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CHAPTERI

1 8 O 1 m —I have just returned from a visit to

my landlord—the solitary neighbour that I shall be troubled
with. This is certainly a beautiful country! In all England, [ do
not believe that I could have fixed on a situation so completely
removed from the stir of society. A perfect misanthropist’s
Heaven—and Mr. Heathcliff and [ are such a suitable pair to
divide the desolation between us. A capital fellow! He little
imagined how my heart warmed towards him when [ beheld
his black eyes withdraw so suspiciously under their brows,
as I rode up, and when his fingers sheltered themselves,
with a jealous resolution, still further in his waistcoat, as
[ announced my name.

“Mr. Heathcliff?” I said.

A nod was the answer.

“Mr. Lockwood, your new tenant, sir. I do myself the
honour of calling as soon as possible after my arrival, to
express the hope that [ have not inconvenienced you by my
perseverance in soliciting the occupation of Thrushcross
Grange: | heard yesterday you had had some thoughts—"

“Thrushcross Grange is my own, sir,” he interrupted,
wincing. “I should not allow any one to inconvenience me, if
I could hinder it—walk in!”

The “walk in” was uttered with closed teeth, and expressed
the sentiment, “Go to the Deuce!” even the gate over which
he leant manifested no sympathising movement to the
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words; and I think that circumstance determined me to
accept the invitation: I felt interested in a man who seemed
more exaggeratedly reserved than myself.

When he saw my horse’s breast fairly pushing the barrier,
he did put out his hand to unchain it, and then sullenly
preceded me up the causeway, calling, as we entered the
court,—“Joseph, take Mr. Lockwood’s horse; and bring up
some wine.”

“Here we have the whole establishment of domestics,
I suppose,” was the reflection suggested by this 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 sinewy. “The Lord help us!” he soliloquised
in an undertone of peevish displeasure, while relieving me
of my horse: looking, meantime, in my face so sourly that
[ charitably conjectured he must have need of divine aid to
digest his dinner, and his pious exclamation had no reference
to my unexpected advent.

Wuthering Heights is the name of Mr. Heathcliff’s
dwelling. “Wuthering” being a significant provincial adjective,
descriptive of the atmospheric tumult to which its station is
exposed in stormy weather. Pure, bracing ventilation they
must have up there at all times, indeed: one may guess the
power of the north wind, blowing over the edge, by the
excessive slant of a few stunted firs at the end of the house;
and by a range of gaunt thorns all stretching their limbs one
way, as if craving alms of the sun. Happily, the architect had
foresight to build it strong: the narrow windows are deeply
set in the wall, and the corners defended with large jutting
stones.

Before passing the threshold, I paused to admire a quantity
of grotesque carving lavished over the front, and especially
about the principal door; above which, among a wilderness
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CHAPTERII

Yesterday afternoon set in misty and cold. I had half
amind to spend it by my study fire, instead of wading through
heath and mud to Wuthering Heights. On coming up from
dinner, however, (N. B.—I dine between twelve and one
o’clock; the housekeeper, a matronly lady, taken as a fixture
along with the house, could not, or would not, comprehend
my request that  might be served at five)—on mounting the
stairs with this lazy intention, and stepping into the room,
[ saw a servant girl on her knees surrounded by brushes and
coal scuttles, and raising an infernal dust as she extinguished
the flames with heaps of cinders. This spectacle drove me
back immediately; I took my hat, and, after a four-mile’ walk,
arrived at Heathcliff’s garden gate just in time to escape the
first feathery flakes of a snow shower.

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

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

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

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

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

“Why? Cannot you tell her whom I am, eh, Joseph?”

“Nor-ne me! I'll hae no hend wi’'t,” muttered the head,
vanishing.

The snow began to drive thickly. I seized the handle to essay
another trial; when a young man without coat, and shouldering
a pitchfork, appeared in the yard behind. He hailed me to follow
him, and, after marching through a wash house, and a paved
area containing a coal shed, pump, and pigeon-cot, we atlength
arrived in the huge, warm, cheerful apartment where [ was
formerly received. It glowed delightfully in the radiance of an
immense fire, compounded of coal, peat, and wood; and near
the table, laid for a plentiful evening meal, [ was pleased to
observe the “missis,” an individual whose existence | had never
previously suspected. | bowed and waited, thinking she would
bid me take a seat. She looked at me, leaning back in her chair,
and remained motionless and mute.

“Rough weather!” [ remarked. “I'm afraid, Mrs. Heathcliff,
the door must bear the consequence of your servants’ leisure
attendance: | had hard work to make them hear me.”

She never opened her mouth. [ stared—she stared also:
at any rate, she kept her eyes on me in a cool, regardless
manner, exceedingly embarrassing and disagreeable.

“Sit down,” said the young man, gruffly. “He’ll be in soon.”

I obeyed; and hemmed, and called the villain Juno, who
deigned, at this second interview, to move the extreme tip of
her tail, in token of owning my acquaintance.
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cherished the hope that in a little while Mr. Linton’s heart
would be gladdened, and his lands secured from a stranger’s
grip, by the birth of an heir.

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

L

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

Inform Edgar that I'd give the world to see his face again—
that my heart returned to Thrushcross Grange in twenty-four
hours after I left it, and is there at this moment, full of warm
feelings for him, and Catherine! I can’t follow it though—
(these words are underlined)—they need not expect me, and
they may draw what conclusions they please; taking care,
however, to lay nothing at the door of my weak will or
deficient affection.

The remainder of the letter is for yourself alone. I want
to ask you two questions: the first is,—How did you contrive
to preserve the common sympathies of human nature when
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CHAPTER XXXII

1 8 O 2 m —This September I was invited to

devastate the moors of a friend in the north, and on my
journey to his abode, I unexpectedly came within fifteen
miles of Gimmerton. The ostler at a roadside public house
was holding a pail of water to refresh my horses, when
a cart of very green oats, newly reaped, passed by, and he
remarked,—“Yon’s frough Gimmerton, nah! They're allas
three wick’ after other folk wi’ ther harvest.”

“Gimmerton?” [ repeated—my residence in that locality
had already grown dim and dreamy. “Ah! [ know. How far is
it from this?”

“Happen fourteen mile o’er th’ hills; and a rough road,”
he answered.

A sudden impulse seized me to visit Thrushcross Grange.
[t was scarcely noon, and I conceived that I might as well pass
the night under my own roof as in an inn. Besides, [ could
spare a day easily to arrange matters with my landlord, and
thus save myself the trouble of invading the neighbourhood
again. Having rested awhile, I directed my servant to inquire
the way to the village; and, with great fatigue to our beasts,
we managed the distance in some three hours.

[ left him there, and proceeded down the valley alone.
The grey church looked greyer, and the lonely churchyard
lonelier. I distinguished a moor-sheep cropping the short
turf on the graves. It was sweet, warm weather—too warm
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