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EMILY BRONTË 

WUTHERING HEIGHTS 

 

Excerpt 1 

This time, I remembered I was lying in the oak closet, and I heard distinctly the gusty wind, and the 

driving of the snow; I heard, also, the fir bough repeat its teasing sound, and ascribed it to the right cause: 

but it annoyed me so much, that I resolved to silence it, if possible; and, I thought, I rose and endeavoured 

to unhasp the casement.  The hook was soldered into the staple: a circumstance observed by me when 

awake, but forgotten.  ‘I must stop it, nevertheless!’ I muttered, knocking my knuckles through the glass, 

and stretching an arm out to seize the importunate branch; instead of which, my fingers closed on the 

fingers of a little, ice-cold hand!  The intense horror of nightmare came over me: I tried to draw back my 

arm, but the hand clung to it, and a most melancholy voice sobbed, ‘Let me in—let me in!’  ‘Who are 

you?’ I asked, struggling, meanwhile, to disengage myself.  ‘Catherine Linton,’ it replied, shiveringly 

(why did I think of Linton?  I had read Earnshaw twenty times for Linton)—‘I’m come home: I’d lost my 

way on the moor!’  As it spoke, I discerned, obscurely, a child’s face looking through the window.  Terror 

made me cruel; and, finding it useless to attempt shaking the creature off, I pulled its wrist on to the 

broken pane, and rubbed it to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the bedclothes: still it wailed, 

‘Let me in!’ and maintained its tenacious grip, almost maddening me with fear.  ‘How can I!’ I said at 

length.  ‘Let me go, if you want me to let you in!’  The fingers relaxed, I snatched mine through the hole, 

hurriedly piled the books up in a pyramid against it, and stopped my ears to exclude the lamentable 

prayer.  I seemed to keep them closed above a quarter of an hour; yet, the instant I listened again, there 

was the doleful cry moaning on!  ‘Begone!’ I shouted.  ‘I’ll never let you in, not if you beg for twenty 

years.’  ‘It is twenty years,’ mourned the voice: ‘twenty years.  I’ve been a waif for twenty years!’  

Thereat began a feeble scratching outside, and the pile of books moved as if thrust forward.  I tried to 

jump up; but could not stir a limb; and so yelled aloud, in a frenzy of fright.  To my confusion, I 

discovered the yell was not ideal: hasty footsteps approached my chamber door; somebody pushed it 

open, with a vigorous hand, and a light glimmered through the squares at the top of the bed.  I sat 

shuddering yet, and wiping the perspiration from my forehead: the intruder appeared to hesitate, and 

muttered to himself.  At last, he said, in a half-whisper, plainly not expecting an answer, ‘Is any one 

here?’  I considered it best to confess my presence; for I knew Heathcliff’s accents, and feared he might 

search further, if I kept quiet.  With this intention, I turned and opened the panels.  I shall not soon forget 

the effect my action produced. 

Heathcliff stood near the entrance, in his shirt and trousers; with a candle dripping over his fingers, and 

his face as white as the wall behind him.  The first creak of the oak startled him like an electric shock: the 

light leaped from his hold to a distance of some feet, and his agitation was so extreme, that he could 

hardly pick it up. 

‘It is only your guest, sir,’ I called out, desirous to spare him the humiliation of exposing his cowardice 

further.  ‘I had the misfortune to scream in my sleep, owing to a frightful nightmare.  I’m sorry I disturbed 

you.’ 

‘Oh, God confound you, Mr. Lockwood!  I wish you were at the—’ commenced my host, setting the 

candle on a chair, because he found it impossible to hold it steady.  ‘And who showed you up into this 
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room?’ he continued, crushing his nails into his palms, and grinding his teeth to subdue the maxillary 

convulsions.  ‘Who was it?  I’ve a good mind to turn them out of the house this moment?’ 

‘It was your servant Zillah,’ I replied, flinging myself on to the floor, and rapidly resuming my garments.  

‘I should not care if you did, Mr. Heathcliff; she richly deserves it.  I suppose that she wanted to get 

another proof that the place was haunted, at my expense.  Well, it is—swarming with ghosts and goblins!  

You have reason in shutting it up, I assure you.  No one will thank you for a doze in such a den!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ asked Heathcliff, ‘and what are you doing?  Lie down and finish out the night, 

since you are here; but, for heaven’s sake! don’t repeat that horrid noise: nothing could excuse it, unless 

you were having your throat cut!’ 

‘If the little fiend had got in at the window, she probably would have strangled me!’ I returned.  ‘I’m not 

going to endure the persecutions of your hospitable ancestors again.  Was not the Reverend Jabez 

Branderham akin to you on the mother’s side?  And that minx, Catherine Linton, or Earnshaw, or 

however she was called—she must have been a changeling—wicked little soul!  She told me she had been 

walking the earth these twenty years: a just punishment for her mortal transgressions, I’ve no doubt!’ 

Scarcely were these words uttered when I recollected the association of Heathcliff’s with Catherine’s 

name in the book, which had completely slipped from my memory, till thus awakened.  I blushed at my 

inconsideration: but, without showing further consciousness of the offence, I hastened to add—‘The truth 

is, sir, I passed the first part of the night in—’  Here I stopped afresh—I was about to say ‘perusing those 

old volumes,’ then it would have revealed my knowledge of their written, as well as their printed, 

contents; so, correcting myself, I went on—‘in spelling over the name scratched on that window-ledge.  A 

monotonous occupation, calculated to set me asleep, like counting, or—’ 

‘What can you mean by talking in this way to me!’ thundered Heathcliff with savage vehemence.  

‘How—how dare you, under my roof?—God! he’s mad to speak so!’  And he struck his forehead with 

rage. 

I did not know whether to resent this language or pursue my explanation; but he seemed so powerfully 

affected that I took pity and proceeded with my dreams; affirming I had never heard the appellation of 

‘Catherine Linton’ before, but reading it often over produced an impression which personified itself when 

I had no longer my imagination under control.  Heathcliff gradually fell back into the shelter of the bed, 

as I spoke; finally sitting down almost concealed behind it.  I guessed, however, by his irregular and 

intercepted breathing, that he struggled to vanquish an excess of violent emotion.  Not liking to show him 

that I had heard the conflict, I continued my toilette rather noisily, looked at my watch, and soliloquised 

on the length of the night: ‘Not three o’clock yet!  I could have taken oath it had been six.  Time stagnates 

here: we must surely have retired to rest at eight!’ 

‘Always at nine in winter, and rise at four,’ said my host, suppressing a groan: and, as I fancied, by the 

motion of his arm’s shadow, dashing a tear from his eyes.  ‘Mr. Lockwood,’ he added, ‘you may go into 

my room: you’ll only be in the way, coming down-stairs so early: and your childish outcry has sent sleep 

to the devil for me.’ 

‘And for me, too,’ I replied.  ‘I’ll walk in the yard till daylight, and then I’ll be off; and you need not 

dread a repetition of my intrusion.  I’m now quite cured of seeking pleasure in society, be it country or 

town.  A sensible man ought to find sufficient company in himself.’ 
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‘Delightful company!’ muttered Heathcliff.  ‘Take the candle, and go where you please.  I shall join you 

directly.  Keep out of the yard, though, the dogs are unchained; and the house—Juno mounts sentinel 

there, and—nay, you can only ramble about the steps and passages.  But, away with you!  I’ll come in two 

minutes!’ 

I obeyed, so far as to quit the chamber; when, ignorant where the narrow lobbies led, I stood still, and was 

witness, involuntarily, to a piece of superstition on the part of my landlord which belied, oddly, his 

apparent sense.  He got on to the bed, and wrenched open the lattice, bursting, as he pulled at it, into an 

uncontrollable passion of tears.  ‘Come in! come in!’ he sobbed.  ‘Cathy, do come.  Oh, do—once more!  

Oh! my heart’s darling! hear me this time, Catherine, at last!’  The spectre showed a spectre’s ordinary 

caprice: it gave no sign of being; but the snow and wind whirled wildly through, even reaching my 

station, and blowing out the light. 

There was such anguish in the gush of grief that accompanied this raving, that my compassion made me 

overlook its folly, and I drew off, half angry to have listened at all, and vexed at having related my 

ridiculous nightmare, since it produced that agony; though why was beyond my comprehension.  I 

descended cautiously to the lower regions, and landed in the back-kitchen, where a gleam of fire, raked 

compactly together, enabled me to rekindle my candle.  Nothing was stirring except a brindled, grey cat, 

which crept from the ashes, and saluted me with a querulous mew. 

 

Excerpt 2 

‘Nelly, do you never dream queer dreams?’ she said, suddenly, after some minutes’ reflection. 

‘Yes, now and then,’ I answered. 

‘And so do I.  I’ve dreamt in my life dreams that have stayed with me ever after, and changed my ideas: 

they’ve gone through and through me, like wine through water, and altered the colour of my mind.  And 

this is one: I’m going to tell it—but take care not to smile at any part of it.’ 

‘Oh! don’t, Miss Catherine!’ I cried.  ‘We’re dismal enough without conjuring up ghosts and visions to 

perplex us.  Come, come, be merry and like yourself!  Look at little Hareton! he’s dreaming nothing 

dreary.  How sweetly he smiles in his sleep!’ 

‘Yes; and how sweetly his father curses in his solitude!  You remember him, I daresay, when he was just 

such another as that chubby thing: nearly as young and innocent.  However, Nelly, I shall oblige you to 

listen: it’s not long; and I’ve no power to be merry to-night.’ 

‘I won’t hear it, I won’t hear it!’ I repeated, hastily. 

I was superstitious about dreams then, and am still; and Catherine had an unusual gloom in her aspect, 

that made me dread something from which I might shape a prophecy, and foresee a fearful catastrophe.  

She was vexed, but she did not proceed.  Apparently taking up another subject, she recommenced in a 

short time. 

‘If I were in heaven, Nelly, I should be extremely miserable.’ 
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‘Because you are not fit to go there,’ I answered.  ‘All sinners would be miserable in heaven.’ 

‘But it is not for that.  I dreamt once that I was there.’ 

‘I tell you I won’t hearken to your dreams, Miss Catherine!  I’ll go to bed,’ I interrupted again. 

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

‘This is nothing,’ cried she: ‘I was only going to say that heaven did not seem to be my home; and I broke 

my heart with weeping to come back to earth; and the angels were so angry that they flung me out into the 

middle of the heath on the top of Wuthering Heights; where I woke sobbing for joy.  That will do to 

explain my secret, as well as the other.  I’ve no more business to marry Edgar Linton than I have to be in 

heaven; and if the wicked man in there had not brought Heathcliff so low, I shouldn’t have thought of it.  

It would degrade me to marry Heathcliff now; so he shall never know how I love him: and that, not 

because he’s handsome, Nelly, but because he’s more myself than I am.  Whatever our souls are made of, 

his and mine are the same; and Linton’s is as different as a moonbeam from lightning, or frost from fire.’ 

Ere this speech ended I became sensible of Heathcliff’s presence.  Having noticed a slight movement, I 

turned my head, and saw him rise from the bench, and steal out noiselessly.  He had listened till he heard 

Catherine say it would degrade her to marry him, and then he stayed to hear no further.  My companion, 

sitting on the ground, was prevented by the back of the settle from remarking his presence or departure; 

but I started, and bade her hush! 

‘Why?’ she asked, gazing nervously round. 

‘Joseph is here,’ I answered, catching opportunely the roll of his cartwheels up the road; ‘and Heathcliff 

will come in with him.  I’m not sure whether he were not at the door this moment.’ 

‘Oh, he couldn’t overhear me at the door!’ said she.  ‘Give me Hareton, while you get the supper, and 

when it is ready ask me to sup with you.  I want to cheat my uncomfortable conscience, and be convinced 

that Heathcliff has no notion of these things.  He has not, has he?  He does not know what being in love 

is!’ 

‘I see no reason that he should not know, as well as you,’ I returned; ‘and if you are his choice, he’ll be 

the most unfortunate creature that ever was born!  As soon as you become Mrs. Linton, he loses friend, 

and love, and all!  Have you considered how you’ll bear the separation, and how he’ll bear to be quite 

deserted in the world?  Because, Miss Catherine—’ 

‘He quite deserted! we separated!’ she exclaimed, with an accent of indignation.  ‘Who is to separate us, 

pray?  They’ll meet the fate of Milo!  Not as long as I live, Ellen: for no mortal creature.  Every Linton on 

the face of the earth might melt into nothing before I could consent to forsake Heathcliff.  Oh, that’s not 

what I intend—that’s not what I mean!  I shouldn’t be Mrs. Linton were such a price demanded!  He’ll be 

as much to me as he has been all his lifetime.  Edgar must shake off his antipathy, and tolerate him, at 

least.  He will, when he learns my true feelings towards him.  Nelly, I see now you think me a selfish 

wretch; but did it never strike you that if Heathcliff and I married, we should be beggars? whereas, if I 

marry Linton I can aid Heathcliff to rise, and place him out of my brother’s power.’ 



5 

 

‘With your husband’s money, Miss Catherine?’ I asked.  ‘You’ll find him not so pliable as you calculate 

upon: and, though I’m hardly a judge, I think that’s the worst motive you’ve given yet for being the wife 

of young Linton.’ 

‘It is not,’ retorted she; ‘it is the best!  The others were the satisfaction of my whims: and for Edgar’s 

sake, too, to satisfy him.  This is for the sake of one who comprehends in his person my feelings to Edgar 

and myself.  I cannot express it; but surely you and everybody have a notion that there is or should be an 

existence of yours beyond you.  What were the use of my creation, if I were entirely contained here?  My 

great miseries in this world have been Heathcliff’s miseries, and I watched and felt each from the 

beginning: my great thought in living is himself.  If all else perished, and he remained, I should still 

continue to be; and if all else remained, and he were annihilated, the universe would turn to a mighty 

stranger: I should not seem a part of it.—My love for Linton is like the foliage in the woods: time will 

change it, I’m well aware, as winter changes the trees.  My love for Heathcliff resembles the eternal rocks 

beneath: a source of little visible delight, but necessary.  Nelly, I am Heathcliff!  He’s always, always in 

my mind: not as a pleasure, any more than I am always a pleasure to myself, but as my own being.  So 

don’t talk of our separation again: it is impracticable; and—’ 

She paused, and hid her face in the folds of my gown; but I jerked it forcibly away.  I was out of patience 

with her folly! 

‘If I can make any sense of your nonsense, Miss,’ I said, ‘it only goes to convince me that you are 

ignorant of the duties you undertake in marrying; or else that you are a wicked, unprincipled girl.  But 

trouble me with no more secrets: I’ll not promise to keep them.’ 

‘You’ll keep that?’ she asked, eagerly. 

‘No, I’ll not promise,’ I repeated. 

 


