa�led �n decoy�ng us there; and, that accompl�shed, he had no
further �mmed�ate fears.

“Papa wants us to be marr�ed,” he cont�nued, after s�pp�ng some of
the l�qu�d. “And he knows your papa wouldn’t let us marry now; and
he’s afra�d of my dy�ng �f we wa�t; so we are to be marr�ed �n the
morn�ng, and you are to stay here all n�ght; and, �f you do as he
w�shes, you shall return home next day, and take me w�th you.”

“Take you w�th her, p�t�ful changel�ng!” I excla�med. “You marry?
Why, the man �s mad! or he th�nks us fools, every one. And do you
�mag�ne that beaut�ful young lady, that healthy, hearty g�rl, w�ll t�e
herself to a l�ttle per�sh�ng monkey l�ke you? Are you cher�sh�ng the
not�on that anybody, let alone M�ss Cather�ne L�nton, would have you
for a husband? You want wh�pp�ng for br�ng�ng us �n here at all, w�th
your dastardly pul�ng tr�cks: and—don’t look so s�lly, now! I’ve a very
good m�nd to shake you severely, for your contempt�ble treachery,
and your �mbec�le conce�t.”

I d�d g�ve h�m a sl�ght shak�ng; but �t brought on the cough, and he
took to h�s ord�nary resource of moan�ng and weep�ng, and
Cather�ne rebuked me.

“Stay all n�ght? No,” she sa�d, look�ng slowly round. “Ellen, I’ll burn
that door down but I’ll get out.”

And she would have commenced the execut�on of her threat
d�rectly, but L�nton was up �n alarm for h�s dear self aga�n. He
clasped her �n h�s two feeble arms sobb�ng:—“Won’t you have me,
and save me? not let me come to the Grange? Oh, darl�ng
Cather�ne! you mustn’t go and leave, after all. You must obey my
father—you must!”

“I must obey my own,” she repl�ed, “and rel�eve h�m from th�s cruel
suspense. The whole n�ght! What would he th�nk? He’ll be d�stressed
already. I’ll e�ther break or burn a way out of the house. Be qu�et!
You’re �n no danger; but �f you h�nder me—L�nton, I love papa better
than you!” The mortal terror he felt of Mr. Heathcl�ff’s anger restored
to the boy h�s coward’s eloquence. Cather�ne was near d�straught:
st�ll, she pers�sted that she must go home, and tr�ed entreaty �n her
turn, persuad�ng h�m to subdue h�s self�sh agony. Wh�le they were
thus occup�ed, our ja�lor re-entered.



“Your beasts have trotted off,” he sa�d, “and—now L�nton!
sn�vell�ng aga�n? What has she been do�ng to you? Come, come—
have done, and get to bed. In a month or two, my lad, you’ll be able
to pay her back her present tyrann�es w�th a v�gorous hand. You’re
p�n�ng for pure love, are you not? noth�ng else �n the world: and she
shall have you! There, to bed! Z�llah won’t be here to-n�ght; you must
undress yourself. Hush! hold your no�se! Once �n your own room, I’ll
not come near you: you needn’t fear. By chance, you’ve managed
tolerably. I’ll look to the rest.”

He spoke these words, hold�ng the door open for h�s son to pass,
and the latter ach�eved h�s ex�t exactly as a span�el m�ght wh�ch
suspected the person who attended on �t of des�gn�ng a sp�teful
squeeze. The lock was re-secured. Heathcl�ff approached the f�re,
where my m�stress and I stood s�lent. Cather�ne looked up, and
�nst�nct�vely ra�sed her hand to her cheek: h�s ne�ghbourhood rev�ved
a pa�nful sensat�on. Anybody else would have been �ncapable of
regard�ng the ch�ld�sh act w�th sternness, but he scowled on her and
muttered—“Oh! you are not afra�d of me? Your courage �s well
d�sgu�sed: you seem damnably afra�d!”

“I am afra�d now,” she repl�ed, “because, �f I stay, papa w�ll be
m�serable: and how can I endure mak�ng h�m m�serable—when he—
when he—Mr. Heathcl�ff, let me go home! I prom�se to marry L�nton:
papa would l�ke me to: and I love h�m. Why should you w�sh to force
me to do what I’ll w�ll�ngly do of myself?”

“Let h�m dare to force you,” I cr�ed. “There’s law �n the land, thank
God! there �s; though we be �n an out-of-the-way place. I’d �nform �f
he were my own son: and �t’s felony w�thout benef�t of clergy!”

“S�lence!” sa�d the ruff�an. “To the dev�l w�th your clamour! I don’t
want you to speak. M�ss L�nton, I shall enjoy myself remarkably �n
th�nk�ng your father w�ll be m�serable: I shall not sleep for
sat�sfact�on. You could have h�t on no surer way of f�x�ng your
res�dence under my roof for the next twenty-four hours than
�nform�ng me that such an event would follow. As to your prom�se to
marry L�nton, I’ll take care you shall keep �t; for you shall not qu�t th�s
place t�ll �t �s fulf�lled.”



“Send Ellen, then, to let papa know I’m safe!” excla�med
Cather�ne, weep�ng b�tterly. “Or marry me now. Poor papa! Ellen,
he’ll th�nk we’re lost. What shall we do?”

“Not he! He’ll th�nk you are t�red of wa�t�ng on h�m, and run off for a
l�ttle amusement,” answered Heathcl�ff. “You cannot deny that you
entered my house of your own accord, �n contempt of h�s �njunct�ons
to the contrary. And �t �s qu�te natural that you should des�re
amusement at your age; and that you would weary of nurs�ng a s�ck
man, and that man only your father. Cather�ne, h�s happ�est days
were over when your days began. He cursed you, I dare say, for
com�ng �nto the world (I d�d, at least); and �t would just do �f he
cursed you as he went out of �t. I’d jo�n h�m. I don’t love you! How
should I? Weep away. As far as I can see, �t w�ll be your ch�ef
d�vers�on hereafter; unless L�nton make amends for other losses:
and your prov�dent parent appears to fancy he may. H�s letters of
adv�ce and consolat�on enterta�ned me vastly. In h�s last he
recommended my jewel to be careful of h�s; and k�nd to her when he
got her. Careful and k�nd—that’s paternal. But L�nton requ�res h�s
whole stock of care and k�ndness for h�mself. L�nton can play the
l�ttle tyrant well. He’ll undertake to torture any number of cats, �f the�r
teeth be drawn and the�r claws pared. You’ll be able to tell h�s uncle
f�ne tales of h�s k�ndness, when you get home aga�n, I assure you.”

“You’re r�ght there!” I sa�d; “expla�n your son’s character. Show h�s
resemblance to yourself: and then, I hope, M�ss Cathy w�ll th�nk tw�ce
before she takes the cockatr�ce!”

“I don’t much m�nd speak�ng of h�s am�able qual�t�es now,” he
answered; “because she must e�ther accept h�m or rema�n a
pr�soner, and you along w�th her, t�ll your master d�es. I can deta�n
you both, qu�te concealed, here. If you doubt, encourage her to
retract her word, and you’ll have an opportun�ty of judg�ng!”

“I’ll not retract my word,” sa�d Cather�ne. “I’ll marry h�m w�th�n th�s
hour, �f I may go to Thrushcross Grange afterwards. Mr. Heathcl�ff,
you’re a cruel man, but you’re not a f�end; and you won’t, from mere
mal�ce, destroy �rrevocably all my happ�ness. If papa thought I had
left h�m on purpose, and �f he d�ed before I returned, could I bear to
l�ve? I’ve g�ven over cry�ng: but I’m go�ng to kneel here, at your knee;



and I’ll not get up, and I’ll not take my eyes from your face t�ll you
look back at me! No, don’t turn away! do look! you’ll see noth�ng to
provoke you. I don’t hate you. I’m not angry that you struck me. Have
you never loved anybody �n all your l�fe, uncle? never? Ah! you must
look once. I’m so wretched, you can’t help be�ng sorry and p�ty�ng
me.”

“Keep your eft’s f�ngers off; and move, or I’ll k�ck you!” cr�ed
Heathcl�ff, brutally repuls�ng her. “I’d rather be hugged by a snake.
How the dev�l can you dream of fawn�ng on me? I detest you!”

He shrugged h�s shoulders: shook h�mself, �ndeed, as �f h�s flesh
crept w�th avers�on; and thrust back h�s cha�r; wh�le I got up, and
opened my mouth, to commence a downr�ght torrent of abuse. But I
was rendered dumb �n the m�ddle of the f�rst sentence, by a threat
that I should be shown �nto a room by myself the very next syllable I
uttered. It was grow�ng dark—we heard a sound of vo�ces at the
garden-gate. Our host hurr�ed out �nstantly: he had h�s w�ts about
h�m; we had not. There was a talk of two or three m�nutes, and he
returned alone.

“I thought �t had been your cous�n Hareton,” I observed to
Cather�ne. “I w�sh he would arr�ve! Who knows but he m�ght take our
part?”

“It was three servants sent to seek you from the Grange,” sa�d
Heathcl�ff, overhear�ng me. “You should have opened a latt�ce and
called out: but I could swear that ch�t �s glad you d�dn’t. She’s glad to
be obl�ged to stay, I’m certa�n.”

At learn�ng the chance we had m�ssed, we both gave vent to our
gr�ef w�thout control; and he allowed us to wa�l on t�ll n�ne o’clock.
Then he b�d us go upsta�rs, through the k�tchen, to Z�llah’s chamber;
and I wh�spered my compan�on to obey: perhaps we m�ght contr�ve
to get through the w�ndow there, or �nto a garret, and out by �ts
skyl�ght. The w�ndow, however, was narrow, l�ke those below, and
the garret trap was safe from our attempts; for we were fastened �n
as before. We ne�ther of us lay down: Cather�ne took her stat�on by
the latt�ce, and watched anx�ously for morn�ng; a deep s�gh be�ng the
only answer I could obta�n to my frequent entreat�es that she would
try to rest. I seated myself �n a cha�r, and rocked to and fro, pass�ng



harsh judgment on my many derel�ct�ons of duty; from wh�ch, �t
struck me then, all the m�sfortunes of my employers sprang. It was
not the case, �n real�ty, I am aware; but �t was, �n my �mag�nat�on, that
d�smal n�ght; and I thought Heathcl�ff h�mself less gu�lty than I.

At seven o’clock he came, and �nqu�red �f M�ss L�nton had r�sen.
She ran to the door �mmed�ately, and answered, “Yes.” “Here, then,”
he sa�d, open�ng �t, and pull�ng her out. I rose to follow, but he turned
the lock aga�n. I demanded my release.

“Be pat�ent,” he repl�ed; “I’ll send up your breakfast �n a wh�le.”
I thumped on the panels, and rattled the latch angr�ly and

Cather�ne asked why I was st�ll shut up? He answered, I must try to
endure �t another hour, and they went away. I endured �t two or three
hours; at length, I heard a footstep: not Heathcl�ff’s.

“I’ve brought you someth�ng to eat,” sa�d a vo�ce; “oppen t’ door!”
Comply�ng eagerly, I beheld Hareton, laden w�th food enough to

last me all day.
“Tak’ �t,” he added, thrust�ng the tray �nto my hand.
“Stay one m�nute,” I began.
“Nay,” cr�ed he, and ret�red, regardless of any prayers I could pour

forth to deta�n h�m.
And there I rema�ned enclosed the whole day, and the whole of

the next n�ght; and another, and another. F�ve n�ghts and four days I
rema�ned, altogether, see�ng nobody but Hareton once every
morn�ng; and he was a model of a ja�lor: surly, and dumb, and deaf
to every attempt at mov�ng h�s sense of just�ce or compass�on.



CHAPTER XXVIII

On the f�fth morn�ng, or rather afternoon, a d�fferent step
approached—l�ghter and shorter; and, th�s t�me, the person entered
the room. It was Z�llah; donned �n her scarlet shawl, w�th a black s�lk
bonnet on her head, and a w�llow-basket swung to her arm.

“Eh, dear! Mrs. Dean!” she excla�med. “Well! there �s a talk about
you at G�mmerton. I never thought but you were sunk �n the
Blackhorse marsh, and m�ssy w�th you, t�ll master told me you’d
been found, and he’d lodged you here! What! and you must have got
on an �sland, sure? And how long were you �n the hole? D�d master
save you, Mrs. Dean? But you’re not so th�n—you’ve not been so
poorly, have you?”

“Your master �s a true scoundrel!” I repl�ed. “But he shall answer
for �t. He needn’t have ra�sed that tale: �t shall all be la�d bare!”

“What do you mean?” asked Z�llah. “It’s not h�s tale: they tell that �n
the v�llage—about your be�ng lost �n the marsh; and I calls to
Earnshaw, when I come �n—‘Eh, they’s queer th�ngs, Mr. Hareton,
happened s�nce I went off. It’s a sad p�ty of that l�kely young lass,
and cant Nelly Dean.’ He stared. I thought he had not heard aught,
so I told h�m the rumour. The master l�stened, and he just sm�led to
h�mself, and sa�d, ‘If they have been �n the marsh, they are out now,
Z�llah. Nelly Dean �s lodged, at th�s m�nute, �n your room. You can tell
her to fl�t, when you go up; here �s the key. The bog-water got �nto
her head, and she would have run home qu�te fl�ghty; but I f�xed her
t�ll she came round to her senses. You can b�d her go to the Grange
at once, �f she be able, and carry a message from me, that her
young lady w�ll follow �n t�me to attend the squ�re’s funeral.’”

“Mr. Edgar �s not dead?” I gasped. “Oh! Z�llah, Z�llah!”



“No, no; s�t you down, my good m�stress,” she repl�ed; “you’re r�ght
s�ckly yet. He’s not dead; Doctor Kenneth th�nks he may last another
day. I met h�m on the road and asked.”

Instead of s�tt�ng down, I snatched my outdoor th�ngs, and
hastened below, for the way was free. On enter�ng the house, I
looked about for some one to g�ve �nformat�on of Cather�ne. The
place was f�lled w�th sunsh�ne, and the door stood w�de open; but
nobody seemed at hand. As I hes�tated whether to go off at once, or
return and seek my m�stress, a sl�ght cough drew my attent�on to the
hearth. L�nton lay on the settle, sole tenant, suck�ng a st�ck of sugar-
candy, and pursu�ng my movements w�th apathet�c eyes. “Where �s
M�ss Cather�ne?” I demanded sternly, suppos�ng I could fr�ghten h�m
�nto g�v�ng �ntell�gence, by catch�ng h�m thus, alone. He sucked on
l�ke an �nnocent.

“Is she gone?” I sa�d.
“No,” he repl�ed; “she’s upsta�rs: she’s not to go; we won’t let her.”
“You won’t let her, l�ttle �d�ot!” I excla�med. “D�rect me to her room

�mmed�ately, or I’ll make you s�ng out sharply.”
“Papa would make you s�ng out, �f you attempted to get there,” he

answered. “He says I’m not to be soft w�th Cather�ne: she’s my w�fe,
and �t’s shameful that she should w�sh to leave me. He says she
hates me and wants me to d�e, that she may have my money; but
she shan’t have �t: and she shan’t go home! She never shall!—she
may cry, and be s�ck as much as she pleases!”

He resumed h�s former occupat�on, clos�ng h�s l�ds, as �f he meant
to drop asleep.

“Master Heathcl�ff,” I resumed, “have you forgotten all Cather�ne’s
k�ndness to you last w�nter, when you aff�rmed you loved her, and
when she brought you books and sung you songs, and came many a
t�me through w�nd and snow to see you? She wept to m�ss one
even�ng, because you would be d�sappo�nted; and you felt then that
she was a hundred t�mes too good to you: and now you bel�eve the
l�es your father tells, though you know he detests you both. And you
jo�n h�m aga�nst her. That’s f�ne grat�tude, �s �t not?”



The corner of L�nton’s mouth fell, and he took the sugar-candy
from h�s l�ps.

“D�d she come to Wuther�ng He�ghts because she hated you?” I
cont�nued. “Th�nk for yourself! As to your money, she does not even
know that you w�ll have any. And you say she’s s�ck; and yet you
leave her alone, up there �n a strange house! You who have felt what
�t �s to be so neglected! You could p�ty your own suffer�ngs; and she
p�t�ed them, too; but you won’t p�ty hers! I shed tears, Master
Heathcl�ff, you see—an elderly woman, and a servant merely—and
you, after pretend�ng such affect�on, and hav�ng reason to worsh�p
her almost, store every tear you have for yourself, and l�e there qu�te
at ease. Ah! you’re a heartless, self�sh boy!”

“I can’t stay w�th her,” he answered crossly. “I’ll not stay by myself.
She cr�es so I can’t bear �t. And she won’t g�ve over, though I say I’ll
call my father. I d�d call h�m once, and he threatened to strangle her
�f she was not qu�et; but she began aga�n the �nstant he left the
room, moan�ng and gr�ev�ng all n�ght long, though I screamed for
vexat�on that I couldn’t sleep.”

“Is Mr. Heathcl�ff out?” I �nqu�red, perce�v�ng that the wretched
creature had no power to sympath�ze w�th h�s cous�n’s mental
tortures.

“He’s �n the court,” he repl�ed, “talk�ng to Doctor Kenneth; who
says uncle �s dy�ng, truly, at last. I’m glad, for I shall be master of the
Grange after h�m. Cather�ne always spoke of �t as her house. It �sn’t
hers! It’s m�ne: papa says everyth�ng she has �s m�ne. All her n�ce
books are m�ne; she offered to g�ve me them, and her pretty b�rds,
and her pony M�nny, �f I would get the key of our room, and let her
out; but I told her she had noth�ng to g�ve, they were all, all m�ne.
And then she cr�ed, and took a l�ttle p�cture from her neck, and sa�d I
should have that; two p�ctures �n a gold case, on one s�de her
mother, and on the other uncle, when they were young. That was
yesterday—I sa�d they were m�ne, too; and tr�ed to get them from
her. The sp�teful th�ng wouldn’t let me: she pushed me off, and hurt
me. I shr�eked out—that fr�ghtens her—she heard papa com�ng, and
she broke the h�nges and d�v�ded the case, and gave me her
mother’s portra�t; the other she attempted to h�de: but papa asked



what was the matter, and I expla�ned �t. He took the one I had away,
and ordered her to res�gn hers to me; she refused, and he—he
struck her down, and wrenched �t off the cha�n, and crushed �t w�th
h�s foot.”

“And were you pleased to see her struck?” I asked: hav�ng my
des�gns �n encourag�ng h�s talk.

“I w�nked,” he answered: “I w�nk to see my father str�ke a dog or a
horse, he does �t so hard. Yet I was glad at f�rst—she deserved
pun�sh�ng for push�ng me: but when papa was gone, she made me
come to the w�ndow and showed me her cheek cut on the �ns�de,
aga�nst her teeth, and her mouth f�ll�ng w�th blood; and then she
gathered up the b�ts of the p�cture, and went and sat down w�th her
face to the wall, and she has never spoken to me s�nce: and I
somet�mes th�nk she can’t speak for pa�n. I don’t l�ke to th�nk so; but
she’s a naughty th�ng for cry�ng cont�nually; and she looks so pale
and w�ld, I’m afra�d of her.”

“And you can get the key �f you choose?” I sa�d.
“Yes, when I am upsta�rs,” he answered; “but I can’t walk upsta�rs

now.”
“In what apartment �s �t?” I asked.
“Oh,” he cr�ed, “I shan’t tell you where �t �s. It �s our secret. Nobody,

ne�ther Hareton nor Z�llah, �s to know. There! you’ve t�red me—go
away, go away!” And he turned h�s face on to h�s arm, and shut h�s
eyes aga�n.

I cons�dered �t best to depart w�thout see�ng Mr. Heathcl�ff, and
br�ng a rescue for my young lady from the Grange. On reach�ng �t,
the aston�shment of my fellow-servants to see me, and the�r joy also,
was �ntense; and when they heard that the�r l�ttle m�stress 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 �t myself. How
changed I found h�m, even �n those few days! He lay an �mage of
sadness and res�gnat�on awa�t�ng h�s death. Very young he looked:
though h�s actual age was th�rty-n�ne, one would have called h�m ten
years younger, at least. He thought of Cather�ne; for he murmured
her name. I touched h�s hand, and spoke.



“Cather�ne �s com�ng, dear master!” I wh�spered; “she �s al�ve and
well; and w�ll be here, I hope, to-n�ght.”

I trembled at the f�rst effects of th�s �ntell�gence: he half rose up,
looked eagerly round the apartment, and then sank back �n a swoon.
As soon as he recovered, I related our compulsory v�s�t, and
detent�on at the He�ghts. I sa�d Heathcl�ff forced me to go �n: wh�ch
was not qu�te true. I uttered as l�ttle as poss�ble aga�nst L�nton; nor
d�d I descr�be all h�s father’s brutal conduct—my �ntent�ons be�ng to
add no b�tterness, �f I could help �t, to h�s already over-flow�ng cup.

He d�v�ned that one of h�s enemy’s purposes was to secure the
personal property, as well as the estate, to h�s son: or rather h�mself;
yet why he d�d not wa�t t�ll h�s decease was a puzzle to my master,
because �gnorant how nearly he and h�s nephew would qu�t the
world together. However, he felt that h�s w�ll had better be altered:
�nstead of leav�ng Cather�ne’s fortune at her own d�sposal, he
determ�ned to put �t �n the hands of trustees for her use dur�ng l�fe,
and for her ch�ldren, �f she had any, after her. By that means, �t could
not fall to Mr. Heathcl�ff should L�nton d�e.

Hav�ng rece�ved h�s orders, I despatched a man to fetch the
attorney, and four more, prov�ded w�th serv�ceable weapons, to
demand my young lady of her ja�lor. Both part�es were delayed very
late. The s�ngle servant returned f�rst. He sa�d Mr. Green, the lawyer,
was out when he arr�ved at h�s house, and he had to wa�t two hours
for h�s re-entrance; and then Mr. Green told h�m he had a l�ttle
bus�ness �n the v�llage that must be done; but he would be at
Thrushcross Grange before morn�ng. The four men came back
unaccompan�ed also. They brought word that Cather�ne was �ll: too �ll
to qu�t her room; and Heathcl�ff would not suffer them to see her. I
scolded the stup�d fellows well for l�sten�ng to that tale, wh�ch I would
not carry to my master; resolv�ng to take a whole bevy up to the
He�ghts, at day-l�ght, and storm �t l�terally, unless the pr�soner were
qu�etly surrendered to us. Her father shall see her, I vowed, and
vowed aga�n, �f that dev�l be k�lled on h�s own doorstones �n try�ng to
prevent �t!

Happ�ly, I was spared the journey and the trouble. I had gone
downsta�rs at three o’clock to fetch a jug of water; and was pass�ng



through the hall w�th �t �n my hand, when a sharp knock at the front
door made me jump. “Oh! �t �s Green,” I sa�d, recollect�ng myself
—“only Green,” and I went on, �ntend�ng to send somebody else to
open �t; but the knock was repeated: not loud, and st�ll �mportunately.
I put the jug on the ban�ster and hastened to adm�t h�m myself. The
harvest moon shone clear outs�de. It was not the attorney. My own
sweet l�ttle m�stress sprang on my neck sobb�ng, “Ellen, Ellen! Is
papa al�ve?”

“Yes,” I cr�ed: “yes, my angel, he �s, God be thanked, you are safe
w�th us aga�n!”

She wanted to run, breathless as she was, upsta�rs to Mr. L�nton’s
room; but I compelled her to s�t down on a cha�r, and made her dr�nk,
and washed her pale face, chaf�ng �t �nto a fa�nt colour w�th my
apron. Then I sa�d I must go f�rst, and tell of her arr�val; �mplor�ng her
to say, she should be happy w�th young Heathcl�ff. She stared, but
soon comprehend�ng why I counselled her to utter the falsehood,
she assured me she would not compla�n.

I couldn’t ab�de to be present at the�r meet�ng. I stood outs�de the
chamber-door a quarter of an hour, and hardly ventured near the
bed, then. All was composed, however: Cather�ne’s despa�r was as
s�lent as her father’s joy. She supported h�m calmly, �n appearance;
and he f�xed on her features h�s ra�sed eyes that seemed d�lat�ng
w�th ecstasy.

He d�ed bl�ssfully, Mr. Lockwood: he d�ed so. K�ss�ng her cheek, he
murmured,—“I am go�ng to her; and you, darl�ng ch�ld, shall come to
us!” and never st�rred or spoke aga�n; but cont�nued that rapt, rad�ant
gaze, t�ll h�s pulse �mpercept�bly stopped and h�s soul departed.
None could have not�ced the exact m�nute of h�s death, �t was so
ent�rely w�thout a struggle.

Whether Cather�ne had spent her tears, or whether the gr�ef were
too we�ghty to let them flow, she sat there dry-eyed t�ll the sun rose:
she sat t�ll noon, and would st�ll have rema�ned brood�ng over that
deathbed, but I �ns�sted on her com�ng away and tak�ng some
repose. It was well I succeeded �n remov�ng her, for at d�nner-t�me
appeared the lawyer, hav�ng called at Wuther�ng He�ghts to get h�s
�nstruct�ons how to behave. He had sold h�mself to Mr. Heathcl�ff:



that was the cause of h�s delay �n obey�ng my master’s summons.
Fortunately, no thought of worldly affa�rs crossed the latter’s m�nd, to
d�sturb h�m, after h�s daughter’s arr�val.

Mr. Green took upon h�mself to order everyth�ng and everybody
about the place. He gave all the servants but me, not�ce to qu�t. He
would have carr�ed h�s delegated author�ty to the po�nt of �ns�st�ng
that Edgar L�nton should not be bur�ed bes�de h�s w�fe, but �n the
chapel, w�th h�s fam�ly. There was the w�ll, however, to h�nder that,
and my loud protestat�ons aga�nst any �nfr�ngement of �ts d�rect�ons.
The funeral was hurr�ed over; Cather�ne, Mrs. L�nton Heathcl�ff now,
was suffered to stay at the Grange t�ll her father’s corpse had qu�tted
�t.

She told me that her angu�sh had at last spurred L�nton to �ncur
the r�sk of l�berat�ng her. She heard the men I sent d�sput�ng at the
door, and she gathered the sense of Heathcl�ff’s answer. It drove her
desperate. L�nton who had been conveyed up to the l�ttle parlour
soon after I left, was terr�f�ed �nto fetch�ng the key before h�s father
re-ascended. He had the cunn�ng to unlock and re-lock the door,
w�thout shutt�ng �t; and when he should have gone to bed, he begged
to sleep w�th Hareton, and h�s pet�t�on was granted for once.
Cather�ne stole out before break of day. She dared not try the doors
lest the dogs should ra�se an alarm; she v�s�ted the empty chambers
and exam�ned the�r w�ndows; and, luck�ly, l�ght�ng on her mother’s,
she got eas�ly out of �ts latt�ce, and on to the ground, by means of the
f�r-tree close by. Her accompl�ce suffered for h�s share �n the escape,
notw�thstand�ng h�s t�m�d contr�vances.



CHAPTER XXIX

The even�ng after the funeral, my young lady and I were seated �n
the l�brary; now mus�ng mournfully—one of us despa�r�ngly—on our
loss, now ventur�ng conjectures as to the gloomy future.

We had just agreed the best dest�ny wh�ch could awa�t Cather�ne
would be a perm�ss�on to cont�nue res�dent at the Grange; at least
dur�ng L�nton’s l�fe: he be�ng allowed to jo�n her there, and I to
rema�n as housekeeper. That seemed rather too favourable an
arrangement to be hoped for; and yet I d�d hope, and began to cheer
up under the prospect of reta�n�ng my home and my employment,
and, above all, my beloved young m�stress; when a servant—one of
the d�scarded ones, not yet departed—rushed hast�ly �n, and sa�d
“that dev�l Heathcl�ff” was com�ng through the court: should he fasten
the door �n h�s face?

If we had been mad enough to order that proceed�ng, we had not
t�me. He made no ceremony of knock�ng or announc�ng h�s name: he
was master, and ava�led h�mself of the master’s pr�v�lege to walk
stra�ght �n, w�thout say�ng a word. The sound of our �nformant’s vo�ce
d�rected h�m to the l�brary; he entered and mot�on�ng h�m out, shut
the door.

It was the same room �nto wh�ch he had been ushered, as a guest,
e�ghteen years before: the same moon shone through the w�ndow;
and the same autumn landscape lay outs�de. We had not yet l�ghted
a candle, but all the apartment was v�s�ble, even to the portra�ts on
the wall: the splend�d head of Mrs. L�nton, and the graceful one of
her husband. Heathcl�ff advanced to the hearth. T�me had l�ttle
altered h�s person e�ther. There was the same man: h�s dark face
rather sallower and more composed, h�s frame a stone or two



heav�er, perhaps, and no other d�fference. Cather�ne had r�sen w�th
an �mpulse to dash out, when she saw h�m.

“Stop!” he sa�d, arrest�ng her by the arm. “No more runn�ngs away!
Where would you go? I’m come to fetch you home; and I hope you’ll
be a dut�ful daughter and not encourage my son to further
d�sobed�ence. I was embarrassed how to pun�sh h�m when I
d�scovered h�s part �n the bus�ness: he’s such a cobweb, a p�nch
would ann�h�late h�m; but you’ll see by h�s look that he has rece�ved
h�s due! I brought h�m down one even�ng, the day before yesterday,
and just set h�m �n a cha�r, and never touched h�m afterwards. I sent
Hareton out, and we had the room to ourselves. In two hours, I
called Joseph to carry h�m up aga�n; and s�nce then my presence �s
as potent on h�s nerves as a ghost; and I fancy he sees me often,
though I am not near. Hareton says he wakes and shr�eks �n the
n�ght by the hour together, and calls you to protect h�m from me; and,
whether you l�ke your prec�ous mate, or not, you must come: he’s
your concern now; I y�eld all my �nterest �n h�m to you.”

“Why not let Cather�ne cont�nue here,” I pleaded, “and send
Master L�nton to her? As you hate them both, you’d not m�ss them:
they can only be a da�ly plague to your unnatural heart.”

“I’m seek�ng a tenant for the Grange,” he answered; “and I want
my ch�ldren about me, to be sure. Bes�des, that lass owes me her
serv�ces for her bread. I’m not go�ng to nurture her �n luxury and
�dleness after L�nton �s gone. Make haste and get ready, now; and
don’t obl�ge me to compel you.”

“I shall,” sa�d Cather�ne. “L�nton �s all I have to love �n the world,
and though you have done what you could to make h�m hateful to
me, and me to h�m, you cannot make us hate each other. And I defy
you to hurt h�m when I am by, and I defy you to fr�ghten me!”

“You are a boastful champ�on,” repl�ed Heathcl�ff; “but I don’t l�ke
you well enough to hurt h�m: you shall get the full benef�t of the
torment, as long as �t lasts. It �s not I who w�ll make h�m hateful to
you—�t �s h�s own sweet sp�r�t. He’s as b�tter as gall at your desert�on
and �ts consequences: don’t expect thanks for th�s noble devot�on. I
heard h�m draw a pleasant p�cture to Z�llah of what he would do �f he



were as strong as I: the �ncl�nat�on �s there, and h�s very weakness
w�ll sharpen h�s w�ts to f�nd a subst�tute for strength.”

“I know he has a bad nature,” sa�d Cather�ne: “he’s your son. But
I’m glad I’ve a better, to forg�ve �t; and I know he loves me, and for
that reason I love h�m. Mr. Heathcl�ff you have nobody to love you;
and, however m�serable you make us, we shall st�ll have the revenge
of th�nk�ng that your cruelty ar�ses from your greater m�sery. You are
m�serable, are you not? Lonely, l�ke the dev�l, and env�ous l�ke h�m?
Nobody loves you—nobody w�ll cry for you when you d�e! I wouldn’t
be you!”

Cather�ne spoke w�th a k�nd of dreary tr�umph: she seemed to
have made up her m�nd to enter �nto the sp�r�t of her future fam�ly,
and draw pleasure from the gr�efs of her enem�es.

“You shall be sorry to be yourself presently,” sa�d her father-�n-law,
“�f you stand there another m�nute. Begone, w�tch, and get your
th�ngs!”

She scornfully w�thdrew. In her absence I began to beg for Z�llah’s
place at the He�ghts, offer�ng to res�gn m�ne to her; but he would
suffer �t on no account. He b�d me be s�lent; and then, for the f�rst
t�me, allowed h�mself a glance round the room and a look at the
p�ctures. Hav�ng stud�ed Mrs. L�nton’s, he sa�d—“I shall have that
home. Not because I need �t, but—” He turned abruptly to the f�re,
and cont�nued, w�th what, for lack of a better word, I must call a sm�le
—“I’ll tell you what I d�d yesterday! I got the sexton, who was d�gg�ng
L�nton’s grave, to remove the earth off her coff�n l�d, and I opened �t. I
thought, once, I would have stayed there: when I saw her face aga�n
—�t �s hers yet!—he had hard work to st�r me; but he sa�d �t would
change �f the a�r blew on �t, and so I struck one s�de of the coff�n
loose, and covered �t up: not L�nton’s s�de, damn h�m! I w�sh he’d
been soldered �n lead. And I br�bed the sexton to pull �t away when
I’m la�d there, and sl�de m�ne out too; I’ll have �t made so: and then
by the t�me L�nton gets to us he’ll not know wh�ch �s wh�ch!”

“You were very w�cked, Mr. Heathcl�ff!” I excla�med; “were you not
ashamed to d�sturb the dead?”

“I d�sturbed nobody, Nelly,” he repl�ed; “and I gave some ease to
myself. I shall be a great deal more comfortable now; and you’ll have



a better chance of keep�ng me underground, when I get there.
D�sturbed her? No! she has d�sturbed me, n�ght and day, through
e�ghteen years—�ncessantly—remorselessly—t�ll yestern�ght; and
yestern�ght I was tranqu�l. I dreamt I was sleep�ng the last sleep by
that sleeper, w�th my heart stopped and my cheek frozen aga�nst
hers.”

“And �f she had been d�ssolved �nto earth, or worse, what would
you have dreamt of then?” I sa�d.

“Of d�ssolv�ng w�th her, and be�ng more happy st�ll!” he answered.
“Do you suppose I dread any change of that sort? I expected such a
transformat�on on ra�s�ng the l�d—but I’m better pleased that �t should
not commence t�ll I share �t. Bes�des, unless I had rece�ved a d�st�nct
�mpress�on of her pass�onless features, that strange feel�ng would
hardly have been removed. It began oddly. You know I was w�ld after
she d�ed; and eternally, from dawn to dawn, pray�ng her to return to
me her sp�r�t! I have a strong fa�th �n ghosts: I have a conv�ct�on that
they can, and do, ex�st among us! The day she was bur�ed, there
came a fall of snow. In the even�ng I went to the churchyard. It blew
bleak as w�nter—all round was sol�tary. I d�dn’t fear that her fool of a
husband would wander up the glen so late; and no one else had
bus�ness to br�ng them there. Be�ng alone, and consc�ous two yards
of loose earth was the sole barr�er between us, I sa�d to myself—‘I’ll
have her �n my arms aga�n! If she be cold, I’ll th�nk �t �s th�s north
w�nd that ch�lls me; and �f she be mot�onless, �t �s sleep.’ I got a
spade from the tool-house, and began to delve w�th all my m�ght—�t
scraped the coff�n; I fell to work w�th my hands; the wood
commenced crack�ng about the screws; I was on the po�nt of
atta�n�ng my object, when �t seemed that I heard a s�gh from some
one above, close at the edge of the grave, and bend�ng down. ‘If I
can only get th�s off,’ I muttered, ‘I w�sh they may shovel �n the earth
over us both!’ and I wrenched at �t more desperately st�ll. There was
another s�gh, close at my ear. I appeared to feel the warm breath of �t
d�splac�ng the sleet-laden w�nd. I knew no l�v�ng th�ng �n flesh and
blood was by; but, as certa�nly as you perce�ve the approach to
some substant�al body �n the dark, though �t cannot be d�scerned, so
certa�nly I felt that Cathy was there: not under me, but on the earth.
A sudden sense of rel�ef flowed from my heart through every l�mb. I



rel�nqu�shed my labour of agony, and turned consoled at once:
unspeakably consoled. Her presence was w�th me: �t rema�ned wh�le
I re-f�lled the grave, and led me home. You may laugh, �f you w�ll; but
I was sure I should see her there. I was sure she was w�th me, and I
could not help talk�ng to her. Hav�ng reached the He�ghts, I rushed
eagerly to the door. It was fastened; and, I remember, that accursed
Earnshaw and my w�fe opposed my entrance. I remember stopp�ng
to k�ck the breath out of h�m, and then hurry�ng upsta�rs, to my room
and hers. I looked round �mpat�ently—I felt her by me—I could
almost see her, and yet I could not! I ought to have sweat blood then,
from the angu�sh of my yearn�ng—from the fervour of my
suppl�cat�ons to have but one gl�mpse! I had not one. She showed
herself, as she often was �n l�fe, a dev�l to me! And, s�nce then,
somet�mes more and somet�mes less, I’ve been the sport of that
�ntolerable torture! Infernal! keep�ng my nerves at such a stretch that,
�f they had not resembled catgut, they would long ago have relaxed
to the feebleness of L�nton’s. When I sat �n the house w�th Hareton, �t
seemed that on go�ng out I should meet her; when I walked on the
moors I should meet her com�ng �n. When I went from home I
hastened to return; she must be somewhere at the He�ghts, I was
certa�n! And when I slept �n her chamber—I was beaten out of that. I
couldn’t l�e there; for the moment I closed my eyes, she was e�ther
outs�de the w�ndow, or sl�d�ng back the panels, or enter�ng the room,
or even rest�ng her darl�ng head on the same p�llow as she d�d when
a ch�ld; and I must open my l�ds to see. And so I opened and closed
them a hundred t�mes a n�ght—to be always d�sappo�nted! It racked
me! I’ve often groaned aloud, t�ll that old rascal Joseph no doubt
bel�eved that my consc�ence was play�ng the f�end �ns�de of me.
Now, s�nce I’ve seen her, I’m pac�f�ed—a l�ttle. It was a strange way
of k�ll�ng: not by �nches, but by fract�ons of ha�rbreadths, to begu�le
me w�th the spectre of a hope through e�ghteen years!”

Mr. Heathcl�ff paused and w�ped h�s forehead; h�s ha�r clung to �t,
wet w�th persp�rat�on; h�s eyes were f�xed on the red embers of the
f�re, the brows not contracted, but ra�sed next the temples;
d�m�n�sh�ng the gr�m aspect of h�s countenance, but �mpart�ng a
pecul�ar look of trouble, and a pa�nful appearance of mental tens�on
towards one absorb�ng subject. He only half addressed me, and I



ma�nta�ned s�lence. I d�dn’t l�ke to hear h�m talk! After a short per�od
he resumed h�s med�tat�on on the p�cture, took �t down and leant �t
aga�nst the sofa to contemplate �t at better advantage; and wh�le so
occup�ed Cather�ne entered, announc�ng that she was ready, when
her pony should be saddled.

“Send that over to-morrow,” sa�d Heathcl�ff to me; then turn�ng to
her, he added: “You may do w�thout your pony: �t �s a f�ne even�ng,
and you’ll need no pon�es at Wuther�ng He�ghts; for what journeys
you take, your own feet w�ll serve you. Come along.”

“Good-bye, Ellen!” wh�spered my dear l�ttle m�stress.
As she k�ssed me, her l�ps felt l�ke �ce. “Come and see me, Ellen;

don’t forget.”
“Take care you do no such th�ng, Mrs. Dean!” sa�d her new father.

“When I w�sh to speak to you I’ll come here. I want none of your
pry�ng at my house!”

He s�gned her to precede h�m; and cast�ng back a look that cut my
heart, she obeyed. I watched them, from the w�ndow, walk down the
garden. Heathcl�ff f�xed Cather�ne’s arm under h�s: though she
d�sputed the act at f�rst ev�dently; and w�th rap�d str�des he hurr�ed
her �nto the alley, whose trees concealed them.



CHAPTER XXX

I have pa�d a v�s�t to the He�ghts, but I have not seen her s�nce she
left: Joseph held the door �n h�s hand when I called to ask after her,
and wouldn’t let me pass. He sa�d Mrs. L�nton was “thrang,” and the
master was not �n. Z�llah has told me someth�ng of the way they go
on, otherw�se I should hardly know who was dead and who l�v�ng.
She th�nks Cather�ne haughty, and does not l�ke her, I can guess by
her talk. My young lady asked some a�d of her when she f�rst came;
but Mr. Heathcl�ff told her to follow her own bus�ness, and let h�s
daughter-�n-law look after herself; and Z�llah w�ll�ngly acqu�esced,
be�ng a narrow-m�nded, self�sh woman. Cather�ne ev�nced a ch�ld’s
annoyance at th�s neglect; repa�d �t w�th contempt, and thus enl�sted
my �nformant among her enem�es, as securely as �f she had done
her some great wrong. I had a long talk w�th Z�llah about s�x weeks
ago, a l�ttle before you came, one day when we foregathered on the
moor; and th�s �s what she told me.

“The f�rst th�ng Mrs. L�nton d�d,” she sa�d, “on her arr�val at the
He�ghts, was to run upsta�rs, w�thout even w�sh�ng good-even�ng to
me and Joseph; she shut herself �nto L�nton’s room, and rema�ned t�ll
morn�ng. Then, wh�le the master and Earnshaw were at breakfast,
she entered the house, and asked all �n a qu�ver �f the doctor m�ght
be sent for? her cous�n was very �ll.

“‘We know that!’ answered Heathcl�ff; ‘but h�s l�fe �s not worth a
farth�ng, and I won’t spend a farth�ng on h�m.’

“‘But I cannot tell how to do,’ she sa�d; ‘and �f nobody w�ll help me,
he’ll d�e!’

“‘Walk out of the room,’ cr�ed the master, ‘and let me never hear a
word more about h�m! None here care what becomes of h�m; �f you
do, act the nurse; �f you do not, lock h�m up and leave h�m.’



“Then she began to bother me, and I sa�d I’d had enough plague
w�th the t�resome th�ng; we each had our tasks, and hers was to wa�t
on L�nton: Mr. Heathcl�ff b�d me leave that labour to her.

“How they managed together, I can’t tell. I fancy he fretted a great
deal, and moaned h�sseln n�ght and day; and she had prec�ous l�ttle
rest: one could guess by her wh�te face and heavy eyes. She
somet�mes came �nto the k�tchen all w�ldered l�ke, and looked as �f
she would fa�n beg ass�stance; but I was not go�ng to d�sobey the
master: I never dare d�sobey h�m, Mrs. Dean; and, though I thought �t
wrong that Kenneth should not be sent for, �t was no concern of m�ne
e�ther to adv�se or compla�n, and I always refused to meddle. Once
or tw�ce, after we had gone to bed, I’ve happened to open my door
aga�n and seen her s�tt�ng cry�ng on the sta�rs’-top; and then I’ve shut
myself �n qu�ck, for fear of be�ng moved to �nterfere. I d�d p�ty her
then, I’m sure: st�ll I d�dn’t w�sh to lose my place, you know.

“At last, one n�ght she came boldly �nto my chamber, and
fr�ghtened me out of my w�ts, by say�ng, ‘Tell Mr. Heathcl�ff that h�s
son �s dy�ng—I’m sure he �s, th�s t�me. Get up, �nstantly, and tell h�m.’

“Hav�ng uttered th�s speech, she van�shed aga�n. I lay a quarter of
an hour l�sten�ng and trembl�ng. Noth�ng st�rred—the house was
qu�et.

“She’s m�staken, I sa�d to myself. He’s got over �t. I needn’t d�sturb
them; and I began to doze. But my sleep was marred a second t�me
by a sharp r�ng�ng of the bell—the only bell we have, put up on
purpose for L�nton; and the master called to me to see what was the
matter, and �nform them that he wouldn’t have that no�se repeated.

“I del�vered Cather�ne’s message. He cursed to h�mself, and �n a
few m�nutes came out w�th a l�ghted candle, and proceeded to the�r
room. I followed. Mrs. Heathcl�ff was seated by the beds�de, w�th her
hands folded on her knees. Her father-�n-law went up, held the l�ght
to L�nton’s face, looked at h�m, and touched h�m; afterwards he
turned to her.

“‘Now—Cather�ne,’ he sa�d, ‘how do you feel?’
“She was dumb.
“‘How do you feel, Cather�ne?’ he repeated.



“‘He’s safe, and I’m free,’ she answered: ‘I should feel well—but,’
she cont�nued, w�th a b�tterness she couldn’t conceal, ‘you have left
me so long to struggle aga�nst death alone, that I feel and see only
death! I feel l�ke death!’

“And she looked l�ke �t, too! I gave her a l�ttle w�ne. Hareton and
Joseph, who had been wakened by the r�ng�ng and the sound of
feet, and heard our talk from outs�de, now entered. Joseph was fa�n,
I bel�eve, of the lad’s removal; Hareton seemed a thought bothered:
though he was more taken up w�th star�ng at Cather�ne than th�nk�ng
of L�nton. But the master b�d h�m get off to bed aga�n: we d�dn’t want
h�s help. He afterwards made Joseph remove the body to h�s
chamber, and told me to return to m�ne, and Mrs. Heathcl�ff rema�ned
by herself.

“In the morn�ng, he sent me to tell her she must come down to
breakfast: she had undressed, and appeared go�ng to sleep, and
sa�d she was �ll; at wh�ch I hardly wondered. I �nformed Mr.
Heathcl�ff, and he repl�ed,—‘Well, let her be t�ll after the funeral; and
go up now and then to get her what �s needful; and, as soon as she
seems better, tell me.’”

Cathy stayed upsta�rs a fortn�ght, accord�ng to Z�llah; who v�s�ted
her tw�ce a day, and would have been rather more fr�endly, but her
attempts at �ncreas�ng k�ndness were proudly and promptly repelled.

Heathcl�ff went up once, to show her L�nton’s w�ll. He had
bequeathed the whole of h�s, and what had been her, moveable
property, to h�s father: the poor creature was threatened, or coaxed,
�nto that act dur�ng her week’s absence, when h�s uncle d�ed. The
lands, be�ng a m�nor, he could not meddle w�th. However, Mr.
Heathcl�ff has cla�med and kept them �n h�s w�fe’s r�ght and h�s also: I
suppose legally; at any rate, Cather�ne, dest�tute of cash and fr�ends,
cannot d�sturb h�s possess�on.

“Nobody,” sa�d Z�llah, “ever approached her door, except that
once, but I; and nobody asked anyth�ng about her. The f�rst occas�on
of her com�ng down �nto the house was on a Sunday afternoon. She
had cr�ed out, when I carr�ed up her d�nner, that she couldn’t bear
any longer be�ng �n the cold; and I told her the master was go�ng to
Thrushcross Grange, and Earnshaw and I needn’t h�nder her from



descend�ng; so, as soon as she heard Heathcl�ff’s horse trot off, she
made her appearance, donned �n black, and her yellow curls
combed back beh�nd her ears as pla�n as a Quaker: she couldn’t
comb them out.

“Joseph and I generally go to chapel on Sundays:” the k�rk, you
know, has no m�n�ster now, expla�ned Mrs. Dean; and they call the
Method�sts’ or Bapt�sts’ place (I can’t say wh�ch �t �s) at G�mmerton, a
chapel. “Joseph had gone,” she cont�nued, “but I thought proper to
b�de at home. Young folks are always the better for an elder’s over-
look�ng; and Hareton, w�th all h�s bashfulness, �sn’t a model of n�ce
behav�our. I let h�m know that h�s cous�n would very l�kely s�t w�th us,
and she had been always used to see the Sabbath respected; so he
had as good leave h�s guns and b�ts of �ndoor work alone, wh�le she
stayed. He coloured up at the news, and cast h�s eyes over h�s
hands and clothes. The tra�n-o�l and gunpowder were shoved out of
s�ght �n a m�nute. I saw he meant to g�ve her h�s company; and I
guessed, by h�s way, he wanted to be presentable; so, laugh�ng, as I
durst not laugh when the master �s by, I offered to help h�m, �f he
would, and joked at h�s confus�on. He grew sullen, and began to
swear.

“Now, Mrs. Dean,” Z�llah went on, see�ng me not pleased by her
manner, “you happen th�nk your young lady too f�ne for Mr. Hareton;
and happen you’re r�ght: but I own I should love well to br�ng her
pr�de a peg lower. And what w�ll all her learn�ng and her da�nt�ness
do for her, now? She’s as poor as you or I: poorer, I’ll be bound:
you’re say�ng, and I’m do�ng my l�ttle all that road.”

Hareton allowed Z�llah to g�ve h�m her a�d; and she flattered h�m
�nto a good humour; so, when Cather�ne came, half forgett�ng her
former �nsults, he tr�ed to make h�mself agreeable, by the
housekeeper’s account.

“M�ss�s walked �n,” she sa�d, “as ch�ll as an �c�cle, and as h�gh as a
pr�ncess. I got up and offered her my seat �n the arm-cha�r. No, she
turned up her nose at my c�v�l�ty. Earnshaw rose, too, and b�d her
come to the settle, and s�t close by the f�re: he was sure she was
starved.



“‘I’ve been starved a month and more,’ she answered, rest�ng on
the word as scornful as she could.

“And she got a cha�r for herself, and placed �t at a d�stance from
both of us. Hav�ng sat t�ll she was warm, she began to look round,
and d�scovered a number of books on the dresser; she was �nstantly
upon her feet aga�n, stretch�ng to reach them: but they were too h�gh
up. Her cous�n, after watch�ng her endeavours a wh�le, at last
summoned courage to help her; she held her frock, and he f�lled �t
w�th the f�rst that came to hand.

“That was a great advance for the lad. She d�dn’t thank h�m; st�ll,
he felt grat�f�ed that she had accepted h�s ass�stance, and ventured
to stand beh�nd as she exam�ned them, and even to stoop and po�nt
out what struck h�s fancy �n certa�n old p�ctures wh�ch they
conta�ned; nor was he daunted by the saucy style �n wh�ch she
jerked the page from h�s f�nger: he contented h�mself w�th go�ng a b�t
farther back and look�ng at her �nstead of the book. She cont�nued
read�ng, or seek�ng for someth�ng to read. H�s attent�on became, by
degrees, qu�te centred �n the study of her th�ck s�lky curls: her face
he couldn’t see, and she couldn’t see h�m. And, perhaps, not qu�te
awake to what he d�d, but attracted l�ke a ch�ld to a candle, at last he
proceeded from star�ng to touch�ng; he put out h�s hand and stroked
one curl, as gently as �f �t were a b�rd. He m�ght have stuck a kn�fe
�nto her neck, she started round �n such a tak�ng.

“‘Get away th�s moment! How dare you touch me? Why are you
stopp�ng there?’ she cr�ed, �n a tone of d�sgust. ‘I can’t endure you!
I’ll go upsta�rs aga�n, �f you come near me.’

“Mr. Hareton reco�led, look�ng as fool�sh as he could do: he sat
down �n the settle very qu�et, and she cont�nued turn�ng over her
volumes another half hour; f�nally, Earnshaw crossed over, and
wh�spered to me.

“‘W�ll you ask her to read to us, Z�llah? I’m stalled of do�ng naught;
and I do l�ke—I could l�ke to hear her! Dunnot say I wanted �t, but ask
of yourseln.’

“‘Mr. Hareton w�shes you would read to us, ma’am,’ I sa�d,
�mmed�ately. ‘He’d take �t very k�nd—he’d be much obl�ged.’

“She frowned; and look�ng up, answered—



“‘Mr. Hareton, and the whole set of you, w�ll be good enough to
understand that I reject any pretence at k�ndness you have the
hypocr�sy to offer! I desp�se you, and w�ll have noth�ng to say to any
of you! When I would have g�ven my l�fe for one k�nd word, even to
see one of your faces, you all kept off. But I won’t compla�n to you!
I’m dr�ven down here by the cold; not e�ther to amuse you or enjoy
your soc�ety.’

“‘What could I ha’ done?’ began Earnshaw. ‘How was I to blame?’
“‘Oh! you are an except�on,’ answered Mrs. Heathcl�ff. ‘I never

m�ssed such a concern as you.’
“‘But I offered more than once, and asked,’ he sa�d, k�ndl�ng up at

her pertness, ‘I asked Mr. Heathcl�ff to let me wake for you—’
“‘Be s�lent! I’ll go out of doors, or anywhere, rather than have your

d�sagreeable vo�ce �n my ear!’ sa�d my lady.
“Hareton muttered she m�ght go to hell, for h�m! and unsl�ng�ng h�s

gun, restra�ned h�mself from h�s Sunday occupat�ons no longer. He
talked now, freely enough; and she presently saw f�t to retreat to her
sol�tude: but the frost had set �n, and, �n sp�te of her pr�de, she was
forced to condescend to our company, more and more. However, I
took care there should be no further scorn�ng at my good nature:
ever s�nce, I’ve been as st�ff as herself; and she has no lover or l�ker
among us: and she does not deserve one; for, let them say the least
word to her, and she’ll curl back w�thout respect of any one. She’ll
snap at the master h�mself, and as good as dares h�m to thrash her;
and the more hurt she gets, the more venomous she grows.”

At f�rst, on hear�ng th�s account from Z�llah, I determ�ned to leave
my s�tuat�on, take a cottage, and get Cather�ne to come and l�ve w�th
me: but Mr. Heathcl�ff would as soon perm�t that as he would set up
Hareton �n an �ndependent house; and I can see no remedy, at
present, unless she could marry aga�n; and that scheme �t does not
come w�th�n my prov�nce to arrange.

* * * * *

Thus ended Mrs. Dean’s story. Notw�thstand�ng the doctor’s
prophecy, I am rap�dly recover�ng strength; and though �t be only the



second week �n January, I propose gett�ng out on horseback �n a day
or two, and r�d�ng over to Wuther�ng He�ghts, to �nform my landlord
that I shall spend the next s�x months �n London; and, �f he l�kes, he
may look out for another tenant to take the place after October. I
would not pass another w�nter here for much.



CHAPTER XXXI

Yesterday was br�ght, calm, and frosty. I went to the He�ghts as I
proposed: my housekeeper entreated me to bear a l�ttle note from
her to her young lady, and I d�d not refuse, for the worthy woman
was not consc�ous of anyth�ng odd �n her request. The front door
stood open, but the jealous gate was fastened, as at my last v�s�t; I
knocked and �nvoked Earnshaw from among the garden-beds; he
uncha�ned �t, and I entered. The fellow �s as handsome a rust�c as
need be seen. I took part�cular not�ce of h�m th�s t�me; but then he
does h�s best apparently to make the least of h�s advantages.

I asked �f Mr. Heathcl�ff were at home? He answered, No; but he
would be �n at d�nner-t�me. It was eleven o’clock, and I announced
my �ntent�on of go�ng �n and wa�t�ng for h�m; at wh�ch he �mmed�ately
flung down h�s tools and accompan�ed me, �n the off�ce of watchdog,
not as a subst�tute for the host.

We entered together; Cather�ne was there, mak�ng herself useful
�n prepar�ng some vegetables for the approach�ng meal; she looked
more sulky and less sp�r�ted than when I had seen her f�rst. She
hardly ra�sed her eyes to not�ce me, and cont�nued her employment
w�th the same d�sregard to common forms of pol�teness as before;
never return�ng my bow and good-morn�ng by the sl�ghtest
acknowledgment.

“She does not seem so am�able,” I thought, “as Mrs. Dean would
persuade me to bel�eve. She’s a beauty, �t �s true; but not an angel.”

Earnshaw surl�ly b�d her remove her th�ngs to the k�tchen.
“Remove them yourself,” she sa�d, push�ng them from her as soon
as she had done; and ret�r�ng to a stool by the w�ndow, where she
began to carve f�gures of b�rds and beasts out of the turn�p-par�ngs �n
her lap. I approached her, pretend�ng to des�re a v�ew of the garden;



and, as I fanc�ed, adro�tly dropped Mrs. Dean’s note on to her knee,
unnot�ced by Hareton—but she asked aloud, “What �s that?” And
chucked �t off.

“A letter from your old acqua�ntance, the housekeeper at the
Grange,” I answered; annoyed at her expos�ng my k�nd deed, and
fearful lest �t should be �mag�ned a m�ss�ve of my own. She would
gladly have gathered �t up at th�s �nformat�on, but Hareton beat her;
he se�zed and put �t �n h�s wa�stcoat, say�ng Mr. Heathcl�ff should
look at �t f�rst. Thereat, Cather�ne s�lently turned her face from us,
and, very stealth�ly, drew out her pocket-handkerch�ef and appl�ed �t
to her eyes; and her cous�n, after struggl�ng awh�le to keep down h�s
softer feel�ngs, pulled out the letter and flung �t on the floor bes�de
her, as ungrac�ously as he could. Cather�ne caught and perused �t
eagerly; then she put a few quest�ons to me concern�ng the �nmates,
rat�onal and �rrat�onal, of her former home; and gaz�ng towards the
h�lls, murmured �n sol�loquy:

“I should l�ke to be r�d�ng M�nny down there! I should l�ke to be
cl�mb�ng up there! Oh! I’m t�red—I’m stalled, Hareton!” And she leant
her pretty head back aga�nst the s�ll, w�th half a yawn and half a s�gh,
and lapsed �nto an aspect of abstracted sadness: ne�ther car�ng nor
know�ng whether we remarked her.

“Mrs. Heathcl�ff,” I sa�d, after s�tt�ng some t�me mute, “you are not
aware that I am an acqua�ntance of yours? so �nt�mate that I th�nk �t
strange you won’t come and speak to me. My housekeeper never
wear�es of talk�ng about and pra�s�ng you; and she’ll be greatly
d�sappo�nted �f I return w�th no news of or from you, except that you
rece�ved her letter and sa�d noth�ng!”

She appeared to wonder at th�s speech, and asked,—
“Does Ellen l�ke you?”
“Yes, very well,” I repl�ed, hes�tat�ngly.
“You must tell her,” she cont�nued, “that I would answer her letter,

but I have no mater�als for wr�t�ng: not even a book from wh�ch I
m�ght tear a leaf.”

“No books!” I excla�med. “How do you contr�ve to l�ve here w�thout
them? �f I may take the l�berty to �nqu�re. Though prov�ded w�th a



large l�brary, I’m frequently very dull at the Grange; take my books
away, and I should be desperate!”

“I was always read�ng, when I had them,” sa�d Cather�ne; “and Mr.
Heathcl�ff never reads; so he took �t �nto h�s head to destroy my
books. I have not had a gl�mpse of one for weeks. Only once, I
searched through Joseph’s store of theology, to h�s great �rr�tat�on;
and once, Hareton, I came upon a secret stock �n your room—some
Lat�n and Greek, and some tales and poetry: all old fr�ends. I brought
the last here—and you gathered them, as a magp�e gathers s�lver
spoons, for the mere love of steal�ng! They are of no use to you; or
else you concealed them �n the bad sp�r�t that, as you cannot enjoy
them, nobody else shall. Perhaps your envy counselled Mr.
Heathcl�ff to rob me of my treasures? But I’ve most of them wr�tten
on my bra�n and pr�nted �n my heart, and you cannot depr�ve me of
those!”

Earnshaw blushed cr�mson when h�s cous�n made th�s revelat�on
of h�s pr�vate l�terary accumulat�ons, and stammered an �nd�gnant
den�al of her accusat�ons.

“Mr. Hareton �s des�rous of �ncreas�ng h�s amount of knowledge,” I
sa�d, com�ng to h�s rescue. “He �s not env�ous, but emulous of your
atta�nments. He’ll be a clever scholar �n a few years.”

“And he wants me to s�nk �nto a dunce, meant�me,” answered
Cather�ne. “Yes, I hear h�m try�ng to spell and read to h�mself, and
pretty blunders he makes! I w�sh you would repeat Chevy Chase as
you d�d yesterday: �t was extremely funny. I heard you; and I heard
you turn�ng over the d�ct�onary to seek out the hard words, and then
curs�ng because you couldn’t read the�r explanat�ons!”

The young man ev�dently thought �t too bad that he should be
laughed at for h�s �gnorance, and then laughed at for try�ng to
remove �t. I had a s�m�lar not�on; and, remember�ng Mrs. Dean’s
anecdote of h�s f�rst attempt at enl�ghten�ng the darkness �n wh�ch he
had been reared, I observed,—“But, Mrs. Heathcl�ff, we have each
had a commencement, and each stumbled and tottered on the
threshold; had our teachers scorned �nstead of a�d�ng us, we should
stumble and totter yet.”



“Oh!” she repl�ed, “I don’t w�sh to l�m�t h�s acqu�rements: st�ll, he
has no r�ght to appropr�ate what �s m�ne, and make �t r�d�culous to me
w�th h�s v�le m�stakes and m�spronunc�at�ons! Those books, both
prose and verse, are consecrated to me by other assoc�at�ons; and I
hate to have them debased and profaned �n h�s mouth! Bes�des, of
all, he has selected my favour�te p�eces that I love the most to
repeat, as �f out of del�berate mal�ce.”

Hareton’s chest heaved �n s�lence a m�nute: he laboured under a
severe sense of mort�f�cat�on and wrath, wh�ch �t was no easy task to
suppress. I rose, and, from a gentlemanly �dea of rel�ev�ng h�s
embarrassment, took up my stat�on �n the doorway, survey�ng the
external prospect as I stood. He followed my example, and left the
room; but presently reappeared, bear�ng half a dozen volumes �n h�s
hands, wh�ch he threw �nto Cather�ne’s lap, excla�m�ng,—“Take
them! I never want to hear, or read, or th�nk of them aga�n!”

“I won’t have them now,” she answered. “I shall connect them w�th
you, and hate them.”

She opened one that had obv�ously been often turned over, and
read a port�on �n the drawl�ng tone of a beg�nner; then laughed, and
threw �t from her. “And l�sten,” she cont�nued, provok�ngly,
commenc�ng a verse of an old ballad �n the same fash�on.

But h�s self-love would endure no further torment: I heard, and not
altogether d�sapprov�ngly, a manual check g�ven to her saucy
tongue. The l�ttle wretch had done her utmost to hurt her cous�n’s
sens�t�ve though uncult�vated feel�ngs, and a phys�cal argument was
the only mode he had of balanc�ng the account, and repay�ng �ts
effects on the �nfl�ctor. He afterwards gathered the books and hurled
them on the f�re. I read �n h�s countenance what angu�sh �t was to
offer that sacr�f�ce to spleen. I fanc�ed that as they consumed, he
recalled the pleasure they had already �mparted, and the tr�umph
and ever-�ncreas�ng pleasure he had ant�c�pated from them; and I
fanc�ed I guessed the �nc�tement to h�s secret stud�es also. He had
been content w�th da�ly labour and rough an�mal enjoyments, t�ll
Cather�ne crossed h�s path. Shame at her scorn, and hope of her
approval, were h�s f�rst prompters to h�gher pursu�ts; and �nstead of



guard�ng h�m from one and w�nn�ng h�m to the other, h�s endeavours
to ra�se h�mself had produced just the contrary result.

“Yes that’s all the good that such a brute as you can get from
them!” cr�ed Cather�ne, suck�ng her damaged l�p, and watch�ng the
conflagrat�on w�th �nd�gnant eyes.

“You’d better hold your tongue, now,” he answered f�ercely.
And h�s ag�tat�on precluded further speech; he advanced hast�ly to

the entrance, where I made way for h�m to pass. But ere he had
crossed the door-stones, Mr. Heathcl�ff, com�ng up the causeway,
encountered h�m, and lay�ng hold of h�s shoulder asked,—“What’s to
do now, my lad?”

“Naught, naught,” he sa�d, and broke away to enjoy h�s gr�ef and
anger �n sol�tude.

Heathcl�ff gazed after h�m, and s�ghed.
“It w�ll be odd �f I thwart myself,” he muttered, unconsc�ous that I

was beh�nd h�m. “But when I look for h�s father �n h�s face, I f�nd her
every day more! How the dev�l �s he so l�ke? I can hardly bear to see
h�m.”

He bent h�s eyes to the ground, and walked mood�ly �n. There was
a restless, anx�ous express�on �n h�s countenance. I had never
remarked there before; and he looked sparer �n person. H�s
daughter-�n-law, on perce�v�ng h�m through the w�ndow, �mmed�ately
escaped to the k�tchen, so that I rema�ned alone.

“I’m glad to see you out of doors aga�n, Mr. Lockwood,” he sa�d, �n
reply to my greet�ng; “from self�sh mot�ves partly: I don’t th�nk I could
read�ly supply your loss �n th�s desolat�on. I’ve wondered more than
once what brought you here.”

“An �dle wh�m, I fear, s�r,” was my answer; “or else an �dle wh�m �s
go�ng to sp�r�t me away. I shall set out for London next week; and I
must g�ve you warn�ng that I feel no d�spos�t�on to reta�n Thrushcross
Grange beyond the twelve months I agreed to rent �t. I bel�eve I shall
not l�ve there any more.”

“Oh, �ndeed; you’re t�red of be�ng ban�shed from the world, are
you?” he sa�d. “But �f you be com�ng to plead off pay�ng for a place



you won’t occupy, your journey �s useless: I never relent �n exact�ng
my due from any one.”

“I’m com�ng to plead off noth�ng about �t,” I excla�med,
cons�derably �rr�tated. “Should you w�sh �t, I’ll settle w�th you now,”
and I drew my note-book from my pocket.

“No, no,” he repl�ed, coolly; “you’ll leave suff�c�ent beh�nd to cover
your debts, �f you fa�l to return: I’m not �n such a hurry. S�t down and
take your d�nner w�th us; a guest that �s safe from repeat�ng h�s v�s�t
can generally be made welcome. Cather�ne! br�ng the th�ngs �n:
where are you?”

Cather�ne reappeared, bear�ng a tray of kn�ves and forks.
“You may get your d�nner w�th Joseph,” muttered Heathcl�ff, as�de,

“and rema�n �n the k�tchen t�ll he �s gone.”
She obeyed h�s d�rect�ons very punctually: perhaps she had no

temptat�on to transgress. L�v�ng among clowns and m�santhrop�sts,
she probably cannot apprec�ate a better class of people when she
meets them.

W�th Mr. Heathcl�ff, gr�m and saturn�ne, on the one hand, and
Hareton, absolutely dumb, on the other, I made a somewhat
cheerless meal, and bade ad�eu early. I would have departed by the
back way, to get a last gl�mpse of Cather�ne and annoy old Joseph;
but Hareton rece�ved orders to lead up my horse, and my host
h�mself escorted me to the door, so I could not fulf�l my w�sh.

“How dreary l�fe gets over �n that house!” I reflected, wh�le r�d�ng
down the road. “What a real�sat�on of someth�ng more romant�c than
a fa�ry tale �t would have been for Mrs. L�nton Heathcl�ff, had she and
I struck up an attachment, as her good nurse des�red, and m�grated
together �nto the st�rr�ng atmosphere of the town!”



CHAPTER XXXII

1802.—Th�s September I was �nv�ted to devastate the moors of a
fr�end �n the north, and on my journey to h�s abode, I unexpectedly
came w�th�n f�fteen m�les of G�mmerton. The ostler at a roads�de
publ�c-house was hold�ng a pa�l of water to refresh my horses, when
a cart of very green oats, newly reaped, passed by, and he
remarked,—“Yon’s frough G�mmerton, nah! They’re allas three w�ck’
after other folk w�’ ther harvest.”

“G�mmerton?” I repeated—my res�dence �n that local�ty had
already grown d�m and dreamy. “Ah! I know. How far �s �t from th�s?”

“Happen fourteen m�le o’er th’ h�lls; and a rough road,” he
answered.

A sudden �mpulse se�zed me to v�s�t Thrushcross Grange. It was
scarcely noon, and I conce�ved that I m�ght as well pass the n�ght
under my own roof as �n an �nn. Bes�des, I could spare a day eas�ly
to arrange matters w�th my landlord, and thus save myself the
trouble of �nvad�ng the ne�ghbourhood aga�n. Hav�ng rested awh�le, I
d�rected my servant to �nqu�re the way to the v�llage; and, w�th great
fat�gue to our beasts, we managed the d�stance �n some three hours.

I left h�m there, and proceeded down the valley alone. The grey
church looked greyer, and the lonely churchyard lonel�er. I
d�st�ngu�shed a moor-sheep cropp�ng the short turf on the graves. It
was sweet, warm weather—too warm for travell�ng; but the heat d�d
not h�nder me from enjoy�ng the del�ghtful scenery above and below:
had I seen �t nearer August, I’m sure �t would have tempted me to
waste a month among �ts sol�tudes. In w�nter noth�ng more dreary, �n
summer noth�ng more d�v�ne, than those glens shut �n by h�lls, and
those bluff, bold swells of heath.



I reached the Grange before sunset, and knocked for adm�ttance;
but the fam�ly had retreated �nto the back prem�ses, I judged, by one
th�n, blue wreath, curl�ng from the k�tchen ch�mney, and they d�d not
hear. I rode �nto the court. Under the porch, a g�rl of n�ne or ten sat
kn�tt�ng, and an old woman recl�ned on the housesteps, smok�ng a
med�tat�ve p�pe.

“Is Mrs. Dean w�th�n?” I demanded of the dame.
“M�stress Dean? Nay!” she answered, “she doesn’t b�de here:

shoo’s up at th’ He�ghts.”
“Are you the housekeeper, then?” I cont�nued.
“Eea, aw keep th’ hause,” she repl�ed.
“Well, I’m Mr. Lockwood, the master. Are there any rooms to lodge

me �n, I wonder? I w�sh to stay all n�ght.”
“T’ ma�ster!” she cr�ed �n aston�shment. “Whet, who�ver knew yah

wur com�ng? Yah sud ha’ send word. They’s nowt norther dry nor
mensful abaht t’ place: nowt there �sn’t!”

She threw down her p�pe and bustled �n, the g�rl followed, and I
entered too; soon perce�v�ng that her report was true, and, moreover,
that I had almost upset her w�ts by my unwelcome appar�t�on, I bade
her be composed. I would go out for a walk; and, meant�me she
must try to prepare a corner of a s�tt�ng-room for me to sup �n, and a
bedroom to sleep �n. No sweep�ng and dust�ng, only good f�re and
dry sheets were necessary. She seemed w�ll�ng to do her best;
though she thrust the hearth-brush �nto the grates �n m�stake for the
poker, and malappropr�ated several other art�cles of her craft: but I
ret�red, conf�d�ng �n her energy for a rest�ng-place aga�nst my return.
Wuther�ng He�ghts was the goal of my proposed excurs�on. An
afterthought brought me back, when I had qu�tted the court.

“All well at the He�ghts?” I �nqu�red of the woman.
“Eea, f’r owt ee knaw!” she answered, skurry�ng away w�th a pan

of hot c�nders.
I would have asked why Mrs. Dean had deserted the Grange, but

�t was �mposs�ble to delay her at such a cr�s�s, so I turned away and
made my ex�t, rambl�ng le�surely along, w�th the glow of a s�nk�ng
sun beh�nd, and the m�ld glory of a r�s�ng moon �n front—one fad�ng,



and the other br�ghten�ng—as I qu�tted the park, and cl�mbed the
stony by-road branch�ng off to Mr. Heathcl�ff’s dwell�ng. Before I
arr�ved �n s�ght of �t, all that rema�ned of day was a beamless amber
l�ght along the west: but I could see every pebble on the path, and
every blade of grass, by that splend�d moon. I had ne�ther to cl�mb
the gate nor to knock—�t y�elded to my hand. That �s an
�mprovement, I thought. And I not�ced another, by the a�d of my
nostr�ls; a fragrance of stocks and wallflowers wafted on the a�r from
amongst the homely fru�t-trees.

Both doors and latt�ces were open; and yet, as �s usually the case
�n a coal-d�str�ct, a f�ne red f�re �llum�ned the ch�mney: the comfort
wh�ch the eye der�ves from �t renders the extra heat endurable. But
the house of Wuther�ng He�ghts �s so large that the �nmates have
plenty of space for w�thdraw�ng out of �ts �nfluence; and accord�ngly
what �nmates there were had stat�oned themselves not far from one
of the w�ndows. I could both see them and hear them talk before I
entered, and looked and l�stened �n consequence; be�ng moved
thereto by a m�ngled sense of cur�os�ty and envy, that grew as I
l�ngered.

“Con-trary!” sa�d a vo�ce as sweet as a s�lver bell. “That for the
th�rd t�me, you dunce! I’m not go�ng to tell you aga�n. Recollect, or I’ll
pull your ha�r!”

“Contrary, then,” answered another, �n deep but softened tones.
“And now, k�ss me, for m�nd�ng so well.”

“No, read �t over f�rst correctly, w�thout a s�ngle m�stake.”
The male speaker began to read: he was a young man,

respectably dressed and seated at a table, hav�ng a book before
h�m. H�s handsome features glowed w�th pleasure, and h�s eyes kept
�mpat�ently wander�ng from the page to a small wh�te hand over h�s
shoulder, wh�ch recalled h�m by a smart slap on the cheek, whenever
�ts owner detected such s�gns of �nattent�on. Its owner stood beh�nd;
her l�ght, sh�n�ng r�nglets blend�ng, at �ntervals, w�th h�s brown looks,
as she bent to super�ntend h�s stud�es; and her face—�t was lucky he
could not see her face, or he would never have been so steady. I
could; and I b�t my l�p �n sp�te, at hav�ng thrown away the chance I



m�ght have had of do�ng someth�ng bes�des star�ng at �ts sm�t�ng
beauty.

The task was done, not free from further blunders; but the pup�l
cla�med a reward, and rece�ved at least f�ve k�sses; wh�ch, however,
he generously returned. Then they came to the door, and from the�r
conversat�on I judged they were about to �ssue out and have a walk
on the moors. I supposed I should be condemned �n Hareton
Earnshaw’s heart, �f not by h�s mouth, to the lowest p�t �n the �nfernal
reg�ons �f I showed my unfortunate person �n h�s ne�ghbourhood
then; and feel�ng very mean and mal�gnant, I skulked round to seek
refuge �n the k�tchen. There was unobstructed adm�ttance on that
s�de also; and at the door sat my old fr�end Nelly Dean, sew�ng and
s�ng�ng a song; wh�ch was often �nterrupted from w�th�n by harsh
words of scorn and �ntolerance, uttered �n far from mus�cal accents.

“I’d rayther, by th’ haulf, hev’ ’em swear�ng �’ my lugs fro’h morn to
neeght, nor hearken ye hahs�ver!” sa�d the tenant of the k�tchen, �n
answer to an unheard speech of Nelly’s. “It’s a blaz�ng shame, that I
cannot oppen t’ blessed Book, but yah set up them glor�es to sattan,
and all t’ flaysome w�ckednesses that �ver were born �nto th’ warld!
Oh! ye’re a ra�ght nowt; and shoo’s another; and that poor lad ’ll be
lost atween ye. Poor lad!” he added, w�th a groan; “he’s w�tched: I’m
sart�n on’t. Oh, Lord, judge ’em, for there’s norther law nor just�ce
among wer rullers!”

“No! or we should be s�tt�ng �n flam�ng fagots, I suppose,” retorted
the s�nger. “But w�sht, old man, and read your B�ble l�ke a Chr�st�an,
and never m�nd me. Th�s �s ‘Fa�ry Ann�e’s Wedd�ng’—a bonny tune—
�t goes to a dance.”

Mrs. Dean was about to recommence, when I advanced; and
recogn�s�ng me d�rectly, she jumped to her feet, cry�ng—“Why, bless
you, Mr. Lockwood! How could you th�nk of return�ng �n th�s way?
All’s shut up at Thrushcross Grange. You should have g�ven us
not�ce!”

“I’ve arranged to be accommodated there, for as long as I shall
stay,” I answered. “I depart aga�n to-morrow. And how are you
transplanted here, Mrs. Dean? tell me that.”



“Z�llah left, and Mr. Heathcl�ff w�shed me to come, soon after you
went to London, and stay t�ll you returned. But, step �n, pray! Have
you walked from G�mmerton th�s even�ng?”

“From the Grange,” I repl�ed; “and wh�le they make me lodg�ng
room there, I want to f�n�sh my bus�ness w�th your master; because I
don’t th�nk of hav�ng another opportun�ty �n a hurry.”

“What bus�ness, s�r?” sa�d Nelly, conduct�ng me �nto the house.
“He’s gone out at present, and won’t return soon.”

“About the rent,” I answered.
“Oh! then �t �s w�th Mrs. Heathcl�ff you must settle,” she observed;

“or rather w�th me. She has not learnt to manage her affa�rs yet, and
I act for her: there’s nobody else.”

I looked surpr�sed.
“Ah! you have not heard of Heathcl�ff’s death, I see,” she

cont�nued.
“Heathcl�ff dead!” I excla�med, aston�shed. “How long ago?”
“Three months s�nce: but s�t down, and let me take your hat, and

I’ll tell you all about �t. Stop, you have had noth�ng to eat, have you?”
“I want noth�ng: I have ordered supper at home. You s�t down too. I

never dreamt of h�s dy�ng! Let me hear how �t came to pass. You say
you don’t expect them back for some t�me—the young people?”

“No—I have to scold them every even�ng for the�r late rambles: but
they don’t care for me. At least, have a dr�nk of our old ale; �t w�ll do
you good: you seem weary.”

She hastened to fetch �t before I could refuse, and I heard Joseph
ask�ng whether “�t warn’t a cry�ng scandal that she should have
followers at her t�me of l�fe? And then, to get them jocks out o’ t’
ma�ster’s cellar! He fa�r shaamed to ’b�de st�ll and see �t.”

She d�d not stay to retal�ate, but re-entered �n a m�nute, bear�ng a
ream�ng s�lver p�nt, whose contents I lauded w�th becom�ng
earnestness. And afterwards she furn�shed me w�th the sequel of
Heathcl�ff’s h�story. He had a “queer” end, as she expressed �t.

I was summoned to Wuther�ng He�ghts, w�th�n a fortn�ght of your
leav�ng us, she sa�d; and I obeyed joyfully, for Cather�ne’s sake. My



f�rst �nterv�ew w�th her gr�eved and shocked me: she had altered so
much s�nce our separat�on. Mr. Heathcl�ff d�d not expla�n h�s reasons
for tak�ng a new m�nd about my com�ng here; he only told me he
wanted me, and he was t�red of see�ng Cather�ne: I must make the
l�ttle parlour my s�tt�ng-room, and keep her w�th me. It was enough �f
he were obl�ged to see her once or tw�ce a day. She seemed
pleased at th�s arrangement; and, by degrees, I smuggled over a
great number of books, and other art�cles, that had formed her
amusement at the Grange; and flattered myself we should get on �n
tolerable comfort. The delus�on d�d not last long. Cather�ne,
contented at f�rst, �n a br�ef space grew �rr�table and restless. For one
th�ng, she was forb�dden to move out of the garden, and �t fretted her
sadly to be conf�ned to �ts narrow bounds as spr�ng drew on; for
another, �n follow�ng the house, I was forced to qu�t her frequently,
and she compla�ned of lonel�ness: she preferred quarrell�ng w�th
Joseph �n the k�tchen to s�tt�ng at peace �n her sol�tude. I d�d not
m�nd the�r sk�rm�shes: but Hareton was often obl�ged to seek the
k�tchen also, when the master wanted to have the house to h�mself!
and though �n the beg�nn�ng she e�ther left �t at h�s approach, or
qu�etly jo�ned �n my occupat�ons, and shunned remark�ng or
address�ng h�m—and though he was always as sullen and s�lent as
poss�ble—after a wh�le, she changed her behav�our, and became
�ncapable of lett�ng h�m alone: talk�ng at h�m; comment�ng on h�s
stup�d�ty and �dleness; express�ng her wonder how he could endure
the l�fe he l�ved—how he could s�t a whole even�ng star�ng �nto the
f�re, and doz�ng.

“He’s just l�ke a dog, �s he not, Ellen?” she once observed, “or a
cart-horse? He does h�s work, eats h�s food, and sleeps eternally!
What a blank, dreary m�nd he must have! Do you ever dream,
Hareton? And, �f you do, what �s �t about? But you can’t speak to
me!”

Then she looked at h�m; but he would ne�ther open h�s mouth nor
look aga�n.

“He’s, perhaps, dream�ng now,” she cont�nued. “He tw�tched h�s
shoulder as Juno tw�tches hers. Ask h�m, Ellen.”



“Mr. Hareton w�ll ask the master to send you upsta�rs, �f you don’t
behave!” I sa�d. He had not only tw�tched h�s shoulder but clenched
h�s f�st, as �f tempted to use �t.

“I know why Hareton never speaks, when I am �n the k�tchen,” she
excla�med, on another occas�on. “He �s afra�d I shall laugh at h�m.
Ellen, what do you th�nk? He began to teach h�mself to read once;
and, because I laughed, he burned h�s books, and dropped �t: was
he not a fool?”

“Were not you naughty?” I sa�d; “answer me that.”
“Perhaps I was,” she went on; “but I d�d not expect h�m to be so

s�lly. Hareton, �f I gave you a book, would you take �t now? I’ll try!”
She placed one she had been perus�ng on h�s hand; he flung �t off,

and muttered, �f she d�d not g�ve over, he would break her neck.
“Well, I shall put �t here,” she sa�d, “�n the table-drawer; and I’m

go�ng to bed.”
Then she wh�spered me to watch whether he touched �t, and

departed. But he would not come near �t; and so I �nformed her �n the
morn�ng, to her great d�sappo�ntment. I saw she was sorry for h�s
persever�ng sulk�ness and �ndolence: her consc�ence reproved her
for fr�ghten�ng h�m off �mprov�ng h�mself: she had done �t effectually.
But her �ngenu�ty was at work to remedy the �njury: wh�le I �roned, or
pursued other such stat�onary employments as I could not well do �n
the parlour, she would br�ng some pleasant volume and read �t aloud
to me. When Hareton was there, she generally paused �n an
�nterest�ng part, and left the book ly�ng about: that she d�d
repeatedly; but he was as obst�nate as a mule, and, �nstead of
snatch�ng at her ba�t, �n wet weather he took to smok�ng w�th Joseph;
and they sat l�ke automatons, one on each s�de of the f�re, the elder
happ�ly too deaf to understand her w�cked nonsense, as he would
have called �t, the younger do�ng h�s best to seem to d�sregard �t. On
f�ne even�ngs the latter followed h�s shoot�ng exped�t�ons, and
Cather�ne yawned and s�ghed, and teased me to talk to her, and ran
off �nto the court or garden the moment I began; and, as a last
resource, cr�ed, and sa�d she was t�red of l�v�ng: her l�fe was useless.

Mr. Heathcl�ff, who grew more and more d�s�ncl�ned to soc�ety, had
almost ban�shed Earnshaw from h�s apartment. Ow�ng to an acc�dent



at the commencement of March, he became for some days a f�xture
�n the k�tchen. H�s gun burst wh�le out on the h�lls by h�mself; a
spl�nter cut h�s arm, and he lost a good deal of blood before he could
reach home. The consequence was that, perforce, he was
condemned to the f�res�de and tranqu�ll�ty, t�ll he made �t up aga�n. It
su�ted Cather�ne to have h�m there: at any rate, �t made her hate her
room upsta�rs more than ever: and she would compel me to f�nd out
bus�ness below, that she m�ght accompany me.

On Easter Monday, Joseph went to G�mmerton fa�r w�th some
cattle; and, �n the afternoon, I was busy gett�ng up l�nen �n the
k�tchen. Earnshaw sat, morose as usual, at the ch�mney corner, and
my l�ttle m�stress was begu�l�ng an �dle hour w�th draw�ng p�ctures on
the w�ndow-panes, vary�ng her amusement by smothered bursts of
songs, and wh�spered ejaculat�ons, and qu�ck glances of annoyance
and �mpat�ence �n the d�rect�on of her cous�n, who steadfastly
smoked, and looked �nto the grate. At a not�ce that I could do w�th
her no longer �ntercept�ng my l�ght, she removed to the hearthstone.
I bestowed l�ttle attent�on on her proceed�ngs, but, presently, I heard
her beg�n—“I’ve found out, Hareton, that I want—that I’m glad—that I
should l�ke you to be my cous�n now, �f you had not grown so cross
to me, and so rough.”

Hareton returned no answer.
“Hareton, Hareton, Hareton! do you hear?” she cont�nued.
“Get off w�’ ye!” he growled, w�th uncomprom�s�ng gruffness.
“Let me take that p�pe,” she sa�d, caut�ously advanc�ng her hand

and abstract�ng �t from h�s mouth.
Before he could attempt to recover �t, �t was broken, and beh�nd

the f�re. He swore at her and se�zed another.
“Stop,” she cr�ed, “you must l�sten to me f�rst; and I can’t speak

wh�le those clouds are float�ng �n my face.”
“W�ll you go to the dev�l!” he excla�med, feroc�ously, “and let me

be!”
“No,” she pers�sted, “I won’t: I can’t tell what to do to make you talk

to me; and you are determ�ned not to understand. When I call you
stup�d, I don’t mean anyth�ng: I don’t mean that I desp�se you. Come,



you shall take not�ce of me, Hareton: you are my cous�n, and you
shall own me.”

“I shall have naught to do w�’ you and your mucky pr�de, and your
damned mock�ng tr�cks!” he answered. “I’ll go to hell, body and soul,
before I look s�deways after you aga�n. S�de out o’ t’ gate, now, th�s
m�nute!”

Cather�ne frowned, and retreated to the w�ndow-seat chew�ng her
l�p, and endeavour�ng, by humm�ng an eccentr�c tune, to conceal a
grow�ng tendency to sob.

“You should be fr�ends w�th your cous�n, Mr. Hareton,” I
�nterrupted, “s�nce she repents of her sauc�ness. It would do you a
great deal of good: �t would make you another man to have her for a
compan�on.”

“A compan�on!” he cr�ed; “when she hates me, and does not th�nk
me f�t to w�pe her shoon! Nay, �f �t made me a k�ng, I’d not be
scorned for seek�ng her good-w�ll any more.”

“It �s not I who hate you, �t �s you who hate me!” wept Cathy, no
longer d�sgu�s�ng her trouble. “You hate me as much as Mr. Heathcl�ff
does, and more.”

“You’re a damned l�ar,” began Earnshaw: “why have I made h�m
angry, by tak�ng your part, then, a hundred t�mes? and that when you
sneered at and desp�sed me, and—Go on plagu�ng me, and I’ll step
�n yonder, and say you worr�ed me out of the k�tchen!”

“I d�dn’t know you took my part,” she answered, dry�ng her eyes;
“and I was m�serable and b�tter at everybody; but now I thank you,
and beg you to forg�ve me: what can I do bes�des?”

She returned to the hearth, and frankly extended her hand. He
blackened and scowled l�ke a thunder-cloud, and kept h�s f�sts
resolutely clenched, and h�s gaze f�xed on the ground. Cather�ne, by
�nst�nct, must have d�v�ned �t was obdurate pervers�ty, and not
d�sl�ke, that prompted th�s dogged conduct; for, after rema�n�ng an
�nstant undec�ded, she stooped and �mpressed on h�s cheek a gentle
k�ss. The l�ttle rogue thought I had not seen her, and, draw�ng back,
she took her former stat�on by the w�ndow, qu�te demurely. I shook
my head reprov�ngly, and then she blushed and wh�spered—“Well!



what should I have done, Ellen? He wouldn’t shake hands, and he
wouldn’t look: I must show h�m some way that I l�ke h�m—that I want
to be fr�ends.”

Whether the k�ss conv�nced Hareton, I cannot tell: he was very
careful, for some m�nutes, that h�s face should not be seen, and
when he d�d ra�se �t, he was sadly puzzled where to turn h�s eyes.

Cather�ne employed herself �n wrapp�ng a handsome book neatly
�n wh�te paper, and hav�ng t�ed �t w�th a b�t of r�bbon, and addressed
�t to “Mr. Hareton Earnshaw,” she des�red me to be her
ambassadress, and convey the present to �ts dest�ned rec�p�ent.

“And tell h�m, �f he’ll take �t, I’ll come and teach h�m to read �t r�ght,”
she sa�d; “and, �f he refuse �t, I’ll go upsta�rs, and never tease h�m
aga�n.”

I carr�ed �t, and repeated the message; anx�ously watched by my
employer. Hareton would not open h�s f�ngers, so I la�d �t on h�s knee.
He d�d not str�ke �t off, e�ther. I returned to my work. Cather�ne leaned
her head and arms on the table, t�ll she heard the sl�ght rustle of the
cover�ng be�ng removed; then she stole away, and qu�etly seated
herself bes�de her cous�n. He trembled, and h�s face glowed: all h�s
rudeness and all h�s surly harshness had deserted h�m: he could not
summon courage, at f�rst, to utter a syllable �n reply to her
quest�on�ng look, and her murmured pet�t�on.

“Say you forg�ve me, Hareton, do. You can make me so happy by
speak�ng that l�ttle word.”

He muttered someth�ng �naud�ble.
“And you’ll be my fr�end?” added Cather�ne, �nterrogat�vely.
“Nay, you’ll be ashamed of me every day of your l�fe,” he

answered; “and the more ashamed, the more you know me; and I
cannot b�de �t.”

“So you won’t be my fr�end?” she sa�d, sm�l�ng as sweet as honey,
and creep�ng close up.

I overheard no further d�st�ngu�shable talk, but, on look�ng round
aga�n, I perce�ved two such rad�ant countenances bent over the
page of the accepted book, that I d�d not doubt the treaty had been



rat�f�ed on both s�des; and the enem�es were, thenceforth, sworn
all�es.

The work they stud�ed was full of costly p�ctures; and those and
the�r pos�t�on had charm enough to keep them unmoved t�ll Joseph
came home. He, poor man, was perfectly aghast at the spectacle of
Cather�ne seated on the same bench w�th Hareton Earnshaw,
lean�ng her hand on h�s shoulder; and confounded at h�s favour�te’s
endurance of her prox�m�ty: �t affected h�m too deeply to allow an
observat�on on the subject that n�ght. H�s emot�on was only revealed
by the �mmense s�ghs he drew, as he solemnly spread h�s large
B�ble on the table, and overla�d �t w�th d�rty bank-notes from h�s
pocket-book, the produce of the day’s transact�ons. At length he
summoned Hareton from h�s seat.

“Tak’ these �n to t’ ma�ster, lad,” he sa�d, “and b�de there. I’s gang
up to my own rahm. Th�s ho�le’s ne�ther mensful nor seemly for us:
we mun s�de out and seearch another.”

“Come, Cather�ne,” I sa�d, “we must ‘s�de out’ too: I’ve done my
�ron�ng. Are you ready to go?”

“It �s not e�ght o’clock!” she answered, r�s�ng unw�ll�ngly.
“Hareton, I’ll leave th�s book upon the ch�mney-p�ece, and I’ll br�ng

some more to-morrow.”
“Ony books that yah leave, I shall tak’ �nto th’ hahse,” sa�d Joseph,

“and �t’ll be m�tch �f yah f�nd ’em agean; soa, yah may plase yerseln!”
Cathy threatened that h�s l�brary should pay for hers; and, sm�l�ng

as she passed Hareton, went s�ng�ng upsta�rs: l�ghter of heart, I
venture to say, than ever she had been under that roof before;
except, perhaps, dur�ng her earl�est v�s�ts to L�nton.

The �nt�macy thus commenced grew rap�dly; though �t encountered
temporary �nterrupt�ons. Earnshaw was not to be c�v�l�zed w�th a
w�sh, and my young lady was no ph�losopher, and no paragon of
pat�ence; but both the�r m�nds tend�ng to the same po�nt—one lov�ng
and des�r�ng to esteem, and the other lov�ng and des�r�ng to be
esteemed—they contr�ved �n the end to reach �t.

You see, Mr. Lockwood, �t was easy enough to w�n Mrs.
Heathcl�ff’s heart. But now, I’m glad you d�d not try. The crown of all



my w�shes w�ll be the un�on of those two. I shall envy no one on the�r
wedd�ng day: there won’t be a happ�er woman than myself �n
England!



CHAPTER XXXIII

On the morrow of that Monday, Earnshaw be�ng st�ll unable to
follow h�s ord�nary employments, and therefore rema�n�ng about the
house, I speed�ly found �t would be �mpract�cable to reta�n my charge
bes�de me, as heretofore. She got downsta�rs before me, and out
�nto the garden, where she had seen her cous�n perform�ng some
easy work; and when I went to b�d them come to breakfast, I saw
she had persuaded h�m to clear a large space of ground from currant
and gooseberry bushes, and they were busy plann�ng together an
�mportat�on of plants from the Grange.

I was terr�f�ed at the devastat�on wh�ch had been accompl�shed �n
a br�ef half-hour; the black-currant trees were the apple of Joseph’s
eye, and she had just f�xed her cho�ce of a flower-bed �n the m�dst of
them.

“There! That w�ll be all shown to the master,” I excla�med, “the
m�nute �t �s d�scovered. And what excuse have you to offer for tak�ng
such l�bert�es w�th the garden? We shall have a f�ne explos�on on the
head of �t: see �f we don’t! Mr. Hareton, I wonder you should have no
more w�t than to go and make that mess at her b�dd�ng!”

“I’d forgotten they were Joseph’s,” answered Earnshaw, rather
puzzled; “but I’ll tell h�m I d�d �t.”

We always ate our meals w�th Mr. Heathcl�ff. I held the m�stress’s
post �n mak�ng tea and carv�ng; so I was �nd�spensable at table.
Cather�ne usually sat by me, but to-day she stole nearer to Hareton;
and I presently saw she would have no more d�scret�on �n her
fr�endsh�p than she had �n her host�l�ty.

“Now, m�nd you don’t talk w�th and not�ce your cous�n too much,”
were my wh�spered �nstruct�ons as we entered the room. “It w�ll



certa�nly annoy Mr. Heathcl�ff, and he’ll be mad at you both.”
“I’m not go�ng to,” she answered.
The m�nute after, she had s�dled to h�m, and was st�ck�ng

pr�mroses �n h�s plate of porr�dge.
He dared not speak to her there: he dared hardly look; and yet she

went on teas�ng, t�ll he was tw�ce on the po�nt of be�ng provoked to
laugh. I frowned, and then she glanced towards the master: whose
m�nd was occup�ed on other subjects than h�s company, as h�s
countenance ev�nced; and she grew ser�ous for an �nstant,
scrut�n�z�ng h�m w�th deep grav�ty. Afterwards she turned, and
recommenced her nonsense; at last, Hareton uttered a smothered
laugh. Mr. Heathcl�ff started; h�s eye rap�dly surveyed our faces,
Cather�ne met �t w�th her accustomed look of nervousness and yet
def�ance, wh�ch he abhorred.

“It �s well you are out of my reach,” he excla�med. “What f�end
possesses you to stare back at me, cont�nually, w�th those �nfernal
eyes? Down w�th them! and don’t rem�nd me of your ex�stence
aga�n. I thought I had cured you of laugh�ng.”

“It was me,” muttered Hareton.
“What do you say?” demanded the master.
Hareton looked at h�s plate, and d�d not repeat the confess�on. Mr.

Heathcl�ff looked at h�m a b�t, and then s�lently resumed h�s breakfast
and h�s �nterrupted mus�ng. We had nearly f�n�shed, and the two
young people prudently sh�fted w�der asunder, so I ant�c�pated no
further d�sturbance dur�ng that s�tt�ng: when Joseph appeared at the
door, reveal�ng by h�s qu�ver�ng l�p and fur�ous eyes that the outrage
comm�tted on h�s prec�ous shrubs was detected. He must have seen
Cathy and her cous�n about the spot before he exam�ned �t, for wh�le
h�s jaws worked l�ke those of a cow chew�ng �ts cud, and rendered
h�s speech d�ff�cult to understand, he began:—

“I mun hev’ my wage, and I mun goa! I hed a�med to dee wheare
I’d sarved fur s�xty year; and I thowt I’d lug my books up �nto t’ garret,
and all my b�ts o’ stuff, and they sud hev’ t’ k�tchen to the�rseln; for t’
sake o’ qu�etness. It wur hard to g�e up my awn hearthstun, but I
thowt I could do that! But nah, shoo’s taan my garden fro’ me, and by



th’ heart, ma�ster, I cannot stand �t! Yah may bend to th’ yoak an ye
w�ll—I noan used to ’t, and an old man doesn’t soo�n get used to new
barthens. I’d rayther arn my b�te an’ my sup w�’ a hammer �n th’
road!”

“Now, now, �d�ot!” �nterrupted Heathcl�ff, “cut �t short! What’s your
gr�evance? I’ll �nterfere �n no quarrels between you and Nelly. She
may thrust you �nto the coal-hole for anyth�ng I care.”

“It’s noan Nelly!” answered Joseph. “I sudn’t sh�ft for Nelly—nasty
�ll nowt as shoo �s. Thank God! shoo cannot stale t’ sowl o’ nob’dy!
Shoo wer n�ver soa handsome, but what a body mud look at her
’bout w�nk�ng. It’s yon flaysome, graceless quean, that’s w�tched our
lad, w�’ her bold een and her forrard ways—t�ll—Nay! �t fa�r brusts my
heart! He’s forgotten all I’ve done for h�m, and made on h�m, and
goan and r�ven up a whole row o’ t’ grandest currant-trees �’ t’
garden!” and here he lamented outr�ght; unmanned by a sense of h�s
b�tter �njur�es, and Earnshaw’s �ngrat�tude and dangerous cond�t�on.

“Is the fool drunk?” asked Mr. Heathcl�ff. “Hareton, �s �t you he’s
f�nd�ng fault w�th?”

“I’ve pulled up two or three bushes,” repl�ed the young man; “but
I’m go�ng to set ’em aga�n.”

“And why have you pulled them up?” sa�d the master.
Cather�ne w�sely put �n her tongue.
“We wanted to plant some flowers there,” she cr�ed. “I’m the only

person to blame, for I w�shed h�m to do �t.”
“And who the dev�l gave you leave to touch a st�ck about the

place?” demanded her father-�n-law, much surpr�sed. “And who
ordered you to obey her?” he added, turn�ng to Hareton.

The latter was speechless; h�s cous�n repl�ed—“You shouldn’t
grudge a few yards of earth for me to ornament, when you have
taken all my land!”

“Your land, �nsolent slut! You never had any,” sa�d Heathcl�ff.
“And my money,” she cont�nued; return�ng h�s angry glare, and

meant�me b�t�ng a p�ece of crust, the remnant of her breakfast.
“S�lence!” he excla�med. “Get done, and begone!”



“And Hareton’s land, and h�s money,” pursued the reckless th�ng.
“Hareton and I are fr�ends now; and I shall tell h�m all about you!”

The master seemed confounded a moment: he grew pale, and
rose up, eye�ng her all the wh�le, w�th an express�on of mortal hate.

“If you str�ke me, Hareton w�ll str�ke you,” she sa�d; “so you may as
well s�t down.”

“If Hareton does not turn you out of the room, I’ll str�ke h�m to hell,”
thundered Heathcl�ff. “Damnable w�tch! dare you pretend to rouse
h�m aga�nst me? Off w�th her! Do you hear? Fl�ng her �nto the
k�tchen! I’ll k�ll her, Ellen Dean, �f you let her come �nto my s�ght
aga�n!”

Hareton tr�ed, under h�s breath, to persuade her to go.
“Drag her away!” he cr�ed, savagely. “Are you stay�ng to talk?” And

he approached to execute h�s own command.
“He’ll not obey you, w�cked man, any more,” sa�d Cather�ne; “and

he’ll soon detest you as much as I do.”
“W�sht! w�sht!” muttered the young man, reproachfully; “I w�ll not

hear you speak so to h�m. Have done.”
“But you won’t let h�m str�ke me?” she cr�ed.
“Come, then,” he wh�spered earnestly.
It was too late: Heathcl�ff had caught hold of her.
“Now, you go!” he sa�d to Earnshaw. “Accursed w�tch! th�s t�me she

has provoked me when I could not bear �t; and I’ll make her repent �t
for ever!”

He had h�s hand �n her ha�r; Hareton attempted to release her
locks, entreat�ng h�m not to hurt her that once. Heathcl�ff’s black eyes
flashed; he seemed ready to tear Cather�ne �n p�eces, and I was just
worked up to r�sk com�ng to the rescue, when of a sudden h�s f�ngers
relaxed; he sh�fted h�s grasp from her head to her arm, and gazed
�ntently �n her face. Then he drew h�s hand over h�s eyes, stood a
moment to collect h�mself apparently, and turn�ng anew to Cather�ne,
sa�d, w�th assumed calmness—“You must learn to avo�d putt�ng me
�n a pass�on, or I shall really murder you some t�me! Go w�th Mrs.
Dean, and keep w�th her; and conf�ne your �nsolence to her ears. As



to Hareton Earnshaw, �f I see h�m l�sten to you, I’ll send h�m seek�ng
h�s bread where he can get �t! Your love w�ll make h�m an outcast
and a beggar. Nelly, take her; and leave me, all of you! Leave me!”

I led my young lady out: she was too glad of her escape to res�st;
the other followed, and Mr. Heathcl�ff had the room to h�mself t�ll
d�nner. I had counselled Cather�ne to d�ne upsta�rs; but, as soon as
he perce�ved her vacant seat, he sent me to call her. He spoke to
none of us, ate very l�ttle, and went out d�rectly afterwards, �nt�mat�ng
that he should not return before even�ng.

The two new fr�ends establ�shed themselves �n the house dur�ng
h�s absence; where I heard Hareton sternly check h�s cous�n, on her
offer�ng a revelat�on of her father-�n-law’s conduct to h�s father. He
sa�d he wouldn’t suffer a word to be uttered �n h�s d�sparagement: �f
he were the dev�l, �t d�dn’t s�gn�fy; he would stand by h�m; and he’d
rather she would abuse h�mself, as she used to, than beg�n on Mr.
Heathcl�ff. Cather�ne was wax�ng cross at th�s; but he found means
to make her hold her tongue, by ask�ng how she would l�ke h�m to
speak �ll of her father? Then she comprehended that Earnshaw took
the master’s reputat�on home to h�mself; and was attached by t�es
stronger than reason could break—cha�ns, forged by hab�t, wh�ch �t
would be cruel to attempt to loosen. She showed a good heart,
thenceforth, �n avo�d�ng both compla�nts and express�ons of
ant�pathy concern�ng Heathcl�ff; and confessed to me her sorrow that
she had endeavoured to ra�se a bad sp�r�t between h�m and Hareton:
�ndeed, I don’t bel�eve she has ever breathed a syllable, �n the
latter’s hear�ng, aga�nst her oppressor s�nce.

When th�s sl�ght d�sagreement was over, they were fr�ends aga�n,
and as busy as poss�ble �n the�r several occupat�ons of pup�l and
teacher. I came �n to s�t w�th them, after I had done my work; and I
felt so soothed and comforted to watch them, that I d�d not not�ce
how t�me got on. You know, they both appeared �n a measure my
ch�ldren: I had long been proud of one; and now, I was sure, the
other would be a source of equal sat�sfact�on. H�s honest, warm, and
�ntell�gent nature shook off rap�dly the clouds of �gnorance and
degradat�on �n wh�ch �t had been bred; and Cather�ne’s s�ncere
commendat�ons acted as a spur to h�s �ndustry. H�s br�ghten�ng m�nd



br�ghtened h�s features, and added sp�r�t and nob�l�ty to the�r aspect:
I could hardly fancy �t the same �nd�v�dual I had beheld on the day I
d�scovered my l�ttle lady at Wuther�ng He�ghts, after her exped�t�on to
the Crags. Wh�le I adm�red and they laboured, dusk drew on, and
w�th �t returned the master. He came upon us qu�te unexpectedly,
enter�ng by the front way, and had a full v�ew of the whole three, ere
we could ra�se our heads to glance at h�m. Well, I reflected, there
was never a pleasanter, or more harmless s�ght; and �t w�ll be a
burn�ng shame to scold them. The red f�re-l�ght glowed on the�r two
bonny heads, and revealed the�r faces an�mated w�th the eager
�nterest of ch�ldren; for, though he was twenty-three and she
e�ghteen, each had so much of novelty to feel and learn, that ne�ther
exper�enced nor ev�nced the sent�ments of sober d�senchanted
matur�ty.

They l�fted the�r eyes together, to encounter Mr. Heathcl�ff: perhaps
you have never remarked that the�r eyes are prec�sely s�m�lar, and
they are those of Cather�ne Earnshaw. The present Cather�ne has no
other l�keness to her, except a breadth of forehead, and a certa�n
arch of the nostr�l that makes her appear rather haughty, whether
she w�ll or not. W�th Hareton the resemblance �s carr�ed farther: �t �s
s�ngular at all t�mes, then �t was part�cularly str�k�ng; because h�s
senses were alert, and h�s mental facult�es wakened to unwonted
act�v�ty. I suppose th�s resemblance d�sarmed Mr. Heathcl�ff: he
walked to the hearth �n ev�dent ag�tat�on; but �t qu�ckly subs�ded as
he looked at the young man: or, I should say, altered �ts character;
for �t was there yet. He took the book from h�s hand, and glanced at
the open page, then returned �t w�thout any observat�on; merely
s�gn�ng Cather�ne away: her compan�on l�ngered very l�ttle beh�nd
her, and I was about to depart also, but he b�d me s�t st�ll.

“It �s a poor conclus�on, �s �t not?” he observed, hav�ng brooded
awh�le on the scene he had just w�tnessed: “an absurd term�nat�on to
my v�olent exert�ons? I get levers and mattocks to demol�sh the two
houses, and tra�n myself to be capable of work�ng l�ke Hercules, and
when everyth�ng �s ready and �n my power, I f�nd the w�ll to l�ft a slate
off e�ther roof has van�shed! My old enem�es have not beaten me;
now would be the prec�se t�me to revenge myself on the�r
representat�ves: I could do �t; and none could h�nder me. But where



�s the use? I don’t care for str�k�ng: I can’t take the trouble to ra�se my
hand! That sounds as �f I had been labour�ng the whole t�me only to
exh�b�t a f�ne tra�t of magnan�m�ty. It �s far from be�ng the case: I have
lost the faculty of enjoy�ng the�r destruct�on, and I am too �dle to
destroy for noth�ng.

“Nelly, there �s a strange change approach�ng; I’m �n �ts shadow at
present. I take so l�ttle �nterest �n my da�ly l�fe that I hardly remember
to eat and dr�nk. Those two who have left the room are the only
objects wh�ch reta�n a d�st�nct mater�al appearance to me; and that
appearance causes me pa�n, amount�ng to agony. About her I won’t
speak; and I don’t des�re to th�nk; but I earnestly w�sh she were
�nv�s�ble: her presence �nvokes only madden�ng sensat�ons. He
moves me d�fferently: and yet �f I could do �t w�thout seem�ng �nsane,
I’d never see h�m aga�n! You’ll perhaps th�nk me rather �ncl�ned to
become so,” he added, mak�ng an effort to sm�le, “�f I try to descr�be
the thousand forms of past assoc�at�ons and �deas he awakens or
embod�es. But you’ll not talk of what I tell you; and my m�nd �s so
eternally secluded �n �tself, �t �s tempt�ng at last to turn �t out to
another.

“F�ve m�nutes ago Hareton seemed a person�f�cat�on of my youth,
not a human be�ng; I felt to h�m �n such a var�ety of ways, that �t
would have been �mposs�ble to have accosted h�m rat�onally. In the
f�rst place, h�s startl�ng l�keness to Cather�ne connected h�m fearfully
w�th her. That, however, wh�ch you may suppose the most potent to
arrest my �mag�nat�on, �s actually the least: for what �s not connected
w�th her to me? and what does not recall her? I cannot look down to
th�s floor, but her features are shaped �n the flags! In every cloud, �n
every tree—f�ll�ng the a�r at n�ght, and caught by gl�mpses �n every
object by day—I am surrounded w�th her �mage! The most ord�nary
faces of men and women—my own features—mock me w�th a
resemblance. The ent�re world �s a dreadful collect�on of memoranda
that she d�d ex�st, and that I have lost her! Well, Hareton’s aspect
was the ghost of my �mmortal love; of my w�ld endeavours to hold my
r�ght; my degradat�on, my pr�de, my happ�ness, and my angu�sh—

“But �t �s frenzy to repeat these thoughts to you: only �t w�ll let you
know why, w�th a reluctance to be always alone, h�s soc�ety �s no



benef�t; rather an aggravat�on of the constant torment I suffer: and �t
partly contr�butes to render me regardless how he and h�s cous�n go
on together. I can g�ve them no attent�on any more.”

“But what do you mean by a change, Mr. Heathcl�ff?” I sa�d,
alarmed at h�s manner: though he was ne�ther �n danger of los�ng h�s
senses, nor dy�ng, accord�ng to my judgment: he was qu�te strong
and healthy; and, as to h�s reason, from ch�ldhood he had a del�ght
�n dwell�ng on dark th�ngs, and enterta�n�ng odd fanc�es. He m�ght
have had a monoman�a on the subject of h�s departed �dol; but on
every other po�nt h�s w�ts were as sound as m�ne.

“I shall not know that t�ll �t comes,” he sa�d; “I’m only half consc�ous
of �t now.”

“You have no feel�ng of �llness, have you?” I asked.
“No, Nelly, I have not,” he answered.
“Then you are not afra�d of death?” I pursued.
“Afra�d? No!” he repl�ed. “I have ne�ther a fear, nor a present�ment,

nor a hope of death. Why should I? W�th my hard const�tut�on and
temperate mode of l�v�ng, and unper�lous occupat�ons, I ought to,
and probably shall, rema�n above ground t�ll there �s scarcely a black
ha�r on my head. And yet I cannot cont�nue �n th�s cond�t�on! I have
to rem�nd myself to breathe—almost to rem�nd my heart to beat! And
�t �s l�ke bend�ng back a st�ff spr�ng: �t �s by compuls�on that I do the
sl�ghtest act not prompted by one thought; and by compuls�on that I
not�ce anyth�ng al�ve or dead, wh�ch �s not assoc�ated w�th one
un�versal �dea. I have a s�ngle w�sh, and my whole be�ng and
facult�es are yearn�ng to atta�n �t. They have yearned towards �t so
long, and so unwaver�ngly, that I’m conv�nced �t w�ll be reached—and
soon—because �t has devoured my ex�stence: I am swallowed up �n
the ant�c�pat�on of �ts fulf�lment. My confess�ons have not rel�eved
me; but they may account for some otherw�se unaccountable phases
of humour wh�ch I show. O God! It �s a long f�ght; I w�sh �t were over!”

He began to pace the room, mutter�ng terr�ble th�ngs to h�mself, t�ll
I was �ncl�ned to bel�eve, as he sa�d Joseph d�d, that consc�ence had
turned h�s heart to an earthly hell. I wondered greatly how �t would
end. Though he seldom before had revealed th�s state of m�nd, even
by looks, �t was h�s hab�tual mood, I had no doubt: he asserted �t



h�mself; but not a soul, from h�s general bear�ng, would have
conjectured the fact. You d�d not when you saw h�m, Mr. Lockwood:
and at the per�od of wh�ch I speak, he was just the same as then;
only fonder of cont�nued sol�tude, and perhaps st�ll more lacon�c �n
company.



CHAPTER XXXIV

For some days after that even�ng Mr. Heathcl�ff shunned meet�ng
us at meals; yet he would not consent formally to exclude Hareton
and Cathy. He had an avers�on to y�eld�ng so completely to h�s
feel�ngs, choos�ng rather to absent h�mself; and eat�ng once �n
twenty-four hours seemed suff�c�ent sustenance for h�m.

One n�ght, after the fam�ly were �n bed, I heard h�m go downsta�rs,
and out at the front door. I d�d not hear h�m re-enter, and �n the
morn�ng I found he was st�ll away. We were �n Apr�l then: the weather
was sweet and warm, the grass as green as showers and sun could
make �t, and the two dwarf apple-trees near the southern wall �n full
bloom. After breakfast, Cather�ne �ns�sted on my br�ng�ng a cha�r and
s�tt�ng w�th my work under the f�r-trees at the end of the house; and
she begu�led Hareton, who had perfectly recovered from h�s
acc�dent, to d�g and arrange her l�ttle garden, wh�ch was sh�fted to
that corner by the �nfluence of Joseph’s compla�nts. I was
comfortably revell�ng �n the spr�ng fragrance around, and the
beaut�ful soft blue overhead, when my young lady, who had run
down near the gate to procure some pr�mrose roots for a border,
returned only half laden, and �nformed us that Mr. Heathcl�ff was
com�ng �n. “And he spoke to me,” she added, w�th a perplexed
countenance.

“What d�d he say?” asked Hareton.
“He told me to begone as fast as I could,” she answered. “But he

looked so d�fferent from h�s usual look that I stopped a moment to
stare at h�m.”

“How?” he �nqu�red.



“Why, almost br�ght and cheerful. No, almost noth�ng—very much
exc�ted, and w�ld, and glad!” she repl�ed.

“N�ght-walk�ng amuses h�m, then,” I remarked, affect�ng a careless
manner: �n real�ty as surpr�sed as she was, and anx�ous to ascerta�n
the truth of her statement; for to see the master look�ng glad would
not be an every-day spectacle. I framed an excuse to go �n.
Heathcl�ff stood at the open door; he was pale, and he trembled: yet,
certa�nly, he had a strange joyful gl�tter �n h�s eyes, that altered the
aspect of h�s whole face.

“W�ll you have some breakfast?” I sa�d. “You must be hungry,
rambl�ng about all n�ght!” I wanted to d�scover where he had been,
but I d�d not l�ke to ask d�rectly.

“No, I’m not hungry,” he answered, avert�ng h�s head, and
speak�ng rather contemptuously, as �f he guessed I was try�ng to
d�v�ne the occas�on of h�s good humour.

I felt perplexed: I d�dn’t know whether �t were not a proper
opportun�ty to offer a b�t of admon�t�on.

“I don’t th�nk �t r�ght to wander out of doors,” I observed, “�nstead of
be�ng �n bed: �t �s not w�se, at any rate th�s mo�st season. I daresay
you’ll catch a bad cold or a fever: you have someth�ng the matter
w�th you now!”

“Noth�ng but what I can bear,” he repl�ed; “and w�th the greatest
pleasure, prov�ded you’ll leave me alone: get �n, and don’t annoy
me.”

I obeyed: and, �n pass�ng, I not�ced he breathed as fast as a cat.
“Yes!” I reflected to myself, “we shall have a f�t of �llness. I cannot

conce�ve what he has been do�ng.”
That noon he sat down to d�nner w�th us, and rece�ved a heaped-

up plate from my hands, as �f he �ntended to make amends for
prev�ous fast�ng.

“I’ve ne�ther cold nor fever, Nelly,” he remarked, �n allus�on to my
morn�ng’s speech; “and I’m ready to do just�ce to the food you g�ve
me.”

He took h�s kn�fe and fork, and was go�ng to commence eat�ng,
when the �ncl�nat�on appeared to become suddenly ext�nct. He la�d



them on the table, looked eagerly towards the w�ndow, then rose and
went out. We saw h�m walk�ng to and fro �n the garden wh�le we
concluded our meal, and Earnshaw sa�d he’d go and ask why he
would not d�ne: he thought we had gr�eved h�m some way.

“Well, �s he com�ng?” cr�ed Cather�ne, when her cous�n returned.
“Nay,” he answered; “but he’s not angry: he seemed rarely pleased

�ndeed; only I made h�m �mpat�ent by speak�ng to h�m tw�ce; and
then he b�d me be off to you: he wondered how I could want the
company of anybody else.”

I set h�s plate to keep warm on the fender; and after an hour or two
he re-entered, when the room was clear, �n no degree calmer: the
same unnatural—�t was unnatural—appearance of joy under h�s
black brows; the same bloodless hue, and h�s teeth v�s�ble, now and
then, �n a k�nd of sm�le; h�s frame sh�ver�ng, not as one sh�vers w�th
ch�ll or weakness, but as a t�ght-stretched cord v�brates—a strong
thr�ll�ng, rather than trembl�ng.

I w�ll ask what �s the matter, I thought; or who should? And I
excla�med—“Have you heard any good news, Mr. Heathcl�ff? You
look uncommonly an�mated.”

“Where should good news come from to me?” he sa�d. “I’m
an�mated w�th hunger; and, seem�ngly, I must not eat.”

“Your d�nner �s here,” I returned; “why won’t you get �t?”
“I don’t want �t now,” he muttered, hast�ly: “I’ll wa�t t�ll supper. And,

Nelly, once for all, let me beg you to warn Hareton and the other
away from me. I w�sh to be troubled by nobody: I w�sh to have th�s
place to myself.”

“Is there some new reason for th�s ban�shment?” I �nqu�red. “Tell
me why you are so queer, Mr. Heathcl�ff? Where were you last n�ght?
I’m not putt�ng the quest�on through �dle cur�os�ty, but—”

“You are putt�ng the quest�on through very �dle cur�os�ty,” he
�nterrupted, w�th a laugh. “Yet I’ll answer �t. Last n�ght I was on the
threshold of hell. To-day, I am w�th�n s�ght of my heaven. I have my
eyes on �t: hardly three feet to sever me! And now you’d better go!
You’ll ne�ther see nor hear anyth�ng to fr�ghten you, �f you refra�n
from pry�ng.”



Hav�ng swept the hearth and w�ped the table, I departed; more
perplexed than ever.

He d�d not qu�t the house aga�n that afternoon, and no one
�ntruded on h�s sol�tude; t�ll, at e�ght o’clock, I deemed �t proper,
though unsummoned, to carry a candle and h�s supper to h�m. He
was lean�ng aga�nst the ledge of an open latt�ce, but not look�ng out:
h�s face was turned to the �nter�or gloom. The f�re had smouldered to
ashes; the room was f�lled w�th the damp, m�ld a�r of the cloudy
even�ng; and so st�ll, that not only the murmur of the beck down
G�mmerton was d�st�ngu�shable, but �ts r�pples and �ts gurgl�ng over
the pebbles, or through the large stones wh�ch �t could not cover. I
uttered an ejaculat�on of d�scontent at see�ng the d�smal grate, and
commenced shutt�ng the casements, one after another, t�ll I came to
h�s.

“Must I close th�s?” I asked, �n order to rouse h�m; for he would not
st�r.

The l�ght flashed on h�s features as I spoke. Oh, Mr. Lockwood, I
cannot express what a terr�ble start I got by the momentary v�ew!
Those deep black eyes! That sm�le, and ghastly paleness! It
appeared to me, not Mr. Heathcl�ff, but a gobl�n; and, �n my terror, I
let the candle bend towards the wall, and �t left me �n darkness.

“Yes, close �t,” he repl�ed, �n h�s fam�l�ar vo�ce. “There, that �s pure
awkwardness! Why d�d you hold the candle hor�zontally? Be qu�ck,
and br�ng another.”

I hurr�ed out �n a fool�sh state of dread, and sa�d to Joseph—“The
master w�shes you to take h�m a l�ght and rek�ndle the f�re.” For I
dared not go �n myself aga�n just then.

Joseph rattled some f�re �nto the shovel, and went: but he brought
�t back �mmed�ately, w�th the supper-tray �n h�s other hand, expla�n�ng
that Mr. Heathcl�ff was go�ng to bed, and he wanted noth�ng to eat t�ll
morn�ng. We heard h�m mount the sta�rs d�rectly; he d�d not proceed
to h�s ord�nary chamber, but turned �nto that w�th the panelled bed:
�ts w�ndow, as I ment�oned before, �s w�de enough for anybody to get
through; and �t struck me that he plotted another m�dn�ght excurs�on,
of wh�ch he had rather we had no susp�c�on.



“Is he a ghoul or a vamp�re?” I mused. I had read of such h�deous
�ncarnate demons. And then I set myself to reflect how I had tended
h�m �n �nfancy, and watched h�m grow to youth, and followed h�m
almost through h�s whole course; and what absurd nonsense �t was
to y�eld to that sense of horror. “But where d�d he come from, the
l�ttle dark th�ng, harboured by a good man to h�s bane?” muttered
Superst�t�on, as I dozed �nto unconsc�ousness. And I began, half
dream�ng, to weary myself w�th �mag�n�ng some f�t parentage for h�m;
and, repeat�ng my wak�ng med�tat�ons, I tracked h�s ex�stence over
aga�n, w�th gr�m var�at�ons; at last, p�ctur�ng h�s death and funeral: of
wh�ch, all I can remember �s, be�ng exceed�ngly vexed at hav�ng the
task of d�ctat�ng an �nscr�pt�on for h�s monument, and consult�ng the
sexton about �t; and, as he had no surname, and we could not tell h�s
age, we were obl�ged to content ourselves w�th the s�ngle word,
“Heathcl�ff.” That came true: we were. If you enter the k�rkyard, you’ll
read, on h�s headstone, only that, and the date of h�s death.

Dawn restored me to common sense. I rose, and went �nto the
garden, as soon as I could see, to ascerta�n �f there were any
footmarks under h�s w�ndow. There were none. “He has stayed at
home,” I thought, “and he’ll be all r�ght to-day.” I prepared breakfast
for the household, as was my usual custom, but told Hareton and
Cather�ne to get the�rs ere the master came down, for he lay late.
They preferred tak�ng �t out of doors, under the trees, and I set a l�ttle
table to accommodate them.

On my re-entrance, I found Mr. Heathcl�ff below. He and Joseph
were convers�ng about some farm�ng bus�ness; he gave clear,
m�nute d�rect�ons concern�ng the matter d�scussed, but he spoke
rap�dly, and turned h�s head cont�nually as�de, and had the same
exc�ted express�on, even more exaggerated. When Joseph qu�tted
the room he took h�s seat �n the place he generally chose, and I put
a bas�n of coffee before h�m. He drew �t nearer, and then rested h�s
arms on the table, and looked at the oppos�te wall, as I supposed,
survey�ng one part�cular port�on, up and down, w�th gl�tter�ng,
restless eyes, and w�th such eager �nterest that he stopped breath�ng
dur�ng half a m�nute together.



“Come now,” I excla�med, push�ng some bread aga�nst h�s hand,
“eat and dr�nk that, wh�le �t �s hot: �t has been wa�t�ng near an hour.”

He d�dn’t not�ce me, and yet he sm�led. I’d rather have seen h�m
gnash h�s teeth than sm�le so.

“Mr. Heathcl�ff! master!” I cr�ed, “don’t, for God’s sake, stare as �f
you saw an unearthly v�s�on.”

“Don’t, for God’s sake, shout so loud,” he repl�ed. “Turn round, and
tell me, are we by ourselves?”

“Of course,” was my answer; “of course we are.”
St�ll, I �nvoluntar�ly obeyed h�m, as �f I was not qu�te sure. W�th a

sweep of h�s hand he cleared a vacant space �n front among the
breakfast th�ngs, and leant forward to gaze more at h�s ease.

Now, I perce�ved he was not look�ng at the wall; for when I
regarded h�m alone, �t seemed exactly that he gazed at someth�ng
w�th�n two yards’ d�stance. And whatever �t was, �t commun�cated,
apparently, both pleasure and pa�n �n exqu�s�te extremes: at least the
angu�shed, yet raptured, express�on of h�s countenance suggested
that �dea. The fanc�ed object was not f�xed, e�ther: h�s eyes pursued
�t w�th unwear�ed d�l�gence, and, even �n speak�ng to me, were never
weaned away. I va�nly rem�nded h�m of h�s protracted abst�nence
from food: �f he st�rred to touch anyth�ng �n compl�ance w�th my
entreat�es, �f he stretched h�s hand out to get a p�ece of bread, h�s
f�ngers clenched before they reached �t, and rema�ned on the table,
forgetful of the�r a�m.

I sat, a model of pat�ence, try�ng to attract h�s absorbed attent�on
from �ts engross�ng speculat�on; t�ll he grew �rr�table, and got up,
ask�ng why I would not allow h�m to have h�s own t�me �n tak�ng h�s
meals? and say�ng that on the next occas�on I needn’t wa�t: I m�ght
set the th�ngs down and go. Hav�ng uttered these words he left the
house, slowly sauntered down the garden path, and d�sappeared
through the gate.

The hours crept anx�ously by: another even�ng came. I d�d not
ret�re to rest t�ll late, and when I d�d, I could not sleep. He returned
after m�dn�ght, and, �nstead of go�ng to bed, shut h�mself �nto the
room beneath. I l�stened, and tossed about, and, f�nally, dressed and



descended. It was too �rksome to l�e there, harass�ng my bra�n w�th a
hundred �dle m�sg�v�ngs.

I d�st�ngu�shed Mr. Heathcl�ff’s step, restlessly measur�ng the floor,
and he frequently broke the s�lence by a deep �nsp�rat�on, resembl�ng
a groan. He muttered detached words also; the only one I could
catch was the name of Cather�ne, coupled w�th some w�ld term of
endearment or suffer�ng; and spoken as one would speak to a
person present; low and earnest, and wrung from the depth of h�s
soul. I had not courage to walk stra�ght �nto the apartment; but I
des�red to d�vert h�m from h�s rever�e, and therefore fell foul of the
k�tchen f�re, st�rred �t, and began to scrape the c�nders. It drew h�m
forth sooner than I expected. He opened the door �mmed�ately, and
sa�d—“Nelly, come here—�s �t morn�ng? Come �n w�th your l�ght.”

“It �s str�k�ng four,” I answered. “You want a candle to take upsta�rs:
you m�ght have l�t one at th�s f�re.”

“No, I don’t w�sh to go upsta�rs,” he sa�d. “Come �n, and k�ndle me
a f�re, and do anyth�ng there �s to do about the room.”

“I must blow the coals red f�rst, before I can carry any,” I repl�ed,
gett�ng a cha�r and the bellows.

He roamed to and fro, meant�me, �n a state approach�ng
d�stract�on; h�s heavy s�ghs succeed�ng each other so th�ck as to
leave no space for common breath�ng between.

“When day breaks I’ll send for Green,” he sa�d; “I w�sh to make
some legal �nqu�r�es of h�m wh�le I can bestow a thought on those
matters, and wh�le I can act calmly. I have not wr�tten my w�ll yet; and
how to leave my property I cannot determ�ne. I w�sh I could
ann�h�late �t from the face of the earth.”

“I would not talk so, Mr. Heathcl�ff,” I �nterposed. “Let your w�ll be a
wh�le: you’ll be spared to repent of your many �njust�ces yet! I never
expected that your nerves would be d�sordered: they are, at present,
marvellously so, however; and almost ent�rely through your own
fault. The way you’ve passed these three last days m�ght knock up a
T�tan. Do take some food, and some repose. You need only look at
yourself �n a glass to see how you requ�re both. Your cheeks are
hollow, and your eyes blood-shot, l�ke a person starv�ng w�th hunger
and go�ng bl�nd w�th loss of sleep.”



“It �s not my fault that I cannot eat or rest,” he repl�ed. “I assure you
�t �s through no settled des�gns. I’ll do both, as soon as I poss�bly
can. But you m�ght as well b�d a man struggl�ng �n the water rest
w�th�n arms’ length of the shore! I must reach �t f�rst, and then I’ll rest.
Well, never m�nd Mr. Green: as to repent�ng of my �njust�ces, I’ve
done no �njust�ce, and I repent of noth�ng. I’m too happy; and yet I’m
not happy enough. My soul’s bl�ss k�lls my body, but does not sat�sfy
�tself.”

“Happy, master?” I cr�ed. “Strange happ�ness! If you would hear
me w�thout be�ng angry, I m�ght offer some adv�ce that would make
you happ�er.”

“What �s that?” he asked. “G�ve �t.”
“You are aware, Mr. Heathcl�ff,” I sa�d, “that from the t�me you were

th�rteen years old you have l�ved a self�sh, unchr�st�an l�fe; and
probably hardly had a B�ble �n your hands dur�ng all that per�od. You
must have forgotten the contents of the book, and you may not have
space to search �t now. Could �t be hurtful to send for some one—
some m�n�ster of any denom�nat�on, �t does not matter wh�ch—to
expla�n �t, and show you how very far you have erred from �ts
precepts; and how unf�t you w�ll be for �ts heaven, unless a change
takes place before you d�e?”

“I’m rather obl�ged than angry, Nelly,” he sa�d, “for you rem�nd me
of the manner �n wh�ch I des�re to be bur�ed. It �s to be carr�ed to the
churchyard �n the even�ng. You and Hareton may, �f you please,
accompany me: and m�nd, part�cularly, to not�ce that the sexton
obeys my d�rect�ons concern�ng the two coff�ns! No m�n�ster need
come; nor need anyth�ng be sa�d over me.—I tell you I have nearly
atta�ned my heaven; and that of others �s altogether unvalued and
uncoveted by me.”

“And suppos�ng you persevered �n your obst�nate fast, and d�ed by
that means, and they refused to bury you �n the prec�ncts of the
k�rk?” I sa�d, shocked at h�s godless �nd�fference. “How would you
l�ke �t?”

“They won’t do that,” he repl�ed: “�f they d�d, you must have me
removed secretly; and �f you neglect �t you shall prove, pract�cally,
that the dead are not ann�h�lated!”



As soon as he heard the other members of the fam�ly st�rr�ng he
ret�red to h�s den, and I breathed freer. But �n the afternoon, wh�le
Joseph and Hareton were at the�r work, he came �nto the k�tchen
aga�n, and, w�th a w�ld look, b�d me come and s�t �n the house: he
wanted somebody w�th h�m. I decl�ned; tell�ng h�m pla�nly that h�s
strange talk and manner fr�ghtened me, and I had ne�ther the nerve
nor the w�ll to be h�s compan�on alone.

“I bel�eve you th�nk me a f�end,” he sa�d, w�th h�s d�smal laugh:
“someth�ng too horr�ble to l�ve under a decent roof.” Then turn�ng to
Cather�ne, who was there, and who drew beh�nd me at h�s approach,
he added, half sneer�ngly,—“W�ll you come, chuck? I’ll not hurt you.
No! to you I’ve made myself worse than the dev�l. Well, there �s one
who won’t shr�nk from my company! By God! she’s relentless. Oh,
damn �t! It’s unutterably too much for flesh and blood to bear—even
m�ne.”

He sol�c�ted the soc�ety of no one more. At dusk he went �nto h�s
chamber. Through the whole n�ght, and far �nto the morn�ng, we
heard h�m groan�ng and murmur�ng to h�mself. Hareton was anx�ous
to enter; but I b�d h�m fetch Mr. Kenneth, and he should go �n and
see h�m. When he came, and I requested adm�ttance and tr�ed to
open the door, I found �t locked; and Heathcl�ff b�d us be damned. He
was better, and would be left alone; so the doctor went away.

The follow�ng even�ng was very wet: �ndeed, �t poured down t�ll
day-dawn; and, as I took my morn�ng walk round the house, I
observed the master’s w�ndow sw�ng�ng open, and the ra�n dr�v�ng
stra�ght �n. He cannot be �n bed, I thought: those showers would
drench h�m through. He must e�ther be up or out. But I’ll make no
more ado, I’ll go boldly and look.”

Hav�ng succeeded �n obta�n�ng entrance w�th another key, I ran to
unclose the panels, for the chamber was vacant; qu�ckly push�ng
them as�de, I peeped �n. Mr. Heathcl�ff was there—la�d on h�s back.
H�s eyes met m�ne so keen and f�erce, I started; and then he seemed
to sm�le. I could not th�nk h�m dead: but h�s face and throat were
washed w�th ra�n; the bed-clothes dr�pped, and he was perfectly st�ll.
The latt�ce, flapp�ng to and fro, had grazed one hand that rested on



the s�ll; no blood tr�ckled from the broken sk�n, and when I put my
f�ngers to �t, I could doubt no more: he was dead and stark!

I hasped the w�ndow; I combed h�s black long ha�r from h�s
forehead; I tr�ed to close h�s eyes: to ext�ngu�sh, �f poss�ble, that
fr�ghtful, l�fe-l�ke gaze of exultat�on before any one else beheld �t.
They would not shut: they seemed to sneer at my attempts; and h�s
parted l�ps and sharp wh�te teeth sneered too! Taken w�th another f�t
of coward�ce, I cr�ed out for Joseph. Joseph shuffled up and made a
no�se, but resolutely refused to meddle w�th h�m.

“Th’ d�v�l’s harr�ed off h�s soul,” he cr�ed, “and he may hev’ h�s
carcass �nto t’ barg�n, for aught I care! Ech! what a w�cked ’un he
looks, g�rn�ng at death!” and the old s�nner gr�nned �n mockery. I
thought he �ntended to cut a caper round the bed; but suddenly
compos�ng h�mself, he fell on h�s knees, and ra�sed h�s hands, and
returned thanks that the lawful master and the anc�ent stock were
restored to the�r r�ghts.

I felt stunned by the awful event; and my memory unavo�dably
recurred to former t�mes w�th a sort of oppress�ve sadness. But poor
Hareton, the most wronged, was the only one who really suffered
much. He sat by the corpse all n�ght, weep�ng �n b�tter earnest. He
pressed �ts hand, and k�ssed the sarcast�c, savage face that every
one else shrank from contemplat�ng; and bemoaned h�m w�th that
strong gr�ef wh�ch spr�ngs naturally from a generous heart, though �t
be tough as tempered steel.

Mr. Kenneth was perplexed to pronounce of what d�sorder the
master d�ed. I concealed the fact of h�s hav�ng swallowed noth�ng for
four days, fear�ng �t m�ght lead to trouble, and then, I am persuaded,
he d�d not absta�n on purpose: �t was the consequence of h�s strange
�llness, not the cause.

We bur�ed h�m, to the scandal of the whole ne�ghbourhood, as he
w�shed. Earnshaw and I, the sexton, and s�x men to carry the coff�n,
comprehended the whole attendance. The s�x men departed when
they had let �t down �nto the grave: we stayed to see �t covered.
Hareton, w�th a stream�ng face, dug green sods, and la�d them over
the brown mould h�mself: at present �t �s as smooth and verdant as
�ts compan�on mounds—and I hope �ts tenant sleeps as soundly. But



the country folks, �f you ask them, would swear on the B�ble that he
walks: there are those who speak to hav�ng met h�m near the church,
and on the moor, and even w�th�n th�s house. Idle tales, you’ll say,
and so say I. Yet that old man by the k�tchen f�re aff�rms he has seen
two on ’em look�ng out of h�s chamber w�ndow on every ra�ny n�ght
s�nce h�s death:—and an odd th�ng happened to me about a month
ago. I was go�ng to the Grange one even�ng—a dark even�ng,
threaten�ng thunder—and, just at the turn of the He�ghts, I
encountered a l�ttle boy w�th a sheep and two lambs before h�m; he
was cry�ng terr�bly; and I supposed the lambs were sk�tt�sh, and
would not be gu�ded.

“What �s the matter, my l�ttle man?” I asked.
“There’s Heathcl�ff and a woman yonder, under t’ nab,” he

blubbered, “un’ I darnut pass ’em.”
I saw noth�ng; but ne�ther the sheep nor he would go on so I b�d

h�m take the road lower down. He probably ra�sed the phantoms
from th�nk�ng, as he traversed the moors alone, on the nonsense he
had heard h�s parents and compan�ons repeat. Yet, st�ll, I don’t l�ke
be�ng out �n the dark now; and I don’t l�ke be�ng left by myself �n th�s
gr�m house: I cannot help �t; I shall be glad when they leave �t, and
sh�ft to the Grange.

“They are go�ng to the Grange, then?” I sa�d.
“Yes,” answered Mrs. Dean, “as soon as they are marr�ed, and that

w�ll be on New Year’s Day.”
“And who w�ll l�ve here then?”
“Why, Joseph w�ll take care of the house, and, perhaps, a lad to

keep h�m company. They w�ll l�ve �n the k�tchen, and the rest w�ll be
shut up.”

“For the use of such ghosts as choose to �nhab�t �t?” I observed.
“No, Mr. Lockwood,” sa�d Nelly, shak�ng her head. “I bel�eve the

dead are at peace: but �t �s not r�ght to speak of them w�th lev�ty.”
At that moment the garden gate swung to; the ramblers were

return�ng.
“They are afra�d of noth�ng,” I grumbled, watch�ng the�r approach

through the w�ndow. “Together, they would brave Satan and all h�s



leg�ons.”
As they stepped on to the door-stones, and halted to take a last

look at the moon—or, more correctly, at each other by her l�ght—I felt
�rres�st�bly �mpelled to escape them aga�n; and, press�ng a
remembrance �nto the hand of Mrs. Dean, and d�sregard�ng her
expostulat�ons at my rudeness, I van�shed through the k�tchen as
they opened the house-door; and so should have conf�rmed Joseph
�n h�s op�n�on of h�s fellow-servant’s gay �nd�scret�ons, had he not
fortunately recogn�sed me for a respectable character by the sweet
r�ng of a sovere�gn at h�s feet.

My walk home was lengthened by a d�vers�on �n the d�rect�on of
the k�rk. When beneath �ts walls, I perce�ved decay had made
progress, even �n seven months: many a w�ndow showed black gaps
depr�ved of glass; and slates jutted off here and there, beyond the
r�ght l�ne of the roof, to be gradually worked off �n com�ng autumn
storms.

I sought, and soon d�scovered, the three headstones on the slope
next the moor: the m�ddle one grey, and half bur�ed �n the heath;
Edgar L�nton’s only harmon�zed by the turf and moss creep�ng up �ts
foot; Heathcl�ff’s st�ll bare.

I l�ngered round them, under that ben�gn sky: watched the moths
flutter�ng among the heath and harebells, l�stened to the soft w�nd
breath�ng through the grass, and wondered how any one could ever
�mag�ne unqu�et slumbers for the sleepers �n that qu�et earth.

End of the Project Gutenberg EBook of Wuthering Heights, by Emily Brontë

*** END OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK WUTHERING HEIGHTS ***

***** This file should be named 768-h.htm or 768-h.zip *****
This and all associated files of various formats will be found in:
        http://www.gutenberg.org/7/6/768/

Produced by David Price

Updated editions will replace the previous one--the old editions will
be renamed.

Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright



law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG-tm
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for the eBooks, unless you receive
specific permission. If you do not charge anything for copies of this
eBook, complying with the rules is very easy. You may use this eBook
for nearly any purpose such as creation of derivative works, reports,
performances and research. They may be modified and printed and given
away--you may do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks
not protected by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the
trademark license, especially commercial redistribution.

START: FULL LICENSE

THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE
PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK

To protect the Project Gutenberg-tm mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase "Project
Gutenberg"), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg-tm License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.

Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works

1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the
person or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph
1.E.8.

1.B. "Project Gutenberg" is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.

1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation ("the
Foundation" or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United



States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg-tm mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg-tm
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg-tm name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg-tm License when
you share it without charge with others.

1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg-tm work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country outside the United States.

1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:

1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg-tm License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg-tm work (any work
on which the phrase "Project Gutenberg" appears, or with which the
phrase "Project Gutenberg" is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:

  This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and
  most other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no
  restrictions whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it
  under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included with this
  eBook or online at www.gutenberg.org. If you are not located in the
  United States, you'll have to check the laws of the country where you
  are located before using this ebook.

1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase "Project
Gutenberg" associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg-tm
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.

1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg-tm electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg-tm License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the



beginning of this work.

1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg-tm
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg-tm.

1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg-tm License.

1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg-tm work in a format
other than "Plain Vanilla ASCII" or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg-tm web site
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original "Plain
Vanilla ASCII" or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg-tm License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.

1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg-tm works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.

1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works
provided that

* You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
  the use of Project Gutenberg-tm works calculated using the method
  you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
  to the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tm trademark, but he has
  agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
  Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
  within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
  legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
  payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
  Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
  Section 4, "Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
  Literary Archive Foundation."

* You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
  you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
  does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg-tm
  License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
  copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
  all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg-tm
  works.

* You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
  any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
  electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
  receipt of the work.



* You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
  distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm works.

1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from both the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation and The
Project Gutenberg Trademark LLC, the owner of the Project Gutenberg-tm
trademark. Contact the Foundation as set forth in Section 3 below.

1.F.

1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg-tm collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain "Defects," such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.

1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the "Right
of Replacement or Refund" described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg-tm trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg-tm electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.

1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.

1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you 'AS-IS', WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.

1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied



warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.

1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg-tm
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg-tm work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg-tm work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.

Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg-tm

Project Gutenberg-tm is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.

Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg-tm's
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg-tm collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg-tm and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at
www.gutenberg.org

Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive
Foundation

The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation's EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state's laws.

The Foundation's principal office is in Fairbanks, Alaska, with the
mailing address: PO Box 750175, Fairbanks, AK 99775, but its
volunteers and employees are scattered throughout numerous
locations. Its business office is located at 809 North 1500 West, Salt
Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887. Email contact links and up to



date contact information can be found at the Foundation's web site and
official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact

For additional contact information:

    Dr. Gregory B. Newby
    Chief Executive and Director
    gbnewby@pglaf.org

Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation

Project Gutenberg-tm depends upon and cannot survive without wide
spread public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.

The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular
state visit www.gutenberg.org/donate

While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.

International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.

Please check the Project Gutenberg Web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate

Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg-tm electronic works.

Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg-tm concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg-tm eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.

Project Gutenberg-tm eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.



Most people start at our Web site which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org

This Web site includes information about Project Gutenberg-tm,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.


	Wuthering Heights
	CHAPTER I
	CHAPTER II
	CHAPTER III
	CHAPTER IV
	CHAPTER V
	CHAPTER VI
	CHAPTER VII
	CHAPTER VIII
	CHAPTER IX
	CHAPTER X
	CHAPTER XI
	CHAPTER XII
	CHAPTER XIII
	CHAPTER XIV
	CHAPTER XV
	CHAPTER XVI
	CHAPTER XVII
	CHAPTER XVIII
	CHAPTER XIX
	CHAPTER XX
	CHAPTER XXI
	CHAPTER XXII
	CHAPTER XXIII
	CHAPTER XXIV
	CHAPTER XXV
	CHAPTER XXVI
	CHAPTER XXVII
	CHAPTER XXVIII
	CHAPTER XXIX
	CHAPTER XXX
	CHAPTER XXXI
	CHAPTER XXXII
	CHAPTER XXXIII
	CHAPTER XXXIV

