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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE 

OF 

ELLIS AND ACTON BELL. 

lT bas been thought that all the work.s published under the JWl}.es 
of Cuner, Ellis, and Acton Bell were, in reality, the production of 
one person. This mista.ke I endeavoured to rectify by a few words 
of disclaimer prefixed to the third edition of Jane Eyrt. These, too, 
it appears, failed to gain general credence, and now, on the occasion 
of a reprint of Wrdkring Htiglils and Agnes Grey, I am advised 
distinctly to state how the case really stands. 

lndeed, 1 feel myself that it is time the obscurity attending those 
two names-Ellis and Acton-was done away. The little mystery, 
which formerly yielded some harmless pleasure, bas lost its interest ; 
circumstances are changed. lt becomes, then, my duty to explain 
briefly the origin and authorship of the books written by Currer, 
Ellis, and Acton Bell. · 

About five years ago, my two sisters and myself, after a some­
what prolonged period of separation, found ourselves reunited, and 
at home. Resident in a remote district, where education had made 
little progress, and where, consequently, there was no inducement to 
seek social intercourse beyond our own domestic circle, we were 
wholly dependent on ourselves and each other, on books and study, 

a-3 
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE OF 

for the enjoyments and occupations of life. The highest stimulus, 
as well as the liveliest pleasure we had known from childhood 
upwards, lay in attempts at literary composition; formerly we used 
to show each other what we wrote, but of late years this habit of 
communication and consultation had been discontinued; hence it 
ensued, that we were mutually ignorant of the progress we might 
respectively have made. · 

One day, in the autumn of 1845, 1 accidentally lighted on a MS. 
volume of verse in my sister Emilys handwriting. Of course, 1 was 
not surprised, knowing that she could and did write verse : 1 looked 
it over, and something more than surprise seized me,-a deep con­
viction that these were not common effusions, nor at ail like the 
poetry women generally write. 1 thought th~m condensed and terse, 
vigorous and genuine. To my ear, they had also a peculiar music­
wild, melancholy, and elevating. 

My sister Emily was nota person of demo~strative character, nor 
one on the recesses of whose mind and feelings', even those nearest 
and dearest to her could, with impunity, intrude unlicensed ; it took 
hours to reconcile ber to the discovery 1 had made, and days to 
persuade ber that such poems merited publication. 1 knew, how­
ever, that a mind like hers could not be without some latent spark 
of honourable ambition, and refused to be discouraged in my attempts 
to fan that spark to fiame. 

Meantime, my younger sister quietly produced some of her own 
compositions, intimating that, since Emily's had given me pleasure, 
I might like to look at bers. 1 could not but be a partial judge, yet 
1 thought that these verses, too, had a sweet, sincere pathos of their 
own. 

We had very early cherished the dream of one day becoming 
autbors. This dream, never relinquisbed even when distance divided 
and absorbmg tasks occupied us, now suddenly acquired strength and 
consistency : it took the character of a resolve. We agreed to arrange 
a small selection of our poems, and, if possible, to get them printed. 
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ELLIS AA'D ACTON BELL. xi 

A \·erse to persona! publicity, we veiled our own names under those of 
Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell ; the â'mbiguous choice being dictated 
by a sort of conscientious semple at assuming Christian names posi­
tively masculine, while we did not like to declare ourselves women, 
because-without at that time suspecting that our mode of writing 
and thinking was not what is called " feminine '' -we had a vague 
impression that authoresses are liable to be looked on with prejudice ; 
we had noticed how critics sometimes use for their chastisement the 
weapon of personality, and for their reward, a ftattery, which is not 
true praise. 

The bringing out of our little book was bard work. As was to be 
expected, neither we nor our poems were at all wanted ; but for this 
we had been prepared at the outset; though inexperienced ourselves, 
we had read the experience of others. The great puzzle lay in the 
difficulty of getting answers of any kind from the publishers to whom 
we applied. Being greatly harassed by this obstacle, 1 ventured to 
apply to the Messrs. Chambers, of Edinburgh, for a word of advice ; 
tluy may baye forgotten the circumstance, but I have not, for from 
them 1 received a brief and business-like, but civil and sensible 
reply, on which we acted, and at 1ast made a way. 

The book was printed : it is scarcely known, and a1l of it that 
merits to be known are the poems of Ellis Bell. The fixed con­
viction I held, and hold, of the worth of these poems bas not indeed 
received the confirmation of much favourable criticism ; but I must 
retain it notwithstanding. 

1 

Ill-success failed to crush us : the mere effort to succeed had given 
a wonderful zest to existence ; it must be pursued. ~ e each set to 
work on a prose tale: Ellis Bell produced Wuthering Heiglzls, Acton 
Bell Agnes Grey, and Currer Bell also wrote a narrative in one 
volume. These MSS. were perseveringly obtruded upon varions 
publishers for the space of a year and a half; usually, their fate was 
an ignominious and abrupt dismissal. 

At la..c;t Wuthtring Htights and Agnts Grey were accepted on 
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Xll BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE OF 

terms ·somewhat impoverishing to the two authors; Currer Bell's 
book found acceptance nowhere, 'llOr any acknowledgment of merit, 
so that something like the chill of despair began to invade ber 
heart. As a forlom hope, she t:ried one publishing bouse more- . 
Messrs. Smi~h, Eider and Co. Ere long, in a much shorter space 
than that on which experience had taught her to calculate-there 
came a letter, which she opened in the dreary expectation of finding 
two bard, hopeless lines, intimating tha~ Messrs. Smith, Eider and Co. 
"were not disposed to publish the MS.," and, instead, she took out of 
the envelope a letter of two pages. She read it trembling. lt 
declined, indeed, to publish that tale, for business reasons, but it 
discussed its merits and demerits so courteously, so considerately, in 
a spirit so rational, with a discrimination so enlightened, that this 
very refusai cheered the author better than a vulgarly-expressed 
acceptance would have do ne. I t was added, that a work in three 
volumes would meet with careful attention. 

I was then just completing Jane · Eyre, at which 1 had been 
working while the one-volume tale was plodding its weary round in 
London : in three weeks I sent it off; friendly and skilful bands 
took it in. This was in the commencement of September, 
1847 ; it came out before the close of October following, while 
Wutlzering H,eigltls and Agnes Grey, my sisters' works, which had 
already been in the press for months, still lingered under a different 
management. 

They appeared at last. Critics failed to do them justice. The 
immature but very real powers revealed in Wutkring Heiglzts were 
scarcely recognised ; its import and nature were misunderstood ; the 
identity of its author was misrepresented ; it was said that this was 

an earlier and ruder attempt of the same pen which had produced 
Jane Eyre. Unjust and grievous error ! We laughed at it at first, 
but I deeply lament it now. Hence, 1 fear, arose a prejudice against 
the book. That writer who could attempt to palm off an inferior 
and immature production under cover of one successful effol'tt must 
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ELLIS AND ACTON BELL. 

indeed be unduly eager after the secondary and sordid result of 
authorsbip, and pitiably indifferent to its true and honourable meed. 
If reviewers and the public truly believed this, no wonder that they 
looked darkl y on the cbeat. 

Yet I must not be understood to make tbese things subject for 
reproach or complaint ; 1 dare not do so ; respect for my sister's 
memory forbids me. By ber any such querulous manifestation would 
have been regarded as an unworthy and offensive weakness. · 

It is my duty, as well as my pleasure, to acknowledge one 
exception to the general ru le of criticism. One writer, • endowed 
~ith the keen vision and fine sympathies of genius, bas discemed the 
real nature of J-Vutlzering Heights, and bas, with equal accuracy, 
noted its beauties and touched on its faults. Too often do reviewers 
remind us of the mob of Astrologers, Chaldeans, and Soothsayers 
gathered before the "writing on the wall," and unable to read the 
characters or make known the interpretation. We have a right to 
rejoice when a true seer cornes at Iast, some man in whom is an 
excefü;nt spirit, to whom have been given light, wisdom, and under­
standing ; who can accurately read the "Mene, Mene, Tekel, 
U pharsin " of an original mind (however unripe, however inefficiently 
cultured and partially expanded that mind may be); and who can 
say with confidence, "This is the interpretation thereof." 

Y et even the writer to whom 1 allude shares the mistake about 
the authorship, and does me the injustice to suppose that there was 
equivoque in my former rejection of this honour (as an honour 1 
regard it). May 1 assure him that 1 would scom in this and in every 
other case to deal in equivoque ; 1 believe language to have been 
given us to make our meaning clear, and not to wrap it in dishonest 
<loubt? 

Tl1e Tenant of Wildfdl Hall, by Acton Bell, had likewise an 
unfavourable reception. At this 1 cannot wonder. The choice of 
subject was an entire mistake. Nothing less congruous with the 

• See the Palladium for September, 1850. 
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XIV BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE OF 

writer's nature could be conceived. The motives which dictated 
this choice were pure, but, 1 think, slightly morbid. She had, in 
the course of her life, been called on to contemplate, near at hand, 
and for a long time, the terrible effects of talents misused and 
faculties abused : bers was naturally a sensitive, reserved, and 
dejected nature ; what she saw sank very deeply into her mind; it 
did her harm. She brooded over it ti.11 she believed it to be a duty 
to reproduce every detail (of course with fictitious characters, 
incidents, and situations,) as a warning to others. She hated ber 
work, but would pursue it When reasoned with on the subject, sbe 
regarded such reasonings as a temptation to self-indulgence. She 
must be honest ; sbe must not varnish, soften, nor conceal. This 
well-meant resolution brought on ber misconstruction, and some 
abuse, wbich she bore, as it was ber custom to bear wbatever was 
unpleasant, with mild, steady patience. She was a very sincere and 
practical Christian, but the tinge of religious melancholy communi­
cated a sa.d shade to ber brief, blameless life. 

N either Ellis nor Acton allowed herself for one moment to sink 
under want of encouragement ; energy nerved the one, and endurance 
upbeld the other. They were both prepared to try again ; 1 would 
fain think that hope and the sense of power was yet strong within 
them. But a great change approacbed ; affliction came in that shape 
which to anticipate is dread ; to look back on, grief. In the very heat 
and burden of the day, the labourers failed over their work. 

My sister Emily first declined. The details of ber illness are 
deep-branded in my memory, but to dwell on them, either in thought 
or narrative, is not in my power. N ever in ail her life had she 
lingered over any task that lay before her, and she did not linger 
now. She sank rapidly. She ma<le haste to leave us. Yet, while 
pbysically sbe perisbed, mentally she grew stronger than. we had yet 
known her. Day by day, when 1 saw with what a front she met 
suffering, 1 looked on ber with an anguish of wonder and love. 1 
have seen nothing like it ; but, indeed, 1 have never seen ber parallel 
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ELLIS AND ACTON BELL XV 

in anything. Stronger than a man, simpler than a child, ber nature 
stood alone. The awful point was, that wbile full of ruth for others, 
on herself she had no pity ; the spirit was inexorable to the flesh ; 
from the trembling band, the unnerved limbs, the faded eyes, the 
same service was exacted as they had rendered in health. To stand 
by and witness this, and not dare to remonstrate, was a pain no words 
can render. 

Two cruel months of hope and fear passed painfully by, and the 
day came at Iast when the terrors and pains of deatb were to be 

undergone by this treasure, which had grown dearer and dearer to 
our hearts as it wasted before our eyes. Towards the decline of that 
day, we had nothing of Emily but ber mortal remains as consumption 
left them. She died December 19, 1848. 

We thougbt this enough: but we were utterly and presumptuously 
wrong. She was not buried ere Anne fell ill. She bad not been 
committed to the grave a fortnight, before we received distinct inti­
mation that it was necessary to prepare our minds to see the younger 
sister go after the eider. Accordingly, she followed in the same path 
with slower step, and with a patience that equalled the other's forti­
tude. 1 have said that she was religions, and it was by leaning on 
those Christian doctrines in which she finnly believed, that she found 
support through ber most painful journey. 1 witnessed their efficacy 
in ber latest hour and greatest trial, and must bear my testimony to 
the caim triumpb with which they brougbt ber through. She died 
May 28, 1849. 

What more shall 1 say about them? 1 cannot and need not say 
much more. In extemals, they were two unobtrusive women ; a 
perfectly secluded life gave them retiring manners and habits. In 
Emily's nature the extremes of vigour and simplicity seemed to meet. 
Under an unsophisticated culture, inartificial tastes, and an unpre­
tending outside, lay a secret power and fire that might have informed 
the brain and kindled the veins of a bero; but she had no worldly 
wisdom ; ber powers were unadapted to the practical business of 
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XVI BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE. 

li!e ; she would fail to defend her most manifest rights, to consult ber 
most legitimate advantage. An interpreter ought always to have 
stood between her and the world Her will was not very ftexible, 
and it generally opposed her interest. Her temper was magnanimous, 
but warm and sudden ; her spirit altogether unbending. 

Anne's character was milder and more subdued ; she wanted the 
power, the fire, the priginality of ber sister, but was well endowed 
with quiet virtues of ber own. Long-suffering, self-denying, reflective, 
and intelligent, a constitutional reserye and ta.citurnity placed and 
kept ber in the shade, and covered her mind, and especially her 
feelings, with a sort of nun-like veil, which was rarely lifted. Neither 
Emily nor Anne was learned ; they had no thought of filling their 
pitchers at the well-spring of other minds ; they always wrote from 
the impulse of nature, the dictates of intuition, and from such stores 
of observation as their limited experience had enabled them to amass. 
I may sum up all by saying, that for strangers they were nothing, for 
superficial observers less than nothing ; but for those who had known 
them ail their lives in the intimacy of close relationship, they were 
genuinely good and truly great. 

This notice bas been written, because 1 felt it a sacred duty to 
wipe the dust off their gravestones, and leave their dear names free 
from soil. 

CURRER BELL. 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE 

TO THE NEW EDITION OF 

"WUTHERING HE IGH T S." 

I HAVE just rea.d over Wutliering Heig/Us, and, for the first time, 
have obtained a clear glimpse of what are termed (and, perhaps, 
really are) its faults; have gained a definite notion of how it appears 
to other people-to strangers who knew nothing of the author; who 
are unacquainted with the locality where the scenes of the story are 
laid ; to whom the inhabitants, the customs, the natural characteristics 
of the outlying bills and hamlets in the West Riding of Yorkshire are 
things alien and unfamiliar. 

To ail such Wuthtring Htiglds must appear a rude and strange 
ptoduction. The wild moors of the North of England can for thcm 
have no interest: the language, the· manners, the very dwellings and 
household customs of the scattered inhabitants of those districts 
must be to such readers in a great measure unintelligible, and­
where intelligible-repulsive. Men and women who, perhaps, 
naturally very caim, and with feelings moderate in degree, and little 
marked in kind, have been trained from their cradle to observe the 
utmost evenness of manner and guardedness of Ianguage, will hardly 
know what to make of the rough, strong uttcrance, the harshly mani­
f ested passions, the 11Dbridled a•ersions, and headlong partialities of 
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xviii PREFACE TO "WUTHERLVG HEIGHTS." 

unlettered moorland hinds and rugged moorland squires, who have 
grown up untaught and unchecked, except by Mentors as harsh as 
themselves. A large class of readers, likewise, wil1 suff er greatly 
from the introduction into the pages of this work of words printed 
with ail their Ietters, which it bas become the custom to represent by 
the initial and final Ietter only-a blank line filling the interval. 1 
may as well say at once that, for this circumstance, it is out of my 
power to apologize ; deeming it, myself, a rational plan to write 
words at full length. The practice of hinting by single letters those 
expletives with wbich profane and violent persons are wont to gamish 
their discourse, strikes me as a proceeding which, bowever well meant, 
is weak and futile. 1 cannot tell what good it does-what feeling it 
spares-wbât horror it conceals. 

With regard to the rusticity of Wutllering Htigllls, 1 admit the 
• 

charge, for I feel the quality. It is rustic ail through. It is moorish, 
and wild, and knotty as a root of beath. Nor was it natural that it 
should be otherwise ; the author being herself a native and nursling 
of the moors. Doubtless, had ber lot been cast in a town, ber 
writings, if she had written at all, would have possessed another 
character. Even had chance or taste led ber to choose a similar 
subject, she would have treated it otherwise. Had Ellis Bell been a 
lady or a gentleman accustomed to what is called " the world," ber 
view of a remote and unreclaimed region, as well as of the dwellers 
therein, would have cllifered greatly from that actually taken by the 
bome-bred country girl. Doubtless it would have been wider-more 
comprehensive : whether it would have been more original or more 
truthful is not so certain. As far as the scenery and locality are con­
cemed, it could scarcely have been so sympathetic : Ellis Bell did not 
describe as one wbose eye and taste alone found pleasure in the 
prospect; ber native hills were far more to ber than a spectacle ; 
they were what she lived in, and by, as much as the wild birds, their 
tenants, or as the heather, their produce. Her descriptions, then, of 
~tural scenery, are what they should be, and all they should be. 
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PREFACE TO "WUTHERING HEIGHTS." xix 

Where delineation of human character is concemed, the case is 
different. I am bound to avow that she had scarcely more practical 
knowledge of the peasa.ntry amongst whom she lived, tban'. a nun has 
of the country people who sometimes pass ber convent gates. My 

sister's disposition was not naturally gregarious; circumstances 
favoured and fostered her tendency to seclusion ; except to go to 
church or take a walk on the hil!s, she rarely crossed the threshold 
of home. Though ber feeling for the people round was benevolent, 
intercourse with them she never sought; nor, with very few excep­
tions, ever experienced. And yet she knew them : knew their ways, 
their language, their family histories ; she could hear of_ them with 
interest, and talk of them with detail, minute, graphie, and accurate; 
but with them, she rarely exchanged a word. Hence it ensued that 

what ber mind had gathered of the real concerning them, was too 
exclusively confined to those tragic and terrible traits of which, in 

listening to the secret annals of every rude vicinage, the memory is 
sometimes compelled to receive the impress. fier imagination, which 

was a spirit more sombre than sunny, more powerful than !;portive, 
found in such traits material whence it wrought creations like Heath­

cliff, like Eamshaw, Jike Catherine. Having formed these beings, 
she did not know what she had done. If the auditor of her work, 
when read in manuscript, shuddere<l under the grinding influence of 
natures so relentless and implacable, of spirits so lost and Callen ; if 
it was complained that the mere hearing of certain vivid and fearful 
sœnes banished sleep by night, and disturbed mental peace by day, 
Ellis Bell would wonder what was meant, and suspect the complainant 
of affectation. Had she but lived, ber mind would of itself have 
grown like a strong tree, loftier, straighter, wider-spreading, and its 
matured fruits would have attained a mellower ripeness and sunnier 

bloom ; but on that mind time and experience alone could work : to 
the influence of other intellects, it was not amenable. 

Having avowed that over much of Wutkring HeighJs there 
broods ''a horror of great darkness;" that, in its storm-heated and 
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xx PREFACE TO "WUTHERING HEIGHTS." 

electrical atmosphere, we seem at times to hreathe lightning : let me 
point to those spots where clouded daylight and the eclipsCd nn ltill 
attest their existence. For a specimen of true benevolcnce. and 
homely fidelity, look at the chamcter of Nelly Dean; for an e.umple 
of constancy and tendemess, remark that of Edgar Linton. (Some 
people will think these qualities do not shine so well inc.amate in a 
man as they would do in a woman, but Ellis Bell could never be 
brought to comprehend this notion : nothing moved her more than 
any insinuation that the faithfulness and clemency, the long-suffcring 
and loving-kindness which are esteemed virtues in the daughters of 
Eve, become foibles in the sons of Adam. She held that mercy and 
forgiveness are the divinest attributes of the Great Being who made 

both man and woman, and that what clothes the Godhead in glory, 

can disgrace no form of feeble humanity ). There is a dry saturnine 
humour in the delineation of old Joseph, and some glimpses of gra.ce 
and gaiety anima te the younger Catherine. Nor is even the first 

• 
heroine of the name destitute of a certain strange beauty in· her 
fierceness, or of honesty in the midst of perverted passion and pas­
sionate perversity. 

Heathcliff, indeed, stands unredeemed ; never once swerving in 
his arrow-straight course to perdition, from the time when " the little 
blaclt-haired swarthy thing, as dark as if it came from the Devil,0 was 
first unrolled out of the bundle and set on its feet in the fannhouse 
kitchen, to the hour when Nelly Dean found the grim, stalwart corpse 
laid on its back in the panel-enclosed bed, with wide-gazing eyes 
that seemed "to sneer at ber attempt to close them, and parted lips 
and sbarp white teeth that sneered too." 

Heathcliff betrays one solitary human feeling, and that is tUJI bis 
love for Catherine ; which is a sentiment fierce and inhuman : a 
passion such as might boil and glow in the bad essence of some evil 
genius ; a fire that might fonn the tonnented centre-the ever-suffering 
soul of a magnate of the infernal world : and by its quenchless and 
ceaseless ravage eft'ect the execution of the decree which -dooms him 
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to carry Hell with him wherever he wanders. No ; the single linJc 
tbat connects Heathclüfwith humanity is his rudely-confessed regard 
for Hareton Eamshaw-the yottng man whom he has ruined; and 
then his balf-implied esteem for Nelly Dean. These solita.ry traits 
omitted, we should say he was child neither of Lascar nor gipsy, but 
a man's shape animated by demon life-a Ghoul-an Afreet. 

Whetber it is right or advisable to create beings like Heathcliff, I 
do not know: 1 scarcely think it is. But this I know: the writer 
who possesses the creative gift owns something of which be is not 
always master-something that, at times, sttangely wills and works 
for itself. He may lay down rules and devise principles, and to 
rules and principles it will perhaps for years lie in subjection ; and 
then, haply without any warning of revoit, there comes a time when 
it will no longer consent to "harrow the valleys, or be bound with a 
band in the furrow "-when it "laughs at the multitude of the city, 
and regards not the crying of the driver "-when, refusing absolutely 
to make ropes out of sea-sand any longer, it sets to work on statue­
hewing, and you have a Pluto or a J ove, a Tisi phone or a Psyche, a 
Mermaid or a Madonna, as Fate or Inspiration direct. Be the work 
grim or glorious, dread or divine, you have little choice left but 
quiescent adoption. A3 for you-the nominal artist-your share in 
it has been to work passively under dictates you neither delivered 
nor could question-that would not be uttered at your prayer, nor 
suppressed nor changed at your caprice. If the result be attractive, 
the World will praise you, who little deserve praise; if it be repulsive, 
the same World will blame you, who almost as little deserve blame. 

Wut~ng Heiglds was hewn in a wild workshop, with simple 
tools, out of homely materials. The statuary found a granite block 
on a solitary moor ; gazing thereon, he saw how from the crag might 
be elicited a bead, savage, swart, sinister ; a form moulded with at 
least one element of grandeur-power. He wrought with a rude 
chisel, and from no model but the vision of his meditations. With 
time and labour, the crag · took human shape ; and there it stands 
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colossal, dark, and frowning, half Statue, half rock : in the former 
aense, tem'ble and goblin-like ; in the latter, almost beautiful, for its 
colouring is of mellow grey, and moorland moss clothes it; and 
heath, with its blooming bells and balmv fragrance, grOws faithfully 
close to the giant's foot. 

CURRER BELL 
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WUTHERING HEIGHTS. 

CHAPTER I. 

1801.-I have just retumed from a visit to my landlord-the 
solitary neigbbour that 1 shall be troubled with. This is certainly a 
beautiful country! . In all England, 1 do not believe that 1 could 
have fixed on a situation so completely removed from the stir of 
society. A perfect misanthropist's heaven : and Mr. Heathcliff and 
I are such a suitable pair to divide the desolation between us. A 
capital fellow ! He little imagined how my heart warmed towards 
him when 1 beheld bis black eyes withdraw so suspiciously under 
their brows, as 1 rode up, and when bis fingers sheltered themselves, 
with a jealous resolution, still further in bis waistcoat, as I announced 
my name. 

"Mr. Heathcliff?" 1 said. 
A nod was the answer. 
" Mr. Lockwood, your new tenant, sir. 1 do myself the honour 

of calling as soon as possible after my arrival, to express the hope 
that 1 have not inconvenience4 you by my perseverance in soliciting 
the occupation of Thrushcross Grange : 1 heard yesterday you had 
had some thoughts " 

"Thrushcross Grange is my own, sir," he intemipted, wincing. 
" 1 should not allow any one to inconvenience ·me, ü 1 could hinder 
it-walk in ! n 

The " walk in ,, was uttered with closed teeth, and expressed the 
1 
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sentiment, "Go to the Deuce:" even the gate over which be leant 
manifested no sympathizing movement to the words; and 1 think 
that circumsta.nce determined me to accept the invitation : 1 felt 
interested in a man who seemed more exaggeratedly reserved than 
myself. . 

When be saw my horse's breast fairly pushing the barrier, be did 
put out bis band to unchain it, and then sullenly preceded me up the 
causeway, calling, as we entered the court,-" Joseph, take Mr. Lock­
wood's horse; and bring up some wine." 

"Here we have the whole establishment of domestics, 1 suppose," 
was the reflection suggested by this cpmpound 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 1" he soliloquized in an 
undertone of peevish displeasure, while relieving me of my horse : 
looking, meantime, in my face so sourly that 1 charitably conjectured . 
be must have need of divine aid to digest bis dinner, and his pious 
ejaculation 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 bouse ; 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 de~pl y set 
in the wall, and the corners defended with large jutting stones. 

Before passing the threshold, 1 paused to admire a quantity of 
grotesque carving lavished over the front, and especially about the 
principal door ; above which, among a wilderness of crumbling griffins 
and shameless little boys, 1 detected the date "1500," and the name 
"Hareton Eamshaw." 1 would have made a few comments, and 
requested a short history of the place from the surly owner; but bis 
attitude at the door 9.ppeared to demand my speedy entrance, or 
complete departure, and I had no desire to aggravate bis impatience 
prcvious to inspecting the penetralium. 
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One step brought us into the family sitting-room, without any 
introductory lobby or passage : they ca.ll it here "the .bouse " pre­
eminently. lt includes kitchen and parlour, generally; but I believe 
at \Vuthering Heights the kitchen is forced to retreat altogether into 
another quarter : at least 1 distinguished a chatter of tangues, and a 
clatter of culinary utensils, deep within ; and 1 observed no signs of 
roasting, boiling, or baking, about the huge fireplace ; nor any glitter 
of copper saucepans and tin cullenders on the walls. One end, 
indeed, refiected splendidly both light and heat from ranks of immense 
pewter dishes, interspersed with sil ver j ugs · and tankards, towering 
row after row, on a vast oak dresser, to the very roof. The latter had 
never been under-drawn : its entire anatomy _lay bare to an inquiring 
eye, except where a frame of wood laden with oatcakes and clusters 
of legs of beef, mutton, and ham, concealed it. Above the chimney 
were sundry villanous old guns, and a couple of horse-pistols : and, 
by way of omament, three gaudily-painted canisters disposed along 
its ledge. The floor was of smooth, white stone ; the chairs, high­
backed, primitive structures, painted green: one or two heavy black 
ones lurking in· the shade. In an arch under the dresser, reposed a 
huge, liver-coloured bitch pointer, surrounded by a swarm of squealing 
puppies ; and other dogs haunted other recesses. 

The apartment and furniture would have been nothing extra­
ordinary as belonging to a homely, northem farmer, with a stubbom 
countenance, and stalwart limbs set out to advantage in knee-breeches 
and gaiters. Such an individual seated in his arm-chair, bis mug of 
ale frothing on the round table before him, is to be seen in any 
circuit of five or six miles among these hills, if you go at the right 
time after dinner. But Mr. Heathcliff forms a singular contrast to 
his abode and style of living. He is a dark-skinned gipsy in aspect, 
in d.ress and manners â gentleman : that is, as much a gentleman as 
many a country squire : rather slovenly, perhaps, yet not looking 
amiss with his negligence, because he has an erect and handsome 
figure; and rather morose. Possibly, some people might suspect 
him of a degree of under-bred pride ; 1 have a sympathetic chord 
v.ithin that tells me it is nothing of the sort: 1 know, by instinct, his 
reserve springs from an aversion to showy displays of fceling-to 
manifestations of mutual k.indliness. He'll love and hafe equally 
under cover, and esteem it a species of impertinence to be loved or 
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hated again. No, l'm running on too fast : 1 bestow my own 
attributes o\•er-liberally on him. Mr. Heathcliff may have entirely 
dissimilar reasons for keeping his band out of the way when be meets 
a would-be acquaintance, to those which actuate me. Let me hope 
my constitution is almost peculiar : my dear mother used to say 1 
should never have a comfortable home; and only last summer 1 
proved myself perfectly unworthy of Ol)e. 

\Vhile enjoying a month of fine weather at the sea~oast, 1 was 
thrown into the company of a most fascinating creature : a real 
goddess in my eyes, as long as she took no notice of me. 1 " never 
told my love" vocally; still, if looks have language, the merest idiot 
might have guessed I w~ over head and ears : she understood me 
at last, and looked a retum-the sweetest of all imaginable looks. 
And what did 1 do? I confess it with shame-shrunk icily into 
myself, like a snail ; at every glance retired colder and farther ; till 
finally the poor innocent was led to doubt ber own senses, and, over­
wbelmed with confusion at her supposed mistake, persuaded ber 
mamma to decamp. By this curious tum of disposition 1 have gained 
the reputation of deliberate heartlessness ; bow undeserved, I alone 
can appreciate. 

I took a seat at the end of the hearthstone opposite that towards 
which my landlord advanced, and filled up an interval of silence by 
attempting to caress the canine mother, who bad left ber nursery, and 
was sneaking wolfishly to the back of my legs, ber lip curled up, and 
ber "·bite teeth watering for a snatch. My caress provoked a long, 
guttural gnarl. 

" You'd better let the dog alone," -growled Mr. Heathcliff in 
unison, checking tiercer demonstrations with a punch of bis foot 
" She's not accustomed to be spoiled-not kept for a pet." Then, 
iitriding to a side door, be shouted again, " Joseph ! " 

Joseph mumbled indistinctly in the depths of the cellar, but gave 
no intimation of ascending ; so bis master dived down to him, leaving 
me vis-à-vis the ruffianly bitch and a pair of grim shaggy sheep-dogs, 
-wbo shared with her a jealous guardianship over all my movements. 
Not anxious to corne in contact with their fangs, 1 sat still ; but, 
imagining they would scarcely understand tacit insults, 1 unfortunately 
indulged in winking and making faces at the trio, and some tum of 
my physiognomy so irritated madam, that she suddenly broke into a 
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fury and leapt on my knees. 1 ftung ber back, and hastened to 
interpose the table between us. This proceeding roused the whole 
hive: half-a-dozen four-footed fiends, of various sizes and ages, 
issued from hidden dens to the common centre. I felt my heels and 
coat-laps peculiar subjects of assault; and parrying off the larger 
combatants as effectually as I could with the poker, 1 was con­
strained to demand, aloud, assistance from some of the household 
in re-establishing peace. 

Mr. Heathcliff and his man climbed the cellar steps with vexatious 
phlegm : I don't think they moved one second faster than usual, 
though the hearth was an absolute tempest of worrying and yelping. 
Happily, an inhabitant of the kitchen made more despatch: a lusty 
<lame, with tucked-up gown, bare arms, and fire-flushed cheeks, rushed 
into the midst of us flourishing a frying-pan : and used that weapon, 
and her tongue, to such purpose, that the storm subsided magically, 
and she only remained, heaving like a sea after a high wind, when 
her master entered on the scene. 

" \Vhat the devil is the matter? " he asked, eyeing me in a 
manner that 1 could i1l endure after this inhospitable treatment. 

"\Vhat the devil, indeed ! '' I muttered. "The herd of possessed 
swine could have had no worse spirits in them than those animais 
of yours, sir. You might as well leave a stranger with a brood of 
tigers ! " 

" They won't meddle with persons who touch nothing," be 
remarked, putting the bottle before me, and restoring the displaced 
table. " The dogs do right to be vigilant. Take a glass of wine ? " 

· " No, thank you." 
" Not bitten, are you?" 
"If 1 had been, I would have set my signet on the biter." 
Heathcliff's countenance relaxed into a grin. 
"Come, corne," he said, "you are flurried, Mr. Lockwood. 

Here, take a little wine. Guests are so exceedingly rare in this 
bouse that 1 and my dogs, I am willing to own, hardly know how to 
receive them Your health, sir ? " 

I bowed and retumed the pledge; beginning to perceive that it 
would be foolish to sit sulking for the misbehaviour of a pack of 
curs : besides, 1 felt loth to yield the fellow further amusement at 
my expense; since bis humour took that turn. He-probably 
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swayed by prudential consideration of the folly of offending a good 
tenant-relaxed a little in the laconic style of chipping off his 
pronouns and auxiliary verbs, and introduced what he supposed 
would be a subject of interest to me,-a discourse on the advantages 
and disadvantages of my present place of retirement. 1 found him 
very intelligent on the topics we touched ; and before 1 went home, 
1 was encouraged so far as to volunteer another visit to-morrow. He 
evidently wished no repetition of my intrusion. 1 shall go, notwith­
standing. It is astonishing how sociable 1 feel myself compared 
with him. 
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CHAPTER II. 

YESTERDAY attemoon set in misty and cold. 1 had. half a mind to 
spend it by my study fire, instead of wading through beath and 
mud to 'Vuthering Heights. On coming up from dinner, however, 
(N.B.-! dine between twelve and one o'clock; the housekeeper, a 
matronly lady, taken as a fixture along with the bouse, could not, or 
would not, comprehend my request that I might be served at five)­
on mounting the stairs with this lazy intention, and stepping into the 
room, 1 saw a servant-girl on ber knees surrounded by brushes and 
coal-scuttles, and raising an infernal dust as she extinguished the 
fiames "'ith heaps of cinders. This spectacle drove me back imme­
diately ; 1 took my bat, and, after a four-miles' walk, arrived at 
Heathci.iff's garden-gate just in time to escape the first feathery flakes 
of a snow-shower. 

On tbat bleak bill-top the earth was hard witb a black frost, and 
the air made me shiver through every limb. Being unable to remove 
the chain, 1 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. 

" \Vretched inmates ! ,, I ejaculated, mentally, " you deserve 
perpetual isolation from your species for your churlish inhospitality. 
At least, 1 would not keep my doors barred in the day-time. I don't 
care-I will get in ! " So resolved, I grasped the latch and shook it 
vehemently. Vinegar-faced Joseph projected his head from a round 
window of the barn. 

" \Vhat are ye for ? " he shouted. " 'l'' 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, 
!esponsivel y. 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



s J.PUTHERl/\7G HEIGHTS. 

"There's nobbut t' missis; and shoo'll not oppen 'tan ye mak" 
yer ftaysome clins till neeght." 

"Why ? Cannot you tell her who 1 am, eh, Joseph? " 
"Nor-ne me l 1'11 hae no hend wi't," muttered the head, ,·anishing. 
The snow began to drive thickly. 1 seized the handle to essay 

another trial; when a young man without coat, and shouldering a 
pitchfork, appeared in the yard behind. He hailed me to follow 
him, and, after marching through a wash-house, and a paved area. 
containing a coal-shed, pump, and pigeon-cot, we at length arrived in 
the huge, warm, cheerful apartment, where I was formerly received. 
lt glowed delightfully in the radiance of an immense tire, com­
pounded of coal, peat, and wood; and near the table, laid for a plenti­
ful evening meal, 1 was pleased to observe the "missis," an individual 
whose existence 1 had never previously suspected. 1 bowed and 
waited, thinking she would bid me take a seat. She looked at me, 
leaning back in ber chair, and remained motionless and mute. 

" Rough weather J " 1 remarked. " I'm afraid, Mrs. Heathcliff, 
the door must bear the consequence of your servants' leisure attend­
ance : 1 had bard work to make them hear me." 

She never opened her ·mouth. 1 stared-she stared also: at any 
rate, she kept ber eyes on me in a cool, regardless manner, exceed­
ingly embarras~ing and disagreeable. 

"Sit down," sa.id the young .man, gruffiy. "He'll be in soon.'' 
1 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. 

" A beautiful animal l " 1 commenced aga.in. " Do you intcnd 
patting with the little ones, madam?" 

"They are not mine," said the amiable hostess, more repellingly 
than Heathcliff himself could have replied. 

"Ah, your favourites are among these? " 1 continued, turning te> 
an obscure cushion full of something Iike cats. 

" A strange choice of favourites l " she observed scornfully. 
Unluckily, it was a heap of dead rabbits. I hemmed once more,. 

and drew doser to the hearth, repeating ~y commtnt on the wil<lness. 
of the evening. 

"You should not have corne out," she sa.id, rising and reaching 
Crom the chimney-piece two of the painted canisters. 
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Her position before was sheltered from the light; now, 1 ha<l a 
distinct view of ber wbole figure and countenance. She was slender, 
and apparently scarcely past girlhood : an admirable form, and the 
most exquisite little face that 1 have ever had the pleasure of 
beholding ; small f eatures, very fair ; flaxen ringlets, or rather golden, 
hanging loose on ber delicate neck ; and eyes, had they been 
agreeable in expression, that would have been irresistible : fortu­
nately for my susceptible heart, the only sentiment they evinced 
hovered between scom and a kind of desperation,-singularly unnatural 
to be detected there. The canisters were almost out of ber reach; 1 
made a motion to aid ber ; she turned upon me as a miser might turn 
if any one attempted to assist him in counting bis gold. 

"I don't want your help," she snapped; "I can get them for myself.'' 
" I beg your pardon ! " 1 hastened to reply. 
" Were you asked to tea ? " she demanded, tying an apron over 

ber neat black frock, and standing with a spoonful of the leaf poised 
over the pot. 

"I shall be glad to have a cup," I answered. 
" \Vere you asked ? " she repeated. 
"No," 1 said, half smiling. "You are the proper person to 

ask me." 
She flung the tea back, spoon and all, and resumed ber chair in a 

pet; her forehead corrugated, and ber red under-lip pushed out, like 
a cbild's ready to cry. 

M:eanwhile, the young man had slung on to bis persona decidedly 
sbabby upper garment, and, ere~ting himself before the blaze, looked 
down on me from the corner of his eyes, for all the world as if there 
were some mortal feud unavenged between us. 1 began to doubt 
whether he were a servant or not : his dress and speech were both 
rude, entirely devoid of the superiority observable in Mr. and 
llrs. Heathcliff; his thick brown curls were rough and uncultivate<l, 
bis whiskers encroached bearishly over his cheeks, and his bands were 
embrowned like those of a common labourer : still bis bearing was 
free, almost haughty, and he showed none of a domestic's assiduity 
in attending on·the lady of the bouse. In the absence of clear proofs 
of his condition, 1 deemed it best to abstain from noticing bis curious 
conduct; and, five minutes afterwards, the entrance of Heathcliff 
relieved me, in some measure, from my uncomfortable state. 
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"Vou see, sir, 1 am come, according to promise!" I exclaimed, 
assuming the cheerful ; " and 1 fear 1 shall be weather-bound for half 
an hour, if you can afford me shelter during that space." 

" Half an hour ? n he said, shaking the white flakes Crom bis 
clothes ; " 1 wonder you should select the thick of a snow-stonn to 
ramble about in. Do you know that you run a risk of being lost in 
the marshes ? People familiar with these moors often miss their 
road on suc~ evenings ; and 1 can tell you there is no chance of a 
change at present." 

"Perhaps 1 can get a guide among your lads, and he might stay 
at the Grange till morning-could you SJ>are me one?" 

"No, I could not." 
"Oh, indeed l Well, then, 1 must trust to my own sagacity." 
"Umph 1" 
" Arc you going to mak' the tea ? " demanded be of the shabby 

coat, shifting his ferocious gaze Crom me to the young lady. 
" Is Ize to have any?" she asked, appealing to Heathcliff. 
"Get it ready, will you ?" was the answer, uttered so savagely that 

I started. The tone in which the words were said revealed a genuine 
bad nature. 1 no longer felt · inclined to call Heathcliff a capital 
fellow. When the preparations were .finished, he invited me with­
" Now, sir, bring forward your chair." And we all, including the 
rustic youth, drew round the table : an austere silence prevailing 
while we discussed our meal. 

1 thought, if 1 had caused the cloud, it was my duty to make an 
effort to dispel it. They could not every day sit so grim and taciturn; 
and it was impossible, however ill-tempered they might be, that the 
universal scowl they wore was their every-day countenance. 

" lt is strange," I began, in the interval of swallowing one cup of 
tea and receiving another-" it is strange how custom can mould our 
tastes and ideas : many could not imagine the existence of happiness 
in a lif e of such complete exile from the world, as you spend, 
l\lr. Heathcliff; yet, 111 venture to say, that, surrounded by your 
family, and with your amiable lady as the presiding genius over your 
home and heart-'' 

" l\ly ami..i.ble lady!" he interrupted, with an almost diabolical 
sneer on bis face. "Where is she-my amiable lady?" 

" ~lrs. Heathcliff, your wife, 1 mean." 
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" \Vell, yes-oh, you would intimate that her spirit bas taken the 
post of ministering angel, and guards the fortunes of Wuthering 
Heights, even when ber body is gone. Is that it ? " 

Perceiving myself in a blunder, I attempted to correct it. I 
might have seen there was too great a disparity between the ages of 
the parties to make it likely that they were man and wife. One was 
about forty : a period of mental vigour at which men seldom cherish 
the delusion of being married for love by girls: that dream is reserved 
for the solace of our declining years. The other did not look 
seventeen. 

Then it ftashed upon me-" The clown at my elbow, wbo is 
drinking his tea out of a basin and eating bis bread with unwashed 
bands, may be ber husband: Heathcliff junior, of course. Here is 
the consequence of being buried alive : she bas thrown herself away 
upon that boor from sheer ignorance that better individuals existed ! 
A sad pity-I must beware bow I cause her to regret her choice.'' 
The last reflection may seem conceited; it was not. My neighbour 
struck me as bordering on repulsive ; I knew, through experience, 
that I was tolerably attractive. 

" Mrs. Heathcliff is my daughter-in-law," said Heathcliff, corro­
borating my surmise. He tumed, as be spoke, a peculiar look in ber 
direction : a look of hatred ; unless be bas a most perverse set of 
facial muscles tbat will not, like those of other people, interpret the 
language of bis soul. 

"Ah, certainly-1 see now : you are the favoured possessor of the 
bene.ficent fairy," I remarked, tuming to my neigbbour. 

This was worse than before : the youth grew crimson, and clenched 
bis fist, with every appearance of a meditated assault. But be seemecl 
to recollect himself presently, and smothered the storm in a brutal 
curse, muttered on my behalf: which, howev.er, 1 took care not to notice. 

"Unhappy in your conjectures, sir," observed my bost; "we 
ntither of us have the privilege of owning your good fairy ; ber mate 
is dead. I said she was my daughter-in-law : therefore, she must 
bave married my son." 

" And this young man is--" 
"Not my son, asS\lredly.'' 
Heathcliff smiled again, as if it were rather too bold a jest to 

attribute the patemity of that bear. to him. 
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"My name is Hareton Earnshaw," growled the other; "an<l l'd 
counsel you to respect it ! " 

"I've shown no disrespect," was my reply, laughing intemally at 
the dignity with which he announced himself. 

He fixed his eye on me longer than I cared to retum the stare, 
for fear I might be tempted either to box his ears or render my 
hilarity audible. 1 began to feel unmistakably out of place in that 
pleasant family circle. The dismal spiritual atmosphere overcame, 
and more than neutra1ized, the glowing physical comforts round me ; 
and 1 resolved to be cautious how I ventured under those rafters a 
third time. 

The business of eating being concluded, and no one uttering a 
word of sociable conversation, 1 approached a window to examine 
the weather. A sorrowful sight 1 saw : dark night coming down 
prematurely, and sky and bills mingled in one bitter whirl of wind 
and suffocating snow. 

" I don't think it possible for me to get home now without a 
guide," I could not he1p exclaiming. "The roads will be buried 
already; and, if they were bare, 1 could scarcely distinguish a foot 
in advance." 

" Hareton, drive those dozen sheep into the barn porch. They'l1 
be covered if left in the fold ail night : and put a plank before them," 
said Heathclift: 

" How must 1 do?" 1 continued, with rising irritation. 
There was no reply to my question; and on looking round I saw 

only Joseph bringing in a pail of porridge for the dogs, and Mrs. 
Heathcliff leaning over the tire, diverting herself with burning a 
bundle of matches which had fallen from the chimney-piece as she 
restored the tea-canister to its place. The former, when he had 
deposited bis burden, took a critical survey of the room, and in 
cracked tones grated out-" Aw wonder how yah can faishion to 
stand thear i' idleness un war, when all on 'ems goan out ! Bud 
yah're a nowt, and it's no use talking-yah'll niver mend o' yer ill 
ways, but goa raight to t' divil, like yer mother afore ye ! " 

I imagined, for. a moment, that this piece of eloquence was 
addressed tome; and, sufficiently enraged, stepped towards the agec.1 
rascal with an intention of kicking him out of the door. Mrs. Heath­
cliff, however, checked me by her answer. 
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"You scandalous old hypocrite ! " she replied. "Are you not 
afraid of being canied away bodily, whenever you mention the devil's 
name ? I wam you to refrain from provoking me, or 1'11 ask your 
abduction as a special favour ! Stop! look here, Joseph," she con­
tinued, taking a long, dark book from a shelf; "1'11 show you how 
far I've progressed in the Black Art: I sha.11 soon be competent to 
make a clear bouse of it. The red cow didn't die by chance ; and 
your rheumatism can hardly be reckoned among providential visita­
tions!" 

"Oh, wicked, wicked ! " gasped the elder; "may the Lord deliver 
us from evil 1 " 

"No, reprobate ! you are a castaway-be off, or 1'11 hurt you 
seriously ! l'll have you ail modelled in wax and clay; and the first 
wbo passes the limits 1 fix shall-1'11 not say what he shall be done 
to--but, you'll see ! Go, I'm looking at you ! '' 

The little witch put a mock malignity into her beautiful eyes, and 
Joseph, trembling with sincere horror, hurried out praying, and ejacu­
lating "wicked " as be went. 1 thought ber conduct must be 
prompted by a species of dreary fun ; and, now that we were alone, 
1 endeavoured to interest her in my distress. 

H Mrs. Heathcliff," 1 said eamestly, "you must excuse me for 
troubling you. 1 presume, because, with that face, l'm sure you 
cannot help being good-hearted. Do point out some landmarks by 
which I may know my way home: I have no more idea how to get 
there than you would have how to get to London!" 

"Take the road you came," she answered, ensconcing herself in 
a chair, with a candie, and the long book open before ber. " It is 
brief ad.vice, but as sound as I can give." 

" Then, if you hear of me being discovered dead in a bog or a pit 
full of snow, your conscience won't whisper that it is partly your fault?" 

" How so? I cannot escort you. They wouldn't let me go to 
the end of the garden-wall." 

" Y ou / 1 should be sorry to ask you to cross the threshold, for 
my conveniencc, on such a nigbt," 1 cried. " 1 want you to tell me 
my way, not to slunlJ it: or else to persuade Mr. Heathcliff to give 
me a guide." 

" Who ? There is himself, Eamshaw, Zillah, Joseph and L Which 
would you have? " 
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14 WUTHERING HE/GHTS. 

" Axe there no boys at the farm?" 
"No; those are all.'' 
"Then, it follows that 1 am compelled to stay." 
"That you may settle with your host. 1 have nothing to do 

with it." 
"1 hope it will be a lesson to you to make no more rash joumeys 

on these bills," cried Heathcliff's stem voice from the kitchen 
entrance. "As to staying here, I don't keep accommodations for 
visitors: you must share a bed with Hareton or Joseph, if you do." 

" 1 can sleep on a chair in this room," 1 replied. 
"No, no! A stranger is a stranger, be be rich or poor: it will not 

suit me to permit any one the range of the place while 1 am off guard ! " 
said the unmannerly wretch. 

With this insult, my patience was at an end. 1 uttered an expres­
sion of disgust, and pushed past him into the yard, running against 
Ea.rnshaw in my haste. It was so dark that 1 could not see the means 
of exit ; and, as 1 wandered round, I heard another specimen of their 
civil behaviour amongst each other. At first the young man appeared 
about to befriend me. 

" l'll go with him as far as the park," be said. 
"You'll go with him to bell ! "exclaimed bis master, or whatever 

relation be bore. " And who is to look after the horses, eh ? " 
" A man's life is of more consequence than one evening's neglect 

of the horses : somebody must go," murmured Mrs. Heathcliff, more 
kindly than 1 expected. 

"Not at your command !" retorted Hareton. "If you set store on 
him, you'd better be quiet." . 

" Then 1 hope bis ghost will haunt you; and 1 hope Mr. Heathcliff 
will never get another tenant till the Grange is a ruin, '' she answered, 
sharply. 

" Hearken, hearken, shoo's cursing on 'em ! " muttered Joseph, 
towards whom 1 had been steering. 

He sat within earshot, milking the cows by the light of a lantem, 
which 1 seized unceremoniously, and, ealling out that 1 would send it 
back on the morrow, rushed to the nearest postern. 

" Maister, maister, he's staling t' lanthem 1 " shouted the ancient, 
pursuing my retreat. "Hey, Gnasher ! Hey, _dog ! Hey, \Volf, holld 
him, holld him ! " 
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On opening the little door, two hairy monsters ftew at my throat, 
bearing me down, and extinguishing the light; while a mingled guffaw 
from Heathcliff and Hareton put the copestone on my rage and 
humiliation. Fortunately, the bea.sts seemed more bent on stretching 
their paws, and yawning, and ftourishing their tails, than devouring 
me alive ; but they would suffer no resurrection, and 1 was forced to 
lie till their malignant masters pleased to deliver me: then, hatless 
and trembling with wrath, I ordered the miscreants to let me out-on 
their peril to keep me one minute longer-with several incoherent 
threats of retaliation that, in their indefinite depth of virulency, smacked 
of King Lear. 

The vehemence of my agitation brought on a copious bleeding at 
the nose, and still Heathcliff laughed, and still 1 scolded. I don't 
know what would have concluded the scene, had there not been one 
person at band rather more rational than myself, and more benevolent 
than my entertainer. This was Zillah, the stout housewife; who at 
length issued forth to inquire into the nature of the uproar. She thought 
that some of them had been laying violent bands on me ; and, not 
daring to attack her master, she tumed ber vocal artillery against the 
younger scoundrel. 

"Weil, ~fr. Earnshaw," she cried, "1 wonder what you'll have 
agait next? Are we going to murder folle on our very door-stones ? • I 
see this bouse will never do for me-look at t' poor lad, he's fair 
choking ! \Visht, wisht ! you mun'n't go on so. Come in, and I'll cure . 
that : there now, hold ye still. '' 

With these words she suddenly splashed a pint of icy water 
down my neck, and pulled me into the kitchen. Mr. Heathcliff 
followed, bis accidentai merriment expiring quickly in bis habitua.1 
moroseness. 

I was sick exceedingly, and clizzy, and faint; and thus compelled 
perforce to accept lodgings under his roof. He told Zillah to give me 
a glass of brandy, and then passed on to the inner room ; while she 
condoled with me on my sorry predicament, and having obeyed his 
orders, whereby 1 was somewhat revived, ushered me to bed. 
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CHAPTER III. 

\VHILE leading the. wayupstairs, she recommended that 1 should hide 
the candie, and not make a noise ; for ber master had an odd notion 
about the chamber she would put me in, and never let anybody 1odge 
there willingly. 1 asked the reason. She did not know, she answered : 
she had only lived there a year or two; and they had so many queer 
goings on, she could not begin to be curious. 

Too stupefied to be curions myself, 1 fastened my door and 
glanced round for the bed. The whole fumiture consisted of a chair, 
a clothes-press, and a large oak case, with squares eut out near the 
top resembling coach windows. Having approached this structure, 1 
looked inside, and perceived it to be a singular sort of old-fashioned 
couch, very conveniently designed to obviate the necessity for every 
member of the family having a room to himself. In fact, it fonned a 

.little closet, and the ledge of a window, which it enclosed, served as 
a table. 1 slid back the paneUed sides, got in with my light, pulled 
them together again, and felt secure against the vigilance of Heathcliff, 
and every one else. 

The ledge, where 1 placed my candie, had a few mildewed books 
piled up in one corner ; and it was covered with writing scratched on 
the paint. This writing, however, was nothing but a name repeated 
in all kinds of characters, large and small-Catllmne Eanultaw, here 
and t\'lere varied to Catherine Hœthdijf, and then again to Ca//uri114 
Linton. 

In vapid listlessness I leant my head against the window and 
continued spelling over Catherine Earnshaw-Heathcliff-Linton, 
till my eyes closed ; but they had not rested five minutes when a 
glare of white letters started from the dark, as vivid as spectres-the 
air swarmed with Catherines; and rousing myself to dispel the obtru-
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WUTHERING HE/GHTS. 17 

sive name, I discovered my candle-wick reclining on one of the 
antique volumes, and perfuming the place with an odour of roasted 
calf-skin. I snuffed it off, and, very ill at ease under the influence of 
cold and lingering nausea, sat up and spread open the injured tome 
on my knee. lt was a Testament, in lean type, and smelling dread­
fully musty: a fly-leaf bore the inscription-" Catherine Eamshaw, · 
ber book," and a date some quarter of a century back. 1 shut it, and 
took up another and another, till I had examined ail. Catherine's 
Iibrary was select, and its state of dilapidation proved it to have been 
well used, though not altogether for a legitimate purpose : scarcely 
one chapter had escaped a pen-and-ink commentary-at least the 
appearance of one-~overing every morsel of blank that the printer 
had left Sorne were detached sentences ; other parts took the form 
of a regular diary, scrawled in an unformed, childish band. At the top 
of an extra page (quite a treasure, probably, when first lighted on) 1 
was greatly amused to behold an excellent caricature of my fiiend 
Joseph,-rudely, yet powerfully sketched. An immediate interest 
kindled within me for the unknown Catherine, and 1 began forthwith 
to decipher ber faded hieroglyphics. 

"An awful Sunday," commenced the paragraph beneath. "1 wish 
my father were back again. Hindley is a detestable substitute-his 
conduct to Heathcliff is atrocious-H. and 1 are going to rebel-we 
took our initiatory step this evening. 

"Ali day had been flooding with rain.; we could not go to church, 
so Joseph must needs get up a congregation in the garret ; and, while 
Hindley and bis wife basked downstairs before a comfortable fire­
doing anything but reading their bibles, l'll answer for it-Heathcliff,. 
myself, and the unhappy ploughboy were commanded to take our 
prayer-books, and mount : we were ranged in a row, on a sack of 
corn, groaning and shivering, and hoping that Joseph would shiver too, 
so that he might give us a short homily for bis own sake. A vain 
idea ! The service lasted precisely three hours; and yet my brother 
had the face to exclaim, when be saw us descending, ' What, done 
already?' On Sunday evenings we used to be permitted to play, if 
we did not make much noise; now a mere titter is suflicient to send 
us into corners. 

" ' You forget you have a master here,' says the tyrant. ' I'II 
demolish the first who puts me out of temper J 1 insist on perfect 

2 
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18 ivurHERING HEIGHTS. 

sobriety and silence. Oh, boy! was that you? FJ;a.nces darling, pull 
his hair as you go by : 1 heard him snap bis fingers.' Fran ces pulled 
his hair heartily, and then wcnt and seated herself on her husband's 
knee, and there they were, ·Iike two babies, kissing and talking non­
sense by the hour-foolish palaver that we should be ashamed of. 
We made ourselves as snug as our means allowed in the arch of the 
dresser. 1 had just fastened our pinafores together, and hung them up 
for a curtain, when in cornes Joseph, on an errand from the stables. 
He tears down my handiwork, boxes· my ears, and croaks : 

" 'T' maister nobbut just buried, and Sabbath not o'ered, und t' 
sound o' t' gospel still i' yer lugs, and ye darr be laiking ! Shame on 
ye ! sit ye down, ill childer 1 there's · good books eneugh if ye'll read 
•em : sit ye down, and think o' yer sowls ! ' -+-

" Saying this, he compelled us so ·to square our positions thàt we 
might receive from the fai'-0ff fire a duH ray ta show us the text of the 
lumber he thrust upon 'US. 1 could not bear the employment. 1 took 
my dingy volume by the scroop, and hurled it into the dog-kennel, 
vowing I hated a good book. Heathclüf kiclced bis to the sa.me place. 
Then there was a hubbub 1 

" ' l\faister Hindley ! ' shouted our chaplain. ' Maister, coom 
hither ! Miss Cathy's riven th' back off Til Hdmd o' Sa/va/ion, 
un' Heathcliff's pawsed his fit into t' first part o' T' Brooad Way Io 
Deslruchon I It's fair flaysome that ye let 'em go on this gait. Ech ! 
th' owd man wad ha' laced 'ein properly-but he's goan 1 ' 

" Hindley hurried up from his paradise on the hearth, and seizing 
one of us by the collar, and the other by the arm, hurled both into 
the back-kitchen ; where, Joseph assèverated, ' owd Nick woul<l fetch 
us as sure as we were living : and, so comforted, we each sought a 
separate nook to await bis advent. 1 reached this book, and a pot 
of ink from a shelf, and pushed the house-door ajar to give me light, 
and I have got the time on with writing for twenty minutes; but my 
companion is impatient, and proposes that we should appropriate the 
dairywoman's cloak, and ·have a scamper on the moors, un<ler its 
shelter. A pleasant suggestion-and then, if the surly old man corne 
in, he may believe his prophecy verified-we cannot be <lamper, or 
colder, in the rain than we are here." 
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1 suppose Catherine fulfilled ber project, for the next sentence 
took up another subject : she waxed lachrymose. 

" How little did 1 dream that Hindley would ever make me cry 
so ! '' she wrote. " My head aches, till 1 cannot keep it on the 
pillow; and still 1 can't give over. Poor Heathcliff ! Hindley calls 
him a vagabond, and won't let him sit with us, nor eat with us any 
more; and, he says, he and 1 must not play together, and threatens 
to turn him out of the bouse if we break bis orders. He has been 
blaming our father (b.ow dared he ?) for treating H. too liberally ; and 
swears he will reduce him to his right place-" 

• • 
I began to nod drowsily over the dim page : my eye wandered 

Crom manuscript to print. 1 saw a red omamented title-'' Seventy 
Times Seven, and the First of the Seventy-First." A Pious Discourse 
delivered by the Reverend J abez Branderham, in the Chapel of 
Gimmerden Sough." And while 1 was, half-consciously, worr}ring my 
brain to guess what J abez Branderham would make of his subject, 1 
sa.nk back in bed, and fell asleep. Aias, for the effects of bad tea 
and bad temper ! what else could it be that made me pass such a 
terrible night? 1 don't remember another that 1 can at ail compare 
with it since 1 was capable of suff ering. 

1 began to dream, almost before 1 ceased to be sensible of my 
locality. 1 thought it was morning; and 1 had set out on my way 
home, with Joseph for a guide. The snow lay yards deep in our 
road ; and, as we fioundered on, my companion wearied me with 
constant reproaches that 1 had not brought a pilgrim's staff: telling 
me that I could never get into the bouse without one, and boastfully 
ftourishing a heavy-headed cudgel, wbich 1 understood to be ·so 
denominated. For a moment 1 considered it absurd that I should 
need such a weapon to gain admi~ce into my own residence. 
Then a new idea ftasbed across me. I was not going there : we 
wcre journeying to hear the famous J abez Branderham preach, from 
the text-" Seventy Times Seven ; " and either Joseph, the preacher, 
or 1 had committed the" First of the Seventy-First," and were to be 
publicly exposed and excommunicated. 

We came to the chapeL I have passed it really in my walks, 
twice or thrice; it lies in a hollow, between two bills: an elevated 
hollow, near a swamp, whose peaty moisture is said to answer all the 
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purposes of embalming on the few corpses deposited there. The 
roof has been kept whole hitherto ; but as the clergyman's stipend is 
only twenty pounds per annum, and a bouse with two rooms, 
threatening speedily to determine into one, no clergyman will under­
take the duties of pastor : especially as it is currently reported that 
bis fiock would rather let him starve than increase the living by one 
penriy from their own pockets. However, in my dream, J abe.z had a 
full and attentive congregation; and he preached-good God ! what 
a sem1on: divided into four lzundred and nindy parts, each fully 
equal to an ordinary address from the pulpit, and each discussing a 
separate sin ! Where he searched for them, 1 cannot tell. He had 
bis . private manner of interpreting the phrase, and it seemed necessary 
the brother should sin düfereilt sins on every occasion. They were 
of the most curious character : odd transgressions that 1 never 
imagined previously. 

Oh, how weary 1 grew. How 1 writhed, and yawned, and 
nodded, and revived 1 How 1 pinched and pricked myself, and 
rubbed my eyes, and stood up, and sat down again, and nudged 
Joseph to inform me ü be would ever have done. 1 was condemned 
to hear ail out: finally, he reached the "Firsl of the Seventy-Firit."" 
At that crisis, a sudden inspiration descended on me ; 1 was moved 
to rise and denounce J abez Branderham as the sinner of the sin that 
no Christian need pardon. 

" Sir," 1 exclaimed, " sitting here within these four walls, at one 
stretch, 1 have endured and forgiven the four hundred and ninety 
heads of your discourse. Seventy times seven times have I plucked 
up my bat and been about to depart-Seventy times seven times 
have you preposterously · forced me to resume my seat. The four 
hundred and ninety-first is too much. Fellow-martyrs, have at him l 
Drag him down, and crush him to atoms, that the place wllich knows 
him may know him no more ! ,, 

"Thou arl the .Alan I" cried Jabez, after a solemn pause, leaning 
over bis cushion. " Seventy times seven times didst thou gapingly 
contort thy visage-seventy times seven did 1 take counsel with my 
soul-Lo, this is human weakness : this also may be absolved ! The 
First of the Seventy-First is corne. Brethren, execute upon him the 
judgment written. Such honour have all His saints 1 " 

With that concluding word, the whole assembly, exalting their 
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ptlgrim's staves, rushed round me in a body; and 1, having no 
weapon to raise in self-defence, commenced grappling with Joseph, 
my nearest and most ferocious· assailant, for bis. In the confluence 
of the multitude, several clubs crossed; b1ows, aimed at me, fell on 
other sconces. Presently the whole chapel resounded with rappings 
and counter rappings: every man's band was against bis neighbour; 
and Branderham, unwilling to remain idle, poured forth his zeal in a 
shower of loud taps on the boards of the pu1pit, which responded so 
smanly that, at last, to my unspeakable relief, they woke me. And 
l\·hat was it that had suggested the tremendous tumult ? What had 
played Jabez's part in the row? Mere1y, the branch of a fir-tree that 
touched my lattice as the blast wailed by, and rattled its dry cones 
against the panes ! I listened doubtingly an instant ; detected the 
disturber, then tumed and dozed, and dreamt again : if possible, still 
more disagreeably than before. 

This time, I remembered I was lying in the oak closet, and 1 
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, 1 rose and endeavoured to unhasp the 
casernent. The book was soldered into the staple : a circumstance 
observed by me when awake, but forgotten. " I must stop it, never­
theless ! " 1 muttered, knocking my knuckles through the glass, and 
stretching an arm out to seize the importunate branch ; instead of 
"·hich, my fingers closed on the fingers of a little, ice-cold band ! 
The intense horror of nightmare came over me: 1 tried to drawback 
my arm, but the hand clung to it, and a most melancholy voice 
sobbed, " Let me in-let me in ! " " Who are you ? " 1 asked, 
struggling, meanwhile, to disengage myself. " Catherine Linton,'' it 
replîed, shiveringly (why did 1 think of Linlon 1 1 had read Earn­
.shaw twenty times for Linton)-" I'm corne home: l'd lost my way 
-0n the moor ! " As it spoke, I discemed, obscurely, a child's face 
looking through the window. Terror made me cruel ; and, finding it 
.useless to attempt shaking the creature off, 1 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 main­
tained its tenacious gripe, almost maddening me with fear. " How 
.can I ! " I sa.id at length. " Let me go, if you wa."lt me to let you 
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in ! " • The fingers relaxed, 1 snatched mine through the hole, 
hurriedly piled the books up in a pyramid against it, and stopped my 
ears to exclude the lamentable prayer. 1 seemed to keep them 
closed above a quarter of an hour; yet, the instant 1 listened again, 
there was the doleful cry moaning on 1 " Begone ! " 1 shouted. " l'll 
never let you in, not if you beg for twenty years." "lt is twenty 
years," moumed the voice :. "twenty years. I've been a waif for 
twenty years 1 " 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, 1 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. 1 sat shuddering yet, and wiping the perspiration from 
my forehead : the intruder appeared to hesitate, and muttered to 
himself. At last, he sa.id in a half-whisper, plainly not expecting an 
answer, " Is any one here?" 1 considered it best to confess my 
presence; for I knew Heathcliff's accents, and feared he might 
search further, if 1 kept quiet. With this intention, 1 tumed and 
opened the panels. I shall not soon forget the effect my action 
produced. 

Heathcliff stood near the entrance, in bis shirt and trousers ; WÎth 
a candie dripping over bis fingers, and bis face as white as the wall 
behind him. The first creak of the oak startled him like an electric 
shock : the light leaped from bis 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 bis cowardice further. " 1 had the mis­
fortune to scream in my sleep, owing to a frightrul nightmare. I'm 
sorry 1 disturbed you." 

" Oh, God confound you, Mr. Lockwood ! 1 wish you were 
at the-" commenced my host, setting the candie on a chair, 
becauae be found it impossible to hold it steady. " And who showed 
you up into this room?" be continued, crushing bis nails into bis 
palms, and grinding bis teeth to subdue the maxillary convulsions. 
' Who wa.S it ? l've a_ good mind to tum them out of the bouse this 

moment?" 
" It was your servant Zillah," 1 replied, ftinging myself on to the 
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floor, and rapidly resuming my garments. " 1 should not care if you 
did, h-Ir. Heathcliff; . she richly deserves it. 1 suppose that she 
wanted to. get another proof that the place was haunted, at my 
expense. \Vell, it is-swarming with ghosts and goblins ! Y ou have 
reason in shutting it up, 1 assure you. No one will thank you for a 
doze in such a den ! " 

" \Vbat 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 sa!ce ! don't repeat that horrid noise: nothing · could 
excuse it, unless you were having your throat eut ! " 

"If the little fiend had got in at the window, she probably would 
have strangled me ! " I retumed. " I'm not going to endure the 
persecutions of your hospitable ancestors again. 'Vas not the 
Reverend J abez Branderham akin to you on the mother's side ? 
And that mime, Catherine Linton, or Eamshaw, or however she was 
called-she must have been a changeling-wicked little soul ! She 
told me she had been walk.ing the earth these twenty years: a just 
punishment for her mortal transgressions, I've no doubt ! " 

Scarcely were these wor<ls uttered, when I recollected the asso­
ciation of Heathclift'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-1 was about to 
say "perusing tbose old volumes," then it would have revealed my 
knowledge of their written, as well as their printed, contents ; so, 
corrected 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 ! " thun<lered 
Heathcliff with savage vehemence. " How-how dare you, under 
my roof ?-God J he's mad to speak so ! " And be struck bis fore­
head with rage. 

1 did not know whether to resent this language or pursue my 
explanation ; but be seemed so powerfully affected that 1 took pity 
and proceeded with my dreams ; affirming I had never heard the 
appellation of" Catherine Linton" before, but reading it often over 
produC"ed an impression which pers6nified itself when I had no 
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longer my imagination under control. Heathcliff gra.dually fell back 
into the shelter of the bed, as 1 spoke; finally sitting down almost 
concealed behind it. 1 guessed, however, by his irregular and inter­
cepted breathing, that he struggled to vanquish an excess of violent 
emotion. Not liking to show him that I had heard the conflict, 1 
continued my toilette rather noisily, looked at my watch, and solilo­
quized on the length of the night: "Not three o'clock yet ! 1 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," sa.id my host, 
suppressing a groan : and, as 1 fancied, by the motion of bis arm's 
shadow, dashing a tear from bis eyes. " Mr. Lockwood," be added, 
"you may go into my room : you'll only be in the way, coming 
down-stairs so early; and your childish outcry bas sent sleep to the 
devil for me." 

'' A;nd for me, too," 1 replied. "1'11 walk in the yard till day­
light, and then l'll be off; and you need not dread a repetition of my 
intrusion. l'm now quite cured of seeking pleasure in society, be it 
country or town. A sensible man ought to find sufficient company 
in himself." 

" Delightful company ! 11 muttered Heathclift: " Take the candie, 
and go where you please. 1 shall join you directly. Keep out of 
the yard, though, the dogs are unchained ; and the house-J uno 
mounts sentine} there, and-nay, you can only ramble about the 
steps and passages. But, away with you ! l'll corne in two minutes! " 

1 obeyed, so far as to quit the chamber; when, ignorant where 
the narrow lobbies led, 1 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 be pulled at it, into an uncontrollable 
passion of tears. " Come in ! corne in ! " he sobbed. " Cathy, do 
corne. Oh, dG-Qnce. more ! Oh ! my heart's darling ! . hear me 1/Us 
time, Catherine, at last 1 " 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 1 
drew off, ha,lf angry to have listened at all, and vexed at having 
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rdated my ridiculous nightmare, since it produced that agony; tbough 
why, was beyond my comprehension. I descended cautiously to the 
lower regions, and landed in the back-kitchen, where a gleam of 
6re, raked compactly together, enabled me to rekindle my candie. 
Nothing was stirring except a brindled, grey cat, which crept from 
the ashes, and saluted me with a querulous mew. 

Two benches, shaped in sections of a circle, nearly enclosed the 
hearth ; on one of these 1 stretched myself, and Grimalkin mounted 
the other. We were both of us nodding, ere any one invaded our 
retreat, and then it was Joseph, shuffting down a wooden ladder that 
vanished in the roof, through a trap: the ascent to his garret, 1 
suppose. He cast a sinister look at the little flame which 1 ha.d 
enticed to play between the ribs, swept the cat from its elevation, and 
bestowing himself in the vaCa.ncy, commenced the operation of 
stuffing a three-inch pipe with tobacco. My presence in bis sanctum 
was evidently esteemed a piece of impudence too shameful for 
remark : he silently applied the tube to bis lips, folded bis arms, and 
puffed away. 1 let him enjoy the luxury unannoyed; and after 
sucking out bis last wreath, and heaving a profound sigh, be got up, 
and departed as solemnly as be came. 

A more elastic footstep entered next ; and now I opened my 
mouth for a " good-moming," but closed it again, the salutation 
unachieved; for Hareton Eamshaw was performing bis orison sollo 
-voct, in a series of curses directed against every object he touched, 
while he rummaged a corner for a spade or shovel to dig through the 
drifts. He glanced over the back of the bench, dilating bis nostrils, 
and thought as little of exchanging civilities with me as with my 
<:ompanion the cat. I guessed, by his preparations, that egress was 
allowed, and, leaving my bard couch, made a movement to follow 
him. He noticed this, and thrust at an inner door with the end of his 
5pade, intimating by an inarticulate sound that there was the place 
where 1 must go, if I changed my locality. · 

It opened into the bouse, where the females were already astir; 
Zillah urging flakes of flame up the chimney witb a colossal bellows ; 
and Mrs. Heathcliff, kneeling on the hearth, reading a book by the 
aid of the blaze. She held her hand interposed between the fumace­
hcat and her eyes, and seemed absorbed in her occupation ; desisting 
from it only to chide the servant for covering ber with sparks, or to 
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push away a dog, now· and then, that snoozied its nose over-forwardly 
into her face. 1 was surprised to see Heathcliff there also. He 
stood by the fire, bis back towards me, just finishing a stormy scene 
with poor Zillah ; who ever and anon interrupted ber labour to pluck 
up the corner of ber apron, and heave an indignant groan. 

"And you, you worthless-" be broke out as 1 entered, turning 
to bis daughter-in-law, and employing an epithet as harmless as duck, 
or sheep, but generally represented by a dash -. "There you 
are, at your idle tricks again ! The rest of them do earn their bread 
-you live on my charity ! Put your trash away, and find some­
thing to do. Vou shall pay me for the plague of having you etemally 
in my sight-do you hear, damnable jade ? " 

"1'11 put my trash .away, because you can make me, if I refuse,'~ 
answered the young lady, closing her book, and throwing it on a 
chair. " But 1'11 not do anything, though you should swear your 
tongue out, except what I please ! " 

Heathcliff lifted his band, and the speaker sprang to a safer 
distance, obviously acquainted with its weight. Having no tlesire to 
be entertained by a cat-and-dog combat, I stepped forward briskly, 
as if eager to partake the wannth of the bearth, and innocent of any 
knowledge of the interrupted dispute. Each bad enough decorum to 
suspend further bostilities: Heathcliff placed his fists, out of tempta-

.. tion, in bis pockets ; Mrs. Heathcliff curled ber lip, and walked to a 
seat far off, where she kept her word by playing the part of a statue 
during the remainder of my stay. That was not long. I declined 
joining their breakfast, and, at the first gleam of dawn, took an 
opportunity of escaping into the free air, now clear, and still, and 
cold as impalpable ice. 

My landlord halloed for me to stop, ere 1 reached the bottom of 
the garden, and offered to accompany me across the moor. lt was 
well he did, for the whole bill-back was one billowy, white ocean ; 
the swçlls and falls not indicating corresponding rises and depressions 
in the ground : many pits, at least, were filled to a level ; and entire 
ranges of mounds, the refuse of the quarries, blotted Crom the cha.rt 
which my yesterday's walk left pictured in my mind. 1 had remarked 
on one side of the road, at intervals of six or seven yards, a line of 
upright stones, continued through the whole length of the barren: 
these were erected and daubed with lime on purpose to serve as 
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guides in the dark, and also when a fall, like the present, confounded 
the deep swamps on either band with the fumer path : but, excepting 
a dirty dot pointing up here and there, a1l traces of their existence 
had vanished : and my companion found it necessary to warn me 
frequently to steer to the right or left, when 1 imagined 1 was 
following, correctly, the windings of the road. 

\Ve exchanged little conversation, and be halted at the entrance 
of Thrushcross Park, saying, I could make no error there. Our 
adieux were limited to a hasty bow, and then 1 pushed forward, 
trusting to my own resources; for the porter's lodge is untenanted as 
yet. The distance from the gate to the Grange is two miles : I believe 
1 managed to make it four, what with losing myself among the trees, 
and sinking up to the neck in snow : a predicament which only those 
who have experienced it can appreciate. At any rate, whatever were 
my wanderings, the dock chimed twelve as I entered the bouse ; and 
that gave exactly an hour for every mile of the usual way from 
Wuthering Heights. 

:My human fixture and ber satellites rushed to welcome me ; 
exclaiming, tumultuously, they had completely given me up : every­
body conjectured that I perished last night; and they were wondering 
how they must set about the search for my remains. I bid them be 
quiet, now that they saw me returned, and, benumbed to my very heart, 
1 dragged up-stairs ; whence, after putting on dry clothes, and pacing 
to and fro thirty or forty minutes, to restore the animal heat, I 
adjoumed to my study, feeble as a kitten : almost too much so to 
enjoy the cheerful fire and smoking coffee which the servant had 
prepar~ for my refreshment. 
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. 
CHAPTER IV. 

\VHAT vain weather-cocks we are! 1, who had determined to hold 
myself independent of ail social intercourse, and thanked my stars 
that, at length, 1 had lighted on a spot where it was next to 
impracticabJe-1, weak. wretch, after maintaining till dusk a struggle 
with low spirits and solitude, was finally compelled to strike my 
colQurs ; and under pretence of gaining information concerning the 
necessities of my establishment, 1 desired Mrs. Dean, when she 
brought in supper, to sit down while I ate it; hoping sincerely she 
would prove a regular gossi p, and either rouse me to animation 
or lull me to sleep by her talle. 

"You ha\·e lived here a considerable time," 1 -commenced ; "did 
you not say sixteen years?" 

"Eighteeo, sir: 1 came, when the mistress was married, to wait 
on her ; after she died, the master retained me for his housekeeper." 

" Indeed." · 
There ensued a pause. She was not a gossip,. 1 feared ; unless 

about ber own affairs, and those could hardly interest me. However, 
having studied for an interval, with a fiston either knee, and a cloud 
of meditation over ber ruddy countenance, she ejaculated-" Ah, 
times are greatly changed since then ! " 

" Yes," I remarked, "you've seen a good . man y alterations, I 
suppose?" 

'' I have : and troubles too," she said. 
"Oh, l'll tum the talk on my landlord's family 1 " 1 thought to 

myself. "A good subject to start ! And that pretty girl-widow, 
1 should like to know ber history : whether she be a native of the 
country, or, as is more probable, an exotic that the surly indigmœ 
"ill not rt:cognize for kin." \Vith this intention 1 asked Mrs. Dean 
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why Heathcliff let Thrushcross Grange, and preferred living in a 
situation and residence so much inferior. " Is be not rich enough 
to keep the estate in good order?" 1 inquired. . 

" Rich, sir ! " she returned. " He has nobody knows what 
money, and every year it incre3.les. Y es, yes, he's rich enough to 
live in a finer bouse than this: but ·he's very near-close-handed; 
and, if he had meant to ffit to Thrushcross Grange, as soon as he 
heard of a good tenant be coulcl not have borne to miss the chance 
of getting a few hundreds more. It is strange people should be so 
greedy, when they are alone in the world ! " 

" He had a son, it seems ? '' 
" Y es, be had one-be is dead. '' 
"And that young lady, Mrs. Heathcliff, is hii widow ? " 
"Yes." 
"\Vhere did she come from originally ? " 
"Why, sir, she is my late master's rlaughter : Catherine Linton 

was ber maiden name. 1 nursed ber, poor thing 1 1 did wish 
Mr. Heathclüf would remove here, and then we might have been 
together again." 

"\Vhat ! Catheriae Lin ton?,, 1 exclaimed, astonished. But a 
minute's refiection. convinced me it was not my ghostly Catherine. 
"Then," 1 continued, " my predecessor's name was Lin ton ? ,, 

"It was." 
"And who is that F.amshaw : Hareton Eamshaw, who lives witb 

Mr. Heathcliff? are they relations?" 
"No; be is the late Mrs. Linton's nephew." 
"The young lady's cousin, then ? " 
" Y es ; and her husband was ber cousin also : one on the mother' s, 

the other on the father's side: Heathcliff married Mr. Linton's sister.'' 
" 1 see the bouse at Wuthering Heights has ' F.amshaw' carved 

over the front door. Are they an old family?" 
" V ery old, sir ; and Hareton is the last of them, as ôur Miss 

Cathy is of us-1 mean, of the Lintons. Have you been to 
'Vuthering Heights? 1 beg pardon for asking ; but 1 should Iike 
to hear ho~ she is 1 n 

" Mrs. Heathcliff? she looked very well, and very handsome ; 
yet, I think, not very happy.11 

" Oh dear, 1 don't wonder 1 And how did you like the master ? " 
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" A rough fellow, rather, Mrs. Dean. Is Îlot that his character? 11 

" Rough as a saw-edge, and bard as whinstone 1 The less you 
meddle with him the better." 

" He must have had some ups and do~s in life to make him 
such a churl. Do you know anything of bis history ? " 

"It's a cuckoo's, sir-1 know all about it: except where be was 
born, and who were his parents, and how he got bis money at first. 
And Hareton bas been cast out like an unftedged dunnock 1 The 
unfortunate lad is the only one in ail. this parish that does not guess 
how he has been cheated." 

" 'Vell, Mrs. Dean, it will be a charitable deed to tell me some­
thing of my neighbours : 1 feel 1 shall not rest, if 1 go to bed; so be 
good enough to sit and chat an hour." 

"Oh, certainly, sir! 1'11 just fetch a little sewing, and then 1'11 
sit as long as you please. But you've caught cold : 1 saw you 
shivering, and you must have some gruel to drive it out." 

The worthy woman bustled off, and I crouched nearer the fire; 
my head felt hot, and the rest of me chill : moreover, 1 was excited, 
almost to a pitch of foolishness, through my nerves and brain. This 
caused me to feel, not uncomfortable, but rather fearful (as 1 am 
still) of serious effects from the incidents of to-day and yesterday. 
She returned presently, bringing a smoking basin and a basket of 
work ; and, having placed the former on the hob, drew in her scat, 
evidently pleased to find me so companionable. 

Before 1 came to live here, she commenc~-waiting no farther 
invitation to ber story-1 was almost always at Wuthering Heights ; 
because my mother had nursed Mr. Hindley Earnshaw, that was 
Hareton's father, and 1 got used to playing with the children : 1 ran 
errands too, and helped to make hay, and hung about the farm 
ready for anything that anybody would set me to. One fine 
summer morning-it was the beginning of harvest, 1 remember­
Mr. Earnshaw, the old master, came down-stairs, dressed for a 
journey ; and, after be had told Joseph what was to be done during 
the day, he tumed to Hindley, and Cathy, and me-for. 1 sat eating 
my porridge with them-and be said, speaking to bis son, "Now, 
my bonny man, l'm going to Liverpool to-day, what sball 1 bring 
you ? You may choo:1e what you like : only let it be little, for I 
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shall walk there and back : sixty miles each way, that is a long spell ! ,, 
Hindley named a fiddle, and then he asked Miss Cathy ; she was 
hardly six years old, but she could ride any horse in the stable, and 
she chose a whip. He did not forget me; for he had a kind heart, 
though he was rather severe sometimes. He promiserl to bring me 
a pocketful of apples and pears, and then he kissed bis children, said 
good-by, an<l set off. 

It seemed a long white to us all-the three days of his absence­
and often did little Cathy ask when he would be home. Mrs. 
Earnshaw expected him by supper-time on the third evening, and she 
put the meal off hour after hour ; there were no signs of bis coming, 
however, and at last the children got tired of running down to the 
gate to look. Then it 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 raised quietly, and in stepped the 
master. He threw himself into a chair, laughing and groaning, and 
bid them all stand off for be was nearly killed-he would not have 
such another walk for the three kingdoms. 

"And at the end of it to be fiighted to death ! " be said, opening 
bis great coat, which he held bunclled up in his arms. " See here, 
wife ! I was never so beaten with anything in my life : but you must 
e'en take it as a gift of God ; though it's as dark almost as if it came 
from the devil" 

\Ve crowded round, and over Miss Cathy's head, 1 had a peep at 
a dirty, ragged, black-haired child ; big enough both to walk and 
talk: indeed, its face Iooked older than Catherine's; yet when it was 
set on its feet, it only stared round, and repeated over and over again 
some gibberish that nobody could understand. 1 was frightened, and 
Mrs. Earnshaw was ready to fling it out of doors: sbe did fly up, 
asking how be could fashion to bring that gipsy brat into the bouse, 
when they had their own bairns to feed and fend for? What be 
meant to do with it, and whether he were mad? The master tried to 
explain the matter; but he was really half dead with fatigue, and all 
that I could make out, amongst ber scolding, was a tale of bis seeing 
it starving, and houseless, and as good as dumb, in the streets of 
Liverpool, where he picked it up and inquired for its owner. Not a 
soul knew to whom it belonged, be sa.id ; and bis money and time 
being both limited, be thought it better. to take it home with him at 
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once, than run into vain expenses there : because be was determined 
he would not leave it as he found it. Weil, the conclusion was, that 
my mistress grumbled herself calm ; and Mr. Eamshaw told me to 
wash it, and give it clean things, and let it sleep with the children. 

Hindley and Cathy contented themselvès with looking and listen­
ing till peace was restored : then, both began searching their fatber's 
pockets for the presents he had promised them. The former was a boy 
of fourteen, but when be drew out what had been a fiddle, crushed 
to morsels in the great-coat, he blubbered aloud; and Cathy, when 
she leamed the master had lost ber whip in attending on the stranger, 
showed ber humour by grinning and spitting at the stupid little 
thing ; earning for ber pains a sound blow from ber father, to teach 
ber cleaner manners. They entirely refused to have it in bed with 
them, or even in their room; and I bad no more sense, so I put it on 
the landing of the stairs, hoping it might be gone on the morrow. 
By chance, or else attracted by hearing bis voice, it crept to Mr. 
Eamshaw's door, and there be found it on quitting bis chamber. 
Inquiries were made as to bow it got there; I was obliged to confess, 
and in recompence for my cowardice and inhumanity was sent out of 
the bouse. 

This was Heathcliff's first intro<luction to the family. On coming 
back a few days afterwards (for I did not consider my banishment 
perpetual), 1 found they had christened bim " Heathcliff:" it was the 
name of a son wbo died in childhood, anèl it bas served him ever 
since, both for Christian and surname. Miss Cathy and he were 
now very thick ; but Hindley hated him : and to say the truth 1 
did the same; and we plagued and went on with him shame­
fully: for I wasn't reasonable enough to feel my injustice, and 
the mistress never put in a word on his behalf when she saw him 
wronged. 

He seemed a sullen, patient child ; hardened, perhaps, to ill­
treatment : be would stand Hindley's blows without winking or shed­
ding a tear, and my pinches moved him only to draw in a breath and 
open bis eyes, as if be had hurt himself by accident, and nobody 
was to blame. This endurance made old Eamshaw furious, when he 
discovered bis son persecuting the poor fatherless child, as he calle<l 
bim. He took to Heathcliff strangely, believing all he said (for that 
matter, he said precious ~ttle, and generally the truth), and petting 
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him up far above Cathy, who was too mischievous and wayward for a 
farnurite. 

So, from the very beginning, he bred bad feeling in the bouse ; 
and at ~frs. Eamshaw's death, which happened in less than two years 
after, the young master had leamed to regard bis father as an oppressor 
rather than a friend, and Heathcliff as a usurper of his parent's 
affections and his privileges; and be grew bitter with brooding over 
these injuriés. I sympathized a while; but when the children fell ill 
of the measles, and l had to tend them, and take on me the cares 
of a woman at once, I changed my idea. Heathcliff was dangerously 
sick; and l\0hile be lay at the worst he would have me constantly ey 
his pillow : I suppose be felt 1 did a good deal for him, and be 
hadn't wit to guess that I was compelled to do it. However, I will . 
say this, he was the quietest child that ever nurse watched over. The 
difference between bim and the others forced me to be less partial. 
Cathy and ber brother barassed me terribly : Ize was as uncomplain­
ing as a lamb ; though hardness, not gentleness, made bim give little 
trouble. 

He got tbrough, and the doctor affirmed it was in a great measure 
owing to me, and praised me for my care. 1 was vain of bis com­
mendations, ~d softened towards the being by wbose means I earned 
them, and thus Hindlëy lost bis last ally : still 1 couldn't dote on 
Heathcliff, and 1 wondered often what my master saw to admire so 
much in the sullen boy ; who never, to my recollection, repaid bis 
indulgence by any sign of gratitude. He was not insolent to bis 
benefactor, he was simply insensible; though knowing perfectly the 
hold he bad on bis heart, and conscious he bad only to speak and all 
the house would be obliged to bend to his wishes. As an instance, 
I remember Mr. Earnshaw once bought a couple of colts at the 
parish fair, and gave the lads each one. Heathcliff took the hand­
somest, but it seon fell lame, and when be discovered it, he said to 
Hindley-

" Y ou must exchange horses with me : 1 don't like mine ; and if 
you won't I shaJl tell your father of the three thrashings you've given 
me this week, and show him my arm, which is black to the shoulder." 
Hindley put out his tongue, and cuffed him over the ears. "You'd 
better doit at once," be persisted, escaping to the porch (they were 
in the stable): "you will have to: and if I speak of these blows, 
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you'll get them again with interest" "Off, dog ! " cried Hindley,. 
threatening him with an iron weight used for weighing potatoes and 
hay. " Throw it," he replied, standing still, " and then 1'11 tell how 
you boasted that you would turn me out of doors as soon as be died,. 
and see whether he will not turn yQu out directly." Hindley threw 
it, hitting him on the breast, and down he fell, but sta.ggered up 
immediately, breathless and white ; and, had not 1 prevented it, he 
would have gone just so to the master, and got full revenge by letting 
bis condition plead for him, intimating who had caused it " Talte 
my colt, Gipsy, then ! " said young Eamshaw. " And I pray that be 
rpay break your neck: take him, and be damned, you beggarly inter­
loper ! and wheedle my father out of all he bas: only afterwards 
show him what you are, imp of Satan.-And take that, I hope he'll 
kick out your brains ! " 

Heathcliff had gone to loose the beast, and shift it to his own 
stall ; he was passing behind it, when Hindley finished bis speech by 
knocking him under its feet, and without stopping to exâmine 
whether bis hopes were fulfilled, ran away as fast as he could. I was 
surprised to witness how coolly the child gathered himself up, and 
went on with his intention ; exchanging saddles and all, and then 
sitting down on a bundle of bay to overcome the qualm which the 
violent blow occasioned, before be entered the bouse. I persuaded 
him easily to let me lay the blame of his bruises on the horse : be 
minded little what tale was told since he had what be wanted. He 
complained so seldom, indeed, of such stirs as these, that 1 really 
thought him not vindictive : 1 was deceived completely as you will 
hear. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Is the course of time, Mr. Earnshaw began to faiL He had been 
active and healthy, yet his strength left him suddenly; and when he 
was confined. to the chimney-corner he grew grievously irritable. A 
nothing vexed him ; and suspected slights of bis authority nearly 
threw him into fits. This was especially to be remarked if any one 
attempted to impose upon, or domineer over, his favourite : be was 
painfully jealous lest a word should be spoken amiss to him ; seeming 
to have got into his bead the notion that, because he liked Heath­
cliff, all hated, and longed to do him an ill-turn. It was a disadvan­
tage to the lad ; for the kinder among us did not wish to fret the 
master, so we humoured his partiality; and that bumouring was rich 
nourishment to the cbild's pride and black tempers. Still it became 
in a manner necessary ; twice, or thrice, Hindley's manifestation 
of scom, while bis father was near, roused the old man to a fury : he 
seized his stick to strike him, and sbook with rage that he could not 
doit. 

At last, our curate (we had a curate then who made the living 
answer by teaching the little Lintons and Earnshaws, and fanning bis 
bit of land himself,) advised that the · young man should be sent to 
college ; and Mr. Ea.rnshaw agreed, though with a heavy spirit, for 
he said-" Hindley was nought, and would never thrive as where be 
wandered." 

I hoped heartily we should have p~ace now. lt burt me to tbink 
the mas ter· should be made uncomfortable by bis own good deed. I 
fancied the discontent of age and disease arose from his family dis­
agreements ; as he would have it that it did : really, you know, sir, it 
was in bis sinking frame. W e might have got on tolerably, notwith­
standing, but for two people-Miss Cathy, and Joseph, the servant : 
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you saw him, 1 daresay, up yonder. He was, and is yet most likely, 
the wearisomest self-righteous Pharisee that ever ransacked a Bible to 
rake the promises to himself and ffing the curses to his neighbours. 
By his knack of sermonizing and pious discoursing, be contrived to 
make a great impression on Mr. Eamshaw ; and the more feeble the 
master became, the more influence be gained. He was relentless in 
worrying him about his soul's concems, and about ruling his children 
rigidly. He encouraged him to regard Hindley as a reprobate ; and, 
night after night, he regularly grumbled out a long string of tales 
against Heathcliff and Catherine : always minding to ftatter Eam­
sbaw's weakness by heaping the beaviest blame on the latter. 

Certainly she had ways with her such as 1 never saw a child take 
up before ; and she put all of us past our patience fifty times and 
oftener in a day: from the hour she came down-stairs till the bour she 
went to bed, we had not a minute's security that she wouldn't be in 
mischief. Her spirits were always at high-water mark, her tongue 
always going-singing, laughing, and plaguing everybody who would 
not do the same. A wild, wicked slip she was-but she had the 
bonniest eye, the sweetest smile, and lightest foot in the parish : and, 
after all, 1 believe she meant no harm ; for when once she made you 
cry in good earnest, it seldom happened that she would not keep you 
company, and oblige you to be quiet that you might comfort her. 
She was much too fond of Heathclif[ The greatest punishment we 
could invent for ber was to keep ber separate from him : yet she got 
chided more than any of us on bis account In play, she liked 
exceedingly to act the little mistress; using her hands freely, and 
commanding ber companions : she did so to me, but 1 would not bear 
slapping and ordering ; and so 1 let ber know. 

N ow, Mr. Eamshaw did not understand jokes from his children : 
he had always been strict and grave with them ; and Catherine, on 
ber part, had no idea why ber fatber s}\ould be crosser and less patient 
in bis ailing condition, than be was in his prime. His peevish reproofs 
wakened in her a naughty delight to provoke him : she was never so 
happy as when we were all scolding her at once, and she defying us 
with her bold, saucy look, and her ready words; tuming Joseph's 
religions curses into ridicule, baiting me, and doing just what her 
father hated most-showing how ber pretended insolence, whj.ch he 
thought real, had more power over Heathcllir than his kindness : how 
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the boy would do lzn bidding in anything, and his only when it suited 
bis own inclination. After behaving as badly as possible ail day, she 
sometimes came fondling to make it up at night. " Nay, Cathy,=' the 
old man would say, " I cannot love thee, thou'rt worse than thy 
brother. Go, say thy prayers, child, and ask God's pardon. 1 doubt 
thy mother and 1 must rue that we ever reared thee ! " That made 
ber cry, at first; and then being repulsed continually hardened ber, 
and she laughed if 1 told her to say she was sorry for ber faults, and 
beg to be forgiven. 

But the hour came, at last, that ended Mr. Eamshaw's troubles on 
carth. He died quietly in bis chair one October evening, seated by 
the fire-side. A high wind blustered round the bouse, and roared in 
the chimney : it sounded wild and stormy, yet it was not cold, and we 
were all together-1, a little removed from the hearth, busy at my 
knitting, and Joseph reading his Bible near the table (for the servants 
generally sat in the bouse then, after their work was done). Miss 
Cathy had been sick, and that made her still ; she leant against her 
father's knee, and Heathcliff was lying on the floor with his head in 
ber lap. 1 remember the master, before he fell into a doze, stroking 
her bonny hair-it pleased him rarely to see ber gentle-and saying, 
•' Why canst thou not always be a good lass, Cathy?" And she 
turned ber face up to his, and. laughed, and answered, " Why cannot 
you always be a good man, father? " But as soon as she saw him 
vexed again, she kissed bis band, and said she would sing him to 
sleep. She began singing very low, till his fingers dropped from hers, 
and bis head sank on his breast. Then 1 told her to bush, and not 
stir, for fear she should wake him. W e ail kept as mute as mice a 
full half-hour, and should have done so longer, only Joseph, having 
finished his chapter, got up and said that be must rouse the master 
for prayers and bed. He stepped forward, and called him by name, 
and touched bis shoulder ; but he would not move : so he took the 
candie and looked at him. 1 thought there was something wrong as 
he set down the light ; and seizing the children each by an arm, 
whispered them to " frame up-stairs, and make little din-they might 
pray alone that evening-he had summut to do.'' 

"I shall bid father good-night first," said Catherine, putting her 
arms round bis neck, before we could hinder her. The poor thing 
discovered her loss clirectly- she screamed out-" Oh, he's 
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dead, Heathcliff ! he's dead ! '' And they both set up a heart­
breaking cry. 

I joined my wail to theirs, loud and bitter ; but Joseph asked what 
we could be thinking of to roar in that way over a saint in heaven. 
He told me to put on my cloak and run to Gimmerton for the doctor 
and the parson. I could not guess the use that either would be of, 
then. However, 1 went, through wind and ra.in, and brought one, the 
doctor, back with me ; the other said be would corne in the morning. 
Leaving Joseph to explain matters, 1 ran to the children's room : their 
door was ajar, 1 saw they had never Iain down, though it was past 
~idnight ; but they were calmer, and did not need me to console 
them. The little souls were comforting each other with better thoughts 
than I could have bit on: no parson in the world ever pictured heaven 
so beautifully as they did, in their innocent talk ; and, while 1 sobbed 
and listened, I could not help wishing we were ail there safe 
together. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

MR. HINDLEY came home to the funeral ; and-a thing that amazed 
us, and set the neighbours gossiping right and left-he brought a wife 
with him. \Vhat she was, and where .she was bom, he never informed 
us: probably, she had neither money nor name to recommend ber, 
or be would scarcely have kept the union from bis father. 

She was not one that would have disturbed the bouse much on 
her own account Every object she saw, the moment she crossed the 
threshold, appeared to delight her ; and every circumstance that took 
place about ber : except the preparing for the burial, and the presence 
of the moumers. I thought she was half silly, from ber behaviour 
while that went on : she ra.n into ber chamber, and made me come 
'With her, though I should have been dressing the children: and there 
she sat shivering and clasping ber bands, and asking repeatedly­
" Are they gone yet?" Then she began describing with hysterical 
emotion the effect it produced on ber to see black; and started, and 
trembled, and, at last, fell a-weeping-and when 1 asked what was 
the matter, answered, sbe didn't know ; but she felt so afraid of dying ! 
1 imagined ber as little likely to die as myself. She was rather thin, 
but young, and fresh-complexioned, and ber eyes sparkled as bright 
.as diamonds. I did remark, to be sure, that mounting the stairs made 
her breathe very quick ; that the least sudden noise set ber al1 in a 
~tûver, and that she coughed troublesomely sometimes : but 1 knew 
nothing of what these symptoms portended, and had no impulse to 
$ympathise with ber. We don't in general take to foreigners here, 
Mr. Lockwood, unless they take to us first. 

Young Earnshaw was altered considerably in the three years of 
bis absence. He had grown sparer, and lost his colour, and spoke 
.and dressed quite differently; and, on the very day of his retum, he 
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told Joseph and me we must thenceforth quarter ourselves in the 
back-kitchen, and leave the bouse for him. Indeed, he would haYe 
carpeted and papered a small spare room for a parlour; but bis wife 
expressed such pleasure at the white floor and huge glowing fireplace> 
at the pewter dishes and delf-case, and dog-kennel, and the wide space 
there was to move about in where they usually sat, that he thought it 
unnecessary to ber comfort, and so dropped the intention. 

She expressed pleasure, too, at finding a sister among ber new 
acquaintance ; and sbe prattled to Catherine, and kissed ber, and ran 
about with ber, and gave ber quantities of presents, at the beginning. 
Her affection tired very soon, however, and when she grew peevish, 
Hindley became tyrannical. A few words from ber, evincing a dislike 
to Heathcliff, were enough to rouse in bim all bis old hatred of the 
boy. · He drove him fr:om their company to the servants, deprived 
him of the instructions of the curate, and insisted that he should 
labour out of doors instead ; compelling him to do so as bard as any 
other lad on the farm. 

Heathcliff bore bis degradation pretty well at first, because Cathy 
taught bim what she learnt, and worke<l or played with him in the 
fields. They both promised fair to grow up as rude as savages ; the 
young master being entirely negligent how they behaved, and what 
they did, so they kept clear of him. He would not even have seen 
after their going to church on Sundays, only Joseph à.nd the curate 
reprimanded bis carelessness when they absented themselves; and 
that reminded him to order Heathcliff a flogging, and Catherine a fast 
from dinner or supper. But it was one of their chief amusements to 
run away to the moors in the morning and remain there all day, and 
the after punishment grew a mere thing to laugh at. The curate 
might set as many chapters a5 he ,t):.eased for Catherine to get by 
heart, and Joseph might thrash Heathcliff till his arm ached; they 
forgot everything the minute they were together again: at least 
the minute they had contrived some naughty plan of reYenge ; and 
many a time I've cried to myself to watch them growing more 
reckless daily, and 1 not daring to speak a syllable, for fear of 
losing the small power 1 still retained over the unfriended creatures. 
One Sunday evening, it chanced that they were banished from the 
sitting-room, for making a noise, or a light off ence of the kind ; and 
when 1 went to ca11 them to supper, 1 could discover them nowhere. 
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We searched the bouse, above and below, and the yard and stables; 
they were invisible : and, at last,. Hindley in a passion told us to boit 
the doors, and swore nobody should let them in that night. The 
household went to bed ; and I, too, anxious to lie down, opened my 
lattice and put my head out to hearken, though it rained: determined 
to admit them in spite of the prohibition, should they retum. In a 
while, I distinguished steps coming up the road, and the light of a 
lantem glimmered through the gate. I threw a shawl over my head 
and ran to prevent them from waking Mr. Eamshaw by knocking. 
There was Heathcliff, by himself : it gave me a start to see him 
alone. 

"Where is Miss Catherine?" I cried hurriedly. " No accident, 
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 will catch it ! " I sa.id : " you'll never be content 
till you're sent about your business. What in the world led you 
wandering to Thrushcross Grange?" " Let me get off my wet 
clothes, and I'll tell you all about it, Nelly," he replied. I bid him 
beware of rousing the master, and while he undressed and 1 waited 
to put out the candie, he continued-" Cathy and I escaped from 
the wash-house to have a ramble at liberty, and getting a glimpse of 
the Grange lights, we thought we would just go and see whether the 
Lintons passcil their Sunday evenings standing shivering in corners, 
while their father and mother sat eating and drinking, and singing 
and laughing, and buming their eyes out before the fire. Do you 
think: they do ? Or reading sermons, and being catechized by their 
man-servant, and set to learn a column of Scripture names, if they 
don't answer properly?" " Probably not," I responded. " They are 
good children, no doubt, and don't deserve the treatment you receive, 
for your bad conduct." "Don't cant, Nelly," he said: "nonsense! 
We ran from the top of the Heights to the park, without stopping­
Catherine completely beaten in the race, because she was barefoot. 
You'll have to seek for ber shoes in the bog to-morrow. We crept 
through a broken hedge, groped our way up the path, and planted 
OUtselves on a fiower-plot under the drawing-room window. The light 
came from thence ; they had not put up the shutters, and the curtains 
were only half closed. Both of us were able to look in by standing 
on the basement, and clinging to the ledge, and we saw-ah ! it was 
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beautiful-a splendid place carpeted with crimson, and crimson­
covered chairs and tables, and a pure white ceiling bordered by gold, 
a shower of glass-drops hanging in silver chains from the centre, and 
shimmering with little soft tapers. Old Mr. and Mrs. Linton were 
not there; Edgar and bis sisters had it entirely to themselves. 
Shouldn't they have been happy? We should have thought ourselves 
in heaven ! And now, guess what your good children were doing? 
Isabella-! believe she is eleven, a year younger than Cathy-lay 
screaming at the farthP.r end of the room, shrieking as if witches were 
running red-hot needles into ber. Edgar stood on the hearth weep­
ing silently, and in the middle of the table sat a little <log, shaking 
its paw and yelping; which, from their mutual accusations, we 
understood they had nearly pulled in two between them. The idiots ! 
That was their pleasure ! to quarrel who should hold a heap of warm 
haïr, and each begin to cry because both, after struggling to get it, 
refused to take it. We laughed outright at the petted things; we did 
despise them ! \Vhen would you catch me wishing to have what 
Catherine wanted? or find us by curselves, seeking entertainment in 
yelling, and sobbing, and rolling on the ground, divided by the whole 
room? l'd not exchange, for a thousand lives, my condition here, 
for Edgar Linton's at Thrushcross Grange-not if 1 might have the 
privilege of flinging Joseph off the highest gable, anp painting the 
bouse-front with Hindley's blood ! " 

" Hush, bush ! " I interrupted. " Still you have not told me, 
Heathcliff, how Catherine is left behind ? " 

" I told you we laughed," be answered. " The Lintons heard us, 
and with one accord, they shot like arrows to the door; there was 
silence, and then a cry, 'Oh, mamma, mamma 1 Oh, papa 1 Oh, 
mamma, corne · here. Oh, papa, oh ! ' They really did howl out 
something in that way. We made frightful noises to terrify them still 

' more, and then we dropped off the ledge, because somebody was 
drawing the bars, and we felt we bad better fiee. 1 had Cathy by 
the band, and was urging ber on, when all at once she fell down. 
' Run, Heathcliff, run ! ' she whispered. 'They have let the bull-dog 
loose, and he holds me I' The devil bad seized ber ankle, Nelly : 
1 heard bis abominable snorting. · She did not yell out-no! she 
would have scomed to doit, if she had been spitted on the homs of 
a mad cow. 1 did, though: I vociferated curses enough to anni-
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hilate any fiend in Christendom; and 1 got a stone and thrust it 
b~tween bis jaws, and tried with ail my might to cram it down 
his throat. A beast of a servant came up with a lantem, at last, 
shouting-' Keep fast, Skulker, keep fast ! ' He changed bis note, 
however, when be saw Skulker's game. The dog was throttled off·; 
bis huge, purple tongue hanging half a foot out of his mouth, and bis 
pendent lips streaming with bloody slaver. The man took Cathy up; 
she was sick : not from fear, l'm certain, but from pain. He carried 
her in ; 1 followed, grumbling execrations and vengeance. ' \Vhat 
prey, Robert ? ' hallooed Linton from the en~nce. ' Skulker bas 
caught a little girl, sir,' be replied ; ' and there's a lad here,' be added, 
making a clutch at me, ' who looks an out-and-outer ! Very like, the 
robbers were for putting them through the window to open the doors 
to the gang after ail were asleep, that they might murder us at their 
ease. Hold your tongue, you foul-mouthed thief, you ! you shall go 
to the gallows for this. Mr. Linton, sir, don't Jay by your gun.' 
'No, no, Robert,' said the old fool. 'The rascals knew that yester­
day was my rent-day : they thought to have me cleverly. Come in ; 
l'll fumish them a reception. There, John, fasten the chain. Give 
Skulker some water, Jenny. To beard a magistrate in bis stronghold, 
and on the Sabbath, too ! Where will their insolence stop? Oh, my 
dear Mary, look bere ! Don't be afraid, it is but a boy- yet the 
villain scowls · so plainly in bis face; would it not be a kindness to 
the country to bang him at once, before he shows bis nature in acts 
as well as features ? ' He pulled me under the chandelier, and Mrs. 
Linton placed ber spectacles on ber nose and raised ber lu:.nds in 
horror. The cowardly children crept nearer, also, Isabella lisping­
' Frightful thing ! Put bim in the cellar, papa. He's exactly like the 
son of the fortune-teller, that stole my tame pheasant. Isn't he, Edgar?' 

" \Vhile they examined me, Cathy came round; she hear<l the 
1ast speech, and laughed. Edgar Linton, after an inquisitive stare, 
<:ollected sufficient wit to recognise her. They see us at church, you 
know, though we seldom meet them elsewhere. ' That's Miss Eam­
shaw ! ' be whispered to bis mother, ' and look how Skulker bas 
bitten her-how her foot bleeds ! ' 

" ' Miss Earnshaw? Nonsense !' cried the dame; 'Miss Earnshaw 
scouring the country with a gipsy ! And yet, my dear, the child is in 
mouming-surely it is-and she may be lamed for life ! ' 
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" ''Vhat culpable carelessness in ber brother ! exclaimed ?.Ir. 
Linton, turning from me to Catherine. ' I've understood from 
Shielders'" {that was the curate, sir) "' that he lets ber grow up in 
absolute heathenism. But who is this? Where did she pick up this 
companion? Oho ! 1 declare he is that stra.nge acquisition my late 
neighbour made, in bis joumey to Liverpool-a little Lascar, or an 
American or Spanish castaway.' 

" 'A wicked boy, at all events,' remarked the old lady, 'and quite 
unfit for a decent bouse ! Did you notice bis language, Linton? 
I'm shocked that my children should have heard it.' 

" 1 recommenced cursipg-don't be angry, Nelly-and so Robert 
was ordered to take me off. 1 refused to go without Cathy ; he 
dragged me into the garden, pushed the lantem into my band, assured 
me that Mr. Eamshaw should be infonned of my behaviour, and, 
bidding me march directly, secured the door again. The curtains 
were still looped up at one corner, and I resumed my station as spy; 
because, if Catherine had wished to retum, 1 intended shattering 
their great glass panes to a million of fragments, unless they let ber 
out She sat on the sofa quietly. Mrs. Linton took off the grey 
cloak of the dairy-maid which we had borrowed for our excursion, 
shaking ber head and expostulating with ber, 1 suppose : she was a 
young lady, and they made a distinction between ber treatment and 
mine. Then the woman-servant brought a basin of warm water, and 
washed ber feet; and Mr. Linton mixed a tumbler of negus, and 
Isabella emptied a plateful of cakes into ber lap, and Edgar stood 
gaping at a distance. Afterwards, they dried and combed ber beautiful 
hair, and gave ber a pair of enormous slippers, and wheeled her to 
the fire ; and 1 left ber, as merry as she could be, dividing ber food 
between the little dog and Skulker, whose nose she pinched as he 
ate ; and kindling a spark of spirit in the vacant blue eyes of the 
Lintons-a dim reftection from her own enchanting face. 1 saw they 
were full of stupid admiration ; she is so immeasurably superior to 
them-to everybody on earth, is she not, Nelly?" 

"There will more corne of this business than you reckon on," 1 
answered, covering him up and extinguishing the light. " Vou are 
incurable, Heathcliff; and Mr. Hindley will have to proceed to 
extremities, see if !te won't" My words came truer than 1 desired. 
The luckless adventure made Eamshaw furious. And then. Mr. 
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Linton, to mend matters, paid us a visit himself on the morrow; and 
read the young master such a lecture on the road be guided bis 
family, that he was stirred to look about him, in earnest Heathcliff 
received no flogging, but he was told that the first word he spoke to 
Miss Catherine should ensure a dismissal ; and Mrs. Earnshaw under­
took to keep ber sister-in-law in due restraint wben sbe retumed 
home; employing art, not force: with force she would have found 
it impossible. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

CATHY stayed at Thrushcross Grange five weeks: till Christmas. By 
that time ber ankle was thoroughly cured, and ber manners much 
improved. The mistiess visited ber often in the interval, and com­
menced her plan of reform by trying to raise ber self-respect with fine 
clothes and fiattery, which she took readily; so that, instead of a. 
wild, batless little savage jumping into the bouse, and rushing t<> 
sque~ze us al~breathless, there 'lighted from a handsome black pony 
a very dignified person, with brown ringlets falling from the cover of 
a f eathered beaver, and a long cloth habit, which she was obliged to 
hold up with both bands that she might sail in. Hindley lifted ber 
from her horse, exclaiming delightedly, "Why, Cathy, you are quite a. 
beauty l I should scarcely have known you : you look like a lady 
now. Isabella Linton is not to be compared witb her, is she, 
Frances?" "Isabella bas not ber natural advantages," replied bis 
wife : "but she must mind and not grow wild again here. Ellen, 
belp Miss Catherine off with ber things-Stay, dear, you will dis­
arrange your curls-let me untie your hat." 

1 removed the habit, and there shone forth beneath, a grand plaid 
silk frock, white trousers, an4 bumished shoes ; and, while ber eyes 
sparkled joyfully when the dogs came bounding up to welcome her, 
she dared hardly touch them lest they should fawn upon ber splendid 
garments. She kissed me gently: I was ail flour making the Christmas 
cake, and it would not have done to give me a hug ; and, then, she 
looked round for Heathclitî. Mr. and Mrs. Eamshaw watched 
anxiously their meeting ; thinking it would enable them to judge, in 
some measure, what grounds they had for hoping to succeed in 
separating the two friends. 

Heathcliff was bard to discover, at first. If he were careless, and 
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uncared for, before Catherine's absence, he had been ten times more 
so, since. N obody but 1 even did him the kindness to call him a 
dirty boy, and bid him wash himself, once a week; and children of 
bis age seldom have a natural pleasure in soap and water. 'Iherefore, 
not to mention bis clothes, which had seen three months' service in 
mire and dust, and bis thick uncombed hair, the surface of his face 
and bands was dismally becloudecL He might well skulk behind the 
settle, on beholding such a bright, graceful damsel enter the bouse, 
instead of a rough-headed counterpart of himself, as be expected. 
" Is Heathcliff not here ? " she demanded, pulling off her gloves, 
and displaying fingers wonderfully whitened with doing nothing and 
staying in-doors. 

" Heathcliff, you may come forward," cried Mr. Hindley, en]oying 
his discomfiture, and gratified to see what a forbidding young black­
guard he would be compelled to present himself. "You may ~me 
and wish Miss Catherine welcome, like the other servants." 

Cathy, catching a glimpse of her friend in his concealment, fiew 
to embrace him; she bestowed seven or eight kisses on his cheek 
within the second, and then stopped, and drawing back, burst into a 
laugh, exclaiming, "Why, how very black and cross you look ! 
and how - how funny and grim 1 But that's because I'm used 
to Edgar and Isabella Linton. Well, Heathcli.ff, have you for-
gotten me ? " · 

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

"Shake bands, Heatbcliff," said Mr. Earnshaw, condescendingly; 
"once in a way, that is permitted." 

" 1 shall not," replied the boy, finding . bis tongue at last; '' 1 sball 
not stand to .be Jaughed at. 1 shall not bear it ! " 

And be would have broken from the circle, but Miss Cathy seized 
him again. 

"I did not mean to laugh at you," she said; "I could not hinder 
myself: Heathcliff, shake bands at least ! What are you sulky for? 
It was only that you looked odd. If you wash your face and brush 
your hair, it will be ail right : but you are so dirty I" 

She gazed concernedly at the dusky fingers sbe held in ber mvn, 
and also at ber dress; which she feared had gained no embellishment 
from its contact with his. 
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"You needn't have touched me I" he answered, following ber eye 
and snatching away bis band. "1 shall be as dirty as I please: and 
1 like to be dirty, and 1 will be dirty.0 

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

After playing lady's-maid to the new-comer, and putting my cakes 
in the oven, and making the bouse and kitchen cheerful with great 
fires, befitting Christrnas-eve, 1 prepared to sit down and amuse 
rnyself by singing carols, ail alone ; regardless of J oseph's affirma­
tions that he considered the merry tunes 1 chose as next door to 
songs. He had retired to private prayer in bis chamber, and Mr. 
and :Mrs. F.amshaw were engaging Missy's attention by sundry gay 
trifte~ bought for ber to present to the little Lintons, as an acknow­
ledgment of their kindness. They had invited them to spend the 
morrow at 'Vuthering Heights, and the invitation had been accepted, 
on one condition : M:rs. Linton begged that ber darlings might be 
kept carefully apart from that "naughty swearing boy." 

U nder these circumstances I remained solitary. 1 smelt the rich 
scent of the heating spices ; and admired the shining kitchen utensils, 
the polished dock, decked in holly, the silver mugs ranged on a tray 
ready to be filled with mulled ale for supper; and above ail, the 
speckless purity of my particular care-the scoured and well-swept 
floor. 1 gave due inward applause to every object, and then 1 
remembered how old Earnshaw used to corne in when all was _tidied, 
and call me a cant lass, and slip a shilling into my band as a 
Christmas-box ; and from t\lat 1 went on to think of bis fondness for 
Heathcliff, and bis dread lest he should suffer neglect after death had 
removed him : and that naturally led me to consider the pôor lad's 
situation now, and from singing I changed my mind to crying. It 
struck me soon, however, there would be more sense in endeavouring 
to repair some of bis wrongs than shedding tears over them : I got up 
and walked into the court to seek him. He was not .far; 1 found 
him smoothing the glossy coat of the new pony in the stable, and 
feeding the other beasts, according to custom. 

" Màe haste, Heathcliff l " 1 said, " the kitchen is so com­
fortable ; and Joseph is up-stairs : make haste, and let me dress 
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you smart before Miss Cathy cornes out, and then you can sit 
together, with the whole hearth to yourselves, and have a long chatter 
till bed time." 

He proceeded with bis task and never tumed bis bead 
towards me. 

"Come-are you coming ? n 1 continued. " There's a little · 
cake for each of you, nearly enough; and you'll need half-an-hour's 
donning." 

I waited five minutes, but getting no answer left him. Catherine ' 
supped with ber brother and sister-in-law : Joseph and 1 joined at an 
unsocia.ble meal, seasoned with reproofs on one side and sauciness 
on the otber. His cake and cheese remained on the table all night 
for the fairies. He managed to continue work till nine o'clock, and 
then marched dumb and dour to bis chamber. Cathy sat up late, 
baving a world of things to order for the reception of ber new 
friends : she came into the kitchen once to speak to ber old one ; 
but be was gone, and she only stayed to ask what was the matter 
with him, and then went back. In the morning he rose early ; and 
as it was a holiday, carried bis li-humour on to the moors ; not 
re-appearing till the family were departed for church. Fasting and 
reftection seemed to have brought him to a better spirit. He hung 
about me for a while, and having screwed up bis courage, exclaimed 
abruptly-" Nelly, make me decent, l'm going to be good.11 

"High time, Heathcliff," I said; "you have grieved Catherine: 
she's sorry she ever came home, I daresay ! It looks as if you 
envied ber, because she is more thought of than you." 

The notion of mvying Catherine was incomprehensible to him, 
bat the notion of grieving ber be understood clearly enough. 

" Did she say she was grieved?" be inquired, looking very 
senous. 

"She cried when 1 told ber you were off again this morning." 
" W ell, I cried last night," he retumed, " and 1 had more reason 

to cry than she." 
" Y es : you had the reason of going to bed with a proud heart 

and an empty stomach," said I. "Proud people breed sad sorrows 
for themselves. But, if you be ashamed of your touchiness, you 
must ask pardon, mind, when she cornes in. You must go up and 
offer to kiss her, and say-you know best what to say ; only do it 

4 
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heartily, and notas if you thougbt ber converted into a stranger by 
ber grand dress. And now, tbougb I have dinner to get ready, 
1'11 steal time to arrange you so tbat Edgar Linton sball look quite 
a doll beside you : and that be does. You are younger, and yet, 
1'11 be bound, you are taller and twice as broad across the shoulders : 
you could knock him down in a twinkling ? don't you feel that you 
could?" 

Hea~cliff's face brigbtened a moment ; then it was overcast 
afresb, and be sigbed. 

" But, Nelly, if 1 knocked bim down twenty times, that wouldn't 
make him less handsome or me more so. I wish 1 had ligbt haïr 
and a fair skin, and was dressed and behaved as well, and had a 
chance of being as rich as he will be I " 

"And cried for mamma at every tum," I added, "and trembled 
if a country lad heaved his fist against you, and sat at home ail day 
for a shower of rain. Oh, Heathcliff, you are showing a poor spirit 1 
Come to the glass, and 1'11 let you see what you should wish. Do 
you mark those two lines between your eyes ; and those thick brows, 
that, instead of rising arched, sink in the middle ; and that couple of 
black fiends, so deeply buried, who never open their windows boldly, 
but lurk glinting under them, like devil's spies ? Wish and leam 
to smooth away the surly wrinkles, to raise your lids frankly, and 
change the fiends to confident, innocent angels, suspecting· and 
doubting nothing, and always seeing friends where they are not sure 
of foes. Don't get the expression of a vicious cur that appears to 
know the kicks it gets are its desert, and yet hates ail the world, u 
well as the kicker, for what it suffers." 

" In other words, I must wish for Edgar Linton's great blue eyes 
and even forehead," be replied. "1 do-and that won't help me to 
tbem." 

"A good heart will help you to a bonny face, my lad," 1 con­
tinued, " if you were a regular black ; and a ba4 one will turn the 
bonniest into something worse than ugly. And now that we've done 
washing, and combing, and sulking-tell me whether you don't think 
yourself rather handsome ? l'll tell you, I do. You're fit for a prince 
in disgcise. Who knows but your father was Emperor of China, 
and your mother an India.n queen, each of them able to buy up, 
with one week's income, "'uthering Heightc; and Thrushcross 
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Grange together ? And you were kidnapped by wicked sailors 
and brought to England. W ere I in your place, I would frame 
bigh notions of my birth ; and the thoughts of what 1 was should 
gi\·e me courage and dignity to support the oppressions of a little 
la.rmer I 11 

So 1 chattered on ; and Heathcliff gradually lost bis frown and 
began to look quite pleasant, when all at once 01!1' conversation was 
interrupted by a rumbling sound moving up the road and entering 
the court. He ran to the window and 1 to the door, just in tiine to 
behold the two Lintons descend from the family carriage; smothered 
in cloaks and furs, and the Earnshaws dismount from their horses : 
they often rode to church in winter. Catherine took a band of each 
of the children, and brought them into the bouse and set them before 
the 6.re, which quickly put colour into their white faces. 

1 urged my companion to hasten now and show bis amiable 
humour; arid be willingly obeyed; but ill luck would have it that, as 
he opened the door leading from the kitchen on one side, Hindley 
()pened it on the other. They met, and the master irritated at 
seeing him clean and cheerful, or, perhaps, eager to keep his promise 
to Mrs. Linton, shoved him back with a sudd~n thrust, and angrily 
bade Joseph " keep the fellow out of the room-send him into the 
garret till dinner is over. He111 be cramming bis fingers in the tarts 
and stealing the fruit, ü left alone with them a minute." 

"Nay, sir," 1 could not avoid answering, "he'll touch nothing, 
not he: and 1 suppose he must have bis share of the dainties as well 
as we." 

"He shall have bis share of my band, ü I catch him downstairs 
tiil dark,'' cried Hindley. " Begone, you vagabond ! What ! you are 
attempting the coxcomb, are you? Wait till 1 get hold of those elegant 
locks-see ü I won't pull them a bit longer ! " 

"They are long enough already," observed Master Linton, peeping 
&om the doorway; "1 wonder they don't make bis head ache. lt's 
like a colt's mane over bis eyes 1 " 

He ventured this remark without any intention to insult ; but 
Hea.tbcliff's violent nature was not prepared to endure the appearance 
of impertinence from one whom be seemed to ha te, even then, as a 
rival. He seized a tureen of hot apple sauce (the first thing that 
came under bis gripe) and dashed it full against the speaker's face 
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and neck ; who instantly commenced a lament that brought Isabella 
and Catherine hurrying to the place. Mr. Earnshaw snatched up 
the culprit directly and conveyed him to bis chamber; where, 
doubtless, he administered a rough remedy to cool the fit of passion, 
for he appeared red and breathless. 1 got the dishcloth, and rather 
spitefully scrubbe<l Edgar's nose and mouth, affirming it served him 
right for meddling. His sister began weeping to go home, and Cathy 
stood by confounded, blushing for all. 

"You should not have spoken to him ! " she expostulated with 
Master Linton. "He was in a bad temper, and now you've spoilt 
your visit ; and he'll be ftogged : 1 hate him to be ftogged ! 1 can't 
eat my dinner. Why did you speak to him, Edgar?,, 

" 1 didn't," sobbed the youth, escaping from my bands, and 
finishing the remainder of the purification with his cambric pocket­
handkerchiet: " 1 promised mamma that 1 wouldn't say one word to 
him, and 1 didn't.11 

"Weil, don't cry," replied Catherine, contemptuously; "you're 
not kille<l. Don't make more mischief; my brother is coming : be 
quiet 1 Hush, Isabella ! Has anybody burt you 1 " 

"There, there, children-to your seats ! " cried Hindley, bustling 
in. "That brute of a lad bas warmed me nicely. Next time~ 
Master Edgar, take the law into your own fists-it will give you an 
appetite 1 '' 

The little party recovered its equanimity at sight of the fragrant 
feast. They were hungry after their ride, and easily consoled, since 
no real harm had befailen them. ~Ir. Eamshaw carved bountifu1 
platefuls, and the mistress made them merry with lively talk. I 
waited behind ber chair, and was pained to behold Catherine, with 
dry eyes and an indifferent air, commence cutting up the wing of a 
goose before ber. " An unfeeling child," I thought to myself; "bow 
lightly she dismisses ber old playmate's troubles. 1 could not have 
imagine<l her to be so selfish." She lifted a mouthful to ber lips ; 
then she set it down again : ber checks flushed, and the tears gushed 
over them. She slippe<l ber fork to the ftoor, and hastily dived 
under the cloth to conceal her emotion. 1 did not call her unf eeling 
long; for I perceived she was in purgatory throughout the day, and 
wearying to find an opportunity of getting by herself, or paying a 
visit to Heathclitf, who had been locked up by the master : as I 
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discovered, on endeavouring to introduce to him a private mess of 
lictuals. 

In the evening we had a dance. Cathy begged that he might be 
liberated then, as Isabella Linton had no partner : ber entreaties 
were vain, and I was appointed to supply the deficiency. \Ve got 
rid of ail gloom in the excitement of the exercise, and our pleasure 
was increased by the arrivai of the Gimmerton band, mustering 
fifteen strong : a trumpet, a trombone, clarionets, bassoons, French 
homs, and a bass viol, besides singers. They go the rounds of all 
the respectable bouses, and receive contributions every Christmas, 
and we esteemed it a first-rate treat to hear them. After the ûsual 
carols had been sung, we set them to songs and glees. Mrs. Ea.rnshaw 
loved the music, and so they gave us plenty. 

Catherine loved it too : but she said it sounded sweetest at the 
top of the steps, and she went up in the dark : I followed. They 
shut the bouse door below, never noting our absence, it was so full of 
people. She made no stay at the stairs'-head, but mounted farther, 
to the garret where Heathcliff was confined, and called him. He 
stubbornly declined answering for a while: she persevered, and 
finally persuaded him to hold communion with ber through the 
boards. I let the poor things converse unmolested, till I supposed 
the songs were going to cease, and the singers to get some refresh­
ment : then, I clambered up the ladder to warn her. Instead of 
finding ber outsi<le, 1 heard ber voice within. The Iittle monkey had 
crept by the skylight of one garret, along the roof, into the skylight 
of the other, and it was with the utmost difficulty I could coax ber 
out again. \Vhen she did corne, Heathcliff came with ber, and she 
insisted that I should take him into the kitchen, as my fellow-servant 
had gone to a neighbour's, to be removed from the sound of our 
"devil's psalmo<ly," as it pleased him to call it. 1 told them I 
intended by no means to encourage their tricks : but as the prisoner 
had never broken bis fast since yesterday's dinner, 1 would wink at 
his cheating ~Ir. Hindley that once. He went down : I set him a 
stool by the fire, and offered him a quantity of good tbings : but he 
was sick and could eat little, and my attempts to entertain him were 
thrown away. He leant bis two elbows on bis knees, and bis chin 
on bis bands, and remained rapt in dumb meditation. On my 
inquiring the subject of his thoughts, he answered gravely-" I'm 
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trying to settle how I shaÜ pay Hindley back. 1 don't care how 
long I wait, if I can only do it at last. I hope be will not die 
before I do I" . 

"For shame, Heathclift1 " said 1. "lt is for God to punish 
wicked people ; we should learn to forgive." 

"No, God won't have the satisfaction that I shall," be retumed. 
" I only wish 1 knew the best way ! Let me alone, and I'll plan it 
out: while I'm thinking of that I don't feel pain." 

But, Mr. Lockwood, 1 forget these tales cannot divert you. 
l'm annoyed how 1 should dream of cbattering on at such a rate ~ 
and your gruel cold, and you nodding for bed ! · I could have told 
Heathcliff's history, ail that you need hear, in half a dozen words. 

Thus interrupting herself, the housekeeper rose, and proceeded t<> 
lay aside ber sewing ; but 1 felt incapable of moving from the hearth, 
and I was very far from nodding. " Sit still, Mrs. Dean," 1 cried ; 
" do sit still, another half-hour. You've done just right to tell the 
story leisurely. That is the method 1 like; and you must finish 
it in the same style. I am interested in every character you have 
mentioned, more or less." 

"The clock is on the stroke of eleven, sir." 
" No matter-I'm not accustomed to go to bed in the long hours. 

One or two is early enough for a person who lies till ten." 
" Vou shouldn't lie till ten. There's the very prime of the 

morning gone long before that time. A person who bas not done 
one-half his day's work by. ten o'clock, runs a chance of leaving the 
other half undone." 

" N evertheless, Mrs. Dean, resume your chair ; because t(). 
morrow 1 intend lengthening the night till aftemoon. 1 prognosticate 
for myself an obstinate cold, at least." 

" 1 hope not, sir. W ell, you must allow me to leap over some 
three years ; during that space Mrs. Eamshaw-" 

"No, no, 1'11 allow nothing of the sort! Are you acquainted 
with the mood of mind in which, if you were seated alone, and the cat 
lickipg its kitten on the rug before you, you would watch the opcration 
so intently that puss's neglect of one ear would put you seriously out 
of iemper? ,, 

"A terribly lazy mood, 1 should say." 
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"On the contrary, a tiresomely active one. It is mine, at present; 
and, therefore, continue minutely. I perceive that people in these 
regions acquire over people in towns the value that a spider in a 
dungeon does over a spider in a cottage, to their various occupants ; 
and yet the deepened attraction is not entirely owing to the situation 
of the looker-on. They do live more in earnest, more in themselves, 
and less in surface, change, and frivolous external things. I could 
fancy a love for life here almost possible; and 1 was a fixed unbeliever 
in any love of a year's standing. One state resembles ~etting a 
hungry man clown to a single dish, on which he' may cotfcentrate 
his entire appetite and do it justice ; the other, introducing him to a 
table laid out by French cooks : be can perhaps extract as much 
enjoyment Crom the whole ; but each partis a mere atom in bis 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 friend, are a striking 
evidence against that assertion. Excepting a few provincialisms 
of slight consequence, you have no marks of the manners which 
I am habituated to consider as peculiar to your class. · 1 am sure 
you have thought a great ùeal more than the generality of servants 
think.. You have been corupelled to cultivate your. reftective 
faculties for want of occasions for frittering your life away in silly 
triftes." 

Mrs. Dean Iaughed. 
"1 certainly esteem myself a steady, reasonable kind of body," 

she said; "not exactly from living among the bills and seeing one 
set of faces, and one series of actions, from year's end to year's end ; 
but I have undergone sharp discipline, which bas taught me wisdom; 
and then, 1 have read more than you would fancy, Mr. Lockwood. 
You could not open a book in this library that 1 have not looked into, 
and got something out of also : unless it be that range of Grcek and 
Latin, and that of French ; and those I know one from another: it is 
as much as you can expect of a poor . man's daughter. However, 
if I am to follow my story in true gossip's fashion, I had better go 
on ; and instead of leaping three years, 1 will be content to pass to 
the next summer-the summer of 17 7 8, that is nearly twenty-three 
years ago. '' 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

ON the moming of a fine June day, my first bonny little nursling, and 
the Iast of the ancient Eamshaw stock, was bom. We were busy 
with the hay in a far-away field, when the girl that usually brought our 
breakfasts, came running an hour too soon, across the meadow and 
up the lane, calling me as she ran. 

" Oh, such a grand baim ! " she panted out. " The finest lad that 
ever breathed l But the doctor says missis must go : he says she's 
been in a consumption these many months. I heard him tell Mr. 
Hindley : and now she has nothing to keep her, and she'll be dead 
before winter. You must corne home directly. You're to nurse it, 
Nelly : to f eed it with sugar and milk, and take care of it day and 
night. 1 wish 1 were you, because it will be ail yours when there is 
no missis l" 

'' But is she very ill?" 1 asked, fiinging down my rake, and tying 
my bonnet. 

·" I guess she is; yet she looks bravely,n replied the girl, "and 
she talks as if she thought of living to see it grow a man. She's out 
of her head for joy, it's such a beauty l If I were her, I'm certain 1 
should not die : 1 should get better at the bare sight of it, in spite of 
Kenneth. 1 was fairly mad at him. Dame Archer brought the 
cherub down to master, in the bouse, and bis face just began to light 
up, when the old croaker steps forward, and says he-' Earnshaw, it's 
a blessing your wife bas been spared to leave you this son. When 
she came, 1 felt convinced we shouldn't keep ber long; and now, 1 
must tell you, the winter will probably finish ber. Don't take on, and 
fret about it too much : it can't be helped~ And besides, you should 
have known better than to cho'ose such a rush of a lass ! '" 

'' And what did the master answer? " 1 inquired. 
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"I think be swore : but I didn't mind him, I was straining to 
see the baim," and she began again to describe it rapturously. I, 
as zealous as herself; hurried eagerly home to admire, on my part ; 
though I was very sad for Hindley's sake. He had room. in 
his heart only for two idols-his wife and himself: he doted on 
both, and adored one, and I couldn't conceive how he would bear 
the loss. 

When we got to Wuthering Heights, there he stood at the front 
door ; and, as 1 passed in, I asked, "how was the baby ? " 

" N early ready to run about, Nell 1 " he replied, putting on a 
cheerful smile. 

" And the mistress?" I ventured to inquire ; " the doctor says 
she's-" 

" Damn the doctor 1 " he interrupted, reddening. " Frances is 
quite right : she'll be perfectly well by this time next week. Are you 
going up-stairs ? will you tell ber that 1'11 come, if she'll promise not 
to talk. I left ber because she would not bold ber tongue ; and she 
must-tell ber Mr. Kenneth says she must be quiet." 

I delivered this message to Mrs. Eamsbaw ; she seemed in fiighty 
spirits, and replied merrily, "1 hardly sp9ke a word, Ellen, and there 
be bas go ne out twice, crying. \Vel~ sa y 1 promise 1 won't speak : 
but that does not bind me not to laugh at him-1" 

Poor soul ! Till within a week of ber death that gay heart never 
failed ber; and her husband persisted doggedly, nay, furiously, in 
affirming ber health improved every day. When Kenneth warned 
him that bis medicines were useless at that stage of the malady, ànd 
be needn't put him to further expense by attending her, he retorted, 
" 1 know you need not-she's well-she does not want any more 
attendance from you 1 She never was in a consumption. It was a 
lever ; and it is gone : ber pulse is as slow as mine now, and ber 
cheek as cool." 

He told bis wife the same story, and she seemed to believe 
him ; but one night, wbile leaning on bis shoulder, in the act of 
saying she thought she should be able to get up to-morrow, a fit of 
coughing took ber-a very slight one-he raised ber in his anns ; 
she put ber two bands about bis neck, ber face changed, and she 
was dead. 

As the girl had anticipated, the child Hareton fell wbolly into my 
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hands. Mr. Earnshaw, provided he saw bim healthy and never 
heard bim cry, was contented, as far as regarded him. For himself~ 
he grew desperate: his sorrow was of that kind that will not lament. 
He. neither wept nor prayed ; he cursed and defied : execrated God 
and man, and gave himself up to reckless dissipation. The servants 
could not bear his tyrannica.1 and evil conduct long : Joseph and 1 
were the only two that would stay. I had not the heart to leave 
my charge; and besides, you know, 1 had been bis foster-sister, 
and excused bis behaviour more readily than a stranger would. 
Joseph remained to hector over tenants and labourers ; and because 
it w~ bis vocation to be where he bad plenty of wickedness to 
reprove. 

The master's bad ways and bad companions fonned a pretty 
example for Catherine and Heathcliff. His treatment of the latter 
was enough to make a fiend of a saint. And, truly, it appeared as if 
the lad were possessed of something diabolical at that period. He 
delighted to witness Hindley degrading himself past redemption ; and 
became daily more notable for savage sullenness and ferocity. 1 
could not ha1f tell what an infernal bouse we had. The curate 
dropped çalling, and nobody decent came near us, at last ; unless 
Edgar Linton's visits to Miss Cathy might be an exception. At 
fifteen she was the queen of the country-side ; she had no peer; and 
she did turn out a haughty, beadstrong creature ! I own 1 did not 
like ber, after her infancy was past; and 1 vexed her frequently by 
trying to bring down ber arrogance : she never fook an a version to 
me, though. She had a wondrous constancy to old attachments : 
even Heathcliff kept his bold on her affections unalterably; and 
young Linton, with all bis superiority, found it difficult to make an 
equally deep impression. He was my late master: that is bis portrait 
over the fireplace. It used to bang on one side, and his wife's on the 
other ; but bers bas been removed, or else you might see something 
of wbat sbe was. Can you make tbat out ? 

Mrs. Dean raised the candie and I discerned a soft-featured face~ 
exceedingly resembling the young lady at the Heights, but more 
pensive and amiable in expression. It formed a sweet picture. The 
long light hair curled slightly on the temples ; the eyes were large 
and serious ; the figure almost too graceful. 1 did not marvel how 
Catherine Eamshaw could forget ber first friend for such an individual 
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1 marvelled much how he, with a mind to correspond with his person, 
could fancy my idea of Catherine Eamshaw. 

"Avery agreeable portrait," 1 observed to the housekeeper. "Is 
it like?" 

" Y es," she answered; " but be looked better when be was 
animated ; that is bis everyday countenance : be wanted spirit in 
general.'' 

Catherine had kept up ber acquaintance with the Lintons since 
ber five-weeks' residence among them ;· and as she had no temptation 
to show ber rough side in their company, and had the sense to be 
ashamed of being rude where she experienced such invariable 
courtesy, she imposed unwittingly on the old lady and gentleman, by 
her ingenious cordiality; gained the admiration of Isabella, and the 
heart and soul of her brother : acquisitions that fiattered ber from the 
first-for she was full of ambition-and led ber to adopt a double 
character without exactly intending to deceive any one. In the place 
where she heard Heathcliff termed a "vulgar young ruffian," and 
"worse than a brute," she took care not to act like hini ; but at home 
she had small inclination to practise politeness that would only be 
Iaughed at, and restrain an unruly nature when it would bring her 
neither credit nor praise. 

Mr. Edgar seldom mustered courage to visit Wuthering Heights 
openly. He had a terror of Eamshaw's reputation, and shrunk from 
cncountering him; and yet he was always received with our best 
attempts at civility : the master himself avoided offending him, 
knowing why be came ; and if be coulrl not be gracions, kept out of 
the way. 1 rather think bis appeara.nce there was distasteful to 
Catherine: she was not artful, never played the coquette, and had 
evidently an objection to ber two friends meeting at ail; for when 
Heathcliff expressed contempt of Linton in bis presence, she could 
not half coïncide, as she did in his absence; and when Linton evinced 
disgust and antipathy to Heathcliff, she dared not treat his sentiments 
with indifference, as if depreciation of her playmate were of scarcely 
any consequence to ber. l've had many a laugh at ber perplexities 
and untold troubles, which she vainly strove to hide from my mockery. 
That sounds ill-natured : but she was so proud, it became really 
impossible to pity her distresses, till she should be chastened into 
more humility. She did bring herself, finally, to confess, and to 
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confide in me: there was nota soul else that she might fashion into 
an adviser. 

Mr. Hinclley had gone from home one aftemoon, and Heathcliff 
presumed to give himself a holiday on the strength of it . He had 
reached the age of sixteen then, I think, and without having bad 
features, or being deficient in intellect, be contrived to convey an 
'impression of inward and outward repulsiveness that his present aspect 
retains no traces of. In the first place, be had by tbat time lost the 
benefit of bis early education : continuai bard work, begun soon and 
concluded late, had extinguished any curiosity be once possessed in 
pursuit of kl;lowledge, and any love for books or leaming. His child­
hood's sense of superiority, instilled into him by the favours of old 
Mr. Eamshaw, was faded away. He struggled long to keep up an 
equality with Catherine in ber studies, and yielded with poignant 
though silent regret : but he yielded completely ; and there was no 
prevailing on him to take a step in the way of moving upward, when 
he found he must, necessarily, sink beneath bis former leveL Then 
personal appearance sympathized with mental deterioration : he 
acquired a sloucbing gait, and ignoble look ; bis naturally reserved 
disposition was exaggerated into an almost idiotie excess of unsociable 
moroseness ; and be took a grim pleasure, apparently, in exciting the 
aversion rather than the esteem of bis few acquaintance. 

Catherine and he were constant companions still at his seasons of 
respite from labour ; but be had ceased to express bis fondness for 
her in words, and recoiled with angry suspicion from ber girlish 
caresses, as if conscious there could be no gratification in lavishing 
such marks of affection on him. On the before-named occasion he 
came into the bouse to announce bis intention of doing nothing, 
while I was assisting Miss Cathy to arrange her dress : she bad not 
reckoned on bis taking it into bis bead to be idle ; and imagining she 
would have the whole place to herself, she managed, by some means, 
to inform Mr. Edgar of ber brother's absence, and was then preparing 
to receive bim. 

" Cathy, are you busy this aftemoon?" asked Heathcliff. " Are 
you going anywhere?" 

" No, it is raining," she answered. . 
"Why have you that silk frock on, then?" be said. "Nobody 

coming here, I hope ? " 
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"Not that 1 know of," stammered Miss : " but you should be in 
the field now, Heathcliff. It is an hour past dinner-time: 1 thought 
you were gone." 

"Hindley does not often free us from bis accursed presence," 
observed the boy. " I'll not work any more to-day: I'll stay 
with you." 

"Oh, but Joseph will tell," she suggested; "you'd better go!" 
" Joseph is loading lime on the further side of Penistone Cr:igs; i t 

will take him till dark, and he'll never know." 
So saying, he lounged to the fire, and sat down. Catherine 

reftected an instant, with knitted brows-she found it needful to 
smooth the way for an intrusion. "Isabella and Edgar Linton 
talked of calling this aftemoon," she said, at the conclusion of a. 
minute's silence. " As it rains, I hardi}' expect them ; but they 
may corne, and ü they do, you run the risk of being scolded for 
no good." · 

"Orcier Ellen to say you are engaged, Cathy," be persisted; 
"don't tum me out for those pitiful, silly friends of yours ! 
I'm on the point, sometimes, of compla.ining that they- but 1'11 
not-" 

"That they what?" cried Catherine, gazing at him with a troubled 
countenance. "Oh, Nelly I" she added petulantly, jerk'ing her head 
away from my bands, "you've combed my hair quite out of curl 1 
That's enough; let me alone. What are you on the point of 
complaining about, Heathclitr?" 

"Nothing- only look at the almanaclc on that wall; '' he 
pointed to a. framed sheet hanging near the window, and continued, 
"The crosses are for the evenings you have spent with the Lintons, 
the dots for those spent with me. Do you see ? l've marked 
evcry day." 

"Y es-very foolish : as ü I took notice ! " replied Catherine, in a 
peevish tone. " And where is the sense of that ? " 

"To show that 1 do take notice," said Heathcliff. 
"And should I always be sitting with you?" she demandeo, 

tifowing more irritated. '' \Vhat good do 1 get ? What do you talk 
about? You might be dumb, or a baby, for anything ,you say to 
amuse me, or for anything you do, either I" 

· ." You never told me before that I ta.lked too little, cr that 
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you disliked my company, Cathy ! " exclaimed Heathcliff, in much 
agitation. 

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

Her companion rose up, but he hadn't time to express bis feelings 
further, for a horse's feet were heard on the ftags, and having knocked 
gently, young Linton entered, bis face brilliant with delight at the 
unexpected summons be had received. Doubtless Catherine marked 
the difference between ber friends, as one came in and the other 
went out. The contrast resembled what you see in exchanging a 
bleak, hilly, coal country for a beautiful fertile valley; and bis voice 
and greeting were as opposite as bis aspect. He had a sweet, low 
manner of speaking, and pronounced his. words as you do : that's less 
gruff than we talk here, and softer. 

" I'm not corne too soon, am 1 ? " be sa.id, casting a look at me : 
1 had begun to wipe the plate, and tidy some drawers at the far end 
in the dresser. 

"No," answered Catherine. " What are you doing there, 
Nelly?" 

"My work, Miss," 1 replied (Mr. Hindley had given me 
directions to make a third party in any private visits Linton chose 
to pay). 

She stepped behind me and whispered crossly, -" Take yourself 
and your dusters off; when company are in the bouse, servants don't 
commence scouring and cleaning in the room where thcy are ! " 

"lt's a good opportunity, now that master is away,11 I answered 
aloud : " be hates me to be fidgeting over these things in bis presence. 
l'm sure Mr. Edgar will excuse me." 

" 1 hate you to be fidgeting ni my presence," exclaimed the 
young lady imperiously, not allowing ber guest time to speak : she 
had failed to recover ber equanimity since the littlc dispute with 
Heathcliff. 

" l'm sorry for it, Miss Catherine,'' was my response ; and I pro­
ceeded assiduously with my occupation. 

She, supposing Edgar could not see ber, snatched the cloth from 
my band, and pinched me, with a prolonged wrench, very spitefully 
on the arm. I've said 1 did not love ber, and rather rclished 
mortifying ber vanity now and then : besides, she hurt me extremely ; 
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so 1 started up from my knees, and screamed out, " Oh, Miss, 
that's a nasty trick 1 Vou have no right to nip me, and I'm not going 
to bear it." 

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

" \Vhat's that, then ? " 1 retorted, showing a decided purple witness 
to refute ber. 

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

"Catherine, love 1 Catherine 1 " interposed Linton, greatly shocked 
at the double fault of falsehood and violence which his idol had 
committed. 

"Leave the room, Ellen l " she repeated, trembling all over. 
Little Hareton, who followed me everywhere, and was sittin g 

nea.r me on the ftoor, at seeing my tears commenced crying himself, 
and sobbed out complaints against "wicked aunt Cathy," which 
drew her fury on to his unlucky head : she seized bis shoulders, and 
shook him till the poor child waxed livid, and Edgar thoughtlessly 
laid hold of her hands to deliver him. In an instant one was wrung 
free, and the astonished young man felt it applied over his own ear 
in a way that could not be mistaken for jest. He drew back in con­
sternation. 1 lifted Hareton in my arms, and walked off to the 
kitchen with bim, leaving the door of communication open, for I was 
curious to watch bow tbey would settle tbeir disagreement. The 
insulted visitor moved to the spot where he bad laid bis bat, pale 
and with a quivering lip. 

"That'9 right ! " I said to myself. " Take waming and 
begone ! It's a kindness to let you have a glimpse of ber genuine 
disposition." 

" Where are you going ? " demanded Catherine, advancing to 
the door. 

He swerved aside, and attempted to pass. 
" You must not go 1 " she exclaimed, energetically. 
" I must and sball 1 " be replied in a subdued voice. 
" No," sbe persisted, grasping the bandle ; " not yet, Edgar 
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Linton : sit down ; you shall not leave me in that temper. 1 should 
be miserable ail night, and 1 won't be miserable for you ! " 

"Can 1 stay after you have struck me?" asked Linton. 
Catherine was mute. 
cc You've made me afraid and ashamed of you," he continued ; 

cc I'll not corne here again ! " 
Her eyes began to glisten, and ber lids to twinkle. 
" And you told a deliberate untruth I " he said. 
" 1 didn't 1 " she cried, recovering her speech ; " 1 did nothing 

deliberately. Well, go, if you please-get away ! And now I'll cry 
-1'11 cry myself sick ! " 

She dropped down on her knees by a chair, and set to weeping 
in serious earnest. Edgar persevered in bis resolution as far as the 
court ; there be lingered. 1 resolved to encourage him. 

" Miss is dreadfully wayward, sir," I called out. "As bad as any 
marred child : you' d better be riding home, or else she will be sick, 
only to grieve us." 

The soft thing looked askance through the window : he possessed 
the power to depart, as muchas a cat possesses the power to leave a 
mouse half killed, or a bird half eaten. Ah, 1 thought, there will be 
no saving him : he's doomed, and flies to bis fate ! And so it was : 
he tumed abruptly, hastened into the house again, shut the door 
behind him; and when 1 went in a while after to inform them that 
Eamshaw had corne home rabid drunk, ready to pull the whole place 
about our ears (bis ordinary frame of mind in that condition), 1 saw 
the quarrel had merely effected a doser intimacy-had brokeh the 
outworks of youthful timidity, and enabled them to forsake the dis­
guise of friendship, and confess themselves lovers. 

Intelligence of Mr. Hindley's arrivai drove Linton speedily to bis 
horse, antl Catherine to ber chamber. I went to bide little ·Hareton, 
and to take the shot out of the master's fowling-piece, wbicb he was 
fond of playing with in his insane excitement, to the hazard of the 
lives of any who provoked, or even attracted his notice too much; 
and 1 had bit upon the plan of removing it, that be might do less 
miscliief if be did go the length of firing the gun. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

HE entered, vociferating oaths dreadful to hear ; and caught me in 
the act of stowing his son away in the kitchen cup-board. Hareton 
was impressed with a wholesome terror of encountering either bis 
wild beast's fondness or bis madman's rage ; for in one be ran a 
chance of being squeezed and kissed to death, and in the other of 
being flung into the fire, or dashed against the wall ; and the poor 
thing remained perfectly quiet wherever I chose to put him. 

"There, l've found it out at last ! " cried Hindley, pulling me 
back by the skin of my neck, like a dog. "By heaven and hell, 
you've sworn between you to murder that child ! 1 know how it is, 
ncw, that be is always out of my way. But, with the help of Satan, 
I shall ma ke you swallow the carving-knife, Nelly l You needn't 
laugh ; for I've just crammed Kenneth, head-downmost, in the Black­
horse marsh ; and two is the same as one-and 1 want to kill some 
of you: 1 shall have no rest till 1 do l" 

" But 1 don't like the carving-knife, Mr. Hindley,'' 1 answered ; 
"it bas been cutting red herrings. l'd rather be shot, if you please." 

"You'd rather be damned ! " he said ; " and so you shalL No 
law in England can hinder a man from keeping his bouse decent, and 
mine's abominable! open your mouth." 

He held the knife in bis hand, and pushed its point between my 
teeth: but, for my part, 1 was never much afraid of his vagaries. 
1 spat out, and affirrned it tasted detestably-1 would not take it on 
any account. 

"Oh ! " said be, releasing me, "1 see that hideous little villain is 
not Hareton : 1 beg your pardon, Nell. If it be, he deserves fiaying 
a.lire for not running to welcome me, and for screaming as if I were a 
goblin. U nnatural euh, corne hither ! I'll teach thee to impose on a 

s 
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good-hearted, deluded father. N ow, don't you think the lad would 
be handsomer cropped ? It maltes a dog fiercer, and I love some­
thing fierce-get me a scissors-something fierce and trim ! Besides, 
it's infernal aff ectation-devilish conceit it is, to cherish our ears­
we're asses enough without them. Hush, child, bush 1 Weil then, 
it is my darling ! wisht, dry thy eyes-there's a joy ; kiss me. 
What l it won't? Kiss me, Hareton ! Damn thee, kiss me ! By 
God, as if 1 would rear such a monster J As sure as I'm living, 1'11 
break the bra.t's neck." · 

Poor Hareton was squalling and kicking in his father's arms with 
ail bis might, and redoubled his yells when be carried him up-stairs 
and lifted him over the banister. 1 cried out that be would frighten 
the child into fits, and ra.n to rescue him. As 1 reached them, 
Hindley leant forward on the ra.ils to listen to a noise below ; almost 
forgetting what he had in bis bands. " Who is that ? " he asked, 
hearing some one approaching the stairs'-foot. I leant forward also, 
for the purpose of signing to Heathcliff, whose step I recognized, not 
to corne further ; and, at the instant when my eye quitted Hareton, 
be gave a sudden spring, delivered himself from the careless grasp 
that held him, and fell. 

There was scarcely time to experience a thrill of horror before we 
sa.w that the little wretch was safe. Heathcliff arrived undemeath 
just at the critical moment ; by a natura.l impulse, he arrested his 
descent, and setting him on bis feet, looked up to discover the author 
of the accident. A miser who bas parted with a lucky Iottery ticket 
for five shillings, and finds next day be bas lost in the bargain five 
thousand pounds, could not show a blanker countenance than he did 
on beholding the figure of Mr. Eamshaw above. It expressed, 
plainer than words could do, the intensest anguish at having made 
himself the instrument of thwarting bis own revenge. Had it been 
dark, I daresa.y, he would have tried to remedy the mistake by · 
smashing Hareton's skull on the steps; but, we witnessed his 
salvation ; and 1 was presently below with my precious charge 
pressed to my heart. Hindley descended more leisurely, sobered and 
abashed. · 

"It is your fault, Ellen," he sa.id; "you should have kept him out 
of sight : you should have taken him from me ! J s he iojured any­
where ?" 
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"Injured ! " 1 cried angrily;." if he is not killed, he'Il be an idiot! 
Oh ! I wonder bis mother does not rise from her grave to see how you 
U5C him. Y ou're worse than a heathen-treating your own ftesh and 
blood in that manner ! " 

He attempted to touch the child, who, on finding himself with me, 
sobbed off bis terror directly. At the first finger bis father laid on 
him, however, be shrieked again louder than before, and struggled as 
if be would go into convulsions. 

" You shall not meddle with him I " 1 continued. " He hates you 
-they ail hate you-that's the truth 1 A happy family you bave ; and 
a pretty state you're come to 1 " 

"I shall corne to a prettier, yet, Nelly," laughed the misguided 
man, recovering bis hardness. " At present, convey yourself and 
him away. And bark you, Heathcliffl clear you too, quite from my 
reach and hearing. 1 wouldn't murder you to-night ; unless, perhaps, 
I set the bouse on fire : but that's as my fancy goes." 

While saying this he took a pint bottle of brandy from the dresser, 
and poured some into a tumbler. 

"Nay, don't ! " 1 entreated. "Mr. Hindley, do take warning. 
Have mercy on this unfortunate boy, if you care nothing for 
yourself! n 

"Any one will do better for bim than 1 shall," he answered. 
" Have mercy on your own soul ! " 1 said, endeavouring to snatch 

the glass (rom bis band. 
"Not 1 ! On the contrary, 1 shall have great pleasure in sending 

it to perdition to punisb its Maker," exclaimed the blasphemer. 
" Here's to its hearty damnation ! " 

He drank the spirits and impatiently bade us go ; terminating bis 
command with a sequel of borrid imprecations, too bad to repeat or 
remember. 

"lt's a pity be cannot kill himself with drink," observed Heath­
clitr, muttering an echo of curses back when the door was shut. 
" He's doing bis very utmost; but bis constitution defies him. Mr. 
Kenneth says he would wager bis mare, that he'll outlive any man on 
this side Gimmerton, and go to the graYe a hoary sinner ; unless some 
happy chance out of the common course befall him." 

1 went into the kitchen, and sat down to lull my little lamb to 
sleep. Heathcliff, as 1 thought, walked through to the barn. I t 
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tumed out afterwards that he only got as far as the other side the 
settle, when he flung himself on a bench by the wall, removed from 
the fire, and remained silent. 

I was rocking Hareton on my knee, and humming a song that 
began,-

lt was far in the night, and the bairnies grat, 
The mither beneath the mools heard that, 

when Miss Cathy, who had listened to the hubbub from her room, put 
her head in, and whispered,-" Are you alone, Nelly ? " 

"Yes, Miss," I replied. 
She entered and approached the hearth. J, supposing she was 

going to say something, looked up. The expression of her face 
seemed disturbed and anxious. Her lips were half asunder, as if she 
meant to speak, and she drew a breath ; but it escaped in a sigh 
instead of a sentence. I resumed my song; not having forgotten ber 
recent behaviour. 

"\Vhere's Heathcliff?" she said, interrupting me. 
" About bis work in the stable," was my answer. 
He did not contradict me; perhaps he had fallen into a doze. 

There followed another long pause, during which I perceived a drop 
or two trickle from Catherine's cheek to the flags. Is she sorry for 
ber shameful conduct ?-I asked myself. That will be a novelty : but 
she may corne to the point as she will-I shan't help ber! No, she 
felt small trouble regarding any subject, save ber own concems. 

"Oh, dear ! " she cried at last " I'm very unhappy J" 
"A pity," observed I. "You're bard to please: so many friends 

and so few cares, and can't make yourself content ! " 
" Nelly, will you keep a secret for me? " she pursued, kneeling 

down by me, and lifting ber winsome eyes to my face with that sort 
of look which turns off bad temper, even when one bas all the right 
in the world to indulge it 

"Is it worth keeping?" I inquired, less sulkily. 
" Y es, and it worries me, and 1 must let it out ! 1 want to know 

what I should do. To-day, Edgar Linton has asked me to marry 
him, and I've given him an answer. N ow, before I tell you 
whether it was a consent or denial, you tell me which it ought to 
have been." 
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" Really, Miss Catherine, how can I know?" 1 replied. " To be 
sure, considering the exhibition you perfonned in bis presence this 
afternoon, I might say it would be wise to refuse him : since he aske<l 
you after tbat, he must either be hopelessly stupid or a venturesome 
fool." · 

" If you talk so, 1 won't tell you any more," she retumed, peevishl y 
rising to ber feet. "I accepted him, Nelly. Be quick, and say 
whether 1 was wrong 1 " 

" You accepted him ! then what good is it discussing the matter? 
You have pledged your word, and cannot retract." 

"But say whether 1 should have done so-do ! " she exclaimed in 
an irritated tone ; chafing her bands together, and frowning. 

"There are man y things to be considered before that question can 
be answered properly," I sa.id, sententiously. "First and foremost, 
do you love Mr. Edgar?" 

" \Vho can help it? Of course 1 do," she answered. 
Then I put ber through the following catechism : for a girl of 

twenty-two, it was not injudicious. 
"Why do you love him, Miss Cathy? " 
"Nonsense, 1 do--that's sufficient." 
"By no means ; you must say why? ,, 
"\Vell, because be is handsome, and pleasant to be with." 
" Bad ! " was my commentary. 
"And because he is young and cheerful." 
"Bad, stilL" 
" And becanse he loves me." 
"Indifferent, coming there." 
"And he will be rich, and 1 shall like to be the greatest woman 

of the neighbourhooci, and 1 shall be proud of having such a 
husband." 

"\Vorst of ail. And now, say how you love him?" 
"As everybody loves-You're silly, Nelly." 
"Not at all-Answer." 
" 1 love the ground under bis feet, and the air over bis head, and 

everything he touches, and every word be says. I love all his 
looks, and all bis actions, and him entirely and altogether. There 
now ! " 

" And why ? " 
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"Nay; you are ma.king a jest of it: it is exceedingly ill-natured ! 
It's no jest to me 1" said the young lady, scowling, and tuming her 
face to the tire. 

" I'm very far from jesting, Miss Catherine," I replied. " Y ou love 
Mr. Edgar bècause he is handsome, and young, and cheerful, and 
rich, and loves you. The Iast, however, goes for nothing : you would 
love him without that, probably; and with it you wouldn't, unless he 
possessea the four former attractions." 

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

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

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

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

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

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

"1 don't want your permission for that-1 shall marry him: and 
yet you have not told me whether I'm rigbt." 

" Perfectly right ; if people be right to marry only for the present. 
And now, let us hear what you are unhappy about. Your brother will 
be pleased ; the old lady and gentleman will not object, I think ; you 
will escape Crom a disorderly, comfortless home into a wealthy, 
respectable one ; and you love Edgar, and Edgar loves you. AU 
seems smooth and easy : where is the obstacle ? " . 

"Here /and here /" replied Catherine, striking one band on her 
forehead, and the other on ber breast : " in whichever place the 
soul lives. In my soul and in my heart, l'm convinced I'm 
wrong ! " 

" That's very strange ! 1 cannot make it out." 
" It's- my secret. But if you will not mock at me, 1'11 explain it : 

I can't do it distinctly; but 1'11 give you a feeling of how 1 feel." 
She seated herself by me again : ber countenance grew sadder 

and graver, and ber clasped bands trembled. 
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"Nelly, do you never dream queer dreams?" she sa.id, suddenly, 
after some minutes' reftection. 

" V es, now and then," I answered. 
" And so do I. I've dreamt in my life dreams that bave 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 ! " 1 criecl. " We're dismal enough 
without conjuring up ghosts and visions to perplex us. Come, come, 
be merry and like yourself ! Look at little Hareton ! lze's dreaming 
nothing dreary. How sweetly he smiles in his sleep ! " 

" Y es ; and how sweetly his father curses in his solitude 1 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." 

" 1 won't hear it, I won't hear it I " I repeated, hastily. 
1 was superstitious about dreams then, and am still ; and Catherine 

bad an unusual gloom in ber aspect, that made me dread something 
from which I might shape a prophecy, and foresee a fearful cata­
strophe. She was vexed, but she did not proceed. Apparently taking 
up another subject, she recommenced in a short tirne. 

"If 1 were in heaven, Nelly, 1 should be extremely miserable." 
" Because you are not fit to go there," 1 answered. " All sinners 

would be miserable in heaven." 
" But it is not for that. 1 dreamt once that 1 was there." 
"I tell you 1 won't hearken to your dreams, Miss Catherine 1 

l'll go to bed," I interrupted again. 
She laughed, and held me down ; for 1 made a motion to leave 

my chair. 
" This is notbing," cried she : " 1 was only going to say that 

heaven did not seem to be my home; and 1 broke my heart with 
weeping to corne back to earth ; and the angels were so angry that 
they ftung me out into the middle of the heath on the top of 
Wuthering Heights ; wbere 1 woke sobbing for joy. That will do 
to explain my secret, as well as the other. I've no more business to 
rnarry Edgar Linton than 1 have to be in heaven; and if the wicked 
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man in there had not brought H eathcliff so Io"·, 1 shouldn't ha vc 
thought of it. lt would degrade me to marry Heathcliff now ; so he 
shall never know how 1 love him : and that, not because he's hand­
some, Nelly, but because he's more myself than 1 am. \\Thatever our 
souls are made of, bis 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 tumed my head, and ~w him 
rise from the bench, and steal out noiselessly. He had listened till 
he heard Catherine say it would degrade ber to marry him, and then 
he stayed to hear no further. My companion, sitting on the ground, 
was prevented by the back of the sett1e from remarking bis presence 
or departure ; but 1 started, and bade ber hush 1 

" Why? " she asked, gazing nervously round. 
" Joseph is here," I answered, catching opportunely the roll cf 

his cartwheels up the road ; "and Heathcliff will corne in with him. 
l'm not sure whether be were not at the door this moment." 

" Oh, be couldn't overhear me at the door I" said she. " Give 
me Hareton, while you get the supper: and when it is ready ask me 
to sup with you. 1 want to cheat my uncomfortable conscience, and 
be convinced that Heathcliff has no notion of these things. He bas 
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," l 
returned ; " and if you are bis choice, he'll be the most unfortunate 
creature that ever was bom 1 As soon as you become Mrs. Linton, 
he losé(j friend, and love, and ail! Have you considered how you'lJ 
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 aD 
accent of indignation. " \Vho is to separate us, pray? They'll meet 
the fate of Milo ! Not as long as I live, Ellen : for no mortal 
creature. Eyery 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 1 mean ! I shouldn't be Mrs. I..inton 
were such a price demanded ! He'll be as much to me as he ha.4' 
been all his lifetime. Edgar must shake off his antipathy, and tolerate 
him, at least. He will, when he leams my true feelings towards him. 
Nelly, I see now, you think me a selfish wretch; but . did it neve1 
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strike you that if Heathcliff and 1 married, we shoul<l be beggars? 
whereas, if I marry Linton, 1 can aid Heathcliff to rise, and place 
him out of my brother's power." 

"\Vith your husband's money, Miss Catherine?" 1 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." 

" lt is not," retorted she ; " it is the best ! The others were the 
53.tisfaction of my whims: and for Edgar's sake, too, to satisfy him. 
This is for the sake of one who comprehends in bis person my 
feelings to Edgar and myself. 1 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 lu 
remained, I should still continue to be ; and if all else remained, an<l 
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 resemblcs the eternal 
rocks beneath: a source of little visible delight, but necessary. 
Nelly, 1 am Heathcliff! He's always, always in my mind: notas 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 ber face in the folds of my gown ; but I 
jerked it forcibly away. 1 was out of patience with ber 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 : 1'11 not promise to keep 
them." 

" You'll keep that? " she asked, eagerly. 
" No, I'll not promise," 1 repeated. 
She was about to insist, when the entrance of Joseph finished our 

conversation ; and Catherine removed ber seat to a corner, and 
nursed Hareton, while 1 made the supper. After it was cooked, my 
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fellow-servant and I began to quarre! who should carry $ome to 
Mr. Hindley; and we didn't settle it till ail was nearly cold. Then 
we came to the agreement that we would let him ask, if he wanted 
any ; for we feared particularly to go into bis presence when he had 
been some time alone. , 

" And how isn't that nowt comed in fro' th' field, be this time? 
What is he about? girt iclle seeght ! " demanded the old man, looking 
round for Heathcliff. 

"1'11 call him," 1 replied. "He's in the bani, l've no doubt." 
I went and called, but got no answer. On returning, 1 whispered 

to Catherine that he had heard a good part of what she said, 1 was 
sure ; and told how I saw him quit the kitchen just as she complained 
of ber brother's conduct regarding him. She jumped up in a fine 
fright, fiung Hareton on to the settle, and ran to seek for ber friend 
herself; not taking leisure to consider why she was so flurried, or 
how ber talk would have affected him. She was absent such a while 
that Joseph proposed we should wait no longer. He cunningly 
conjectured they were staying away in order to avoid hearing bis 
protracted blessing. They were " ill eneugh for ony fahl manners," 
be affirmed. And on their behalf be added that night a special 
prayer to the usual quarter-of-an-hour's supplication before meat, and 
would have tacked another to the end of the grace, had not bis young 
mistress broken in upon him with a hurried command that he must 
run down the road, and, wherever Heathcliff had rambled, find and 
make him re-enter directly ! 

"I want to speak to him, and 1 must, before 1 go up-stairs," she 
said. " And the gate is open : be is somewhere out of hearing ; for 
he would not reply, though 1 shouted at the top of the fold as loud 
as 1 could." 

Joseph objected at first; she was too much in eamest, however, 
to suffer contradiction ; and at last be placed bis bat on bis head, 
and walked grumbling forth. Meantime, Catherine paced up and 
down the ftoor, exclaiming-" I wonder where be is-1 wonder where 
be can be! "What did I say, Nelly? l've forgotten. Was be vexed 
at my bad humour this aftemoon ? Dear l tell me what l've sa.id to 
grieve him? 1 do wish he'd corne. I do wish be would l" 

" What a noise for nothing ! '' 1 cried, though rather uneasy myseU: 
"What a trifie scares you ! It's surely no great cause of alarm that 
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Heathcliff should take a moonlight saunter on the moors, or even lie 
too sulky to speak to us in the hay-loft. I'll engage he's lurking 
there. See if 1 don't ferret him out ! " 

1 departed to renew my search ; its result was disappointment, and 
Joseph~s quest ended in the same. 

" Y on lad gels war und war ! ,, observed he on re-entering. " He's 
left th' gate at t' full swing, and Miss's pony has trodden dahn two 
rigs o' corn, and plottered through, raight o'er into t' meadow ! Hah­
somdiver, t' maister 'ull play t' devil to-morn, and he'll do weel. He's 
patience itsseln wi' sich careless, offa.ld craters-patience itsseln he is ! 
Bud he'll not be soa allus--yah's see, ail on ye ! Y ah mun'n't drive 
him out of his heead for nowt ! " 

"Have you found Heathcliff, you ass?" interrupted Catherine. 
" Have you been looking for him, as 1 ordered?" 

"1 sud more likker look for th' horse," he replied. "It 'ud be 
to more sense. Bud 1 can look for norther horse nur man of a 
neeght loike this--as black as t' chimbley 1 und Heathcliff's noan t' 
chap to coom at my whistle-happen he'll be less bard o' hearing 
wi' yt /" 

1 t was a very dark evening for summer : the clouds appeared 
inclined to thunder, and 1 said we had better all sit down; the 
approaching rain would be certain to bring him home without further 
trouble. However, Catherine would not be persuaded into tranquillity. 
She kept wandering to and fro, from the gate to the door, in a state 
of agitation which permitted no repose ; and at length took up a 
permanent situation on one side of the wall, near the road : where, 
heedless of my expostulations and the growling thunder, and the great 
drops that began to plash around ber, she remained, calling at intervals, 
and then listening, and then crying outright. She beat Hareton, or 
any child, at a good passionate fit of crying. 

About midnight, while we still sat up, the storm came rattling 
O\·er the Heights in full fury. There was a violent wind, as well as 
thunder, and either one or the other split a tree off at the corner of 
the building : a huge bough f ell across the roof, and knocked down 
a portion of the east chimney-stack, sending a clatter of stones and 
soot into the kitchen-fire. We thought a boit had fallen in the middle 
of us ; and Joseph swung on to bis knees, beseeching the Lord to 
remember the patriarchs Noah and Lot, and, as in former times, 
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spare the righteous, though he smote the ungodly. I felt some senti­
ment that it must be a judgment on us also. The J onah, in my 
mind, was l\fr. Eamshaw; and I shook the handle of bis den that 1 
might ascertain if be were yet living. He replied audibly enough, in 
a fashion wbich made my companion vociferate, more clamorously 
than before, that a wide distinction might be drawn between saints 
like himself and sinners like bis master. But the uproar passed away 
in twenty minutes, leaving us alf unharmed; excepting Cathy, who 
got tboroughly drenched for ber obstinacy in refusing to take inelter, 
and standing bonnetless and shawlless to catch as mucb water as she 
could with her hair and clothes. She came in and lay down on the 
settle, ail soaked as she was, turning ber face to the back, and putting 
her hands before it. 

" \Vell, Miss ! " 1 exclaimed, touching her shouldcr ; " you are 
not bent on getting your death, are you? Do you know what 
o'clock it is ? Half-past twelve. Come, corne to bed ! there's no 
use waiting longer on that foolish boy : he'll be gone to Gimmerton, 
and he'll stay there now. He guesses we shouldn't wake for him till 
this late hour: at least, he guesses that only Mr. Hindley would 
be up; and be'd rather avoid having the door opened by the master." 

"Nay, nay, he's noan at Gimmerton," said Joseph. "I's niver 
wonder but he's at t' bothom of a bog-hoile. This visitation wom't 
for Jlowt, and I wod hev' ye to look out, Miss-yah muh be t' next. 
Thank Hivin for ail ! AU warks togither for gooid to them a:; is 
chozzen, and pike<l out fro' th' rubbidge ! Yah knaw whet t' Scripture 
ses." And be began quoting several texts, referring us to chapters 
and verses wbere we might find them. 

I, baving vainly begged the wilful girl to rise and remove ber wet 
things, left him preaching and ber sbivering, and betook myself to 
bed with little Hareton, who slept as fast as if every one had been 
sleeping round him. I hcard Joseph read on a while aftenvards ; 
then I distinguished bis slow step on the lad<ler, and then I dropped 
asleep. 

Coming down somewhat later than usual, 1 saw, by the sunbeams 
piercing the chinks of the shutters, Miss Catherine still seated near 
the fircplace. The house-door was ajar, too ; Jight entered from its 
unclosed windows; Hindley had corne out, and stood on the kitchen 
hearth, haggard and drowsy. 
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"\Vhat ails you, Cathy ? " he was saying when I entered : " you 
look as dismal as a drowned whelp. \Vhy are you so damp and 
pale, child ? " 

" l've been wet," she answered reluctantly, " and I'm cold, 
tbat's alL" 

" Oh, she is naughty ! "- I cried, perceiving the master to be 
tolerably sober. "She got steeped in the shower of yesterday evening, 
and there she bas sat the night through, and I couldn't prevail on her 
to stir." 

?rlr. Earnshaw stared at us in surprise. " The night through," he 
repeated " \Vhat kept her up ? not fear of the thunder, surely ? 
That was over hours since." 

Neither of us wished to mention Heathcliff's absence, as long as 
we could conceal it ; so 1 replied, I didn't know how she took it 
into her bead to sit up ; and she said nothing. The morning was 
fresh and cool ; 1 threw back the lattice, and presently the room / 
filled with sweet scents from the garden ; but Catherine called 
peevishly to me, "Ellen, shut the window. I'm starving ! 11 And 
ber teeth chattered as she shrank doser to the almost extinguished 
embers. 

"She's ill," said Hindley, taking ber wrist ; " I suppose that's 
the reason she would not go to bed. Damn it l I don't want 
to be troubled with more sickness here. 'Vhat took you into the 
ra.in?" 

"Running after t' lads, as usuald ! " croaked Joseph, catching an 
opportunity, from our hesitation, to thrust in his evil tongue. " If 1 
war yah, maister, I'd just slam t' boards i' their faces ail on 'em, 
gentle and simple! Never a day ut yah're off, but yon cat o' Linton 
comes sneaking hither ; and Miss Nelly, shoo's a fine lass 1 shoo sits 
watching for ye i' t' kitchen ; and as yah're in at one door, he's out 
at t'other; and, then, wer grand lady goes a-courting of ber side ! 
lt's bonny behaviour, lurking amang t' fields, after twelve o' t' night, 
wi' that fahl, ftaysome divil of a gipsy, Heathcliff 1 They think I'm 
blind ; but I'm noan : nowt ut t' soart !-1 seed young Linton boath 
coming and going, and I seed yah" (directing his discourse to me), 
" yah gooid fur nowt, slattenly witch ! nip up and boit into th' house, 
t' minute yah heard t' maister's horse~fit clatter up t' road." 

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

" You lie, Cathy, no doubt," answered her brother, " and you are 
a confounded simpleton ! But never mind Linton at present: tell 
me, were you not with Heathcliff last night ? Speak the truth, now. 
You need not be afra.id of harming him : though 1 hate him as much 
as ever, he did me a good tum a short time since, that will make my 
conscience tender of breaking his neck. To prevent it, I shall send 
him about his business, this very moming; and after he's gone, l'd 
advise you ail to look sharp: 1 shall only have the more humour 
for you." 

" 1 never saw Heathcliff last night,'' answered Catherine, be­
ginning to sob bitterly : cc and ü you do tum him out of doors, ru 
go with him. But, perhaps, you'll never have an opportunity: 
perhaps, he's gone." Here she burst into uncontrollable grief, and 
the remainder of ber words were inarticulate. 

Hindley lavished on her a torrent of scomful abuse, and bade ber 
get to ber room immediately, or sbe shouldn't cry for nothing ! 1 
obliged her to obey ; and 1 shall never forget what a scene she acted 
when we reached her chamber : it tertjfied me. 1 thought she was 
going mad, and 1 begged Joseph to run for the doctor. I t proved 
the commencement of delirium : Mr. Kenneth, as soon as he saw her, 
pronounced her dangerously ill; she had a fever. He bled ber, 
and be told me to let ber live on whey and water-grue!, and take 
care she did not throw herself do\VD$tairs or out of the window ; 
and then he left : for he had enough to do in the parish, where 
two or three miles was the ordinary distance between cottage and 
cottage. 

Though 1 cannot say 1 made a gentle nurse, and Joseph and the 
master were no better; and thougb our patient was as wearisome and 
beadstrong as a patient could be; she weathereù it through. Old 
Mrs. I.inton paid us several visits, to be sure, and set things to rights, 
and scolded and ordered us all ; and when Catherine was convales­
cent, she insisted on conveying ber to Thrushcross Grange : for which 
deliverance we were very grateful. But the poor dame had reason to 
repent of ber kindness : she and her husband both took the fever, and 
<lied within a few days of each other. 
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Our young lady returned to us, saucier and more passionate, and 
baughtier than ever. Heathcliff had never been beard of since the 
evening of the thunder-storm ; and, one day, 1 had the misfortune, 
lrhen she had provoked me exceedingly, to Jay the blame of bis 
disappearance on her : wbere indeed it belonged, as she well knew. 
From that period, for several months, she ceased to hold any com­
munication witb me, save in the relation of a mere servant Joseph 
fell under a ban a1so : he would speak bis mind, and lecture ber all 
the sa.me as if she were a little girl ; and she est~emed berself a 
woman, and our mistress, and thought that ber recent illness gave 
ber a daim to be treated with consideration. Then the doctor had 
wd that she would not bear crossing much; she ought to have ber 
own way ; and it was nothing less than murder in ber eyes for .any 
one to presume to stand up and contradict ber. From Mr. Earnshaw 
and his companions she kept aloof; and tutored by Kenneth, and 
serious threats of a fit that often attended her rages, her brother 
allowed her whatever she pleased to demand, and generally avoided 
aggravating ber fiery temper. He was rather loo indulgent in 
humouring ber caprices ; not from affection, but from pride : be 
wisbed eamestly to see ber bring honour to the family by an alliance 
witb the Lintons, and as long as sbe let him alone she might trample 
on us like slaves, for aught he cared ! Edgar Linton, as multitudes 
have been before and will be after him, was infatuated : and believed 
himself the happiest man alive on the day be led ber to Gimmerton 
Chapel, three years subsequent to bis father's deatb. 

Much against my inclination, 1 was persuaded to leave Wuthering 
Heights and accompany ber here. Little Hareton was nearly five 
years old, and I had just begun to teach bim his letters. \Ve made 
a sad parting; but Catberine's tears were more powerful than ours. 
When I refused to go, and when sbe found ber entreaties dirl not 
move me, she went lamenting to ber husband and brother. The 
former offered me munificent wages; the latter ordered me to pack 
up : be wanted no women in the bouse, be said, now that tbere was 
no mistress ; and as to Hareton, the curate should take him in band, 
by-and-by. And so 1 had but one choice left : to do as I was 
ordered. 1 told the master he got rid of all decent people only 
to run to ruin a little faster ; I kissed Hareton, said good-by ; 
and since then he bas been a stranger : and it's very queer to 
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think it, but l've no doubt be bas completely forgotten ail about 
Ellen Dean, and that he was ever more than ail the world to her, 
and she to him ! 

At this point of the housekeeper's story, she chanced to glance 
towards the time-piece over the chimney; and was in amazement on 
seeing the minute-band measure half-past one. She would not hear 
of staying a second longer: in truth, 1 felt rather disposed to defer 
the sequel of ber narrative, myself. And now that she is vanished to 
her rest, and 1 have meditated for another hour or two, 1 shall 
summon courage to go, also, in spite of aching laziness of he.:i<l 
and limbs. 

. . 
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CHAPTER X. 

A CHARMING introduction to a hermit's life ! Four weeks' torture, 
tossing, and sickness 1 Oh, these bleak winds and bitter northern 
skies,. and impassable roads, and dilatory country surgeons ! And 
oh, this dearth of the human physiognomy ! and, worse than aIJ, the 
terrible intimation of Kenneth that I need not expect to be out of 
doors till spring ! 

Mr. Heathcliff bas just honoured me with a calL About seven 
rlays ago he sent me a brace of grouse-the last of the season. 
Scoundrel ! He is not altogether guiltless in this illness of mine ; 
and that I had a great mind to tell him. But, alas ! how could I 
offend a man who was charitable enough to sit at my bedside a goo<l 
hour, and talk on sorue other subject than pills and draughts, LJisters 
and Jeeches ? This is quite an easy interval. I am too weak to 
read ; yet 1 feel as if I could enjoy something interesting. \Vhy not 
have up Mrs. Dean to finish ber tale ? I can recollect its chief 
incidents, as far as she had gone. Y es : I remember her hero had 
run off, and never been heard of for three years ; and the heroine was 
married. 1'11 ring : she'll be delighted to find me capable of talking 
cheerfully. Mrs. Dean came. 

"It wants twenty minutes, sir, to taking the medicine," she 
commenced. 

"Away, away with it ! "I replied; "1 desire to have-" 
"The doctor says you must drop the powders." 
"\Vith all my heart ! Don't interrupt me. Come and take your 

seat here. Keep your fingers from that bitter phalanx of vials. 
Draw your knitting out of your pocket-that will do-now continue 
the history of Mr. Heathcliff, from where you left off, to the present 
day. Did be finish his education on the Continent, and corne back 

6 
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a gentleman / or did he get a sizar's place at college, or escape t\l 
America, and earn honours by drawing blood from bis foster-country? 
or make a fortune more promptly on the English highways ? " 

"He may have done a little in all these vocations, Mr. Lock­
wood; but 1 couldn't give my word for any. I stated before that I 
didn't know how he gained his money ; neither am 1 aware of the 
means he took to raise bis mind from the savage ignorance into which 
it was sunk : but, with your leave, 1'11 proceed in my own fashion, if 
you think it will amuse and not weary you. Are you feeling better 
this morning ? " 

"Much." · 
"That's good news." 

1 got Miss Catherine and myself to Thrushcross Grange ; and, to 
my agreeable disappointment, she behaved infinitely better than I 
dared to expect. She seemed almost over-fond of Mr. Linton; and 
even to bis sister she showed plenty of affection. They were both 
very attentive to ber comfort, certainly. It was not the th@rn 
bending to the honeysuckles, but the honeysuckles embracing the 
thorn. There were no mutual concessions :. one stood erect, and the 
others yielded : and who can be ill-natured and bad-tempered when 
they encounter neither opposition nor indifference ? 1 observed that 
Mr. Edgar had a deep-rooted fear of ruffiing her humour. He con­
cealed it from ber; but ü ever he heard me answer sharply, or saw 
any other servant grow cloudy at some imperious order of bers, be 
would show his trouble by a frown of displeasure that never darkened 
on his own account. He many a time spoke sternly to me about my 
pertness; and averred that the stab of a knife could not inflict a 
worse pang than he suff ered at seeing bis lady vexed. Not to grieve 
a kind master, I learned to be less touchy ; and, for the space of 
half a year, the gunpo'Yder layas harmless as sand, because no fire 
came near to explode it. Catherine. ha~ seasons of gloom and 

~ silence now and then : they were respected with sympathizing 
silence by ber husband, who ascribed them to an alteration in 
ber constitution, produced by ber perilous illness ; as she was never 
subject to depression of spirits before. The retum of sunshine was 
welcomed by answering sunshine from him. 1 believe 1 may assert 
that they were really in possession of deep and growing happiness. 
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It ended. Well, we 111usl .be for ourselves in the long run; the 
mild and generous are only more justly selfish than the domineering; 
and it ended when circumstances caused each to feel that the one's 
interest was not the chief consideration in the other's thoughts. On 
a mellow evening in September, 1 was coming from the garden with 
a lleavy basket of apples which 1 had been gathering. lt had got 
dusk, and the moon looked over the high wall of the court, causing 
undefined shadows to lurk in the corners of the numerous projecting 
portions of the building. I set my burden on the house-steps by the 
kitchen-door, and lingered to rest, and drew in a few more breaths of 
the soft, sweet air ; my eyes were on the moon, and my back 
to the entrance, when I heard a voice behind me say,-" Nelly, is 
that you ?" 

1 t was a deep voice, and foreign in tone ; yet there was some­
thing in the manner of pronouncing my name which made it sound 
familiar. 1 tumed about to discover who spoke, fearfully ; for the 
doors were shut, and 1 had seen nobody on approaching the steps. 
Something stirred in the porch ; and, moving nearer, 1 distinguisbed 
a tall man dressed in dark clothes, with dark face and hair. He Ieant 
against the side, and held bis fingers on the latch as if intending to 
open for himself. " Who can it be ? " 1 thought. " Mr. Earnshaw ? 
Oh, no 1 The voice has no resemblance to bis." 

" 1 have waited here an hour, n he resumed, while 1 continued 
staring ; "and the whole of that tlme ail round bas been as still as 
deatb. 1 dared not enter. You do not know me? Look, I'm not 
a stranger 1 " 

A ray fell on his features ; the cheeks were sallow, and half 
cotered with black whiskers ; the brows lowering, the eyes deep-set 
and singular. 1 remembered the eyes. 

" What ! " I cried, uncertain whether to regard him as a worldly 
risitor, and I raised my bands in amazement. " What 1 you corne 
back ? Is it really you ? Is it? " 

"Yes, Heathcliff," he replied, glancing from me up to the 
windows, which reftected a SCOl'.e of glittering moons, but showed no 
lights from within. "Are they at home? where is she? Nelly, you 
are not glad 1 you needn't be so disturbed. Is she here? Speak J I 
want to have one word with her-your mistress. Go, and say some 
person from Gimmerton desires to see ber." 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



WUTHERING HEJGHTS. 

" How will she take it? " 1 exclaimed. " What will she do? The 
surprise bewilders me-it will put her out of her head 1 And you are 
Heathcliff ! But altered ! Nay, there's no comprehen<ling it. Have 
you been for a soldier ? " 

"Go and carry my message," be interrupted, impatient1y. "l'm 
in hell till you do 1 " • 

He lifted the latch, and 1 entered; but when 1 got to the parlour 
where Mr. and Mrs. Linton were, I could not persuade myself to 
proceed. At length, 1 resolved on making an excuse to ask if they 
wouJd have the candies lighted, and 1 opened the door. 

They sat together in a window whose lattice lay back against the 
wall, and displayed, beyond the garden trees, and the wild green park, 
the valley of Gimmerton, with a long line of mist winding nearly to 
its top (for very soon after you pass the chapel, as you may have 
noticed, the sough that runs from the marshes joins a beck whicb 
follows the bend of the glen ). Wuthering Heights rose above this 
silvery vapour; but our old bouse was invisible; it rather dips down 
on the other side. Both the room and its occupants, and the scene 
they gazed on, looked wondrously peaceful 1 shrank reluctantly 
from performing my errand ; and was actually going away leaving it 
unsaid, after having put my question about the candies, when a sense 
of my folly compelled me to return, and mutter, " A person from 
Gimmerton wishes to sec you, ma'am." 

" \Vhat does he want?" asked Mrs. Linton. 
" 1 did not question him," 1 answered. 
"\Vell, close the curtains, Nelly," she said; "and bring up tea. 

I'll be back again directly." 
She quitted the apartment ; Mr. Edgar inquired, careless1y, who 

it was. 
"Some one mistress does not expect," 1 replied. "That Heath­

cliff-you recollect him, sir-who used to live at Mr. Earnshaw's." 
"What 1 the gipsy-the ploughboy? '' he cried. " Why did yoa 

not say so to Catherine?" 
" Hush 1 you must not call him by those names, master," I 

said. " She'd be sadly grieved to hear you. She was nearly heart­
broken when he ran otr. 1 guess his retum wil1 make a jubilee 
to her.'' 

Mr. Linton walked to a window on the other side of the room that 
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overlooked the court. He unfastened it, and leant out I suppose 
they were below, for he exclaimed quickly : " Don't stand there, love! 
Bring the person in, if it be any one particular." Ere long, I heard 
the click of the htch, and Catherine flew up-stairs, breathless and 
wild ; too excited to show gladness : indeed, by ber face, you would 
r.ather have surmised an awful calamity. 

" Oh, Edgar, Edgar ! " she panted, flinging ber arms round his 
neck. " Oh, Edgar darling ! Heathcliff's come back-be is ! " And 
she tightened ber embrace to a squeeze. 

"\Vell, well," cried ber husband, crossly, "don't strangle me for 
that ! He never struck me as such a marvellous treasure. There is 
no need to be frantic ! " 

"I know you clidn't like him," she answered, repressing a little the 
intensity of her delight. " Yet, for my sake, you must be friends, 
aow. Shall I tell him to come up ? " 

" Here," he said, " into the parlour? " 
" \Vhere else?" she asked. 
He looked vexed, and suggested the kitchen as a more suitable 

place for him. Mrs. Linton eyed him with a droll expression-half 
angry, half laughing at bis fastidiousness. 

" No," she added, after a while ; " I cannot sit in the kitchen. 
Set two tables here, Ellen: one for your master and Miss Isabella, 
being gentry ; the other for Heathcliff and myself, being of the lower 
orders. Will that please you, dear? Or must I have a fire lighted 
elsewhere? If so, give directions. 1'11 run down and secure my 
guest. I'm afraid the joy is too great to be real ! " 

She was about to dart off again; but Edgar arrested her. 
" Yuu bid him step up," be said, addressing me; "and, Catherine, 

try to be glad, without being absurd. The whole household nee<l 
not witness the sight of your welcoming a runaway servant as a 
brother." 

1 descended, and found Heathcliff waiting under the porch, 
evidently anticipating an invitation to enter. He followed my 
guidance without waste of words, and 1 ushere<l him into the presence 
of the master and mistress, whose ftushed cheeks betrayed signs of 
warm talking. Bùt the lady's glowed with another feeling when ber 
friend appeared at the door : she sprang forward, took both bis bands, 
and led him to Linton; and then she seized Linton's reluctant fingcrs 

Digitized by Go gle ·original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



86 WUTHERING HEIGHTS. 

and crushed them into his. N ow, Cully revealed by the fire and 
cancllelight, 1 was amazed, more than ever, to behold the transforma­
tion of Heathcliff. He had grown a tall, athletic, weU-fonned man ; 
beside whom, my master seemed quite slender and youth-like. His 
upright carriage suggested the idea of bis having been in the anny. 
His countenance was much older in expression and decision of feature 
than Mr. Linton's ; it looked intelligent, and retained no marks of 
fonner degradation. A half-civilized ferocity lurked yet in the 

, depressed brows and eyes full of black fire, but it was subdued ; and 
bis manner was even dignified : quite divested of roughness, though 
too stem for grace. My master's surprise equalled or exceeded 
mine: be remained for a minute at a loss how to address the plough­
boy, as be had called him. Heathcliff dropped bis slight band, and 
stood looking at him coolly till be chose to speak. 

cc Sit down, sir," he said, at length. cc Mrs. Linton, recalling old 
times, would have me give you a cordial reception; and, of course, I 
am gratified when anything occurs to please ber." 

"And I also," answered Heathcliff, "especially if it be anything 
in which I have a part. I shall stay an hour or two willingly.'' 

He took a seat opposite Catherine, who kept ber gaze fixed on 
him as if she feared be would vanish were she to remove it. He did 
not raise bis to ber often : a quick glance now and then sufficed ; but 
it ftashed back, each time more confidently, the un<lisguised delight be 
drank from bers. They were too much absorbed in their mutual joy 
to suffer embarrassment. Not so Mr. Edgar: be grew pale with pure 
annoyance : a feeling that reached its climax when bis lady rose, and 
stepping across the rug, seized Heathclift''s bands again, and laughed 
like one beside herselt: 

" 1 shall think it a dream to-morrow J " she cried. '' 1 shall not 
be able to believe that 1 have seen, and touched, and spoken to 
you once more. And yet, cruel Heathclift' ! you don't deserve this 
welcome. To be absent and silent for three years, and never to 
think of me l " 

" A little more than you have thought of me," be murmured. " I 
heard of your marriage, Cathy, not long since ; and, white waiting- in 
the yard below, I meditated this plan-just to have one glimpse of 
your face, a stare of surprise, perhaps, and pretended pleasure; after­
wards settle my score with Hinclley; and then prevent the law by 
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doing execution on mysell Your welcome bas put these ideas out 
of my mind ; but beware of meeting me with another aspect next 
time ! Nay, you'll not drive me off again. You were really sorry for 
me, were you ? Weil, there was cause. l've fought through a bitter 
life since 1 last heard your voice ; and you must forgive me, for I 
struggled only for you ! " 

· " Catherine, unless we are to have cold tea., please to come to the 
table," interrupted Linton, striving to preserve bis ordinary tone, and 
a due measure of politeness. " Mr. Heathcliff will have a long walk, 
wherever be may loclge to-night ; and I'm thirsty." 

She took ber post before the um ; and Miss Isabella came, sum­
moned by the bell; then, having handed their chairs forward, I left 
the room. The meal hardly endured ten minutes. Catherine's cup 
was never filled : she could neither eat nor drink. Edgar had made 
a slop in bis saucer, and scarcely swallowed a mouthful. Their guest 
did not protract bis stay that evening above an hour longer. I asked, 
as he departed, if he went to Gimmerton? 

"No, to \Vuthering Heights," he answered: "Mr. Eamshaw 
invited me, when I called this moming." 

Mr. Earnshaw invited him I and he called on Mr. Earnsbaw ! I 
pondered this sentence painfully, after be was gone. Is be turning 
out a bit of a hypocrite, and coming into the country to work mischief 
under a cloak ? I mused : 1 bad a presentiment in the bottom of 
my heart that he had better have remained away. 

About the middle of the night, I was wakened from my first nap 
by ldrs. Linton gliding into my chàmber, ta.king a scat on my bedside, 
and pulling me by the hair to rouse me. 

" I cannot rest, Ellen," she said, by way of apology. " An<l 1 
want some living creature to keep me company in my happiness ! 
Edgar is sulky, because I'm glad of a thing that <loes not interest 
him: be refuses to open bis mouth, except to utter pettish, silly 
speeches; and he affirmed I was cruel and selfish for wishing to . talk 
when he was so sick and sleepy. He always contrives to be sick at 
the least cross! I gave a few sentences of commendation to Heath­
cliff, and he, either for a headache or a pang of envy, began to cry : 
so I got up and left him." 

" What use is it praising Heathcliff to him ? " I aDswered. 
''As lads they had an aversion to each other, and Heathcliff would 
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hate just as much to hear him praised: it's human nat~re. Let Mr. 
Linton alone about him, unless you would like an open quarre} between 
them." 

" But does it not show great weakness ? " pursued she. " l'm not 
envious : I never feel hurt at the brightness of Isabella's yellow haïr 
and the whiteness of ber skin, at ber dainty elegance, and the fondness 
ail the family exhibit for ber. Even you, Nelly, if we have a dispute 
sometimes, you back Isabella at once; and 1 yield like a foolish mother: 
I call her a darling, and flatter ber into a good temper. It pleases 
her brother to see us cordial, and that pleases me. But they are 
very much alike : they are spoiled children, and fancy the world was 
made for their accommodation; and though I humour both, I think 
a smart chastisement might improve them ail the same." 

" You're mistaken, Mrs. Linton," said 1. " They humour you : I 
know what there would be to do if they did not Y ou can well afford 
to indulge their passing whims as long as their business is to anticipate 
all your desires. You may, however, fall out, at last, over something 
of equal consequ~nce to both sides ; and then those you term weak 
are very capable of being as obstinate as you." 

" And then we shall fight to the death, shan't we, Nelly?" she 
retumed, laughing. "No! I tell you, 1 have such faith in Linton's 
love, that 1 believe 1 might kill him, and be wouldn't wish to 
retaliate." 

1 advised ber to value him the more for bis affection. 
"1 do," she answered, "but he needn't resort to whining for 

trifies. It is childish ; and, instead of melting into tears because 1 
said that Heathcliff was now worthy of any one's regard, and it would 
honour the first gentleman in the country to be bis friend, be ought 
to have said it for me, and been delighted from sympathy. He must 
get accustomed to him, and be may as well like him: considering 
how Heathcliff bas reason to object to him, I'm sure be behaved 
excellently ! " 

" 'Vhat do you think of bis going to Wuthering Heights ? " I 
inquired. "He is reformed in every respect, apparently: qui te 
a Christian : otfering the right band of fellowship to bis enemies all 
around 1" 

" He explained it," she replicd. " 1 wonder as much as you. He 
said be called to gather information conceming me from you, supposing 
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you resided there still; and Joseph told Hindley, who came out and 
f dl to questioning him of what he had been doing, and how he had 
Leen living; and finally, desired him to walk in. There were some 
persans sitting at cards; Heathcliff joined them; my brother lost 
some money to him, and, finding him plentifully supplied, he ref!uested 
that he would corne again in the evening: to which be consented. 
Hindley is too reckless to select his acquaintance prudently: he 
doesn't trouble himself to reflect on the causes he might have for mis­
trusting one whom he bas basely injured. But Heathcliff affirms his 
principal reason for resuming a connection with bis ancient persecutor 
is a wish to install himself in quarters at walking distance from the 
Grange, and an attachment to the bouse where we lived together; and 
likewise a hope that I shall have more opportunities of seeing him 
there than 1 could have if be settled in Gimmerton. He means to 
offer liberal payment for permission to looge at the Heights ; and 
doubtless my brother's covetousness will prompt him to accept the 
tenns: he was always greedy; though what he grasps with one band 
hc ftings away with the other." 

" It's a nice place for a young man to fix bis dwelling in ! " said 1. 
"Have you no fear of the consequences, Mrs. Linton?" 

" None for my friend," she replied : " bis strong head will keep 
bim from danger ; a little for Hindley : but he can't be made morally 
worse than he is; and 1 stand between him and bodily harm. The 
event of this evening has reconciled me to God and humanity ! 1 had 
risen in angry rebellion against Providence. Oh, I've endured very, 
very bitter misery, Nelly! If that creature knew how bitter, he'd be 
ashamed to cloud its removal with idle petulance. It was kindness 
for him which induced me to bear it alone : had 1 expressecl the agony 
1 frequently felt, be would have been taught to long for its alleviation 
as ardently as 1. However, it's over, and I'll take no revenge on his 
folly ; I can afford to suffer anything hereafter ! Shoul<l the meanest 
thing alive slap me on the cheek, I'd not only tum the other, but l'd 
ask pardon for provoking it ; and, as a proof, 1'11 go make my peace 
with Edgar instantly. Good·night ! I'm an angel ! " 

In this self--complacent conviction she departed; and the success 
of her fulfilled resolution was obvious on the morrow : Mr. Linton had 
not only abjured bis peevishness (though bis spirits secmed still 
subdued by Catherine's exuberance of vivacity), but he ventured no 
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objection to ber ta.king Isabella with her to Wuthering Heights in the 
afternoon ; and sbe rewarded him witb sucb a summer of sweetness 
and affection in . retum, as made the bouse a paradise for several 
days ; both master and servants profiting from the perpetual sunsbine. 

Heathcliff-Mr. Heathcliff I should say in future-used the 
liberty of visiting at Thrushcross Grange cautiously, at first : be 
seemed estimating how far its owner would bear bis intrusion. 
Catherine, also, deemed it judicious to moderate ber expressions of 
pleasure in receiving bim; and he gradually established bis right to 
be expected. He retained a great deal of the reserve for whicb his 
boyhood was remarkable ; and that served to repress ail startling 
demonstrations of feeling. My master's uneasiness experienced a 
lull, and furtber circumstances diverted it into another channel for a 
space. 

His new source of trouble sprang from the not-anticipated mis­
fortune of Isabella Linton evincing a sudden and irresistible attraction 
towards the tolerated guest. She was at that time a charming young 
lady of eighteen; infantile in manners, though possessed of keen wit, 
keen feelings, and a keen temper, too, if irritated. Her brother, wbo 
loved ber tenderly, was appalled at this fantastic preference. Leaving 
aside the degradation of an alliance with a nameless man, and the 
possible fact that bis property, in default of heirs male, might pass 
into such a one's power, he had sense to comprehend Heathcliff's 
disposition: to know that, though bis exterior was altered, bis mind 
was unchangeable and unchanged. And he dreaded that mind : it 
revolted him : he shrank forebodingly from the idea of committing 
Isabella toits keepmg. He would have recoiled still more had he 
been aware that ber attachment rose unsolicited, and was bestowed 
where it awakened no reciprocation of sentiment; for the minute be 
discovered its existence, be laid the blame on Heathcliff's deliberate 
designing. 

We had ail remarked, during some time, tbat Miss Linton fretted 
and pined over something. She grew cross and wearisome ; snapping 
at and teasing Catherine continually, at the imminent risk of exhausting 
ber limited patience. \Ve excused ber, to a certain extent, on the 
plea of ill-health : she was dwindling and fading before our eyes. 
But one day, when sbe bad been peculiarly wayward, rejecting ber 
breakfast, complaining tbat the servants did not do what she told 
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them ; that the mistress would allow ber to be nothing in the bouse, 
and Edgar neglected ber ; that she had caught a cold with the doors 
being left open, and we let the parlour tire go out on purpose to vex 
ber, with a hundred yet more frivolous accusations, Mrs. Linton 
peremptorily insisted that she should get to bed; and, having scolded 
her heartily, threatened to send for the doctor. Mention of Kenneth 
caused her to exclaim, instantly, that ber health was perfect, and it 
was only Catherine's harshness which made ber unhappy. 

" How can you say I am harsh, you naughty fondling? " cried the 
mistress, amazed at the unreasonable assertion. "Vou are surely 
losing your reason. When have 1 been harsh, tell me? " 

"Yesterday," sobbed Isabella, "and now ! " 
" V esterday ! " said ber sister-in-law. " On what occasion ? " 
" In our walk along the moor : you told me to ramble where 1 

pleascd, while you sauntered on with Mr. Heathcliff?" 
" And that's your notion of harshness? " sa.id Catherine, laughing. 

"It was no hint that your company was superfluous? We didn't care 
whether you kept with us or not ; 1 merely thought Heathcliff 's talk 
would have nothing entertaining for your ears." 

"Oh, no," wept the young lady; "you wished me away, because 
you knew 1 liked to be there ! " 

" Is she sane ? " asked Mrs. Linton, appealing to me. 1'11 repeat 
our conversation, word for word, Isabella; and you point out any 
charm it could have had for you." 

" I don't mind the conversation," she answered : " I wanted to be 
with-'' 

"Weil ? " said Catherine, perceiving ber hesitate to complete the 
sentence. 

"\Vith him : and 1 won't be always sent off! " she continued, 
kindling up. " Vou are a dog in the manger, Cathy, and desire no 
one to be loved but yourself ! " 

" Vou are an impertinent little monkey ! " exclaimed Mrs. Linton, 
in surprise. "But 1'11 not believe this idiotcy ! It is impossible that 
you can covet the admiration of Heathcliff.-that you consider him an 
agr~able person ! I hope 1 have misunderstood you, Isabella ? " 

'' No, you have not," said the infatuated girl " 1 love him more 
than ever you loved Edgar, and he might love me, if you would let 
hi 

'" 
m. 
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'~ I wouldn't be you for a kingdom, then ! " Catherine declared, 
emphatically: and she seemed to speak sincerely. "Nelly, belp me 
to convince ber of ber madness. Tell ber wbat Heathcliff is: an 
unreclaimed creature, without refinement, without cultivation : an 
arid wildemess of furze and whinstone. I'd as soon put that little 
canary into the park on a winter's day, as recommend you to bestow 
your heart on him ! It is deplorable ignorance of bis character, 
Ghild, and nothing else, which makes that dream enter your head. 
Pray, don't imagine that he conceals depths of benevolence and 
affection beneath a stem. exterior ! He's not a rough diamond-a 
pearl-containing oyster of a rustic : be's a fierce, pitiless, wolfish man. 
1 never say to him, 'Let this or that enemy alone, because it would 
be ungenerous or cruel to hann them ;' 1 say, 'Let them atone, 
because I should hate them to be wronged : ' and he'd crush you like 
a sparrow's egg, Isabella, if he found you a troublesome charge. I 
know he couldn't love a Linton ; and yet he'd be quite capable of 
marrying your fortune and expectations: avarice is growing with him 
a besetting sin. There's my picture : and I'm bis friend-so much 
so, that bad he thought seriously to catch you, I should, perhaps, 
have beld my tongue, and let you fa.Il into bis trap." 

Miss Linton regarded ber sistcr-in-law with indignation. 
"For shame ! for shame ! "she repeated, angrily. "You are worse 

than twenty foes, you poisonous friend ! " 
" Ah ! you won't believe me, then ? " sa.id Catherine. " You think 

I speak from wicked selfishness ? " 
" I'm certain you do,,, retorted Isabella ; " and I shudder at you ! " 
'' Good ! " cried the other. " Try for yourself, if that be your 

spirit : 1 have done, and yield the argument to your saucy in­
solence."-

" And I must suffer for ber egotism I "sbe sobbed, as Mrs. Linton 
Jeft the room. "Ail, a11 is against me : she has blighted my single 
consolation. But she uttered falsehoods, didn't she ? Mr. Heathcliff 
is not a tiend : be bas an bonourable soul, and a true one, or how 
could he remember her? " 

" Banish him from your thoughts, Miss," I said. " He's a bird of 
bad omen: no mate for you. Mrs. Linton spoke strongly, and yet I 
can't contradict ber. She is better acquainted with bis heart than I, 
or any one besides; and she never would represent him as worse 
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than be is. Honest people don't bide their . deeds. How bas he 
been living? bow bas be got ricb? why is be staying at \Vuthering 
Heights, the bouse of a man wbom be abbors ? They say Mr. Earn­
shaw is worse and worse since he came. They sit up ail night 
together continually, and Hindley has been borrowing money on bis 
land, and does nothing but play and drink: 1 heard only a week ago 
-it was Joseph who told me-1 met bim at Gimmerton : ' Nelly,' he 
said, 'we's hae a crowner's 'quest enow, at ahr folks'. One on 'em 's 
a'most getten bis finger eut off wi' hauding t' otber fro' stickin' bisse1n 
loike a cawlf. That's maister, yah knaw, 'at 's soa up o' going tub t, 
grand 'sizes. He's noan feared o' t' bench o' judges, norther Paul, nur 
Peter, nur John, nur Matthew, nor noan on 'em, not be 1 He fair 
likes-be langs to set bis brazened face agean 'em ! And yon bonny 
lad Heathcliff, yah mind, he's a rare 'un. He can gim a laugh as 
well 's onyborly at a raight divil's jest. Does he niver say nowt of 
his fine living amang us, wben be goes to t' Grange? This is t' way 
on 't :-up at sun-down: dice, brandy, cloised shutters, und can'le­
light till next day at noon: then, t' fooil gangs banning und raving to 
bis cham'er, makking dacent fowks dig thur fingers i' thur lugs fur 
varry shame ; un' the knave, why be can caint his brass, un' ate, un' 
sleep, un' off to bis neighbour's to gossip wi' t' wife. l' course, he 
tells Dame Catherine how her fathur's goold runs into his pocket, and 
her fatbur's son gallops down t' broad road, wbile he flees afore to 
oppen t' pikes ! ' Now; Miss Linton, Joseph is an old rascal, but no 
liar ; and, if bis account of Heathcliff's conduct be true, you would 
never think of desiring such a busband, would you ? " 

"Vou are leagued with the rest, Ellen ! '' she replied. " 1'11 not 
listen to your slanders. What malevolence you must have to wish to 
convince me that there is no happiness in the world ! " 

Whether she would have got over this fancy if left to herself, or 
persevered in nursing it perpetually, 1 cannot say : she had little time 
to reBect. The day after, there was a justice-meeting at the next 
town ; my master was obliged to attend ; and Mr. Heathcliff, aware 
of bis absence, called rather earlier than usual. Catherine and 
Isabella were sitting in the library, on hostile tenns, but silent : the 
latter alarmed at ber recent indiscretion, and the disclosure she had 
made of ber secret feelings in a transient fit of passion ; the former, 
on mature consideration, really offended with ber companion; and, if 
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she laughed again at her pertness, inclined to make it no laughing 
matter to lzer. She did laugh as she saw Heathcliff pass the window. 
1 was sweeping the hearth, and 1 noticed a mischievous smile on ber 
lips. Isab.ella, absorbed in her meditations, or a book, remained till 
the door opened ; and it was too late to attempt an escape, which she 
would gladly have done had it been practicable. 

" Come in, that's right ! " exclaimed the mistress, gaily, pulling a 
mair to the fire. "Here are two people sadly in need of a third to 
thaw the ice between them ; and you are the very one we shoutd both 
of us choose. Heathcliff,. I'm proud to show you, at last, somebody 
that dotes on you more than myself. I expect you to feel flattered. 
Nay, it's not Nelly ; don't look at her ! My poor little sister-in-law 
is breaking her heart by mere contemplation of your physical and 
moral beauty. It lies in your own power to be Edgar's brother l 
No, no, Isabella, you shan't run off," she continued, arresting, witb 
feigned playfulness, the confounded girl, who had risen indignantly. 
" We were quarrelling like cats about you, Heathcliff; and 1 was 
fairly beaten in protestations of devotion and admiration : and, more­
over, 1 was informed that if 1 would but have the manners to stand 
aside, my rival, as she will have herself to be, would shoot a shaft into 
your soul that would fut you for ever, and s~nd my image into eternal 
oblivion ! '' 

"Catherine I "said Isabella, calling up her dignity, and disdaining 
to struggle from the tight grasp that held her, " l'd thank you to 
adhere to the truth and not slander me, even in joke 1 Mr. Heathcliff, 
be kind enough to bid this friend of yours release me : she forgets 
that you and I are not intimate acquaintances ; and what amuses her 
is painful to me beyond expression." . 

As the guest answered nothing, but took his seat, and looked 
thoroughly indifferent what sentiments she cherished conceming him, 
she turned and whispered an earuest appeal for liberty to her 
tormentor. 

" By no means ! n cried Mrs. Linton in answer. " 1 won't be 
named a dog in the manger again. Y ou slzal/ stay : now then ! 
Heathcliff, why don't you evince satisfaction at my pleasant news ? 
Isabella swears that the love Edgar has for me is nothing to th;it she 
entertains for you. l'm sure she made some speech of the kind ; did 
she not, Ellen? And she has fasted ever since the day before yester-
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day's walk, from sorrow and rage that I despatched ber out of your 
society under the idea of its being unacceptable." · 

" 1 think you belie her," said Heathcliff, twisting bis chair to face 
them. "She wishes to be out of my society now, at any rate ! " 

And he stared bard at the object of discourse, as one might do at 
a strange repulsive animal: a centipede from the Indies, for instance, 
which curiosity leads one to examine in spi te of the aversion it raises. 
The poor thing couldn't bear that : she grew white and red in rapid 
succession, and, while tears beaded ber lashes, bent the strength of 
ber small fingers to loosen the firm clutch of Catherine ; and perceiving 
that as fast as she raised one finger off her arm another closed down, 
and she could not remove the whole together, she began t make 
use of ber nails ; and their sharpness presently ornamented the de­
tainer's with crescents of red. 

"There's a tigrcss ! n exclaimed Mrs. Linton, setting ber free, and 
shaking ber band with pain. " Begone, for God's sake, and bide 
your vixen face ! How foolish to reveal those talons to him. Can't 
you fancy the conclusions he'll draw? Look, Heathcliff ! they are 
instruments that will do execution-you must beware of your eyes." 

"l'd wrench them off her fingers, if they ever menaced me," be 
answered, brutally, when the door had closed after ber. "But what 
did you mean by teasing the creature in that manner, Cathy ? You 
were not speaking the truth, were you ? " 

"I assure you 1 was," she retumed. " She bas bee~ dying for your 
sake several weeks; and raving about you this moming, and pouring 
forth a deluge of abuse, because I represented your failings in a plain 
light, for the purpose of mitigating ber adoration. But don't notice 
it further : I wished to punish ber sauciness, that's ail. I like ber too 
well, my dear Heathcliff, to let you absolutely seize and devour ber up." 

"And I like ber too ill to attempt it," said he, "except in a very 
ghoulish fashion. You'd hear of odd things if 1 lived alone with that 
mawkish, waxen face : the most ordinary would be painting on its 
white the colours of the rainbow, and tuming the blue eyes black, 
every day or two : they detestably resemble Linton's." 

"Delectably ! :r observed Catherine. "They are dove's eyes­
angel's ! " 

" She's her brother's heir, is she not? '' he asked, after a brief 
silence. 
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" 1 should be sorry to think so," retumed bis companion. " Hait: 
a-dozen nephews shall erase ber title, please heaven 1 Abstract your 
mind from the subject at present: you are too prone to covet your 
neighbour's goods; remember lhis neighbour's goods are mine." . 

" If they were mine, they would be none the less that," said 
Heathcliff; "but though Isabella. Linton may be silly, she is scarcely 
mad; and, in short, we'll dismiss the matter, as you advise." 

From their tongues, they did dismiss it; and Catherine, probably, 
from ber thoughts. The other, 1 f elt certain, recalled it often in the 
course of the evening. 1 saw him smile to himself-grin rather-and 
lapse into omiuous musing whenever ?tirs. Linton had occasion to be 
absent from the apartment. 

1 determined to watch bis movements. My heart invariably 
cleaved to the master's, in preference to Catherine's side : 'with reason 
1 imagined, for he was kind, and trustful, and honourable ; and she­
she coulq not be called the opposite, yet she seemed to allow herself 
such wide latitude, that 1 had little faith in ber principles, and still 
Jess sympathy for ber feelings. 1 wanted something to happen which 
might have the effect of freeing both Vf'uthering Heights and the 
Grange of Mr. Heathcliff, quietly; leaving us as we had been prior 
to his advent. His visits were a continuai nightmare tome; and, 1 
suspected, to my master also. His abode at the Heights was an 
oppression past explaining. 1 felt that God had forsaken the stray 
sheep there to its own wicked wanderings, and an evil beast prowled 
between it and the fold, waiting bis time to spring and desttoy. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

SolIETIMES, while meditating on these things in solitude, l've got up 
in a sudden terror, and put on my bonnet to go see how all was at 
the farm. l've persuaded my conscience that it was a duty to warn 
him how people talked regarding his ways ; and then l've recollected 
his confirmed bad habits, and, hopeless of benefiting him, have 
tlinched from rc-entering the dismal bouse, doubting if 1 could bear 
to be taken at my word. 

One time 1 passed the old gate, going out of my way, on a joumey 
to Gimmerton. It was about the period that my narrative bas 
reached : a bright frosty aftemoon ; the ground bare, and the road 
hard and dry. 1 came to a stone where the highway branches off on 
to the moor at your left band; a rough sand-pillar, with the letters 
\V. H. eut on its north side, on the east, G., and on the south-west, 
T. G. 1 t serves as a guide-post to the Grange, the Heights, and 
village. The sun shone yellow on its grey head, reminding me of 
summer; and I cannot say why, but ail at once, a gush of child's 
sensations flowed into my heart. Hindley and 1 held it a favourite 
spot twenty years before. 1 gazed long at. the weather-worn block; 
and, stooping down, perceived a hole near the bottom still full of 
snail-shells and pebbles, which we were fond of storing there with 
more perishable things; and, as fresh as reality, it appeared that 1 
beheld my early playmate seated on the withered turf: bis dark, 
square head bent forward, and bis little band scooping out the earth 
with a piece of slate. " Poor H indley 1" 1 exclaimed, involuntarily. 
1 started: my bodily eye was cheated into a momentary belief that 
the child lifted its face arid stared straight into mine! It vanished 
in a twinkling ; but immediately 1 felt an irresistible yearning to be 
at the Heights. Superstition urged me to comply with this impulse: 

7 
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supposing be should be dead ! 1 thought-or should die soon !­
supposing it were a sign of death ! The nearer 1 got to the bouse 
the more agitated 1 grew; and on catching sight of it 1 trembled in 
every limb. The apparition had outstripped me : it stood looking 
through the gate. That was my first idea on observing an elf-locked, 
brown-eyed boy setting bis ruddy countenance against the bars. 
Further reflection suggested this must be Hareton, my Hareton, not 
altered greatly since 1 left him, ten months since. 

" God bless thee, darling ! " 1 cried, forgetting instantaneously my 
foolish fears. "Hareton, ies Nelly! Nelly, thy nurse." 

He retreated out of arm's length, and picked up a large flint 
"1 am corne to see thy father, Hareton," 1 added, guessing Crom 

the action that Nelly, if she lived in bis memory at all, was not 
recognized as one with me. 

He raised bis missile to hurl it ; 1 commenced a soothing speech, 
but could not stay his band : the stone struck my bonnet; and then 
ensued, from the stammering lips of the little fellow, a string of 
curses, which, whether he comprehended them or not, were delivered 
with practised emphasis, and distorted bis baby features into a 
shocking expression of malignity. You may be certain this grieved 
more than angered me. Fit to cry, 1 took an orange from my pocket, 
and offered it to propitiate him. He besitated, and then snatched 
it Crom my hold ; as if he fancied 1 only intended to tempt and dis­
appoint him. I showed another, keeping it out of his reach. 

" Who has taugbt you those fine words, my bairn ? " 1 inquired. 
" The curate ? " 

" Damn the cura.te, and thee 1 Gie me that," he replied. 
"Tell us where you got your lessons, and you shall have it," sa.id 

I. " \\7ho's your master?" 
" Devil daddy," was bis answer. 
cc And what do you learn from daddy?" 1 continued. 
He jumped at the fruit; I raised it higher. "What does be 

teach you?" I asked 
"Naught," said he, "but to keep out of bis gait Daddy cannot 

bide me, beeause I swear at him." 
cc Ah 1 and the devil teaches you to swear at daddy?" I observed. 
"Ay-nay," he drawled. 
" Who, then ? " 
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" Heathcliff." 
"1 asked if be liked Mr. Heathcliff." 
"Ay ! " he answered again. 

99 

Desiring to have bis reasons for liking him, I could only gather 
the sentences-" I known't: he pays dad back what be gies tome­
he curses daddy for cursing me. He says I mun do as I will." 

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

" No, I was told the curate should have bis -- teeth dashed 
down his -- throat, if be stepped over the threshold-Heathcliff 
had promised that 1 " 

I put the orange in bis band, and bade him tell his father that a 
woma.n called Nelly Dean was waiting to speak with him, by the 
garden gate. He went up the walk, and entered the . house; but, 
instead of Hindley, Heathcliff appeared on the door-stones; and 1 
tumed directly and ran down the road as hard a.i; ever 1 cou\d race, 
making no halt till 1 gained the guide-post, and feeling as scared as 
if I had raised a gobJin. This is ilot much connected with Miss 
Isabella's affair : except that it urged me to resolve further on 
mounting vigilant guard, and doing my utmost to cheêk the spread 
of such bMi influence at the Grangé : even though I should wake a 
domestic storm, by thwarting Mrs. Ljnton's pleasure. 

Tbt.'.~xt time Heathcliff came, my young lady cbanced to be 
~ffing .i<>Jlle pigeons in the court. She had never spoken a word to 
ber sister-in-law for three days; but she bad likewise dropped ber 
fretful · complaining, and we found it a great comfort. Heathcliff 
had îWt the habit of bestowing a single unnecessary civility on Miss 
~n, 1 knew. N ow, as soon as be beheld ber, bis first precaution 
was to take a sweeping survey of the bouse-front. 1 was standing by 
the kitchen-window, but 1 drew out of sight. He then stepped across 
the pavement to her, and said something : she seemed embarrassed, 
and desirous of getting away; to prevent it, he laid bis band on her 
ann. She averted ber face : he apparently put some question which 
she had no mind to answer. There was another rapid glance at the 
bouse, and supposing bimself unseen, the scoundrel had the impu­
dence to embrace her. 

"Judas! Traitor ! " 1 ejaculated. "Yon are a hypocrite, too, 
are you? A deliberate deceiver." 919498A 
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"Who is, Nelly?" said Catherine's voice at my elbow: I had 
been over-intent on watching the pair outside to mark her entrance. 

cc Your worthless friend J" 1 answered, warmly : " the sneaking 
rascal yonder. Ah, be bas caught a glimpse of us-be is coming in ! 
I wonder will be have the heart to find a plausible excuse for making 
love to Miss, when be told you be hated ber? " 

Mrs. Linton saw Isabella tear herself free, and run into the 
garden ; and a minute after, Heathcliff opened the door. I couldn't 
withhold giving some loose to my indignation ; but Catherine angrily · 
insisted on silence, and threatened to order me out of the kitchen, if 
I dared to be so presumptuous as to put in my insolent tongue. 

" To hear you, people might think you were the mistress ! " she 
cried. cc You want setting down in your right place ! Heathcliff, 
what are you about, raising this stir? 1 said you must let Isabella 
alone !-1 beg you will, unless you are tired of being received here, 
and wish Linton to draw the bolts against you ! " 

" God forbid that he should try ! ,, answered the black villain. I 
detested him just then. " God keep him meek and patient ! Every 
day I grow madder after sending him to heaven ! " 

cc Hush ! " said Catherine, shutting the inner door 1 " Don't vex 
me. Why have you disregarded my request ? Did she corne across 
you on purpose ? " 

"What is it to you?" he growled. "1 have a right to kiss ber, 
if she chooses ; and you have · no right to object 1 am not your 
husband: you needn't be jealous of me I" 

"I'm not jealous of you," replied the mistress; " I'm jealous 
for you. Clear your face: you shan't scowl at me! If you like 
Isabella, you shall marry ber. But do you like ber? Tell the truth, 
Heathcliff 1 There, you won't answer. I'm certain you don't." 

" And would Mr. Linton approve of bis sister marrying that man ? " 
1 inquired. 

"Mr. Linton should approve," retumed my lady, decisively. 
" He might spare himself the trouble," said Heathcliff: " 1 could 

ùo as well without bis approbation. AnJ as to you, Catherine, 1 have 
a mind to speak a few words now, while we are at it. 1 want you to 
be aware that 1 k1lDW you have treated me infernally-infemally 1 
Do you hear ? And if you flatter yourself that 1 don't perceive it, you 
are a fool ; and if you think 1 can be consoled by sweet words, you 
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are an idiot ; and if you fancy 1'11 suffer unrevenged, 1'11 convince 
you of the contrary, in a \·ery little while ! 1.-Ieantime, thank you for 
telling me your sister-in-law's secret : 1 swear 1'11 make the most of it 
And stand you aside I " 

" What new phase of bis character is this ? ,, exclaimed Mrs. 
Lin ton, in amazement. " l've treated yôu inf emally-and you'll take 
your revenge 1 How will you take it, ungrateful brute ? How have 
I treated you inf emally?" 

"1 seek no revenge on you," replied Heathcliff, less vehemently. 
"That's not the plan. The tyrant grinds down bis slaves and they 
don't turn against him ; they crush those beneath tbem. You are 
welcome to torture me to death for your amusement, only allow me 
to amuse myself a little in the same style, and refrain from insult as 
mucb as you are able. Having levelled my palace, donit erect a hovel 
and complacently admire your own charity in giving me that for a 
home. If I imagined you really wished me to marry Isabel, l'd eut 
my throat ! " · 

" Oh, the evil is that 1 am nol jealous, is it? " cried Catherine. 
" Weil, 1 won't repeat my offer of a wife : it is as bad as offering 
Satan a lost soul. Your bliss lies, like bis, in infticting misery. You 
prove it. Edgar is restored from the ill-temper be gave way to at your 
coming ; I begin to be secure and tranquil ; and you, restless to know 
us at peace, appear resolved on exciting a quarrel. Quarre! with 
Edgar, if you please, Heathclitr, and deceive bis sister: you'll bit on 
exactly the most efficient method of revenging yourself on me." 

The conversation ceased. ?Yirs. Linton sat dO\\'ll by the fire, 
flushed and gloomy. The spirit which scrved ber was growing in­
tractable: she could neither Jay nor control it He stood on the 
hearth with folded arms, brooding on bis evil thoughts ; and in this 
position 1 left them to seek the master, who was wondering wbat kept 
Catherine below so long. 

"Ellen," said he, when 1 entered, " have you seen your 
mistress?" 

"Yes; she's in the kitchen, sir," I answered. "She's sadly put 
out by l\fr. Heathcliff's behaviour : and, indeed, 1 do think it's time 
to arrange bis visits on another footing. Therc's harm in being too 
soft, and now it's come to this -." And 1 related the sccne in the 
court, and, as near as 1 dared, the whole subsequent dispute. 1 
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fancied it . could not be very prejudicial to Mrs. Lin ton ; unless she 
made it so afterwards, by assuming the defensive for ber guest. Edgar 
Linton had difficulty in hearing me to the close. His first words 
revealed that he did not clear his wife of blame. 

"This is insufferable ! " he exclaimed. "It is disgraceful that she 
should own him for a friend, and force his company on me ! Call 
me two men out of the hall, Ellen. Catherine shall linger ilo longer 
to argue with the low ruffian-! have humoured her enough." 

He descended, and bidding the servants wait in the passage, went, 
followed by me, to the kitchen. Its occupants had recommenced 
their angry discussion : Mrs. Linton, at least, was scolding with 
renewed vigour ; Heathcliff had moved to the window, and hung his 
head, somewhat cowed by her violent rating apparently. He saw the 
master first, and made a hasty motion that she should be silent; which 
she obeyed, abruptly, on discovering the reason of bis intimation. 

" How is this?" said Lin ton, addressing ber ; "what notion of 
propriety must you have to remain here, after the language which bas 
been held to you by that blackguard ? 1 suppose, because it is bis 
ordinary talk, you think nothing of it : you are habituated to his base­
ness, and, perhaps, imagine I can gel used to it too ! " 

" Have you been listening at the door, Edgar?" asked the mistress, 
in a tone particular:Iy calculated to provoke ber husband, implying 
both carelessness and contempt of bis irritation. Heathcliff, who had 
raised his eyes at the former speech, gave a sneering laugh at the 
latter; on purpose, it seemed, to draw Mr. Linton's attention to him. 
He succeeded ; but Edgar did not mean to entertain him with any 
high fiights of passion. . 

" I've been so far forbearing with you, sir," be said quietly ; "not 
that 1 was ignorant of your miserable, degraded character, but 1 felt 
you were only partly responsible for that; and Catherine wishing to 
keep up your acquaintance, I acquiesced-foolishly. Your presence 
is a moral poison that would contaminate the most virtuous : for that 
cause, and to prevent worse consequences, I shall deny you hereafter 
admission into this bouse, and give notice now that 1 require your 
instant departure. Three minutes' delay will render- it involuntary 
and ignominious." 

Heathcliff measured the height and breadth of the speaker with 
an eye full of derision. 
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" Cathy, this lamb of yours threatens like a bull ! " be said. " It 
is in danger of splitting its skull . against my knuckles. By God ! 
l\fr. Lin ton, l'm mortally sony that you are · not worth knocking 
down ! " 

l\f y master glanced towards the passage, and signed me to fetch 
the men : he had no intention of hazarding a persona! encounter. I 
obeyed the hint ; but Mrs. Linton, suspecting something, followed ; 
and when I attempted to call them, she pulled me back, slammed the 
door to, and locked it. 

" Fair means ! " she saici, in answer to ber husband's look of angry 
surprise. " If you have not courage to attack aim, make an apology, 
or allow yourself to be beaten. It will correct you of feigning more 
valour than you possess. No, I'll swallow the key before you shall 
get it ! l'm delightfully rewarded for my kindness to each ! After 
constant indulgence of one's weak nature, and the other's bad one, 1 
eam for thanks two samples of blind ingratitude, stupid to absurdity ! 
Edgar, I was <lefending you and yours ; and 1 wish Heathclitr may 
fiog you sick, for daring to think an evil thought of me ! " 

It did not need the medium of a flogging to produce that effect 
on the master. He tried to wrest the key from Catherine's grasp, and 
for safety she flung it into the hottest part of the tire ; whereupon Mr. 
Edgar was taken with a nervous trembling, and bis countenance grew 
deadly pale. For his life he could not avert that excess of emotion: 
mingled anguish and humiliation overcame him completely. He leant 
on the back of a chair, and covered his face. 

"Oh, heavens ! In old days this would win you knighthood ! " 
exclaimed Mrs. Lin ton. "W e are vanquished _! we are vanquished 1 
Heathcliff would âs soon lift a finger at you as the king would march 
bis army against a colony of mice. Cheer up ! you shan't be hurt 1 
Your type is not a lamb, it's a sucking leveret." 

" I wish you joy of the milk-blooded coward, Cathy ! " said her 
friend "I compliment you on your taste. And that is the slavering, 
shivering thing you preferred to me ! 1 would not strike him with my 
fist, but I' d kick him with my foot, and experience considerable satis­
faction. Is be weeping, or is he going to faint for fear? " 

The fellow approached and gave the chair on which Linton rested 
a push. He'd better have kept bis distance : my master quickly 
sprang erect, and struck him full on the throat a blow that would have 
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levelled a slighter man. lt took bis breath for a minute ; and white 
11e choked, Mr. Linton walked out by the back door into the yar<l, 
and from thence, to the front entrance. 

" There 1 you've done with coming here,'' cried Catherine. " Get 
away, now; he'll return with a brace of pistols, and half-a-dozen 
assistants. If be did overhear us, of course he'd never forgive you. 
You've played me an i1l turn, Heathcliff! But go-make haste! l'd 
rather see Edgar at bay than you." 

" Do you suppose l'm going with that blow burning in my gullet?" 
he thundered. " By hell, no ! 1'11 crush bis ribs in like a rotten hazel­
nut before I cross the threshold ! If I don't floor him now, 1 shall 
murder him some time ; so, as you value bis existence, let me get 
at him ! " 

" He is not coming," 1 iriterposed, framing a bit of a lie. "There's 
the coachman and the two gardeners; you'll surely not wait to be 
thrust into the road by them ! F..ach bas a bludgeon ; and master 
wilJ, very likely, be watching from the parlour-windows, to see that 
t!1cy fulfil bis orders." 

The gardeners and coachman were there : but Linton was with 
them. They hacl already entered the court. Heathclitf, on the 
second thoughts, resolved to avoid a struggle against three under­
lings : be seized the poker, smashed the Iock from the inner door, 
and made his escape as they tramped in. 

Mrs. Linton, who was very much excited, bade me accompany 
ber up-stairs. She did not know my share in contributing to the dis­
tu1 l>ance, and I was anxious to keep ber in ignorance. 

"l'm nearly distracted, Nelly!" she exclaimed, throwing herself 
on the sofa. " A thousand smiths' hammers are beating in my head ? 
Tell Isabella to shun me; this uproar is owing to ber; and should 
she or any one elsc aggravate my anger at present, 1 shall get wild. 
And, Nelly, say to Edgar, if you see him again to-night, that l'm in 
danger of being seriously ill. 1 wish it may prove true. He bas 
startled· and <listresse<l me shockingly l 1 want to f righten him. 
Besides, hc might corne and begin a string of abuse or corpplainings; 
l'm certain J should recriminate, and God knows where we should 
end! \Vill you do so, my good Nelly? You are aware that I am no 
way blameable in this matter. What possessed him to tum listener? 
Heathcliff's talk was outrageous, after you left us; but 1 could soon 
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bave diverted him from Isabella, and the rest meant nothing. N ow 
ail is dashed wrong; by the fool's craving to hear evil of self, that 
haunts some people like a demon ! Had Edgar never gathered our 
conversation, be would never have been the worse for it Really, 
when be opened on me in that unreasonable tone of displeasure after 
1 had scolded Heathclitf till 1 was boarse for lzim, I did not care 
hardly what they did to each other; especially as I felt that, however 
the scene closed, we should ail be driven asunder for nobody knows 
how long ! WelJ, if I cannot keep Heathcliff for my friend-if 
E<lgar will be mean and jealous, 1'11 try to break their hearts by 
breaking my own. That will be a prompt way of finishing all, when 
I am pushed to extremity ! But it's a deed to be reserved for a 
forlom hope; I'd not take J.inton by surprise with it To this point 
he bas been discreet in dreading to provoke me; you must represent 
the peril of quitting that policy, and remind bim of my passionate 
temper, verging, when kindleJ, on frenzy. I wish you could dismiss 
that apathy out of that countenance, and look rather more anxious 
about me." 

The stolidity with wbicb I received these instructions was, no 
doubt, rather exasperating: for they were delivered in perfect 
sincerity ; but I believed a persan who could plan the turning of ber 
fits of passion to account, beforehand, might, by exerting her will, 
manage to control herself tolerably, even whilc under their influence; 
and 1 did not wish to " frighten " ber busband, as she said, and 
multiply bis annoyances for the purpose of serving ber selfishness. 
Therefore I said nothing when 1 met the master coming towards the 
parlour; but I took the liberty of turning back to listen "hether they 
would resume their· quarrel together. He began to speak first. 

" Remain where you are, Catherine," be said ; without any anger 
in his voice, but with much sorrowful despondency. "I shall not 
stay. I am neither corne to wrangle nor be rcconciled ; but 1 wisl\ 
just to Jearn whether, after this evening's events, you intend to con­
tinue your intimacy with --" 

" Oh, for mercy's sake," interrupted the mistress, stamping ber 
foot, "for mercy's sake, let us hear no more of it now ! Your cold 
blood cannot be worked into a fever: your veins are full of ice­
water; but mine are boiling, an<l the sight of such chillness makes 
th~m dance." 
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"To get rid of me, answer my question," persevered Mr. Linton. 
" You must answer it; and that violence does not alarm me. 1 have 
found that you can be as stoical as any one, when you please. 'Vill 
you give up Heathcliff hereafter, or will you give up me ? It is 
impossible for you to be 11zy friend and hi.r at the same time; and I 
absolutely rtfuire to know which you choose." 

" I require to be let alone ! " exclaimed Catherine, f uriously. " I 
demand it ! Don't you see 1 can scarcely stand ? Edgar, you-you 
leave me I" 

She rang the bell till it broke with a twang; · 1 entered leisurely. 
It was enough to try the temper of a saint, such senseless, wicked 
rages 1 There she lay dashing her head against the arm of the sofa, 
and grinding her teeth, so that . you might fancy she would crash 
them to splinters ! Mr. Linton stood looking at her in sudden com­
punction and fear. He told me to fetch some water. She had no 
breath for speaking. I brought a glass full ; and as she would not 
drink, I sprinkled it on her face. In a few seconds she stretched 
herself out stiff, and tumed up her eyes, while her cheeks, at 
once blanched and livid, assumed the aspect of death. Linton 
looked terrified. 

" There is nothing in the world the matter," I whispered. 1 
did not want him to yield, though 1 could not help being afraid 
in my heart.. 

" She has blood on ber lips ! " be said, shuddering. 
" N ever mind ! '' I answered, tartly. And 1 told him how she 

had resolved, previous to his coming, on exhibiting a fit of frenzy. I 
incautiously gave the account aloud, and she heard me; for she 
started up-her haïr fiying over ber shoulders, ber eyes flashing, the 
muscles of her neck and arms standing out pretematurally. 1 made 
up my mind for broken bones, at least; but she only glared about 
ber for an instant, and then rushed from the room. The master 
directed me to follow ; 1 did, to her chamber-door : she hindered me 
Crom going further by securing it against me. 

As she never offered to descend to breakfast next moming, 1 went 
to ask whether she would have some canied up. "No I" she replied, 
peremptorily. The same question was repeated at dinner and tea ; 
and again on the morrow after, and received the same answer. 
Mr. Linton,. on his part, spent his time in' the library, and did not 
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inquire concerning his wife's occupations. Isabella and he had had 
an hour's interview, during which he tried to elicit from her some 
sentiment of proper horror for Heathclift's advances: but he could 
make nothing of her evasive replies, and was obliged to close 
the examination unsatisfactorily ; adding, however, a solemn warning, 
that if she were so insane as to encourage that worthless suitor, it 
would dissolve all bonds of relationship between herself and him. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

\VHILE Miss Linton moped about the park and garden, always silent, 
and almost always in tears ; and her brother shut himself up among 
books that be never opened-wearying, 1 guessed, with a continuai 
vague expectation that Catherine, repenting ber conduct, would 
corne of her own accord to ask pardon, and seek a reconciliation­
and slze fasted pertinaciously, under the idea, probably, that at every 
meal, Edgar was ready to choke for ber absence, and pride alone 
held him from running to cast himself at ber feêt ; 1 went about my 
househoJd duties, convinced that the Grange had but one sensible 
soul in its walls, and that Iodged in my body. I wa.c;ted no con­
dolences on Miss, nor any expostulations on my mistress ; nor did 1 
pay much atten~ion to the sighs of my master, who yearned to hear 
bis lady's name, since he might not hear ber voice. 1 determined 
they should corne about as they pleased for me ; and though it was a 
tiresomely slow process, 1 began to rejoice at length in a faint dawn 
of its progre~s : as 1 thought at first. · 

Mrs. Linton, on the third day, unbarred ber door, and having 
finished the water in ber pitcher and decanter, desired a renewed 
supply, and a basin of gruel, for she believed she was dying. That 
I set down as a speech meant for Edgar's ears ; 1 believed no such 
thing, so 1 kept it to myself and brought ber some tea and dry toast. 
She ate and drank eagerly; and sank back on her pillow again, 
clenching ber hands and groaning. " Oh, 1 will die," she exclaimed, 
" since no one cares anything about me. 1 wish 1 had nol ta.ken 
that." Then a good white after 1 heard her murmur, "No, I'll 
not dic-he'cl be glad-he does not love me at all-be would never 
miss me!" 

"Did you want anything, ma'am?" I inquired, still preserving 
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my extemal co,mposure, in spite of her ghastly countenance and 
strange exaggerated manner. 

"\Vhat is that apathetic being doing? 11 she demanded, pushing 
the thick entangled locks from ber wasted face. " Has he Callen into 
a lethargy, or is he dead?" 

" N either," replied 1 ; "if you mean Mr. Linton. He's tolerably 
well, 1 think, though bis studies occupy him rather more than they 
ought : he is continually among his . books, since be bas no 
other society." . 

1 should not have spoken so, if 1 bad known ber true con­
dition, but I coald not get rid of the notion that sbe acted a part of 
ber disorder. 

" Among bis books ! " she cried, confounded. '' And 1 dying ! 
I on the brink of the grave! My God ! does he know how l'm 
altered?" continued she, staring at ber reflection in a mirror hanging 
against the opposite wall. " Is that Catherine Linton ? He imagines 
me in a pet-in play, perhaps. Cannot you infonn him that it is 
frightful eamest? Nelly, if it be not too late, as soon as I leam how 
he f eels, 1'11 choose between these two : either to starve at once­
that would be no punishmcnt unless he had a heart-or to recover, 
and leave the country. Are you speaking the truth about him ·now? 
Take care. Is be actually so utterly indifferent for ·my life?" 

"\Vhy, ma'am," 1 answered, ''the master has no idea of your 
being deranged ; and of course he does not fear that you will let 
yourself die of hunger." 

" Y ou think not ? Cannot you tell him I will ? " she returned. 
" Persuade him ! speak of your own mind : say you are certain 
1 will ! " 

"No, you forget, Mrs."Linton," I suggested, "that you have eaten 
some food with a relish this evening, and to-morrow you will perceive 
its good eff ects." 

"If I were only sure it would kill him," she interrupted, "l'd kill 
myself directly ! These three awful nights, l've never closed my lids 
-and oh, l've been tormented ! l've been haunted, Nelly ! But 1 
begin to fancy you don't like me. How strange ! I thought, though 
everybody hated and despised each other, they could not avoid 
loving me. And they have all turned to enemies in a few hours: 
llzt;• haTe, l'm positive ; the people hert. How clreary to meet death, 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



I IO WUTHERLVG HEIGHTS. 

surrounded by their cold faces 1 Isabella, terrified and repelled, 
afraid to enter the room, it would be so dreadful to watcb Catherine 
go. And Edgar standing solemnly by to see it over ; tben off ering 
prayers of thanks to God for restoring peace to bis bouse, and going 
back to his books/ What in the name of a11 that feels bas be to do 
with books, when 1 am dying ? " 

She could not bear the notion wbich 1 had put into ber head of 
Mr. Linton's philosophical resignation. Tossing about, she. increased. 
ber feverish bewilderment to madness, and tore the pillow with ber 
teeth ; then raising herself up ail buming, desired that I would open 
the window. We were in the middle of winter, the wind blew strong 
from the north-east, and 1 objected. Both the expressions flitting 
over ber face, and the changes of ber moods, began to alann me 
terribly ; and brought to my recollection ber former illness, and the 
doctor's injunction that she should not be crossed. A minute pre­
viously she was violent; now, supported on one arm, and not noticing 
my refusai to obey ber, she seemed to find childish diversion in 
pulling the featbers from the rents she bad just made, and ranging 
them on the sheet accôrding to their dürerent species : ber mind had 
strayed to other associations. 

" That's a turkey's," she murmured to berself; "and this · is a 
wild duck's ; and this is a pigeon's. Ah, they put pigeons' feathers in 
the pillows-no wonder 1 couldn't die 1 Let me take care to throw 
it on the ftoor when 1 lie down. And here is a moor-cock's; and 
this-1 should know it among a thousand-it's a lapwing's. Bonny 
bird ; wheeling over our beads in the middle of the moor. It wanted 
to get to its nest, for the clouds had touched the swells, and it felt 
rain coming. This featber was picked up from the heath, . the bird 
was not shot : we saw its nest in the winter, full of little skeletons. 
Heathclür set a trap over it, and the old ones dared not corne. 1 
ma<le him promise he'd never shoot a lapwing after that, and be 
didn't. Y es, here are more ! Did he shoot my lapwings, Nelly? Aie 
they red, any of them? Let me look." 

"Give over with that baby-work ! " I interrupted, dragging the 
pillow away, and turning the holes towards the mattress, for she was 
removing its contents by handfuls. " Lie down and shut your eyes : 
you're wandering. There's a mess ! The down is fiying about 
like snow." 
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1 went here and there collecting it. 
" 1 see in you, Nelly," she continued, dreamily, " an aged 

woman : you have grey hair and bent shoulders. This bed is the 
fairy cave under Penistone Crags, and you are gathering elf-bolts to 
hurt our heifers ; pretending, while 1 am near, that they are only 
Iodes of wool That's what you'll come to fifty years hence : I know 
you are not so now. I'm not wandering : you're mistaken, or else 1 
should believe you really wtre th~t withered hag, and 1 should think 
1 !Illas under Penistone Crags; and I'm conscious it's night, and · 
there are two candies on the table making the black press shine 
like jet." 

"The black press ? where is that?" 1 asked. " You are talking 
in your sleep ! " 

"It's against the wall, as it always is," she replied. "lt does appear 
odd-1 see a face in it 1 " 

"There's no press in the room, and never was," said I, resuming 
my seat, and looping up the curtain that 1 might watch ber. 

"Don't you see that fa.ce ? " she inquired, gazing eamestly at the 
nnrror. 

And say what 1 could, 1 was incapable of making ber comprehend 
it to "be ber own; so I rose and covered it with a shawl. 

"It's behind there still 1 n she pursued, anxiously. "And it stirred. 
'Vho is it? 1 hope it will not come out when you are gone f Oh ! 
Nelly, the room is haunted ! l'm afraid of being alone ! " 

1 took ber band in mine, and bid ber be composed ; for a suc­
cession of shudders convulsed ber frame, and she would keep straining 
her gaze towards the glass. 

"There's nobody here ! " I · insisted. " It was yourst{f, Mrs. 
Linton : you knew it a while since." 

"Myself ! " she gasped, "and the dock is striking twelve ! It's 
true, then ! that's dreadful J " 

Her fingers clutched the clothes, and gathered them over ber eyes. 
1 attempted to steal to the door with an intention of calling ber 
husband ; but 1 was summoned back by a piercing shriek-the shawl 
had dropped from the frame. 

" \Vhy, what is the matter ?" cried I. "Who is coward now? W ake 
up ! Tbat is the glass-the mirror, Mrs. Linton; and you see yourself 
in it, and there am 1 too, by your side.'' 
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Trembling and bewildered, she held me fast, but the horror 
gradually passed from ber countenance; its paleness gave place to a 
glow of shame. 

"Oh, dear l 1 thought 1 was at home," she sighed. "1 thought 
I was Jying in my chamber at Wuthering Heights. Because l'm 
weak, my brain got confused, and 1 screamed unconsciously. Don't 
say anything; but stay with me. 1 dreatl sleeping : my dreams 
app:1l me." 

"A sound sleep would do you good, ma'am," 1 answered; "and 
I hope this suffering will prevent your trying starving again." 

" Ob, if I were but in my own bed in the old bouse ! 11 she went 
on bitterly, wringing ber bands. "And that wind sounding in the firs 
by the lattice. Do let me feel it-it cornes straight down the moor­
do let me have one breath l " 

To pacify ber, 1 held the casernent ajar a few seconds. A cold 
blast rushed through; 1 closed it, and returned to my post. She lay 
still now, her face bathed in tears. Exhaustion of body had entirely 
subdued ber spirit : our fiery Catherine was no better than a wailing 
child. 

" How long is it since I shut myself in here? " she asked, suddenly 
reviving. 

" lt was Monda y evening," 1 replied, "and this is Thursday night, 
or rather Friday morning, at present" 

" What l of the same week ? " she exclaimed. Only that brief 
time?" 

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

"Well, it seems a weary number of hours," she muttered doubt­
fully: "it must be more. 1 remember being in the parlour after 
they had quarrelled, and Edgar being cruelly provoking, and me 
running into this room desperate. As soon as ever 1 had barred the 
door, utter blackness overwhelmed me, and 1 fell on the fioor. I 
couldn't explain to Edgar how certain 1 felt of having a fit, or going 
raging mad, if he persisted in teasing me ! 1 had no command of 
tongue, or brain, and be did not guess my agony, perhaps : it barely 
left me sense to try to escape from him and bis voice. Before I 
recovered sufficiently to see and hear, it began to be dawn, and, 
Nelly, 1'11 tell you what 1 thought, and what bas kept recurring and 
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rccurring till I foared for my reason. I thought as I lay there, with 
my head against that table leg, and my eyes dimly disceming the. 
grey square of the window, that 1 was enclosed in the oak-panelled 
bed at home ; and my heart ached with some great grief which, just 
waking, 1 could not recollect. 1 pondered, and worried myself to 
discover what it could b~, and, most strangely, the whole last seven 
years of my lif e grew a blank ! 1 did not recall that they had been 
at alL I was a child; my father was just buried, and my misery arose 
from the separation that Hindley had ordered between me and 
Heathcliff. 1 was laid alone, for the first time ; and, rousing f rom a 
dismal doze after a night of weeping, 1 lifted my hand to push the 
panels aside : it struck the table-top 1 1 swept it along the carpet, 
and then memory burst in : my late anguish was swallowed in a 
paroxysm of despair. 1 cannot say why I felt so wildly wretched : it 
must have been temporary derangement; for there is scarcely cause. 
But, supposing at twelve ycars old I had been wrenched from the 
Heights, and every early association, and my all in all, as Heathcliff 
was at that time, and been converted at a stroke into Mrs. Linton, 
the lady of Thrushcross Grange, and the wife of a stranger: an exile, 
and outcast, thenceforth, from what had been my world. You may 
fancy a glimpse of the abyss where 1 grovelled 1 Shake your head as 
you will, Nelly, you have helped to unsettle me! You should have 
spoken to Edgar, indeed you should, and compelled him to leave me 
quiet ! Oh, l'm buming ! 1 wish 1 were out of doors ! I wish I 
were. a girl again, half savage and hardy, and free ; and laugliing at 
injuries, not maddening under them ! Why am 1 so changed ? why 
does my blood rush into a hell of tumult at a few words? l'm sure 
1 should be myself were 1 once among the heather on those bills. 
Open the window again wide : fasten it open ! Quick, why don't 
you move ?" 

" Because I won't give you your death of cold," 1 answered. 
"You won't give me a chance of life, you mean," she said, 

sullenly. " However, l'm not helpless yet ; rn open it myself." 
And sliding from the bed before 1 could hinder her, she crossed 

the room, walking very uncertainly, threw it back, and bent out, care­
less of the frosty air that eut about ber shoulders as keen as a knife. 
I entreated, and finally attempted to force her to retire. But 1 soon 
found her delirious strength much surpassed mine (she 'll'as delirious, 

8 
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1 becarne convinced by her subsequent actions and ravings). There 
.was no moon, and everything beneath lay in misty darkness : not a 
light gleamed from any bouse, far or near-all had been extinguished 
long ago; and those at Wuthering Heights were never visible-still 
she asserted she caught their shining. 

" Look 1" she cried eagerly, " that's my room with the candie in 
it, and the trees swaying before it; and the other candie is in J oseph's 
garret. Joseph sits up late, doesn't he? He's waiting till I come 
home that he may Iock the gate. Well, he'll wait a while yet It's 
a rough journey, and a sad heart to travel it; and we must pass by 
Gimmeiton Kirk, to go that journey t We've braved its ghosts often 
together, and dared each other to stand among the graves and ask 
thern to corne. But, Heathcliff, if 1 dare you now, will you venture? 
If you do, l'll keep you. 1'11 not lie there by myse1f: they may bury 
me twelve feet deep, and throw the church down over me, but 1 
won't rest till you are with me. 1 never will ! " 

She paused, and resumed with a strange srnile. " He's consider­
ing-he'd rather l'd corne to him ! Find a way, then ! not through 
that kirkyard. You are slow t Be content, you always followed me!" 

Perceiving it vain to argue against her insanity, I was plan­
ning how 1 could reach something to wrap about her, without 
quitting my hold of herself (for 1 could not trust her alone by the 
gaping lattice), when, to my consternation, 1 heard the rattle of the 
door-handle, and Mr. Linton entered. He had only then come 
from the library ; and, in passing through the lobby, had noticed our 
talking and been attracted by curiosity, or fear, to examine what it 
signified, at that late hour. .-

" Oh, sir ! " 1 cried, checking the exclamation risen to his lips at 
the sight which met him, and the bleak atmosphere of the chamber. 
"My poor mistress is ill, and she quite masters me: 1 cannot manage 
her at ail; pray, corne and persuade her to go to bed. Forget your 
anger, for she's bard to guide any way but ber own." 

" Catherine ill ? " be said, hastening to us. "Shut the window, 
Ellen ! Catherine ! why-" 

He was silent The haggardness of Mrs. Linton's appearance 
smote him speechless, and he could only glance from ber to me in 
horrified astonishment 

. " She's been fretting here," I continued, " and eating scarcely 
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anything, and never complaining : she would admit none of us til1 
this evening, and so we eouldn't infonn you of ber state as we were 
not aware of it ourselves ; but it is nothing." 

I felt I uttered my explanations awkwardly; the master frowned. 
" lt is nothing, is it, Ellen Dean?" be said stemly. "Vou shall 
account more clearly for keeping me ignorant of this !" And he took 
bis wife in his arms, and looked at her with anguish. 

At first she gave him no glance of recognition: he was invisible 
to her abstracted gaze. The delirium was not fixed, however ; 
having weaned her eyes from contemplating the outer darkness, by 
degrees she centred her attention on him, and discovered who it was 
that held her. 

" Ah ! you are come, are you, Edgar Linton ? " she said, with 
angry animation. " You are one of those things that are ever found 
when least wanted, and when you are wanted, never ! 1 suppose we 
shall have plenty of lamentations now-1 see we shall-but they 
can't keep me from my narrow home out yonder : my resting-place, 
where l'm bound before spring is over ! There it is : not among the 
Lintons, mind, under the chapel-roof, but in the open air, with a 
head-stone; and you may please yourself, whether you go to them 

-or come tome!" 
" Catherine, what have you done ?" commenced the master. ''Am 

I nothing to you any more? Do you love that wretch Heath-" 
" Hush ! " cried Mrs. Linton. " Hush, this moment 1 You men­

tion that name and 1 end the matter instantly, by a spring from the 
window ! What you touch at present you may have ; but my soul 
will be on that hill-top before you Jay bands on me again. 1 don't 
want you, Edgar : I'm past wanting you. Retum to your books. rm 
gJad you possess a consolatio~ for all you had in me is gone." 

" Her mind wanders, sir," 1 interposed. " She has been talking 
nonsense the whole evening; but let ber have quiet, and proper 
attendance, and she'll rally.· Hereafter, we must be cautious how we 
vex her." 

"I desire no further advice Crom you," answered Mr. Lint<?n. 
" Vou knew your mistress's nature, and you encouraged me to harass 
hcr. And not to give me one hint of how she has been these three 
days ! It was heartless ! Months of sickness could not cause such a 
change l" 
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1 began to defend myself, thinking it too bad to be blamed for 
another's wicked waywardness. "1 knew Mrs. Linton's nature to be 
headstrong and domineering," cried 1 ; " but 1 didn't know that you 
wished to foster her fierce temper 1 1 didn't know that, to humour 
her, 1 should wink at Mr. Heathcliff. 1 perfonned the duty of a 
faitbful servant in telling you, and 1 have got a faithful servant's 
wages ! W ell, it will teach me to be careful next time. N ext time 
you may gather intelligence for yourself ! " 

" The next time you bring a tale to me, you shall quit my service, 
Ellen Dean," he replied. 

" You'd rather hear nothing about it, 1 suppose, then, Mr. 
I .inton ?" said 1. " Heathcliff bas your permission to corne a-courting 
to Miss, and to drop jn at every opportunity your absence offers, on 
purpose to poison the mistress against you?" 

Confused as Catherine was, ber wits were alert at applying our 
conversation. 

"Ah! Nelly has played traitor," she exclaimed, passionately. 
"Nelly is my hidden enemy. Vou witch ! So you do seek elf-bolts 
to hurt us ! Let me go, and 1'11 make her rue ! 1'11 make her howl 
a recantation ! " 

A maniac's fury kindled under ber brows; she struggled despe­
rately to disengage herself from Linton's anns. 1 felt no inclination 
to tarry the event ; and, resolving to seek medical aiù on my own 
responsibility, 1 quitted the chamber. 

1 n passing the garden to reach the road, at a place where a bridle 
book is driven into the wall, 1 saw something white moved irregularly, 
evidently by another agent than the wind. N otwithstanding my 
hurry, 1 stayed to examine it, lest cver after 1 shoul<l have the con­
viction impressed on my imagination that it \\·as a creature of the 
other world. My surprise and perplexity were great on discovering, 
by touch more than vision, Miss Isa.bella's springer, Fanny, suspended 
by a handkerchief, and nearly at its last gasp. 1 quickly released the 
animal, and lifted it into the garden. 1 had seen it follow its mistress 

, up.stairs when she went to bed ; and wondered much how it could 
have got out there, and what mischie,·ous person haù treated it so. 
While untying the knot round the hook, it seemcd to me that I 
repeatedly caught the beat of horses' feet galloping at some distance ; 
but there were such a number of things to occupy my reftections that 
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1 hardly gave the circumstance a tbougbt: thougb it was a strangc 
sound, in that place, at two o'clock in the moming. 

Mr. Kenneth was fortunately just issuing from bis bouse to see a 
patient in the village as 1 came up the street ; and my account of 
Catherine Linton's malady induced him to accompany me back 
immediately. He was a plain rough man ; and he made no scruple to 
speak bis doubts of her surviving this second attack ; unless she were 
more submissive to bis directions than she had shown berself before. 

"Nelly Dean," said be, "1 can't help fancying there's an extra 
cause for this. What bas there been to do at the Grange? We've 
odd reports up bere. A stout, bearty lass like Catherine does not 
fall ill for a trifle; and that sort of people sbould not either. It's 
hard work bringing them through fevers, an<l such things. ·How did 
it begin?" 

"The master will inform you," I answered ; " but you are 
acquainted with the Eamshaws' violent dispositions, and ?\lrs. Linton 
caps them ail. 1 may say this ; it commencecl in a quarrel. She was 
struck during a tempest of passion witb a kind of fit. Tbat's ber 
account, at least ; for she ftew off in the beight of it, and locked 
herself up. Afterwards, sbe refused to eat, and now she altemately 
raves and remains in a half dream ; knowing tbose about her, but 
having ber mind filled with all sorts of strange ideas and illusions." 

"Mr. Lin ton will be sorry? " observed Kenneth, interrogatively. 
"Sorry? he'll break his beart should anything bappen ! " I replied. 

"Don't alarm bim more than necessary." 
" W ell, I told him to beware," said my corn pan ion ; "and be must 

bide the consequences of neglecting my warning ! Hasn't . be been 
intimate with ~Ir. Heathcliff lately? 11 

" Heathcliff frequently visits at the Grange," answered 1, " tbough 
more on the strength of the mistress having known him when a boy, 
thau because the master likes bis company. At present, he's discharged 
from the trouble of calling ; owing to some presumptuous aspirations 
after Miss Linton which he manifested. 1 bardly think he'll be takcn 
in again." 

"And does Miss Linton turn a cold shoulder on bim?" was the 
doctor's next question. 

"rm not in ber confidence," retumed I, reluctant to continue the 
subject. 
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" No, she's a sly one," he remarked, shaking bis bead. " She 
keeps ber own counsel ! But she's a real little fooL 1 have it from 
good authority, that, last night (and a pretty night it was !) she and 
Heathcliff were walking in the plantation at the back of your bouse, 
above two hours ; and he pressed ber not to go in aga.in, but just 
mount bis horse and away with him ! My informant said she could 
onJy put him off by pledging ber word of bonour to be prepared on 
their first meeting after that: when it was to be be didn't hear; but 

: you urge Mr. Linton to look sharp ! " 
This news filled me with fresh fears ; 1 outstripped Kenneth, and 

ran most of the way back. The little dog was yelping in the garden 
yet. I spared a minute to open the gate for it, but instead of going 
to the bouse door, it coursed up and down snuffin,; the grass, and 
would have escaped to the road, had 1 not seize<l it an<l conveyed it 
m with me. On ascending to Isabella's room, my suspicions were 
confirmed: it was empty. H~d 1 been a few hours sooner, Mrs. 
Linton's illness might have arrested ber rash step. But what could be 
done now? There was a bare possibility of overtaking them if pur­
sued instantly. I could not pursue them, however; and I dared not 
rouse the family, and fill the place with confusion; still less unfold the 
business to my master, absorbed as be was in bis present calamity, 
and baving no heart to spare for a second grief! I saw nothing for 
it but to hold my tongue, and suifer matters to take their course; and 
Kenneth being arrived, I went with a badly composed countenance 
to announce him. Catherine Iay in a troubled sleep : her husband 
had succeeded in soothing the· excess of frenzy; he now hung over 
ber pillow, watching every shade, and eveiy change of ber painfully 
expressive features. 

The doctor, on examining the case for himself, spoke hopefully to 
him of its having a favourable termination, if we coulc1 only preserve 
around ber perfect and constant tranquillity. To me, he signified the 
threatening danger was not so much death, as permanent alienation 
of intellect 

1 did not close my eyes that night, nor did Mr. Linton : indeed, 
we never went to bed ; and the servants were ail up long before the 
usual hou:r, moving through the bouse with stealthy tread, and 
exchanging whispers as they encountered each other in their vocations. 
Every one was active, but :Miss Isabella; and they began to remark 
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how sound she slept : ber brother, too, asked if she had risen, and 
seemed impatient for her presence, and hurt that she showed so little 
anxiety for her sister-in-law. 1 trembled lest he should send me to 
cù1 ber ; but 1 was spared the pain of being the first proclaimant of 
ber ftight One of the maids, a thoughtless girl, who had been on an 
early errand to Gimmerton, came panting up-stairs, open-mouthed, 
and dashed into the chamber, crying : " Oh, dear, dear ! 'Vhat mun 
we have next ? Master, master, our young lady-" 

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

"Speak lower, Mary-Wbat is the matter? " said Mr. Lin ton. 
" What ails your young lady? " 

"She's gone, she's gone 1 1( on' Heathcliff's run off wi' ber ! " 
~ped the girl , 

" That is not true 1" exclaimed Linton, rising in agitation. " lt 
cannot be : how bas the idea entered your head ? Ellen Dean, go 
and seek ber. It is incredible : it cannot be." 

As he spoke he took the servant to the door, and then repeated 
bis demand to know her reasons for such an assertion. 

"Wby, 1 met on the road a lad that fetches milk here," she 
stammered, "and he asked whether we weren't in trouble at the 
Grange. I thought he meant for missis's sickness, so I answered, yes. 
Then says he, 'There's somebody gone after 'em, I guess?' I stared. 
He saw I knew nought about it, and be told how a gentleman and 
lady had stopped to have a horse's shoe fastened at a blacksmith's 
shop, two miles out of Gimmerton, not very long after mi<lnight ! and 
how the blacksmith's 1ass had got up to spy who they were : she knew 
them both directly. And she noticed the man-Heathcliff it was, she 
felt certain: nob'dy could mistake him, besides-put a sovereign in 
ber father's band for payment The lady had a cloak about her face; 
but having desired a sup of water, while she drank, it fell back, and 
she saw her very plain. Heathcliff held both bridles as they rode on, 
anJ they set their faces Crom the village, and went as fast as the rough 
roads would let them. The lass said nothing to her father, but she 
told it all over Gimmerton this moming." 

Iran and peeped, for form's sake, into Isabella's room; confirming, 
when I retumed, the servant's statement. Mr. Linton had resumed 
bis seat by the bed ; on my re-entrance, he raised bis eyes, read the 
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meaning of my blank aspect, and dropped them without giving an 
order, or uttering a word. 

" Are we to try any measures for overtaking and bringing ber 
back," 1 inquired. " How should we do ? " 

"She went of ber own accord," answered the master ; " sbe had a 
right to go if sbe pleased. Trouble me no more about ber. Here­
after she is only my sister in name : not because 1 disown ber, but 
because she has disowned me." 

And that was all he said on the subject : be did not make a single 
inquiry further, or mention her in any way, except directing me to 
send what property she had in the bouse to ber fresh home, wherever 
it was, when 1 knew it. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

FoR two months the fugitives remained absent; in those two months, 
~[rs. Linton encountered and conquered the worst shock of what was 
denominated a brain fever. No mother could have nursed an only 
child more devotedly than Edgar tended ber. Day and night be was 
watching, and patiently enduring all the annoyances that irritable 
nerves and a shaken reason could inftict; and, though Kenneth 
remarked that what be saved from the grave would only recompense 
~is care by fonning the source of constant future anxiety-in fact, 
that his health and strength were being sacrificed to preserve a mere 
ruin of humanity-he knew no limits in gratitude and joy when 
Catherine's life was declared out of danger ; and hour after hour be 
would sit beside ber, tracing the graduai retum to bodily health, and 
ftattering bis too sanguine hopes with the illusion that ber mind woulcl 
settle back to its right balance also, and she would soon be entirely 
her fonner self. 

The first time she left her chamber was at the commencement of 
the following llarch. Mr. I..inton had put on her pillow, in the 
moming, a handful of golden crocuses ; her eye, long stranger to any 
gleam of pleasure, caught them in waking, and shone delighted as shc 
gathered them eagerly together. 

"These are the earlietit ftowers at the Heights," she exclaimed. 
"They remind me of soft thaw winds, and warm sunshine, and 
nearly melted snow. Edgar, is there not a south wind, and is not the 
snow almost gone ? " 

"The snow is quite gone down here, darling,'' replied ber 
husband; " and 1 only see two white spots on the whole range of 
moors: the sky is blue, and the larks are singing, and the becks and 
brooks are ail brim full. Catherine, last spring at this time, 1 was 
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longing to have you under this roof; now, I wish you were a mile or 
two up those bills: the air blows so sweetly, 1 feel that it woulël 
cure you." 

" I shall never be there but once more," said the invalid ; "and 
then you'll leave me, and I shall remain for ever. N ext spring you'll 
long again to have me under this roof, and you 'Il look back and think 
you were happy to-day." 

Linton lavished on ber the kindest caresses, and tried to cheer 
ber by the fondest words ; but, vaguely regarding the flowers, she let 
the tears collect on ber lashes and stream down ber cheeks unheeding. 
We knew she was really better, and, therefore, decided that long con-: 
finement to a single place produced muçh of this despondency, and 
it might be partially removed by a change of scene. The master told 
me to light a fire in the many-weeks deserted parlour, and to set an 
easy-chair in the sunshine by the window ; and then be brought ber 
down, and she sat a long while enjoying the genial heat, and, as we 
expected, revived by the abjects round ber: which, though familiar, 
were free from the dreary associations investing ber hated sicle 
chamber. By evening, she seemed greatly exhausted ; yet no arguments· 
could persuade ber to retum to that apartment, and 1 bad to arrange 
the parlour sofa for ber bed, till another room could be prepared. To 
obviate the fatigue of mounting and descending the stairs, we fitted 
up this, where you lie at present-on the same floor with the parlour ; 
and she was soon strong enough to move from one to the other, 
leaning on Edgar's arm. Ah, I thought myself, she might recover, so 
waited on as she was. And there was double cause to desire it, for 
on ber existence depended that of another : we cberished the hope 
that in a little wbile, Mr. Linton's heart would be gladdened, and bis 
lands secured from a stranger's gripe, by the birth of an beir. 

I should mention that Isabella sent to ber brother, some six 
weeks from ber departure, a short note, announcing ber 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 ber proceeding bad offended bim : 
asserting that sbe could not belp it then, and being done, she had 
now no power to repeal it. Linton did not reply to this, 1 believe; 
and, in a fortnight more, I got a long letter, wbich 1 considered odd, 
coming from the pen of a bride just out of the honeymoon. I'll read 
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it: for 1 keep it yet Any relie of the dead is precious, if they were 
valaed living. 

DEAR ELLEN, it begins.-1 came last night to Wuthering Heights, 
and heard, for the first time, that Catherine bas been, and is yet, 
very ill. I must not write to ber, 1 suppose, and my brother is 
either too angry or too distressed to answer what I sent him. Still, 1 
must write to somebody, and the only choice left me is you. 

Inform Edgar that l'd give the world to see bis face again-that 
my heart retumed to Thrushcross Grange in twenty-four holU'S after 
1 left it, and is there at this moment, full of wann feelings for him, 
and Catherine! I ca!lt /oUow il though-(these words are under­
lined)-they need not expect me, and they may draw what con­
clusions they please ; taking care, however, to Jay nothing at the 
door of my weak will or deficient affection. 

The remainder of the letter is for yourself alone. 1 want to 
ask you two questions: the first is,-How did you contrive to 
preserve the common sympathies of human nature when you 
resided here? I cannot recognise any sentiment which those around 
sbare witb me. 

The second question, 1 have great interest in ; it is this-Is 
Mr. Heathcliff a man ? If so, is be mad ? And if not, is he a 
devil? I shan't tell my reasons for making this inquiry; but 1 
beseech you to explain, if you can, what 1 have married: that is, 
when you call to see me ; and you must call, Ellen, very soon. 
Don't write, but corne, and biing me something from Edgar. 

Now, you shall hear how I have been received in my new home, 
as I am led to imagine the Heights will be. It is to amuse myself 
that I dwell on such subjects as the Jack of external comforts: they 
never occupy my thoughts, except at the moment when I miss them. 
1 should laugh and dance for joy, if 1 found their absence was the 
total of my miseries, and the rest was an unnatural dream ! 

The sun set behind the Grange, as we turned on to the moors; 
by that, I judged it to be six o'clock ; and my companion halted half 
an hour, to inspect the park, and the gardens, and, probably, the 
place itself, as well as he could ; so it was dark when we dismoùnted 
in the paved yard of the farm-house, and your old fellow-servant, 
Joseph, issued out to receive us by the light of a dip candie. He did 
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it with a courtesy that redounded to bis credit. His tirst act was to 
elevate bis torch to a level with my face, squint malignantly, project 
bis under-lip, and tum away. Then he took the two horses, and led 
them into the stables ; reappearing for the purpose of locking the 
outer gate, as if we lived in an ancient castle. 
· Heathcliff stayed to speak to him, and 1 entered the kitchen-a 

dingy, untidy hole ; I daresay you would not know it, it is so changed 
since it was in your charge. By the fire stood a ruffianly child, strong 
in limb and dirty in garb, with a look of Catherine in bis eyes an<l 
about his mouth. 

" This is Edgar's legal nephew," I reftected-" mine in a 
manner ; I must shake bands, and-yes-I must kiss him. It Js 
right to establish a good understanding at the beginning." 

I approached, and, attempting to take bis chubby tist, said­
" How do you do, my dear?" 

He replied in a jargon I did not comprehend. 
" Shall you and I be friends, Hareton ? " was my next essay at 

conversation. 
An oath, and a threat to set Throttler on me if 1 did not " frame 

off" rewarded my perseverance. 
" Hey, Throttler, lad ! " whispered the little wretch, rousing a. 

half-bred bull-dog from its lair in a corner. "Now, wilt thou be 
ganging?" be asked authoritatively. 

Love for my life urged a compliance ; 1 steppe4 over the 
threshold to wait till the others should enter. Mr. Heathcliff was 
nowhere visible ; and Joseph, whom I followed to the stables, ami 
requested to accompany me in, after staring and muttering to himself, 
screwed up his nose and replied-" Mim ! mim ! mim ! Did iver 
Christian· body hear aught like it? Mincing un' munching ! How 
can I tell whet ye say ? " 

"I say, 1 wish you to corne with me into the bouse!" 1 cried, 
thinking him deaf, yet highly disgusted at bis rudeness. 

"None o' me l 1 getten summut else to do," be answered, and 
continued bis work ; moving his lantem jaws meanwhile, and 
surveying my dress and countenance (the former a great deal too 
fine, but the latter, l'm sure, as sad as be could desire) with 
sovereign contempt. 

I walked round the yard, and through a wicket, to another door, 
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at which I took the liberty of knocking, in hopes some more civil 
servant might show himself. After a short suspense, it was opened 
by a tall, gaunt man, without neckerchief, and othenvise extremely 
slovenly ; his features were Iost in masses of shaggy haïr that hung on 
his shoulders; and /zi'.r eyes, too, werc like a ghostly. Catherine's with 
all their beauty annihilated. 

"What's your business here? " he demanded, grimly. " \Vho 
are you?,, 

"My name u1a.1 Isabella Linton," I replied. " You',·e seM inc 
before, sir. I'm Iately married to Mr. Heathcliff, and he bas brought 
me here-I suppose by your pennission." 

"Is he corne back, then ? " asked the hermit, glaring like a 
hungry wolf. 

"Yes-we came just now," I sa.id; "but he left me by the 
kitchen door ; and when I would have gone in, your Iittle boy 
played sentinel over the place, and frightened me off by the help of 
a bull-dog.,, 

'' 1 t's well the hellish villain has kept his word ! " growled my 
future host, searching the darkness beyond me in expectation of dis­
covering Heathcliff; and then be indulged in a soliloquy of 
execrations, and threats of what he would have done had the 
" fien<l " deceived him. 

1 repented having tried this second entrance, and was a.lmost 
indined to slip away before he finished cursing, but ere I could 
execute that intention, he ordered me in, and shut and re-fastencd 
the door. There was a great fire, and that was ail the light in the 
huge apartment, whose floor had grown a uniform grcy ; and the 
once brilliant pewter-dishes, which used to attract my gaze when 1 
was a girl, partook of a simiJar obscurity, created by tarnish and dust. 
I inquirecl whether I might call the maid, and be conducted to a 
bedroom? Mr. Earnshaw vouchsafed no answer. He walked up 
and down, with bis bands in his pockets, apparently quite for­
getting my presence ; and bis abstraction was evidently so deep, 
and his whole aspect so misanthropicaJ, that 1 shrank from disturbing 
him again. 

You'll not be surprised, Ellen, at my feeling particu1arly cheerlesr, 
seated in worse than solitude on that inhospitable hearth, an<l remem­
bering that four miles distant lay my delightful home, containing the 
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only people 1 loved on earth ; and there might as well be the 
Atlantic to part us, instead of those four miles : I could not overpass 
them f 1 questioned with myself.-where must I tum for comfort ? 
and-mind you don't tell Edgar, or Catherine-above every sorrow 
beside, this rose pre-eminent : despair at finding nobody who could 
or would be my ally against Heathcliff 1 I had sought shelter at 
Wuthering Heights, almost gladly, because 1 was secured by that 
arrangement from living alone with him ; but he knew the people we 
were coming amongst, and he did not fear their intermeddling. 

1 sat and thought a doleful time : the clock struck eight, and 
nine, and still my companion paced to and fro, his head bent on bis 
breast, and perfectly silent, unlcss a groan or a bitter ejaculation 
forced itself out at intervals. 1 listened to detect a woman's voice in 
the bouse, and filled the interim with wild regrets aRd dismal 
anticipations, which, at last, spoke audibly in irrepressible sighing 
and weeping. 1 was not aware how openly 1 grjeved, till Eamsbaw 
halted opposite, in bis measured walk, and gave me a stare of newly­
awakened surprise. Taking advantage of bis recovered attention, 1 
exclaimed-" I'm tired with my joumey, and I want to go to 
bed ! Where is the maid-servant? Direct me to her, as she won't 
come to me ! '' 

" We have none," he. answered ; " you must wait on yourself I" 
"Where must 1 sleep, then ? " 1 sobbcd ; 1 was beyond regarding 

self-respect, weighed down by fatigue and wretchedness. 
" Joseph will show you Heathclifrs chamber," said be; " open 

that door-he's in there." 
I was going to obey, but be suddenly arrested me, and added in 

the strangest tone-" Be so good as to tum your Iock, and draw your 
bolt-don't omit it !" 

"Well 1" I said. "But why, Mr. Eamshaw?" I did not relish 
the notion of deliberately fastening myself in with Heathcliff. 

" Look here 1 ,, he replied, pulling from his waistcoat a curiously­
constructed pistol, having a double-edged spring knife attached to 
the barrel. " That's a great tempter to a desperate man, is it not ? 
I cannot resist going up with this every night, and trying bis door. 
H once 1 find it open he's done for 1 I do it invariably, even though 
the minute before I have been recalling a hundred reasons that 
ahould make me refrain : it is some devil that urges me to thwart 
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my own schemes by killing him. You fight against that devil for love 
as long as you may ;· when the time cornes, not ail the angels in 
heaven shall save him ! " 

1 surveyed the weapon inquisitively. A hideous notion struck 
me: how powerful 1 should be possessing such an instrument 1 1 
took it from his band, and touched the .blade. He looked astonished 
at the expression my face assumed during a brief second: it was not 
honor, it was covetousness. He snatched the pistol back, jealously; 
shut the knife, and returned it tq its concealment. 

"1 don't care if you tell him," sa.id he. " Put him on bis guard, 
and watch for him. You know the terms we are on, 1 see : bis danger 
does not shock you." 

" What bas Heathcliff done to you?" 1 asked. " In what bas 
be wronged you, to warrant this appalling hatred? Wouldn't it be 
wiser to bid him quit the bouse?" 

" No ! " thundered Earnshaw ; " should he offer to leave me, he's 
a dead man : persuade him to attempt it, and you are a murderess 1 
Am 1 to lose ail, without a chance of retrieval? Is Hareton to be a 
beggar? Oh, damnation ! 1 wiU have it back : and I'll have nû 
gold too; and then bis blood; and hell shall have bis soul! It will 
be ten times blacker with that guest than ever it was before 1 " 

You've acquainted me, Ellen, with your .old master's habits. He 
is clearl y on the verge of madness : he was so last night at least. 1 
shuddered to be near him, and thought on the servant's ill-bred 
moroseness as comparatively agreeable. He now recommenced bis 
moody walk, and 1 raised the latch, and escaped into the kitchen. 
Joseph was bending over the fire, peering into a large pan that swung 
above it; and a wooden bowl of oatmeal stood on the settle close 
by. The contents of the pan began to boil, and he turned to plunge 
bis band into the bowl; 1 <ronjectured that this preparation was 
probably for our supper, and, being hungry, 1 resolved it should be 
eatable; so, crying out sharply, "l'i/ make the porridge!" I removed 
the vesse! out of bis reach, and proceeded to take off my bat and 
riding-habit. " Mr. Earnshaw," 1 continued, "directs me to wait on 
myself: I will. l'm not going to act the lady among you, for fear I 
sbould starve." 

" Gooid Lord ! n he muttered, sitting down, and stroking his 
ribbed stockings Crom the knee to the ankle. " If there's to be fresh 
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orthe1ings- just when 1 getten uscd to two maisters, if 1 mun hev' a 
mislress set o'er my heead, it's like time to be flitting. 1 niver ditl 
think to see t' day that 1 mud lave th' owld place-but 1 doubt it's 
nigh at band ! " 

This lamentation drew no notice Crom me: 1 "·ent briskly to 
work, sighing to remember a period when it would have been ail 
merry fun ; but compelled speedily to drive off the remembrance. l t 
racked me to recall past happiness and the greater peril therè was of 
conjuring up its apparition, the quicker the thible ran round, and the 
faster the handfuls of meal f ell into the water. Joseph behcld my 
style of cookery with growing indignation. 

"Thear !'' be ejaculated. "Hareton, thou willn't sup thy porridge 
to-neeght ; they'll be naught but lumps as big as my neive. Thear, 
agean l I'd fting in bowl un' al~ if 1 wer ye ! There, pale t' guilp 
off, un' th en ye'll hae done wi 't. Bang, bang. 1 t's a mercy t' bothom 
isn't deaved out ! " 

lt 11Jas rather a rough mess, 1 own, when poured into the basins ; 
four had been provided, and a gallon pitcher of new milk was brought 
from the dairy, which Hareton seized and commenccd drinking and 
spilling from the expansive lip. 1 expostulated, and desired that be 
shoul<l have bis in a mug ; affim1ing that 1 could not taste the liquid 
treated so dirtily. The 9ld cynic chose to be vastly offended at this 
nicety ; assuring me, repeatedly, that " the barn was every bit as 
good" as 1, "and e\•ery bit as wollsome," and wondering how I could 
fashion to be so conceited. lfeanwhile, the infant ruffian continued 
sucking; and glowered up at me defyingly, as be slavered into the 
jug. . 

"I shall have my supper in another room," 1 said. "Have you 
no place you call a parlour ? " 

"Parlour !" he echoed, sneeringly, "j>ar/()Ur ! Nay, we've noa· 
par/ours. If yah dunnut loike wer company, there's maister's ; un' if 
yah dunnut loike maister, there's us." 

'' Then 1 shall go up-stairs," I ~nswered ; " show me a chamber." 
1 put my basin on a tray, and went myself to fetch some more 

milk. \Vith gTCat grumblings, the fellow rose, and preceded me b 
my ascent : we mounted to the garrets; be opened a door, now and 
then, to look into the apartments we passed. 

" Here's a rahm," he said, at last, flinging back a cranky boarcl 
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on hinges. "It's weel eneugh to ate a few porridge in. There's a 
pack o' corn i' t' corner, thear, meeterl y clane ; if ye're feared o' 
ouckying yer grand silk cloes, spread yer hankerchir o' t' top on't." 

The " rahm" was a kind of lumher-hole s~elling strong of malt 
and grain ; various sacks of which articles were piled around, leaving 
a wide, bare space in the middle. 

" Why, man," 1 exclaimed, facing him angrily, " this is not a 
place to sleep in. I wish to see my bed-room." 

"Btd-rume !'' he repeated, in a tone of mockery. " Yah 's see all 
t' /Jd-rumes thear is--yon's mine." 

He pointed into the second garret, only differing from the first in 
being more naked about the walls, and having a large, low, curtainless 
bed, with an indigo-coloured quilt, at one end. 

" What do I want with yours?" 1 retorted. " 1 suppose Mr: 
Heathcliff does not lodge at the top of the house, does he ? " 

''Oh! it's Maister Hathedijf'.r ye're wanting?" cried he, as if 
making a new discovery. " Couldn't ye ha' said soa, at onst ? un' 
then, I mud ha' telled ye, baht ail this wark, that that's just one ye 
cannut see-he allas keeps it locked, un' nob'dy iver mells on't but 
hisseln." 

"You've a nice bouse, Joseph," 1 could not refrain from observing, 
"and pleasant inmates; and I think the co.ncentrated essence of all 
the madness in the world took up its abode in my brain the day 1 
linked my fate with theirs 1 However, that is not to the present 
purpose-there are other rooms. For heaven's sake be quick, and 
let me settle somewhere ! " 

He made no reply to this adjuration ; only plodding doggedly 
down the wooden steps, and halting before an apartment which, from 
that halt and the superior quality of its furniture, 1 conjectured to be 
the best one. There was a carpet-a good one, but the pattern was 
obliterated by dust ; a fireplace hung with cut-paper, dropping to 
pieces ; a handsome oak-bedstead with ample crimson curtains of 
r.ither expensive material and modem make; but they had evidently 
experienced rough usage : the vallances hung in festoons, wrenched 
from their rings, and the iron rod supporting them was bent in an arc 
<>n one side, causing the drapery to trail upon the ftoor. The chairs 
were also damaged, many of them severely; and deep indentations 
deformed the panels of the walls. 1 was endeavouring to gather 
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resolution for entering and taking possession, when my fool of a guide 
announced, "This here is t' maister's." My supper by this time was 
cold, my appetite gone, ·and rny patience exhausted. 1 insisted on 
being provided instantly with a place of refuge, and means of repose. 

"'Vhear the divil?" began the religious eider. "The Lord bless 
us l The Lord forgie us! Wbear the /ul/wold ye gang? ye marred~ 
wearisome nowt ! Ye've seen all but Hareton's bit of a cham'er. 
There's not another hoile to lig down in i' th' hahse ! " 

1 was so vexed, 1 ftung rny tray and its contents on the ground ; 
and then seated myself at the stairs'-head, hid my face in my hands, 
and cried. 

"Ech 1 ech !'' exclaimed Joseph. "Weel done, Miss Cathy t 
weel done, Miss Cathy! Howsiver, t' maister sall just tum'le o'er 
them brocken pots; un' then we's hear summut ; we's l.1ear how it's 
to be. Gooid-for-naught madling 1 ye desarve pining fro' this to 
Churstmas, flinging t' precious güts o' God under fooit i' yer flaysome 
rages! But I'm mista'en if ye shew yer sperrit lang. Will Hathecliff 
bide sich bonny ways, think ye? 1 nobbut wish be may catch ye i' 
that plisky. 1 nobbut wish he may." 

And so be went on scolding to bis den beneath, taking the candie 
with him; and I remained in the dük. The period of reflection 
succeeding this silly action, compelled me to admit the necessity of 
smothering my pride and choking my wrath, and bestirring myself to 
remove its effects. An unexpected aid presently appeared in the 
shape of Throttler, whom 1 now recognised as a son of our old 
Skulker : it had spent its whelphood at the Grange, and was given by 
my father to Mr. Hindley. I fancy it knew me : it pushed its nose 
against mine by way of salute, and then hastened to devour the 
porridge ; while 1 groped from step to step, collecting the shattered 
earthenware, and drying the spalters of milk from the banister with 
my pocket-handkerchief. Our labours were scarcely over when 1 
hear<l Earnshaw's tread in the passage; my assistant tucked in his 
tail, and pressed to the wall ; 1 stole into the nearest doorway. The 
dog's endeavour to avoid him was unsuccessful; as I guessed by a 
scutter down-stairs, and a prolonged, piteous yelping. 1 had better 
luck : he passed on, entered bis chamber, and shut the door. Directly 
after Joseph came up with Hareton, to put him to bed. I had found 
shelter in Hareton's room, and the old man, on seeing me, said,-
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"They's rahm for boath ye un' yer pride, now, 1 sud think i' the 
Rahse. It's empty; ye may hev' it all to yerseln, un' Him as allus -
maks a third, i' sich ill company !" 

Gladly did I take advantage of this intimation ; and the minute 1 
flung myself into a chair, by the fire, 1 nodded, and slept. My 
slumber was deep and sweet, though over far too soon. Mr. Heath­
cliff a woke me ; he had just come in, and demanded, in his loving 
manner, what 1 was doing tliere? 1 told him the cause of my staying 
up so late-that he had the key of our room in bis pocket. The 
adjective our gave mortal offence. He swore it was not, nor ever 
should be, mine; and he'd-but I'll not repeat his language, nor 
describe bis habitua.l conduct : he is ingenious and unresting in 
seeking to gain my abhorrence J 1 sometimes wonder at him with an 
intensity that deadens my fear: yet, 1 assure you, a tiger or a 
venomous serpent could not rouse terror in me equal to that which 
he wakens. He told me of Catherine's illness, and accused my brother 
of causing it ; promising that 1 should be Edgar's proxy in suffering, 
till he could get hold of him. 

I do hate him-I am wretched-I have been a fool 1 Beware of 
uttering one breath of this to any one at the Grange. 1 shall expect 
you every day----don't disappoint me !-ISABELLA. · 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

As soon as I had perused this epistle, 1 "·ent to the master, and in­
formed him that bis sister had arrived at the Heights, and sent me a 
letter expressing her sorrow for Mrs. Linton's situation, and ber 
ardent desire to see him; with a wish that he would transmit to ber, 
as early as possible, some token of forgiveness by me. 

"Forgiveness I" said Linton. " I have nothing to forgive ber, 
Ellen. You may call at 'Vuthering Heights this afternoon, if you like, 
and say that I am not angry, but I'm sorry to have lost her; especially 
as 1 can never think she'll be happy. It is out of the question my 
going to sce ber, however: we are eternally divided; and should she 
really wish to oblige me, let her persuade the villain she has married 
to leave the country." 

"And you won't write ber a little note, sir?" I asked, im­
ploringly. 

"No," be answered. "It is needless. My communication with 
Heathcliff's family shall be as sparing as bis with mine. It shall not 
e~ist I" 

Mr. Edgar's coldness depressed me exceedingly; and all the way 
from the Grange I · puzzled my brains how to put more heart into 
what be said, when I repeated it ; and how to soften his refusai of 
even a few lines to console Isabella. 1 daresay she had been on the 
watch for me since morning : 1 saw ber looking through the lattice 
as 1 came up the garden causeway, and 1 nodded to ber; but she 
drew back, as if afraid of being observed. 1 entered without knocking. 
There never was such a dreary, dismal scene as the formerly cheerful 
bouse presented 1 I must confess, that if I ha<l been in the young 
lady's place, 1 would, at least, have swept the hearth, and wiped the 
tables with a duster. But she already partook of the pervading spirit 
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of neglect which encompassed her. Her pretty face was wan and 
listless ; her hair uncurle<l : some locks hanging lankly down, and 
some carelessly twisted round ber head. Probably she had not 
touched her drcss since yester evening. Hindley was not there. 
Mr. Heathcliff sat at a table, turning over some papers in his pocket­
book ; but he rose when I appeared, asked me how I did, quite 
friendly, and offered me a chair. He was the only thing there that 
seemed decent; and I thought he never looked better. So much 
had circumstances altered their positions, that he woulcl certainly 
have struck a stranger as a born and bred gentleman ; and his wife 
as a thorough little slattern ! She came forward eagerly to greet 
me ; and held out one band to take the expected letter. 1 shook 
my head. She wouldn't understand the hint, but followed me 
to a sideboatd, where I went to lay my bonnet, and importuned 
me in a whisper to give ber directly what 1 had brought. Heath­
clitf guessed the meaning of ber manœuvres, and said-" If you 
have got anything for Isabella (as no doubt you have, Nelly), gi\'e 
it to ber. You needn't make a secret of it: we have no secrets 
between us." 

" Oh, I have nothing," 1 replied, thinking it best to speak the 
truth at once. "My master bid me tell his sister that she must not 
expect either a lettt:r or a visit from him at present. He sends his 
love, ma'am, and bis wishes for your happiness, and bis pardon for 
the grief you have occasioned; but he thinks that after this time, his 
household and the household here should drop intercommunication, 
as nothing could corne of keeping it up." 

Mrs. Heathcliff's lip quivered slightly, and she returned to ber 
seat in the window. Her husban<l took his stand on the hearthstone, 
near me, .ltld began to put questions concerning Catherine. 1 told 
him as much as I thought proper of ber illness, and be extorted from 
me, by cross-examination, most of the facts c~nnected with its origin. 
1 blamed ber, as she deserved, for bringing it ail on herself; and ended 
by hoping that be would follow Mr. Linton's example and avoid future 
interf erence with bis family, for good or evil. 

"Mrs. Linton is now just recovering," I said; "she'll never be 
like she was, but ber life is spared; and if you really have a regard 
for ber, you'll shun crossing her way again : nay, you'll move out of 
thi~ countty entirely; and that you may not regret it, l'll inform you 
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Catherine Linton is as different now from your old friend Catherine 
F..arnshaw, as that young lady is different Crom me. Her appearance 
is changed greatly, her character much more so ; and the person who 
is compelled, of necessity, to be her companion, will only sustain bis 
affection hereafter by the remembrancc of what she once was, by 
common humanity, and a sense of duty ! " 

" That is quite possible," remarked Heathcliff, forcing himself to 
seem calm: "quite possible that your master should have nothing 
but common humanity and a sense of duty to fall back upon. But 
<lo you imagine that 1 shall leave Catherine to bis du/y and humanity I 
and can you compare my feelings respecting Catherine to his ? 
Before you leave this bouse, 1 must exact a promise Crom you, that 
you'll get me an intervie\v with ber: consent, or refuse, 1 will see ber! 
What do you say ? " 

"1 say, Mr. Heathcliff," I replied, "you must not: you never 
shall, through my means. Another encounter between you and the 
master would kill ber altogether." 

"\Vith your aid, that may be avoided," he continued; "and 
should there be danger of snch an event-should he be the cause of 
adding a single trouble more to her existence-why, 1 think 1 shall 
be justified in going to extremes 1 I wish you had sincerity enough 
to tell me whether Catherine would suffer greatly from his loss: the 
fear that she would restrains me. And there you see the distinction 
between our feelings : had be been in my place and I in bis, though 
I hated him with a hatred that turned my life to gall, I never would 
have raised a band against him. You may look incredulous, if you 
please ! I never would have banished him from ber society as long 
as she desired bis. The moment her regard ceased, I would have 
torn bis heart out, and drunk his blood ! But, till then-if you don't 
believe me, you don't know me-till then, I would have died by inches 
before I touched a single hair of bis head l " 

"And yet," 1 interrupted, "you have no scruples in completely 
ruining ail hopes of her perfect restoration, by thrusting yourself into 
~er remembrance now, when she bas nearly forgotten you, and in­
volving her in a new tumult of discord and distress." 

" You suppose she has nearly forgott~n me ? " he sa.id. " Oh, 
Nelly ! you know she has not ! Y ou know as well as I do, that for 
cvcry thought she spends on Linton, she spends a thousand on me 1 
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At a most miserable period of my life, I had a notion of the kind : it 
haunted me on my return to the neighbourhood last summer ; but 
only her own assurance could make me aqmit the horrible idea again. 
And thcn, Linton would be nothing, nor Hindley, nor all the dreams 
that ever I dreamt Two words would comprchend my future­
,/ea/h and he/I: existence, after losing ber, would be hcll. Yet I was 
a fool to fancy for a moment that she valued Edgar Linton's attach­
ment more than mine. If he loved with all the powers of bis puny 
being, he couldn't love as much in eighty years as I could in a day. 
And Catherine has a heart as deep as 1 have : the sea could be as 
readily contained in that horse-trough,. as her whole affection be 
monopolized by him. Tush I He is scarcely a degree dearer to her 
than ber dog, or her horse. It is not in him to be loved like me: 
how can she love in him what be has not?" 

" Catherine and Edgar are as fond of each other as any two 
people can be," cried Isabella, with sudden vivacity. "No one bas 
a right to talk in that manner, and I won't hear my brother depre­
ciated in silence!" 

" Your brother is wondrous fond of you too, isn't he?" observed 
Heathcliff, scornfully. " He tums you adrift on the world with 
surprising alacrity." 

" He is not a~are of what I suffer," she replied. " I didn't tell 
him that." 

"You have been telling him something, then: you have written, 
have you?" 

"To say that 1 was married, 1 did write-you saw the note." 
" And nothing since? n 

"No." 
"My young lady is looking sadly the worse for ber change of 

condition," I remarked. " Somebody's love cornes short in ber case, 
obviously: whose, I may guess; but, perhaps, I shouldn't say." 

" I should guess it was her own," said Heathcliff. " She degene­
rates into a mere slut ! She is tired of trying to please me uncom­
monly ear1y. You'd hardly credit it, but the very morrow of our 
wedding, she was weeping to go home. However, she'll suit this 
bouse so much the better for not being over nice, and l'll take care 
she does not disgrace me by rambling abroad." 

" \Vell, sir," retumed I, " 1 hope you'll consider that Mrs. Heath-
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cliff is accustomed to be looked after and waited on ; and that she 
has been brought up like an only daughter, whom every one was 
ready to serve. You must let her have a maid to keep things tidy 
about ber, and you must treat her kindly. Whatever be your notion 
of Mr. Edgar, you cannot doubt that she bas a capacity for strong 
attachments, or she wouldn't have abandoned the elegancies, and 
comforts, and friends of ber former home, to fix contenteàly, in such 
a wildemess as this, with you." 

"She abandoned them under a delusion," he answered ; " picturing 
in me a hero of romance, and expecting unlimited indulgences from 
my chivalrous devotion. I can hardly regard her in the light of a 
rational creature, so obstinately bas she persisted in forming a fabu­
lous notion of my character and acting on the false impressions she 
cherished. But, at last, 1 think she begins to know me: 1 Jon't 
perceive the silly smiles and grimaces that provoked me at first ; and 
the senseless incapability of discerning that 1 was in eamest when l 
gave her my opinion of ber infatuation and herself. It was a ma.r­
vellous effort of perspicacity to discover that 1 did not love ber. I 
believed, at one time, no lessons could teach ber that ! And yet it is 
poorly learnt ; for this morning she announced, as a piecc of appalling 
intelligence, that 1 had actually succeeded in making ber hate me ! 
A positive labour of Hercules, 1 assure you ! If it be achieved, 1 
have cause to return thanks. Can I trust your assertion, Isabella? 
Are you sure you hate me? If I let you alone for half a day, won't 
you corne sighing and wheedling to me again? I daresay she would 
rather I . had seemed ail tenderness before you : it wounds her vanity 
to have the truth exposed. But 1 don't care who knows thnt the 
passion was wholly on one side; and I ne\'er told her a lie about it. 
She cannot accuse me of showing one bit of deceitful softness. The 
first thing she saw me do, on coming out of the Grange, was to bang 
up her little <log; and when she pleade<l for it, the tirst words I 
uttered were a wish that 1 had the hanging of every being belonging 
to her, except one : possibly she took that exception for herself. But 
no brutality disgusted her : 1 suppose she has an innate admiration 
of it, if only ber precious person were secure from in jury ! N ow, was. 
it not the depth of absurdity-of genuine idiotcy, for that pitiful, 
slavish, mean-minded brach to dream that I could love her? TeU 
your master, Nelly, that I never, in ail my life, met with such an 
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abject thing as she is. She even disgraces the name of Linton ; 
and l've sometimei; relented, from pure lack of invention, in my 
experiments on what she could endure, and still creep shamefully 
cringing back ! But tell him, also, to set his fratemal and magis­
terial heart at ease : that I keep strictly within the limits of the 
Jaw. I have avoided, up to this period, giving ber the slightest 
right to claim a separation; and, what's more, she'd thank nobody 
for di\'Ïding us. If she desired to go, she might: the nuisance of 
her presence outweighs the gratification to be derived from tor­
menting ber ! " 

"Mr. Heathcliff," said I, "this is the talk of a madman; your 
wife, most likely, is convinced you are mad ; and, for that reason, 
she has borne with you hitherto: but now that you say she may go, 
she'll doubtless avail herself of the permission. You are not so 
bewitched, ma'am, are you, as to remain with him of your own 
accord?" 

" Take care, Ellen ! " answered Isabella, ber eyes sparkling ire­
fully; there was no misdoubting by their expression the full success 
of ber partner's endeavours to make · himself detested. " Don't put 
faith in a single word he speaks. He's a lying fiend ! a monster, and 
not a human being ! I've bcen told I might leave him before; and 
l've made the attempt, but I <lare not repeat it ! Only, Ellen, promise 
you'll not mention a syllable of his infamous conversation to my 
brother or Catherine. \Vhatever be may pretend, he wishes to pro­
Yoke Edgar to ~esperation : he says he has married me on purposc 
to obtain power over him; and he shan't obtain it-I'll die first ! 
I just hope, I pray, that he may forget his diabolical prudence and 
kill me! The single pleasure 1 can imagine is to die, or to see him 
dead ! " 

"There-that will do for the present l 11 said Heathcliff. "If 
you are called upon in a court of law, you'll remember her language, 
1'elly ! And take a good look at that countenance: she's near the 
point which would suit me. No; you're not fit to be your own 
guardian, Isabella, now ; and 1, being your legal protector, must 
retain you in my custody, however distasteful the obligation may be. 
Go up-stairs; 1 have something to say to Ellen Dean in private. 
That's not the way : up-stairs, I tell you ! Why, this is the road 
up-stairs, child I" 
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He seized, and thrust ber from the room ; and retumed mutter­
ing-" 1 have no pity 1 1 have no pity l The more the worms writhe, 
the more I yeam to crush out their entraiJs 1 lt is a moral teething; 
and 1 grind with greater energy, in proportion to the increase of 
pain.'' 

" Do you understand what the word pity means?" 1 said, hasten­
ing to resume my bonnet. " Did you ever feel a touch of it in 
your lif e ? " 

" Put that down 1 " he interrupted, perceiving my intention to 
dèpart "You are not going yet Come here now, Nelly: 1 must 
either persuade or compel you to aid me in fulfilling my determination 
to see Catherine, and that without delay. 1 swear that 1 meditate 
no harm : 1 don't desire to cause any disturbance, or to exaspera.te 
or insult ~Ir. Linton ; 1 only wish to hear Crom herself how she is, 
and why she has bcen il1 ; and to ask if anything that I could do 
would be of use to her. Last night, 1 was in the Grange garden six 
hours, and 1'11 return there to-nigbt; and every night I'll haunt the 
place, and every day, till 1 find an opportunity of entering. If Edgar 
Linton meets me, 1 shall not hesitate to knock him down, and give 
him enough to insure bis quiescence while 1 stay. If his servants 
oppose me, 1 shall threaten them off with thcse pistols. But wouldn't 
it .be better to prevent my coming in contact with them, or their 
master? And you could doit so easily. I'd wam you when 1 came 
and then you might let me in unobserved, as soon as she was alone, 
and watch till 1 departed, your conscience quite cairn: you would be 
hindering mischief." 

1 protested against playing that treacherous part in my employer's 
house : and, besicles, 1 urged the cruelty and selfishness of bis 
destroying Mrs. Linton's tranquillity for his satisfaction. " The com­
monest occurrence startles her painfully," I said. "She's all nerves, 
and she couldn't bear the surprise, I'm positive. Don't pcrsist, sir ! 
or else 1 shall ·be obliged to infonn my master of your designs ; and 
he'll take measures to secure bis bouse and its inmates from any such 
unwarrantable intrusions I" 

" In that case, 1'11 take measures to secure you, woman ! " ex­
claimed Heathcliff; " you shall not leave Wuthering Heights till 
to-morrow moming. It is a foolish story to assert that Catherine 
could not bear to see me ; and as to surprising her, 1 don't desire it : 
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you must prepare her-ask ber if 1 may corne. You say she never 
mentions my name, and that 1 am never mentioned to ber. To 
whom should she mention me if 1 am a forbidden topic in the 
bouse? She thinks you are ail spies for her husband. Oh, l've no 
doubt she's in hell among you l I guess by ber silence, as much as 

. anything, what she feels. You say she is often restless, and anxious­
looking : is that a proof of tranquillity? Y ou talk of her mind being 
~nsettle<l. How the <levil could it be otherwise in ber frightful 
ISOiation? And that insipid, paltry creature attending ber from du/y 
and h11111anily / From pity and dzarity / He might as well plant an 
oak in a flower-pot, and expect it to thrive, as imagine he can restore 
her to vigour in the soil of his shallow cares ! Let us settle it at 
once : will you stay here, and am I to fight my way to Catherine 
over Linton and his footman? Or will you be my friend, as you 
have been hitherto, and do what 1 request? Decide 1 because there 
is no reason for my lingering another minute, if you persist in -your 
stubborn ill-nature ! " 

\Vell, l\fr. Lockwood, I argued and complained, and flatly refused 
him fifty times ; but in the long run he forced me to an agreement. 
1 engaged to carry a letter from him to my mistress; and should she 
consent, I promised to let him have intelligence of Linton's next 
absence from home, when be might corne, and get in as he ,\·as able : 
1 wouldn't be there, and my fellow-servants should be equally out of 
the way. '\Vas it right or wrong? I fear it was wrong, though 
expedient. 1 thought I pre,·ented another explosion by my compli­
ance ; and I thought, too, it might create a favourable crisis in 
Catherine's mental illness: and then 1 remembered ?tir. Edgar's 
stem rebuke of my carrying tales ; and 1 tried to smoothe away ail 
<lisquietude on the subject, by affirming, with frequent iteration, that 
that betrayal of trust, if it merited so harsh on appellation, should be 
the last. N otwithstanding, my journey homeward was sadder than 
my journey thither; and many misgivings I had, ere 1 could pievail 
on myself to put the missive into Mrs. Linton's band. 

But here is Kenneth ; I'll go down, and tell him how much better 
you are. ~ly history is dru, as we say, and will serve to while away 
another moming. · 

Dree, and dreary l I refiected as the good woman descended to 
receire the doctor : and not exactly of the kind which I should have 
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chosen to amuse me. But never mind ! I'll extract wholesome 
medicines from Mrs. Dean's bitter herb.s; and firstly, let me beware 
of the fascination that lurks in Catherine Heathcliff's briJliant eyes. 
1 should be in a curions taking if 1 surrendered my heart to that 
young person, and the daughter tumed out a second edition of the 
mother. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

AsoTHER week over-and 1 am so many days nearer health, and 
spring ! 1 have now heani ail my neighbour's hi:,tory, at diff'erent 
sittings, as the housekeeper could spare time from more important 
occupations. I'll continue it in ber own words, only a little condensed. 
She is, on the whole, a very fair narrator, and I don't think I could 
improve ber style. 

In the evening, she said, the evening of my visit to the Heights, 
1 knew, as well as if 1 saw him, that Mr. Heathcliff was about the 
place ; and 1 shunned going out, because I still carried bis letter in 
rny pocket, and didn't want to be threatened or teased any more. I 
had made up my mind not to give it till my master went somewhere, 
as 1 could not guess how its receipt would affect Catherine. The 
consequence was, that it did not reach ber before the lapse of three 
days. The fourth was Sun<lay, and I brought it into ber room after 
the family were gone to church. The:-e was a man-servant left to 
keep the house with me, and we generally made a practice of Iocking 
the <loors during the hours of service ; but on that occasion the 
weather was so warm and pleasant that I set them wide open, and, 
to fulfil my engagement, as I knew who would be coming, I told my 
companion that the mistress wished very much for some oranges, and 
he must run over to the village and get a few, to be paid for on the 
morrO\v. He departed, and 1 went upstairs. 

Mrs. Linton sat in a Ioose white dress, with a Iight shawl over 
her shoulders, in the recess of the open window, as usuaL Her 
thick, long haïr had been partly remove<l at the beginning of ber 
illness, and now she wore it simply combed in its natural tresses 
over ber temples and neck. Her appearance was altered, as I had 
told Heathcliff; but when she was cairn, there seemed unearthly 
beauty in the change. The flash of ber eyes'had been succeeded by 
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a dreamy and melancholy softness ; they no longer gave the im­
pression of looking at the objects around ber: they appeared a1ways 
to gaze beyond, and far beyond-you would have said out of this 
world. Then, the paleness of her face-its haggard aspect ha ving 
vanished as she recovered fiesh-and the peculiar expression arising 
from her mental state, though painfully suggestive of their causes, 
added to the touching interest which she awakened; and-invariably 
to me, I know, and to any person who saw her, I should think-refuted 
more tangible proofs of convalescence, and stamped hcr as one 
doomed to decay. 

A . book lay spread on the sill before her, and the scarcely per­
ceptible wind fluttered its leaves at intervals. 1 believe Linton had 
laid it there : for she never endeavoured to divert herself with 
reading, or occupation of any kind, and he would spend many an 
hour in trying to entice ber attention to some subject which had 
fonnerly been her amusement. She was conscious of bis aim, and 
in ber better moods endured bis efforts placidly, only showing their 
uselessness by now and then suppressing a wearied sigh, and checking 
him at last with the saddcst of smiles and kisses. At other times, 
she would tum petulantly away, and bide her face in her bands, or 
even push him off angrily ; and then he took care to let her alone, 
for he was certain of doing no good. 

Gimmerton chape! bells were still ringing ; and the full, mellow 
ftow of the beck in the valley came soothingly on the ear. 1 t was a 
sweet substitute for the yet abs~nt munnur of the summer foliage, 
which drowned that music about the Grange when the trees were in 
leaf. At \Vuthering Heights it always sounded on quiet days 
following a great thaw or a season of steady rain. And of \V uthering 
Heights Catherine was thinking as she listened : that is, if she thought 
or listened at all ; but she had the vague, distant look I mentione<l 
beforc, which expressed no recognition of material things either by 
ear or eye. 

"There's a letter for you, Mrs. Linton," I said, gently inserting it 
in one band that rested on her knee. "You must read it immediately, 
because it wants an answer. Shall I break the sea.1? " " Y es," she 
answered, without altering the direction of ber eyes. I opened it­
it was very short. "Now," 1 continued, "read it" Shc drew away 
her band, and let it fall. · I replaced it in her lap, and stood waiting 
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tilI it should please ber to glance down ; but that movement was so 
long delayed that at last I resumed-" Must I rea<l it, ma'am? It is 
from Mr. Heathcliff." 

There was a start and a troubled gleam of recollection, and a 
struggle to arrange her ideas. She lifted the letter, and seemed to 
peruse it; and when she came to the signature she sighed : yet still 
I found she had not gathered its import, for, upon my desiring to 
hear her reply, she merely pointed to the name, and gazed at me 
\\"Ïth moumful and questioning eagemess. 

"\Vell, he wishes to see you," said I, guessing ber need of an 
interpreter. " He's in the garden by this time, and impatient to know 
what answer I shall bring." 

As I spoke, I observed a large dog lying on the sunny grass 
beneath raise its ears as if about to bark, and then smoothing them 
back, announce, by a wag of the tail, that some one approached 
whom it did not consider a stranger. Mrs. Linton bent forward, and 
listened breathlessly. The minute after a step traversed the hall ; 
the open house was too tempting for Heathcliff to resist walking in: 
most likely he supposed that I was inclined to shirk my promise, and 
so resolved to trust to his own audacity. 'Vith straining eagemess 
Catherine gazed towards the entrance of her chamber. He did not 
hit the right room directly : she motioned me to admit him, but he 
found it out ere I could reach the door, and in a stride or two was at 
her side, and had her grasped in his arms. 
"He neither spoke nor loosed his hold for some five minutes, 

during which period be bestowed more kisses than ever he gave in 
his life before, J daresay : but then my mistress had kissed him first, 
and 1 plainly saw that he could hardly bear, for downright agony, to 
look into her face ! The same conviction had stricken him as me, 
from the instant be beheld her, that there was no prospect of ultimate 
recovcry there-she was fated, sure to die. 

" Oh, Cathy ! Oh, my life ! how can I bear it ? " was the first 
sentence he uttered, in a tone that did not seek to disguise his despair. 
And now be stared at ber so earnestly that 1 thought the very intensity 
of bis gaze would bring tears into bis eyes; but they burned with 
anguish : they did not melt. 

" Wbat now? " said Catherine, leaning back, and returning his 
look with a suddenly clouded brow : her humour was a mere vane for 
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constantly varying caprices. "Vou and Edgar have broken my 
heart, Heathcliff ! _And you both corne to bewail the deed to me, as 
if you were the people to be pitied 1 1 shall not pity you, not 1. Y ou 
have killed me-and thriven on it, 1 think. How strong you are! 
How many years do you mean to live after 1 am gone?" 

Heathcliff had knelt on one knee to embrace her; he attempted 
to rise, but she seized bis hair, and kept him down. 

"1 wish 1 could ·bold you," she continued, bitterly, "till we 
were both dead ! I shouldn't care what you suffered. 1 care 
nothing for your sufferings. Why shouldn't Y"" suffer? I do ! 
Will you forget me ? Wili you be happy when 1 am in the earth? 
Will you say twenty years hence, 'That's the grave of Catherine 
Earnshaw? I loved ber long ago, and was wretched to lose her; 
but it is past. l've loved many others since : my children are dearer 
to me than she was ; and, at death, 1 shall not rcjoice that 1 am 
going to her: I shall be sorry that 1 must leave them ! ' Will you 
say so, Heathcliff?" 

"Don't torture me till I'm as mad as yourself,'' cried he, wrenching 
bis bead free, and grinding bis teeth. 

The two, to a cool spectator, made a stmnge and fearful picture. 
Well might Catherine deem that beaven would be a land of exile to 
ber, unless with ber mortal body she cast away her moral character 
also. Her present countenance bad a wild vindictiveness in its 
white cheek, and a bloodless lip and scintillating eye ; and she 
retained in ber closed fingers a portion of the locks she had been 
grasping. As to ber companion, wbile raising himself with one 
band, he ha<l taken ber arm with the other ; and so inadequate was 
his stock of gentleness to the requirements of her condition, that on 
his letting go 1 saw four distinct impressions left blue in the colour. 
less skin. 

"Are you possessed with a devil,'' be pursued savagely, cc to talk 
in that manner to me when you are dying? Do you reflect that ail 
those words will be branded in my memory, and eating deeper 
eternally after you have left me? Vou know you lie to say 1 have 
killed you : and, Catherine, you know that 1 could as soon forget 
you as my existence 1 Is it not sufficient for your infernal selfishness, 
that while you are at peace 1 shall writhe in the torments of hell?" 

"1 shall I\Ot be at peace," moancd Catherine, recalled to a sense 
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of physical weakness by the violent, unequal throbbing of ber heart, 
which beat visibly and audibly under this excess of agitation. She 
said nothing further till the paroxysm was over ; then she continued, 
more kindl y-

" I'm not wisbing you greater torment than 1 have, Heatbclifi: 
I only wish us never to be parted: and sbould a word of mine. 
distress you hereafter, think 1 feel the same distress underground, 
and for my own sake, forgive me ! Come bere and kneel down 
again ! You never hanned me in your life. Nay, if you nurse 
anger, that "'ill be worse to remember than my harsh words ! Won 't 
you corne here again ? Do ! " 

Heathcliff went to the back of ber chair, and leant over, but not 
so far as to let ber see his face, which was lh·id with emotion. She 
bent round to look at him ; be would not permit it : tuming abruptly, 
h~ walked to the fireplace, where he stood, silent, with bis back 
to\\·ards us. Mrs. Linton's glance followed bim suspiciously : every 
movement woke a new sentiment in ber. After a pause and a pro­
Jonged gaze, she resumed; addressing me in accents of indignant 
disappointment :-

"Oh, you see, Nelly, be would not relent a moment to keep me 
out of the grave. Thal is bow l'm loved ! Well, never mind. 
That is not my Heathcliff. I shall love mine yet ; and take him 
with me : he's in my soul. And," added she musingly, " the thing 
that irks me most is this shattered prison, after ail. I'm tired of 
being enclosed here. I'm wearying to escape into that glorious 
worJd, and to be always there : not seeing it dimly through tears, and 
yearning for it through the walls of an aching beart: but really 
with it, and in it. Nelly, you think you are better and more 
fortunate th1n 1; in full health and strength: you are sorry for me­
very soon that will be altered. 1 sball be sorry for you. 1 shall be 
incomparably beyond and above you all. 1 1t1Q11t/er be won't be 
near me ! " She went on to berself. " 1 thought be wished it. 
Heathcliff, dear ! you should not be sullen now. Do come to me, 
Heathcliff." 

In ber eagemess she rose and supported berself on the arm of 
the chair. At that earnest appeal be tumed to ber, looking abso­
lutely desperate. His eyes, wide and wet, at last flashed fiercely on 
ber; bis breast heaved convulsively. An instant they beld asunder, 
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and then how they met 1 hardly saw, but Catherine made a spring, 
and he caught her, and they were locked in an embrace from which 
I thought my mistress would never be released alive: in fact, to my 
eyes, she sèemed directly insensible. He flung himself into the 
nearest scat, and on my approaching hurriedly to ascerlain if she had 
fainted, he gnashed at me, and foamed like a mad dog, and gathered 
ber to him with greedy jealousy. I did not feel as if I were in the 
company of a creature of my own s~cies : it appeared that he woul<l 
not understand, though I spoke to him ; so I stood off, and held my 
tongue, in great pcrplexity. ' 

A movement of Catherine's relieved me a little presently: she 
put up her hand to clasp bis neck, and bring her cheek to bis as hc 
held her; while be, in retum, covering her with frantic caresses, said 
wildly- · 

'·' You teach me now how cruel you've been-cruel and false. 
Ul'hJ' did you despise me? 1Vlzy did you betray your own heart, 
Cnthy ? I have not one word of comfort Y 9u deserve this. Y ou 
have killed yourself. Yes, you may kiss me, and cry; and wring out 
my kisses and tears : they'll blight you-they'll damn you. Y ou 
loved me-then what right had you to leave me ? \Vhat· right­
answer me-for the poor fancy you felt for Linton? Because misery 
and degradation, and death, and nothing that God or Satan coulë 
inflict would have parted us, you, of your own will, did it I have 
not broken your heart-you have broken it; and in breaking it, yot: 
have broken mine. So much the worse for me, that I am strong 
Do I want to live? What kind of living will it be when you-oh, 
God l would J'OU like to live with your soul in the grave?" 

" Let me alone. Let me alone," sobbed Catherine. " If I've 
done wrong, I'm dying for it It is enough ! You left me too: but 
I won't upbraid you ! 1 forgive you. Forgive me!" 

" It is hard to forgive, and to look at those eyes, and feel those 
wasted hands," he answered. " K.iss me again ; and don't let me see 
your eyes ! I forgive what you have done tome. 1 love my murderer 
-but yo11rs I How can 1 ? " 

They were silent-their faces hid against each other, and washed 
by each other's tears. At least, I suppose the weeping was on both 
sides ; as it seemed Heathcliff œuld weep on a great occasion 
like this. 
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1 grew very uncomforta.ble, meanwhile ; for the aftemoon wore 
fast away, the man whom I had sent off returned from bis errand, 
and I could distinguish, by the shine of the western sun up the valley, 
a concourse thickening outside Gimmerton chapel porch. 

"Service is over," 1 announced. "My master will be here in half 
an hour." 

Heathcliff groaned a curse, and strained Catherine doser : she 
never moved. 

Ere long 1 perceived a group of the servants passing up the road 
towards the kitchen wing. Mr. Linton was not far behind; he opened 
the gate himself and sauntered slowly up, probably enjoying the lovely 
afternoon that breathed as soft as summer. 

"Now he is here," I exclaimed. "For heaven's sake, hurry down ! 
You'll not meet any one on the front stairs. Do be quick ; and stay 
among the trees till he is fairly in." 

'' I must go, Cathy,'' said Heathcliff, seeking to extricate himself 
from his companion's anns. "But if I live, I'll see you again before 
you are asleep. 1 won't stray five yards from your window." 

'' You must not go ! " she answered, holding him as finnly as ber 
strength allowed. "You shall not, I tell you." 

''For one hour," he pleaded eamestly. 
"Not for one minute," she replied. 
"1 must-Linton will be up immediately,'' persisted the alarmed 

intruder. 
He would have risen, and unfi?Ced ber fingers by the act-she clung 

fast, gasping : there was mad resolution in ber face. 
"No!" she shrieked. "Oh, don't, don't go. It is the last time ! 

Edgar will not hurt us. Heathcliff, 1 shall die 1 I shall die ! " 
"Damn the fooJ ! There he is," cried Heathcliff, sinking back 

into his seat. " Hush, my darling ! Hush, hush, Catherine ! I'll 
stay. If he shot me so, I'd expire with a blessing on my lips." 

And there they were fast again. I hcard my master mounting the 
stairs-the cold sweat ran from my forehead : I was horrified. 

"Are you going to listen to her ravings?" I said, passionately. 
"Sbe does not know what she says. Will you ruin her, because she 
has not wit to help herse If? Get up 1 You could be free instantly. 
That is the most diabolical deed that ever you did. We are all done 
for-m~ter, mistress, and servant." 
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I wrung rr~y hands, and cried out; and Mr. Linton hastened bis 
step at the noise. In the midst of my agitation, I was sincerely glad 
to observe that Catherine's anns had Callen relaxed, and hèr head 
hung down. 

"She's fainted, or dead," I thought: "so much the better. Far 
better that she should be dead, than lingering a burden and a misery­
maker to all about ber." 

E<igar sprang to bis unbidden guest, blanched with astonishment 
and rage. \Vhat be meant to do, I cannot tell ; bowever, the other 
stopped all demonstrations, at once, by placing the lifeless-looking 
form in bis a~s. 

''Look there ! "he said. "Unless you be a fiend, help ber first-
then you shall speak to me ! " · 

He walked into the parlour, and sat down. Mr. Linton 
summoned me, and with great difficulty, and after resorting to many 
means, we managed to restore ber to sensation ; but she was al l 
bewildered; she sighed, and moaned, and knew nobody. Edgar, in 
his anxiety for her, forgot ber hated friend. I did not. I went, at 
the earliest opportunity, and besought him to depart ; affirming th:i t 
Catht:rine was better, and he should hear Crom me in the moming ho\V 
she passed the night. 

•' 1 shall not refuse to go out of doors," he answered ; "but I 
shall stay in the garden: and, Nelly, mind you keep your word to­
morrow. I shall be under those larch-trees. Mind ! or I pay another 
,·isit, whether Lin ton be in or not." 

He sent a rapid glance through the half-open door of the chamber, 
and, ascertaining that what 1 stated was apparently true, delivered the 
house of his luckless presence. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

ABOUT twelve o'clock that night was born the Catherine you saw at 
Wuthering Heights: a puny, seven-months' child; and two hours 
after the mother <lied, having never recovered sufficient consciousness 
to miss Heathcliff, or know Edgar. The latter's distraction at bis 
bereavement is a subject too painful to be dwelt on; its after-effects 
showed how deep the sorrow sunk. A great addition, in my eyes, 
was his being left without an heir. 1 bemo~ned that, as 1 gazed on 
the feeble orphan; and 1 mentally àbused old Linton for (what was 
only natural partiality) the securing his estate to his own daughter, 
insteacl of his son's. An unwelcomed infant it was, poor thing 1 It 
might have wailed out of life, and nobody cared a morsel, during 
those first hours of existence. W e redeemed the neglect afterwards ; 
but its beginning was as friendless as its end is likely to be. 

N ext morning-bright and cheerful out of doors-stole softened 
:in through the blinds of the silent room, and suffused the couch and 
its occupant with a mellow, tender glow. Edgar Linton had bis 
head laid on the pillow, and his eyes shut His young and fair 
features were almost as deathlikc as those of the form beside him, 
and almost as fixed : but his was the bush of exhausted anguish, and 
Jurs of perfect peace. Her brow smooth, her lids closed, her lips 
wearing the expression of a smile ; no angel in heaven could be more 
beautiful than she appeared. And 1 partook of the infinite cairn in 
which she lay: my mind was never in a bolier frame than while 1 
gazed on that untroubled image of Divine rest 1 instinctively 
echoed the words she had uttered a few hours before : " Incomparably. 
beyontl and above us all ! Whether still on earth or now in heaven, 
her spirit is at home with God ! " 

I don't know if it be a peculiarity in me, but I am seldom other-
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wise than happy while watching in the chamber of death, should no 
frenzied or despairing mourner share the duty with me. I see a 
repose that neither earth nor hell can break, and I feel an assurance 
of the endless and shadowless hereafter-the Etemity they have 
entered-where life is boundless in its duration, and love in its 
sympathy, and joy in its fulness. I noticed on that occasion how 
much selfishness there is even in a love like Mr. Linton's, when he 
so regretted Catherine's blessed rclease ! To be sure, one might 
have doubted, after the wayward and impatient existence she had led, 
whether she merited a haven of peace at last. One might doubt in 
seasons of cold reftection; but not then, in the presence of ber corpse. 
It asserted its own tranquillity, which seemed a pledge of equal quiet 
to its former inhabitant. 

Do you believe such people are happy in the other wcrld, sir? 
I'd give a great deal to know. · 

I declined answering Mrs. Dean's question, which struck me as 
something heterodox. She proceeded : 

Retracing the course of Catherine J.inton, I fear we have no right 
to think she is; but we'll leave her with her Maker. 

The master looked asleep, an<l I ventured soon after sunrise t<> 
quit the room and steal out to the pure refreshing air. The servants 
thought me gone to shake off the drowsiness of my protracted watch ;. 
in rcality, my chief motive was seeing Mr. Heathcliff. If he had 
remained among the larches all night, he would have heard nothing 
of the stir at the Grange; unless, perhaps, be might catch the galloJ> 
of the messenger going to Gimmerton. If be had came nearer, he 
would probably be aware, from the lights fiitting to and fro, and the 
opening and shutting of the outer doors, that all was not right within. 
I wished, yet feared, to find him. I felt the terrible news must be 
told, and I longed to get it over; but how to do it, I did not know. 
He was there-at least, a few yards further in the park ; leant against 
an old ash-tree, his hat off, and bis hair soaked with the <lew th:. t 
had gathered on the budded branches, and fell pattering round him. 
He had been standing a long time in that position, for I s:i w a pair 
of ousels passing and repassing scarcely three feet from him, busy 
in building their nest, and regarding bis proximity no n1ore than that 
of a piece of timber. They flew off at my approach, and he raised 
bis eyes and spoke :-'' She's dead 1 " he said ; " l've not waited for 
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you to Iearn that. Put your handkerchief away-don't snivel before 
me. Damn you ail f she wants none of your tears ! " 

I was weeping as much for him as her : we do sometimes pity 
creatures that have none of the feeling either for themselves or others. 
'Vhen I first looked into his face, I perceived that he had got intelli­
gence of the catastrophe ; and a foolish notion struck me that his 
heart was quelled and ~e prayed, because his lips moved and his 
gaze was bent on the ground. 

" Y es, she's dead ! " I answered, checking my sobs ~"ld drying 
my cheeks. "Gone to heaven, I hope; where we may, every one, 
join ber, if we take due warning and leave our evil ways to follow 
goodl" 

" Did slu take due warning, then ? " asked Heathcliff, attempting 
a sneer. "Di<l she die like a saint? Come, give me a true history 
of the event How did--?,, 

He endeavoured to pronounce the name, but could not manage 
it ; and compressing bis mouth he held a silent combat with his 
inward agony, defying, meanwhile, my sympathy with an untlinching, 
ferocious stare. " How did she die ? " he resumed, at last-fain, 
notwithstanding his hardihood, to have a support behind him; for, 
after the struggle, he trembled, in spite of himself, to his very 
finger-ends. 

" Poor wretch ! " 1 thought; "you have a heart and nerves the 
sa.me as your brother men 1 Why should you be anxious to conceal 
them? Your pride cannot blind God ! You tempt him to wring 
tbem, till he forces a cry of humiliation." 

" Quietly as a lamb ! " I answered, aloud. " She drew a sigh, 
and stretched herself, like a child reviving, and sinking again to 
sleep ; and fi~e minu_tes after I felt one little pulse at ber heart, and 
nothing more ! n 

" And-did she ever mention me ? " he asked, hesitating, as if 
be dreaded the answer to bis question would introduce details that 
be could not bear to hear. 

"Her senses never retumed: she recognised nobody from the 
time you left ber," I said. "She lies with a sweet smile on ber face; 
and her latest ideas wandered back to pleasant early days. H er 

· lif e closed in a gentle dream-may she wake as kindly in the other 
world !" 
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":May she wake in tonnent!" he cried, with frightful vehemence, 
stamping bis foot, and groaning in a sudden paroxysm of ungovem­
able passion. " Why, she's a liar to the end 1 Where is she? Not 
there-not in heaven-not perished-where ? Oh ! you said you 
cared nothing for my sufferings ! And 1 pr.ty one prayer-1 repeat 
it till my tongue stiffens-Catherine Eamshaw, may you not rest as 
long as 1. am living ! You said 1 killed you-haunt me, then ! The 
murdered do haunt their murderers, I believe. 1 know that ghosts 
lzavt wandered on earth. Be with me always-take any form-drive 
me mad ! only do not leave me in this abyss, where 1 cannot find 
you 1 Oh, God ! it is unutterable ! 1 cannai live without my life ! 1 
cam1ot live without my soul!,, · 

He dashed bis head against the knotted trunk ; and, lifting up 
bis eyes, howled, not lik.e a man, but like a savage beast being goaded 
to death with knives and spears. I observed several splashes of 
blood about the bark of the tree, and bis band and forehead were 
bcth stained; probably the scene 1 witnessed was a repetition of 
others acted dur.ing the night. It hardly moved my compassion-it 
appalled me : still, 1 felt reluctant to quit him so. But the moment 
he recollected himself enough to notice me watching, he thundered a 
command for me to go, and 1 obeyed He was beyond my skill to 
quiet or console 1 

Mrs. Linton's funeral was appointed to take place on the Friday 
following ber decease ; and till then ber coffin remained uncovered. 
and strewn with fiowers and scented leaves, in the great drawing­
room. Linton spent his days and nights there, a sleepless guardian ; 
and-a circumstance concealed from all but me-Heathcliff spent 
his nights, at least, outside, equally a stranger to repose. 1 held no 
communication with him : still, 1 was ~onscious of his design to 
enter, if he could; and on the Tuesday, a little after dark, when my 
rnaster, from sheer fatigue, had been compelled to retire a couple of 
hours, 1 went and opened one of the windows ; mo\·ed by bis per­
severance to give him a chance of bestowing on the faded image of 
bis idol one final adieu. He did not omit to avail himself of the 
opportunity, cautiously and briefly: too cautiously to betray his 
presence by the slightest noise. Indeed, 1 shouldn't have discovered 

• 
that he had been there, except for the disarrangement of the drapery 
about the corpse's face, and for observing on the fioor a curl of light 
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hair, fastened with a silver thread; which, on examination, 1 ascer­
tained to have been taken from a Jocket hung round Catherine's 
neck. Heathcliff had opened the trinket and cast out its conter.ts, 
replacing them by a black Iock of bis own. I twisted the two, an<l 
enclosed them together. 

Mr. Eamshaw was, of course, invited to attend the remains of 
rus sister to the grave ; he sent no excuse, but he never came ; so 
that, besides ber husband, the moumers were wholly composed of 
tenants and servants. Isabella was not asked. 

The place of Catherine's interment, to the surprise of the villagers, 
was neither in the chapel Wlder the carved ~onument of the Lintons, 
nor yet by the tombs of her own relations, outside. It was dug on a 
green slope in a corner of the kirk-yard, where the wall is so low that 
heath and bilberry-plants have climbed over it from the moor; and 
peat-mould almost buries it. Her husband lies in the same spot 
now; and they have each a simple headstone above, and a plain 
grey block at their feet, to mark the graves. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THAT Friday made the last of our fine days for a month. In the 
evening, the weather broke : the wind shifted from . south to north­
east, and brought rain first, and then sleet and snow. On the morrow 
one could hardly imagine that there had been three weeks of summer: 
the primroses and crocuses were hidden under wintry drifts ; the 
farks were silent, the young leaves of the early trees smitten and 
blackened. And dreary, and chill, and dismal, that morrow did 
creep over ! My master kept bis . room ; I took possession of the 
lonely parlour, converting it into a nursery: and there I was, sitting 
with the moaning doll of a child laid on my knee ; rocking it to and 
fro, and watching, meanwhile, the still driving flakes build up the 
uncurtained window, when the door opened, and some person entered, 
out of breath and laughing ! My anger was greater than my astonish­
ment for a minute. . I supposed it one of the maids, and I cried­
" Have donc ! How <lare you show your giddiness here? \Vhat 
would Mr. Lin ton say if he beard you?" 

" Excuse me ! " answered a familiar voice ; " but I know Edgar 
is in bed, and I cannot stop myself." 

\Vith that the speaker came forward to the tire, panting and holding 
ber band to her side. 

" 1 have run the whole way from Wuthering Heights ! " she 
continued, after a pause; "except where I've ftown. 1 couldn't 
count the number of falls I've had. Oh, I'm aching all over ! Don't 
be alarmed ! There shall be an explanation as soon as I can gi,,e 
it; only just have the goodness to step out and order the carriage to 
take me on to Gimmerton, and tell a servant to seek up a fcw 
elothes in my wardrobe." 

The intruder was Mrs. Heathcliff. She certainJy seemed in no 
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laughing predicament : h~r haïr streamed on ber shoulders, dripping 
with snow and water ; she was dressed in the girlish dress- she 
commonly wore, befitting ber age more than ber position: a low 
frock with short sleeves, and nothing on either head or neck. The 
frock was of light silk, and clung to ber with wet, and her feet were 
protected merely by thin slippers ; add to this à deep eut under one 
ear, which only the cold prevented from bleeding profusely, a white 
face scratched and bruised, and a frame hardly able to support itself, 
through fatigue; and you may fancy my first fright was not much 
allayed when 1 had had leisure to examine her. 

"My dear young lady," I exclaimed, '' l'll stir nowhere, and hear 
nothing, till you have removed every article of your clothes, and put 
on dry things; and certainly you shall not go to Gimmerton to-night, 
soit is needless to order the carriage." 

" Certainly 1 shall," she said ; " walking or riding : yet I've no 
objection to dress myself decently. And-ah, see how it flo,..·s 
down my neck now ! The fire does make it smart." 

She insisted on my fulfilling ber directions, before she would let 
me touch her; and not till after the coachman had been instructed 
to get ready, and a maid set to pack up some necessary attire, did I 
obtain her consent for binding the wound and helping to change ber 
gannents. 

" N ow, ·Ellen," she said, when my task was finished and she was 
seated in an easy-chair on the hearth, with a cup of tea before ber, 
" you sit down opposite me, and put poor Catherine's baby away : 1 
don't like to see it ! You mustn't think I care little for Catherine, 
because I behaved so foolishly on entering : l've cried, too, bitterly­
yes, more than any one else has reason to cry. 'Ve parted unrecon­
ciled, you remember, and I shan't forgive myself. But, for all that, 
1 was not going to sympathise with him-the brute beast ! Oh, give 
me the poker ! This is the last thing of his I have about me:" she 
slipped the gold ring from ber third finger, and threw it on the ft6or. 
"l'll smash it ! " she continued, striking it with chil<lish spite, " and 
then I'll hum it !" and she took and dropped the misused article 
among the coals. " There 1 he shall buy another, if he gets me back 
again. He'd be capable of coming to seek me, to tease Edgar. I 
dare not stay, lest that notion should possess his wicked head l And 
besides, Edgar bas not been kind, bas he ? And 1 won't corne 
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suing for his assistance; nor will 1 bring him into more trouble. 
N ecessity compelled me to seek shelter here ; though, if 1 had not 
learncd he was out of the way, l'd have balted at the kitchen, washed 
my face, warmed myself, got you to bring what 1 wanted, and de­
parted again to anywbere out of the reach of my accursed-of that 
incarnate goblin ! Ah, be was in such a fury ! If he had caught 
me! lt's a pity Earnshaw is not bis match in strength: I wouldn't 
have run till I'd seen him ail but demolished, had Hindley been 
able to do it ! '' 

"\Vell, don't talk so fast, Miss ! " I interrupted ; "you'll disorder 
the handkerchief I have tied round your face, and make the eut 
blecd again. Drink your tea, and take breath, and give over laughing : 
laughter is sadly out of place under this roof, and in your condition!" 

"An undeniable truth," she replied. "Listen to that child ! It 
maintains a constant wail-send it out of my hearing for an hour; I 
shan't stay any longer." 

1 rang the bell, and committed it to a servant's care ; and then I 
inquired what hacl urged ber to escape from Wuthering Heights in 
such an unlikely plight, and where she meant to go, as she refusecl 
remaining with us. 

'' I ought, and I wished to remain," answered she, "to cheer 
Edgar and take care of the baby, for two things, and because the 
Grange is my right home. But 1 tell you he wouldn't let me! Do 
you think he could bear to see me grow fat and merry-could bear 
to think that we were tranquil, and not resolve on poisoning our 
comfort? Now, 1 have the satisfaction of being sure that he detests 
me, to the point of its annoying him seriously to have me within 
earshot or eyesight: I notice, when I enter his presence, the! muscles 
of his countenance are involuntarily distorted into an expression of 
hatred ; partly arising from his knowledge of the good causes I have 
to fe'!l that sentiment for him, and partly from original aversion. It· 
is strong enough to make me feel pretty certain that he would not 
chase me over England, supposing I contrived a clear escape; 
and therefore 1 must get quite away. l've recovered from my first 
desire to be killed by him : l'd rather he'd kill himself ! He bas 
extinguished my love effectually, and so I'm at my ease. l can 
recollect yet how 1 loved him ; and can dimly imagine that I coul<l 
still be loving him, if-n:>, no ! Even if be had doted on me, the 
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devilish nature would have revealed its existence somehow. Catherine 
had an awfully perverted taste to esteem him so dearly, knowing him 
so welL Monster ! would that be could be blotted out of creation, 
and out of my memory ! " 

"Hush, bush! He's a human being," I s1id. "Be more charit­
able : there are worse men than he is yet ! " 

"He's nota human being," she retorted; "and be has no claim 
on my charity. I gave him my heart, and be took and pinched it to 
death, and flung it back to me. People feel with their hearts, Ellen : 
and since he bas destroyed mine, 1 have not power to feel for him: 
and 1 would not, though he groaned from tbis to his dying day, and 
wept tears of blood for Catherine I No, indeed, indeed, 1 wouldn't ! " 
And here Isabella began to cry; but, immediately dashing the water 
from. ber lashe~ she recommenced. "You asked, what ha.s driven 
me to ftight at last? · I was compelled to attempt it, because I had 
succeeded in rousing his rage a pitch above bis malignity. Pulling 
out the nerves with red hot pincers requires more coolness than 
knocking on the head He was worked up to forget the fienclish 
prudence he boasted of, and proceeded to murderous violence. I 
experienced pleasure in being able to exasperate him : the sense of 
pleasurc woke my instinct of self-preservation, so I fairly broke free : 
and if ever I corne into bis bands again he is welcome to a signal 
revenge. 

"Yesterday, you know, Mr. Earnsh1w should have been at the 
funeral. He kept himself sober for the purpose-tolerably sober: 
not going to bed mad at six o'cloc:k and getting up drunk at twelve. 
Consequently, he rose, in suicidai low spirits, as fit for the church as 
for a <lance ; and instea.d, be sat down by the tire and swallowed gin 
or brandy by tumblerfuls. 

'' Heathcliff.-I shudder to name him ! bas been a stranger in the 
bouse from last Sunday till to-day. \Vhether the angels have fed 
him, or his kin beneath, 1 cannot tell ; but he has not eaten a meal 
with us for nearly a week. He has just come home at dawn, and 
gone up-stairs to his chamber; locking himself in-as if anybody 
dreamt of coveting his company I There he bas continued, praying 
like a Methodist: only the deity he implored is senseless dust and 
ashes; and Go<l, when addressed, was curiously confounded with bis 
own black father ! Afttr concluding these precious orisons-afill 
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they lasted generally till he grew hoarse and his voice was strangled 
in his throat-he would be off again; always straight down to the 
Grange 1 1 wonder Edgar did not send for a constable, and give 
him into custody 1 For me, grieved as I was about Catherine, it was 
impossible to avoid regarding this season of deliverance from degrad­
ing oppression as a holiday. 

" l recovered spirits sufficient to hear J oseph's eternal lectures 
without weeping, and to move up and down the house less with the 
foot of a frightened thief than formerly. You wouldn't think that I 
should crr at anything Joseph could say; but he and Hareton are 
detestable companions. l'd rather sit with Hindley, and hear bis 
awful talk, than with 't' little maister' and his staunch supporter, that 
odious old man ! When Heathcliff is in, l'm often obliged to seek 
the kitchen and their society, or starve among the damp uninhabited 
chambers ; when he is not, as was the case dtis•week, I é!;tablish a 
table and chair at one corner of the bouse tire, and never mind how 
Mr. Eamshaw may occupy himself; and he does not interfere with 
my arrangements. He is quieter now than be used to be, if no one 
provokes him : more sullen and depressed, and less furious. Joseph 
· affirms he's sure he's an altered man : that the Lord has touched his 
heart, and he is saved 'so as by tire.' I'm puzzled to detect signs of 
the favourable change : but it is not my business. 

" Y ester-evening I sat in my nook reading some old books till 
late on towards twelve. It seemed so dismal to go up-stairs, with 
the wild snow blowing outside, and my thoughts continually reverting 
to the kirk-yard and the new-made grave! 1 dared hardly lift my 
eyes Crom the page before me, that melancholy scene so instantl y 
usurped its place. Hindley sat opposite, his head leant on his band; 
perhaps meditating on the sa.me subject. He had ceased drinking 
at a point below irrationality, and had neither stirred nor spoken 
during two or three hours. There was no sound through the bouse 
but the moaning wind, which shook the windows every now and 
then, the faint crackling of the coals, and the click of my snutfers as 
1 removed at intervals the long wick of the candie. Hareton and 
Joseph were probably fast asleep in bed. It was very, very sad: 
and while I read 1 sighed, for it seemed as if all joy had vanished 
Crom the world, never to be restored. 

" The doleful silence was broken at length by the sound of the 
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kitchen latch: Heathcliff had retumed from bis watch earlier than 
usual; owing, 1 suppose, to the sudden storm. That entrance was 
fastened, a.nd we heard him coming round to get in by the other. 1 
rose with an irrepressible expression of what 1 felt on my lips, which 
induced my companion, who had been staring towards the door, to 
turn and look at me. 

"' I'll keep him out five minutes,' be exclaimed. ' Y ou· won't 
object?' 

"'No, you may keep him out the whole night for me,' 1 answered. 
' Do ! put the key in the Iock, and draw the bolts.' 

" Earnshaw accomplished this ere bis guest reached the front; 
he then came and brought his chair to the other side of my table, 
leaning over it, and searching in my eyes for a sympathy with the 
burning hate that gleamed from bis : as be both looked and felt like 
an assassin, he couldn't exactly find that; but he discovered enough 
to encourage him to speak. · 

" 'Vou, and I,' he said, ' have each a great debt to settle with 
the man out yonder ! If w~ were neither of us cowards, we might 
combine to discharge it. Are you as soft as your brother·? Are you 
willing to endure to the last, and not once attempt a repayment ?' 

" ' I'm weary of enduring now,' 1 replied ; ' and l'd be glad of a 
retaliation that wouldn't recoil on myself; but treachery and violence 
are spears pointed at both ends ; they wound those who resort to 
them worse than their enemies.' 

"' Treachery and violence are a just retum for treachery and 
violence ! ' cried Hindley. ' :Mrs. Heathcliff, 1'11 ask you to do 
nothing; but sit still and be dumb. Tell me now, can you? I'm 
sure you would have as much pleasure as I in witnessing the con­
clusion of the fiend's existence : he'll be your death unless you 
overreach him ; and he'll be my ruin. Damn the hellish villain ! He 
knocks at the door as if he were master here already ! Promise to 
hold your tongue, and before that dock strikes-it wants three 
minutes of one-you're a free woman 1 ' 

"He took the implements which I described to you in my letter 
from bis breast, and would have tumed down the candie. 1 snatched 
it away, however, and seized his ann. 

" ' I'll not hold my tongue ! ' 1 said ; ' you mustn't touch him. 
Let the door remain shut, and be quiet!' 
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" ' No ! l've formed my resolution, and by God I'll execute it ! ' 
cried the desperate being. 'I'll do you a kindness in spite of yourself, 
and Hareton justice! And you needn't trouble your head to screen 
me; Catherine is gone. Nobody alive would regret me, or be 
ashamed, though 1 eut my throat this minute-and it's time to make 
an end!' 

"I might as well have struggled with a bear, or reasoned with a 
lunatic. The only resource left me was to run to a lattice and warn 
bis intended victim of the fate which awaited him. 

"' You'd better seek shelter somewhere else to-night !' 1 exdaimed, 
in rather a triumphant tone. ' Mr. Eamshaw has a mind to shoot 
you, if you persist in endeavouring to enter.' 

'" You'd better open the door, you--' he answered, addressing 
me by some elegant term that I don't care to repeat. 

·' ' 1 sha.11 not meddle in the matter,' 1 retorted again. 'Come in 
and get shot, if you please 1 I've done my duty." 

"With that 1 shut the window and retumed to my place by the 
tire ; having too small a stock of hypocrisy at my command to 
pretend any anxiety for the danger that menaced him. Eamshaw 
swore passionately at me : affirming that 1 loved the villain yet ; and 
calling me ail sorts of names for the base spirit I evinced. And I, 
in my ·secret heart (and conscience never reproached me), thought 
what a blessing it would be for lzim should Heathcliff put him out of 
misery; and what a blessing for me should he send Heathcliff to his 
right abode ! As 1 sat nursing these reflections, the casernent behind 
me was banged on to the ftoor by a blow from the latter individual, 
and his black countenance looked blightingly through. The stanchions 
stood too close to suffer his shoulders to follow, and 1 smiled, 
exulting in my fancied security. His haïr and clothes were whitened 
with snow, and his sharp cannibal teeth, revealed by cold and wrath, 
gleamed through the dark. 

" ' Isabella, let me in, or 1'11 make you repent ! ' be 'gimed,' as 
Joseph calls it. 

" 1 cannot commit murder,' I replied. . ' Mr. Hindley stands 
sentinel with a knife and loaded pistol.1 

"'Let me in by the kitchen door,' he said. 
"' Hindley will be there before me,' I answered: 'and that's a 

poor love of yours that cannot bear a shower of snow 1 \Ve werc 
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left at peace in our beds as long as the summer moon shone, but the 
moment a blast of winter retums, you must run for shelter l Heath­
clift', if I were you, l'd go stretch myself over ber grave and die like 
a. faithful dog. The world is surely not worth living in now, is it? 
Vou had distinctly impressed on me the idea that Catherine was the 
whole joy of your life: 1 can't imagine how you think of surviving 
ber Joss.' 

" ' He's there, is he ? ' exclaimed my companion, rushing to the 
gap. 'If 1 can get my arm out 1 can bit him ! ' 

"l'm afraid, Ellen, you'll set me down as really wicked; but you 
don't know all, so don't judge. 1 wouldn't have aided or abetted an 
.attempt on even his lif e for anything. 'Vish that he were dead, 1 
must; and therefore 1 was fearfully disappointed, and unnerved by 
terror for the consequences of my taunting speech, when be fiung 
lùmself on Earnshaw's weapon and wrenched it from bis grasp. 

" The charge exploded, and the knif e, in springing back, closed 
into its owner's wrist Heathcliff pulled it away by main force, 
~litting up the fiesh as it passed on, and thrust it dripping into his 
pocket He then took a stone, struck down the division between 
two windows, and sprang i11. His adversary had fallen senseless with 
excessive pain and the fiow of blood, that gushed from an artery or a 
large vein. The ruffian kicked and trampled on him, and dashed 
his head repeatedly against the fiags, holding me with one hand, 
meantime, to prevent me · summoning Joseph. He exerted preter­
human self-denial in abstaining from finishing him completely; but 
getting out of breath, be finally desisted, and dragged the apparently 
inanimate body on to the settle. There he tore off the sleeve of 
F.amshaw's coat, and bound up the wound with brutal roughness; 
spitting and cursing during the operation as energetically as he had 
kicked before. Being at liberty, 1 lost no time in seeking the old 
servant; who, having gathered by degrees the purport of my hasty 
tale, hunied below, gasping, as he descended the steps two at 
once. 

" ' Whal is ther to do, now? what is ther to do, now? ' 
" ' There's this to do,' thundered Heathcliff, ' that your master's 

mad; and should be last another month, I'll have him to an asylum. 
And how the devil did you corne to fasten me out, you toothless 
hound? Don't stand muttering and mumbling there. Come, I'm 

Il 
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not going to nurse him. W ash that stuff away ; and mind the sparks 
of your ca.ndle-it is more than half brandy 1' 

" ' And so ye've been murtbering on him?' exclaimed Joseph, 
lifting his bands and eyes in horror. ' If iver 1 seed a seeght loike 
this 1 May the Lord-' 

"Heathcliff gave him a pusb on to bis knees in the middle of the 
blood, and flung a towel to him ; but instead of proceeding to dry it 
up, be joined bis bands and began a prayer, which excited my 
laughter from · its odd phraseology. 1 was in the condition of mind 
to be sbocked at nothing : in fact, 1 was as reckless as some male­
factors show themselves at the foot of the gallows. 

"'Oh, 1 forgot you,' said the tyrant. 'You shall do that. Down 
with you. And you conspire with him against me, do you, viper? 
There, that is work fit for you ! ' 

" He shook me till my teeth rattled, and pitcbed me beside 
Joseph, who steadily concluded bis supplications, and then rose, 
vowing be would set off for the Grange directly. Mr. Linton was a 
magistrate, and though be had fifty wives dead, he should inquire 
into thiS. He was so obstinate in bis resolution, that Heathclür 
deemed it expedient to compel from my lips a recapitulation of what 
had taken place; standing over me, heaving with malevolence, as 1 
reluctantly delivered the account in answer to his questions. 1 t 
required a great deal of labour to satisfy the old man that Heatbclüf 
was not the aggressor; especially with my hardly-wrung replies. 
However, Mr. Earnshaw soon convinced him that he was alive still ; 
Joseph hastened to administer a dose of spirits, and by their succour 
his master presently regained motion and consciousness. Heathc~ 
aware that bis opponent was ignorant of the treatment received while 
insensible, called him deliriously intoxicated ; and said be should not 
notice his atrocious conduct further, but advised him to get to bed. 
To my joy, be left us, after giving this judicious counsel, and Hindley 
stretched himself on the hearthstone. 1 departed to my own room, 
marvelling that 1 had escaped so easily. 

" This moming, when 1 came down, about half an èour before 
noon, Mr. Earnshaw was sitting by the tire, deadly sick; bis evil 
genius, almost as gaunt and ghastly, leant against the chimney. 
Neither appeared inclined to dine, and, having waited ti1l an was 
cold on the table, 1 commenced alone. Nothing hindered me from 
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eating heartily, and 1 experienced a certain sense of satisfaction and 
superiority, as, at intervals, 1 cast a look towards my silent com­
panions, and felt the comfort of a quiet conscience within me. 
After 1 had done, 1 ventured on the unusual liberty of drawing near 
the fire, going round Earnshaw's seat, and kneeling in the corner 
beside him. 

" Heatbcliff did not glance my way, and 1 gazed up, and contem­
plated his features almost as confidently as if they had been turned 
to stone. His forehead, that 1 once thought so manly, and that 1 
now think so diabolical, was shaded with a heavy cloud ; his basilisk 
eyes were nearly quenched by sleeplessness, and weeping, perhaps, 
for the lashes were wet then ; bis lips devoid of their ferocious sneer, 
and sealed in an expression of unspeakable sadness. Had it been 
another, 1 would have covered my face in the presence of such grief. 
In !lis case, 1 was gratified ; and, ignoble as it seems to insult a 
fallen enemy, 1 couldn't miss this chance of sticking in a dart : bis 
weakness was the only time when 1 could taste the delight of paying 
wrong for wrong." 

"Fie, fie, Miss!" 1 interrupted. "One might suppose you had 
never opened a Bible in your life. If God aftlict your enemies, surely 
that ought to suffice you. It is both mean and presumptuous to add 
your torture to bis ! " 

"In general 1'11 allow that it would be, Ellen," she continued; 
"but what misery laid on Heathcliff could content me, unless I have 
a band in it ? I'd rather be suffered las, if 1 might cause bis 
sufferings and be might lmflW that 1 was the cause. Oh, 1 owe him 
so much. On only one condition can 1 hope to forgive him. It is, 
if 1 may take an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth ; for every wrench 
of agony return a wrench : reduce him to my leveL As he was the 
first to injure, make him the first to implore pardon ; and then-why 
then, Ellen, 1 migbt show you some generosity. But it is utterly 
impossible I can ever be revenged, and therefore 1 cannot forgive 
him. Hindley wanted some water, and 1 handed him a glass, and 
asked him how be was. 

" ' Not as ill as 1 wisb,' be replied. ' But leaving out my arm, 
every inch of me is as sore as if 1 had been fighting with a legion · 
of imps I' 

" 'Y es, no wonder,' was my next remark. ' Catherine used to 
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boast that she stood between you and bodily harm : sbe meant that 
certain persons would not burt you for fear of offending ber. It's 
well people don't really rise from their grave, or, last night, she might 
have witnessed a repulsive scene ! Are not you bruised, and eut over 
your chest and shoulders? " 

"' I can't say,' he answered: 'but what do you mean? Did be 
dare to strike me when 1 was down?' 

"'He trampled on and kicked you, and ·dashed you on the 
ground,' 1 whispered. 'And bis mouth watered to tear you with bis 
teeth ; because he's only half man: not so much, and the rest fiend.' 

"Mr. Earnshaw looked up, like me, to the eountenance of our 
mutual foe ; who, absorbed in bis anguish, seemed insensible to 
anything around bim : the longer be stood, the plainer bis reflections 
revealed their blackness through his features. 

" ' Oh, if God would but give me strength to strangle bim in my 
last agony, l'd go to bell with joy,' groaned the impatient man, 
writbing to rise, and sinking back in despair, convinced of bis inade-
quacy for the struggle. . 

" 'Nay, it's enough tbat be bas murdered one of you,' 1 observed 
aloud. 'At the Grange, every one knows your sister would have 
been living now, had it not been for Mr. Heathcliff. After all, it is 
preferable to be hated than loved by him. When 1 recollect how 
happy we were-how happy Catherine was before he came-I'm fit 
to curse the day.' 

" Most likely, Heathcliff noticed more the truth of what was 
said, than the spirit of the persan who said it. His attention was 
roused, I saw, for bis eyes rained down tears among the ashes, and 
he drew bis breath in suffocating sighs. 1 stared full at him, and 
laughed scomfully. The clouded windows of hell flashed a moment 
towards me ; the fiend which usually looked out, however, was so 
dimmed and drowned that 1 did not fear to hazard another sound of 
derision. 

" ' Get up, and begone out of my sight,' said the moumer. 
" 1 guessed he uttered those words, at least, though bis voice was 

hardly intelligible. 
" ' I beg your pardon,' 1 replied. ' But I loved Catherine too ; 

and ber brother requires attendance, wbich, for her sake, I shall 
supply. Now, that she's dead, 1 see ber in Hindley: Hindley bas 
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exa.ctly ber eyes, if you had not tried to gouge them out, and made 
them black and red ; and her--' 

" ' Get up, wretched idiot, before 1 stamp you to death 1' be cried, 
mak.ing a movement that caused me to make one also. 

"'But then,' I continued, holding myself ready to ftee, 'if poor 
Catherine had trusted you, and assumed the ridiculous, contemptible, 
degrading title of Mrs. Heathcliff, she would soon have presented a 
similar picture ! Shewouldn't have borne your abominable behaviour 
quietly : ber detestation and disgust must have found voice.' 

"The back of the settle and Eamshaw's person interposed between 
me and him; so instead of endeavouring to reach me, be snatched a 
dinner-knife from the table and flung it at my head. It struck 
beneath my ear, and stopped the sentence 1 was uttering; but, pulling 
it out, 1 sprang to the door and delivered anotber ; which 1 hope 
went a little deeper than bis missije. The last glimpse 1 caught of 
him was a furious rush on bis part, checked by the embrace of bis 
host; and both fell locked together on the hearth. In my flight 
through the kitchen 1 bid Joseph speed to bis master ; I knocked 
over Hareton, who was hanging a litter of puppies from a chair-back 
in the doorway; and, blest as a soul escaped from purgatory, I 
bounc1.-ed, leaped, and fiew down the steep road ; then, quitting its 
windings, shot direct across the moor, rolling over banks, and wading 
through marshes : precipitating myself, in fact, towards the beacon­
light of the Grange. And far rather would 1 be condemned to a per­
petual dwelling in the infernal regions, than, even for one night, abide 
beneath the roof of Wuthering Heights again." 

Isabella ceased speaking, and took a drink of tea ; then she rose, 
and bidding me put on ber b~nnet, and a great shawl I bad brought, 
and tuming a deaf car to my entreaties for ber to remain another hour, 
she stepped on to a chair, kissed Edgar's and Catherine's portraits> 
bestowed a similar salute on me, and descended to the carriage, 
accompanied by Fanny, who yelped wild with joy at recovering 
ber mistress. She was driven away, never to revisit this neighbour­
hood : but a regular correspondence was established between ber 
and my master when things were more settled. I believe ber new 
abode was in the south, near London ; there sbe had a son bom 
a few months subsequent to her escape. He was christened Linton, 
and, from the first, she reported him to be an ailing, peevish creature. 
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Mr. Heathclifl; meeting me one day in the village, inquired where 
she lived. I refused to tell He remarked that it was not of any 
moment, only she must beware of coming to ber brother: she should 
not be with him, if he had to keep ber bimself. Though I would 
give no· information, he discovered, through some of the other 
servants, both ber place of residence and the existence of the child. 
Still he didn't molest ber : for which forbearance she might thank his 
aversion, I suppose. He often asked about the infant, when be saw 
me ; and on hearing its name, smiled grimly, and observed : " They 
wish me to hate it too, do they ? " 

"I don't think they wish you to know anything about it," I 
answered. 

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

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

On the day succeeding Isabella's unexpected visit, I had no 
opportunity of speaking to my master : be shunned conversation, 
and was fit for discussing nothing. When I could get him to listen, 
I saw it pleased him that his sister had left ber husband ; whom he 
abhorred with an intensity wbich the mildness of bis nature would 
scarcely seem to allow. So deep and sensitive was bis aversion, that 
be refrained from going anywhere where be was likely to see or hear 
of Heathcliff. Grief, and that together, transformed him into a 
complete hennit : he threw up bis office of magistrate, ceased even 
to attend church, avoided the village on ail occasions, and spent a 
life of entire seclusion witbin the limits of bis park and grounds ; 
only varied by solitary rambles on the moors, and visits to the grave 
of his wife, mostly at evening, or early moming before other wanderers 

1 were abroad. But be was too good to be thoroughly unhappy long. 
He didn't pray for Catherine's soul to haunt him. Time brought 
resignation, and a melancholy sweeter than common joy. He recalled 
ber memory with ardent, tender love, and hopeful aspiring to the 
better world ; where be doubted not she was gone. 

And he had earthly consolation and affections also. For a few 
days, I said, he seemed regardless of the puny successor to the 
rleparted : that coldness melted as fast as snow in April, and ere 
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the tiny thing could stammer a word or totter a step, it wielded a 
despot's sceptre in his heart. It was named Catherine; but be never 
called it the name in full, as he had never called the first Catherine 
short : probably because Heathcliff had a habit of doing so. The 
little one was always Cathy : it fonned to him a distinction from the 
mother, ~nd yet a connection with ber; and bis attachment sprang 
from its relation to ber, far more than from its being his own. 

I used to draw a comparison between him and Hindley Earn­
shaw, and perplex myself to explain satisfactorily why their conduct 
was so opposite in similar circumstances. They had both been fond 
husbands, and were both attached to their children ; and I could not 
see how they shouldn't both have taken the same road, for good or 
evil. But, 1 thought in my mind, Hindley, with apparently the 
stronger head, bas shown himself sadly the worse and the weaker 
man. 'Vhen bis ship struck, the captain abandoned bis post; and 
the crew, instead of trying to save ber, rusbed into riot and confusion, 
leaving no hope for tbeir luckless vessel Linton, on the contrary, 
displayed the true courage of a loyal and faithful soul : he trusted 
God ; and God comforted him. One hoped, and the other despaired : 
they chose their own lots, and were righteously doomed to endure 
them. But you'll not want to hear my moralizing, Mr. Lockwood; 
you'll judge, as well as I can, ail these things : at least, you'll think 
you will, and that's the same. The end of Eamshaw was what might 
have been expected ; it followed fast on his sister's : there were 
scarcely six months between them. We, at the Grange, never got a 
very succinct account of his state preceding it ; all that 1 did leam 
was on occasion of going to aid in the preparations for the funeraL 
Mr. Kenneth came to announce the event to my master. 

"Well, Nelly," said be, riding into the yard one morning, too 
early not to alarm me with an instant presentiment of bad news, " it's 
yours and my turn to go into mourning at present. Who's given us 
the slip now, do you think?" 

" Who ? " 1 asked in a fturry. 
"\\'hy, guess ! " he returned, dismounting, and slinging bis bridle 

on a hook by the door. " And nip up the comer of your aprqn : I'm 
certain you11 need it." 

" Not Mr. Heathcliff, surely ? n 1 exclaimed. 
" What 1 would you have tears for him?" said the doctor. " No, 
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Heathcliff's a tough young fellow: be looks blooming to-day. I've 
just seen him. He's rapidly regaining flesh since he lost bis better 
half." 

" Who is it then, Mr. Kenneth?" 1 repeated ÏIJlpatiently. 
"Hindley Earnshaw ! Your old friend Hindley," he replied, 

" and my wicked gossip : though he's been too wild for me this long 
while. There ! 1 said we should draw water. But cheer up ! He 
died true to bis character : drunk as a lord. Poor lad ! l'm sorry, 
too. One can't help missing an old companion : though he had the 
worst tricks with him that ever man imagined, and bas done me many 
a rascally turn. He's barely twenty-seven, it seems; that's your own 
age : who would have thought you were born in one year?" 

. 1 confess this blow was greater to me than the shock of Mrs. 
Linton's death : ancient associations lingered round my heart ; I sat 
down in the porch and wept as for a blood relation, desiring Mr. 
Kenneth to get another servant to introduce him to the master. I 
could not hinder myself from pondering on the question-" Had be 
had fair play?" Whatever I did, that idea would bother me : it was 
so tiresomely pertinacious that 1 resolved on requesting leave to go 
to Wuthering Heights, and assist in the last duties to the dead. 
l\fr. Linton was extremely reluctant to consent, but 1 pleaded 
eloquently for the friendless condition in which be Jay; and I said 
my old master and foster-brot11er had a daim on my services as strong 
as bis own. Besides, I reminded him that the child Hareton was his 
wife's nephew, and, in the absence of nearer kin, be ought to act as 
its guardian ; and he ought to and must inquire how the property was 
left, and look over the concems of bis brother-in-law. He was unfit 
for attending to such matters then, but he bid me speak to his lawyer; 
and at Iength permitted me to go. His Iawyer had been Ean1shaw's 
also : I called at the village, and asked him to accompany me. He 
shook bis head, and advised that Heathcliff should be let alone; 
affirming, if the truth were known, Hareton would be found little else 
than a beggar. 

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

When 1 reached the Heights, I explained that 1 had come to see 
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everything carried on decently; anù Joseph, who appeared in suffi­
cient distress, expressed satisfaction at my presence. Mr. Heathcliff 
sa.id be did not perceive that 1 was wanted; but 1 might stay and 
order the arrangements for the funeral, if 1 chose. 

" Correctly," he remarked, " that fool's body should be buried at 
the cross-roads, without ceremony of any kind. 1 happened to leave 
him ten minutes yesterday aftemoon, and in that interval be fastened 
the two doors of the bouse against me, and be bas spent the night in 
drinking himself to death deliberately ! We broke in this moming, for 
we beard him snorting like a horse ; and there he was, laid over the 
settle: flaying and scalping would not have wakened him. 1 sent for 
Kenneth, and he came ; but not till the beast had changed into 
carrion : he was both dead and cold, and stark ; and so you'll allow 
it was useless making more stir about him ! " 

The old servant confirrned this statement, but muttered, 
"I'd rayther he'd goan hisseln fort' doctor 1 I sud ha' taen tent 

o' t' maister better nor him-and he warn't deead when 1 left, naught 
o' t' soart ! " 

1 insisted on the funeral being respectable. Mr. Heathcliff sairl 
I might have my own way there too : only, be desired me to remember 
that the money for the whole affair came out of bis pocket. He 
maintained a bard, careless deportment, indicative of neither joy nor 
sorrow : if anything, it expressed a flinty gratification at a piece of 
difficult work successfully executed. 1 observed once, indeed, some­
thing like exultation in his aspect : it was just when the people were 
bearing the coffin from the bouse. He bad the hypocrisy to repre­
sent a moumer : and previous to following with Hareton, he lifted 
the unfortunate child on to the table and muttered, with peculiar 
gusto, "Now, my bonny lad, you are mine I And we'll see if one 
tree won't grow as crooked as another, with the same wind to twist 
it ! '' The unsuspecting thing was pleased at this speech : he played 
with Heathcliff's whiskers, and stroked his cheek; but 1 divined it's 
meaning, and observed tartly, "That boy must go back with me to 
Thru5hcross Grange, sir. There is nothing in the world less yours 
than he is ! " 

" Does Linton say so ? " he demanded. 
" Of course-he bas ordered me to take him," 1 replied. 
"Well," sa.id the scoundrel, "we'll not argue the subject now: 
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but 1 have a fancy to try my band at rearing a young one ; so intima te 
to your master that 1 must supply the place of this with my own~ if 
be attempt to remove it 1 don't engage to let Hareton go undis­
puted ; but l'll be pretty sure to make the other come ! Remember 
to tell him." 

This hint was enough to bind our bands. 1 repeated its substance 
on my return ; and Edgar Linton, little interested at the commence­
ment, spoke no more of interfering. · l'm not aware that be could 
have done it to any purpose, had he been ever so willing. 

The guest was now the master of Wuthering Heights : he held 
firm possession, and proved to the attomey-who, in bis turn, proved 
it to Mr. Linton-that Earnshaw had mortgaged every yard of land 
he owned, for cash to supply bis mania for gaming; and he, Heath­
cliff, was the mortgagee. In that manner Hareton, who should now 
be the first gentleman in the neighbourhood, was reduced to astate 
of complete dependence on bis father's inveterate enemy ; and lives 
in bis own bouse as a servant, deprived of the advantage of wages : 
quite unable to right himself, because of his friendlessness, and his 
ignorance that be bas been wronged. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE twelve years, continued Mrs. Dean, following that clismal 
period, were the happiest of my life : my greatest troubles in their 
passage rose from our little lady's trifiing illnesses, which sbe had to 
experience in common with all children, ricb and poor. For the rest, 
after the first six months, she grew like a larcb, and could walk and 
talk too, in ber own way, before the beath blossomed a second time 
over Mrs. Linton's dust. She was the most winning thing that ever 
brought sunshine into a desolate bouse : a real beauty in face, with 
the Eamsbaws' bandsome dark eyes, but the Lintons' fair skin and 
small features, and yellow curling haïr. Her spirit was bigb, thougb 
not rough, and qualified by a heart sensitive and lively to excess in 
its affections. Tbat capacity for intense attachments reminded me of 
ber mother : still sbe did not resemble ber: for sbe could be soft and 
mild as a dove, and she had a gentle voice and pensive expression : 
her anger was never furious; ber love never fierce : it was deep and 
tender. However, it must be acknowledged, she had faults to foil 
her gif ts. A propensity to be saucy was one ; and a perverse will, 
that indulged children invariably acquire, whether they be good­
tempered or cross. lf a servant chanced to vex ber, it was always­
" 1 shall tell papa ! " And if he reproved ber, even by a look, you 
would have thought it a beart-break.ing business : 1 don't believe be 
ever did speak a harsh word to ber. He took ber education entirely 
on himself, and made it an amusement. Fortunately, curiosity and a 
quick intellect made ber an apt scholar: she learned rapidly and 
eagerly, and did honour to bis teaching. 

Till she reached the age of thirteen, she had not once been 
beyond the range of the park by herself. Mr. Linton would take her 
with him a mile or so outside, on rare occasions ; but he trusted her 
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to no one else. Gimmerton was an unsubstantial name in ber cars ; 
the chape), the only building she had approached or entered, except 
ber own home. Wuthering Heights and Mr. Heathcliff did not exist 
for ber: she was a perfect reclus..e; and, apparently, perfectJy con­
tented. Sometimes, indeed, while surveying the country from her 
nursery window, she would observe-

" Ellen, how long will it be before 1 can walk to the top of those 
bills? 1 wonder what lies on the other side-is it the sea ? " 

"No, Miss Cathy," 1 would answer; "it is bills again, just like 
these." 

" And what are those golden rocks like whcn you stand undcr 
them ? " she once asked. 

The abrupt descent of Penistone Crags particularly attracted her 
notice; especially when the setting sun shone on it and the topmost 
heights, and the whole extent of landscape besides lay in shadow. 
1 explained that they were bare masses of stone, with hardly enouga 
earth in their clefts to nourish a stunted tree. 

" And why are they bright so long after it is evening here ? " she 
pursued. 

" Because thcy are a great deal higher up than we are,'' replied I ; 
"you could not climb them, they are too high and steep. In winter 
the frost is always there oefore it cornes to us; and deep into 
sommer 1 have found snow under that black hollow on the north­
east side ! " 

"Oh, you have been on them ! " she cried gleefully. "Then l 
can go, too, when I am a woman. Has papa been, Ellen ? " 

"Papa would tell you, Miss," I answered, hastily, "that they are 
not worth the trouble of visiting. The moors, whcre you raml>le 
with him, are much nicer ; and Thrushcross Park is the finest place 
in the world." 

" But 1 know the park, and 1 don't know those," she murmured to 
herself. "And I should delight to look round me from the brow of 
that tallest point : my little pony Minny shall talte me some time." 

One of the maids mentioning the Fairy Cave, quite turned ber 
head with a desire to fulfil this project: she teased Mr. Linton about 
it ; and he promised she should have the journey when she got older. 
But Miss Cat.'1erine measured ber age by months, and, " N ow, am I 
old enough to go to Penistone Crags? " was the constant question in 
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ber mouth. The road thither wound close by Wuthering Heights. 
Edgar had not the heart to pass it; so she received as constantly the 
answer, "Not yet, love : not yet." 

l said Mrs. Heathcliff lived above a dozen years after quitting ber 
husband. Her fami1y were of a delicate constitution : she and Edgar 
both lacked the ruddy health that you will generally meet in these 
parts. \Vhat ber last illness was, 1 am not certain : 1 conjecture, they 
died of the same thing, a kind of fever, slow at its commencement, 
but incurable, and rapidly consuming life towards the close. She 
\\TOte to inform ber brother of the probable conclusion of a four­
months' indisposition under which she had suff ered, and entreated him 
to corne to her, if possible ; for she had much to settle, and she 
'risbed to bid him adieu, and deliver Linton safely into bis hands. 
Her hope was, that Linton might be left with bim, as be had been 
with ber : bis father, she would fain convince herself, had no desire 
to assume the burden of his maintenance or educ-.ation. My master 
hesitated not a moment in complying with her request : reluctant as 
he was to leave home at ordinary calls, he tlew to answer this; com­
mending Catherine to my peculiar vigilance, in bis absence, with 
reiterated orders that she must not wander out of the parle, even under 
my escort : be did not calculate on ber going unaccompanied. 

He was away three weeks. The first day or two, my charge sat 
in a corner of the library, too sad for either reading or playing: in 
th.it quiet state she caused me little trouble ; but it was succeeded by 
an interval of impatient, fretful weariness; and being too busy, and 
too old then, to run up and down amusing ber, I bit on a method by 
which she might entertain herself. I used to send her on ber travels 
round the grounds-now on foot, and now on a pony ; indulging her 
with a patient audience of ail ber real and imaginary adventures, when 
shc retumed. 

The summer shone in full prime ; and she took such a taste for 
tbis solitary rambling that she often contrived to remain out from 
breakfast till tea; and then the evenings were spent in recounting ber 
fanciful tales. I did not fear her breaking bounds ; because the gates 
werc generally locked, and 1 thought she would scarcely venture forth 
alone, if they had stood wide open. Unluckily, my confidence proved 
niisplaced. Catherine came to me, one moming, at eight o'clock, 
and said she was that day an Arabian merchant, going to cross the 
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Desert with bis caravan ; and I must give ber plenty of provision for 
berself and beasts : a horse, and three camels, personated by a large 
hound and a couple of pointers. I got togetper good store of 
dainties, and slung them in a basket on one side of the saddle ; and 
she sprang up as gay as a fairy, sheltered by ber wide-brimmed bat 
and gauze veil from the J uly sun, and trotted off with a merry laugh. 
mocking my cautious counsel to avoid galloping, and corne back 
early. The naughty thing never made her appearance at tea. One 
traveller, the hound, being an old dog and fond of its ease, retumed ; 
but neither Cathy, nor the pony, nor the two pointers were visible in 
any direction : 1 despatched emissaries down this path, and that path. 
and at last went wandering in search of ber· myself. There was a 
labourer working at a fence round a plantation, on the borders of the 
grounds. I inquired of him if' he had seen our young lady. 

" I saw ber at mom," be replied : "she would have me to eut ber 
a hazel switch, and the~ she leapt ber Galloway over the hedge 
yonder, where it is lowest, and galloped out of sight" 

You may guess how 1 felt at hearing this news. lt struck me 
directly sbe must have started for Penistone Crags. "What will 
become of ber? " I ejaculated, pushing through a gap which the man 
was repairing, and making straight to the high-road. 1 walked as if 
for a wager, mile after mile, till a tum brought me in view of the 
Heights ; but no Catherine could 1 detect, far or near. The Crags 
lie about a mile and a half beyond Mr. Heathcliff's place, and that is 
four from the Grange, so I began to fear night would fall ere 1 could 
reach them. "And what if she should have slipped in clambering 
among them,'' 1 reflected, " and been killed, or broken some of her 
bones?" My suspense was truly painful ; and, at first, it gave me 
delightful relief to observe, in hurrying by the farmhouse, Charlie, the 
fiercest of the pointers, lying under a window, with swelled head and 
bleeding ear. I opened the wick.et and ran to the door, knocking 
vehemently for admittance. A woman whom 1 knew, and who 
formerly lived at Gimmerton, answered : she had been servant there 
since the death of Mr. Earnshaw. 

"Ah," said she, "you are corne a-seeking your little mistress t 
don't be frightened. She's here safe: but I'm glad it isn't the master." 

"He is not at home then, is be?" 1 panted, quite breathless with 
quick walking and a1arm. 
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"No, no," she replied: "both he and Joseph are off, and 
1 think they won't retum this hour or more. Step in and rest you 
a bit." 

I entered, and beheld my stray lamb seated on the hearth, 
rocking herself in a little chair that had been her mother's when a 
child. Her hat was hung against the wall, and she seemed perfectly 
at home, laughing and chattering, in the best spirits imaginable, to 
Hareton-now a great, strong lad of eighteen-who stared at ber with 
considerable curiosity and astonishment : comprehending precious little 
of the fluent succession of tetnarks and questions which her tongue 
never ceased pouring forth. 

"V ery well, Miss l ~' 1 exclaimed, concealing my joy under an 
angry countenance. " This is your last ride, till papa comes back. 
l'llnot trust you over the threshold again, you naughty, naughty girl!" 

"Aha, Ellen 1" she cried, gaily, jumping up and running to my 
side. " 1 shall have a pretty story to tell to-night : and so you've 
found me out Have you ever been here in your life before?" 

" Put that bat on, and home at once," said I. " I'm dreadfully 
grieved at you, Miss Cathy: you've done extremely wrong 1 It's no 
use pouting and crying : that won't repay the trouble I've had, 
scouring the country after you. To think how Mr. Linton charged 
me to keep you in ; and you stealing off so ! it shows you are a 
cunning little fox, and nobody will put faith in you any more." 

"What have 1 done?" sobbed she, instantly checked. "Papa 
charged me nothing : he'll not scold me, Ellen-he's never cross, 
like you ! " 

"Come, come J" I repeated. "I'll tie the riband. Now, let us 
have no petula.nce. Oh, for shame l You thirteen years old, and 
such a baby ! " 

This exclamation was çaused by ber pushing the bat from her 
head, and retreating to the chimney out of my reach. 

"Nay," said the servant, "don't be bard on the bonny lass, 
Mrs. Dean. 'Ve made her stop: she'd fain have ridden forwards, 
afeard you should be uneasy. Hareton offered to go with ber, and 1 · 
thought be should: it's a wild road over the hills." 

Hareton, during the discussion, stood with bis hands in bis 
pockets, too awkward to speak ; though he looked as if be did not 
rclish my intrusion. 
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" How long am 1 to wait?" 1 continued, disregarding the woman's 
interference. "lt will be dark in ten minutes. Where is the pony, 
Miss Cathy? And where is Phœnix? 1 shall leave you, unless you 
be quick ; so please yourself." 

" The pony is in the yard," she replied, "and Phœnix is shut in 
there. He's bitten-and so is Charlie. 1 was going to tell you ail 
aboutit; but you are in a bad temper, and don't deserve to hear." 

1 picked up her hat, and approached to reinstate it; but 
perceiving that the people of the house took her part, she commenced 
capering round the room ; and on my giving chase, ran like a mouse 
over and under and behind the fumiture, rendering it ridiculous for 
me to pursue. Hareton and the woman laughed, and she joined 
them, and waxed more impertinent still ; till 1 cried, in great 
irritation,-" Weil, Miss Cathy, if you were aware wbose bouse this 
is, you'd be glad enough to get out." 

"It's y()Ur father's, isn't it?" said she, tuming to Hareton. 
"Nay," he replied, looking down, and blushing bashfully. 
He could not stand a steady gaze from her eyes, though they were 

just bis own. 
"Whose then-your master's? n she asked. 
He coloured deeper, with a diff erent feeling, muttered an oath, 

and tumed away. 
" \Vho is bis master?" continued the tiresome girl, appealing 

to me. " He talked about 'our bouse,' and 'our folk.' 1 thougbt 
be had been the owner's son. And be never said Miss : be sbould 
have done, shouldn't be, if he's a servant?" 

Hareton grew black as a thunder<loud at this childish speech . 
1 silently shook my questioner, and at last succeeded in equipping 
ber for departure. 

"Now, get my borse,n sbe said, addressing ber unknown kins­
man as she would one of the stable-boys at the Grange. " And you 
may corne with me. 1 want to see where the goblin·bunter rises ·in 
the marsh, and to bear about the fairislus, as you call them : but 
make haste! What's the, matter? Get my borse, I say." 

" 1'11 see thee damned before 1 be Illy servant J " growled the lac!. 
"You'll see me 1uluzJ 1" asked CatheriBe in surprise. 
" Damned-thou saucy witch l " be replied. 
" There, Miss Cathy l you sec you have got into pretty corn-
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pany," 1 interposed. "Nice words to be used to a young lady! 
Pray don't begin to dispute with him. Come, let us seek for Minny 
ou!"SPlves, and begone." 

"But, Ellen," cried she, staring fixed in astonishment, "bow dare 
he speak so to me ? Mustn't be be made to do as 1 ask him? 
You wicked creature, 1 shall tell papa what you said.-N ow, th en ! " 

Hareton did not appear to feel this threat ; so the tears sprang 
into her eyes with indignation. "Vou bring the pony," she ex­
claimed, turning to the woman, "and let my dog free this moment ! " 

"Softly, Miss," answered she addressed : "you'll lose nothing 
by being civil Though Mr. Hareton, there, be not the master's 
son, he's your cousin : and 1 was never hired to serve you." 

" He my cousin ! " cried Cathy, with a scomful laugh. 
"Y es, indeed," responded ber reprover. 
"Oh, Ellen ! don't let them say sucb things,'' she pursued in 

great trouble. " Papa is gone to fetcb my cousin from London : 
my cousin is a gentleman's son. That my-" she stoppe<L and 
wept outright ; upset at the bare notion of relationship with such 
a clown. 

" Hush, bush ! " 1 whispered ; " people can have many cousins 
and of ail sorts, Miss Cathy, without being any the worse for it ; 
only they needn't keep their company, if they be disagreeable 
and bad." 

"He's not-he's not my cousin, Ellen 1" she went on, gathering 
fresh grief from reflection, and flinging berself into my anns for 
refuge from the idea. 

I was much vexed at ber and the servant for their mutual reve­
lations ; having no doubt of Linton's approaching arrivai, commu­
nicated by the former, being reported to Mr. Heathcliff; and feeling 
as confident that Catherine's first thought on ber father's return 
would be to seek an explanation of the latter's assertion conceming 
her rude-bred kindred. Hareton, recovering from bis disgust at being 
taken for a servant, seemed moved by ber distress ; and, having 
fetched the pony round to the door, be took, to propitiate her, a fine­
crooked-Jegged terrier whelp from the kennel, and putting it into 
her band bid ber whist l for be meant nought. Pausing in hcr­
lamentations, she surveycd him with a glance of awe and horror, 
then burst forth anew. 

12 
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1 could scarcely refrain from smiling at this antipathy to the 
poor fellow; who was a well-made, athletic youth, good-looking in 
features, and stout and healthy, but attired in garments befitting bis 
daily occupations of working on the farm and lounging among 
the moors after rabbits and game. Still, 1 thought I could detect 
in his physiognomy a mind owning better qualities than his father 
ever possessed. Good things lost amid a wildemess of weeds, to be 
sure, whose rankness far over-topped their neglected growth ; yet, 
notwithstanding, evidence of a wealthy soil, that might yield luxuriant 
crops under other and favourable circumstances. Mr. Heathcliff, I 
believe, had not treated him physically ill; thanks to his fearless 
nature, which offered no temptation to that course of oppression: 
he had none of the timid susceptibility that would have given zest 
to ill-treatment, in Heathcliff's judgment. He appeared to have 
bent bis malevolence on making him a brute : he was never taught 
to read or write ; never rebuked for any bad habit which did not 
annoy bis keeper ; never led a single step towards virtue, or guarded 
by a single precept against vice. And from what 1 heard, Joseph 
contributed much to his deterioration, by a narrow-minded partiality 
which prompted him to flatter and pet bim, as a boy, because be 
was the bead of the old family. And as he had been in the habit 
of accusing Catherine Earnsbaw and Heathcliff, when children, of 
putting the master past bis patience, and compelling him to seek 
solace in drink by what be termed their " offald ways," so at present 
be laid the wbole burden of Hareton's faults on the shoulders of the 
usurper of his property. If the lad swore, be wouldn't correct him : 
nor bowever culpably he behaved. lt gave Joseph satisfaction, 
apparently, to watch bim go the worst lengths: be allowed that the 
lad was ruined : that bis soul was abandoned to perdition ; but then 
be refiected that Heathcliff must answer for it Hareton's blood 
would be required at bis bands ; and there lay immense consolation 
in that thought. Joseph had instilled into bim a pride of name, and 
of bis lineage; be would, bad be dared, have fostered hate between 
bim and the present owner of the Heights : but bis dread of that 
owner amounted to superstition ; and he confined his feelings regard­
ing him to muttered inuendoes and private comminations. 1 dont 
pretend to be intimately acquainted with the mode of living cus­
tomary in those days at Wuthering Heights : 1 only speak Crom 
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hearsay ; for 1 saw little. The villagers affirmed Mr. Heathclift' 
was near, and a cruel bard landlord to his tenants ; but the bouse, 
inside, had regained its ancient aspect of comfort under female 
management, and the scenes of riot common in Hindley's time were 
not now enacted within its walls. The master was too gloomy to 
seek companionship with any people, good or bad ; and he is yet. 

This, however, is. not making progress with my story. Miss 
Cathy rejected the peace-offering of the terrier, and demanded ber 
own dogs, Charlie and Pbœnix. They came limping and hanging 
their beads ; and we set out for home, sadly out of sorts, every one 
of us. I could not wring from my little lady how she had spent the 
day ; except that, as 1 supposed, the goal of her pilgrimage was 
Penistone Crags ; and she arrived without adventure to the gate of 
the farmhouse, when Hareton happened to issue forth, attended by 
some canine followers, who attacked ber train. They had a smart 
battle, before their owners could separate them : that formed an 
introduction. Catherine told Hareton who she was, and where she 
was going ; and asked bim to show her the way : finally, beguiling 
him to accompany her. He opened the mysteries of the Fairy 
Cave, and twenty other queer places. But, being in disgrace, 1 was 
not favoured with a description of the. interesting objects she saw. 
I could gather, however, that ber guide had been a favourite till she 
hurt bis feelings by addressing him as a servant ; and Heathcliff's 
housekeeper hurt bers by calling bim ber cousin. Then the lan­
guage be had held to her rankled in ber heart ; she wbo was always 
"love,'' and "darling," and "queen," and "angel," with everybody 
at the Grange, to be insulted so shockingly by a stranger ! She did 
not comprehend it ; and bard work 1 had to obtain a promise that 
she would not lay the grievance before ber father. 1 explained how 
he objected to the whole household at the Heights, and how sorry 
be would be to find she had been there ; but 1 insisted most on the 
fact, that if she revealed my negligence of bis orders, be would . 
perhaps be so angry, that 1 should have to leave; and Cathy couldn't 
bear that prospect : she pledged ber word, and kept it for my sake. 
After all, she was a sweet little girL 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

A LETTER, edged with black, announced the day of my mastcr's 
retum. Isabella was dead ; and he wrote to bid me get mouming 
for bis daughter, and arrange a room, and other accommodations, 
for bis youthful nephew. Catherine ran wild with joy at the idea of 
weJcoming her father back ; and indulged most sanguine anticipa­
tions of the innumerable excellencies of her " real " cousin. The 
evening of their expected arrivai came. Since earty moming, she 
bad been busy ordering ber o"~ small afl'airs ; and now attired in ber 
new black frock-poor thing ! ber aunt's death impressed her with 
no definite sorrow-she obliged me, by constant worrying, to walk 
with ber down through the grounds to meet them. 

"Linton is just six months younger than 1 am," she chattered, 
as we strolled leisurely over the swells and hollows of mossy turf, 
under shadow of the trees. " How delightful it will be to have him 
for a playf ellow ! Aunt Isabella sent papa a beautiful Iock of his 
hair ; it was lighter than mine-more ftaxen, and quite as fine. 1 
have it carefully preserved in a little glass box; and l've often 
thought what a pleasure it would be to see its owner. Oh ! 1 am 
happy-and papa, dear, dear papa! Come, Ellen, let us run ! 
corne, run." 

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

" How long they are ! " she exclaimed. " Ah, 1 see some dust 
on the road-they are coming ! No! \\'ben will they be here? 
May we not go a little way-half a mile, Ellen : only just half a mile? 
Do say Yes : to that clump of birches at the turn ! " 
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1 refused staunchly. At length ber suspense was ended : the 
travelling-carriage rolled in sight. Miss Cathy shrieked and stretched 
out ber anns, as soon as she caught ber father's face looking from the 
window. He descended, nearly as eager as herself; and a consider· 
able interval elapsed ere they had a thought to spare for any but 
thcmselvcs. While they exchanged caresses, 1 took a peep in to see 
.aftcr Linton. He was asleep in a corner, wrapped in a warm, fur· 
lincd cloak, as if it had been winter. A pale, delicate, effeminate boy, 
who might have been taken for my master's younger brother, so strong 
was the resemblance: but there was a sickly peevishness in bis aspect 
that Edgar Linton never had. The latter saw me looking ; and 
having shaken bands, advised me to close the door, and lea ve him 
undisturbed; for the joumey had fatigued him. Cathy would fain 
have taken one glance, but her father told her to corne, and they 
walked together up the park, while 1 hastened before to prepare the 
servants. 

" N ow, darling," said Mr. Lin ton, addressing his daughter, as they 
halted at the bottom of the front steps : " your cousin is not so strong 
or so merry as you are, and he bas lost bis mother, remember, a very 
short time since; therefore, don't expect him to play and runabout 
with you directly. And don't harass him much by talking : let him 
be quiet this e\·ening, at least, will you ? " 

" Y es, yes, papa," answered Catherine : " but 1 do want to see 
bim ; and he hasn't once looked out." 

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

" This is your cousin Cathy, Linton," be said, putting their little 
bands together. " She's fond of you already; and mind you don't 
grieve ber by crying to.night. Try to be cheerful now; the travelling 
is at an end, and you have nothing to do but rest and amuse yourself 
as you please." 

" Let me go to bed, then,'' answered the boy, shrinking from 
Catherine's salute; and he put bis fingers to remove incipient 
tears. 

" Come, come, there's a good child,'' 1 whispered, leading him in. 
" You'll make ber weep too--see how sorry she is for you ! " 

1 do not know whether it was sorrow for him, but bis cousin put 
on as sad a countenance as himself, and returned to her father. AU 
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three entered, and mounted to . the library, where tea was laid ready. 
1 proceeded to remove Linton's cap and mantle, and placcd him on 
a chair by the table ; but he was no sooner seated than he began to 
cry afresh. My master inquired what was the matter. 

"I can't sit on a chair," sobbed the boy. 
"Go to the sofa, then, and Ellen shall bring you some tea," 

answered his uncle patiently. 
He had been greatly tried, during the joumey, I felt convinced, 

by bis fretful ailing charge. Linton slowly trailed himself off, and Jay 
down. Cathy carried a footstool and her cup to bis side. At first 
she sat silent ; but that could not last : she had resolved to make a 
pet of ber little cousin, as she would have him to be; and she 
commenced stroking bis curls, and kissing bis cheek, and offering 
him tea in her saucer, like a baby. This pleased him, for be 
was not much better : he dried bis eyes, and lightened into a faint 
stnile. 

" Oh, he'll do very well," said the master to me, after watching 
them a minute. " Very well, if we can keep bim, Ellen. The 
company of a child of bis own age will instil new spirit into him 
soon, and by wishing for strength he'll gain it." 

"Ay, if we can keep bim ! '' I mused to myself; and sore mis­
givings came over me that there was slight hope of that And then, 
I thought, how ever will that weakling live at Wuthering Heights? 
Between bis father and Hareton, what playmates and instructors 
they'll be. Our doubts were presently decided-even earlier than 1 
expected. I bad just taken the cbildren up-stairs, after tea was 
finished, and seen Linton asleep-he would not suff er me to leave 
him till that was the case-1 had corne down, and was standing by 
the table in the hall, lighting a bedroom candie for Mr. Edgar, when 
a maid stepped out of the kitchen and informed me that Mr. Heath­
cliff's servant Joseph was at the door, and wished to speak with the 
master. 

"I shall ask him what be wants first," I said, in considerable 
trepidation. " A very unlikely hour to be troubling people, and the 
instant they have retumed from a long journey. 1 don't think the 
master can see him." 

Joseph had advanced through the kitchen as I uttered these 
words, and now presented himself in the ha1L He was donned in 
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bis Sunday gannents, with his most sanctimonious and sourest face, 
and, holding his hat in one hand, and his stick in the other, be 
proceeded to clean bis shoes on the mat. 

" Good-evening, ] oseph," 1 said, coldly. " What business brings 
you here to-night? " 

"It's Maister Linton 1 mun spake to," be answercd, waving me 
disdainf ully aside. 

" l\lr. Linton is going to bed; unless you have something par­
ticular to say, l'm sure he won't hear it now," 1 continued. " Y ou 
had better sit down in there, and en trust your message to me." 

"\Vhich is bis rahm?" pursued the fellow, surveying the range of 
closed doors. 

I perceived he was bent on refusing my mediation, so very 
reluctantly 1 went up to the library, and announced the unseasonable 
visitor, advising that he should be dismissed till next day. l\Ir. Linton 
had no time to empower me to do so, for ] oseph mounted close 
at my heels, and, pushing into the apartment, planted himself at the 
far side of the table, with his two tists clapped on the head of 
bis stick, and began in an elevated tone, as if anticipating oppo­
sition-

" Hathecli.ff bas sent me for bis lad, and 1 munn't goa back 'bout 
him." 

Edgar Linton was silent a minute ; an expression of exceeding 
sorrow overcast his features: he would have pitied the child on bis 
own account ; but, recalling Isabella's hopes and fears, and anxious 
wishes for ber son, and ber commendations of him to his care, he 
grieved bitterly at the prospect of yielding him up, and searched in 
bis heart how it might be avoided. No plan otfered itself: the very 
Fibition of any desire to keep him would have rendere<l the 
claimant more peremptory : there was nothing left but to resign him. 
However, he was not going to rouse him from his sleep. 

"Tell Mr. Heathcliff," he answered calmly, "that his son shall 
came to Wuthering Heights to-morrow. He is in bed, and too tired 
to go the distance now. You may also tell him that the mother of 
Linton desired him to remain under my guardianship ; and, at 
present, his health is very precarious." · 

"Noa ! " said ] oseph, giving a thud with his prop on the fioor, 
and assuming an authoritative air. " N oa 1 that means naught.-
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Hatheclifl' maks noa 'count o' t' mother, nor ye norther; but he'll hev' 
bis lad; und I mun tak' him-soa now ye knaw ! " 

'' You shall not to-uight ! " answered Lin ton decisively. "Walk 
down-stairs at once, and repeat to your master what 1 have said. 
Ellen, show him down. Go-" 

And, aiding the indignant elder with a lift by the arm, be rid the 
room of him and closed the door. 

"Varrah weell l" shouted Joseph, as be slowly drew off. "To­
mom, he's come hisseln, and thrust Aim out, if ye darr 1 " 
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CHAPTER XX. 

To obviate the danger of this threat being fulfilled, Mr. I..inton com­
missioned me to take the boy home early, on Catherine's pony; and, 
said be-" As we shall now have no influence over bis destiny, good 
or bad, you must say notbing of where be is gone, to my daughter: 
she cannot associate witb bim hereafter, and it is better for her to 
remain in ignorance of bis proximity ; lest she should be restless, and 
anxious to visit the Heights. Merely tell ber bis father sent for bim 
suddenly, and he bas been obliged to leave us." 

Linton was very reluctant to be roused from bis bed at five 
o' dock, and astonished to be infonned that he must prepare for 
further travelling ; but 1 softened off the matter by stating that be 
was going to spend some time witb bis father, Mr. Heathcliff, who 
wished to see him so much, be did not like to defer the pleasure till 
he should recover from bis late joumey. 

" M v fatber ! " he cried, in strange perplexity. " Mamma never 
told me 1 bad a father. Where does he live? l'd rather stay with 
uncle." 

" He lives a little distance from the Grange," 1 replied ; "just 
beyond those hills : not so far, but you may walk over here when 
you get bearty. And you should be glad to go home, and to see 
him. Y ou must try to love him, as you did your mother, and then 
he will love you." 

" But why have 1 not heard of him before?,, asked Lin ton. 
"Why didn't mamma and he live together, as other people do ? " 

" He had business to keep bim in the north," 1 answered, " and 
your mother's bealth required ber to reside in the south." 

" And wby didn't mamma speak to me about him ? " persevered 
the child. " She often talked of uncle, and 1 leamt to love him long 
ago. How am 1 to love papa? I don't know him." 
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'' Oh, ail children love their parents," I said. "Your mother, 
perbaps, thougbt you would want to be \\'Ïth him ·if she mentioned 
bim often to you. Let us make haste. An early ride on such a. 
beautiful moming is mucb preferable to an bour's more sleep." 

"Is slze to go with us," be demanded; "the little girl I saw 
yesterday?" 

" Not now," replied I. 
" Is uncle ? " be continued. 
" No, I shall be your companion there," I said. 
Linton sank back on bis pillow and fell into a brown study. 
" I won't go witbout uncle,'' be cried at length : " 1 can't tell 

where you mean to take me." 
I attempted to persuade him of the naughtiness of showing 

reluctance to meet bis father; still he obstinately resisted any progress 
towards dressing, and I had to call for my master's assistance in 
coaxing bim out of bed. The poor thing was finally got off, with 
several delusive assurances that bis absence should be short: that 
Mr. Edgar and Cathy would visit him, and other promises, equally 
ill-founded, which I invented and reiterated at intervals throughout 
the way. The pure heather-scented air, the bright sunshine, and the 
gentle canter of Minny, relieved his despondency after a while. He 
began to put questions conceming bis new home, and its inhabitants, 
with greater interest and liveliness. 

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

" It is not so buried in trees," I replied, "and it is not quite so 
large, but you can see the country beautifully ail round ; and the air 
is healthier for you-fresber and dryer. You will, perhaps, think the 
building old and dark at first ; though it is a respectable house : the 
next best in the neighbourhood. And you will have such nice 
rambles on the moors. Haretou Earnshaw-that is, Miss Cathy's 
other cousin, and so yours in a manner-will show you ail the 
sweetest spots; and you can bring a book in fine weather, and 
make a green hollow your study; and, now and then, your uncle 
may join you in a walk : he does, frequently, ~alk out on the 
hills." 
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" And what is my father like?" he asked. " Is he as young and 
' handsome as uncle ? " 

" He's as young," said 1 ; "but he bas black hair and eyes, and 
looks stemer ; and be is taller and bigger altogether. He'll not seem 
to you so gentle and kind at first, perhaps, because it is not his way : 
still, mind you, be frank and cordial with · him ; and naturally he'll be 
fonder of you than any uncle, for you are bis own." 

'' Black haïr and eyes 1 " mused Linton. " 1 can't fancy him. 
Then 1 am not like him, am 1 ? " 

" Not much," 1 answered : not a morse!, 1 thought, surveying witb 
regret the white complexion · and slim frame of my companion, and 
bis large languid eyes-his mother's eyes, save that, unless a morbid 
touchiness kindled them a moment, they had not a vestige of ber 
sparkling spirit. 

" How strange that be should never come to see mamma and 
me ! " be murmured. " Has he ever seen me ? If he bas, I mùst 
have been a baby. I remember not a single thing about him ! " 

" Why, Master Linton," said I, "three hundred miles is a great 
distance; and ten years seem very düferent in length to a grown-up 
person compared with what they do to you. lt is probable Mr. 
Heathcliff proposed going from summer to summer, but never found 
a convenient opportunity ; and now it is too late. Don't trouble 
him with questions on the subject : it will disturb him, for no 
~n . 

The boy was fully occupied with bis own cogitations for the 
remainder of the ride, . till we halted before the farmhouse garden­
gate. I watched to catch bis impressions in his countenance. He 
surveyed the carved front and low-browed lattices, the straggling 
gooseberry-bushes and crooked firs, with solemn intentness, and then 
shook his head : his private feelings entirely disapproved of the 
exterior of bis new abode.. But he had sense to postpone com­
plaining : there might be compensation within. Before he dis­
mounted, 1 went and opened the door. It was half-past six; the 
family had just finished breakfast : the servant was clearing and 
wiping down the table. Joseph stood by bis master's chair telling 
some tale concerning a lame horse ; and Hareton was preparing for 
the hayfield 

"Hallo, Nelly 1" sa.id Mr. Heathcliff, when he saw me. "I 
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feared 1 should have to come down and fetch my property myscU: 
You've brought it, have you? Let us see what we can make of it." 

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

"Sure-ly," said Joseph after a grave inspection, "he's swopped 
wi' ye, Maister, an' yon's his lass ! " 

Heathclitr, having stared his son into an ague of confusion, uttered 
a scomful laugh. 

" God ! what a beauty ! what a lovely, charming tbing ! " he 
exclaimed "Hav'n't they reared it on snails and sour milk, Nelly? 
Oh, damn my soul ! but that's worsc than 1 expected-and the devil 
knows 1 was not sanguine ! " 

1 bid the trembling and bewildered child get down, and enter. · 
He did not thoroughly comprehend the meaning of bis father's 
speech, or whether it were intended for him : indeed, he was not yct 
certain that the grim, sneering stranger was his father. But be clung 
to me with growing trepidation ; and on Mr. Heathclitr's taking a 
seat and bidding him " corne hither " he hid his face on my shoulder 
and wept. 

" Tut, tut l " said Heathcliff, stretching out a band and dragging 
him roughly bctween bis knees, and then holding up his head by the 
chin. " None of that nonsense ! We're not going to hurt thee, 
Linton-isn't that thy name? Thou art thy mothcr's child, cntirely ! 
Wherc is 111y share in thee, puling cbicken ? " 

He took off the boy's cap and J>Ushed back bis thick ftaxen curls, 
f elt bis slender arms and bis small fingers ; during which examination, 
Lin ton ceased crying, and lifted bis great blue eyes · to inspect the 
inspector. 

"Do you know me?" askcd Heathcliff, having satistied himself 
that the limbs were all equally frail and feeble. 

" No,'' said Lin ton, with a gaie of vacant fear. 
" You've heard of me, 1 daresay?" 
" No," be replied again. 
" No ! What a shame of your mother, never to waken your filial 

regard for me ! You are my son, then, I'll tell you ; and your mother 
was a wicked slut to leave you in ignorance of the sort of father you 
possessed Now, don't wince, and colour up ! Though it is some-

Digitized by Go g Origiflill frorn 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



WUTHER/1-lG HE/GHTS. 189 

tbing to see you have not white blood. Be a good lad ; and 1'11 do 
for you. Nelly, if you be tired you may sit down; if not, get home 
,again. 1 guess you11 report what you hear and see to the cipber 
at the Grange ; and this thing won't be settled white you linger 
aboutit" 

"Well," replied I, "1 hope you'll be kind to the boy, Mr. Heath­
cli~ or you'll not keep him long; and he's ail you have akin in the 
wide world, that you will ever know-remember." 

"I'll be very kind to him, you needn't fear," he said, laughing. 
" Only nobody else must be kind to him : I'm jealous of mono­
polizing his affection. And, to begin my kindness, Joseph, bring the 
lad some breakfast. Hareton, you infernal calf, begone to your work. 
Y es, Nell,'' he added, when they had departed, " my son is pro­
spective owner of your place, and 1 should not wish him to die till 1 
was certain of being his successor. Besides, he's min~, and 1 want 
the triumph of seeing my descendant fairly lord of their estates: my 
child hiring their children to till their fathers' lands for wages. That 
is the sole consideration which can make me endure the whelp : 1 
despise him for himself, and hate him for the memories be revives ! 
But that consideration is sufficient : he's as safe with me, and shall be 
tended as carefully as your master tends his own. I have a room up­
stairs, furnished for him in handsome style ; l've engaged a tutor, 
also, to corne three times a week, from twenty miles' distance, to 
teach him what he pleases to learn. l've ordered Hareton to obey 
him : and in fact l've arranged everything with a view to preserve the 
superior and the gentleman in him, above bis associates. 1 do 
regret, however, that he so little deserves the trouble : if I wished 
any blessing in the world, it was to find him a worthy object of 
pride ; and I'm bitterly disappointed with the whey-faced, whining 
wretch 1" 

While he was speaking, J osepb returned bearing a basin of milk­
porridge, and placed it before Linton: who stirred round the homely 
mess with a look of aversion, and affirmed he could not eat it. 1 
sa.w the old man,-servant shared largely in bis master's scom of the 
child ; though he was compelled to retain the sentiment in bis 
heart, because Heathcliff plainly meant his underlings to hold him 
in honour. 

" Cannot ate it?" repeated he, peering in Linton's face, and 
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subduing his voice to a whisper, for fear of being overheard. '' But 
Maister Hareton nivil ate naught else, when he wer a little 'un ; 
and what wer gooid eneugh for him's gooid eneugh for ye, l's 
rayther think ! " 

" I sluzn'J eat it I " answered Linton, snappishly. " Take it 
away." 

Joseph snatched up the food indignantly, and brought it to us. 
'' Is there aught ails th' victuals?" he asked, thrusting the tray 

under Heathcliff's nose. · 
" What should ail them ? " he said. 
" W ah ! " answered Joseph, "yon dainty cpap says he cannut ate 

'em. But I guess it 's raight ! His mother wer just soa-we wer 
a'most too mucky to sow t' com for male.king ber breead." 

"Don't mention his mother to me," sa.id the master, angrily. 
"Get him something that be can eat, that's all. What is his usual 
food, Nelly?" 

I suggested boiled milk or tea ; and the bousekeeper received 
instructions to prepare some. Come, I reflected, bis father's selfish­
ness may contribute to bis comfort. He perceives his delica.te 
constitution, and the necessity of treating him tolerably. I'll con­
sole Mr. Edgar by acquainting him with the tum Heathcliff's humour 
bas taken. Having no excuse for lingering longer, I slipped out, 
while Linton was engaged in timidly rebuffing the advances of a 
friendly sheep-dog. But he was too much on the alert to be cheated : 
as I closed the door, 1 heard a cry, and a frantic repetition of the 
words-

" Don't leave me ! I'll not stay here 1 I'll not stay here ! " 
Then the latch was raised and fell : they did not suffer him to 

come forth. I mounted Minny, and urged ber to a trot; and so my 
brief guardianship ended. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

\VE had sad work with little Cathy that day : she rose in high glee, 
eager to join ber cousin, and such passionate tears and lamentations 
followed the news of bis departure, that Edgar himself was obliged 
to soothe her, by affinning he should corne back soon : he added, 
however, " if 1 can get him ; " and there were no hopes of that. 
This promise poorly pacified ber; but time was more potent ; and 
though still at intervals she inquired of ber father when Linton would 
retum, before she did see him again his features had waxed so dim 
in ber memory that she did not recognize him. 

When 1 cbanced to encounter the housekeeper of Wuthering 
Heights, in paying business ~isits to Gimmerton, 1 used to ask how 
the young master got on ; for he lived almost as secluded as Catherine 
herself, and was never to be seen. I could gather Crom her that he 
continued in weak health, and was a tiresome inmate. She said 
Mr. H eathclitr seemed to dislike him ever longer and worse, though 
be took some trouble to conceal it: he had an antipathy to the 
sound of bis voice, and could not do at ail with his sitting in the 
same room with him many minutes together. There seldom passed 
much talk between them : Linton leamt bis lessons and spent bis 
evenings in a small apartment they called the parlour: or else lay in 
bed ail day: for be was constantly getting coughs, and colds, and 
aches, and pains of some sort. 

" And 1 never knew such a faint-hearted creature," added the 
woman ; " nor one so careful of hisseln. He will go on, if I leave 
the window open a bit late in the evening. Oh 1 it's killing, a bi:eath 
of night air ! And be must have a fire in the middle of summer ; 
and Joseph's bacca-pipe is poison; and he must always have sweets 
and dainties, and always milk, mille for ever-heeding naught how 
the rest of us are pinched in winter ; and there he'll sit, wrapped in 
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bis furred cloak in his chair by the fire, with some toast and water or 
other slop on the bob to sip at ; and if Hareton, for pity, cornes to 
amU&C bim-Hareton is not bad-natured, tbougb be's rough-they're 
sure to part, one swearing and the other crying. I believe the master 
would relisb Earnshaw's tbrashing bim to a mummy, if be were not 
bis son ; and I'm certain he would be fit to turn him out of doors, if 
be knew half the nursing be gives hisseln. But then be won't go 
into danger of temptation : be never enters the parlour, and should 
Linton show those ways in the bouse wbere be is, be sends him up­
stairs directly." 

1 divined, from tbis account, that utter lack of sympathy had 
rendered young Heatbclitr sel6sh and disagreeable, if he \\0ere not so 
originally ; and my interest in him, consequently, decayed : though 
still 1 was moved with a sense of grief at his lot, and a wish that he 
had been left with us. Mr. Edgar encouraged me to gain infor­
mation : he thought a great deal about him, 1 fancy, and would have 
run some risk to see him ; and he told me once to ask the house­
keeper whether he ever came into the village? She said be had only 
been twice, on horseback, accompanying bis father; and both times 
he pretended to be quite knocked up for three or four days after­
wards. That housekeeper left, if 1 recollect rightly, two years after 
he came; and another, whom 1 did not know, was her successor: 
she lives there still. 

Time wore on at the Grange in its former pleasant way, till Miss 
Cathy reached sixtcen. On the anniversary of hcr birth we never 
manifested any signs of rejoicing, because i~ was also the anniversary 
of my late mistress's death. Her father invariably spent that day 
alone in the library; and walked, at dusk, as far as Gimmerton kirk­
yard, where he would frequently prolong his stay béyond midnight 
Therefore Catherine was thrown on her own resources for amusement. 
This twentieth of March was a beautiful spring day, and when her 
father ha<l retired, my young lady came down dressed for going out, 
and said she asked to ha·ve a ramble on the edge of the moor with 
me: ~fr. Linton hacl given her leave, if we went only a short distance 
and were back within the hour. 

" So make haste, Ellen ! " she cried. " 1 know where I wish to 
go ; where a colony of moor-game are settled : I want to see whether 
they have made their nests yet." 
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"That must be a good distance up," I answered; "they don't 
breed on the edge of the moor." 

" No, it's not,'' she said. " I've gone very near with papa." 
I put on my bonnet and sallied out, thinking nothing more of the 

matter. She bounded before me, and retumed to my side, and was 
off again like a young greyhound ; and, at first, I found plenty of 
entertainment in listening to the larks singing far and near, and 
enjoying the sweet, warm sunshine; and watching ber, my pet and 
my delight, with ber golden ringlets fiying loose behind, and ber 
bright cheek, as soft and pure in its bloom as a wild rose, and . 
ber eyes radiant with cloudless pleasure. She was a happy creature, 
and an angel, in those days. It's a pity she could not be content 

"Well," said I, "where are your moor-game, Miss Cathy? We 
should be at them: the Grange park-fence is a great way off now." 

"Oh, a little further-only a little further, Ellen," was her 
answer, continually. "Climb to ~bat hillock, pass that bank, and by 
the time you reach the othér side I shall have raised the bii'ds." 

But there were so many hillocks and banks to climb and pass, 
that, at length, I began to be weary, and told ber we must hait, and 
retrace our steps. 1 shouted to ber, as she had outstripped me a 
long way ; she either did not hear or did not regard, for she still 
sprang on, and I was compelled to fo11ow. Finally, she dived into a 
hollow ; and before I came in sight of ber again, she was two miles 
nearer \Vuthering Heights than her own home ; and I beheld a 
couple of persons arrest her, one of whom I f elt convinced was 
Mr. Heathcliff himself. 

Cathy had been caught in the fact of plundering, .or, at least, 
hunting out the nests of the grouse. The Heights were Heathcliff's 
land, and he was reproving the poacher. 

" I've neither taken any nor found any," she said, as 1 toiled to 
them, expanding her hands in corroboration of the statement. " I 
didn't mean to take them ; but papa told me there were quantities 
up here, and I wished to see the eggs." 

Heathcliff glanced at me with an ill-meaning smile, expressing 
his acquaintance with the party, and, consequently, bis malevolence 
towards it, and <lemanded who " papa " was? 

"Mr. Linton of Thrushcross Grange," she replied. "I thought 
you did not know me, or you wouldn't have spoken in that way." 

13 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



194 IVUTHERING HEIGHTS. 

"Vou suppose papa is highly esteemed and respected then ? " he 
said, sarcastically. 

" And what are you?" inquired Catherine, gazing curiously on 
the speaker. " That man I've seen before. Is he your son ? " 

She pointed to Hareton, the other individual, who had gained 
nothing but increased bulk and strength by the addition of two years 
to bis age : he seemed as awkward and rough as ever. 

"Miss Cathy," I interrupted, "it will be three hours instead of 
one that we are out, presently. We really must go back." 

cc No, that man is not my son," answered Heathcliff, pushing me 
aside." cc But I have one, and you have seen him before too ; and, 
though your nurse is in a hurry, I think both you and she would be 
the better for a little rest Will you just tum this nab of heath, and 
walk into my bouse ? Y ou'll get home earlier for the ease ; and you 
shall receive a kind welcome." 

1 whispered Catherine that she mustn't, on any account, accede 
to the proposai : it was entirely out of thè question. 

" Why? " she asked, aloud. '' I'm tirecl of running, and the 
ground is dewy : I can't ·sit here. Let us go, Ellen. Besides, be 
says 1 have seen bis son. He's mistaken, 1 think; but I guess wbere 
be lives : at the farmhouse I visited in coming from Penistone Crags. 
Don't you? " 

" I do. Come, Nelly, bold your tongue-it will be a treat for her 
to look in on us. Hareton, get forwards with the lass. Vou shall 
walk with me, Nelly." 

" No, she's not going · to any sucb place," I cried, struggling to 
release my arm, which be had seized : but she was almost at the 
door-stones already, scampering round the brow at full speed. Her 
appointed companion did not pretend to escort ber: ·be shied off by 
the road-side, and vanished. 

" Mr. Heathcliff, it's very wrong," 1 continued : " you know you 
mean no good. And there. she'll see Linton, and al1 will be told as 
soon as ever we retum; and 1 shall have the blame.'' 

" I want ber to see Linton," he answered; "he's looking better 
these few days ; it's not often he's fit to be seen. And we'll 
soon persuade ber to keep the visit secret: where is the harm 
of it?" 

" The barm of it is, that ber father would hate me if he found I 
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suffered ber to enter your bouse; and 1 am convinced you have a 

bad design in encouraging ber to do so," 1 replied 
" :My design is as bonest as possible. 1'11 inform you of its whole 

scope," be said. "That the two cousins may fall in love, and get 
married. I'm acting generously to your master : bis young chit bas 
no expectations, and should sbe second my wishes, sbe'll be provided 
for at once as joint successor with Linton.'' 

" If Lin ton died," 1 answered, " and bis lif e is qui te un certain, 
Catherine would be the heir." 

"No, she would not," be said. "There is no clause in the will 
to secure it so: his.propertywould go tome; but, to prevent disputes, 
I desire their union, and am resolved to bring it about" 

" And I'm resolved she shall never approacb your bouse with me 
again,'' 1 returned, as we reached the gate, where Miss Cathy waited . 
our commg. 

Heathcliff bade me be quiet; and, preceding us up the path, 
hastened to open the door. My young lady gave him several looks, 
as if she could not exactly make up her mind what to think of him ; 
but now he smiled when he met ber eye, and softened bis voice in 
addressing ber ; and I was foolish enough to imagine the memory of 
ber mother might disann him from desiring ber injury. Linton stood 
on the hearth. He had been out walking in the fields, for bis cap 
was on, and he was calling to Joseph to bring him dry shoes. He 
had grown tall of bis age, still wanting some months of sixteen. His 
features were pretty yet, and bis eye and complexion brighter than I 
remembered them, though with merely temporary lustre borrowed 
Crom the salubrious air and genial sun. 

" N ow, who is that?" asked Mr. Heathcliff, tuming to Cathy. 
" Can you tell ? " 

" Your son ? " she said, baving doubtfully surveyed, first one and 
then the other. 

" Yes, yes," answered be : " but is this the only time you have 
beheld him ? Tbink l Ah 1 you have a short memory. Linton, 
don't you recall your cousin, that you used to tease us so with wishing 
to see?" 

" What, Linton l" crioo Cathy, kindling into joyful surprise at the 
name. " Is that little Linton ? He's taller than 1 am 1 Are you 
Linton?" 
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1"he youth stepped forward, and acknowledged himself: she 
kissed him fervently, and they gazed with wonder at the change time 
had wrought in the appearance of each. Catherine had reached ber 
full height; ber figure was both plump and slender, elastic as steel, 
and her whole aspect sparlding with health and spirits. Linton's 
looks and movements were very languid, and his fonn extremely 
slight ; but there was a grace in bis manner that mitigated these 
defects, and rendered him not unpleasing. After exchanging nume­
rous marks of fondness with pim, bis cousin went to Mr. Heathcliff, 
who lingered by the door, dividing bis attention between the objects 
inside and those that Jay without: pretending, that is, to observe the 
latter, and really noting the former alone. 

cc And you are my uncle, then I " she cried, reaching up to salute 
him. " 1 thought 1 liked you, though you were cross at first. Why 
don't you visit at the Grange with Linton ? To live a1J these years 
such close neighbours, and never see us, is odd : what have you done 
so for?" 

cc 1 visited it once or twice too often before you were bom," he 
answered. " There~amn it ! If you have any kisses to spare, give 
them to Linton : they are thrown away on me.'' 

" N aughty Ellen ! " exclaimed Catherine, ftying to attack me next 
with ber lavish caresses. "Wicked Ellen! to try to hinder me from 
entering. But I'll tak.e this walk every moming in future : may 1, 
uncle? and sometimes bring papa. Won't you be glad to see us?" 

"Of course," replied the uncle, with a hardly suppressed grimace, 
resulting from bis deep aversion to both the proposed visitors. "But 
stay," he continued, tuming towards the young lady. "Now 1 think 
of it, I'd better tell you. Mr. Linton has a prejudice against me : we 
quarrelled atone time of our lives, with unchristian ferocity; and, if 
you mention coming here to him, he'll put a veto on your visits 
altogether. Therefore, you must not mention it, unless you be care­
less of seeing your cousin hereafter : you may corne, if you will, but 
you must not mention it." 

" Why did you quarrel ? " asked Catherine, considerably crest­
fallen. 

" He thought me too poor to wed bis sister," answered Heath­
cliff, " and was grieved that 1 got ber : bis pride was hurt, and he'll 
never forgive it." 
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"That's wrong ! " said the young lady: "some time, 1'11 tell him 
so. But Linton and I have 1;10 share in your quarrel. l'll not corne 
here, th en ; be shall come to the Grange." 

"It will be too far for me," murmured ber cousin: "to walk four 
miles would kill me. No, come here, Miss Catherine, now and then : 
not every moming, but once or twice a week." 

The father launched towards bis son a glance of bitter contempt. • 
" I am afraid, Nelly, I shall lose my labour," he muttered to me. 

" Miss Catherine, as the ninny calls ber, will discover bis value, and 
send bim to the devil. Now, if it had been Hareton !-Do you 
know that, twenty times a day, I covet Hareton, with ail bis degrada­
tion? l'd have loved the lad had be been some one else. But 1 
think he's saf e from lier love. I'll pit him against that paltry creature, 
unless it bestir itself briskly. W e calculate it will scarcely last till it · 
is eighteen. Oh, confound the vapid thing J He's absorbed in 
drying bis feet, and never looks at her.-Linton ! " 

" Yes, father," answered the boy. 
" Have you nothing to show your cousin anywhere about, not 

even a rab bit or a weasel's nest? Take ber into the garden, before 
you change your shoes; and into the stable to see your horse." 

" Wouldn't you rather sit bere?" asked Linton, addressing Cathy 
in atone whicb expressed reluctance to move again. 

" I don't know," she replied, casting a longing look to the door, 
and evidently eager to be active. 

He kept bis seat, and shrank doser to the fire. Heathcliff rose, 
and went into the kitchen, and from thence to the yard, calling out 
for Hareton. Hareton responded, and presently the two re-entered. 
The young man had been washing bimself, as was visible by the glow 
on bis cheeks and bis wetted haïr. 

"Oh, I'll ask you, uncle," cried Miss Cathy, recollecting the bouse-
• 

keeper's assertion. "Tbat is not my cousin, is be?" 
'' Yes," he replied, " your mother's nephew. Don't you like 

him ! " 
Catherine looked queer. 
" Is he not a handsome lad ? n be continued. 
The uncivil little thing stood on tiptoe, and whi~-pered a sentence 

in Heathcliff's ear. He laughed ; Hareton darkened : 1 perceived 
be was very sensitive to suspected slights, and had obviously a dim 
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notion· of bis inferiority. But his master or guardian cbased the fro\\n 
by exclaiming-

" You'll be the favourite among us, Hareton ! She says you are 
a-\Vhat was it? Well, something very ftattering. Here ! you go 
with ber round the farm. And behave like a gentleman, mind ! 
Don't use any bad words; and don't stare when the young lady is . 

• not looking at you, and be ready to hide your face when she is; and~ 
wben you speak, say your words slowly, and keep your bands out of 
your pockets. Be off, and entertain ber as nicely as you can." 

He watched the couple walking past the window. Earnshaw had 
bis countenance completely averted from his companion. He seemed 
studying the familiar landscape with a stranger's and an artist's 
interest. Catherine took a sly look at him, expressing small admi­
ration. She then tumed her attention to seeking out objects of 
amusement for herself, and tripped merrily on, lilting a tune to supply 
the lack of conversation. 

" l've tied his tongue," observed Heathcliff. " He'll not venture 
a single syllable, all the time ! Nelly, you recollect me at his age­
nay, some years younger. Did 1 ever look so stupid: so 'gaumless,' 
as J osepb calls it P" 

" W orse," 1 replied, " because more sullen with it." 
" I've a pleasure in him," he continued, reftecting aloud. " He 

has satisfied my expectations. If he were a bom fool 1 should not 
enjoy it half so much. But he's no fool ; and 1 can sympathise with 
all bis feelings, having felt them myself. 1 know what he suffers 
now, for instance, exactly.: it is merely a beginning of what he shall 
suffer, though. And he'll never be able to emerge from his bathos of 
coarsenesss and ignorance. l've got him faster than bis scoundrel of 
a father secured me, and lower ; for he takes a pride in his brutishness. 
I've taught him ta scom everything extra-animal as silly and weak. 
Don't you think Hindley would be proud of bis son, if he cou1d see 
him ? almost as proud as 1 am of mine. But there's this difference ; 
one is gold put to the use of paving-stones, and the other is tin 
polished to ape a service of silver. Mine bas nothing valuable about 
it ; yet 1 shall have the merit of making it go as far as such poor stuff 
can go. His had first-rate qualities, and they are lost : rendered 
worse than unavailing. I have nothing to regret; lie would have 
more than any but 1 are aware ot: And the best of it is, Hareton 
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is damnably fond of me ! You'll own that I've out-matched Hindley 
there. If the dead villain could .rise from bis grave to abuse me for 
bis offspring's wrongs, I should have the fun of seeing the said offspring 
fight him back again, indignant that he should dare to rail at the one 
friend he has in the world ! " 

Hcathcliff chuckled a fiendish laugh at the idea.. 1 made no reply, 
because I saw that he expected none. Meantime, our young 
companion, who sat too removed from us to hear what was said, 
began to evince symptoms of uneasiness, probably repenting that he 
had denied himself the treat of Catherine's society for f ear of a little 
fatigue. His father remarked the restless glances wandering to the 
window, and the band irresolutely extended towards his cap. 

" Get up, you idle boy ! " he exclaimed, w°ïth assumed heartiness. 
"Away after them ! they are just at the corner, by the stand 

of hives." 
Linton gathered bis energies, and left the bearth. The lattice was 

open, and, as he stepped out, 1 heard Cathy inquiring of her unsociable 
attendant, what was that inscription over the door? . Hareton stared 
up, and scratched his head like a true clown. 

"It's some damnable writing," he answered "I cannot read it." 
" Can't read it ? " cried Catherine ; " 1 can read it : it's English. 

But 1 want to know why it is there." 
Linton giggled : the first appearance of mirth he had exhibited. 
'' He does not know his letters," be said to his cousin. " Could 

you believe in the existence of such a colossal dunce ? " 
" Is he all as he should be ? " asked Miss Cathy, scriously ; " or is 

he simple: not right? I've questioned him twice now, and each time 
he looked so stupid 1 think he does not understand me. 1 can hardly 
understand him, I'm sure 1 " 

"Linton repeated his laugh, and glanccd at Hareton tauntingly; 
who certainly did not seem quite clear of comprehension at that 
moment. 

"Tbere's nothing the matter but laziness; is there, Earnshaw ? " 
he said " My cousin fancies you are an idiot. There you experience 
the consequence of scoming 'book-laming,' as you would say. Have 
you noticed, Catherine, bis frightful Yorkshire pronunciation ? " 

"Why, where the devil is the use on't ? '' growled Hareton, more 
ready in answering his daily companion. He was about to enlarge 
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further, but the two youngsters broke into a noisy fit of merriment; 
my giddy miss being delighted to discover that she might tum bis 
strange talk to matter of amusement 

'' Where is the use of the devil in that sentence ? " tittered Linton. 
" Papa told you not to say any bad words, and you can't open 
your mouth without one. Do try to behave like a gentleman> 
now do 1" 

"If thou weren't more a lass than a lad, I'd fell thee this minute,. 
I would ; pitiful lath of a crater ! " retorted the angry boor, retreating, 
while bis face burnt with mingled rage and mortification ! for he was 
conscious of being insulted, and embarrassed how to resent it 

Mr. Heathcliff having overheard the conversation, as well as 1, 
smiled when he saw him go; but . immediately afterwards cast a look 
of singular aversion on the flippant pair, who remained chattering in 
the door-way : the boy finding animation enough while discussing 
Hareton's faults and deficiencies, and relating anecdotes of bis goings 
on ; and the girl relishing bis pert and spiteful sayings, without con­
sidering the ill-nature they evinced. 1 began to dislike, more than to 
compassionate Linton, and to excuse hiô father in some measure, for 
holding him cheap. 

We stayed till aftemoon : 1 could not tear Miss Cathy away 
sooner; but happily my master had not quitted bis apartment, and 
remained ignorant of our prolonged absence. As we walked home, I 
would fain have enlightened my charge on the characters of the 
people we had quitted ; but she got it into her head that 1 was 
prejudiced against them. 

"Aha 1 " she cried, " you take papa's side, Ellen : you are partial 
1 know; or else you wouldn't have cheated me so many years into 
the notion that Linton lived a long way from here. I'm really 
extremely angry ; only I'm so pleased 1 can't show it l But you must 
hold your tongue about my uncle : 'he's my uncle, remember ; and I'H 
scold papa for quarrelling with him." 

And so she ran on, till 1 relinquished the endeavour to convince 
ber of ber mistake. She did not mention the visit that night, because 
she did not sec Mr. Linton. Next day it ail came out, sadly to my 
chagrin ; and still 1 was not altogether sorry : 1 thought the burdea 
of directing and waming \\'OUld be more efficiently borne by him than 
me. But he was too timid in giving satisfactory reasons for bis wisn 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



WUTHERING HEIGHTS. 201 

that she should shun connection with the household of the Heights, 
and Catherine liked good reasons for every restraint that harassed ber 
pettcd will. 

" Papa 1 " she exclaimed, after the moming's salutations, "guess 
whom 1 saw yesterday, in my walk on the moors. Ah, papa, you 
started 1 you've not done right, have you, now.? 1 saw-But listen, 
and you shall hear how 1 found you out ; and Ellen, who is in league 
with you, and yet pretended to pity me so, when 1 kept noping, and 
was always <lisappointed about Linton's coming back I" 

Sbe gave a faithful account of ber excursion and its consequences; 
and my master, though he cast more than one reproachful look at me, 
said nothing till sbe bad concluded. Then he drew ber to him, and 
asked if she knew wby be had concealed Linton's near neighbour­
hood from her? Could she think it was to deny ber a pleasure tbat 
she might harmlessly enjoy? 

"It was because you disliked Mr. Heathcliff," she answered. 
" Then you believe 1 care more for my own feelings than yours, 

Cathy ? " he said. " No, it was not because 1 disliked Mr. Heath­
cliJf, but because Mr. Heathcliff dislikes me ; and is a most diabolical 
man, delighting to wrong and ruin tbose be hates, if tbey give him 
the slightest opportunity. 1 knew that you could not keep up an 
acquaintance with your cousin, without being brought into contact 
with him ; and 1 knew he would detest you on my account ; so for 
your own good, and nothing else, 1 took precautions that you should 
not see Linton again. 1 meant to explain this some time as you grew 
older, and l'm sorry 1 delayed it." 

"But Mr. Heathcliff was quite cordial, papa," observed Catherine, 
not at ail convinced ; "and !te didn't object to our seeing each other : 
he said 1 might corne to bis bouse when 1 pleased ; only 1 must not 
tell you, because you had quarrelled with him, and would not forgive 
him for marrying aunt Isabella. And you won't. You are the one 
to be blamed : be is willing to let us be friends, at least ; Linton and 
I ; and you are not." 

My master, perceiving that she would not take bis word for ber 
uncle-in-law's evil disposition, gave a hasty sketch of bis conduct to 
Isabella, and the manner in which Wuthering Heights became bis 
property. He could not bear to discourse long upon the topic ; for 
though be spoke little of it, be still felt the same horror and detesta-
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tion of his ancient enemy that ha<l occupied bis heart ever since 
Mrs. Linton's death. "She might have been living yet, if it had not 
been for him ! " was his constant bitter reftection; and, in bis eyes, 
Heathcliff seemed a murderer. Miss Cathy-conversant with no bad 

· deeds except her own slight acts of disobedience, injustice, and 
passion, arising from hot temper and thoughtlessness, and repented 
of on the day they were committed-was amazed at the blackness of 
spirit that could brood on and cover revenge for years, and deliberately 
prosecute its plans without a visitation of remorse. She appeared so 
deeply impressed and shocked at this new view of human nature­
excluded from all ber studies and all her ideas till now-that 
Mr. Edgar deemed it unnecessary to pursue the subject He merely 
added,-" You will know hereafter, darling, why I wish you to avoid 
bis bouse and family ; now retum to your old employments and 
amusements, and think no more about them." 

Catherine kissed her father, and sa.t down quietly to her lessons 
for a couple of hours, according to custom ; then she accompanied 
him into the grounds, and the whole day passed as usual: but in the 
evening, when she had retired to her room, and I went to help her to 
undress, I found her crying, on her knees by the bedside. 

" Oh, fie, silly child ! :i 1 exclaimed. " If you had any real 
griefs you'd be ashamed to waste a tear on this little contrariety. 
You never had one shadow of substantial sorrow, Miss Catherine. 
Suppose, for a minute, that master and I were dead, and . you were 
by yourself in the world: how would you feel, then ? Compare the 
present occasion with such an affliction as that, and be thankful for 
the friends you have, instead of coveting more.'' 

"I'm not crying for myself, Ellen," she answered, "it's for him. 
He expected to see me again to-morrow, and there he'll be so dis­
appointed : and he'll wait for me, and I shan't corne ! " 

" Nonsense ! " said I, " do you imagine he bas thought as much 
of you· as you have of him? Hasn't he Hareton for a companion? 
Not one in a hundred would weep at losing a relation they had just 
seen twice, for two aftemoons. Linton will conjecture how it is, and 

· trouble himself no further about you." 
" But may I not write a note to tell him why I cannot come?" 

. she asked, rising to ber feet. "And just send those books I promised 
to lend him ? His books are not as nice as mine, and he wanted to 
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have them extremely, when I told him how interesting they were. 
May 1 not, Ellen? " 

" No, indeed 1 no, indeed l " replied I with decision. " Then he 
would write to you, and there'd never be an end of it No, Miss 
Catherine, the acquaintance must be dropped entirely: so papa 
expects, and I shall see that it is done." 

"But how can one little note ? " she recommenced, putting 
on an imploring countenance. 

"Silence!" I interrupted. "\Ve'll not begin with your little 
notes. Get into bed." 

She threw at me a very naughty look, so naughty that I would 
not kiss her good-night at first : 1 covered ber up, and shut ber door, 
in great displeasure ; but, repenting half-way, 1 ret~ined softly, and 
Io ! there was Miss standing at the table with a bit of blank paper 
before ber and a pencil in her band, which she guiltily slipped out of 
sight, on my entrance. 

" You'll get nobody to take that, Catherine," I said, "if you write 
it; and at present I shall put out your candie." 

I set the extinguis~er on the flame, receiving as 1 did so a slap 
on my band, and a petulant " cross thing ! " I then quitted ber 
again, and she drew the boit in one of her worst, most peevish 
humours. The letter was finisbed and forwarded to its destination 
by a milk-fetcher who came from the village: but that I didn't learn 
till some time afterwards. \Veeks passed on, and Cathy recovered 
ber temper ; though she grew wondrous fond of stealing off to corners 
by berself; and often, if I came near her suddenly while reading, she 
would start and bend over the book, evidentl y desirous to bide it ; 
and I detected edges of loose paper sticking out beyond the leaves. 
She also got a trick of coming down early in the morning and 
lingering about the kitchen, as if she were expecting the arrivai ·of 
something: and she had a small drawer in a cabinet in the library, 
which she would trifie over for hours, and whose key she took special 
care to remove when she left it. 

One day, as she inspected this drawer, I observed that the play­
things and trinkets which recently fo~ed its contents, were transmuted 
into bits of fol4ed paper. My curiosity and suspicions were rouseJ; 
I determined to take a peep at her mysterious treasures; so, at night, 
as soon as she and µiy master were safe up-stairs, 1 searched and 
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readily found among my bouse keys one that would fit the Iock. 
Having opened, 1 emptied the whole contents into my apron, and 
took them with me to examine at leisure in my own chamber. 
Though 1 could not but suspect, 1 was still surprised to discover that 
they were a mass of correspondence-daily almost, it must have been 
-from I ~in ton Heathcliff: answers to documents forwarded by her. 
The earlier dated were embarrassed and short; gradually, however, 
they expanded into copious love-letters, foolish, as the age of the 
writer rendered natural, yet with touches here and there which 1 
thought were borrowed from a more experienced source. Sorne of 
them struck me as singularly odd compounds of ardour and ftatness ; 
commencing in strong feeling, and concluding in the afft!cted, wordy 
style that a schoolboy might use to a fancied, incorporeal sweetheart 
Whether they satisfied Cathy, 1 don't know ; but they appeared very 
worthless trash to me. After turning over as many as 1 thought 
proper, 1 tied them in a handkerchief and set them aside, re-locking 
the vacant clrawer. 

Following ber habit, my young lady descended early, and visited 
the kitchen : 1 watched her go to the door, ori the arriva} of a certain 
little boy ; and, while the dairy-maid filled his can, she tucked some­
thing into bis jacket pocket, and plucked something out. 1 went 
round by· the garden, and laid wait for the messenger ; who fought 
valorously to defend bis trust, and we spilt the milk between us; but 
1 succeeded in abstracting the epistle; and, threatening serious con­
sequences if he did not look sharp home, 1 remained under the walt 
and perused Miss Cathy's affectionate composition. It was more 
simple and more eloquent than her cousin's : very pretty and very 
silly. 1 shook my head, and went meditating into the bouse. The 
day being wet, she could not divert herself with rambling about the 
park ; so, at the conclusion of her morning studies, she resorted to 
the solace of the drawer. Her father sat reading at the table; and 
1, on purpose, had sought a bit of work in some unripped fringes of 
the window-curtain, keeping my eye steadily fixed on her proceedings. 
Never did any bird flying back to a plundered nest, which it had left 
brimful of chirping young ones, express more complete despair, in its 
anguished cries and ftutterings, than she by ber single " Oh! " and 
the change that transfigured ber late happy countenance. Mr. Linton 
looked up. 
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"What is the matter, love? Have you hurt yourself?" he 
said. 

His tone and look assured her lu had not been the discoverer of 
the board. 

"No, papal" she gasped. "Ellen l Ellen 1 come up-stairs-I'm 
sick ! " 

I obeyed ber summons, and accompanied ber out. 
"Oh, Ellen ! you have got them," she commenced immediately, 

dropping on ber knees, when we were enclosed alone. "Oh, give 
them to me, and I'll never, never do so again ! Don't tell papa. 
You have not told papa, Ellen? say you have not? I've been 
exceedingly naugbty, but I won't do it any more ! " 

lVith a grave severity in my manner, I bade ber stand up. 
"So," I exclaimed, " Miss Catherine, you are tolerably far on, it 

seems : you may well be ashamed of them ! A fine bundle of trash 
you study in your leisure hours, to be sure: why it's good enough to 
be printed ! And what do you suppose the master will think, when 
1 di&play it before him ? I hav'n't shown it yet, but you needn't 
imagine I shall keep your ridiculous secrets. For shame ! and you 
must have led the way in writing such absurdities: he would not have 
thought of beginning, I'm certain." 

" I didn't ! I didn't 1 " sobbed Cathy, fit to break ber heart. " I 
didn't once think of loving him till--" 

" Loving I " cried 1, as scomfully as I could utter the word. 
"Loving I Did anybody ever hear the like 1 I might just as well 
ta1k of loving the miller who cornes once a year to buy our corn. 
Pretty loving, indeed ! and both times together you have seen Linton 
hardly four· hours in your life ! Now here is the babyish trash. I'm 
going with it to the library; and we'll see what your father says to 
such /oving." 

She sprang at ber precious epistles, but I held them above my 
head; and then she poured out further frantic entreaties that 1 would 
bum them-do anything rather than show them. And being really 
Cully as much inclined to laugh as scold-for 1 esteemed it ail girlish 
vanity-1 at length relented in a measure, and asked,-" If I consent 
to burn th·em, will you promise faithfully, neither to send nor receive 
a letter again, nor a book (for I perceive you have sent him books), 
nor locks of bair, nor rings, nor playthings?" 
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" We don't serid playthings," crie<l Catherine, her pride over­
coming ber shame. 

" Nor anything at ail, then, my lady? " 1 sait}. " U nless you 
will, bere 1 go~" 

" 1 promise, Ellen I" she cried, catching my dress. " Oh, put 
them in the fire, do, do ! " 

But wben 1 proceeded to open a place with the poker, the sacrifice 
was too painful to be borne. Sbe eamestly supplicated that 1 would 
spare ber one or two. 

'' One or two, Ellen, to keep for Linton's sake ! " 
1 unknotted the handkerchief, and commenced dropping them in 

from an angle, and the ftame curled up the chimney. 
"1 will have one, you cruel wretch ! " sbe screamed, darting ber 

band into the fire, and drawing forth some half-consumed fragments, 
at the expense of ber fingers. 

"Very well-and 1 will have some to exhibit to papa ! " 1 
answered, shaking back the rest into the bundle, and turning anew to 
the door. 

She emptied her blackened pieces into the flarnes, and motioned 
me to finish the immolation. It was done; 1 stirred up the ashes, 
and interred them under a ~hovelful of coals ; and she mutely, and 
with a sense of intense injury, retired to ber private apartment. 1 
descended to tell my master that the young lady's qualm of sickness 
was almost gone, but 1 judged it best for ber to lie down a while. 
She wouldn't dine ; but she reappeared at tea, pale, and red about 
the eyes, and marvellously subdued in outward aspect Next moming, 
1 answered the letter by a slip of paper, inscribed, " Master Heath­
cliff is requested to send no more notes to Miss Linton, as she will 
not receive them." And, thenceforth, the little boy came with vacant 
pockets. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

SUMMER drew to an end, and early autumn : it was past Michaelmas, 
but the harvest was late that year, and a f ew of our fields were still 
uncleared. Mr. Linton and bis daughter would frequently walk out 
among the reapers; at the carrying of the last sheaves, they stayed 
till dusk, and the evening happening to be chill and damp, my master 
caught a bad cold, that settled obstinately on bis lungs, and confined 
him indoors throughout thé whole of the winter, nearly without inter­
mission. 

Poor Cathy, frightened from ber little romance, had been con­
siderably sadder and duller since its abandonment ; and ber father 
insisted on ber reading less, and taking more exercise. She had bis 
companionship no longer; 1 esteemed it a duty to supply its lack, as 
much as possible, with mine : an inefficient substitute ; for 1 could 
only spare two or three hours, from my numerous diurnal occupations, 
to follow ber footsteps, and then my society was obviously less 
desirable than his. 

On an aftemoon in October, or the beginning of N ovember-a 
fresh watery afternoon, when the turf and paths were rustling with 
moist, withered leaves, and the cold blue sky was half hidden by clouds 
-dark grey streamers, rapidly mounting from the west, and boding 
abundant rain-1 requested my young lady to forego ber ramble, 
because 1 was certain of showers. She refused; and 1 unwillingly 
donned a cloak, and took my umbrella to accompany her on a stroll 
to the bottom of the park : a formai walk which she generally affected 
if low-spirited-and that she invariably was when Mr. Edgar had 
been worse than ordinary, a thing never known from his confession, 
but guessed both by ber and me, from his increased silence and the 
melanchcly of bis countenance. She went sadly on : _there was no 
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running or bounding now, though the chill wind might well have 
tempted ber to race. And often, from the side of my eye, 1 could 
detect ber raising a band, and brushing something off ber cheek. I 
gazed round for a means of diverting ber thoughts. On one side of 
the road rose a bigh, rough bank, where hazels and stunted oaks, with 
their roots half exposed, held uncertain tenure: the soil was too loose 
for the latter; and strong winds had blown some nearly horizontal. 
In summer, Miss Catherine delighted to climb along these trunks, 
and sit in the branches, swinging twenty feet above the ground ; and 
I, pleased with ber agility and ber light, childish heart, still con· 
sidered it proper to scold every time 1 caught her at such an eleva­
tion, but so that she knew there was no necessity for descending. 
From dinner to tea she would lie in her breeze-rocked cradle, doing 
nothing except singing old songs-my nursery lore-to herse}( or 
watching the birds, joint tenants, feed and entice their young ones to 
fly: or nestling with closed lids, half thinking, half dreaming, happier 
than words can express. 

" Look, Miss I " 1 exclaimed, painting to a nook under the roots 
of one twisted tree. "Winter is not here yet. Tbere's a little ftower 
up yonder, the last bud from the multitude of bluebells that clouded 
those turf steps in July with a lilac mist. Will you clamber up, and 
pluck it to show to papa ? " 

Cathy stared a long time at the lonely blossom trembling in its 
earthy shelter, and replied, at length-" No, I'll not touch it: but it 
looks melancholy, does it not, Ellen?" 

"Yes," 1 observed, "about as starved and suck.less as you: your 
checks are bloodless ; let us take hold of bands and run. You're so 
low, 1daresay1 shall keep up with you." 

" No," she repeated, and continued sauntering on, pausing at 
intervals to muse over a bit of moss, or a tuft of blanched grass, or a 
fungus spreading its bright orange among the heaps of brown foliage ; 
and, ever and an on, her band was lifted to her a verted face. 

" Catherine, why are you crying, love ? " 1 asked, approaching 
and putting my arm over ber shoulder. " Vou mustn't cry, because 
papa has a cold ; be thankful it is nothing worse." 

She now put no further restraint on her tears ; ber breath was 
stifled by sobs. 

" Oh, it will be something worse," she sa.id. " And what shall I 
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do when papa. and you leave me, and I am by myself? 1 can't 
forget your words, Ellen ; they are always in my ear. How life will 
be changed, how dreary the world will be, when papa and you are 
dead." 

"None can tell, whether you won't die before us," I replied. "It's 
wrong to anticipa.te evil W e'll hope there are years and years to 
come before any of us go : master is young, and 1 am strong, and 
hardly forty-five. My mother lived till eighty, a canty dame to the 
last. And suppose Mr. Linton were spared till be saw sixty, that 
would be more years than you have counted, Miss. And would it 
not be foolish to moum a calamity above twenty years beforehand ? " 

" But Aunt Isabella was younger than papa," she remarked, gazing 
up with timid hope to seek further consolation. 

"Aunt Isabella had not you and me to nurse her," 1 replied. 
"She wasn't as happy as Master: she hadn't as much to live for. Ail 
you need do, is to wait well on your father, and cheer him by letting 
him see you cheerful ; and avoid giving him anxiety on ariy 
subject : mind that, Cathy ! 1'11 not disguise but you might kill him, 
if you were wild and reckless, and cherished a foolish, fanciful 
affection for the son of a person whd would be glad to have him in 
his grave; and allowed him to discover that you fretted over the 
separation he bas judged it expedient to make." 

" 1 fret about nothing on earth except papa.'s illness,'' answered 
my companion. " I care for nothing in comparison with papa. And 
1'11 never-never--oh, never, while 1 have my senses, do an act or 
sa.y a word to vex him. I love him better than myselt; Ellen ; and I 
know it by this : 1 pray every night that 1 may live after him ; because 
1 would rather be miserable than that he should be : that proves 1 
love him better than mysclf." 

'' Good words," 1 replied. " But deeds must prove it also ; and 
after be is well, remember you don't forget resolutions formed in the 
hour of f ear." 

As we talked, we neared a door that opened on the road ; and 
my young lady, lightening into sunshine again, climbed up and seated 
herself on the top of the wall, reaching oyer to gather some hips that 
bloomed scarlet on the summit branches of the wild-rose trees 
shadowing the highway side: the lower fruit had disappeared, but 
only birds could touch the upper, except from Cathy's present 

14 
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station. In stretching to pull them, ber bat fell off; and as the 
door was locked, she proposed scrambling down to recover it. 1 bid 
herbe cautious lest she got a fall, and she"nimbly disappeared. But 
the return was no such easy matter : the stones were smooth and 
neatly cemented, and the rose-bushes and blackberry stragglers could 
yield no assistance in re-ascending. I, like a fool, didn't recollect 
that, till I heard ber laughing and exclaiming-" Ellen ! you 11 have 
to fetch the key, or else 1 must run round tô the porter's lodge. 1 
can't scale the ramparts on this side ! '' 

" Stay where you are," I answered ; " 1 have my bundle of keys 
in my pocket: perhaps I may manage to open it; if not, I'll go." 

Catherine amused herself with dancing to and fro before the door, 
while 1 tried all the large keys in succession. 1 had applied the last, 
and found that none would do ; so, repeating my desire that she 
would remain there, 1 was about to hurry home as fast as 1 could, 
when an approaching sound arrested me. It was the trot of a horse; 
Cathy's dance stopped also. 

" Who is that ? " 1 whispered. 
''Ellen, 1 wish ·you could open the door,'' whispered back my 

companion, anxio11sly. • 
" Ho, Miss Linton I" cried a deep voice (the rider's), "I'm glad 

to meet you. Don't be in haste to enter, for I have an explanation 
to ask and obtain." 

"I shan't speak to you, Mr. Heathcliff," answered Catherine. 
"Papa says you are a wicked man, and you hate both him and me; 
and Ellen sa ys the same." 

" That is nothing to the purpose," said Heathcliff. (He it was.) 
'' 1 don't hate my son, 1 suppose; and it is conceming him that I 
demand your attention. Yes; you have cause to blush. Two or 
three months sine~, were you not in the habit of Writing to Linton? 
making lo~e in play, eh ? You deserved, both of you, fiogging for 
that 1 You especially, the eider; and less sensitive, as it turns out 

:t1 I've got your letters, and if you give me any pertness I'll send them 
to your father. 1 presume you grew weary of the amusement and 
dropped it, didn't you? Weil, you dropped Linton with it into a 
Slough of Despond. He was in earnest : in love, really. As true as 
I live, he's dying for you ; breaking bis heart at your fickleness : not 
figuratively, but actually. Though Hareton has made him a standing 
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jest for six weeks, and 1 have used more serious measures, and 
attempted to frighten him out of bis idiotcy, be gets worse daily; and 
he11 be under the sod before summer, unless you . restore him ! n 

" How can you lie so glaringly to the poor child ? " I called 
from the inside. " Pray ride on ! How can you deliberately 
get up such paltry falsehoods? Miss Cathy, I'll knock the Iock oft' 
witb a stone : you won't believe that vile nonsense. You can feel 
in yourself, it .is impossible that a person should die for love of a 
stranger." 

" I was not aware there were eaves-droppers," muttered the 
detected villain. " Worthy Mrs. Dean, 1 like you, but 1 don't like 
your double-dealing," be added aloud. " How could you lie so 
glaringly, as to affirm 1 hated the ' poor child ? ' and invent bugbear 
stories to terrify her from my door-stones? Catherine Linton (the 
very name warms me), my bonny lasS, 1 shall be from home ail this 
week; go and see if 1 have not spoken truth: do, there's a darling 1 
Just imagine your father in my place, and Linton in yours; then 
think how you would value your careless lover if be refused to stir a 
step to comfort you, when your father himself entreated him ; and 
don't, from pure stupidity, fall into the same error. 1 swear, on my 
sa.lvation, he's going to bis grave, and none but you can save him ! " 

The Iock gave way and 1 issued out. 
"I swear Linton is dying," repeated Heathcliff, looking bard at 

me. "And grief and disappointment are hastening bis death. Nelly, 
if you won't let ber go, you can walk over yourself. But 1 shall not 
return till this time next week; and 1 think your master himself would 
scarcely object to ber visiting ber cousin.'' 

"Come in," said 1, taking Cathy by the ann and hall forcing ber 
to re-enter ; for she lingered, viewing with troubled eyes the features 
of the speaker, too stem to express his inward deceit. 

He pushed bis borse close, and, bending down, observed-
" Miss Catherine, l'll own to you that I have little patience with 

Lin ton; and· Hareton and Joseph have less. I'll own that he's with 
a harsh set. He pines for kindness, as well as love; and a kind word 
from you would be his best medicine. Don't mind Mrs. Dean's cruel 
cautions; but be generous, and contrive to see him. He dreams of 
you day and night, and cannot be persuaded that you don't hate him. 
since you neither write nor call." 
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1 closed the door, and ro11ed a stone to assist the :oosened Iock 
in holding it ; and spreading my umbrella, 1 drew my charge under­
neath : for the rain .began to drive through the moaning branches of 
the trees, and wamed us to avoid delay. Our hurry prevented any 
comment on the encounter with Heathclitr, as we stretched towards 
home ; but 1 divined instinctively that Catherine's heart was 
clouded now in double darkness. Her f eatures were so sad, they did 
not seem bers : she evidently regarded what she had heard as every 
syllable true. 

The master had retired to rest before we came in. Cathy stole 
to bis room to inquire how he was ; he bad fallen asleep. She 
retumed, and asked me to sit with her in the library. We took our 
tea together ; and afterwards she lay down on the rug, and told me 
not to talk, for she was weary. 1 got a book, and pretended to read. 
As soon as she supposed me absorbed in my occupation, she 
recommenced ber silent weeping: it appeared, at present, ber 
favourite diversion. 1 suffered ber to enjoy it a while ; then 1 
expostulated :· deriding and ridiculing ail Mr. Heathcliff's assertions 
about bis son, as if 1 were certain she would coïncide. Alas ! 1 hadn't 
skill to counteract the effect bis account had produced : it was just 
what he intended. 

"Vou may be right, Ellen," she answere<l; "but 1 shall never 
feel at ease till 1 know. And 1 must tell Linton it is not my fault 
that 1 don't write, and convince him that 1 shall not change." 

What use were anger and protestations against ber silly credulity? 
\Ve parted that night-hostile; but next day beheld me on the road 
to \\"uthering Heights, by the side of my wilful young mistress's pony. 
I couldn't bear to witness her sorrow: to see ber pale, dejected 
countenance, and heavy eyes ; and 1 yielded, in the faint hope that 
Linton himself might prove, by his reception of us, how little of the 
tale was founded on fact. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE rainy night had ushered in a misty moming-half frost, half 
drizzle-and temporary brooks crossed our path-gurgling from the 
uplands. My feet were thoroughly wetted; 1 was cross and low; 
exactly the humour suited for making the most of these disagreeable 
things. \Ve entered the farmhouse by the kitchen way, to ascertain 
whether l\lr. Heathcliff were really absent : because 1 put slight faith 
in his own affirmation. 

Joseph seemed sitting in a sort of elysium alone, beside a roaring 
fire ; a quart of ale on the table near him, bristling with large pieces 
of toasted oat-cake; and bis black, short pipe in bis mou th. Catherine 
ran to the hearth to warm herself. 1 asked if the master was in ? My 
question remained so long unanswered, that 1 thought the old man 
had grown deaf, and repeated it louder. 

"Na-ay ! " be snarled, or rather screamed through his nose. 
"Na-ay ! yah muh goa back whear yah coom frough." 

"Joseph!" cried a peevish voice, simultaneously with me, from 
the inner room. " How often am 1 to call you ? There are only a 
few red ash.es now. Joseph ! corne this moment" 

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

"Oh, 1 hope you'll die in a garret, starved to death ! " said the 
boy, mistaking our approach for that of bis negligent attendant. 

He stopped, on observing his error: his cousin fiew to him. 
" Is that you, Miss Lin ton?" he said, raising bis head from the 

ann of the great chair, in which he reclined. '' No-don't kiss me: 
it takes my breath. Dear me ! Papa said you would call, n continued 
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be, after recoveruig a little from Catherine's embrace; white she stood 
by looking very contrite. " Will you shut the door, if you please ? you 
left it open ; and those-those ddesta/Jle creatures won't bring coals 
to the fire. 1 t's so cold ! " 

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

"Well, Linton," munnured Catherine, when bis corrugated brow 
relaxed, " are you glad to see me ? Can I do you any good? " 

" Why didn't you corne before ? " he asked. " You should have 
come, instead of writing. It tired me dreadfully, writing those long 
letters. l'd far rather have talked to you. Now, I Can neither bear 
to talk, nor anything e1se. I wonder where Zillah is ! Will you ,,. 
(looking at me} "step into the kitchen and see?" 

I had received no thanks for my other service; and being unwilling 
to run to and fro at his behest, 1 replied-

" Nobody is out there but Joseph." 
" 1 want to drink," he exclaimed fretfully, tuming away. " Zillah 

is constantly gadding off to Gimmerton since papa went : it's miser­
able 1 And l'm obliged to corne down here-they resolved never to 
hear me up-stairs." 

"Is your father attentive to you, Master Heathcliff?" I asked, 
perceiving Catherine to be checked in her friendly advances. 

''Attentive? He maltes tlznn a little more attentive at least," he 
cried. " The wretches ! Do you know, Miss Linton, that brute 
Hareton laughs at me ! 1 hate him ! indeed, I hate them all : they 
are odious beings.,, 

Cathy began searching for some water ; she lighted on a 
pitcher in the dresser, filled a tumbler, and brought it. He bid her 
add a spoonful of wine from a bottle on the table ; and having 
swallowed a small portion, appeared more tranquil, and said she was 

very kind. 
" And are you glad to see me ? " asked she, reiterating ber former 

question, and pleased to detect the faint dawn of a smile. 
"Y es, I am. It's something new to hear a voice like yours ! " 

be -replied. " But I have been vexed, because you wouldn't corne. 
And papa swore it was O\\'Îng to me : be called me a pitifuJ, shuffting, 
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worthless thing ; and said you despised me; and if be had been in my 
place, he would be more the master of the Grange than your father, 
by this time. But you don't despise me, do you, Miss- ? " 

'.:l wish you would say Catherine, or Cathy,'' interrupted my 
young lady. " Despise you ? No J N ext to papa and Ellen, I 
love you better than anybody living. 1 don't love ~Ir. Heathcliff, 
though; and 1 dare not corne when be rctums : will he stay away 
many days? " 

"Not many," answered Linton; "but he goes on to the moor:i 
frequently, since the shooting season commenced; and you might 
spend an hour or two with me in bis absence. . Do say you will. I 
think I should not be peevish with you: you'd not provoke me, and 
you'd always be ready to help me, wouldn't you?" 
· "Yes," sai<l Catherine, stroking his long soft haïr; "if I could 
only get papa's consent, l'd spend half my time with you. Pretty 
Lin ton ! 1 wish you were my broiher." 

"And then you would like me as well as your father?" observed 
he, more cheerfully. "But papa says you would love me better than 
him and ail the world, if you were my wife; so l'd rather you were 
that." 

" No, 1 should never love an y body better than papa," she returned 
gravely. "And people hate their wives, sometimes ; but not their 
sisters and brothers : aad if you were the latter, you would live with 
us, and papa would be as fond of you as he is of me.'' 

Linton denied that people ever hated their wives; but Cathy 
affirmed they did, and, in her wisdom, instanced bis own father's 
aversion to ber aunt. 1 endeavoured to stop her thoughtless tangue. 
I couldn't succeed till everything she knew was out. Master Heath­
cliff, much irritated, asserted ber relation was false. 

'' Papa told me ; and papa does not tell falsehoods," she answered 
pertly. 

" My_ papa scoms yours ! '' cried Linton. " He calls him a 
sneaking fool" 

"Y ours is a wicked man," retorted Catherine ; " and you are 
very naughty to dare to repeat what he says. He must be wicked to 
have made Aunt Isabella leaTe him as she did. '' 

"She didn't leave him," said the boy: "you shan't contradict me.» 
"She did," cried my young lady. 
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" Well, l'll tell ytJ1J something ! " said Linton. " Your mother 
hated your father : now then." 

" Oh l" exclaimed Catherine, too enraged to continue. 
"And she loved mine,'' added he. 
" You little liar ! 1 hate you now· l " She panted, and ber face 

grew red with passion. 
" She did l she did 1" sang Linton, sinking into the recess of bis 

chair, and leaning back bis head to enjoy the agitation of the other 
disputant, who stood behind. 

" Hush, Master Heathcliff 1" 1 said; " that's your father's tale, 
too, 1 suppose." 

"It isn't: you hold your tongue l" he answered. "She ùid, she 
did, Catherine l she did, she diù ! " 

Cathy, beside herself, gave the chair a violent push, and caused 
him to fall against one arm. He was immediately seized by a 
sutfocating cough that soon ended his triumph. It lasted so long 
that it frightened even me. As to bis cousin, she wept with ail ber 
might, aghast at the mischief she had done : though she said 
nothing. 1 held him till the fit exhausted itseU: Then he thrust me 
away, and leant bis head down silently. Catherine quelled ber 
lamentations also, took a seat opposite, and looked solemnly into the 
fire. 

"How do you feel now, Master Heathcliff?" 1 inquired, after 
waiting ten minutes. 

'' I wish slu felt as 1 do," be replied: "spiteful, cruel thing ! 
Hareton never touches me : he never struck me in bis life. And I 
was better to-day : and there --" bis voice died in a whimper. 

" I didn't strike you ! " muttered Cathy, chewing her lip to pre­
vent another burst of emotion. 

He sighed and moaned like one under great suffering, and kept 
it up for a quarter of an hour; on purpose to distress his cousin 
apparently, for whenever be caught a stifled sob from her he put 
renewed pain and pathos into the inflexions of bis voice. 

" l'm sorry I hurt you, Linlon," she said at length, racked beyond 
endurance. "But I couldn't have been hurt by that little push, and 
1 had no idea that you could, either : you're not much, are you, 
Linton? Don't let me go home thinking l've donc you hann. 
Answer ! speak to me." 
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" I can't speak to you," he murmured ; " you've hurt me so, that 
l shall lie awake ail night choking with this cough. If you had it 
you'd know what it was; but you'll be comfortably asleep while l'm 
in agony, and nobody near me. 1 wonder how you would like to 
pass th ose f earful nights ! ,, And he began to wail aloud, for very 
pity of himself. · 

"Since you are in the habit of passing dreadful nights," I said, 
"it won't be Miss who spoils yo~ ease : you'd be the same had she 
never corne. However, she shall not disturb you again ; anù perhaps 
you'll get quieter when we leave you." 

"Must I go?" asked Catherine dolefully, bending over him. 
"Do you want me to go, Linton ? ,, 

"You can't alter what you've done," he replied pettishly, shrink­
ing from ber, "unless you alter it for the worse by teasing me into a 
fever." 

" W ell, th en, 1 must go ? " she repeated. 
" Let me alone, at least," said he ; " 1 can't bear your talking." 
She lingered, and resisted my persuasions to departure a tiresome 

while ; but as he neither looked up nor spoke, she finally made a 
movement to the door and I followed. W e were recalled by a scream. 
Linton had slid from bis seat on to the hearthstone, and Jay writhing 
in the mere perverseness of an indulged plague of a child, determined 
to be as grievous and harassing as it can. I thoroughly gauged bis 
disposition from his behaviour, and saw at once it would be folly to 
attempt humouring him. Not so my companion : she ran back in 
terror, knelt down, and cried, and soothed, and entreated, till be 
grew quiet from lack of breath : by no means from compunction at 
distressing her. 

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

She placed a cushion under his head, and offered him some 
water; he rejected the latter, and tossed uneasily on the former, as if 
it were a stone or a block of wood. She tried to put it more 
comfortably. 
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" 1 can't do with tbat,U be said ; " it's not high enough." 
Cathc!rine brought another to lay above it. 
"That's too bigh," murmured the provoking thing. 
" How must 1 arrange it, then ? " she asked despairingly. 
He twined himself up to ber, as she half knelt by the settle, and 

converted ber shoulder into a support. 
" No, that won't do," 1 said. " You'll be content with the cushion, 

Master Heathcliff. Miss bas wasted too much time on you already: 
we cannot remain five minutes longer." 

"Yes, yes, we can ! "replied Cathy. "He's good and patient 
now. He's beginning to think 1 shall have far greater misery than 
be will to-night, if 1 believe he is the worse for my visit ; and then I 
dare not corne again. Tell the trutb about it, Linton; for I mustn't 
corne, if 1 have hurt you." 

" You must corne, to cure me," be answered. " Y ou ought to 
come, because you have hurt me: you know you have extremely ! 1 
was not as ill when you entered as 1 am at present-was 1 ? " 

" But you've made yourself ill by crying and being in a passion.­
! didn't do it all," said bis cousin. "However, we'll be friends 
now. And you want me : you would wish to see me sometimes, 
really?" · 

'·' 1 told you I did," he replied impatiently. " Sit on the settle 
and let me lean on your knee. That's as mamma used to do, whole 
aftemoons together. Sit quite still and don't talk: but you may sing 
a song, if you can sing; or you may say a nice long interesting 
ballad-one of those you promised to teach me; or a story. I'd 
rather have a ballad, though: begin.11 

Catherine repeated the longest she could remember. The employ­
ment pleased both mightily. Linton would have another, and after 
that another, notwithstanding my strenuous objections; and so they 
went on until the dock struck twelve, and we heard Hareton in the 
court, returning for his dinner. 

" And to-morrow, Catherine, will you be here to-morrow?" asked 
young Heathcliff, holding ber frock as she rose reluctantly. 

"No," I answered, "nor next day neither." She, however, gave 
a different response evidently, for his forehead cleared as she stooped 
and whispered in bis ear. 

" You won't· go to-morrow, recollect, Miss ! " I commenced, 
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when we were out of the bouse. "Vou are not dreaming of it, 
are you ?" 

She smiled. 
"Oh, 1'11 take good care," I continued : " 1'11 have that Iock 

mended, and you can escape by no way else." 
" I can get over the wall," she said laughing. " The Grange is 

not a prison, Ellen, and you are not my gaoler. And besides, I'm 
almost seventeen: I'm a woman. And I'm certain Linton would 
r~ver quickly if be had me to look after him. I'm older than he 
is, you know, and wiser : less childish, am I not? And he'll soon do 
as I direct him, with some slight coaxing. He's a pretty little darling 
when he's good. I'd make such a pet of him, ifhe were mine. \Ve 
should never quarrel, should we, after we were used to each other? 
Don't you Iike him, Ellen ? " 

" Like him ! " 1 exclaimed. "The worst-tempered bit of a sickly 
slip that ever struggled into its teens. Happily, as Mr. Heathcliff 
conjectured, he'll not win twenty. I doubt whether he'll see spring, 
indeed. Ànd small loss to bis family whenever he drops off. And 
lucky it is for us that his father took him : the kinder be was treated, 
the more tedious and selfish he'd be. l'm glad you have no chance 
of having him for a husband, Miss Catherine." 

My companion waxed se~ous at hearing this speech. To speak 
of bis death so regardlessly, wounded ber feelings. 

" He's younger than I," sbe answered, after a protracted pause 
of meditation, " and be ought to live the longest : he will-he must 
live as long as I do. He's as strong now as when he first came 
into the north ; I'm positive of that. It's only a cold that ails him, 
the same as papa has. Vou say papa will get better, and why 
shouldn't be? " 

" W ell, well," I cried, " after all, we needn't trouble ourselves; for 
listen, Miss,-and mind, 1'11 keep my word,-if you attempt going to 
Wuthering Heights again, with or without me, I shall infonn Mr. 
Linton, and, unless be allow --ït, the intimacy with your cousin must 
not be revived." 

"It bas been revived," muttered Cathy, sulkily. 
" Must not be continued, then," I said. 
"We'll see," was ber reply, and she set off at a gallop, leaving me 

to toil in the rear. 
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We both reached home before our dinner-time ; my master 
supposed we had been wandering through the parle, and therefore he 
demanded no explanation of our absence. As soon as 1 entered, 1 
hastened to change my soaked shoes and stockings ; but sitting such 
a while at the Heights had donc the mischief. On the succeeding 
moming 1 was laid up, and during three weeks 1 remained inca­
pacitated for attending to my duties : a calamity never experienced 
prior to that period, and never, 1 am thankful to say, since. 

My little mistress behaved like an angel, in coming t~ wait on~ 
and cheer my solitude : the confinement brought me exceedingly 
low. It is wearisome, to a stirring active body : but few have 
slighter reasons for complaint than 1 had. The moment Catherine 
left Mr. Linton's room, she appeared at my bed-side. Her day was 
divided between us ; no amusement usurped a minute : she neglected 
her meals, ber studies, and her play; and she was the fondest nurse 
that ever watched. She must have had a wann heart, when she loved 
her father so, to give so much to me. I said her days were divided 
between us; but the master retired early, and 1 generally needed 
nothing after six o'clock, thus the evening was ber own. "Poor 
thing ! 1 never considered what she did with herself after tea. And 
though frequently, when she looked in to bid me good:night, 1 
remarked a fresh colour in ber cheeks and a pinkness over her 
slender fingers, instead of fancying the hue borrowed Crom a cold 
ride across the moors, 1 laid it to the charge of a hot fire in the 
library. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

AT the close of three weeks, 1 was able to quit my chamber, and 
move about the bouse. And on the first occasion of my sitting up 
in the evening, I asked Catherine to read to me, because my eyes 
were weak. We were in the library, the master having gone to bed: 
she consented, rather unwillingly, 1 fancied; and imagining my sort 
of books did not suit ber, 1 bid ber please herself in the choice of 
what she perused. She selected one of her own fo.vourites, and got 
forward steadily about an 'hour ; then came frequent questions. 

"Ellen, are not you tired? Hadn't you better lie down now? 
You'll be sick, keeping up so long, Ellen." 

"No, no, dear, I'm not tired," I retumed, continually. 
Percehing me immovable, she essayed another method of showing 

her disrelish for her occupation. It changed to yawning, and stretch­
ing, and-

" Ellen, I'm tired." 
" Give over then and talk,'' 1 answered. 
That was worse : she fretted and sighed, and looked at her watch 

till eight, and finally went to ber room, completely overdone with 
sleèp ; judging by ber peevish, heavy look, and the constant rubbing 
she infiicted on ber eyes. The following night she seeme<l more 
impatient still ; and on the third from recovering my company, she 
complained of a headache, and left me. I thought ber conduct odd; 
and ha ving remained alone a long while, 1 resolved on going and 
inquiring whether she were better, and asking her to corne and lie on 
the sofa, instead of up·stairs in the dark. No Catherine could 1 dis­
cover up.stairs, and none below. The servants affinned they had not 
seen ber~ 1 listened at Mr. Edgar's door ; ail was silence. 1 retumed 
to ber apartment, extinguished my candie, and seated rnyself in the 
window. 
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The moon shone bright; a sprinkling of snow covered the ground, 
and 1 reflected that she might, possibly, have taken it into ber head 
to walk about the garden, for refreshment. 1 did detect a figure 
creeping along the inner fence of the park ; but it was not my young 
mistress : on its emerging into the light, 1 recognised one of the 
grooms. He stood a considerable period, viewing the carriage-road 
through the grounds ; then. started off at a brisk pace, as ü he had 
detected something, and reappeared presently, leading Miss's pony ; 
and there she was, just dismounted, and walking by its side. The 
man took bis charge stealthily across the grass towards the stable. 
Cathy entere<l by the casement-window of the drawing-room, and 
glided noiselessly up to where 1 awaited ber. She put the door 
gently too, slipped off ber snowy shoes, untied ber bat, and was 
proceeding, unconscious of my espionage, to lay aside ber mantle, 
when 1 suddenly rose and revealed myself. The surprise petrified 
her an instant : sbe uttered an inarticulate exclamation, and stood 
fixed. 

"My dear Miss Catherine," 1 began, too vividly impressed by ber 
recent kindness to break into a scold, " where have you been riding 
out at this hour? And wby sbould you try to deceive me, by telling 
a tale ? Where have you been? Speak." 

"To the bottom of the park," she stammered. " I didn't tell 
a tale." . 

" And nowhere else? " 1 demanded. 
" No," was the muttered reply. 
" Oh, Catherine 1 " 1 cried, sorrowfully. " You know you have 

been doing wrong, or you wouldn't be driven to uttering an untruth 
to me. That does grieve me. I'd rather be three months ill, t&an 
hear you frame a deliberate lie." 

Sbe sprang forward, and bursting into tears, threw her arms round 
my neck. 

"Weil, Ellen, I'm so afraid of you being angry," she said. 
"Promise not to be angry, and you shall know the very truth: I hate 
to bide it." 

W e sat down in the window-seat ; 1 assured her I would not 
scold, wbatever ber secret might be, and 1 guessed it, of course ; so 
she commenced-

" I've been to Wuthering Heights, Ellen, and I've never missed 
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going a day since you fell ill ; excépt thrice before, and twice after 
you left your room. 1 gave l\fichael books and pictures to prepare 
Minny every evening, and to put ber back in the stable : you mustn't 
scold him either, mind. 1 was at the Heights by half-past six, and 
generally stayed till half-past eight, and then galloped home. It was 
not to amuse myself that 1 went: I was often wretched ail the time. 
Now and then I was happy : once in a week perhaps. At first, I 
expected there would be sad work persuading you to let me keep my 
word to Linton: for I had engaged to call again next day, when we 
quitted him; but, as you stayed up-stairs on the morrow, 1 · escaped 
that trouble. While Michael was refastening the Iock of the park 
door in the aftemoon, 1 got possession of the key, and told him how 
my cousin wished me to visit him, because be was sick, and couldn't 
come to the Grange ; and how papa would object to my going : and 
then I negotiated with him about the pony. He is fond of reading, 
and be thinks of leaving soon to get married; so be offered, if I 
would lend him books out of the library, to do what I wished : but 1 
preferred giving him my own, and that satisfied him better. 

"On my second visit, Linton seemed in lively spirits; and Zillah 
(that is their housekeeper) mad~ us a clean room and a good fire, and 
told us that, as Joseph was out at a prayer-meeting and Hareton 
Earnshaw was off with his dogs-robbing our woods of pheasants, as 
I beard afterwards-we might do what we liked. She brought me 
some warm wine and gingerbread, and appeared exceedingly good­
naturèd ; and Linton sat in the arm-chair, and I in the little rocking 
chair on the hearth-stone, and we laughed and talked so merrily, and 
found so much t<! sa.y : we planned where we would go, and what we 
would do in summer. I needn't repeat that, because you would call 
it silly. 

" One time, however, we were near quarrelling. He said the 
pleasantest manner of spending a hot J uly day was lying from 
moming till evening on a bank of heath in the middle of the moors, 
with the bees humming dreamily about among the bloom, and the 
larks singing high up overhead, and the blue sky and bright sun 
shining steadily and cloudlessly. That was bis most perfect idea of 
heaven's happiness : mine was rocking in a rustling green tree, with 
a west wind blowing, and bright white clouds ftitting rapidly above; 
and not only larks, but throstles, and blackbirds, and linnets, and 
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cuckoos pouring out music on êvery side, and the moors seen at a 
distance, broken into cool dusky dells ; but close by great swells of 
long grass undulating in waves to the breeze; and woods and 
sounding· water, and the whole world awake and wild with joy. He 
wanted all to lie in an ecstasy of peace ; 1 wanted ail to sparkle and 
dance in a glorious jubilee. 1 said his heaven would be only half 
alive·; and he said mine would be drunk : 1 said 1 should fall asleep 
in his ; and he said he could not breathe in mine, and began to 
grow very snappish. At last, we agreed to try both, as soon as 
the right weather came; and then we kissed each other and were 
friends. 

" After sitting still an hour, 1 looked at the great room with its 
smooth uncarpeted ftoor, and thought how nice it would be to play 
in, if we removed the table ; and 1 asked Linton to call Zillah in 
to help us, and we'd have agame at blindman's-buff; she shouid try 
to catch us : you used to, you know, Ellen. He wouldn't : there 
was no pleasure in it, he said ; but he consented to play at ball with 
me. W e found two in a cupboard, among a heap of old toys, top5> 
and hoops, and battledores and shuttlecocks. One was marked C., 
and the other H.; 1 wished to have the C., because that stood for 
Catherine, and the H. might be for Heathcliff, bis name; but the 
bran came out of H., and Linton didn't like it. 1 beat him con­
stantly : and he got cross again, and coughed, and retumed to his 
chair. That night, though, he easily recovered bis good humour: 
he was channed with two or three pretty songs-your songs, Ellen ; 
and when 1 was obliged to go, he begged and entreated me 'to come 
the following evening ; and 1 promised. :Minny and 1 went ftying 
home as light as air ; and 1 dreamt of Wuthering Heights and my 
sweet, darling cousin, till moming. 

" On the morrow I was sad ; partly because you were poorly, and 
partly that 1 wished my father knew, and approved of my excursions : 
but it was beautüul. moonlight after tea ; and, as I rode on, the gloom 
cleared. 1 shall have another happy evening, I thought to myself; 
and what delights me more, my pretty Linton will. 1 trotted up 
their garden, and was tuming round to the back, when that f ellow 
Earnshaw met me, took my bridle, and bid me go in by the front 
entrance. He patted Minny's neck, and said she was a bonny beast, 
and appeared as if he wanted me to speak to him. I only told hin1 
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to leave my horse alone, or else it would kick him. He answered in 
bis vulgar accent, " It wouldn't do mitch hurt if it did; " and surveyed 
its legs with a smile. I was half inclined to make it try ; however, 
be moved off to open the door, and, as he raised the latch, he looked 
up to the inscription above, and said, with a stupid mixture of 
awkwardness and elation: 'Miss Catherine! 1 can read yon, now.' 

" ' Wonderful,' 1 exclaimed. ' Pray let us hear you-you are 
grown clever ! ' · 

" He spelt, and drawled over by syllables, the name-' Hareton 
Earnshaw.' 

" 'And the figures?' 1 cried, encouragingly, perceiving that he 
came to a dead hait. 

" ' 1 cannot tell them yet,' he answered. 
" ' Oh, you dunce ! ' I said, laughing heartily at his failure. 
" The fool stared, with a grin hovering about his lips, and a scowl 

gathering over his eyes, as if uncertain whether he might not join in 
my mirth : whether it were not pleasant familiarity, or what it really 
was, contempt. I settled bis doubts, by suddenly retrieving my 
gravity and desiring him to walk away, for 1 came to see Linton, not 
him. He reddened-1 saw that by the moonlight-dropped his 
band from the latch, and skulked off, a picture of mortified vanity. 
He imagined himself to be as accomplished as Linton, 1 suppose, 
because he could spell his own name ; and was marvellously dis­
comfited that 1 didn't think the same." 

" Stop, Miss Catherine, dear l " 1 interrupted. " 1 shall not 
scold, but I don't like your conduct there. · If you had remembered 
that Hareton was your cousin as muchas Master Heathcliff, you 
would have felt how improper it was to behave in that way. At 
least, it was praiseworthy ambition for him to desire to be as accom­
plished as Linton ; and probably he did not leam merely to show off: 
you had made hitn ashamed of his ignorance before, I have no doubt; 
and be wished to remedy it and please you. To sneer at his imper­
fect attempt was very bad breeding. Had you been brought up in 
bis circumstances, would you be less rude? He was as quick and as 
intelligent a child as ever you were ; and I'm hurt that he should 
be despised now, because that base Heathcliff has treated him so 
unjustly." 

"\Vell, Ellen, you won't cry about it, will you?" she exclaimed, 
15 
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surprised at my earnestness. " But wait, and you shall hear if he 
conned his A B C to please me ; and ü it were worth while being 
civil to the brute. I entered ; Linton was lying on the settle, and 
half got up to welcome me. 

" ' I'm ill to-night, Catherine, love,' he sa.id; ' and you must have 
all the talk, and let me listen. Come, and sit by me. I was sure 
you wouldn't break your woro, and 1'11 make you promise again, 
before you go.' 

" I knew now that I mustn't tease him, as he was ill ; and 1 spoke 
softly and put no questions, and avoided irritating him in any way. 
1 had brought some of my nicest books for him ; be asked me to 
read a litt~e of one, and I was about to comply, wben Earnshaw 
burst the door open : having gathered venom with reflection. He 
advanced direct to us, seized Linton by the arm, and swung him off 
the seat. 

" ' Get to thy own room I' he sa.id, in a voice almost inarticulate 
with passion ; and bis face looked swelled and furious. ' Take ber tbere 
if sbe comes to see thee : thou shalln't keep me out of this. Begone 
wi' ye both ! ' 

" He swore at us, and left Linton no time to answer, nearly 
throwing him into the kitchen; and be clenched bis fist as 1 followed, 
seemingly longing to knock me down. I was afraid for a momen~ 
and 1 let one volume fall; be kicked it after me, and sbut us out. 
1 heard a malignant, crackly laugh by the fire, and tuming, beheld 
that odious Joseph standing rubbing bis bony bands, and quivering. 

"' I wer sure he'd sarve ye out ! He's a grand lad ! He's getten 
t' raight sperrit in him ! He knaws-ay, he knaws, as weel as I do, 
who sud be t' maister yonder-Ech, ech, ech ! He made ye sldft 
properly ! Ech, ech, ech ! ' 

" 'Where must we go? ' 1 asked of my cousin, disregarding the 
old wretch's mockery. 

" Linton was white and trembling. He was not pretty then, 
Ellen : oh, no ! he looked frightful ; for his thin face and large eyes 
were wrougbt into an expression of frantic, powerless fury. He 
grasped the handle of the door, and shook it : it was fastened inside. 

" ' If you don't let me in, 1'11 kill you 1-If you don't let me in, 
l'll kill you ! ' be ratber shrieked than said. ' Devil ! devil !-1'11 kill 
you-1'11 kill you ! ' 
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" Joseph uttered bis croaking laugh again. 
"' Thear, that's t' father ! ' be cried. 'That's fa.ther 1 We've allas 

summut o' either side in us. Niver heed, Hareton, lad--dunnut be 
'feard-he cannot get at thee ! ' 

"1 took hold of Linton's bands, and tried to pull him away; but 
be shrieked so shockingly that I rlared not proceed At last bis 
cries were choked by a dreadful fit of coughing; blood gushed from 
his mouth, and he fell on the ground. 1 ran into the yard, sick with 
tcrror ; and called for Zillah, as loud as 1 could. She soon heard 
me : she was milking the cows in a shed behind the barn, and 
hurrying from ber work, she inquired what there was to do? 1 hadn't 
breath to explain ; dragging her in, I looked about for Linton. 
F.amshaw had corne out to examine the mischief be had caused, 
and he was then conveying the poor thing up-stairs. Zillah and 1 
ascended after him ; but he stopped me at the top of the steps, and 
said I shouldn't go in : 1 must go home. 1 exclaimed that be had 
killed Lin ton, and 1 would enter. Joseph locked the door, and 
declared 1 should do ' no sich stuff,' and asked me whether I were 
' bahn to be as mad as him.' 1 stood crying till the housekeeper 
reappeared. She affirmed be would be better in a bit, but he couldn't 
do with that shrieking and din; and she took me, and nearly carried 
me into the bouse. 

" Ellen, 1 was ready to tear my hair off my head 1 1 sobbed and 
wept so that my eyes were almost blin~ ; and the ruffian you have 
such sympathy with stood opposite : presuming every now and then 
to bid me 'wisht,' and denying that it was his fault ; and, finally, 
frightened by my assertions that 1 would tell papa, and that he should 
be put in prison and hanged, he commenced blubbering himself, 
and hurried out to hide bis cowardly agitation. Still, I was not 
rid of him : when at length they compelled me to depart, and I 
had got some hundred 'yards off the premises, he suddenly issued 
from the shadow of the road-side, and checked Minny and took hold 
of me. 

"'Miss Catherine, l'm ill grieved,' he began, 'but it's rayther 
toobad-' 

'' I gave him a eut with my whip, thinking perhaps he would 
mun:ler me. He let go, thundering one of bis horrid curses, and l 
galloped home more than half out of my senses. 
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"1 didn't bid you good-night that evening, and 1 didn't go to 
Wuthering Heights the next: 1 wished to go exceedingly; but 1 was 
strangely excited, and dreaded to hear that Linton was dead, some-

. times; and sometimes shuddered at the thought of encountering 
Hareton. On the third day 1 took courage: at least, 1 couldn't 
bear longer suspense, and stole off once more. 1 went at five o'clock, 
and walked ; fancying 1 might manage to creep into the house, and 
up to Linton's room, unobserved. However, the dogs gave notice of 
my approach. Zillah received me, and saying 'the lad was mending 
nicely,' showed me into a small, tidy, carpeted apartment, where, to 
my inexpressible joy, 1 beheld Linton laid on a little sofa, reading 
one of my books. But he would neither speak to me nor look at 
me, through a whole hour, Ellen : be bas such an unhappy temper. 
And what quite confounded me, when be did open bis mouth, it was 
to utter the falsehood that 1 had occasioned the uproar, and Hareton 
was not to blame ! Unable to reply, except passionately, 1 got up 
and walked Crom the room. He sent after me a faint ' Catherine ! • 
He did not reckon on being answered so : but 1 wouldn't tum back ; 
and the morrow was the second day on which 1 stayed at home, 
nearly detennined to visit him no more. But it was so miserable 
going to bed and getting up, and never hearing anything about him, 
that my resolution melted into air before it was properly fonned. lt 
had appeared wrong to ta.ke the joumey once ; now it seemed wrong 
to refrain. Mièhael came to ask if he must saddle Minny ; 1 said 
' Yes,' and considered myself doing a duty as she bore me over the 
bills. 1 was forced to pass the front windows to get to the court : it 
was no use trying to conceal my presence. 

" ' Young master is in the bouse,' said Zillah, as she saw me 
making for the parlour. I went in ; Earnshaw was there also, but be 
quitted the room directly. Linton sat in the great ann-chair half 
asleep; walking up to the fire, 1 began in a serious tone, partly 
meaning it to be true--

"As you don't like me, Linton, and as you think 1 come on 
. purpose to hurt you, and pretend that 1 do so every time, this is our 

last meeting: let us say good-by; and tell Mr. Heathcliff that you 
have no wish to see me, and that be mustn't invent any more false­
hoods on the subject.' 

" ' Sit down and take your bat o«, Catherine,' be answered. 
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'You are so much happier than 1 am, you ought to be befter. Papa 
talks enough of my defects, and shows enough scom of me, to make 
it natural 1 should doubt myself. 1 doubt whether 1 am not alto­
gether as worthless as he calls me, frequently; and then 1 feel so 
cross and bitter, 1 hate everybody ! 1 am worthless, and bad in 
temper, and bad in spirit, almost always ; and, if you choose, you 
may say good-by: you'll get rid of an annoyance. Only, Catherine, 
do me this justice: believe that if 1 might be as sweet, and as kind, 
and as good as you are, 1 would be ; as willingly, and more so, than 
as happy and as healthy. And believe that your kindness bas made 
me love you deeper than if 1 deserved your love : and though 1 
couldn't, and cannot help showing my nature to you, 1 regret it and 
repent it; and shall regret and repent it till 1 die l ' 

'' I felt be spoke the truth ; and 1 felt 1 must forgive him : and, 
though we should quarre! the next moment, 1 must forgive him again. 
We were reconciled; but we cried, both of us, the whole time I 
stayed : not entirely for sorrow ; yet 1 u1as sorry Linton had that 
distorted nature. He'll never let bis friends be at ease, and he'll 
never be at ease himself ! 1 have always gone to bis little parlour, 
since that night; because bis father retumed the day after. 

"About three times, I think, we have been merry and hopeful, as 
we were the first evening ; the rest of my visits were dreary and 
troubled : now with bis selfishness and spite, and now with his suffer­
ings : but l've learned to endure the former with nearly as little 
resentment as the latter. Mr. Heathcliff purposely avoids me : I 
have hardly ~een him at ail. Last Sunday, indeed, coming earlier 
than usua~ 1 heard him abusing poor Linton cruelly, for his conduct 
of the night before. 1 can't tell how he knew of it, unless he listened. 
Linton had certainly behaved provokingly : however, it was the busi­
ness of nobody but me, and 1 interrupted Mr. Heathcliff's lecture by 
entering and telling him so. He burst into a Jaugh, and went away, 
saying he was glad 1 took that view of the malter. Since then, l've 
told Lin ton be must whisper bis bitter things. N ow, Ellen, you have 
heard alL 1 can't be prevented from going to Wuthering Heights, 
except by inflicting misery on two people ; whereas, if you'll only not 
tell papa, my going need disturb the tranquillity of none. You'll not 
tell, will you? It will be very heartless, if you do.n 

" 1'11 make up my mind on that point by to-morrow, Miss Cathe-
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rine," I replied. "lt requires some study; and so 1'11 leave you to 
your rest, and go think it over." 

1 thought it over aloud, in my master's presence ; walking straight 
from ber room to bis, and relating the wbole story : with the excep­
tion of ber conversations with ber cousin, and any mention of 
Hareton. Mr. Linton was alarmed and distressed, more than he 
would acknowledge to me. In the moming, Catherine learnt my 
betrayal of ber confidence, and she leamt also that her secret visits 
were to end. In vain she wept and writhed against the interdict, and 
implored her fatber to have pity on Linton: all she got to comfort 
her was a promise that he would write and give him leave to come to 
the Grange when he pleased ; but expla.ining that be must no longer 
expect to see Catherine at Wuthering Heights. Perhaps, had be bcen 
aware of his nephew's disposition and state of health, be would have 
seen fit to withhold even that slight consolation. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

" THESE things happened last winter, sir," said Mrs. Dean ; " hardi y 
more than a year ago. Last winter, 1 did not think, at another twelve­
months' end, 1 should be amusing a stranger to the family with 
relating them ! Yet, who knows how long you'll be a stranger? 
You're too young to rest always contented, living by yourself; and 1 
some way fancy no one could see Catherine I..inton and not love 
ber. You smile ; but why do you look so lively and interested, wben 
1 talk about her? and why have you asked me to bang her picture 
<>ver your fireplace ? and why-? " 

" Stop, my good friend ! ,, 1 cried. " It ma.y be very possible that 
I should love ber ; but would sbe love me ? 1 doubt it too much to 
venture my tranquillity by running into temptation : and then my 
home is not here. l'm of the busy world, and to its anns 1 must 
retum. Go on. W as Catherine obedient to ber father's com­
mands?" 

" She was," continued the bousekeeper. " Her affection for him 
was still the chief sentiment in her beart; and he spoke without 
anger: he spoke in the deep tendemess of one about to Ieave his 
treasure amid perils and foes, where his remembered words would be 
the only aid that he could bequeath to guide her. He said tome, a 
few days afterwards, 'I wisb my nephew would write, Ellen, or call. 
Tell me, sincerely, what · you think of him : is he changed for the 
better, or is there a prospect of improvement, as he grows a man?,, 

" ' He's very delicate, sir,' 1 replied ; 'and scarcely likely to reach 
tnanhood: but this I can say, be does not resemble his father; and 
if Miss Catherine had the misfortune to marry him, he would not be 
beyond ber control : unless sbe were extremely and foolishly in­
-dulgent. However, master, you'll have plenty of time to get acquainted 
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with bim and see wbether he would suit ber : it wants four years and 
more to bis being of age.' " · 

Edgar sighed ; and, walking to the window, looked out towards 
Gimmerton Kirk. It was a misty aftemoon, but the February sun 
shone dimly, and we could just distinguish the two fir-trees in the 
yard, and the sparely-scattered gravestones. 

"I've prayed often," be half soliloquized, "for the approach of 
what is coming ; and now I begin to shrink, and fear it. 1 thought 
the memory of the hour 1 came down that glen a bridegroom would 
be less sweet than the anticipation that 1 was soon, in a few months, 
or, possibly, weeks, to ·be carried up, and laid in its lonely hollow r 
Ellen, I've been very happy with my little Cathy : through winter 
nights and summer days she was a living hope at my side. But l've 
been as happy musing by myself among those stones, under that old 
church : lying, through the long June evenings, on the green mound 
of ber mother's grave, and wishing-yeaming for the time when l 
might lie beneath it. 'Vhat can 1 do for Cathy ? How must 1 quit 
her? I'd not care one moment for Linton being Heathcliff's son; 
nor for bis taking ber from me, if he could console ber for my Joss. 
l'd not care that Heathcliff gained bis ends, and triumphed in robbing 
me of my last blessing ! But should Linton be unworthy-only a 
feeble tool to bis father-1 cannot abandon her to him ! And~ bard 
tbough it be to crush ber buoyant spirit, I must persevere in making 
ber sa.cl while 1 live, and leaving ber solitary wben I die. Darling t 
l'd rather resign her to God, and lay her in the earth before me." 

" Resign her to God as it is, sir," I answered, "and if we should 
lose you-which may He forbid-under His providence, 1'11 stand 
ber friend and counsellor to the last. Miss Catherine is a good girl : 
1 don't fear that she will go wilfully wrong ; and people who do their 
duty are always finally rewarded." 

Spring advanced; yet my master gathered no real strength, 
though he resumed bis walks in the grounds with bis daughter. To 
ber inexperienced notions, this itself was a sign of convalescence ; and 
then his cheek was often fiushed, and bis eyes were bright; she felt 
sure of his recovering. On her seventeenth birthday, he did not visit 
the churchyard : it was raining, and 1 observed-

" You'll surely not go out to-night, sir?" 
He answered,-" No, I'll defer it this year a little longer." 
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He wrote again to Linton, expressing bis great desire to see bim ; 
and, bad the invalid been presentable, l've no doubt his father would 
have permitted him to corne. As it was, being instructed, he returned· 
an answer, intimating that Mr. Heathcliff objected to bis calling at 
the Grange ; but bis uncle's kind remembrance delighted him, and 
he boped to meet bim sometimes in bis rambles, and personally to 
petition that bis cousin and be might not remain long so utterly 
divided 

That part of bis letter was simple, and probably bis own. 
Heathcliff knew be could plead eloquently for Catherine's company, 
then. 

" I do not ask," be said, " tbat she may visit bere ; but am 1 
never to see her, because my father forbids me to go to her home, 
and you forbid ber to corne to mine ? Do, now and then, ride with 
ber towards the Heights; and let us exchange a few words, in your 
presence ! We have done nothing to deserve this separation; and 
you are not angry with me : you baye no reason to dislike me, you 
allow, yourseU: Dear uncle ! send me a kind note to-morrow, and 
leave to join you anywhere you please, except at Thrushcross Grange. 
I believe an interview would convince you that my father's character 
is not mine : be affirms 1 am more your nephew than his son ; and 
though 1 have faults which render me unworthy of Catherine, she 
bas excused them, and for ber sake, you sbould also. Y ou inquire 
after my bealth-it is better ; but while I remain eut off from all 
bope, and doomed to solitude, or the society of those who never did 
and never will like me, how can 1 be cheerful and well ? " 

Edgar, tbougb be felt for the boy, could not consent to grant bis 
request; because he could not accompany Catherine. He sai<l, in 
sommer, perhaps, they migbt meet : meantime, be wished him to 
continue writing at intervals, and engaged to give him what advice 
and comfort he was able by letter ; being well aware of his hard 
position in bis family. Linton complied ; and had he been un­
restrained, would probably have spoiled all by filling his epistles 
with complaints and lamentations : but bis father kept a sharp watch 
over him; and, of course, insisted on every line that my master sent 
being shown ; so, instead of penning bis peculiar persona! suff erings 
and distresses, the themes constantly uppermost in his thoughts, be 
harped on the cruel obligation of being held asunder from bis frienù 
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and love; and gently intimated that Mr. Linton must allow an inter­
view soon, or he should fear he was purposely deceiving him with 
empyt promises. 

Cathy was a powerful ally at home ; and between them they at 
length persuaded my master to acquiesce in their having a ride or a 
walk together about once a week, under my guardianship, and on the 
moors · nearest the Grange : for June found him still declining. 
Though he had set aside yearly a portion of bis income for my 
young lady's fortune, he had a natural desire that she might retain­
or at least return in a short lime to--the bouse of her ancestors ; 
and he considereù her only prospect of doing that was by a union 
with bis heir ; he had no idea that the latter was failing almost as 
fast as himself; nor had any one, I believe : no doctor visited the 
Heights, and no one saw Master Heathcliff to malte report of bis 
condition among us. I, for my part, began to fancy my forebodings 
were false, and that he must be actually rallying, when be mentioned 
riding and walking on the moors, and seemed so eamest in pursuing 
bis object. I could not picture a father treating a dying child as 
tyrannically and wickedly as I afterwards leamed Heathcliff had 
treated him, to compel this apparent eagemess : bis efforts redoubling 
the more imminently bis avaricious and unfeeling plans were threat­
ened with defeat by death. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

SUMMER was already past its prime, when Edgar reluctantly yielded 
bis assent to their entreaties, and Catherine and 1 set out on our 
6rst ride to join her cousin. It was a close, sultry day: devoid of 
sunshine, but with a sky too dappled and hazy to threaten rain : and 
our place of meeting had been fixed at the guide-stone, by the cross­
roads. On arriving there, however, a little herd-boy, despatched as 
a messenger, told us that,-" Maister Linton wer just o' this side 
th' Heights: and he'd be mitch obleeged to us to gang on a bit 
further." 

"Then Master Linton bas forgot the first injunction of his uncle,'' 
I observed : " be bid us keep on the Grange land, and here we are 
off at once." 

" Weil, we'll turn our ~orses' heads round, when we reach him," 
answered my companion ; " our excursion shall lie towards home." 

But when we reached him, and that was scarcely a quarter of a 
mile from bis own door, we found he had no horse; and we were 
forced to dismount, and leave ours to graze. He lay on the heath, 
awaiting our approach, and did not rise till we came within a few 
yards. Then he walked so feebly, and looked so pale, that I imme­
diately exclaimed,-" \Vhy, Master Heathcliff, you are not fit for 
enjoying a ramble, this moming. How ill yoti do look ! " 

Catherine surveyed him with grief and astonishment : she changed 
the ejaculation of joy on her lips to one of a1ann ; and the congratu­
lation on their long-postponed meeting to an anxious inquiry, whether 
he were worse than usual ? 

"No--better-better I" be panted, trembling, and retaining ber 
band as ü be needed its support, while bis large blue eyes wandered 
timidly over ber; the hollowness round tbem transforming to haggard 
wildness the languid expression they once possessed. 
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" But you have been worse," persisted bis cousin ; " worse than 
when 1 saw you last; you are thinner, and-'' 

" I'm tired," be interrupted, hurriedly. " lt is too hot for walk­
ing, let us rest here. And, in the moming, 1 often feel sick-papa 
sa ys 1 grow so fast." 

Badly satisfied, Cathy ut down, and be reclined beside ber. 
" This is something like your paradise," said she, making an 

effort at cheerfulness. " Vou recollect the two days we agreed to 
spend in the place and way each thought pleasantest ? This is 
nearly yours, only there are clouds ; but then they are so soft and 
mellow : it is nicer than sunshine. N ext week, if you can, we'll ride 
down to the Grange Park, and try mine." 

Linton did not appear to remember what she talked of; and be 
had evidently great difficulty in sustaining any kind of conversationr 
His lack of interest in the subjects she started, and bis equal inca­
pacity to contribute to ber entertainment, were so obvious that she 
could not conceal ber disappointment. An indefinite alteration had 
corne over bis whole person and manner. The pettishness that 
might be caressed into fondness, had yielded to a listless apathy; 
there was less of the peevish temper of a child which frets and teases 
on purpose to be soothed, and more of the self-absorbed moroseness 
of a confirmed invalid, repelling consolation, and ready to regard the 
good-humoured mirth of others as an insult. Catherine perceived,. 
as well as I did, that he held it rather a punishment, than a gratifica­
tion, to endure our company ; and she made no scruple of proposing, 
presently, to depart. That proposai, unexpectedly, roused Linton 
from his lethargy, and threw him into a strange state of agitation. 
He glanced fearfully towards the Heights, begging she would remain 
another half-hour, at least. 

" But 1 think," said Cathy, "you'd be more comfortable at home 
than sitting here ; and 1 cannot amuse you to-day, 1 see, by my 
tales, and songs, and chattcr: you have grown wiser than I, in these 
six months ; you have little taste for my diversions now: or else, if 
1 could amuse you, l'd willingly stay." 

" Stay to rest yourself," be replied. "And, Catherine, don't 
think or say that l'm very unwell : it is the heavy weather and heat 
that make me dull; and 1 walked about, before you came, a great 
deal for me. Tell uncle, l'm in tolerable health, will you ?" 
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"I'll tell him that you say so, Lintôn. I couldn't ·affirm that you 
are," observed my young lady, wondering at his pertinacious asser­
tion of what was evidently an untruth. 

"And be here again next Thursday," continued he, shunning her 
puzzled gaze. "And give him my thanks for permitting you to 
come-my best thanks, Catherine. And-and, if you did meet my 
father, and he asked you about me, don't lead him to suppose that 
I've been extremely silent and stupid : don't look sad and downcast, 
as you are doing-he'll be angry.'' 

" I care nothing for his anger," exclaimed Cathy, imagining she 
would be its object. 

"But I do," said her cousin, shuddering. "Don't provoke him 
against me, Catherine, for he is very bard." 

"Is be severe to you, Master Heathclitf?" I inquired. "Has 
be grown weary of indulgence, and passed from passive to active 
hatred?" 

LintQn looked at me, but did not answer; and, after keeping her 
seat by his side another ten minutes, during wbich his bead fell 
drowsily on bis breast, and he uttered nothing except suppressed 
moans of exhaustion or pain, Cathy began to seek solace in looking 
for bilberries, and sharing the produce of her researches with me : 
she did not otfer them to him, for she saw further notice would only 
weary and annoy. 

"Is it half-an-hour now, Ellen?" she whispered in my ear, at last. 
"1 can't tell why we should stay. He's asleep, and papa will be 
wanting us ~ck.,, 

"\Vell, we must not leave him asleep," 1 answered; "wait till he 
wakes, and be patient. You were mighty eager to set off, but your 
longing to see poor Linton has soon evaporated l " · 

" Why did Ile wish to see me ? " retumed Catherine. " ln his 
crossest humours, formerly, 1 liked him better than 1 do in bis present 
curious mood It's just as if it were a task he was compelled to 
perform-this interview-for fear bis father should scold him. But 
I'm hardly going to corne to give Mr. Heathcliff pleasure ; whatever 
reason be may have for ordering Linton to undergo this penance. 
And, tbough I'm glad he's better in bealth, I'm sorry he's so mucb 
less pleasant, and so mucb less affectionate to me." 

" Y ou think Ile is better in health, then ? " I saicl. 
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cc Yes," she answered ; " because be always made such a great deal 
of his sufferings, you know. He is not tolerably well, as he told me 
to tell papa; but he's better, very likely." 

"There you differ with me, Miss Cathy," 1 remarked; "1 sbould 
conjecture him to be far worse." 

Linton here started from bis slumber in bewildered terror, and 
asked if any one had called his name. 

"No," sa.id Catherine; "unless in dreams. 1 cannot conceive 
how you manage to doze out of doors, in the moming." 

" 1 thought 1 heard my father," he gasped, glancing up to the 
frowning nab above us. cc Vou are sure nobody spoke?" 

"Quite sure," replied his cousin. "Only Ellen and 1 were 
disputing concerning your health. Are you truly stronger, Linton, 
than when we separated in winter? If you be, l'm certain one thing 
is not stronger-your regard for me : speak,-are you ? " 

The tears gushed from Linton's eyes as be answered, "Yes, yes, 
1 am ! " And, still under the spell of the imaginary voice, his gaze 
wandered up and down to detect its owner. Cathy rose. "For to­
day we must part," she said. "And 1 won't conceal that 1 have been 
sadly disappointed with our meeting ; though I'll mention it to nobody 
but you: not that 1 stand in awe of Mr. Heathcliff." 

" Hush," murmured Linton ; "for God's sake, bush ! He's coming." 
And be clung _to Catherine's arm, striving to detain her; but at that 
announcement she hastily disengagecl herse~ and whistled to Minny, 
who obeyed her like a dog. 

"1'11 be.-here next Thursday," she cried, springing to the saddle. 
Good-by. Quick, Ellen!" 

"And so we left him, scarcely conscious of our departure, so 
absorbed was be in anticipating bis father's approach. 

Before we reached home, Catherine's displeasure softened into a 
perplexed sensation of pity and regret, largely blended with vague, 
uneasy doubts about Linton's actual circumstances, physical and 
social : in which 1 partook, though 1 counselled her not to say much ; 
for a second joumey would mak.e us better judges. :My master 
requested an account of our ongoings. His nephew's offering of 
thanks was duly delivered, Miss Cathy gently touching on the rest : 
1 also threw little light on his inquiries, for 1 hardly knew what to 
bide, and what to reveal. 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



WUTHERING HEIGHTS. 219 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

SEVEN days glided away, every one marking its course by the hence­
forth rapid alteration of Edgar l.inton's state. The havoc that months 
had previously wrought was now emulated by the inroads of hours. 
Catherine we would fain have deluded yet ; but her own quick spirit 
refused to delude ber : it divined in secret, and brooded on the 
dreadful probability, gradually ripening into certainty. She had not 
the heart tô mention her ride, when Thursday came round ; 1 
mentioned it for ber, and obtaine<l permission to order ber out of 
doors : for the library, where her father stopped a short time daily­
the brief period he could bear to sit up-and bis chamber, had 
become her whole world. She grudged each moment that did not 
find her bending over his pillow, or seated by his side. Her 
countenance grew wan with watching and sorrow, and my master 
gladly dismissed her to what he ftattered himself would be a happy 
change of scene and s~iety; drawing comfort from the hope that she 
would not now be left entirely alone after his death. 

He bad a fixed idea, 1 guessed by several observations be let fall, 
that, as bis nephew resembled bim in person, be would resemble him 
in mind ; for Linton's letters bore few or no indications of bis 
defective character. And I, through pardonable weakness, refraine<l 
from correcting the error ; asking myself what good there would be in 
disturbing his last moments with information that he had neither power 
nor opportunity to tum to account. 

We def erred our excursion till the aftemoon ; a golden aftemoon 
of August : every breath from the bills so full of life, that it seemed 
whoever respired it, though dying, might revive. Catherine's face was 
just like the landscape-shadows and sunshine ftitting over it in rapid 
succession ; but the shadows rested longer, and the sunsbine was more 
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transient; and ber poor little heart reproached itself for even that 
passing forgetfulness of its cares. 

W e discemed Linton watching at the same spot he had selected 
before." ?.fy young mistress alighted, and told me that, as she was 
reso~ved to stay a very little while, 1 had better hold the pony and 
remain on horseback ; but I dissented : 1 wouldn't risk losing sight 
of the charge committed to me a minute ; so we climbed the slope of 
heath together. Master Heathcliff received us with greater animation 
on this occasion : not the animation of high spirits though, nor yet of 
joy; it looked more like fear. 

" 1 t is late ! " be said, speaking short and with difficulty. " Is nof 
your father very ill? I thought you wouldn't corne." 

" Why won't you be candid ? " cried Catherine, swallowing Q.er 
greeting. " Why cannot you say at once you don't want me? It is 
strange, Linton, that for the second time you have brought me here on 
purpose, apparently to distress us both, and for no reason besides 1" 

Linton shivered, and glanced at ber, half supplicating, ha1f 
ashamed ; but bis cousin's patience was not sufficient to endure· this 
enigmatical behaviour. 

"My father is very ill," she said; "and why am 1 called from bis 
bedside ? \Vhy didn't you send to absolve me from my promise, when 
you wished I wouldn't keep it? Come 1 1 desire an explanation : 
playing and trifling are completely banished out of my mind ; and I 
can't dance attend~ce on your affectations now ! " 

" My affectations ! " be murmured ; " what are they? For 
heaven's sake, Catherine, don't look so angry 1 Despise me as much 
as you please ; 1 am a worthless, cowardly wretch : I can't be scomed 
enough ; but l'm too mean for your anger. Hate my father, and spare 
me for contempt." 

" Nonsense 1 " cried Catherine, in a passion. " Foolish, silly boy ! 
And there ! he trembles, as if I were really going to touch him l Vou 
needn't bespeak contempt, Linton : anybody will have it spontaneously 
at your service. Get off 1 I shall retum home : it is Colly dragging 
you from the hearthstone, and pre~ending-what do we pretend ? 
Let go my frock 1 If I piti'!d you for crying and looking so vcry 
frightened, you should spum such pity. Ellen, tell him how dis­
graceful this conduct is. Rise, and don't degrade yourself into an 
abject reptil~don't /" 
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With streaming face and an expression of agony, Linton had 
thrown his nerveless frame along the ground : he seemed convulsed 
with exquisite terror. 

"Oh!" he sobbed, "I cannot bear it ! Catherine, Catherine, 
I'm a traitor, too, and 1 dare not tell you ! But leave me, and I shall 
be killed ! Dear Catherine, my lire is in your bands: and you have 
said you loved me, and if you did, it wouldn't harm you. You'll not 
go, then ? kind, sweet, good Catherine 1 And perhaps you wilJ 
consent-and he'll let me die with you ! '' . 

My young lady, on witnessing his intense anguish, stooped to raise 
him. The old feeling of indulgent tendemess overcame her vexation, 
and she grew thoroughly moved and alarmed. 

"Consent to what?" she asked. "To stay ! Tell me the 
meaning of this strange talk, and 1 will. You contradict your own 
words, and distract me ! Be calm and frank, and conf ess at once all 
that weighs on your heart. Vou wouldn't injure me, Linton, would 
you ? You wouldn't let any enemy hurt me, if you could prevent it ? 
1'11 believe you are a coward, for yourself, but not a cowardly betrayer 
of your best friend." 

"But my father thréatened me," gasped the boy, clasping 
bis attenuated fingers, " and 1 dread him-1 dread him ! 1 tiare 
not tell ! " . 

" Oh, well 1 " said Catherine, with scomful compassion, " keep 
your secret: I'm no coward. Save yourself: I'm not afraid ! " 

Her magnanimity provoked his tears: he wept wildly, kissing ber 
supporting bands, and yet could not summon courage to speak out. 
1 was cogitating what the mystery might be, and determined 
Catherine should never suffer, to benefit him or any one else, by my 
good will ; when, hearing a rustle among the ling, 1 looked up and 
saw Mr. Heathcliff almost close upon us, descending the Heights. 
He didn't cast a glance towards my companions, though they were 
sufticiently near for Linton's sobs to be audible; but hailing me in 
the almost hearty tone be assumed to none besides, and the sincérity 
of which I conldn't avoid doubting, he said-

" It is something to see you so near to my bouse, Nelly. How 
are you at the Grange ? Let us hear. The rumour goes," he added, 
in a lower tone, " that Edgar Linton is on bis death-bed : perhaps they 
exaggerate bis illness ? " 

16 
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" No; my master is dying," I replied : " it is true enough. A sad 
thing it will be for us ail, but a blessing for him ! " 

" How long will he last, do you think? " he asked. · 
" I don't know," I said. 
" Because," he continued, looking at the two young people, 

wbo were fixed under bis eye-Linton appeared as if be could not 
venture to stir or raise bis head, and Catherine could not move, on 
his account-'' because that lad yonder seems determined to beat 
me ; and I'd thank his uncle to be quick, and go before bim ! 
Hallo 1 bas the whelp been playing that game long? I did give him 
some lessons about snivelling. Is be pretty lively with Miss Linton 
generally ? " 

'' Lively? no-he has shown the greatest distress," 1 answered. 
''To see him, I sbould sa.y, that instead of rambling with bis sweet­
beart on the hills, he ought to be in bed, under the bands of a 
doctor." 

" He sball be, in a day or two," muttered Heatbcliff. " But first 
-get up, Linton ! Get up ! " be sbouted. " Don't grovel on the ground 
tbere : up, this moment l " 

Linton had sunk prostrate again in another paro>.J'Sm of helpless 
f ear, caused by bis fatber's glance towards him, 1 suppose : there was 
nothing else to produce such humiliation. He made several efforts 
to obey, but his little strengtb was annihilated for the time, and he 
fell back again with a moan. Mr. Heathcliff advanced, and lifted him 
to lean against a ridge of turf. 

"Now," sa.id he, with curbed ferocity, "l'm getting angry; and if 
you don't command that paltry spirit of yours-àamn you J get up 
directly 1" 

"1 will, father," be panted. "Only, let me alohe, or 1 shall faint 
I've done as you wished, I'm sure. Catherine will tell you that I­
that !-have been cheerful. Ah 1 keep by me, Catherine; give me 
your hand.11 

• " Take mine," said bis father ; " stand on your feet. There now 
-she'll lend you her arm : that's right, look at lzer. You would 
imagine 1 was the devil himself, Miss Linton, to excite such horror. 
Be so kind as to walk home with him, will you? He shudders if I 
touch him." 

"Linton dear J" whispered Catherine, "I can't go to \Vuthering 
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Heights : papa bas forbidden me. He'll not harm you : why are you 
so afraid ? " 

" 1 can never re-enter that bouse," he answered. " I'm 11Q/ to re­
enter it without you r" 

" Stop ! " cried bis father. " W e'll respect Catherine's filial semples. 
Nelly, take him in, and I'll follow your advice concerning the doctor, 
without delay." 

" You'll do well," replied 1. "But 1 must remain with my mistress: 
to mind your son.is not my business." 

"Vou are very stiff," said Heathcliff, "1 know that: but you'll 
force me to pinch the baby and make it scream before it moves your 
dwity. Come, then, my hero. Are yo~ willing to return, escortetl 
by me?" 

He approached once more, and made as if he would seize the 
fragile being ; but, shrinking back, Linton clung to his cousin, and 
implored her to accompany him, with a frantic importunity that 
admitted no denial. However 1 disapproved, 1 couldn't hinder ber: 
indeed, how could she have refused him herself? What was filling 
him with dread we had no means of disceming ; but there be was, 
powerless under its gripe, and any addition seemed capable of shocking 
him into idiotcy. We reached the threshold; Catherine walked in, 
and I stood waiting til1 she bad conducted the invalid to a chair, 
expecting her out immediately; when Mr. Heathcliff, pushing me 
forward, exclaimed-" My bouse is not stricken with the plague, 
Nelly; and 1 have a mind to be bospitable to-day: sit down, and 
.allow me to shut the door." 

He shut and locked it also. 1 started. 
"Vou shall have tea before you go home," be added. "1 am by 

myself. Hareton is gone with some cattle to the Lees, and Zillah 
. and Joseph are off on a joumey of pleasure; and, though I'm used 
· to being alone, I'd rather have some interesting company, if I can get 

it. Miss Linton, take your seat by mm. 1 give you what 1 have : 
the present is hardly worth accepting ; but 1 have nothing else to 
offer. It is Linton, I mean. How she does stare 1 It's odd what a 
savage feeling 1 have to anything that seems afraid of me 1 Had 1 
been bom where laws are less strict and tastes less dainty, I should 
treat myself to a slow vivisection of those two, as an evening's 
amusement." 
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He drew in his breath, struck the table, and swore to bimseif, 
" By hell ! 1 bate the m." 

" l'm not afraid of you ! " exclaimed Catherine, wbo could not 
bear the latter part of bis speech. She stepped close up ; ber black 
eyes ftashing with passion and resolution. " Give me that key : 1 
will have it ! " she said. "1 wouldn't eat or drink here, if I were 
starving." • 

Heathcliff had the key in his hand that remained on the table. 
He looked up, seized with a sort of surprise at ber boldness ; or, 
possibly, reminded, by ber voice and glance, of the person from whom 
she inherited it. She snatched at the instrument, and half-succeeded 
in getting it out of bis loosened fingers : but ber action recalled him 
to the present; be recovered it speedily. 

" N ow, Catherine Lin ton," he said, " stand off, or 1 shall knock 
you down; and that will make Mrs. Dean mad." 

Regardless of this warning, she captured bis closed band and its 
contents again. "We wil/ go!" she repeated, exerting ber utmost 
efforts to cause the iron muscles to relax ; and finding that ber nails 
made no impression, she applied ber teeth pretty sharply. Heathcliff 
glanced at me a glance that kept me from interfering a moment. 
Catherine was too intent on bis fingers to notice bis face. He opened 
them suddenly, and resigned the object of dispute ; but, ere she had 
well secùred it, he seized ber with the liberated band, and, pulling 
ber on his knee, administered with the other a shower of terrifie slaps 
on both sides of the bead, each suficient to have fulfilled bis threat,. 
bad she been able to fall. 

At this diabolical violence 1 rushed on him furiously. " You 
villain ! " I began to cry, '' you villain ! " A touch on the chest 
silenced me : I am stout, and soon put out of breath ; and, what with 
that and the rage, I staggered dizzily back, and felt ready to suffocate, 
or to burst a blood-vessel. The scene was over in two minutes ; 
Catherine, released, put ber . two bands to ber temples, and looked 
just as if she were not sure whether her ears were off or on. She 
trembled like a reed, poor thing, and leant against the table perfectly 
bewildered. 

"1 know bow to chastise children, you see," said the scoundr~ 
grimly, as he stooped to repossess himself of the key, which had 
dropped to the ftoor. " Go to Linton now, as 1 told you ; and cry 
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1t your ease ! 1 shall be your father, to-morrow-all the father you'll 
bave in a few days-and you shall have plenty of that. You can 
bear plenty; you're no weakling: you shall have a daily taste, if 1 
catch such a devil of a temper in your eyes again l " 

Cathy ran to me instea.d of Linton, and knelt down and put ber 
burning cheek on my lap, weeping aloud. Her cousin had shrunk 
into a corner of the settle, as quiet as a mouse, congratulating himself, 
1 daresay, that the correction had lighted on another than him. Mr. 
Heathcliff, perceiving us all confounded, rose, and expeditiously made 
the tea himself. The cups and saucers were laid ready. He poured 
it out, and handed me a cup. 

"Wash away your spleen," he said "And help your own naughty 
pet and mine. It is not poisoned, though 1 prepared it. l'm going 
out to seek your horses.'' 

Our first tbougbt, on bis departure, was to force an exit some­
where. W e tried the kitchen door, but that was fastened outside : we 
looked at the windows-they were too narrow for even Cathy's little 
figure. 

"Master Linton," 1 cried, seeing we were regularly imprisoned, 
4

' you know what your diabolical fatber is after, and you shall tell us, 
or 1'11 box your ears, as he bas done your cousin's." 

'' Yes, Linton, you must tell,'' said Catherine. " It was for your 
sake I came ; and it will be wickedly ungrateful if you refuse." 

"Give me some tea, l'm thirsty, ·and then l'll tell you," he 
.answered. "Mrs. Dean, go away. 1 don't like you standing over 
me. N ow, Catherine, you are letting your tears fall into my cup, I 
won't drink that. Give me another." 

Catherine pushed another to him, and wiped ber face. 1 felt 
disgusted at the little wretch's composure, since he was no longer in 
terror for himself. The anguish he had exhibited on the moor 
subsided as soon as ever be entered \Vuthering Heights; so I guesscd 
he had been menaced with an awful visitation of wrath if be failed in 
decoying us there ; and, that accomplished, be bad no further imme­
diate f ears. 

" Papa wants us to be married," he continued, after sipping some 
of the liquid. "And he knows your papa wouldn't let us marry 
oow; and be's afraid of my dying, if we wait; so we are to be 
married b the moming, and you are to stay here ail night; and, if 
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you do as be wishes, you shall return home next day, and ta.ke me 
with you." 

"Take you with ber, pitiful changeling ! ,, 1 exclaimed. "You 
marry ? Why, the man is mad ! or be thinks us fools, every one. 
And do you imagine that beautüul young lady, that bealthy, bearty 

.girl, wil1 tie berself to a little perishing monkey like you? A:re you 
cberisbing the notion that any!Jody, let alone Miss Catherine Linton, 
would have you for a husband ? You want whipping for bringing us 
in here at ail, with your dastardly puling tricks : and-don't look so 
silly, now ! I've a very good mind te;> shake you severely, for your 
contemptible treachery, and your imbecile conceit" 

1 did give him a slight shaking; but it brought on the cough, and 
he took to his ordinary resource of moaning and wecping, and 
Catherine rebuked me. 

"Stay ail night? No," she said, looking slowly round. "Ellen, 
I'll burn that door down but l'll get out" 

And she would have commenced the execution of her threat 
directly, but Linton was up in a1arm for his dear self again. He 
clasped her in his two feeble arms sobbing :-" Won't you have me~ 
and save me? not let me come to the Grange? Oh, darling 
Catherine ! you mustn't go and leave, after ail. You must obey my 
father-you must I" 

" I must obey my own," she replied, "and relieve him from this 
cruel suspense. The wbole nigbt ! What would be think ? be'll be 
distressed already. I'll either break or burn a way out of the bouse. 
Be quiet! You're in no danger; but if you hinder me-Linton, I 
love papa better than you ! " . 

The mortal terror be felt of Mr. Heathcliff's anger restored to the 
boy his coward's eloquence. Catherine was near distraught : still, 
she persisted that sbe must go home, and tried entreaty in ber tum, 
persuading him to subdue bis selfish agony. While they were thus. 
occupied, our jailor re·entered. 

" Your beasts have trotted off," be said, "and-now, Linton ! 
snivelling again? What bas sbe been doing to you ? Come, come­
-have done, and get to bed. In a month or two, my lad, you'll be 
able to pay ber back ber present tyrannies with a vigorous band. 
You're pining for pure love, are you not? nothing else in the world : 
and she shall have you 1 There, to bed 1 ZiJJab won't be here to-
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night ; you must undr~ yourself. Hush ! hold your noise ! Once 
in your own room, l'll not corne near you : you needn't fear. By 
chance, you've managed tolerably. I'll look to the resl" 

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

" I am afraid now,'' she replied, "because, if 1 stay, papa will be 
miserable : and how can 1 endure making him miserable-when he­
when he-Mr. Heathcliff, let me go home 1 1 promise to many 
Linton : papa would like me to : and 1 love him. Why should you 
wish to force me to do what I'll willingly do of myself? ,, 

"Let him dare to force you 1" 1 cried. "There's law in the land, 
thank God ! there is; though we be in an out-of-the-way place. 
l'd inform if be were my own son : and it's felony without benefit of 
clergy ! ,, 

" Silence ! " =-id the ruffian. " To the devil with your clamour ! 
1 don't want you to speak. Miss Linton, 1 shall enjoy myself remark­
ably in thinking your father will be miserable : 1 shall not sleep for 
satisfaction. .You could have hi~ oi;i no surer way of fixing your 
residence under my roof for the next twenty-four hours than 
informing me that such an event would follow. As to your promise 
to marry Linton, I'll take care you sball keep it ; for you shall not 
quit this place till it is fulfilled. ,, 

" Send Ellen, then, to let papa know I'm safe 1 " exclaimed 
Catherine, weeping bitterly. " Or marry me now. Poor papa 1 
Ellen, he'll think we're lost. What shall we do ? " 

" Not be ! He'll think you are tired of waiting on him, and run 
off for a little amusement," answered Heathcliff. "You cannot den y 
that you entered my bouse of your own accord, in contempt of bis 
injunctions to the contrary. And it is quite natura.1 that you should 
desire amusement at your age ; and that you would weary of nursing 
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a sick man, and that man on/y your father. Catherine, bis happiest 
days were over when your days began. He cursed you, 1 daresay, 
for coming into the world (1 did, at least); and it would just do if be 
cursed you as Ize went out of it. l'd join him. I don't love you ! 
How should 1? Weep away. As far as 1 can see, it will be your 
chief diversion hereafter; unless Linton make amends for other 
losses : and your provident parent appears to fancy he may. His 
letters of advice and consolation entertained me vastly. In bis last 
be recommended my jewel to be careful of his; and kind to ber when 
be got ber. Careful and kind-that's paternal. But Linton requires 
bis whole stock of care and kindness for himself. Linton can play 
the little tyrant well. He'll undertake to torture any number of cats, 
if their teeth be drawn and their claws pared. You'll be able to 
tell bis uncle fine tales of bis kindness, when you get home again, I 
assure you." · 

" Y ou're right there 1 " 1 said ; " exp!ain your son's character. 
Show bis resemblance to yourself: and then, 1 bope, Miss Cathy 
w ill thin k twice before she takes the cockatrice 1 " 

"1 don't much mind speaking of bis amiable qualities now," he 
answered ; " because she must eitber accept bim or remain a prisoner, 
and you along with ber, till your master dies. 1 can detain you both, 
quite concealed, here. If you doubt, encourage ber to retract ber 
word, and you'll have an opportunity of judging ! " 

" 1'11 not retract my word," said Catherine. "I'll marry him 
within this hour, if I may go to Thrushcross Grange afterwards. 
Mr. Healhcliff, you're a cruel man, but you're not a fiend ; and you 
won't, from mere malice, destroy irrevocably all my happiness. If 
papa thought 1 bad left him on purpose, and if be died before 1 
returned, could I bear to live ? I've given over crying : but l'm 
going to kneel bere, at your knee ; and I'll not get up, and l'll not 
take my eyes from your face till you look back at me ! No, don't 
tum away ! do look 1 You'll see nothing to provoke you. I don't 
bate you. I'm not angry that you struck me. Have you never loved 
any!Jody in all your life, uncle ? tuVtr 1 Ah 1 you must look once. 
l'm so wretched, you can't help being sorry and pitying me." 

" Keep your eft's fingers off; and move, or l'll kick you ! " cried 
Heathcliff, brutally repulsing ber. "I'd rather be bugged by a snake. 
How the devil can you dream of fawning on me ? I tldu/ you 1 n 
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He shrugged bis shoulders : shook bimself, indeed, as if bis flesh 
crept with aversion; and thrust back bis chair ; while I got up, and 
opened my mouth, to commence a downright torrent of abuse. But 
1 was rendered dumb in the middle of the first sentence, by a threat 
that 1 should be shown into a room by myself the very next syllable 
1 uttered. 1 t was growing dark-we heard a sound of voices at the 
garJen-gate. Our host hurried out instantly : Ile had bis wits about 
him; we had not. There was a talk of two or three minutes, and he 
returned alone. 

" 1 thought it had been your ·cousin Hareton," I observed to 
Catherine. "I wish he would arrive! Who knows but be might 
take our part? " 

"It was three servants sent to seek you from the Grange," said 
Heathcliff, overhearing me. " Vou should have opened a lattice and 
called out : but 1 could swear that chit is glad you didn't. She's glad 
to be obliged to stay, I'm certain." 

At learning the chance we had missed, we both gave vent to our 
grief without control ; and be allowed us to wail on till nine o'clock. 
Then he bid us go upstairs, through the kitchen, to Zillah's chamber; 
and I whispered my companion to obey : perhaps we might contrive 
to get through the window there, or into a garret, and out by its sky­
light. The window, however, was narrow, like those below, and the 
garret trap was safe from our attempts ; for we were fastened in as 
before. We neither of us lay down : Catherine took ber station by 
the lattice, and watched anxiously for moming ; a deep sigh being 
the only answer 1 could obtain to my frequent entreaties that she 
would try to rest 1 seated myself in a chair, and rocked to and fro, 
passing harsh judgment on my many derelictions of duty ; from 
which, it struck me then, ail the misfortunes of my employers sprang. 
It was not the case, in reality, 1 am aware; but it was, in my imagi­
nation, that dismal night; and I thought Heathcliff himself less 
guilty than 1. 

At seven o'clock be came, and inquired if Miss Linton had risen. 
She ran to the door immediately, and answered, " Yes." " Here, 
then," he said, opening it, and pulling her out. I rose to follow, but 
he turned the Iock again. 1 demanded my release. 

· "Be patient," he replied; "1'11 send up your breakfast in a 
while." 
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I thumped on the panels, and rattled the latch angrily; and 
Catherine asked why 1 was still shut up? He answered, I must try 
to endure it another hour, and they went away. I endured it two or 
there hours ; at length, 1 heard a footstep : not Heathcliff's. 

" l've brought you something to eat," said a voice; " oppen C 
door I" 

Complying eagerly, 1 beheld Hareton, laden with food enough to \ 
~~~~ l 

" Tak' it," he added, thrusting the tray into my band. \ 
"Stay one minute," 1 began. 
"Nay," cried he, and retired, regardless of any prayers I could 

pour forth to detain him. 
And there I remained enclosed the whole day, and the wbole of 

the next night; and another, and another. Five nights and four days 
I rema.ined, altogether, seeing nobody but Hareton once everj 
morning ; and be was a model of a gaoler : surly, and dumb, and 
deaf to every attempt at moving bis sense of justice or compassion. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

ON the fifth moming, or rather afternoon, a different step approached 
-lighter and shorter; and, this time, the person entered the room. 
lt was Zillah ; donned in her scarlet shawl, with a black silk bonnet 
on ber head, and a willow-basket swung to ber arm. 

" Eh, dear ! Mrs. Dean ! " she exclaimed. " W ell J there is a ta.lit 
about you at Gimmerton. 1 never thought but you were sunk in the 
Blackhorse marsh, and missy with you, til1 master told me you'd been 
found, and he'd lodged you here J What ! and you must have got on 
an island, sure ? And how long werc you in the hole ? Did master 
save you, Mrs. Dean ? But you're not so thin-you've not been so 
poorly, have you.? " 

" Your master is a true scoundrel J " 1 replied. " But be shall 
answer for it. He needn't have raised that tale : it shall ail be laid 
bare J n 

" What do you mean?" asked Zillah. " lt's not his tale : they 
tell that in the village-about your being lost in the marsh ; and 1 
calls to Earnshaw, when 1 come in-' Eh, they's queer things, 
Mr. Hareton, happened since 1 went off. It's a sad pity of that 
likely young lass, and cant Nelly Dean.' He stared. 1 thought be 
had not heard aught, so 1 told him the rumour. The master Iistened, 
and he just smiled to himse~ and said, ' If they have been in the 
marsh, they are out now, Zillah. Nelly Dean is lodged, at this 
minute, in your room. Vou can tell ber to ftit, when you go up; 
bere is the key. The bog-water got into her head, and she would 
have run home quite fiigbty ; but 1 fixed ber till she came round to 
ber senses. You can bid ber go to the Grange at once, if she be able, 
and carry a message from ine, that ber young lady will follow in time 
to attend the squire's funeral' " 
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'' l\t:r. Edgar is not dead ? " 1 gasped. " Oh ! Zillah, Zillah ! " 
" No, no ; sit you down, my good mistress," site replied ; "you're 

right sickly yet He's not dead ; Doctor Kenneth thinks he may 
last another day. I met him on the road and asked." 

Instead of sitting down, 1 snatched my outdoor things, and 
hastened below, for the way was free. On entering the bouse, I 
looked about for some one to give information of Catherine. The 
place was filled with sunshine, and the door stood wide open ; but 
nobody seemed at band As 1 hesitated whether to go off at once, 
or return and seek my mistress, a slight cough drew my attention to 
the bearth. Linton lay on the settle, sole tenant, sucking a stick of 
sugar-candy, and pursuing my movements with apathetic eyes. 
"Where is Miss Catherine?" 1 demanded stemly, supposing 1 
could frighten him into giving intelligence, by catching him thus, 
alone. He sucked on like an innocent. 

" Is she gone ? '' 1 said. · 
"No," be replied; "she's upstairs: she's not to go; we won't 

let her." 
" Vou won't let ber, little idiot ! " 1 exclaimed. " Direct me to 

her room immecliately, or 1'11 make you sing out sharply." 
"Papa would make you sing out, if you attempted to get there," 

be answered. " lie says l'm not to be soft with Catherine : she's 
my wife, and it's shameful that she sbould wish to leave me. He 
says she bates me and wants me to die, tliat she may have my 
money; but she shan't have it : and she shan't go home ! She never 
shall !-she may cry, and be sick as muchas she pleases ! " 

He resumed bis former occupation, closing bis lids, as if he 
meant to drop asleep. 

"?.laster Heathcliff," 1 resumed, "have you forgotten all Cathe­
rine's kindness to you last winter, when you affirmed you loved her, 
and when she brought you books and sung you songs, and came 
many a time through .wind and snow to see you ? She wept to miss 
one evening, because you would be disappointed ; and you felt then 
that she was a hundred times too good to you : and now you believe 
the lies your father tells, though you know be detests you both. And 
you join him against ber. That's fine gratitude, is it not ? ,, 

The corner of Linton's mouth fell, and be took the sugar-canc.ly 
from bis lips. 
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" Did she corne to Wuthering Heights, because she hated you?" 
I continuecl " Think for yourself ! As to your money, she dœs 
not even know that you will have any. And you say she's sick; and 
yet you leave ber atone, up there in a strange bouse ! You who 
have felt what it is to be so neglected 1 Y ou could pity your own 
sufl'erings; and she piticd them, t6o ; but you won't pity hers ! I 
shed tears, Master Heathcliff, you see-an elderly woman, and a 
servant merely-and you, after pretending such affection, and having 
reason to worship ber almost, store every tear you have for your5elf, 
and lie there quite at ease. Ah! you're a heartless, selfish boy!" 

" 1 can't stay with ber," be answered crossly. " 1'11 not stay by 
myselt: She cries so 1 can't bear it. And she won't give over, though 
I say 1'11 call my father. I did call him once, and he threatened to 
strangle ber if she was not quiet; but she began again the instant he 
left the room, moaning and grieving all night long, though I screamed 
for vexation that 1 couldn't sleep." 

" Is Mr. Heathcliff out?" 1 inquired, perceiving that the wretched 
crcature had no power to sympathize with bis cousin's mental 
tortures. 

" He's in the court," be replied, " talking to Doctor Kenneth ; 
who says unc1e is dying, truly, at las't. l'm glad, for I shall be 
master of the Grange after him. Catherine always spoke of it as lur 
bouse. 1t isn't bers 1 lt's mine : papa says everything she bas is 
mine. Ali ber nice books are mine ; she offered to give me them, 
and ber pretty birds, and ber pony Minny, if 1 would get the key of 
our room, and let ber out ; but I told her she had nothing to give, 
they were ail, all mine. And then she cried, and took a little picture 
from ber neck, and said 1 sbould have that ; two pictures in a gold 
case, on one side her mother, and on the other uncle, when they were 
young. That was yesterday-I said they were mine, too; and tried 
to get them from her. The spiteful thing wouldn't let me : she 
pushed me off, and hurt me. 1 shrieked out-that frightens her­
she heard papa coming, and she broke the binges and divided the 
rase, and gave me her mother's portrait ; the other she attempted to 
laide : but papa asked what was the matter, and 1 explained it. He 
took the one I had away, and ordered ber to resign bers to me ; she 
refused, and he-he struck ber down, and wrenched it off the chain, 
and ausbed it with bis foot." 
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" And were you pleased to see her struck ? " 1 asked : having my 
designs in encouraging bis talle. 

"I winked," he answered: "I wink to see my father strike a dog 
or a horse, he does it so bard. Yet I was glad at first-she deserved 
punishing for pushing me : but when papa was gone, she made me 
corne to the window and showed me her cheek eut on the inside, 
against her teeth, and ber mouth filling with blood ; and then she 
gathered up the bits of the picture, and went and sat down with ber 
face to the wall, and she has never spoken to me since : and I some­
times think she can't speak for pain. 1 don't like to think so ; but 
she's a naughty thing for aying continually ; and she looks so pale 
and wild, I'm afraid of ber." 

" And you can get the key if you choose ? " 1 sa.id. 
" Y es, when 1 am up-stairs," be answered; " but I can't walk up­

stairs now." 
" In what apartment is it ? " I asked. 
" Oh," be cried, " I shan't tell you where it is. It is our secreL 

Nobody, neither Hareton nor Zillah, is to know. There ! you've 
tired me-go away, go away ! " And he turned bis face on to bis 
arm, and shut bis eyes again. 

1 considered it best to depart without seeing Mr. Heathcliff, and 
bring a rescue for my young lady from the Grange. On reaching it, 
the astonishment of my fellow-servants to see me, and their joy also, 
was intense; and when tbey heard tbat their little mistress was safe, 
two or three were about to hurry up and shout the news at Mr. 
Edgar's door : but 1 bespoke the announcement ·of it myseU: How 
changed 1 found him, cven in those few days ! He lay an image of 
sadness and resignation awaiting bis death. V ery young be Iooked : 
though his actual age was thirty-nine, one would have called him ten 
years younger, at Ieast. He thought of Catherine; for be murmured 
her name. I touched bis band, and spoke. 

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

1 trembled at the first effects of this intelligence : be half rose up, 
looked eagerly round ~he apartment, and then sank back in a swoon. 
As soon as he recovered, 1 related our compulsory visit, and deten­
tion at the Heights. 1 sa.id Heathcliff forced me to go in : which 
was not quite true. 1 uttered as little as possible against Linton ; 
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nor did 1 desaibe ail bis father's brutal conduct-my intentions 
being to add no bittemess, if 1 could help it, to bis already overfiow-. 
mg cup. 

He <livined that one of bis enemy's purposes was to secure the 
personal property, as well as the estate, to bis son: or rather himself; 
yet why he did not wait till bis decease was a puzzle to my master, 
because ignorant how nearly be and bis nephew would quit the world 
together. However, be felt that his wi11 had better be altered: 
instead of leaving Catherine's fortune at ber own disposai, he deter­
mined to put it in the bands of bustees for her use during life, and 
for ber children, if she had any, after her. By that means, it could 
not fall to Mr. Heathcliff should Linton die. 

Having received bis orders, 1 despatched a man to fetch the 
attorney, and four more, provided with serviceable weapons, to 
demand my young lady of ber jailor. Both parties were delayed 
very late. The single servant retumed first. He sa.id ~fr. Green, the 
lawyer, was out when he arrived at bis bouse, and he had to wait two 
hours for bis re-entrance ; and then Mr. Green told him he had a 
little business in the village that must be done ; but he would be at 
Thrushcross Grange befdre moming. The four men came back 
unaccompanied also. They brought word that Catherine was ill : 
too ill to quit her room ; and Heathcliff would not suffer them to see 
ber. I scolded the stupid f ellows well for listening to that tale, which 
1 would not carry to my master; resolving to take a whole bevy up 
to the Heights, at daylight, and storm it literally, unless the prisoner 
were quietly surrendered tous. Her father sluzll see ber, I vowed, 
and vowed again, if that devil be killed on his own doorstones in 
trying to prevent it ! 

Happily, 1 was spared the joumey and the trouble. 1 had gone 
down-stairs at three o'clock to fetch a jug of water; and was passing 
through the hall with it in my band, when a sharp knock at the front 
door made me jump. " Oh l it is Green," 1 said, recollecting myself­
" only Green/' and 1 went on, intending to send somebody else to 
<>pen it ; but the knock was repeated : not loud, and still importu­
nately. I put the jug on the banister and hastened to admit him 
myself. The harvest moon shone clear outside. lt was not the 
attorney. My own sweet little mistress sprang on my neck sobbing, 
" Ellen, Ellen ! Is papa alive ? " 
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" Yes," 1 cried : " yes, my angel, be is. God be tha.nked, you 
are saf e with us again ! '' 

She wanted to run, breathless as she was, up-stairs to Mr. Linton's 
room ; but I compelled her to sit down on a chair, and made ber 
drink, and washed her pale face, chafing it into a faint colour witb 
my apron. Then 1 said 1 must go first, and tell of her arrivai; 
imploring ber to say, she should be happy with young Heathcliff. 
She stared, but soon comprehending why I counselled her to utter 
the falsehooù, she assured me she would not complain. 

1 couldn't abide to be present at their meeting. I stood outside 
the chamber-door a quarter of an hour, and hardly ventured near the 
bed, then. AU was composed, however: Catherine's despair was as 
silent as ber father's joy. She supported him calmly, in appearance; 
and be fixed on ber features bis raised eyes that seemed dilating with 
ecstasy. 

He died blissfully, Mr. Lockwood: he died so. Kissing ber 
cheek, be rnurmured,-" I am going to ber ; and you, darling child, 
shall corne tous!'' and never stirred or spoke again; but continued 
that rapt, radiant gaze, till bis pulse imperceptibly stopped and bis 
soul departed None could have noticed the exact minute of bis 
death, it was so entirely without a struggle. 

Whether Catherine bad spent ber tears, or whether the grief were 
too weighty tolet them fiow, she sat there dry-eyed till the sun rose: 
she sat till noon, and would still have remained brooding oYer that 
deathbed, but I insisted on ber coming away and taking some repose. 
It was well 1 succeeded in removing ber, for at dinner-time appearcd 
the lawyer, having c3.lled at Wuthering Heights to get bis instructions 
how to behave. He had sold himself to Mr. Heathclitî: that was the 
cause of bis delay in obeying my master's summons. Fortunately, 
no thought of worldly affairs crossed the latter's mind, to disturb hün, 
after bis daughter's arrivai. 

Mr. Green took upon himself to order everything and everybody 
about the place. He gave all the servants but me, notice to quit. 
He would have carried bis delegated authority to the point of insist­
ing that Edgar I..inton should not be buried beside bis wife, but in 
the chape], with his family. There was the will, however, to hinder 
that, and my loud protestations against any infringement of its 
directions. The funeral was hurried over ; Catherine, Mrs. ~inton 
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Heathclifl' now, was sufl'ered to stay at the Grange till ber father's 
.::orpse had quitted it 

She told me that ber anguish had at last spurred Linton to incur 
the risk of liberating ber. She heard the men I sent disputing at the 
door, and she gathered the sense of Heathclifl''s answer. It drove 
her desperate. Linton, who had been conveyed up to the little 
parlour soon after 1 left, was terrified into fetching the key before 
his father re-ascended. He had the cunning to unlock and re-lock 
the door, without shutting it ; and when he should have gone to bed, 
he begged to sleep with Hareton, and bis petition was granted for 
once. Catherine stole out before break of day. She dared not try 
the doors lest the dogs should raise an alarm ; she visited the empty 
chambers and examined their windows; and, luckily, lighting on her 
mother's, she got easily out of its lattice, and on to the ground, by 
means of the fir-tree close by. Her accomplice sufl'ered for his 
share in the escape, notwithstanding bis timid contrivances. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE evening after the funeral, my young lady and 1 were seated in 
the library; now musing mournfully-one of us despairingly-on our 
loss, now venturing conjectures as to the gloomy future. 

We had just agreed the best destiny which could await Catherine 
would be a permission to continue resident at the Grange ; at least 
during Linton's life : he being allowed to Join her there, and 1 to 
remain as housekeeper. That seemed rather too favourable an 
arrangement to be hoped for ; and yet 1 did hope, and began to 
cheer up under the prospect of retaining my home and my employ­
ment, and, above all, my beloved young mistress ; when a servant­
one of the discarded ones, not yet departed-rushed hastily in, and 
sa.id " that devil Heathcliff" was coming through the court : should 
he fasten the door in his face? 

If we had been mad enough to order that proceeding, we had not 
tlme. He made no ceremony of Jmocking or announcing bis name: 
he was master, and availed himself of the master's privilege to wa1k. 
straight in, without saying a word. The sound of our informant's 
voice directed him to the library; be entered, and motioning him 
out, shut the door." 

It was the same room into which he had been ushered, as a 
guest, eighteen years before : the same moon shone through the 
window; and the same autumn landscape la.y outside. We had not 
yet lighted a candie, but ail the apartment was visible, even to the 
portraits on the wall : the splendid head of Mrs. Linton, and the 
graceful one of her husband. Heathclitr advanced to the hearth. 
Time had little altered his person either. There was the same man : 
bis dark face rather sallower and more composed, bis frame a stone 
or two. heavier, perhaps, and no other ditrerence. Catherine had 
risen, with an impulse to dash out, when she saw him. 
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" Stop t " he said, arresting ber by the arm. " No more runnings 
away ! Where would you go? I'm come to fetch you home ; and 1 
hope you'll be a dutiful daughter, and not encourage my son to 
further disobedience. I was embarrassed how to punish him when 1 
discovered bis part in the business: he's such a cobweb, a pinch 
would annihilate him ; but you'll see by bis look that he has received 
his due ! I brought him down one evening, the day before yesterday, 
and just set him in a chair, and never touched him afterwards. 1 sent 
Hareton out, and we had the room to ourselves. In two hours, 1 
called Joseph to cany him up again ; and since then my pre­
sence is as potent on his nerves as a ghost ; and 1 fancy be sees 
me often, thougb 1 am not near. Hareton says be wakes and 
shrieks in the night by the hour together, and calls you to protect 
him from me ; an~, whether you like your precious mate or not, 
you must come : he's your concem now; 1 yield a11 my interest in 
bim to you." 

" 'Vhy not let Catherine continue here," 1 pleaded, " and send 
Master Linton to her? As you hate them botb, you'd not miss them : 
they ean only be a daily plague to your unnatural heart. '' 

" J'm seeking a tenant for the Grange," be answered ; " and 1 
want my children about me, to be sure. Besides, that lass owes me 
ber services for ber bread. l'm not going to nurture ber in luxury 
and idleness after Linton is gone. Make haste and get ready, now; 
and don't oblige me to compel you." 

" I shall," said Catherine. " Linton is a11 1 have to love in the 
world, and though you have done what you could to make him 
hateful to me, and me to him, you eannot make us hate each other. 
And I defy you to hurt him when 1 am by, and I defy you to 
frighten me ! " 

" Vou are a boastful champion,'' replied Heathcliff; "but 1 don't 
like you well enough to hurt him : you shall get the full benefit of 
the tonnent, as lorig as it lasts. It is not 1 who will make him hateful 
to you-it is bis own sweet spirit. He's as bitter as gall at your 
desertion and its consequences : don't expect thanks for this noble 
devotion. I heard bim draw a pleasant picture to Zillah of what he 
would do if he were as strong as 1 : the inclination is there, and 
bis very weakness will sharpen bis wits to find a substitute for 
strength." 
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" 1 know he bas a bacl nature," said Catherine : " he's your son. 
But l'm glad l've a better, to forgive it ; and I know he loves me, 
and for that reason 1 love him. Mr. Heathcliff, you have no/Jody to 
love you ; and, however miserable you make us, we sball still have 
the revenge of thinking that your cruelty arises from your greater 
misery. Y ou are miserable, are you not ? Lonely, like the devil, 
and envious like him ? No/Jody loves you-no6ody will cry for you 
when you die ! 1 wouldn't be you ! " 

Catherine spoke with a kind of dreary triumpb : she seemed to 
have made up ber mind to enter into the spirit of her future family, 
and draw pleasure from the griefs of her enemies. 

cc You shall be sorry to be yourself presently," said ber father-in­
law, "if you stand there another minute. Begone, witch, and get 
your things ! " • 

She scomfully withdrew. In her absence 1 began to beg for 
Zillah's place at the Heights, offering to resign mine to ber ; but he 
would suffer it on no account. He bid me be silent ; and tben, for 
the first time, allowed himself a glance round the room and a look 
at the pictures. Having studied Mrs. Linton's, he said-" 1 shall 
have that home. Not because 1 need it, but--" He turned 
abntptly to the fire, and continued, with what, for lack of a better 
word, 1 must call a smile-" I'll tell you what 1 did yester4ay ! 1 
got the sexton, who was digging Linton's grave, to remove the earth 
off her coffin-lid, and 1 opened it. 1 thought, once, 1 would have 
stayed there : when 1 saw her face again-it is bers yet !-be had 
bard work to stir me ; but he said it would change if the air blew on 
it, and so 1 struck one side of the coffin loose, and covered it up : 
not Linton's side, damn him 1 1 wish he'd been soldered in lead. 
And I bribed the sexton to pull it away when I'm laid there, and 
slide mine out too ; I'll have it made so : and then by the time Linton 
gets to us he'll not know which is which t" 

" You were very wicked, Mr. Heathcliff 1 :, 1 exclaimed ; " were 
you not ashamed to disturb the dead? " 

"1 disturbed nobody, Nelly," he replied; "and 1 gave some ease 
to myself. 1 shall be a great deal more comfortable now ; and you11 
have a better chance of keeping me underground, when 1 get there. 
Disturbed her? No! she bas disturbed me, night and day, through 
eighteen years-incessantly-remorselessly-till yesternight; and 
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yestemight 1 was tranquil. 1 dreamt 1 was sleeping the last sleep 
by that sleeper, with my heart stopped and my cheek frozen against 
bers." 

"And if she had been dissolved into earth, or worse, what would 
you bave dreamt of then?" 1 said. 

" Of dissolving with her, and being more happy still ! " he 
answered. " Do you suppose 1 dread any change of that sort ? 1 
expected such a transformation on raising the lid : but l'm better 
pleased that it should not commence till 1 share it. Besides, unless 
1 had received a distinct impression of her passionless features, that 
strange feeling would hardly have been removed. It began oddly. 
You know 1 was wild after she died; and etemally, from dawn to 
dawn, praying her to retum to me her spirit! 1 have a strong faith 
in ghosts : 1 have a conviction that they can, and do, exist among 
us! The day she was buried, there came a fall of snow. In the 
evening 1 \vent to the churchyard. It blew bleak as winter-all 
round was solitary. 1 didn't fear that her fool of a husband would 
wander up the glen so late ; and no one else had business to bring 
them there. Being alone, and conscious two yards of loose earth 
was the sole barrier between us, 1 said to myself.-' 1'11 have ber in 
my arms again ! If she be cold, 1'11 think it is this north wind that 
chills me; and if she be motionless, it is sleep.' 1 got a spade from 
the tool-house, and began to delve with all my might-it scraped the 
coffin ; 1 fell to work with my bands ; the wood commenced cracking 
about the screws ; 1 was on the point of attaining my object, when 
it seemed that 1 heard a sigh from some one above, close at the 
edge of the grave, and bending down. ' If 1 can only get this off,' 1 
muttered, '1 wish they may shovel in the earth over us both ! ' and 1 
wrenched at it more desperately still There was another sigh, close 
at my ear. 1 appeared to feel the warm breath of it displacing the 
sleet-laden wind. 1 knew no living thing in flesh and blood was by; 
but, as certainly as you perceive the approach to some substantial 
body in the dark, though it cannot be discemed, so certainly 1 felt 
that Cathy was there : not under me, but on the earth. A sudden 
sense of relief fiowed Crom my heart through every limb. 1 relin­
quished my labour of agony, and tumed consoled at once: unspeak­
ably consoled. Her presence was with me : it remained while 1 
re-filled the grave, and led me home. You may laugh, if you will ; 
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but 1 was sure 1 should see ber there. 1 was sure sbe was with me, 
and 1 could not help talking to ber. Having reached the Heights, 1 
rushed eagerly to the door. lt was fastened ; and, 1 remember, that 
accursed Earnshaw and my wife opposed my entrance. I remember 
stopping to kick the breath out of him, and then burrying up-stairs, 
to my room and bers. 1 looked round impatiently-1 felt ber by 
me-1 could almost see ber, and yet I tould no// 1 ought to have 
sweat blood then, from the anguish of my yeaming-from the fervour 
of my supplications to have but one glimpse t I had not one. Sbe 
showed herself, as she often was in life, a devil to me ! And, since 
then, sometimes more and sometimes less, I've been the sport of that 
intolerable torture t Infernal ! keeping my ncrves at such a stretch, 
that, if they had not resembled catgut, they would long ago have 
relaxed to the feebleness of Linton's. When 1'sat in the bouse with 
Hareton, it seemed tha.t on going out 1 should meet ber; when 1 
walked on the moors 1 should meet her coming in. When 1 went 
from home, 1 hastened to retum ; she must be somewhere at the 
Heights, 1 was certain ! And when 1 slept · in ber chamber-1 was 
beaten out of that. 1 couldn't lie there ; for the moment 1 closed 
my eyes, she was either outside the window, or sliding back the 
panels, or entering the room, or even resting her darling head on the 
same pillow as she did when a child ; and 1 must open my lids to 
see. And so 1 opened and closed the~ a huudred times a night-to 
be always disappointed ! It racked me! l've often groaned aloud, 
till that old rascal Joseph no doubt believed that my conscience was 
playing the fiend inside of me. Now, since l've seen her, l'm 
pacified-a little. lt was a strange way of killing : not by inches, 
but by fractions of hairbreadths, to beguile me with the spec;tre of a 
hope through eighteen years ! " 

Mr. Heathcliff paused and wiped bis forehead; bis hair clung to 
it, wet with perspiration ; bis eyes were fixed on the red embers of 
the fire, the brows not contracted, but raised next the temples ; 
diminishing the grim aspect of bis countenance, but imparting a 
peculiar look of trouble, and a painful appearancc of mental tension 
towards one absorbing subject. He only half addressed me, and I 
maintained silence. 1 didn't like to hear him talk ! After a short 
period he resumed bis meditation on the picture, took it down and 
leant it against the sofa to contemplate it at better advantage; and 
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while so occupied Catherine entered, announcing that she was ready, 
when ber pony should be saddled. 

" Send tbat over to-morrow," said Heatbclitr to me ; then turning 
to ber, be added : " You may do without your pony : it is a fine 
evening, and you'll need no ponies at Wuthering Heights; for what 
journeys you take, your own feet will serve you. Come along." 

" Good-by, Ellen ! " whispered my dear little mistress. As she 
kissed me, ber lips felt like ice. " Come and see me, Ellen ; don't 
forget." 

"Take care you do no sucb thing, Mrs. Dean ! '' said ber new 
father. " When I wish to speak to you l'll come here. I want none 
-0{ your prying at my bouse 1 " 

He signed ber to precede him ; and casting back a look that eut 
my heart, sbe obeyed. I watched them, from the window, walk 
down the garden. Heathcliff tixed Catherine's arm under his : 
though she disputed the act at first evidently; and with rapid strides 
he hurried her into the alley, whose trees concealed them. , 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

1 HAVE paid a visit to the Heights, but 1 have not seen ber since she 
left : Joseph hel<l the door in bis hand when 1 called to ask after 
ber, and wouldn't let me pass. He said Mrs. Linton was "thrang," 
and the master was not in. Zillah bas told me something of the way 
they go on, othcrwise 1 should bardly know wbo was dead and who 
living. She thinks Catherine baughty, and does not like ber, 1 caa 
guess by ber talk. My young lady asked some aid of ber when shc 
first came ; but Mr. Heathcliff told ber to follow ber own business, 
and let bis daughter-in-law look after berself; ancl Zillah willingly 
acquiesced, being a narrow-minded, seltish woman. Catherine 
evinced a child's annoyance at this neglect ; repaid it with contempt, 
and thus enlisted my informant among ber enemies, as securely as if 
she had done ber some great wrong. 1 had a long talk with Zillah 
about six weeks ago, a little before you came, one day when we fore­
gathered on the moor ; and this is wbat she told me. 

" The first thing Mrs. Lin ton did," she said, "on ber arrivai at 
the Heights, was to run up-stairs, without even wishing good-evening 
to me and Joseph ; she shut berself into Linton's room, and remained 
till moming. Then, while the master and Earnshaw were at break­
fast, she entered the bouse, and asked all in a quiver if the doctor 
might be sent for? ber cousin was very ill. 

"' We know that ! '' answered Heathcliff; 'but bis life is not worth 
a farthing, and 1 won't spend a farthing on him.' 

"'But 1 cannot tell how to do,' she said; 'and if nobody will help 
me, he'll die 1 ' 

"' Walk out of the room,' cried the master, 'and let me never 
hear a word more about him 1 None here care what becomes of 
him ; if you do, act the nurse ; if you do not, Iock him up and leave 
hi , m. 
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"Then sbe began to bother me, and 1 said l'd had enougb 
plague with the tiresome thing ; we each had our tasks, and bers was 
to wait on Linton : Mr. Heathcliff bid me leave that labour to ber. 

" How they managed together, 1 can't tell. 1 fancy be fretted a 
great deal, and moaned bisseln night and day; and she had precious 
little rest : one could guess by ber white face and beavy eyes. She 
sometimes came into the kitchen all wildered like, and looked as if 
she would fain beg assistance ; but 1 was not going to disobey the 
master : 1 never <lare disobey him, Mrs. Dean ; and, though 1 thought 
it wrong that Kenneth should not be sent for, it was no concem of 
mine either to ad vise or . complain, and 1 always refused to meddle. 
Once or twice, after we had gone to bed, I've happened to open my 
door again and seen ber sitting crying on the stairs'-top; and then 
l've shut myself in quick, for f ear of being moved to interf ere. 1 
did pity her then, l'm sure : still 1 didn't wish to lose my place, you 
know. 

" At last, one nigbt she came boldly into my chamber, and 
frightened me out of my wits, by saying, ' Tell Mr. Heathcliff that 
bis son is dying-I'm sure he is, this time. Get up, instantly, and 
tell him.' 

"Having uttered this speech, she vanished again. 1 laya quarter 
of an hour listening a?d trembling. Nothing stirred-the bouse was 
quiet. 

" She's mistaken, 1 said to myself. He's got over it. 1 needn't 
disturb th.em ; and 1 began to doze. But my sleep was marred a 
second time by a sharp ringing of the bell-the only bell we have, 
put up on purpose for Linton ; and the master called to me to see 
what was the matter, and infonn them that he wouldn't have that 
noise repeated. 

" 1 delivered Catherine's message. He cursed to himself, and in 
a few minutes came out with a lighted candie, and proceeded to their 
room. 1 followed Mrs. Heatbcliff was seated by the bedside, with 
her bands folded on ber knees. Her father-in-law went up, beld the 
light to Linton's face, looked at bim, and touched him ; afterwards 
he tumed to ber. 

"' Now-Catherine,' be said, 'how do you feel ?' 
" Sbe was dumb. 
" ' How do you feel, Catherine ? ' be repeated. 

Original fram 
Digitized by Go gle 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



n·urHERJNG HEJGHTS. 

" ' He's. safe, and l'm Cree,' she answered : ' I should feel well­
but,' she continued, with a bittemess she couldn't conceal, 'you have 
left me so long to struggle against death alone, that I feel and see 
only death ! I feel like death ! ' 

cc And she looked like it, too 1 I gave ber a little wine. Hareton 
and Joseph, who had. been wakened by the ringing and the sound of 
feet, and heard our talk from outside, now entered. Joseph was fain, 
I believe, of the lad's removal ; Hareton seeme<l a thought bothered : 
tbough be was more taken up with staring at Catherine than thinking 
of Linton. But the master bid bim get off to bed again: we didn't 
want bis help. He afterwards made Joseph remove the body to his 
chamber, and told me to return to mine, and Mrs. Heathcliff remained 

· by herself. 
" In the moming, he sent me to tell ber she must come down to 

breakfast : she had undressed, and appeared going to sleep, and said 
she was il1; at which 1 hardly wondered. I informed Mr. Heathcli~ 
and he replied,-' W ell, let ber be till after the funeral ; and go up 
now and then to get her what is needful; and, as soon as she seems 
better, tell me.'" 

Cathy stayed upstairs a fortnight, according to Zillah; who visited 
ber twice a day, and would have been rather more friendly, but 
ber attempts at increasing kindness were proudly and promptly 
repelled. 

Heathcliff went up once, to show her Linton's wilL He had 
bequeathed the whole of his, and what had been her, moveable pro­
perty, to bis father : the poor creature was threatened, or coaxed, into 
that act during ber week's absence, when bis uncle died. The lands, 
being a minor, be could not meddle with. However, Mr. Heatbcliff 
bas claimed and kept them in his wife's rigbt and his also : I suppose 
legally ; at any rate, Catherine, destitute of cash and friends, cannot 
disturb his possession. · 

cc Nobody," said Zillah, cc ever approached ber door, except that 
once, but I; and nobody asked anything about ber. The first occa­
sion of her coming down into the bouse was on a Sunday afternoon. 
She bad cried out, when 1 carried up ber dinner, that she couldn't 
bear any longer being in the cold ; and I told ber the master was 
going to Thrushcross Grange, and Eamshaw and 1 needn't hinder 
ber from descending ; so, as soon as sbe beard Heathclitf's borse trot 
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off, she made ber appearance, donned in black, and her yellow curls 
combed back behind ber ears as plain as a Quaker : she couldn't 
comb them out 

"Joseph and 1 generally go to chapel on Sunda.ys : " the kirk, 
you know, bas no minister now, explained Mrs. Dean ; and they ca1l 
the Methodists' or Baptists' place (1 can't say whicb it is) at Gim­
merton, a chapel. " Joseph had gone," she continued, " but 1 
thought proper to bide at home. Young folks are always the better 
for an elder's over-looking; and Hareton, with all bis bashfulness, 
isn't a model of nice behaviour. 1 let him. know that his cousin 
would very likely sit with us, and she had been always used to see 
the Sabbath respected ; so be had as good leave his guns and bits of 
indoor work alone, while she stayed. He coloured up at the news, 
and cast. bis eyes over his bands and clothes. The train-oil and gun­
powder were shoved out of sight in a minute. 1 saw he meant to 
give ber bis company ; and 1 guessed, by his way, he wanted to be 
presentable ; so, laughing, as 1 durst not laugh when the master is by, 
I otfered to help him, if he would, and joked at his confusion. He 
grew sullen, and began to swear. 

"Now, Mrs. Dean," Zillah went on, seeing me not pleased by 
ber manner, " you happen · think your young lady too fine for 
Mr. Hareton ; and happen you're right : .but 1 own 1 shouJd love 
well to bring ber pride a peg lower. And what will all ber leaming 
and ber daintiness do for her, now? She's as poor as you or 1 : 
poorer, I'll be bound: you're saving, and l'm doing my little all that 
road." 

Hareton allowed Zillah to give him her aid ; and she fiattered 
him into a good humour; so, when Catherine came, half forgetting 
ber former insults, he tried to make himself agreeable, by the house­
keeper's account. 

" Missis walked in," she sa.id, " as chill as an icicle, and as high 
as a princess. 1 got up and offered her my seat in the arm-chair. 
No, she tumed up ber nose at my civility. Earnshaw rose, too, and 
bid ber come to the settle, and sit close by the fire : be ~as sure she 
was starved. 

" ' l've been starved a month and more,' she answered, resting on 
the word as scornful as she could. 

" And she got a chair for herself, and placed it at a distance from 
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t>oth of us. Having sat till she was wann, she began to look round, 
and discovered a number of books on the dresser; she was instantly 
upon ber feet again, stretching to reach them : but they were too high 
up. Her cousin, after watching ber endeavours a while, at last sum­
moned courage to help ber ; she held ber frock, and be filled it with 
the first that came to band. 

" That was a great advance for the lad. She didn't thank him ; 
still, be felt gratified that she had accepted bis assistance, and ven­
tured to stand behind as she examined them, and even to stoop and . 
point out what struck bis fancy in certain old pictures which they 
contained; nor was he daunted by the saucy style in which she 
jerked the page from bis finger : he contented himself with going a 
bit farther back, and looking at ber instead of the book. She con­
tinued reading, or seeking for something to read. His attention 
became, by degrees, quite centred in the study of her thick, silky 
curls: her face be couldn't see, and she couldn't see him. And, 
perhaps, not quite awake to what he did, but attracted like a child to 
a candie, at last he proceeded from staring to touching ; he put out 
his hand and stroked one curl, as gentJy as if it were a bird. He 
might have stuck a knife into her neck, she started round in such a 
taking. 

"' Get away this moment 1 How dare you touch me? Why are 
you stopping there ? ' she cried, in a tone of disgust. ' 1 can't endure 
you ! 1'11 go up-stairs again, if you corne near me.' 

" Mr. Hareton recoiled, looking as foolish as he could do : he sat 
clown in the settle very quiet, and she continued tuming over ber 
volumes another half hour; finally, Earnshaw crossed over, and 
w hispered to me. 

" ' Will you ask ber to read to us, Zillah ? I'm stalled of doing 
naught ; and 1 do like-1 could like to hear her l Dunnot say I 
wanted it, but ask of yourseln.' 

" ' Mr Hareton wishes you would read to us, ma'am,' I said, im­
mediatel y. ' He'd take it very kind-he'd be much obliged.' 

" She frowned ; and looking up, answered-
" ' Mr. Hareton, and the whole set of you, will be good enough 

to understand that 1 reject àny pretence at kindness you have the 
hypocrisy to offer l I despise you, and will have nothing to say to 
any of you ! When I would have given my Jife for one kind word, 
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even to see one of your faces, you ail kept off. But I won't complain 
to you ! I'm driven down here by the cold ; not either to amuse you 
or en joy your society.' 

" 'What could I ha' done?' began Earnshaw. ' How was I to 
blame?' 

"'Oh! you are an exception,' answered Mrs. Heathcliff. 'I never 
missed such a concem as you.' 

" ' But I offered more than once, and asked,' he said, kindling 
up at ber pertness, ' I asked Mr. Heathcliff to let me wake for 
you--' 

"'Be silent ! I'll go out of doors, or anywhere, rather than have 
your disagreeable voice in my ear ! ' said my lady. 

" Hareton muttered she might go to hell, for him ! and unslinging 
his gun, restrained himself from bis Sunday occupations no longer. 
He talked now, freely enough; and she presently saw fit to retreat 
to her solitude : but the frost had set in, and, in spite of her pride, 
she was forced to condescend to our company, more and more. 
However, 1 took care there should be no further scoming at )Dy 
good nature : ever since, I've been as stiff as herself; and she has no 
lover or liker among us : and she does not deserve one ; for, let them 
say the least word to ber, and she'll curl back without respect of any 
one. She'll snap at the master himself, and as good as dares him 
to thrash her ; and the more hurt she gets, the more venomous she 
grows." 

At first, on hearing this account from Zillah, 1 determined to leave 
my situation, take a cottage, and get Catherine to corne and live with 
me : but Mr. Heathcliff would as soon permit that as he would set 
up Hareton in an independent bouse; and I can see no reme<ly, at 
present, unless she could marry again : and that scheme it does not 
corne within my province to arrange. 

Thus ended Mrs. Dean's story. N otwithstanding the doctor's 
prophecy, J, am rapidly recovering strength ; and though it be only 
the second week in J anuary, 1 propose getting out on hors,.back 
in a day or two, and riding over to Wuthering Heights, to inform 
my landlord that I shall spend the next six months in London ; 
and, if he likes, he may look out for another tenant to take the 
place after October. I would not pass another winter here for much. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

YESTERDAY was bright, calm, and frosty. 1 went to the Heights as 
1 proposed : my bousekeeper entreated me to bear a little note Crom 
ber to ber young lady, and 1 did not refuse, for the worthy woman 
was not conscious of anything odd in her request. The front door 
stood open, but the jealous gate was fastened, as at my last visit; 
I knocked, and invoked Earnshaw from among the garden-beds ; be 
unchained it, and 1 entered. The fellow is as handsome a rustic as 
neeèi be seen. 1 took particular notice of bim this time ; but then be 
does bis best, apparently, to makc the least of his advantages. 

1 asked if Mr. Heathcliff were at home? He answered, No; but 
he would be in at dinner-time. It was eleven o'clock, and I announced 
my intention of going in and waiting for him; at which he immediately 
ftung down bis tools and accompanied me, in the office of watchdog, 
not as a substitute for the host. 

We entered together ; Catherine was there, making herself useful 
in preparing some vegeta bles for the approaching meal ; she looked 
more sulky and less spirited than when I had seen her first. She 
hardly raised ber eyes to notice me, and continued her employment 
with the same disregard to common forms of politeness as before; 
never retuming my bow and good-morning by the slightest acknow­
ledgment. 

"She does not seem so amiable," I thought, " as Mrs. Dean 
would persuade me to believe. She's a beauty, it is true ; but not an 
angel." 

Eàrnshaw surlily bid her remove her things to the kitchen. 
" Remove them yourself," she said, pushing them from her as soon 
as she had done ; and retiring to a stool by the window, where she 
began to carve figures of birds and beasts out of the turnip-parings 
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in her lap. 1 approached ber, pretending to desire a view of the 
garden ; and, as 1 fancied, adroitly dropped Mrs. Dean's note on to 
ber knee, unnoticed by Hareton-but she . asked aloud, " What is 
that? " And chucked it off. 

' " A letter from your old acquaintance, the housekeeper at the 
Grange," 1 answered ; annoyed at her exposing my kind deed, and 
fearful lest it should be imagined a missive of my own. She would 
gladly have gathered it up at this information, but Hareton beat her ; 
be seized and put it in his waistcoat, saying Mr. Heathcliff should 
look at it first. Thereat, Catherine silently turned her face from us, 
and, very stealthily, drew out her pocket-handkerchief and applied it 
to her eyes; and ber cousin, after struggling awhile to keep down his 
softer feelings, pulled out the letter and fiung it on the fJoor beside 
ber, as ungraciously as he could. Catherine caught and perused it 
eagerly; then she put a few questions tome conceming the inmates, 
rational and irrational, of her former home ; and gazing towards the 
hills, murmured in soliloquy : · 

" 1 should like to be riding Minny down there 1 1 should like 
to be climbing up there 1 Oh ! I'~ tired-l'm slalled, Hareton I" 
And she leant ber pretty bead back against the sill, witb half a yawn 
and half a sigh, and lapsed into an aspect of abstracted sadness: neither 
caring nor knowing whether we remarked her. 

"Mrs. Heathcliff," I said, after sitting some time mute, "you are 
not aware that 1 am an acquaintançe of yoors? so intimate that 1 
think it strange you won't corne and speak tome. My housekeeper 
never wearies of talking about and praising you ; and she'll be greatly 
disappointed ü 1 retum with no news of or from you, except that you 
received her letter and said nothing 1 " 

She appeared to wonder at this speech, and asked,­
" Does Ellen like you ? '' 
"Yes, very well," 1 replied, hesitatingly. 
" Y ou must tell her," she continued, " that I would answer her 

letter, but 1 have no materials for writing : not even a book from 
which 1 might tear a leaf." 

" No books ! " 1 exclaimed. " How do you contrive to live here 
without them? if 1 may take the liberty to inquire. Though provided 
with a large library, I'm frequently very dull at the Grange; take my 
books away, and 1 should be desperate 1" 
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"I was always reading, when I had them," said Catherine;" and 
Mr. Heatbcliff never reads ; so he took it into bis head to destroy 
my books. I have not had a glimpse of one for weeks. Only once, 
I searched througb J osepb's store of theology, to his great irritation ; 
and once, Hareton, I came upon a secret stock in your room-some 
Latin and Greek, and some tales and poetry : ail old friends. I 
brought the last here-and you gathered them, as a magpie gathers 
silver spoons, for the mere love of stealing ! They are of no use to 
you ; or else you concealed tbem in the bad spirit that, as you cannot 
enjoy them, nobody else shall Perhaps your envy counselled Mr. 
Heathcliff to rob me of my treasures ? But I've most of them written 
on my brain and printed in my heart, and you cannot deprive me of 
those ! " 

Earnsbaw blushed crimson when bis cousin made this revelation 
of bis private literary accumulatlons, and stammered an indignant 
denial of her accusations. 

" Mr. Hareton is desirous of increasing bis amount of knowledge,'' 
I said, coming to his rescue. " He is not n1vious, but nnu/ous of your 
attainments. He'll be a clever scholar in a few years." 

" And he wants me to sink into a dunce, meantime," answered 
Catherine. " Y es, 1 hear him trying to spell and read to himself, 
and pretty blunders be makes ! 1 wish you would repeat Chevy 
Chase as you did yesterday : it was extremely funny. 1 hcard 
you ; and I heard you turning over the dictionary to seek out the 
bard words, and then cursing because you couldn't read their 
explanations ! " 

The young man evidently thought it too bad that he should be 
laughed at for his ignorance, and then laughed at for trying to remove 
it. I had a similar notion ; and, remembering Mrs. Dean's anecdote 
of bis first attempt at enlightening the darkness in which he ha<l 
been reared, I observed,-" But, Mrs. Heathcliff, we have each had 
a commencement, and each stumbled and tottered on the .threshold ; 
had our teachers scomed instead of aiding us, we should stumble and 
totter yeL" 

''Oh!" she replied, " 1 ·don't wisb to limit bis acquirements: 
still, he has no right to appropriate what is mine, and make it 
ridiculous to me with bis vile mistakes and mispronunciations ! 
Those books, both prose and verse, are consecrated to me by other 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



WUTHERING HEIGHTS. 273 

associations ; and 1 hate to have them debased and profaned in bis 
mouth ! Besides, of all, he bas selected my favourite pieces that I 
love the most to repeat, as if out of deliberate malice." 

Hareton's chest heaved in silence a minute : he laboured under 
a severe sense of mortification and wrath, which it was no easy task 
to suppress. 1 rose, and, from a gentlemanly idea of relieving bis 
embarrassment, took up my station in the doorway, surveying the 
external prospect as 1 stood. He followed my example, and left 
the room ; but presently reappeared, bearing half a dozen volumes ' 
in bis bands, which be threw into Catherine's lap, exclaiming,-
" Take them ! 1 never want to hear, or read, or think of them 
again ! " 

" 1 won't have them now," she answered. " 1 shall connect them 
with you, and hate them." 

She opened one that had obviously been often tumed over, and 
· read a portion in the drawling tone of a beginner ; tben laughed, 
and threw it from ber. "And listen," sbe continued, provokingly, 
commencing a verse of an old ballad in the same fashion. 

But bis self-love would endure no further torment: 1 heard, and 
not altogether disapprovingly, a manual check given to ber saucy 
tongue. The little wretch had done ber utmost to hurt ber cousin's 
sensitive though uncultivated feelings, and a physical argument was 
the only mode he had of balancing the account, and repaying its 
effects on the intlictor. He afterwards gathered the books and 
hurled them on the fire. 1 read in bis countenance what anbruish it 
was to offer that sacrifice to spleen. 1 fancied tbat as they consumed, 
be recalled the pleasure they had already imparted, and the triumph 
and ever-increasing pleasure be had anticipated from them ; and 1 
fancied 1 guessed the incitement to bis secret studies also. He had 
been content with daily labour and rougb animal enjoyments, till 
Catherine crossed bis patb. Shame at ber scorn, and hope of ber 
approval, were bis first prompters to higher pursuits ; and, instead of 
guarding him from one and winning him to the other, bis endeavours 
to raise himself had produced just the contrary result. 

" Yes ; that's ail the good that such a brute as you can get from 
tbem I" cried Catherine, sucking ber damaged lip, and watching the 
conflagration with indignant eyes. 

'' You'd /Jdler hold your tongue, now," he answered, fiercely. 
18 
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And his agitation precluded further speech ; he advanced hastily 
to the entrance,' where 1 made way for him to pass. But ere he had 
crossed the door-stones, Mr. Heathcliff, coming up the causeway, 
encountered him, and laying hold of his sboulder asked,-" \Vhat's 
to do now, my lad ? " 

"Naught, naught," be said, and broke away to enjoy bis grief 
and anger in solitude. 

Heathcliff gazed after him, and sighed 
"lt will be odd if 1 thwart myself," be muttered, unconscious 

that 1 was behind him. "But when 1 look for bis father in bis face, 
1 find kr every day more 1 How the devil is be so like ? . 1 can 
hardly bear to see him." 

He bent his eyes to the ground, and walked moodily in. There 
was a restless, anxious expression in his countenance 1 had never 
remarked there before ; and he looked sparer in persan. His 
daughter-in-law, on perceiving him through the window, immediately 
escaped to the kitchen, so that 1 remained alone. 

" l'm glad to see you out of doors again, Mr. Lockwood," he 
said, in reply to my greeting; " from selfish motives partly : I don't 
think 1 could readily supply your loss in this desolation. I've 
wondered more than onoe what brougbt you here." 

"An idle wbim, 1 fear, sir," was my answer; " or else an idle 
whim is going to spirit me away. 1 shall set out for London next 
week; and I must give you waming that 1 feel no disposition to 
retain Thrushcross Grange beyond the twelvemonths 1 agrced to 
rent it. 1 believe I shall not live there any more.'' 

"Oh, indeed; you're tired of being banished from the world, are 
you ? " be said. "But if you be coming to plead off paying for a 
place you won't occupy, your joumey is useless : I never relent in 
exacting my due from any one." 

"I'm coming to plead off nothing about it,'' 1 exclaimed, con­
siderably irritated. " Sbould you wish it, l'll settle with you now," 

· and 1 drew my note-book from my pocket. 
" No, no," he replied, coolly ; " you'll leave sufficient behind to 

cover your debts, if you fail to retum : l'm not in such a hurry. Sit 
down and take your dinner with us; a guest that is safe from 
repeating his visit can generally be made welcome. Catherine, 
bring the things in : where are you ? " 
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Catherine reappeared, bearing a tray of knives and forks. 
"Vou may get your dinner with Joseph," muttered Heathcliff, 

aside, " and remain in the kitcben till be is gone." 
She obeyed bis directions very punctually : perbaps she had no 

temptation to transgress. Living among clowns and misanthropists, 
she probably cannot appreciate a better class of people when she 
meets them. 

With Mr. Heathclitr, grim and saturnine, on the one band, and 
Hareton, absolutely dumb, on the other, I made a somewhat cheer­
less meal, and bade adieu early. I would have departed by the 
back way, to get a last glimpse of Catherine and annoy old J osepb ; 
but Hareton received orders to lead up my horse, and my bost 
himself escorted me to the door, so I could not fulfil my wisb. 

" How dreary life gets over in that bouse ! " I reflected, while 
riding down the road. "What a realization of something more 
romantic than a fairy tale it would have been for Mrs. Linton 
Heathcllif, had she and 1 struck up an attachment, as ber good 
nurse desired, and migrated together into the stirring atmosphere of 
the town 1 •• 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

1802.-This Scptember 1 was invited to devastate the moors of a 
friend in the north, and on my journey to bis abode, 1 unexpectedly 
came within fifteen miles of Gimmerton. The ostler at a roadside 
public-bouse was holding a pail of water to refresh my horses, when 
a cart of very green oats, newly reaped, passed by, and be remarked, 
-" Yon's frough Gimmerton, nah ! They're allas three wick' aftcr 
other folk wi' ther harvest." 

" Gimmerton ? " 1 repeated-my residence in that locality had 
already grown dim and dreamy. ''Ah ! 1 know. How far is it 
from this ? " 

"Happen fourteen mile' o'er th' bills; and a rough road," be 
answered. 

A sudden impulse seized me to visit Thrushcross Grange. lt 
was scarcely noon, and 1 conceived that 1 might as well pass the 
night under my own roof as in an inn. Besides, 1 coul<l spare a 
day easily to arrange matters with my landlord, and thus save myself 
the trouble of invading the neighbourhood again. Having rested 
a while, 1 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. 

1 left him there, and proceeded down the valley alone. The 
grey church looked greyer, and the lonely churchyard lonelier. 1 
distinguished a moor-sheep cropping the short turf on the graves. 
It was sweet, warm weather-too warm for travelling; but the heat 
dîd not hinder me from enjoying the delightful scenery above and 
below: had 1 seen it nearer August, l'm sure it would have temptcd 
me to waste a month among its solitudes. ln winter nothing more 
dreary, in summer nothing more divine, than those glens shut in by 
bills, and those bluff, bold swells of heath. 
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I reached the Grange before sunset, and knocked for admittance ; 
but the family had retreated into the back premises, 1 judged, by 
one thin, blue wreath curling from the kitchen chimney, and they 
did not hear. I rode into the court. U nder the porch, a girl of 
nine or ten sat knitting, and an old woman reclined on the house­
steps, smoking a meditative pipe. 

" Is Mrs. Dean within ? " 1 demanded of the dame. 
"Mistress Dean? Nay! n she answered, "shoo doesn't bide 

here: shoo's up at th' Heights." 
" Are you the housekeeper, then ? " 1 continued. 
'' Eea, aw keep th' hause," she replied. 
" We1l, I'm Mr. Lockwood, the master. Are there any rooms to 

lodge me in, 1 wonder? 1 wish to stay ail nighl'' 
" T' maister ! " she cried in astonishmenl "Whet, whoiver 

knew yah wur coming ? Yah sud ha' send word. They' s nowt 
norther dry nor mensful abaht t' place : nowt there isn't I '' 

She threw down ber pipe and bustled in, the girl followed, and 
1 entered too; soon perceiving that her report was true, and, more­
over, that 1 had almost upset her wits by my unwelcome apparition, 
1 bade ber be composed. 1 would go out for a walk ; and, mean­
time, she must try to prepare a corner of a sitting-room for me to 
supin, and a bedroom to sleep in. No sweeping and dusting, only 
good fire and dry sheets were necessary. She seemed willing to do 
her best ; though she thrust the hearth-brush into the grates in 
mistake for the poker, and malappropriated several other articles of 
ber craft : but 1 retired, confiding in her energy for a resting-place 
against my retum. Wuthering Heights was the goal of my pro­
posed excutsion. An after-thought brought me back, when 1 had 
quitted the courl 

"Ali well at the Heights? " 1 inquired of the woman. 
"Eea, fr owt ee knaw ! " she answered, skurrying away with a 

pan of hot cinders. 
1 would have asked why Mrs. Dean had deserted the Grange, 

but it was impossible to delay ber at such a crisis, so 1 tumed away 
and made my exit, rambling leisurely along, with the glow of a 
sinking sun behind, and the mild glory of a rising moon in front­
one fading, and the other brightening-as 1 quitted the park, and 
climbed the stony by-road branching off to Mr. Heathcliff's dwelling. 
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Before I arrived in sight of it, all that remained of day was a beam­
less amber light along the west : but I could see every pebble on the 
path, and every blade of grass, by that splendid moon. I had 
neither to climb the gate nor to knock-it yielded to my band. 
That is an improvement, 1 thought. And I noticed another, by the 
aid of my nostrils ; a fragrance of stocks and wallftowers wafted on 
the air from amongst the homely fruit-trees. 

Both doors and lattices were open ; and yet, as is usually the. case 
· in a coal-district, a fine red fire illumined the chimney : the com­

fort which the eye derives from it renders the extra heat endurable. 
But the bouse of Wuthering Heights is so large, that the inmates 
have plenty of space for withdrawing out of its influence; and 
accordingly, what inmates there were had stationed themselves not 
far from one of the windows. 1 could both see them and hear them 
tallt before 1 entered, and looked and listened in consequence ; 
being moved thereto by a mingled sense of curiosity and envy, that 
grew as I lingered. 

" Con-trary I" sa.id a voice as sweet as a silver bell. " That for 
the third time, you dunce 1 I'm not going to tell you again. Recol­
lect, or I'll pull your hair l " 

"Contr~ry, then," answered another, in deep but softened tones . 
• , And now, kiss me, for minding so well." 

"No, read it over first correctly, without a single mistake." 
The male speaker began to read: he was a young man, respect-

11bly dressed and seated at a table, having a book before hirn. His 
handsome features glowed with pleasure, and bis eyes kept impa­
tiently wandering from the page to a small white band over bis 
shoulder, whicb recalled him by a smart slap on the cheek, whenever 
its owner detected such signs of inattention. Its owner stood 
behind; ber light, shining ringlets blending, at intervals, with his 
brown Iodes, as she bent to superintend bis studies ; and her face­
it was lucky he could not see her face, or he would never have been 
so steady. I could; and 1 bit my lip in spite, at having thrown 
away the chance 1 might have had of doing something besides staring 
at its smiting bcauty. 

The task was donc, not free from further blunders; but the pupil 
claimed a reward, and received at least five kisses: which, however, 
be generously returned Then they came to the door, and Crom their 
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conversation I judged they were about to issue out and ha.ve a walk 
on the moors. 1 supposed 1 should be condemned in Hareton 
Eamshaw's heart, if not by bis mouth, to the lowest pit in the infernal 
regions, if I showed my unfortunate person in bis neighbourhood 
then ; and feeling very mean and malignant, 1 skulked round to 
seek refuge in the kitchen. There was unobstructed admittance on 
that side also ; and at the door sat my old friend Nelly Dean, sewing 
and singing a song ; which was often interrupted from within by harsh 
words of scom and intolerance, uttered in far from musical accents. 

" I'<l rayther, by th' haulf, hev' 'em swearing i' my lugs fro'h mom 
to neeght, nor hearken ye hahsiver ! " said the tenant of the kitchcn, 
in answer to an unheard speech of N elly's. "It's a blazing shame, 
that I cannot oppen t' blessed Book, but yah set up them glories to 
sattan, and all t' tlaysome wickednesses that iver were bom into th' 
warld ! Oh! ye're a raight nowt; and shoo's another; and that 
poor lad 'Il be lost atween ye. Poor lad!" he added, with a groan; 
"he's witched: I'm sartin on't ! Oh, Lord, judge 'em, for there's 
norther law nor justice among wer rollers I" 

"No! or we should be sitting in fiaming fagots, I suppose,'' 
retorted the singer. " But wisht, old man, and read your Bible like 
a Christian, and never mind me. This is ' Fairy Annie's W edding ' 
-a honny tune-it goes to a dance.'' 

:Mrs. Dean was about to recommence, when 1 advanced ; and 
recognising me directly, ·she jumped to her feet, crying-" Why, 
bless you, Mr. Lockwood l How could you think of retuming in 
this way? All's shut up at Thrushcross Grange. You should have 
given us notice 1" 

" I've arranged to be accommodated there, for as long as 1 shall 
stay," I answered. "1 depart again to-morrow. And how are you 
transplanted here, Mrs. Dean? tell me that." 

" Zillah left, and Mr. Heathcliff wished me to corne, soon after 
you went to London, and stay till you retumed. But, step in, 
pray 1 Have you walked from Gimmerton this evening?" 

" From the Grange," I replied ; " and while they make me lodging 
room there, 1 want to finish my business with your master; because 
1 don't think of having another opportunity in a hurry. '' 

"What business, sir?" said Nelly, conducting me into the house. 
"He's gone out at present, and won't return soon." 
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" About the rent," I answered. 
" Oh ! then it is with Mrs. Heathcliff you must settle," she 

observed ; " or rather with me. She has not learnt to manage ber 
aJrairs yet, and I act for her: there's nobody else." 

1 looked surprised. 
"Ah! you have not heard of Heathcliff's death, 1 see," she 

continued. 
"Heathcliff dead I" 1 exclaimed, astonished. "How long 

ago?" 
"Three months since : but sit down, and let me take your h3t, 

anù 1'11 tell you all about it. Stop, you have had nothing to eat, 
have you ?" 

" 1 want nothing : 1 have ordered supper at home. Vou sit 
down too. 1 never dreamt of bis dying 1 Let me hear how it came 
to pass. Vou say you don't expect them back for some time--the 
young people ? " 

"No--1 have to scold them every t:vening for their late rambles: 
but they don't care for me. At least, have a drink of our old ale ; 
it will do you good: you seem weary." 

She hastened to fetch it before 1 could refu!e, and 1 heard 
Joseph asking whether "it wam't a crying scandai that she should 
have followers at her time of life? And then, to get them jocks out 
o' t' maister's cellar ! He fair shaa.med to 'bide still and see it." 

She did not stay to retaliate, but re-entered in a minute, bearing 
a reaming sil ver pint, whose contents 1 lauded with becoming earnest­
ness. And afterwards she fumished me with the sequel of Heath­
cliff's history. He had a " queer " end, as she expressed it. 

1 was summoned to Wuthering Heights, within a fortnight of 
your leaving us, she said; and 1 obeyed joyfully, for Catberine's 
sake. My first interview with ber grieved and shocked me : she had 
altered so much since our separation. Mr. Heathcliff did not 
explain bis reasons for taking a new mind about my coming here ; he 
only told me he wanted me, and he was tired of seeing Catherine : I 
must make the little parlour my sitting-room, and keep ber with me. 
It was enough if be were obliged to see her once or twice a day. 
She seemed pleased at this arrangement; and, by degrees, I 
smuggled over a great number of books, and other articles, that had 
formed her amusement at the Grange ; and ftattered myself wc should 
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get on in tolerable comfort. The delusion did not last long. 
Catherine, contented at first, in a brief space grew irritable and rest­
less. For one thing, she was forbidden to move out of the garden, 
and it fretted her sadly to be confined to its narrow bounds as spring 
drew on ; for another, in following the bouse, 1 was forced to quit 
ber frequently, and she complained of loneliness : she preferred 
quarrelling with Joseph in the kitchen to sitting at peace in ber soli­
tude. 1 did not mind their skirmishes : but Hareton was often 
obliged to seek the kitchen also, when the master wanted to have 
the bouse to himself; and though in the beginning sbe either left it 
at his approach, or quietly joined in my occupations, and shunned 
remarking or addressing him-and tbough he was always as sullen 
and silent as possible-after a while, she changed her behaviour, 
and became incapable of letting him alone : talking at him ; com­
menting on his stupidity and idleness; expressing her wonder how 
he could endure the life he lived-how he could sit a whole evening 
staring into the fire, and dozing. 

" He's just like a dog, is be not, Ellen ? " she once observed, " or 
a cart-horse? He does bis work, eats his food, and sleeps etemally ! 
What a blank, dreary mind be must have ! Do you ever dream, 
Har~ton ? And, if you do, what is it about ? But you can't speak 
tome!" 

Then she looked at him ; but he would neither open his mouth 
nor look again. 

" He's, perhaps, dreaming now," she continued. " He twitched 
his shoulder as Juno twitches hers. Ask him, Ellen." 

" Mr. Hareton will ask the master to send you up-stairs, if you 
don't behave ! " I said. He had not only twitched his shoulder but 
clenched his fist, as if tempted to use it. 

"I know why Hareton never speaks, when I am in the kitchen,'' 
she exdaimed, on another occasion. "He is afraid I shall laugh at 
him. Ellen, what do you think ? He began to teach himself to read 
once ; and, because I laughed, he bumed his books, and dropped it : 
was be not a fool ? " 

" W ere not you naughty ? '' I said ; " answer me that." 
" Perhaps I was," she went on ; " but 1 did not expect him to be 

so silly. Hareton, if I gave you a book, would you take it now ? 
l'll try 1" . 
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She placed one she had been perusing on bis band ; be flung 
it off, and muttered, ü she did not give over, he would break 
ber netk. 

"Weil, 1 shall put it here," she sa.id, "in the table drawer; and 
I'm going to bed." 

Then sbe whispered me to watcb wbether he touched it, and 
departed. But be would not corne near it; and so 1 infom1ed her 
in the moming, to her great tlisappointment I saw she was sorry 
for bis persevering sulkiness and indolence : ber conscience reproYed 
her for frightening him off improving bimself: she had done it 
effectually. But her ingenuity was at work to remedy the injury : 
while I ironed, or pursued other such stationary employments as 1 
could not well do in the parlour, she would bring some pleasant 
volume and read it aloud to me. 'Vhen Hareton was there, she 
generally paused in an interesting part, and left the book lying 
about : that she did repeatedly; but be was as obstinate as a mule, 
and, instead of snatching at her hait, in wet weather he took to 
smoking with Joseph ; and they sat like automatons, one on each 
side of the fire, the elder happily too deaf to understand her wicked 
nonsense, as he would have called it, the younger doing his best to 
seem to disregard it. On fine evenings the latter followed his 
shooting expeditions, and Catherine yawned and sighed, and teased 
ine to talk to her, and ran off into the court or garden the moment 1 
began ; and, as a last resource, cried, and said she was tired of 
living: her life was useless. 

Mr. Heathcliff, who grew more and more disinclined to society, 
had almost banished Earnshaw from bis apartment. Owing to an 
accident at the commencement of March, he became for some days 
a fixturc in the kitchen. His gun burst while out on the hills by 
himself; a splinter eut bis arm, and he lost a good deal of blood 
before be could reacb home. The consequence was that, perforce, 
be was condemned to the fireside and tranquillity, till he made 
it up again. It suited Catherine to ha,·e him there : at any rate, it 
made ber hate her room up-stairs more than ever: and she would 
compel me to find out business below, that she might accompany me. 

On Easter Monday, Joseph went to Gimmerton fair with some 
cattle ; and, in the aftemoon, I was busy getting up linen in the 
kitchen. Eamshaw sat, morose as Ùsual, at the chimney corner, and 
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my little mistress was beguiling an iclle hour with drawing pictures on 
the window-panes, varying her amusement by smothered bursts of 
songs, and whispered ejaculations, and quick glances of annoyance 
and impatience in the direction of ber cousin, who stedfastly smoked, 
and looked into the grate. At a notice that I could do with ber no 
longer intercepting my light, she removed to the hearthstone. I 
bestowed little attention on ber proceedings, but, presently, I heard 
ber begin-" I've found out, Hareton, that I want-that I'm glad­
that I should like you to be my cousin now, if you had not grown so 
cross to me, and so rough." 

Hareton retumed no answer. 
" Hareton, Hareton, Hareton 1 do you hear ? '' she continued. 
" Get off wi' ye ! " .be growled, with uncompromising gruffness. 
" Let me take that pipe," she said, cautiously advancing ber band 

and abstracting it from bis mouth. 
Before be could attempt to recover it, it was broken, and behind 

the fire. He swore at her and seized another. 
" Stop," she cried, "you must listen to me first; and I can't speak 

while those clouds are ftoating in my face." 
" Will you go to the devil 1 '' he exclaimed, ferociously, " and let 

me bel" 
" No," she persisted, " 1 won't : 1 can't tell what to do to make 

you talk to me ; and you are determined not to understand. When 
I call you stupid, I don't mean anything : I don't mean that I despise 
you. Come, you shall take notice of me, Hareton : you are my 
cousin, and you shall own me." 

'' 1 shall have naught to do wi' you and your mucky pride, and 
your damned mocking tricks ! " he answered. " 1'11 go to hell, body 
and soul, before I look sideways after you again. Side out o' t' gate, 
now, this minute ! " 

Catherine frowned, and retreated to the window-seat chewing her 
lip, and endeavouring, by humming an eccentric tune, to conceal a 
growing tendency to sob. 

"You should be friends with your cousin, Mr. Hal'eton," I inter­
rupted, " since she repents of her sauciness. It woul<l do you a 
great deal of good : it would make you another man, to have ber for 
a companion." 

" A companion 1" he cried ; " when she hates me, and does nol 
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think me fit to wipe ber shoon 1 Nay, if it made me a king, I'd not 
be scomed for seeking ber good-will any more." 

"It is not I who hate you, it is you who hate me!" wept Cathy, 
no longer disguising ber trouble. " Y ou bate me as much as Mr. 
Heatbcliff does, and more." 

" You're a damned liar,11 began Earnshaw : "why have 1 made 
bim angry, by taking your part, then, a hundred times? and that 
when you sneered at and despised me, and-Go on plaguing me, 
and l'll step in yonder, and say you worried me out of the kitcben ! " 

" I dicln't know you took my part," she answered, drying ber 
eyes; "and 1 was miserable and bitter at everybody; but now 1 
thank you, and beg you to forgive me : what can 1 do besides ? " 

She returned to the bearth, and frankly extended ber band. He 
blackened and scowled like a thunder-cloud, and kept bis fists 
resolutely clencbed, and bis gaze fixed on the ground. Catherine, by 
instinct, must have divined it was obdurate perversity, and not 
èislike, that prompted tbis dogged conduct ; for, after remaining an 
instant undecided, she stooped and impressed on his cbeek a gentlc 
kiss. The little rogue thought 1 had not seen ber, and, drawing 
back, she took her former station by the window, quite demurely. 1 
shook my bead reprovingly, and then she blushe<l and whispered­
" Weil ! what should 1 have done, Ellen ? He wouldn't shake bands, 
and he wouldn't look : 1 must show him some way that 1 like him 
-tbat 1 wan t to be friends." 

Whether the kiss convinced Harcton, 1 cannot tell : he was very 
careful, for some minutes, that bis face sbould not be seen, and when 
he did raise it, be was sadly puzzled wbere to tum his eyes. 

Catherine employed herself in wrapping a handsome book neatly 
in white paper, and baving tied it with a bit of ribbon, and addressed 
it to " Mr. Hareton Earnshaw," she desired me to be her ambassa­
dress, and convey the present to its destined recipient. 

" And tell bim, if be'll take it, l'll corne and teach him to read it 
right," she said ; " and, if he refuse it, 1'11 go up-stairs, and never 
tease him again." 

1 carrieJ it, and repeated the message ; anxiously watched by 
my. employer. Hareton would not open bis fingers, so 1 laid it on 
bis knee. He did not strike it off, either. 1 returned to my work. 
Catherine leaned her head and arms on the table, till she heard the 
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slight rustle of the covering being removed; then she stole away, 
and quietly seated herself beside ber cousin. He trembled, and bis 
face glowed : ail bis rudeness and all bis surly harshness had deserted 
him : he could not summon courage, at first, to utter a syllable in 
reply to ber questioning look, and her murmured petition. 

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

He muttered something inaudible. 
"And you'll be my friend?" added Catherine, interrogatively. 
"Nay, you'll be ashamed of me every day of your life," he 

answered ; " and the more ashamed, the more you kno"· me ; and I 
cannot bide it." · 

"So you won't be my friend?" she said, smiling as sweet as honey, 
and creeping close up. 

1 overheard no further tlistinguishable talk, but, on looking round 
again, 1 perceived two such radiant côuntenances bent over the page 
of the accepted book, that 1 did not doubt the treaty had been ratified 
on both sides ; and the enemies were, thenceforth, swom allies. 

The work they studied was full of costly pictures; and those and 
their' position had charm enough to keep the~ unmo\'ed till Joseph 
came home. He, poor man, was perfectly aghast at the spectacle of 
Catherine seated on the same bench with Hareton Earnshaw, leaning 
ber band on bis shoulder; and confounded at bis favourite's endurance 
of ber proximity : it affected him too deeply to allow an observation 
on the subject that night His emotion was only revealed by the 
immense sighs he drew, as he solemnly spread bis large Bible on the 
table, and overlaid it with dirty bank-notes from bis pocket-book, 
the produce of the day's transactions. At length, he summoned 
Hareton from bis seat. 

" Tak' these in to t' maister, lad," he said, " and bide there. l's 
gang up to my own rahm. This hoile's neither mensful nor seemly 
for us: we mun side out and seearch another." 

"Come, Catherine," 1 said, "we must 'side out' too: l've done 
my ironing, are you ready to go ? n 

"It is not eight o'clock ! " she answered, rising unwillingly. 
"Hareton, 1'11 leave this book upon the chimney-piece, and 1'11 bring 
some more to-morrow." 

"Ony books that yah leave, 1 shall tak' into th' hmse," said 
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Joseph, " and it '11 be mitch if yah find 'em agean ; soa, yah may 
plase yerseln ! " 

Cathy threatened that bis library should pay for bers; and, 
smiling as she passed Hareton, went singing up-stairs : lighter of heart, 
1 venture to say, than ever she had been under that roof before; 
except, perhaps, during her earliest visits to Linton. 

The intimacy thus commenced, grew rapidly ; though it encoun­
tered temporary interruptions. Earnshaw was not to be civilized with 
a wish, and my young lady was no philosopher, and no paragon of 
patience; but both their blinds tending to the same point-<>ne 
loving and desiring to esteem, and the other loving and desiring to be 
esteemed-they contrived in the end to reach it. 

You see, Mr. Lockwood, it was easy enough to win Mrs. Heath­
cliff's heart. But now, I'm glad you did not try. The crown of 
all my wishes will be the union of those two. 1 shall envy no 
one on their wedding-dav : there won't be a happier woman than 
myself in England 1 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

ON the morrow of that Monday, Earnshaw being still unable to 
follow bis ordinary emplofn:ients, and therefore remaining about the 
house, I speedily found it woul<l be impracticable to retain my charge 
beside me, as heretofore. She got downstairs before me, and out 
into the garden, where she had seen ber cousin performing some easy 
work ; and when 1 went to bid them corne to breakfast, 1 saw she had 
persuaded him to clear a large space of ground from currant and 
gooseberry bushes, and they were busy planning together an importa­
tion of plants from the Grange. 

1 was tenified at the devastation • ·hich had been accomplished in 
a brit:f half-hour ; the black-currant trees were the apple of J oseph's 
eye, and she had just fixed ber choice of a fiower-bed in the midst 
of them. 

" There 1 That will be ail shown to the master," 1 exclaimed, 
" the minute it is discovered. And what excuse have you to offer for 
taking such liberties with the garden ? We shall have a fine explosion 
on the head of it : see if we don't 1 Mr. Hareton, 1 wonder you 
should have no more wit, than to go and make that mess at ber 
bidding 1 Jt . 

"I'd forgotten they were Joseph's," answered Earnshaw, ra.ther 
puzzled; "but I'll tell him 1 did it." 

We always ate our meals with Mr. Heathclitf. 1 held the 
mistress's post in making tea and carving ; so 1 was indispensable at 
table. Catherine usually sat by me, but to-day she stole nearer to 
Hareton; anct 1 presently saw she would have no more discretion in 
ber friendship than she had in ber hostility. 

" N ow, mind you don't talk with and notice your cousin too 
much," werc my whispered instructions as we entered the room. 
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"It will certainly annoy Mr. Heathcllif, anù he'll be mad at 
you both." 

" I'm not going to," she answered. 
The minute after, she had sidled to him, and was sticking prim­

roses in his plate of porridge. 
He dared not speak to her there : be dared hardly look ; and yet 

she went on teasing, till he was twice on the point of being provoked 
to laugh. 1 frowned, and then she glanced towards the master : 
whose mind was occupied on other subjects than his company, as his 
countenance evinced ; and she grew serious for an instant, scrutinizing 
him with deep gravity. Afterwards she tumed, and recommenced ber 
nonsense ; at last, Hareton uttered a smothered laugh. Mr. Heath­
cliff started; his eye rapidly surveyed our faces. Catherine met it 
with her accustomed look of nervousness and yet defiance, which 
hè abhorred. 

" Jt is well you are out of my reach," he exclaimed " What 
fiend possesses you to stare back at me, continually, with those 
infernal eyes ? Down with them 1 and don't remind me of your 
existence again. I thoughl: 1 had cured you of laughing." 

" It was me," muttered Hareton. 
" Wh~t do you say?" demanded the master. 
Hareton looked at bis plate, and did not repeat the confession. 

Mr. Heathcliff looked at him a bit, and then silently resumed bis 
breakfast and bis interrupted musing. We had nearly finished, and 
the two young people prudently shifted wider asunder, so I anticipatecl 
no further disturbance during that sitting : wlien ] oseph appeared at 
the door, revealing by his quivering lip and furious eyes, that the 
outrage committed on bis precious shrubs was detected. He must 
have seen Cathy and her cousin about the spot before he examined 
it, for while his jaws worked like those of a cow chewing its cud, and 
rendered bis speech difficult to understancl, he began :-

" I mun hev' my wage, and I mun goa 1 I Md aimed to dee, 
wheare l'd sarved fur sixty year; and 1 thowt I'd lug my books up 
into t' garret, and ail my bits o' stuff, and they sud hev' t' kitchen to 
theirseln; fort' sake o' quietness. It wur bard to gie up my awn 
hearthstun, but 1 thowt 1 eou/d do that 1 But nah, shoo's taan my 

. garden fro' me, and by th' heart, maister, 1 ca.nnot stand it 1 Yah 
may bend to th' yoak an ye will- I noan used to 't, and an old man 

Digitized by Go g Origiflill frorn 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



WUTHERING HEIGHTS. 

doesn't sooin get used to new barthens. l'd rayther am my bite an' 
my sup wi' a hammer in th' road 1 " 

" N ow, now, idiot 1 " interrupted Heathcliff, " eut it short ! 
What's your grievance ? I'll interfere in no quarrels between you and 
Nelly. She may thrust you into the coal-hole for anything 1 care." 

"It's noan Nelly 1" answered Joseph. "1 sudn't shift for Nelly­
nasty ill nowt as shoo is. Thank God ! shoo cannot stale t' sowl o' 
nob'dy 1 Shoo wer.niver soa handsome, but wh8.t a body mud look 
at her 'bout winking. It's yon ftaysome, graceless quean, that's 
witched our lad, wi' ber bold een and ber forra.rd ways-till-Nay 1 
it fair brusts my heart 1 He's forgotten ail l've donc for him, and 
made on him, and goan and riven up a whole row o' t' grandest 
currant-trees i' t' garden 1 " and here be Jamented outright ; unmanned 
by a sense of bis bitter injuries, and Eamshaw's ingratitude and 
dangerous condition. . _ 

" Is the fool drunk? " asked Mr. Heathcliff. cc Hareton, is it you 
he's finding fault with ? " 

"l've pulled up two or three bushes," replied the young man; 
"but I'm going to set 'em again." 

"And why have you pulled tbem up? " said the master. 
Catherine wisely put in ber tongue. 
"We wanted to plant some ftowers there,'' she cried. "I'm the 

only person to blame, for I wished him to doit." 
"And who the devil gave you leave to touch a stick about the 

place ? " demanded ber father-in-law, much surprised. " And who 
ordered you to obey ber?" be added, tuming to Hareton. 

The latter was speechless ; bis cousin replied-" You shouldn't 
grudge a few yards of earth for me to ornament, wben you have taken 
ail my land 1 " 

"Your land, insolent slut 1 Vou never had any," said Heathcliff. 
cc And my money," she continued; retuming bis angry gJare, and 

meantime biting a piece of crust, the remnant of ber breakfast. 
" Silence ! " he exclaimed. " Get done, and begone ! " 
"And Hareton's land, and bis money," pursued the reckless 

thing. cc Hareton and 1 are friends now; and I shall tell him all 
about you 1 '' 

The master seemed confounded a moment : be grew pale, and 
rose up, eyeing ber all the while, with an expression of mortal hate. 

19 
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" If you strike me, Hareton will strik.e you," she sa.id; cc so you 
may as well sit down." 

" If Hareton does not tum you out of the room, l'll strike him to 
hell," thundered Heathclift: "Damnable witch 1 dare you pretend 
to rouse him against me? Off with ber l Do you hear? Fling ber 
into the kitchen ! I'll kill her, Ellen Dean, if you let ber come into 
my sight again ! " 

Hareton tried, under his breath, to persuade ber to go. 
" Drag ber away 1 " he cried, savagely. "Are fOU staying to 

talle ? " And he approached to execute his own command. 
" He'll not obey you, wicked man, any more," said Catherine ; 

" and he'll soon detest you as much as I do." 
" Wisht ! wisht ! " muttered the young man, reproachfully ; cc 1 will 

not bear you speak so to him. Have done." 
" But you won't let him strike me ? " she cried. 
" Come, then," be whispered earnestly. 
It was too late: Heathcliff had caught hold of her. 
"Now, you go 1" he sa.id to Earnshaw. "Accursed witch 1 this 

time she has provoked me when I could not bear it ; and I'll make 
her repent it for ever J" 

He had his hand in her haïr; Hareton attempted to release her 
locks, entreating him not to hurt her that once. Heathcli1f's black 
eyes ftashed ; he seemed ready to tear Catherine in pieces, and 1 was 
just worked up to risk coming to the rescue, when of a sudden bis 
fingers relaxed ; he shifted his grasp from her head to her arm, and 
gazed intently in her face. Then he drew his band over his eyes, 
stood a moment to collect himself apparently, and tuming anew to 
Catherine, said, with assumed calmness-" You must leam to avoid 
putting me in a passion, or 1 shall really murder you some time ! 
Go with Mrs. ·Dean, and keep with her ; and confine your insolence 
to ber ears. Asto Hareton Earnshaw, if 1 see bim listen to you, 1'11 
send him seeking his bread where he can get it J Your love will malte 
him an outcast and a beggar. Nelly, take ber; and leave me, all of 
you J Leave me ! " 

I led my young lady out : she was too glad of ber escape to 
resist ; the other followed, and Mr. Heathclia' had the room to him­
self till dinner. I bad counselled Catherine to dine up.stairs ; but, aa 
soon as be perceived ber vacant seat, he sent me to call ber. He 
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spoke to none of us, ate very little, and went out directly afterwards, 
intimating that be should not retum before evening. 

The two new friends established themselves in the bouse during 
bis absence ; where 1 beard Hareton stemly check bis cousin, on her 
ofFering a revelation of her father-in-law's conduct to bis father. He 
said he wouldn't suffer a word to be uttered in bis disparagement : if 
be ·were the devil, it didn't signify ; be would stand by him ; and be'd 
rather sbe would abuse himself, as she used to, than begin on Mr. 
Heathcliff. Catherine was waxing cross at this ; but be found means 
to .make ber hold her tongue, by asking how she would like liim 
to speak ill of ber father ? Then she comprehended that Eamshaw 
took the master's reputation home to himself; and was attached by 
ties stronger than reason could break-chains, forged by habit, which 
it would be cruel to attempt to loosen. She showed a good heart, 
thenceforth, in avoiding both complaints and expressions of antipathy 
conceming Heathcliff; and confessed to me ber sorrow that she had 
endeavoured to raise a bad spirit between him and Hareton : indeed, 
I don't believe she has ever breathed a syllable, in the latter's hearing, 
against ber oppressor since. 

When this slight disagreement was over, they were friends again, 
and as busy as possible in their several occupations of pupil and 
teacher. 1 came in to sit with them, after 1 had done my work ; and 
1 felt so soothed and comforted to watch them, that 1 did not notice 
how time got on. Vou know, they both appeared in a measure my 
children: 1 had long been proud of one; and now, 1 was sure, the 
other would be a source of equal satisfaction. His honest, warm, 
and intelligent nature shook off rapidly the clouds of ignorance and 
degradation in which it had been bred ; and Catherine's sincere com­
mendations acted as a spur to his industry. His brightening mind 
brightened his features, and added spirit and nobility to their aspect : 
1 could hardly fancy it the same individual 1 had beheld on the day 
1 discovered my little lady at Wuthering Heights, after ber expedition 
to the Crags. While 1 admired and they laboured, dusk drew on, 
and with it retumed the master. He came upon us quite unexpectedly, 
entering by the front way, and had a full view of the whole three, ere 
we could raise our heads to glance at him. W ell, 1 reftected, there 
was never a pleasanter, or more hannless sight ; and it will be a 
burning shame to scold them. The red fire-light glowed on their two 
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bonny heads, and revealed their faces animated with the eager interest 
of children ; for, though be was twenty-three and she eighteen, each 
had so much of novelty to feel and learn, that neither experienced 
nor evinced the sentiments orsober disenchanted maturity. 

They lifted their eyes together, to encounter Mr. Heathcliff:­
perhaps you haYe never remarked that their eyes are precisely similar, 
and they are those of Catherine Earnshaw. The present Catherine 
has no other likeness to ber, except a b~eadth of forehead, and a. 
certain arch of the nostril that makes her appear rather haughty, 
whether she will or not \\'ith Hareton the resemblance is carried 
farther : it is singular at ail times, lltm it was particnlarly striking ; 
because bis senses were alert, and bis mental faculties wakened t<> 
unwonted activity. 1 suppose this resemblance disarmed Mr. Heath­
cliff : he walked to ·the hearth in evident agitation ; but it quickly 
subsided as be looked at the young man: or, 1 should say, altered its 
character ; for it was there yet. He took the book from bis band, 
and glanced at the open page, then returned it without any observa­
tion ; merely signing Catherine away : ber companion lingered very 
little behind ber, and 1 was about to depart also, but be bid me 
sit still. 

" lt is a poor conclusion, is it not ?" be observed, having brooded 
a while on the scene he had just witnessed : " an absurd terminatioo 
to my Yiolent exertions? 1 get levers and mattocks to demolish the 
two bouses, and train myself to be capable of working like HerculeSp 
and when everything is ready and in my power, 1 find the will to lift· 
a slate off either roof bas vanished 1 My· old enemies have not 
beaten me ; now would be the precise time to revenge myself on 
their representatives : 1 could do it ; and none could hinder me. 
But where is the use? 1 don't care for striking: 1 can't take the 
trouble to raise my band 1 That sounds as if 1 had been labouring 
the whole time only to exhibit a fine trait of magnanimity. It is far 
from being the case : 1 have lost the faculty of enjoying their 
destruction, and 1 am too idle to destroy for nothing. 

"Nelly, there is a strange change approaching; l'm in its shadow­
at present. 1 take so little interest in my daily life, that 1 herdly 
remember to eat and drink. Those two who have left the room are 
the only objects which retain a distinct material appearance to me; 
and that appearance causes me pain, amounting to agony. About 
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Jur 1 won't speak ; and I don't desire to think ; but I earnestly wish 
she were invisible : ber presence invokes only maddening sensations. 
He moves me differently : and yet if 1 could do it without seeming 
insane, l'd never see him again ! You'll perhaps think me rather 
inclined to become so," be added, making an effort to smile, " if 1 try 
to describe the thousand forms of past associations and ideas be 
awakens or embodies. But you'll not tallt of what 1 tell yoa ; and 
my mind is so eternally secluded in itself, it is tempting at Iast to tum 
it out to another. 

" Five minutes ago, Hareton seemed a personification of my youth, 
oot a human being : I felt to him in such a variety of ways, that it 
would have been impossible to have accosted him rationally. ln the 
6rst place, bis startling likeness to Catherine connected him fearfully 
with ber. That, however, which you may suppose the most potent to 
arrest my imagination, is actually the least: for what is not connected 
with ber to me ? and what does not recall ber ? 1 cannot look down 
to this fioor, but her features are shaped in the fiags 1 In every cloud, 
in every tree-filling the air at night, an<l caught by glimpses in every 
-object by day-1 am surrounded with her image ! The most ordinary 
faces of men and women-my own features-mock me with a resem­
blance. The entire world is a dreadful collection of memoranda that 
~he did exist, and that I have lost her 1 W ell, Hareton's aspect was 
the ghost of my immortal love ; of my wild endeavours to hold my 
tight ; my degradation, my pride, my happiness, and my anguish-

" But it is frenzy to repeat these thoughts to you : only it will let 
fou know why, with a reluctance to be always alone, bis society is no 
benefit; rather an aggravation of the const?-nt torment 1 suffer: and 
it partly contributes to render me regardless how he and bis cousin 
go on together. 1 can give them no attention, any more." 

" But what do you mean by a thange, Mr. Heathclitr?" 1 said, 
.a.larmed at his manner : though be was neither in danger of losing 
his senses, nor dying, according to my judgment : he was quite strong 

· and healthy ; and, as to bis reason, from childhood be had a delight 
in dwelling on dark things, and entertaining odd fancies. He might 
have had a monomania on the subj ect of his departed idol; but on 
~very other point his wits were as sound as mine. 

" I shall not know that till it comes,'' he said ; " I'm only half 
conscious of it now." 

• 
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" Vou have no feeling of illness, have you?" 1 asked. 
" No, Nelly, 1 have not," he answered. 
"Then you are not afraid of death?" 1 pursued. 
"Afraid ? No 1 " he replied. cc 1 have neither a fear, nor a pre­

sentiment, nor a hope of death. Why should 1 ? With my bard 
constitution and temperate mode of living, and unperilous occupa­
tions, 1 ought to, and probably shall, remain above ground till there 
is scarcely a black hair on my head. And yet 1 cannot continue in 
this condition! 1 have to remind myself to breathe-almost to 
remind my heart to beat ! And it is like bending back a stiff spring : 
it is by compulsion that I do the slightest act not prompted by one 
thought; and by compulsion that 1 notice anything alive or dead, 
which is not associated with one universal idea. 1 have a single 
wish, and my whole being and faculties are yearning to attain it. 
They have yearned towards it so long, and so unwaveringly, that I'm 
convinced it will be reached-and soon-because it bas devoured my 
existence : I am swallowed up in the anticipation of its fulfilment. 
My confessions have not relieved me; but they may account for 
some otherwise unaccountable phases of humour which 1 show. 0 
God ! lt is a long fight, 1 wish it were over ! " 

He began to pace the room, muttering terrible things to himself, 
till 1 was inclined to believe, as be said Joseph did, that conscience 
had turned bis heart to an earthly hell. 1 wondered greatly how it 
would end. Though he seldom before had revealed this state of 
mind, even by looks, it was his habituai mood, 1 had no doubt : be 
asserted it himself; but not a · soul, Crom his general bearing, would 
have conjectured the fact. Vou did not when you saw him, Mr. 
Lockwood : and at the period of which I spca.k, he was just the same 
as then ; only fonder of continued solitude, and perhaps still more 
laconic in company. 

• 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Foa &ome days after that evening, Mr. Heathcliff shunned meeting 
us at meals ; yet be would not consent formally to exclude Hareton 
and Cathy. He had an aversion to yielding so completely to bis 
feelings, choosing rather to absent himself; and eating once in 
twenty-four hours seemed sufficient sustenance for him. 

One night, after the family were in bed, I ~eard him go down­
stairs, and out at the front door. 1 did not hear him re-enter, and in 
the moming I found he was still away. 'Ve were in April then: the 
wcather was sweet and warm, the grass as green as 'showers and sun. 
could make it, and the two dwarf apple-trees near the southem wall 
in full bloom. After breakfast, Catherine insisted on my bringing a. 
chair and sitting with my work under the fir-trees at the end of the 
bouse ; and she beguiled Hareton, who had perfectly recovered from 
bis accident, to dig and arrange ber little garden, which was shifted 
to that corner by the influence of J oseph's complaints. I was com­
fortably revelling in the spring fragrance around, and the beautiful 
soft blue overhead, when my young lady, who had run down near 
the gate to procure some primrose roots for a border, retumed only 
half laden, and informed us that Mr. Heathclitr was coming in. 
"And he spoke to me," she addeël, with a perplexed countenance. 

" What did he say? " asked Hareton. 
" He told me to begone as fast as 1 could," she answered. " But 

he looked so dürerent Crom his usual look that 1 stopped a moment 
to stare at him." 

" How ? " he inquired. 
"Why, almost bright and cheerfuL No, al1111Jst nothing-very 

#UKA excited, and wild, and glad l" she replied. 
"Night-walking amuses him, then," 1 remarked, atrecting a careless 
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manner : in reality as surprised as she was, and anxious to ascertain 
the truth of ber statement ; for to see the master looking glad would 
not be an every-day spectacle. I framed an excuse to go in. Heath­
cliff stood at the open door ; be was pale, and be trembled : yet, 
certainly, be had a strange joyful glitter in bis eyes, that altered the 
aspect of bis wbole face. 

" Will you have some breakfast ? " I said. " You must be hungry, 
rambling about ail night ! " I wanted to discover where be had been, 
but 1 did not like to ask directly. 

"No, I'm not hungry,'' he answered, averting bis bead, and 
speaking rather contemptuously, as if he guessed I was trying to 
divine the occasiop of his good humour. 

1 felt perplexed: 1 didn't know whether it were not a proper 
opportunity to oft'er a bit of admonition. 

" I don't think it right to wander out of doors," I observed, 
cc instead of being in bed : it is not wise, at any rate, this moist 
season. I daresay you'll catch a bad cold, or a fever : you have 
something the n;iatter with you now ! " 

" N othing but what I can bear," he replied; " and with the 
greatest pleasure, provided you'll leave me alone: get in, and don't 
annoy me." · 

I obeyed : and, in passing, 1 noticed he breathed as fast as a cat. 
" Y es ! " I reftected to myself, "we shall have a fit of illness. I 

cannot conceive what he bas been doing." 
That noon he sat down to dinner with us, and received a 

beaped-up plate from my bands, as if he intended to make amends 
for pr~vious fasting. 

" l've neither cold nor fever, Nelly," he remarked, in allusion to 
my moming's speech ; " and I'm ready to do justice to the food you 
give me." · 

He took bis knife and fork, and was going to commence eating, , 
when the inclination appeared to become suddenly extinct. He laid 
them on the table, looked eagerly towards the window; then rose and 
went out. W e saw him walking to and fro in the garden wbile we 
concluded our meal, and Eamshaw said he'd go and ask wby he 
would not dine : be thougbt we had grieved him some way. 

cc W ell, is be coming? " cried Catherine, wben ber cousin returned. 
"Nay," be answered; "but he's not angry: he seemed rarely 
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pleased indeed ; only I made him impatient by speaking to him 
twice ; and then he bid me be off to you : he wondered how 1 could 
want the company of anybody else." 

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

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

"Where should goo<l news corne from to me?" he said. "l'm 
animated with hunger; and, seemingly, 1 must not eat." 

"Your dinner is here," 1 returned ; "why won't you get it?" 
"1 don't want it now," he muttered, hastily: "1'11 wait till supper. 

And, Nelly, once for all, let me beg you to warn Hareton and the 
other away from me. 1 wish to be troubled by nobody : 1 wish to 
have this place to myself." 

"Is there some new reason for thjs banishment?" 1 inquired. 
" Tell me why you are so queer, Mr. Heathcliff? Where were you 
last night? l'm not putting the question through idle curiosity, 
but-" 

" You are putting the question through very idle curiosity," be 
interrupted, with a laugh. " Y et I'll answer it. Last night 1 was on 
the threshold of bell. To-day, 1 am within sigbt of my beaven. 1 
have my eyes on it: bardly three feet to sever me 1 And now you'd 
better go ! You'll neither sec nor hear anything to frighten you, if 

1 you refrain from prying. n 

Having swept the bearth and wiped the table, 1 departed ; more 
perplexed than ever. 

He did not quit the bouse again that afternoon, and no one 
intruded on bis solitude; till, at eight o'clock, I deemed it proper, 
tbough unsummoned, to carry a candie and bis supper to him. He 
was leaning against the ledge of an open lattice, but not Iooking out : 
bis face was tumed to the interior gloom. The fire had smouldered 
to ashes; the room was filled with the damp, mild air of the cloudy 
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evening; and so still, that not only the murmur of the beck down 
Gimmerton was distinguishable, but its ripples and its gurgling over 
the pebbles, or through the large stones which it could not cover. 1 
uttered an ejaculation of discontent at seeµig the disroal grate, and 
commenced shutting the casements, one after another, .till I came 
to bis. 

" Must I close this? '' 1 asked, in order to rouse him ; for he 
would not stir. 

The light fiashed on bis features as 1 spoke. Oh, Mr. Lockwood, 
I cannot express whaf a terrible $tart 1 got by the momentary view ! 
Those deep black eyes J That smile, and ghastly paleness ! It 
appeared to me, not Mr. Heathcliff, but a goblin ; and, in my terror, 
1 let the candie bend towards the wall, and it left me in darkness. 

"Yes, close it," he replied, in bis familiar voice. "There, that is 
pure awkwardness ! Why did you hold the candie horizontally? Be 
quick, and bring another." 

I hurried out in a foolish state of dread, and said to Joseph­
" The master wishes you to take him a light and rekindle the fire. lt 
For 1 dared not go in myself again just then. 

Joseph rattled some fire into the shovel, and went : but he 
brought it back immediately, with the supper-tray in his other band, 
explaining that Mr. Heathcliff was going to bed, and he wanted 
nothing to eat till moming. We heard him mount the stairs directly ; 
be did not proceed to his ordinary chamber, but tumed into that with 
the panelled bed : its window, as 1 mentioned before, is wide enough 
for anybody to get through; and it struck me that he plotted anothe• 
midnight excursion, of which be had rather we had no suspicion. 

" Is be a ghoul or a vampire ? " 1 mused 1 had read of such 
hideous incarnate demons. And then 1 set myself to reflect how I 
had tended him in infancy, and watched him grow to youth, and 
followed him almost through bis whole course ; and what absunl 
nonsense it was to yield to that sense of horror. " But where did be 
corne Crom, the little dark thing, harboured by a good man to bis 
bane ? " muttered Superstition, as 1 dozed into unconsciousness. 
And 1 began, half dreaming, to weary myself with imagining some 
fit parentage for him ; and, repeating my waking meditations, 1 
tracked his existence over again, with grim variations; at }ast? 
picturing bis death and funeral : of which, ail 1 can remember is, 
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being exceedingly vexed at having the task of dictating an inscription 
for bis monument, and consulting the sexton about it ; and, as be 
had no sumame, and we could not tell bis age, we were obliged to 
content ourselves with the single word, " Heathcliff." That came 
true : we were. If you enter the kirkyard, you 'li read, on his head­
stone, only that, and the date of bis death. 

Dawn restored me to common sense. I rose, and went into the 
garden, as soon as I could see, to ascertain if there were any f<>Qt­
marks under his window. There were none. " He bas stayed at 
home," I thought, "and he'll be a11 right to-day." 1 prepared break­
fast for the household, as was my usual custom, but told Hareton and 
Catherine to get theirs ere the master came down, for he lay late. 
They preferred taking it out of doors, under the trees, and I set a 
1ittle table to accommodate them. 

On my re-entrance, I found Mr. Heathcliff below. He .· and 
Joseph were conversing about some farming business; be gave clear, 
minute directions conceming the matter discussed, but he spoke 
rapidly, and turned bis bead continually aside, and bad the same 
excited expression, even more exaggerated. When Joseph quitted 
the room he took his seat in the place; be generally chose, and 1 put 
a basin of coffee before bim. He drew it nearer, and then rested his 
arms on the table, and looked at the opposite wall, as I supposed, 
surveying one particular portion, up and down, with glittering, restless 
eyes, and with such eager interest that he stopped breathing during 
balf a minute together. 

" Come now," 1 exclaimed, pushing some bread against bis 
band, " eat and drink that, while it is hot : it bas been waiting near 
an hour." 

He didn't notice me, and yet he smiled. I'd rather have seen 
him gnash bis teeth than smile so. 

" Mr. Heathcliff 1 · master ! " I aied, " don't, for God's sake, stare 
as if you saw an unearthly vision," 

"Don't, for God's sake, shout so loud," be replied. "Tum round, 
and tell me, are we by ourselves? " 

"Of course," was my answer; "of course we are." 
Still, I involuntarily obeyed him, as if 1 was not quite sure. 

With a sweep of his hand he cleared a vacant space in front among 
the breakfast things, and leant forward to gaze more at his ease. 
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N ow, 1 perceived be was not looking at the wall ; for when 1 
regarded bim alone, it seemed exactly that be gazed at something 
withi~ two yards' distance. And whatever it was, it communicated, 
apparently, both pleasure and pain in exquisite extremes: at least 
the anguished, yet raptured, expression of bis countenance suggested 
that idea. Tpe fancied object was not fixed, either: bis eyes pursued 
it with unwearied diligence, and, even in speaking to me, were never 
~eaned away. 1 vainly reminded him of bis protracted abstinence 
from food : if he stirred to touch anything in compliance with my 
entreaties, if he stretched bis band out to get a piece of bread, bis 
fingers clenched before they reached it, and remained on the table, 
forgetf ul of their aim. 

I sat, a model of patience, trying to attract bis absorbed attention 
from its engrossing speculation ; till he grew irritable, ·and got up, 
asking why 1 would not allow him to have bis own time in taking 
bis meals? and saying that on the next occasion I needn't wait: 1 
might set the things down and go. Having uttered these words be 
left the bouse, slowly sauntered down the garden path, and disappeared 
through the gate. 

The hours crept anxiously by: another evening came. 1 did not 
retire to rest till late, and when 1 did, I could not sleep. He returned 
after midnight, and, instead of going to bed, shut himself into the 
room beneath. I listened, and tossed about, and, finally, dressed and 
descended. 1 t was too irksome to lie there, harassing my brain with 
a hundred idle misgivings. 

1 distinguished Mr. Heathcliff's step, restlessly measuring the 
fioor, and he frequently broke the silence by a deep inspiration, 
resembling a groan. He muttered detached words also; the only 
one I could catch was the name of Catherine, coupled with some wild 
tenn of endearment or suffering ; and spoken as one would speak to a 
person present : low and eamest, and wrung from the depth of bis 
soul. I had not courage to walk straight into the apartment ; but 1 
desired to divert bim from bis reverie, and therefore fell foul of the 
kitchen tire, stirred it, and began to scrape the cinders. It drew him 
forth sooner than I expected He opened the door immediately, and 
said-"Nelly, corne here-is it moming? Come in with your light" 

"It is striking four," 1 answered. "You want a candie to take 
up-stairs : you might have lit one at this fire." 
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"No, 1 don't wish to go up-stairs,11 he said. "Come in, and kindle 
111e a fire, and do anything there is to do about the room." 

"1 must blow the coals red first, before 1 can carry any," I 
replied, getting a chair and the bellows. · 

He roamed to and fro, meantime, in a state approaching distrac­
tion; his heavy sighs succeeding each other so thick as to leave no 
space for common breathing between. 

"When day breaks 1'11 send for Green," he said ; " 1 wish to 
make some legal inquiries of him while 1 can bestow a thought on 
those matters, and while 1 can act calmly. 1 have not written my 
will yet; and how to leave my property 1 cannot detennine. I wish 
1 could annihilate it from the face of the earth." 

"I would not talk so, Mr. Heathclitf," 1 interposed. "Let your 
will be a while: you'll be spared to repent of your many injustices 
yet ! 1 never expected that your nerves would be disordered : 
they are, at present, marvellously so, however; and almost entirely 
through your own fault. The way you've passed these three last 
days might knock up a Titan. Do take some food, and some 
repose. You need only look at yourself in a glass to see how 
you require both. Your cheeks are hollow, and your eyes blood­
shot, like a person starving with hunger and going blind with loss 
of sleep." _ 

"It is not my fault that I cannot eat or rest," he replied. "1 
assure you it is through no settled designs. 1'11 do both, as soon as 
1 possibly can. But you might as well bid a man struggling in the 
water rest within arms' length of the shore·! I must reach it first, and 
then 1'11 rest. Well, never mind Mr. Green: as to repenting of my 
injustices, l've done no injustice, and I repent of nothing. I'm too 
happy; and yet l'm not happy enough. My soul's bliss kills my 
body, but does not satisfy itself." · 

" Happy, master? " I cried. "Strange happiness ! If you would 
he?.r me without being angry, 1 might offer some advice that would 
make you happier." 

"What is that?" he asked. "Give it." 
'' YoB are aware, Mr. Heathcliff," 1 said, "that from the time you 

were tbirteen years old, you have lived a selfish, unchristian life; and 
probably hardly had a Bible in your bands during all that period. 
You must have forgotten the contents of the book, and you may not 
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· have space to search it now. Could it be hurtful to send for some 
one -some minister of any denomination, it does not matter which­
to explain it, and show you how very far you have erred from its 
precepts; and how unfit you will be for its heaven, unless a change 
takes place before you die ? " 

" I'm rather obliged than angry, Nelly," he said, " for you remind 
me of the manner in which 1 desire to be buried. lt is to be carried 
to the churchyard in the evening. You and Hareton may, if you 
please, accompany me: and mind, particularly, to notice that the 
sexton obeys my directions conceming the two coffins ! No minister 
need corne ; nor need anything be said over me.-1 tell you I have 
nearly attained my heaven ; and that of others is altogether unvalued 
and uncoveted by me." 

" ~d supposing you persevered in your obstinate fast, and died 
by that means, and they refused to bury you in the precincts of the 
kirk ? " I said, shocked at bis godless indifferencc. " How would you 
like it?" 

"They won't do that," he replied: "if they did, you must have 
me removed secretly ; and if you neglect it you shall prove, practically, 
that the dead are not annihilated 1 " 

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

" I believe you think me a fiend," he said, with bis dismal laugb : 
" something too horrible to live under a decent roof." Then turning 
to Catherine, who was there, and who drew behind me at bis 
approach, be added, half sneeringly,-" Will )'OU come, chuck ? 1'11 
not hurt you. No 1 to you l've made myself worse than the deviL 
Well, there is one who won't shrink from my company ! By God ! 
she's relentless. Oh, damn it ! It's unutterably too much for ftesh 
and blood to bear-even mine." 

He solicited the society of no one more. At dusk, he went into 
bis chamber. Through the whole night, and far into the moming, 
we heard him groaning and murmuring to himself. Hareton was 
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anxious to enter ; but. 1 bid him fetch Mr. Kenneth, and he should 
go in and sce him. When he came, and 1 requested admittance 
and tried to open the door, 1 found it locked; and Heathcliff bid us 
be damned. He was better, and would be left alone ; so the doctor 
went away. 

The following evening was very wet : indeed it poured down till 
day-dawn ; and, as 1 took my morning walk round the bouse, 1 
observed the master's window swinging open, and the rain driving 
straight in. He cannot be in bed, 1 thought : those showers would 
drench him through. He must either be up or out. But 111 make 
no more ado, 1'11 go boldly and look." 

· Having succeeded in obtaining entrance with another key, 1 ran 
to unclose the panels, for the chamber was vacant; quickly pushing 
them aside, 1 peeped in. Mr. Heathcliff was there-laid on bis 
back. His eyes met mine so keen and fierce, 1 started ; and then 
be seemed to smile. 1 could not think him dead : but bis face and 
tbroat were washed with rain ; the bed-clothes dripped, and be was 
perfectly still. The lattice, fiapping to and fro, had grazed one band 
that rested on the sill ; no blood trickled from the broken skin, and 
when 1 put my fingers to it, 1 could doubt no more : be was dead 
and b"tark ! 

I hasped the window ; 1 combed his black long hair from bis 
forehead ; 1 tried to close his eyes : to extinguish, if possible, that 
frightful, life-like gaze of exultation before any one else beheld 
it. They would not shut : they seemed to sneer at my attempts ; 
and his parted lips and sharp white teeth sneered too ! Taken 
with another fit of cowardice, I cried out for J oscph. Joseph 
shuftled up and made a noise, but resolutely refused to meddle 
with him. 

" Th' divil's harried off bis soul," he cried, "and he may hev' bis 
carcass into t' bargin, for aught 1care1 Ech ! what a wicked 'un be · 
looks, giming at death ! " and the old sinner grinned in mockery. 
1 thought he intended to eut a caper round the bed; but suddenly 
composing himself, be fell on bis knees, and raised his bands; and 
retumed thanks that the lawful master and the ancient stock were 
restored to their rights. 

1 felt stunned by the awful event ; and my memory unavoidably 
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recurred to former times with a sort of oppressive sadness. But poor 
Hareton, the most wronged, was the only one who really suffercd 
much. He sat by the corpse ail night, weeping in bitter eamest 
He pressed its hand, and kissed the sarcastic, savage face that every 
one else shrank from contemplating ; and bemoaned him with that 
strong grief which springs naturally from a generous heart, though it 
be tough as tempered steel 

Mr. Kenneth was perplexed to pronounce of what disorder the 
master died. 1 concealed the fact of his having swallowed nothing 
for four tlays, fearing it might lead to trouble, and then, I am 
persuaded,. he did not abstain on purpose : it was the consequence 
of bis strange illness, not the cause. 

W e buried him, to the scandai of the whole neighbourhood, as he 
wished. Earnshaw and 1, the sexton, and six men to carry the 
coffin, comprehended the whole attendance. The six men departed 
when they had let it down into the grave : we stayed to see it 
covered. Hareton, with a streaming face, dug green sods, and laid 
them over the brown mould himself: at present it is as smooth and 
verdant as its companion mounds-and 1 hope its tenant sleeps as 
soundly. But the country folks, if you ask them, would swear on 
the Bible that be walh: there are those who speak to having met 
him near the church, and on the moor, and even within this bouse. 
Idle tales, you'Il say, and so say 1. Yet that old man by the kitcben 
fire affirms he has seen two on 'em, looking out of his chambcr 
window, on every rainy night since his death :-and an odd thing 
happened to me about a month ago. 1 was going to the Grange one 
evening-a dark evening, threatening thunder-and, just at the tum 
of the Heights, 1 encountered a little boy with a sheep and two 
lambs before him ; be was crying terribly ; and I supposed the lambs 
were skittish, and would not be guided. 

" What is the matter, my little man ? " 1 asked. 
"There's Heathcliff and a woman, yonder, under t' nab," be 

bJubbered, "un' 1 damut pass 'em." 
1 saw nothing; but neither the sheep nor he would go on ; so I 

bid him take the road lower down. He probably raised the phantoms 
from thinking, as he traversed the moors alone, on the nonsense be 
had heard bis parents and companions repeat. Y et, still, 1 don't 
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likc being out in the dark now ; and 1 don't like being left by myself 
in this grim bouse : 1 cannot help it; 1 shall be glad when they 
lca.ve it, and shift to the Grange. 

" They are going to the Grange, then? " 1 said. 
" Yes," answered Mrs. Dean, " as soon as they are married, and 

that will be on New Year's Day." 
"And who will live here then? '' 
"lVhy, Joseph will take care of the bouse, and, perhaps, a lad to 

keep him company. They will live in the kitchen, and the rest will 
be shut up." 

'' For the use of such ghosts as choose to inhabit it ? " I 
observed. 

"No, Mr. Lockwood," said Nelly, shaking ber head. "1 believe 
the dead are at peace : but it is not right to speak of them with 
levity." 

At that moment the garden gate swung to ; the ramblers were 
returning. 

" They are afraid of nothing," 1 grumbled, watching their approach 
through the window. " Together, they would brave Satan and all 
bis legions." 

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 ber light-1 
felt irresistibly impelled to escape them again; and, pressing a 
remembrance into the band of Mrs. Dean, and disregarding her 
expostulations at my rudeness, 1 vanished through the kitchen as 
they opened the house-door; and so sbould have confirmed Joseph 
in his opinion of his fellow-servant's gay indiscretions, had be not 
fortunatel y recognised me for a respectable character by the sweet 
ring of a sovereign at bis f eet. 

My walk home was lengthened by a diversion in the direction of 
the kirk. When beneath its walls, I perceived decay had made 
progress, even in seven months : many a window showed black gaps 
deprived of glass; and slates jutted off, here and there, beyond the 
right line of the roof, to be gradually worked off in coming autumn 
storms. 

I sought, and soon discovered, the three headstones on the slope 
next the moor : the middle one grey, an<l half buried in heath ; 

20 
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Edgar Linton's only harmonized by the turf and moss creeping up 
its foot ; Heathclift"s still bare. 

1 lingered round them, under that . benign sky : watched the 
moths ftuttering among the heath and harebells, listened to the 
soft wind breathing through the grass, and wondered how any one 
could ever imagine unquiet slumbers for the sleepers in that quiet 
earth. 

END OP' "WUTBEIUNG HEIGHTS." 
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CHAPTER I. 

THE PARSONAGE. 

A.LL true histories contain instruction ; though, in some, the treasure 
may be bard to find, and when found, so trivial in quantity, that the 
dry, shrivelled kemel scarcely compensates for the trouble of cracking 
the nul 'Vhether this be the case with my history or not, I am 
hardly competent to judge. 1 sometimes think it might prove useful 
to some, and entertaining to others; but the world may judge for 
itself. Shielded by my own obscurity, and by the lapse of years, 
and a few fictitious names, 1 do not fear to venture ; and will candidly 
lay before the public wbat 1 would not disclose to the most intimate 
friend. 

My father was a clergyman of the north of England, who was 
deservedly respected by all who knew him ; and, in bis younger days, 
lived pretty comfortably on the joint income of a small incumbency 
and a snug little property of bis own. My mother, who married him 
against the wishes of ber friends, was a · squire's daughter, and a 
woman of spirit In vain it was represented to ber, that if she 
became the poor parson's wife, sbe must relinquish her carriage and 
ber lady's-maid, and all the luxuries and elegancies of afBuence ; 
which to her were little less than the necessaries of life. A carriage 
and a lady's-maid were great conveniences; but, thank heaven, she 
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bad feet to carry ber, and bands to minister to ber own necessities. 
An elegant bouse and spacious grounds were not to be despised ; but 
she would rather live in a cottage with Richard Grey than in a palace 
with a.D.y other man in the world. 

Finding arguments of no avail, ber father, at length, told the 
lovers they might marry if they pleased ; but, in so doing, his 
daughter would forfeit every fraction of ber fortune. He expected 
this would cool the ardour of both ; but be was mistaken. My father 
knew too well my motber's superior worth not to be sensible 'that she 
W-clS a valuable fortune in berself: and if she would but consent to 
embellish bis humble hearth, be should be happy to take her on any 
terms ; while she, on ber part, would rather labour with her own 
bands than be divided from the man she loved, wbose happiness it 
would be ber joy to make, and wbo was already one With her in . 
heart and soul. So ber fortune went to swell the purse of a wiser 
sister, who had married a ricb nabob ; and she, to the wonder and 
compassionate regret of all who knew ber, went to bury herself in the 
homely village parsonage among the bills of -. And yet, in spite 
of ail this, and in spite of my mother's higb spirit and my father's 
wbims, 1 believe you might search ail England through, and fail to 
find a happier couple. 

Of six children, my sister Mary and myself were the only two that 
survived the perils of infancy and early childbood. I, being the 
younger by five or six years, was always regarded as the child, and 
the pet of the family: father, mother, and sister, all combined to 
spoil me-not by foolish indulgence, to render me fractious and 
ungovernable, but by ceaseless kindness, to make me too helplcss 
a.D:d dependent-too unfit for buffeting with the carés and turmoils 
of life. . 

Mary and 1 were brougbt up in the strictest seclusion. My 
mother, being at once highly accomplisbed, well informed, and fond 
of employment, took the whole charge of our education on herself, 
with the exception of Latin-which my father undertook to teach 
us-so that we never even went to school ; and, as there was no 
society in the neighbourhood, our only intercourse with the world 
consisted in a. stately tea-party, now and then, with the principal 
farmers and tradespeople of the vicinity (just to avoid being stig­
matized as too proud to consort with our nèighbours), and an annual 
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visit to our patemal grandfather's ; wbere himsel~ our kind grand­
mamma, a maiden aunt, and two or three elderly ladies and gentle­
men, were the only persans we ever saw. Sometimes our mother 
would amuse us with stories and anecdotes of ber younger days, 
whicb, while they entertained us amazingly, frequently awoke-in 
1M, at least-a secret wish to see a little more of the world. 

I thought she must have beeii very happy : but sbe never seemed 
to regret past times. My father, bowever, wbose temper was neither 
tranquil nor cbeerful by nature, often unduly vexed himself with 
thinking of the sacrifices bis dear wife had made for him ; and 
troubled bis bead with revolving endless schemes for the augmenta­
tion of bis little fortune, for ber sake and ours. In vain my motber 
assured him she was quite satisfied; and if be would but lay by a 
little for the children, we sbould ail have plenty, botb for time 
present and to come : but saving was not my fathers forte. He 
would not run in debt (at least, my mother took good care be sbould 
not), but while be had money be must spend it : be liked to see bis 
bouse comfortable, and bis wife and daughters well clothed, and well 
attende<l; and besides, be was charitably disposed, and liked to give 
to the poor, according to bis means : or, as some might think, beyond 
them. 

At length, however, a kind friend suggested to him a means of 
<ioubling his private property at one stroke ; and further increasing it, 
hereafter, to an untold amount. This friend was a merchant, a man 
-0f enterprising spirit and undoubted talent, who was somewhat 
straitened in his mercantile pursuits for want of capital ; but gene­
rously proposed to give my father a fair share of his profits, if be 
would only entrust him with what be could spare; and he thought 
be might safely promise that whatever sum the latter chose to put 
into bis bands, it should bring him in cent. per cent. The small 
patrimony was speedily sold, and the wbole of its price was deposited 
in the bands of the friendly merchant; who as promptly proceeded 
to ship bis cargo, and prepare for bis voyage. 

My father was delighted, so were we all, with our brightening 
prospects. For the present, it is true, we were reduced to the narrow 
income of the curacy ; but my father seemed to think there was no 
necessity for scrupulously restricting our expenditure to that ; so, 
with a standing bill at Mr. J ackson's, another at Smith's, and a third 
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at Hobson's, we got along even more comfortably than before : though 
my mother affirmed we had better keep within bounds, for ouir 
prospects of wealth were but precarious, after ail ; and if my father­
would only trust everything to ber management, be shoul<l never fee} 
himself stinted : but be, for once, was incorrigible. 

· What happy hours Mary and I have passed, while sitting at our. 
work by the fire, or wandering on the heath-clad bills, or idling under 
the weeping bircb (the only considerable tree in the garden), talk­
ing of future happiness to ourselves and our parents, of what we 
would do, and see, and possess ; with no firmer foundation for oui" 
goodly superstructure than the riches that were expected to flow in 
upon us from the success of the worthy merchant's speculations. 
Our father was nearly as bad as ourselves ; only that be aff ected not 
to be so mucb in eamest : expressing bis brigbt hopes and sanguine 
expectations in jests and playful sallies, that always struck me as 
being exceedingly witty and pleasant. Our mother laughed with 
dclight to see him so hopeful and happy : but still she feared he was 
setting bis beart too mucb upon the matter; and once I heard ber 
whisper as she left the room, " God grant he be not disappointed ! 
I know not how be would bear it" 

Disappointed be was ; and bitterly, too. It came like a thunder• 
clap on us all, that the vessel which contained our fortune had been 
wrecked, and gone to the bottom with ail its stores, together with 
several of the crew, and the unfortunate merchant himself. I was 
grieved for him ; I was grieved for the overthrow of all our air-buih 
castles : but, with the elasticity of youth, I soon recovered the shock. 

Though riches had charms, poverty had no terrors for an inex­
perienced girl like me. Indeed, to say the truth, there was something 
exhilarating in the idea of being driven to straits, and tbrown upon 
our own resources. I only wished papa, mamma, and Mary were 
all of the same mind as myself; and then, instead of lamenting past. 
calamities, we might all cheerfully set to work to remedy them; and 
the greater the difficulties, the harder our present privations, thtt 
greater should be our cheerf ulness to endure the latter, and our 
vigour to conten<l against the former. 

Mary did not lament, but she brooded continually over the mis. 
fortune, and sank into a state of dejection from which no effort of 
mine could rouse ber. 1 could not possibly bring her to regard th1t 
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malter on its bright sid& as I did: and indeed I was so fearful of 
being charged with childish frivolity, or stupid insensibility, that I 
carefully kept most of my bright ideas and cheering notions to myself; 
well knowing they could not he appreciated. 

My mother thought only of consoling my father, and paying our 
debts and retrenching our expenditure by every available means ; but 
my father was completely overwhelmed by the calamity: bealth, 
strength, and spirits sank beneath the blow, and he never wholly 

. recovered them. In vain my mother strove to cbeer him, by appeal­
ing to bis piety, to his courage, to bis affection for berself and us. 
That very affection was his greatest tonnent : it was for our sakes be 
had so ardently longed to increase his fortune-it was our interest 
that had lent such brightness to bis bopes, and that imparted such 
bittemess to bis present distress. He now tormented bimself with 
remorse at baving neglected my motber's advice; which would at 
least have saved him from the additional burden of debt-he vainly 
reproached himself for baving brought ber from the dignity, the ease, 
the luxury of ber former station to toil with bim through the cares 
and toils of poverty. It was gall and wormwood to bis soul to see 
that splendid, bighly-accomplished woman, once so courted and 
admired, transformed into an active managing bousewife, with bands 
and bead cont~nually occupied with household labours and house­
hold economy. The very willingness with which she perfonned 
these dÙties, the cheerfulness with which she bore ber reverses, and 
the kindness whicb withheld her from imputing the smallest blame 
to bim, were all perverted by this ingenious self-tormentor into 
further aggravations of bis sufferings. And thus the mind preyed 
upon the body, and disordered the system of the nerves, and they in 
turn increased the troubles of the mind, till by action and reaction 
bis health was seriously impaired; and not one of us could convince 
bim tbat the aspect of our affairs was not balf so gloomy, so utterly 
hopeless, as bis morbid imagination represented it to be. 
· The useful pony phaeton was sold, together with the stout, well­

fed pony-the old favourite that we had fully deterrnined should end 
its days in peace, and never pass from our bands ; the little coach­
b_ouse and stable were let; the servant-boy, and the more efficient 
(being the ·more expensive) of the two maid-servants, were dismissett. 
Our clothes were mended, tumed, and darned to the utmost verge of 
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decency; our food, always plain, was now simplified to an unpre­
cedented degree-except my father's favourite dishes ; our coals and 
candies were painfully economized-the pair of canclles reduced to 
one, and that most sparingly used ; the coals carefully husbanded in 
the half-empty grate : especially when my father was out on his parish 
duties, or confined to bed through illness-then we sat with our feet 
on the fender, scraping the perishing embers together from time to 
time, and occasionally adding a slight scattering of the dust and 
fragments of coal, just to keep them alive. As for our carpets, they 
in time were wom threadbare, and patched and darned even to a 
greater extent than our garments. To save the expense of a gardener, 
Mary and 1 undertook to keep the garden in order ; and all the 
cooking and household work that could not easily be managed by 
one servant·girl, was done by my mother and sister, with a little 
occasional help from me: only a little, because, though a woman in 
my own estimation, 1 was still a child in theirs ; and my mother, 
like most active, managing women, was not gifted with very active 
daughters : for this reason-that being so clever and diligent herself; 
she was never tempted to trust her affairs to a deputy, but on the 
contrary, was willing to act and think for others as well as for 
number one ; and whatever was the business in band, she was apt to 
think that no one could do it so well as herself: so that whenever I 
offered to assist ber, 1 received such an answer as-" No, 19ve, you 
cannot indeed-there's nothing here you can do. Go and help your 
sister, or get her to take a walk with you-tell her she must not sit 
so much, and stay so constantly in the bouse as she does-she may 
well look thin and dejected." 

" Mary, mamma says I'm to help you ; or get you to take a walk 
with me: she says you may well look thin and dejected, if you sit so 
constantly in the bouse." 

" Help me you cannot, Agnes; and 1 cannot go out with you-I 
have far too much to do." 

" Th en let me help you." 
" You cannot, indeed, dear child. Go and practise your music, 

or play with the kitten." 
There was always plenty of sewing on band ; but 1 had not been 

taught to eut ont a single garment, and except plain hemming and 
seaming, there was little 1 could do, even in that line ; for they both 
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asserted that it was far casier to do the work themselves than to 
prepare it for me : and, besides, they liked better to see me prose­
cuting my studies, or amusing myself.-it was time enough for me to 
sit bending over my work, like a grave matron, when my favourite 
little pussy was become a steady old cat. Under such circumstances, 
although I was not many degrees more useful than the kitten, my 
idleness was not entirely without excuse. 

Through all our troubles, 1 never but once heard my mother 
complain of our want of money. As summer was coming on she 
observed to Mary and me, " What a desirable thing it would be for 
your papa to spend ·a few weeks at a watering-place. 1 am con­
vinced the sea-air and the change of scene would be of incalculable 
service to him. But then, you see, there's no money," she added, 
with a sigh. We both wished exceedingly that the thing might be 
done, and lamented greatly that it could not. " Well, well ! " said 
she, " it's no use complaining. Possibly something might be done 
to further the project after alL Mary, you are a beautiful drawer. 
What do you say to doing a few more pictures in your best style, 
and getting them framed, with the watcr-coloured drawings you .have 
alread y done, and trying to dispose of them to some liberal picture­
dealer, who bas the sense to discem their merits?" 

cc Mamma, 1 should be delighted if you think they tould be sold ; 
and fbr anything worth while." 

cc It's worth while trying, however, my dear : do you procure the 
drawings, and 1'11 endeavour to find a purchaser." 

" 1 wish I could do something," said I. 
"Vou, Agnes! well, who knows? You draw pretty well, too: if 

you choose some simple piece for your subject, 1 daresay you will be 
able to produce something we shall all be proud to exhibit." 

" But 1 have another scheme in my head, mamma, and have had 
long, only 1 did not like to mention it." 

" Indeed !' pray tell us what it is." 
" 1 should like to be a govemess. n 

My mother uttered an exclamation of surprise, and laughed. My 
sister dropped ber work in astonishment, exclaiming, " Y ou a govemess, 
Agnes ! What can you be dreaming of?" 

"Well ! I don't see anything so vd'y extraordinary in it. 1 do 
not pretend to be able to instruct great girls; but surely, 1 could teach 
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little ones : and 1 should like it so mucb : 1 am so fond of children. 
Do let me, mamma 1 " 

" But, my love, you have not leamed to take care of yourself yet : 
and young children require more judgment and experience to manage 
than eider ones." 

" But, mamma, 1 am above eighteen, and quite able to take care 
of myse1f, and others too. You do not know half the wisdom and 
prudence 1 possess, because 1 have never been tried." 

" Only think," said Mary, "what would you do in a bouse full of 
strangers, without me or mamma to speak and act for you-with a 
parcel of children, besides yourself, to attend to ; and no one to 
look to for ad vice? You would not even know what clothes to 
put on." 

" You think, because I always do as you bid me, I have no judg­
ment of my own : but only try me-that is all 1 ask-and you sha11 
see what 1 can do." 

At that moment my father entered, and the subject of our discus­
sion was explained to him. 

" What, my little Agnes a governess ! " cried he, and, in spite of 
bis dejection, be laughed at the idea. 

"Yes, papa, don't you say anything against it : 1 should like it s~ 
much; and 1 am sure I could manage delightfully." 

" But, my darJing, we could not spare you." And a tear glistened 
in bis eye as be added-'' No, no 1 aftlicted as we are, surely we are 
not brought to that pass yet.'' 

" Oh, no 1 " said my mother. " There is no necessity whatever 
for such a step; it is merely a whim of ber own. So you must hold 
your tongue, you naughty girl; for, though you are so ready to leave 
us, you know very well we cannot part with you." 

1 was silenced for that day, and for many succeeding ones ; but 
still 1 did not wholly relinquish my darling scheme. Mary got ber 
drawing materials, and steadily set to work. I got mine too; but 
while I drew, 1 thought of other things. How delightful it would be 
to be a governess 1 Togo out into the world; to enter upon a new 
lif e ; to act for myself; to exercise my unused faculties ; to try my 
unknown powers ; to eam my own maintenance, and something to 
comfort and help my father, mother, and sister, besides exonerating 
them from the provision of my food and clothing; to show papa 
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what bis little Agnes could do ; to convince mamma and Mary that 
1 was not quite the helpless, thoughtless being they supposed. And 
then, how charming to be entrusted with the care and education of 
children ! Whatever others said, 1 felt 1 was fully competent to the 
task : the clear remembrance of my own thoughts in early childhood 
would be a surer guide than the instructions of the most mature 
adviser. 1 had but to tum from my Iittle pupils to myself at their 
age, and 1 should know, at once, how to win their confidence and 
affections : how to waken the contrition of the erring ; how to 
embolden the timid, and console the aftlicted ; how to make Virtue 
practicable, Instruction dcsirable, and Religion lovely and com­
prehensible. 

-- Delightful task 1 
To teach the young idea how to shoot! 

To train the tender plants, and watch their buds unfolding day by 
day ! 

Inftuenced by so many inducements, 1 determined still to per­
severe ; though the fear of displeasing my mother, or distressing my 
fathers feelings, prevented me from resuming the subject for several 
days. At length, again, 1 mentioned it to my mother in private ; 
and, with some difficulty, got ber to promise to assist me with her 
endeavours. My fathers reluctant consent was next obtained, and 
then, though Mary still sighed ber disapproval, my dear, kind mother 
began to look out for a situation for me. She wrote to my fathers 
relations, and consulted the newspaper advertisements-her own 
relations she had long dropped ail communication with : a formai 
interchange of occasional letters was all she had ever had since 
ber marriage, and she would not at any time have applied to them in 
a case of this nature. But so long and so entire had been my 
parents' seclusion from the world, that many weeks elapsed before a 
suitable situation could be procured. At last, to my great joy, it was 
decreed that I should take charge of the young family of a certain 
Mrs. Bloomfield ; whom my kind, prim aunt Grey had known in her 
youth, and asserted to be a very nice woman. Her husband was a 
retired tradesman, who had realized a very comfortable fortune; but 
could not be prevai1ed upon to give a greater salary than twenty-five 
pounds to the ïnstructress of bis children. I, however, was glad to 
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accept this, rather than refuse the situation-which my parents were 
inclined to think the better plan. 

But some weeks more were yet to be devoted to preparation. 
How long, how tedious those weeks appeared to me ! Yet they were 
happy ones in the main-full of bright hopes and ardent eçectations. 
With what peculiar pleasure 1 assisted at the making of my new 
clothes, and, subsequently, the packing of my trunks 1 But there was 
a feeling of bitterness mingling with the latter occupation too ; and 
when it was done-when all was ready for my departure on the 
morrow, and the last night at home approached-a sudden anguish 
seemed to swell my heart. My dear friends looked so sad, and 
spoke so very kindly, that 1 could scarcely keep my eyes from over­
ftowing : but 1 still atrected to be gay. I had taken my last ramble 
with Mary on the moors, my last walk in the garden, and round the 
bouse ; 1 had fed, with . ber, our pet pigeons for the last time-the 
pretty creatures that we had tamed to peck their food from our bands : 
I had given a farewell stroke to ail their silky backs as they crowded 
in my lap. 1 had tenderly kissed my own peculiar favourites, the 
pair of snow-white fantails ; I had played my last tune on the old 
familiar piano, and sung my last song to papa : not the last, I hoped, 
but the last for, what appeared to me, a very long time. And, 
perhaps, when 1 did these things again, it would be with ditrerent 
feelings : circumstances might be changed, and this bouse might 
never be my settled home again. My dear little friend, the kitten, 
would certainly be changed : she was already growing a fine cat; and 
when 1 retumed, even for a hasty visit at Christmas, would, most 
likely, have forgotten both ber playmate and ber merry pranks. 1 
had romped with ber for the last time; and when 1 stroked ber soft: 
bright fur, while she lay purring herself to sleep in my lap, it was with 
a feeling of sadness I could not easily disguise. Then, at bed-time, 
when I retired with Mary to our quiet little chamber, where already 
my drawers were cleared out and my share of the bookcase was 
empty-and where, hereafter, sbe would have to sleep alone, in 
dreary solitude, as she expressed it-my heart sank more than ever : 
I felt as if I had been selfish and wrong to persist in leaving ber; 
and when I knelt once more beside our little bed, I prayed for a 
blessing on ber and on my parents more fervently than ever 1 had 
done before. To conceal my emotion, I buried my face in my 
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bands, and they were presently bathed in tears. I perceived, on 
rising, that she had been crying too : but neiti;.ér of us spoke ; and 
in silence we betook ourselves to our repose, treeping more closely 
together from the consciousness that we were to part so soon. 

But the moming brought a renewal of hope and spirits. 1 was to 
depart earJy; that the conveyance which took me {a gig, hired from 
Mr. Smith, the draper, grocer, and tea-dealer of the village) might 
retum the sa.me day. 1 rose, washed, dressed, swallowed a hasty 
breakfast, received the fond embraces of my father, mother, and 
sister, kissed the cat-to the great scandai of Sally, the maid-shook 
bands with ber, mounted the gig, drew my veil over my face, and 
then, but not till then, burst into a flood of tears. The gig rolled on; 
I looked back ; my dear mother and sister were still standing at the 
door, looking after me, and waving their adieux. 1 retumed their 
sa.lute, and prayed God to bless them Crom my heart : we descended 
the bill, and 1 could see them no more. 

"It's a coldish mornin' for you, Miss Agnes," observed Smith; 
'' and a darksome 'un too; but we's happen get to yon spot afore 
there come much rain to signify." 

" Yes, 1 hope so," replied I, as calmly as I could. 
"It's comed a good sup last night too." 
"Yes." 
" But this cold wind will happen keep it off." 
" Perhaps it will." 
Here ended our colloquy. We crossed the valley, and began to 

ascend the opposite bill. As we were toiling up, I looked back again : 
there was the village spire, and the old grey parsonage beyond it, 
basking in a slanting beam of sunshine-it was but a sickly ray, but 
the village and surrounding bills were ail in sombre shade, and I 
hailed the wandering beam as a propitious omen to my home. With • 
clasped bands 1 fervently implored a blessing on its inhabitants, and 
hastily tumed away; for I saw the S\IDShine was departing; and I 
carefully avoided another glance, lest 1 should see it in gloomy 
shadow, like the rest of the landscape. 
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CHAPTER II. 

FIRST LESSONS IN THE ART OF INSTRUCTION. 

As we drove along, my spirits revived again, and 1 turned, with 
pleasure, to the contemplation of the new life upon which I was 
entering. But though it was not far past the middle of September, 
the heavy clouds and strong north-easterly wind combined to render 
the day extremely cold and dreary; and the joumey seemed a very 
long one, for~ as Smith observed, the roads were "very heavy;" and 
certainly, bis horse was very beavy too: it crawled up the bills, and 
crept down them, and only condescended to shake its si<les in a trot 
wbere the road was at a dead level or a very gentle slope, which was 
rarely the case in those rugged regions; so that it was nearly one 
o'clock before we reached the place of our destination. Yet, after 
atl;when we entered the lofty iron gateway, when we drove softly up 
the smooth, well-rolled carriage-road, with the green lawn on each 
side, studded with young trees, and approached the new but stately 
mansion of W ellwood, rising above its mushroom poplar-groves, my 
heart failed me, and I wished it were a mile or two farther off.° For 
the first time in my life, I must stand alone : there was no retreating 
now. I must enter that bouse, and intro<luce myself among its 
strange inhabitants. But how was it to be done ? True, 1 was ncar 
nineteen; but, thanks to my retired life ·and the protecting care of­
my mother and sister, 1 well knew that many a girl of fifteen, or 
under, was gifted with a more womanly address, and greater ease and 
self-possession, than 1 was. Yet, if ~frs. Bloomfield were a kind, 
motherly woman, I might do very well, after ail; and the children, of 
course, I should soon be at ease with them-and Mr. Bloomfield~ I 
hoped, 1 should have but little to do with. 

"Be calm, be calm, whatever happens," I said within myself; anù 
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truly 1 kept this resolution so well, lllld was so fully occupied in 
steadying my nerves and stilling the rebellious ftutter of my heart, 
that when 1 was admitted into the hall, and ushered into the presence 
of Mrs Bloomfield, 1 almost forgot to answer her polite salutation; 
and it afterwards struck me, that the little I did say was spoken in 
the tone of one half-dead or half.asleep. The lady, too, was some­
what chilly in her manner, as 1 discovered when I had time to reflect. 
She was a taU, spare, stately woman, with thick black haïr, cold grey 
eyes, and extremely sallow complexion. 

With due politeness, however, she showed me my bedroom, and 
left me there to take a little refreshment. 1 was somewhat dismayed 
at my appearance on looking in the glass : the cold wind had swelled 
and reddened my bands, uncurled and entangled my haïr, and dyed 
my face of a pale purple; add to this my collar was horridly crumpled, 
my frock splashed with mud, my feet clad in stout new boots, and as 
the trunks were not brought up, there was no remedy; so having 
smoothed my hair as well as I could, and repeatedly twitched my 
obdurate collar, 1 proceeded to clomp down the two flights of stairs, 
philosophizing as 1 went; and with some difficulty found my way 
into the room where Mrs. Bloomfield awaited me. 

She led me into the dining-room, where the family luncheon had 
been laid out. Sorne beefsteaks and half-cold potatoes were set 
before me ; and while I dined upon these, she sat opposite, watching 
me (as I thought) and endeavouring to sustain something like a cou­
versation---consisting chiefiy of a succession of commonplace remarks, 
expressed with frigid formality : but this might be more my fault than 
bers, for 1 really could not converse. In fact, my attention was almost 
wholly absorbed in my dinner : not from ravenous appetite, but fr9m 
distress at the toughness of the beefsteaks, and the numbness of my 
bands, almost palsied by their five-hours' exposure to the bitter wind. 
1 would gladly have eaten the potatoes and let the meat alone, but 
luving got a large piece of the latter on to my plate, I could not be 
so impolite as to leave it ; so, after many awkward and unsuccessful 
attempts to eut it with the knife, or tear it with the fork, or pull it 
asunder between them, sensible that the awful lady was a spectator 
to the whole transaction, 1 at last desperately grasped the knife and 
fork in my fists, like a child of two years old, and f ell to work with 
ail the little stren~h 1 possessed. But this needed some apology-

21 
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with a feeble attempt at a laugh, 1 said, "My bands are so benumbed 
with the cold that 1 can scarcely handle my knife and fork." 

" I daresay you would find it cold,'' replied she with a cool, 
immutable gravity that did not serve tore-assure me. 

When the ceremony was conclude<:}, she led me into the sitting­
room again, where she rang and sent for the children. 

"Vou will find them not very far advanced in their attainments," 
said 5he, " for 1 have had 50 little time to attend to their education 
myself, and we have thought them too young for a governess till 
now ; but I think they are clever children, and very apt to Jeam, 
especially the little boy : be is, I think, the fiower of the flock-a 
generous, noble-spirited boy, one to be led, but not driven, and 
remarkable for always speaking the truth. He seems to scom 
deception" (this was good news). "His sister Mary Ann will require 
watching," continued she, "but she is a very good girl upon the 
whole : though I wish ber to be kept out of the nursery as much as 
possible, as she is now almost six years old, and might acquire bad 
habits from the nurses. 1 have ordered ber crib to be placed in your 
room, and if you will be 50 kind as to overlook ber washing and 
dressing, and take charge of ber clothes, she need have nothing 
further to do with the nursery-maid" 

I replied I was quite willing to do so ; and at that moment my 
young pupils entered the apartment, with their two younger sisters. 
Master Tom Bloomfield was a well-grown boy of seven, with a some­
what wiry frame, fiaxen hair, blue eyes, small tumed-up nose, and fair 
complexion. Mary Ann was a tall girl too, ~omewhat dark like ber 
rnother, but with a round full face and a high colour in ber cheeks. 
The secon<l si5ter was Fanny, a very pretty little girl ; 1'frs. 
Bloomfield assured me she was a remarkably gentle child, and 
required encouragement : she had not Iearned anything yet ; but in 
a few days, she would be four years old, and then she might take ber 
tirst lesson in the alphabet, and be promoted to the schoolroom. The 

\ remaining one was Harriet, a little broad, fat, merry, playful thing of 
scarcely two, that I coveted more than all the rest-but with ber I 
had nothing to do. 

I talked to my little pupils as well as 1 could, and tried to render 
myself agreeable; but with little success 1 fear, for their mother's 
presence kept me under an unpleasant restraint. They, however, 
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were remarkably free from shyness. They seemed bold, lively 
children, and 1 hoped I should soon be on friendly terms with them 
-the little boy especially, of whom I had heard such a favourable 
character from his mamma. In Mary Ann there was a certain 
affected simper, and a cra.ving for notice, that I was sorry to observe. 
But ber brother claimed all my attention to himself; he stood boit 
upright between me and the fire, with bis hands behind his back, 
talking away like an orator, occasionally interrupting his discourse 
with a sharp reproof to bis sisters when they made too much noise. 

"Oh, Tom, what a darling you are J" exclaimed bis mother. 
"Come and kiss dear mamma ; and then won't you show Miss Grey 
your schoolroom, an<l your nice new books ? " 

"1 won't kiss you, mamma ; but 1 111ü/ show Miss Grey my school­
room, and my new books." 

"And my schoolroom, and my new books, Tom," said Mary Ann. 
" They're mine too." 

"They're mitu," replied be decisively. " Come along, Miss Grey 
-1'11 escort you." 

When the room and books had been shown, with some bickerings 
between the brother and sister that 1 did my utmost to appease or 
mitigate, Mary Ann brought me ber doll, and began to be very 
loquacious on the subject of its fine clothes, its bed, its chest of 
drawers, and other appurtenances ; but Tom told her to hold her 
c lamour, that Miss Grey might see bis rocking-horse, which, with a 
most important bustle, be dragged forth from its corner into the 
middle of the room, loudly calling on me to attend to it. Then, 
ordering bis sister to hold the reins, he mounted, and made me stand 
for ten minutes, watching how manfully be used his whip and spurs. 
Meantime, however, 1 admired Mary Ann's pretty doll, and all its 
possessions; and then told Master Tom be was a capital rider, 
but I hoped be would not use bis whip and spurs so much when be 
rode a real pony. 

" Oh, yes, I will J " said he, laying on with redoubled ardour. " I'll 
eut into him like smoke 1 Eeh 1 my word J but be shall sweat for it." 

This was very shocking : but 1 boped in time to be able to work 
a reformation. 

" N ow you must put on your bonnet and shawl,i:' said the little 
hero, "and ru show you my garden.,, 
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" And miN," said Mary Ann. 
Tom lifted his fist with a menacing gesture; she uttered a loud,. 

shrill scream, ran to the other side of me, and made a face at him. 
" Surely, Tom, you would not strike yonr sister ! 1 hope 1 shall 

never see you do that." 
" Vou will sometimes : l'm obliged to do it now and then to keep 

her in order ." 
" But it is not your business to keep ber in order, you know-that 

is for--" 
" W ell, now go and put on your bonnet." 
"I don't know-it is so very cloudy and cold, it seems likely to 

rain ;-and you know 1 have had a long drive." 
"No matter-you must corne; I shall allow of no excuses," 

replied the consequential little gentleman. And as it was the first 
day of our acquaintance, 1 thought 1 might as well indulge him. 
It was too cold for Mary Ann to venture, so she stayed \\itb 
ber mamma ; to the great relief of her brother, who liked to have me 
ail to himself. 

The garden was a large one, and tastefully laid out; besides 
several splendid dahlias, there were some other fine ftowers still in 
bloom : but my companion would not give me time to examine them : 
1 must go with him, across the wet grass, to a remote sequestered 
corner, the most important place in the grounds, because it contained 
his garden! There were two round beds, stocked with a variety of 
plants. In one there was a pretty little rose-tree. 1 paused to admire 
its lovely blossoms. 

"Oh, never mind that ! " said be, contemptuously. "That's only 
ltfary Ann's garden; look, THIS is mine." 

After 1 had observed every flower, and listened to a disquisition 
on every plant, 1 was permitted to depart ; but first, with great pomp, 
he plucked a polyanthus and presented it to me, as one conferring a 
prodigious favour. I observecl, on the grass about his garden, certain 
apparatus of sticks and cord, and asked what they were. 

"Traps for birds." 
" \Vhy do you catch them ? " 
"Papa says they do harm." 
" And what do you do with them when you catch them ? " 
"Diffèrent things. Sometimes I give them to the cat; some-
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times I eut them in pieces with my penknife ; but the next, I mean 
t.o roast alive. '' 

'"And why do you mean to do such a horrible thing ? " 
"For two reasons; first, to see how long it will live-and then, to 

see what it will taste like." 
"But don't you know it is extremely wicked to do such things? 

Remember, the birds can feel as well as you ; and think, how would 
you like it yourself? '' 

" Oh, that's nothing r I'm not a bird, and 1 can't feel what 1 do 
to them.~ 

"But you will have to feel it some time, Tom: you have heard 
where wicked people go to when they die ; and if you don't leave off 
torturing innocent birds, remember, you will have to go there, and 
~uffer just what you have made them suffer." 

" Oh, pooh ! 1 shan't. Papa knows how 1 treat them, and he 
never blames me for it : be says it is just what Ile used to do when Ize 
was a boy. Last summer, he gave me a nest full of young sparrows, 
and be saw me pulling off their legs and wings, and heads, and never 
.sa.id anything ; except that they were na5ty things, and 1 must not let 
them soil my trousers : and uncle Robson was there too, and he 
faughed, and said 1 was a fine boy." 

" But what would your mamma say? " 
"Oh, she doesn't care 1 she says it's a pity to kill the pretty 

singing birds, but the naughty sparrows, and mice and rats, 1 may ùo 
what 1 like with. So now, Miss Grey, you see it is not wicked. 

" 1 stln think it is, Tom ; and perhaps your papa and mamma 
ivould think so too, if they thought much about it. However," 
l internally added, " they may say what they please, but I am 
determined you shall do nothing of the kind, as long as 1 have power 
.to prevent it. n 

He next took me across the lawn to see bis mole-traps, and then 
into the stack-yard to see his weasel-traps : one of which, to bis great 
joy, contained a dead weasel ; and then into the stable to see, not 
;the fine carriage-horses, but a little rough colt, which he informed me 
had been bred on pnrpose for him, and he was to ride it as soon as 
it was properly trained. 1 tried to amuse the little fcllow, and 
listened to all bis chatter as complacently as I could ; for 1 thought 
if he had any affections at all, 1 would endeavour to win them ; and 
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then, in time, 1 might be able to show him the error of bis ways : but 
1 looked in vain for that generous, noble spirit, his mother talked of; 
though 1 could see be was not without a certain degree of quickness 
and penetration, when he chose to exert it. 

When we re-entered the bouse it was nearly tea-time. Master 
Tom told me that, as papa was from home, he and 1 and Mary Ann 
were to have tea with mamma, for a treat ; for, on such occasions, 
she always dined at luncheon-time with them, instead of at six 

, o'clock. Soon after tea, Mary Ann went to bed, but Tom favoured 
us with his company and conversation till eight After be was gone, 
Mrs. Bloomfield further enlightened me on the subject of her children's 
dispositions and acquirements, and on what they were to leam, and 
how they were to be managed, and cautioned me to mention their 
defects to no one but herselt: ~fy mother had wamed me before to 
mention them as little as possible to !ter, for people did not like to 
be told of their children's faults, and so 1 concluded 1 was to keep 
silence on them altogether. About half-past nine, Mrs. Bloomfield 
invited me to partake of a frugal supper of cold meat and bread. 1 
was glad when that was over, and she took her bedroom candlestick 
and retired to rest ; for though 1 wished to be pleased with her, ber 
company was extremely irksoine tome; and 1 could not help feeling 
that she was cold, grave, and forbidding-the very opposite of the 
kind, warm-hearted matron my hopes had depicted her to be. 
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CHAPTER III. 

A FEW MORE LESSONS. 

1 ROSE next morning with a feeling of hopeful exhilaration, in spite 
of the disappointments already experienced ; but 1 found the dressing 
of Mary Ann was no light matter, as her abundant hair was to be 
smeared with pomade, plaited in three long tails, and tied with bows 
of ribbon : a task my unaccustomed fingers found great difficulty in 
performing. She told me her nurse could do it in half the time, and, 
by keeping up a constant fidget of impatience, contrived to render 
me still longer. \Vhen all was done, we went into the schoolroom, 
where I met my other pupil, and chatted with the two till it was time 
to go down to breakfast That meal being concluded, and a f ew 
civil words having been exchanged with Mrs. Bloomfield, we repaired 
to the schoo!room again, and commenced the business of the day. 1 
found my pupils very backward, indeed; but Tom, though averse to 
every species of mental exertion, was not without abilities. Mary 
Ann could scarcely read a word, and was so careless and inattentive 
that 1 could hardly get on with her at alL However, by dint of great 
labour and patience, 1 managed to get something done in the course 
of the moming, and then accompanied my young charge out into the 
garden and adjacent grounds, for a little recreation before <linner. 
There we got along tolerably together, except that I found they had 
no notion of going with me: I must go with tlum, wherever they chose 
to lead me. 1 must run, walk, or stand, exactly as it suited thèir 
fancy. This, I thought, was reversing the ~rder of things ; and I 
found it doubly disagreeable, as on this as well as subsequent occa­
sions, they seemed to prefer the dirtiest places and the most dismal 
occupations. But there was no remedy; either 1 must follow them, 
or keep entirely apart from them, an<l thus appear neglectful of my 
charge. To-Oay, they manifested a particular attachment to a well at 
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the bottom of the lawn, where they persisted in dabbling with sticks 
and pebbles for above half an hour. I was in constant fear that 
their mother would see them from the window, and blame me for 
allowing them thus to draggle their cfothes and wet their feet and 
bands, instead of taking exercise ; but no arguments, commands, or 
entreaties could draw them away. If slle did not see them, some one 
else did-a gentleman on horseback had entered the gate and was 
proceeding up the road ; at the distance of a few paces from us be 
paused, and calling to the children in a waspish penetrating tone, 
bade them "keep out of that water." "Miss Grey," said he, 
'' (1 suppose it is Miss Grey,) I am surprised that you should allow 
them to dirty their clothes in that manner ! Don't you see how Miss 
Bloomfield bas soiled her frock? and that Master Bloomfield's socks 
are quite wet ? and both of them without gloves ? Dear, dear ! Let 
me rquest that in future you will keep them d~cent at least ! " so 
saying, be turned away, and continued his ride up to the bouse. 
This was Mr. Bloomfield. 1 was surprised tbat be should nominate 
his children Master and Miss Bloomfield ; and still more so, that be 
should speak so uncivilly to me, their govemess, and a perfect 
stranger to himself. Presently the bell rang to summon us in. 1 
dined with the children at one, while be and bis lady took their 
luncheon at the same table. His conduct there did not greatly raise 
him in my estimation. He was a man of ordinary stature-rather 
below than above-and rather thin than stout, apparently between 
thirty and forty years of age : he had a large mouth, pale, dingy com­
plexion, milky blue eyes, and haïr the colour of a hempen cord. 
There was a roast leg of mutton before him : he helped Mrs. Bloom­
field, the children, and me, desiring me to eut up the children's meat ; 
then, after twisting about the mutton in various directions, and eyeing 
it from different points, he pronounced it not fit to be eaten, and 
called for the cold beef. 

" What is the malter with the mutton, my dear?" asked bis mate. 
" I t is quite overdone. Don't you taste, Mrs. Bloomfield, that 

ail the goodness is roasted out of it? And can't you see that ail 
that nice, red gravy is completely dried away?" 

"Well, I think the beef will suit you." 
The beef was set before him, and he began to carYe, lmt with the 

most rueful expressions of discoutent. 
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" What is the matter with the /J«/, Mr. Bloomfield ? l'm sure I 
thought it was very nice.'' 

" And so it was very nice. A nicer joint could not be ; but it is 
~ile spoiled," replied he, dolefully. 

"How so?" 
" How so ! Why, don't you see how it is eut? Dear-dear ! it 

is quite shocking ! " 
"They must have eut it wrong in the kitchen, then, for I'm sure 

I carved it quite properly here, yesterday." 
" No dou/JI they eut it wrong in the kitchen-the savages ! Dear 

-dear ! Did ever any one see such a fine piece of beef so com­
pletely ruined? But remember that, in future, when a decent dish 
leaves this table, they shall not /()tldl it in the kitchen. Remember 
tluzl, Mrs. Bloomfield ! " 

N otwithstanding the ruinous state of the beef, the gentleman 
managed to eut himself some delicate slices, part of which be ate in 
silence. When be next spoke, it was, in a less querulous tone, to ask 
what there was for dinner. 

" Turkey and grouse," was the concise reply. 
" And what besides? " 
"Fish." 
" What kind of fish? '' 
" I don't know." 
"You do1lt know 1" cried be, looking solemnly up from bis plate, 

and suspending bis knife and fork in astonishment 
" No. 1 told the cook to get some Jish-1 did not particularize 

what." 
" Well, that beats everything ! A lady professes to keep bouse, 

and doesn't even know what fisb is for dinner ! professes to order fish, 
a.nd doesn't specify what ! " 

'' Perhaps, Mr. Bloomfield, you will order dinner yourself in 
future." 

Nothing more was said; and I was very glad to get out of the 
zoom with my pupils; for 1 never felt so ashamed and uncomfortable 
in my life for anything that was not my own fault. 

ln the aftemoon we applied to lessons again : then went out 
aga.in ; then bad tea in the schoolroom; then I dressed Mary Ann 
for dessert ; and when sbe and ber brother had gone down to the 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



AGNES GREY. 

dining-room, 1 took the opportunity of beginning a letter to my dear 
f riends at home : but the children came up before I had half com­
pleted it. At seven I had to put Mary Ann to bed ; then I played 
with Tom till eight, when he, too, went; and I finished my letter and 
unpacked my clothes, which 1 had hitherto found no opportunity for 
doing, and, finally, went to bed myselt 

But this is a very fa vourable specimen of a day's proceedings. 
My task of instruction and surveillance, instead of becoming 

easier as my charges and I got better accustomed to each other, became 
more arduous as their characters unfolde<l. The name of governess, 
I soon found, was a mere mockery as applied to me : my pupils had 
no more notion of obedience than a wild, unbroken colt. The 
habituai f ear of their father's peevish temper, and the dread of the 
punishments he was wont to inflict when irritated, kept them generally 
within bounds in bis immediate presence. The girls, too, had some 
foar of their mother's anger; and the boy might oçcasionally be 
bribed to do as she bid him by the hope of reward ; but I had no 
rewards to offer ; and as for punishments, I was gi ven to understand, 
the parents reserved that privilege to themselves ; and yet they 
expected me to keep my pupils in order. Other children might be 
guided by the fear of anger and the desire of approbation ; but 
neither the one nor the other had any effect upon these. 

Master Tom, not content with refusing to be ruled, must neetls 
set up as a ruler, and manifested a determination to keep, not only 
his sisters, but bis governess in order, by violent manual and pedal 
applications ; and, as he was a tall, strong boy of bis years, this 
occasioned no trifting inconvenience. A few sound boxes on the ear~ 
on such occasions, might have settled the matter easiJy enough: but 
as, in that case, be might make up some story to bis mother, which 
she would be sure to believe, as she had such unshaken faith in bis 
veracity-though I had already discovered it to be by no means 
unimpeachable-1 determined to refrain from striking him, even in 
self-defence ; and, in bis most violent moods, my only resource was 
to throw him on bis back, and hold bis bands and feet till the frenzy 
was somewhat abated. To the difficulty of preventing him from 
doing what he ought not, was added that of forcing him to do what 
be ought. Often be would positively refuse to learn, or to repeat 
bis lessons, or even to look at bis book. Here, again, a good birch 
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rod might have been serviceable ; but, as my powers were so limited, 
1 must make the best use of what I had. 

As there were no settled hours for study and play, I resolved to 
give my pupils a certain task, which, with moderate attention, they 
could perform in a short time; and till this was done, however weary 
1 was, or however perverse they might be, nothing short of parental 
interference should induce me to suffer them to leave the schoolroom, 
even if 1 should sit with my chair against the door to keep them in. 
Patience, Firmness, and Perseverance were my only weapons ;· and 
these I resolved to use to the utmost. I determined always strictly 
to fulfil the threats and promises I made ; and, to that end, I must 
be cautious to threaten and promise nothing that 1 could not perform. 
Then, 1 would carefully refrain from ail useless irritability and indul­
gence of rny own ill-temper: when they behaved tolerably, I would 
be as kind and obliging as it was in my power to be, in order to 
make the widest possible distinction between good and bad conduct ; 
1 would reason with them, too, in the simplest and rnost effective 
manner. \Vhen I reproved them, or refused to gratify their wishes, 
after a glaring fault, it should be more in sorrow than in anger : 
their little hymns and prayers I would rnake plain and clear to their 
understanding; when they said their prayers at night, and asked 
pardon for their offences, I would remind them of the sins of the past 
day, solemnly, but in perfect kindness, to avoid raising a spirit of 
opposition; penitential hymns should be said by the naughty; 
cheerful ones by the comparatively good ; and every kind of instruc­
tion I would convey to them, as much as possible, by enteriaining 
discourse-apparently with no other object than their present amuse­
ment in view. 

By these means I hoped, in time, both to bene.fit the children 
and to gain the approbation of their parents ; and also to con\·ince 
my friends at home that 1 was not so wanting in skill and prudence 
as they supposed. I knew the difficulties I had to contend with were 
great; but I knew (at least I believed) unremitting patience and 
perseverance could overcome them ; and night and moming 1 
implored Divine assistance to this end But either the children 
were so incorrigible, the parents so unreasonable, or myself so mis­
taken in my views, or so unable to carry them out, that my best 
intentions and most strenuous efforts seemed productive of no better 
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result than sport to the children, dissatisfaction to thcir parents, and 
tonnent to myself. 

The task of instruction was as arduous for the body as the mind. 
1 had to run after my pupils to catch them, to carry or drag them to 
the table, and often forcibly to hold them there till the lesson was done. 
Tom 1 frequently put into a corner, seating myself before him in a. 
chair, with a book which contained the little task that must be said 
or read, before he was released, in my h,a.nd. He was not strong 
enough to push both me and the chair away, so be would stand 
twisting bis body and face into the most grotesque and singular con­
tortions-laughable, no cloubt, to an unconcemed spectator, but not 
to me-and uttering loud yells and doleful outcries, intended to 
represent weeping, but wholly without the accompaniment of tears. 
I knew this was done solely for the purpose of annoying me ; and, 
therefore, however I might inwardly tremble with impatience and 
irritation, I manfully strove to suppress all visible signs of molesta­
tion, and affected to sit with cairn indifference, waiting till it should 
please him to cease this pastime, and prepare for a run in the garden, 
by castiDg his eye on the book and reading or repeating the few 
words he was required to say. Sometimes he was determined to do 
his writing badly; and I had to hold bis band to prevent bim from 
purposely"blotting or disfiguring the paper. Frequently 1 tbreatened 
that, if be did not do better, be should have another line : then he 
would stubbomly refuse to writ~ this line; and I, to save my word, 
had finally to resort to the expedient of holding bis fingers upon the 
pen, and forcibly drawing bis band up and down, till, in spite of bis 
resistance, the line was in some sort completed. 

Y et Tom was by no means the most unmanageable of my pupils : 
sometimes, to my ~eat joy, be would have the sense to see that bis • 
wisest policy was to finish bis tasks, and go out and amuse bimself 
till 1 and his sisters came to join bim ; which frequently was not at 
all, for :Mary Ann seldom followed bis example in this parti~ular : 
she apparently preferred rolling on the ftoor to any other amusement : 
down she would drop like a leaden weight; and when I, witb great 
difficulty, had succeeded in rooting ber thence, 1 bad still to bold ber 
up with one arm, while with the other I held the book from wbich 
she was to read or spell ber lesson. As the dead weight of the big 
girl of six became too heavy for one arm to bear, 1 transferred it to 
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the other; or, if both were weary of the burden, 1 carried her into 
a corner, and told ber she might corne out when she should find the 
use of her feet, and stand up : but she generally preferred lying there 
like a log till dinner or tea-time, when, as 1 could · not deprive ber of 
ber meals, she must be liberated, and would corne crawling out with 
a grin of triumph on her round, red face. Often she would stubbomly 
refuse to pronounce some particular wol'd in ber lesson ; and now 1 
regret the lost labour 1 have had in striving to conquer her obstinacy. 
If 1 had passed it over as a matter of no consequence, it would have 
been better for both parties, than vainly striving to overcome it as 1 
did ; but 1 thought it my absolute duty to crush this vicions tendency 
in the bud: and so it was, if I could have done it; and, had my 
powers been less limited, 1 might have enforced obedience ; but, as 
it was, it was a trial of strength between her and me, in which she 
generally came off victorious ; and every victory served to encourage 
and strengthen her for a future contest. In vain 1 argued, coaxed, 
entreated, threatened, scolded ; in vain 1 kept her in from play, or, 
if obliged to take ber out, refused to play with ber, or to speak kindly, 
or have anything to do with ber; in vain 1 tried to set before ber 
the advantages of doing as she was bid, and being loved, and kindly 
treated in consequence, and the disadvantages of persisting in her 
absurd perversity. Sometimes, when she wouJd ask me to do some­
thing for her, 1 would answer,-" Yes, 1 will, Mary Ann, if you will 
only say that word. Come! you'd better say it at once, and have 
no more trouble aboutit." 

"No." 
" Th en, of course, 1 can do nothing for you." 
With me., at her age, or under, neglect and disgrace were the 

most dreadful of punishments ; but on ber they made no impression. 
Sometimes, exasperated to the utmost pitch, I would shake her 
violently by the shoulder, or pull her long hair, or put ber in the 
corner ; for which she punished me with loud, shrill, piercing screams, 
that went through my head like a knife. She knew I hated this, and 
wben she had shrieked ber utmost, would look into my face with. an 
air of vindictive satisfaction, exclaiming,-" Now, then ! tliat's for 
you ! " and then shriek again and again, till I was forced to stop my 
ears. Often these dreadful cries would bring Mrs. Bloomfield up to 
inquire what was the matter ? 
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" Mary Ann is a naughty girl, ma'am." 
"But what are these shocking screams?" 
" She is screaming in a passion." 
" 1 never beard such a dreadful noise ! You might be killing 

ber. Why is she not out with ber brother ? " 
"I cannot get ber to finish ber lessons." 
" But Mary Ann must be a gooà girl, and finish ber lessons." 

This was blandly spoken to the child. "And 1 hope 1 shall lln!n­

hear such terrible cries again ! " 
And fixing ber cold, stony eyes upon me with a look that could 

not be mistaken, she would shut the door, and walk away. Some­
times I would try to take the little obstinate creature by surprise, 
and casually ask ber the word while she was tbinking of something 
else ; frequently sbe would begin to say it, and then su<ldenly check 
herself, with a provoking look tbat seemed to say, " Ah ! I'm too 
sharp for you; you shan't trick it out of me, either." 

On another occasion, 1 pretended to forget the wbole affair ; and 
talked and played with ber as usual, till night, when I put ber to 
bed; then bending over ber, while she lay all smiles and good 
humour, just before departing, 1 said, as cheerfully and kindly as 
before-" Now, Mary Ann, just tell me that worrl before ·1 kiss 
you good-night ~ you ~e a good girl now, and, of course, you will 
say it" 

" No 1 won't" 
' "Then 1 can't kiss you." 

" W ell, 1 don't care." 
ln vain 1 expressed my sorrow; in vain 1 lingered for some 

symptom of contrition ; she really " didn't care," and 1 left ber alone, 
and in darkness, wondering most of all at this last proof of insensate 
stubbomness. In my childhood 1 could not imagine a more afflictive 
punishment, than for my mother to refuse to kiss me at night : the 
very idea was terrible. More than the idea 1 never felt, for, happily, 
1 never committed a fault that was deemed worthy of such a penalty; 
but once 1 remember, for some transgression of my sister's, our 
mother thought proper to inftict it upon her : what slie felt, I cannot 
tell ; but my sympathetic tears and suffering for ber sake, I shall not 
soon forget. 

Another troublesome trait in Mary Ann was ber incorrigible pro-
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pensity to keep running into the nursery, to play with ber little 
sisters and the nurse. This was natural enough, but, as it was 
against ber mother's express desire, 1, of course, forbade ber to do so, 
and did my utmost to keep ber with me; but that only increased ber 
relish for the nursery, and the more I strove to keep her out of it, the 
oftener she went, and the longer she stayed : to the great dissatisfac­
tion of Mrs. Bloomfield, who, I well knew, would impute all the 
blame of the matter to me. Another of my trials was the dressing 
in the morning : at one time · she would not be washed ; at another 
she would not be dressed, unless she might wear some particular 
frock, that I knew her mother would not like her to have; at another 
she would scream and run away if I attempted to touch ber hair. 
So that, frequently, when, after much trouble and toil, I had, at 
length, succeeded in bringing her down, the breakfast was nearly half 
over; and black looks from "mamma," and testy observations from 
" papa," spoken at me, if not to me, were sure to be my meed : for 
few things initated the latter so muchas want of punctuality at meal­
times. Then, among the minor annoyances, was my inability to 
satisfy Mrs. Bloomfield with ber daughter's dress ; and the child's 
hair "was never fit to be seen." Sometimes, as a powerful reproach 
to me, she would perform the office of tire-woman herself, and then 
complain bitterly of the trouble it gave her. 

When little Fanny came into the schoolroom, I hoped she would 
be mild and inoffensive, at least ; but a f ew days, if not a few hours, 
sufficed to destroy the illusion : I found ber a mischievous, intractable 
little creature, given up to falsehood and deception, young as she 
was, and alarmingly fond of exercising ber two fayourite weapons of 
offence and defence : that of spitting in the faces of those who 
incurred ber displeasure, and bellowing like a bull when ber un­
reasonable desires were not gratified. As she, generally, was pretty 
quiet in ber parents' presence, and they were impressed with the 
notion of ber being a remarkably gentle child, ber falsehoods were 
readily believed, and ber loud uproars led them to suspect harsh and 
injudicious treatment on my part ; and when, at length, ber bad dis­
position became manifest even to their prejudiced eyes, I felt that the 
whole was attributed to me. 

" What a naughty girl Fanny is getting l " Mrs. Bloomfield would 
say to her spouse. "Don't you observe, my dear, how she is altered 
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since she entered the schoolroom ? She will soon be as bad as the 
other two; and, 1 am sorry to sa.y, they have quite deteriorated 
of Iate." 

" Vou may sa.y that," was the answer. " I've been thinking that 
same myselt: 1 thought when we got them a govemess they'd 
improve; but, instead of that, they get worse and worse: 1 don't 
know how it is with their lea.rning ; but their habits, 1 know, make 
no sort of improvement ; they get rougher, and dirtier, and more un­
seemly, every day." 

1 knew this was ail pointed at me ; and these, and ail similar 
inuendoes, aft'ected me far more deeply than any open accusations 
would have done; for against the latter 1 should have been roused 
to speak in my own defence : now 1 judged it my wisest plan to 
subdue every resentful impulse, suppress every sensitive shrinking> 
and go on perseveringly, doing my best; for, irksome as my situation 
was, 1 eamestly wished to retain it. 1 thought, if 1 could struggle on 
with unremitting firmness and integrity, the children would in time 
become more humanized : every month would contribute to make 
them some little wiser, and, consequently, more manageable ; for a. 
child of nine or ten as frantic and ungovemable as these at six and 
seven would be a maniac. 

1 ftattered myself 1 was benefiting my parents and sister by my 
continuance here ; for small as the salary was, 1 still was eaming 
something, and with strict economy 1 could easily manage to ha\'e 
something to spare for .thcm, if they would favour me by taking it 
Then it was by my own will that 1 had got the place : I had brought 
ail this tribulation on myself, and 1 was determined to bear it; nay, 
more than that, 1 did not even regret the step 1 had taken. 1 longed 
to show my friends that, even now, I was competent to undertake 
the charge, and able to acquit myself honourably to the end ; and 
if ever 1 felt it degrading to submit so quietly, or intolerable to 
toil so constantly, I would tum towards my home, and say within 
myself-

They may crw;h, but thcy shall not subdue me l 
'Tis of thee that I think, not of them. 

About Christmas 1 was allowed to visit home ; but my holiday 
was only of a fortnight's duration : "For," said Mrs. Bloomfield, " I 
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thought, as you had seen your friends so late1y, you would not care 
for a longer stay." 1 left ber to think so still: but she little knew 
how long, how wearisome those fourteen weeks of absence had been 
to me ; how intensely 1 had longed for my holidays, how greatly 1 
was disappointed at their curtailment. Yet she was not to blame in 
this; I had never told her my feelings, and she could not be expected 
to divine them ; 1 had not been with ber a full term, and she was 
j ustified in not allowing me a full vacation. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE GRANDMAMMA. 

I SPARE my readers the account of my delight on coming home, my 
happiness while there-enjoying a brief space of rest and liberty in 
that dear, familiar place, among the loving and the loved-and my 
sorrow on being obliged to bid them, once more, a long adieu. 

. 1 retumed, however, with unabated vigour to my work-a more 
arduous task than any one can imagine, who bas not felt something 
like the misery of being charged with the care and direction of a set 
of mischievous, turbulent rebels, whom his utmost exertions cannot 
bind to their duty ; while, at the same time, he is responsible for 
their conduct to a higher power, who exacts Crom him what cannot 
be achieved witbout the aid of the superior's more potent authority: 
which, either from indolence, or the fear of becoming unpopular with 
the said rebellions gang, the latter refuses to give. 1 can conceive 
few situations more harassing than tbat wherein, however you may 
long for success, however you may labour to fulfil your duty, your 
efforts are baffted and set at nought by those beneath you, and unjustly 
censured and misjudged by those above. · 

1 have not enumerated half the vexatious propensities of my 
pupils, or half the troubles resulting from my heavy responsibilities, 
for fear of trespassing too much upon the reader's patience ; as, 
perhaps, 1 have already done; but my design in writing the few last 
pages was not to amuse, but to benefit those whom it might concem: 
he that has no interest in such matters will doubtless have skipped 
them over with a cursory glance, and, perhaps, a malediction against 
the prolixity of the writer ; but if a parent bas, therefrom, gathered 
any useful hint, or an unfortunate govemess received thereby the 
slightest benefit, 1 am well rewarded for my pains. 
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To avoid trouble and confusion, 1 have taken my pupils one by 
one, and discussed their various qnalities ; but this can give no 
adequate idea of being worried by the whole three together; when, 
as was often the case, all were determined to "be naughty, and to 
tease Miss Grey, and put ber in a passion." 

Sometimes, on such occasions, the thought bas suddenly occurr~ 
to me-" If tlzey could see me now ! " meaning, of course, my friends 
at home ; and the idea of how they would pity me bas made me pity 
myself-so greatly that 1 have had the utmost clifficulty to restrain 
my tears: but 1 have restrained them, till my little tormento~s were 
gone to dessert, or cleared off to bed (my only prospects of deliver­
ance ), and then, in ail the bliss of solitude, 1 have given myself 
up to the luxury of an unrestricted burst of weeping. But this was 
a weakness 1 dld not often indulge : my employments were too 
numerous, my leisure moments too precious, to admit of much time 
being given to fruitless lamentations. 

1 particularly remember one wild, snowy aftemoon, soon after my 
return in J anuary : the children had all corne up from dinner, loudly 
declaring that they meant " to be naughty ; " and they had well kept 
their resolution, though 1 had talked myself hoarse, and wearied 
every muscle in my throat, in the vain attempt to reason them out of 
it 1 had got Tom pinned up in a corner, whence, 1 told him, be 
should not escape till he had done bis appointed task. Meantime, 
Fanny had possessed herself of my work-bag, and was rifling its con­
tents-and spitting into it besides. I told ber tolet it alone, but to 
no purpose, of course. " Bum it, Fanny ! ,, cried Tom : and this 
command she hastened to obey. 1 sprang to snatch it from the 
fire, and Tom darted to the door. " Mary Ann, throw her desk out 
of the window ! " cried he : and my precious desk, containing my 
letters and papers, my small amount of cash, and all my valuables, 
was about to be precipitated from the three-story window. 1 ftew to 
rescue it Meanwhile Tom had left the room, and was rushing down 
the stairs, followed by Fanny. Having secured my desk, I ran to 
catch them, and Mary Ann came scampering after. AU three escaped 
me, and ran out of the bouse into the garden, where they plunged 
about in the snow, shouting and screaming in exultant glee. 

What must 1 do ? If 1 followed them, I should probably be 
unable to capture one, and only drive them farther away; if I did not, 
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how was 1 to get them in ? and what would their parents think of me, 
if they saw or heard the children rioting, hatless, bonnetless, glove­
less, and bootless, in the deep, soft snow? While 1 stood in this 
perplexity, just without the door, trying, by grim looks and angry 
words, to awe them into subjection, 1 heard a voice behind me, in 
harshly piercing tones, exclaiming,-

" Miss Grey! Is it possible! What, in the devil's name, can 
you be thinking about?" 

" 1 can't get them in, sir," said I, tuming round, and beholding 
Mr. Bloomfield, with bis hair on end, and his pale blue eyes bolting 
from their sockets. 

" But 1 INSIS1' upon their being got in ! " cried hc, approaching 
nearer, and looking perfectly ferocious. 

" Then, sir, you must call them yourself, if you please, for they 
won't listen to me," 1 replied, stepping back. 

" Come in with you, you filthy brats ; or 1'11 horsewhip you every 
one ! " roared be ; and the children instantly obeyed " There, you 
see ! they corne at the first word ! " 

" Y es, when you speak." 
"And it's very strange, that when you've the care of 'em, you've 

no better control over 'em than that !-Now, there they are-gone 
up-stairs with their nasty snowy feet 1 Do go after 'em and see them 
made decent, for heaven's sa.kt: ! " 

That gentleman's mother was then staying in the bouse ; and, 
as I ascended the stairs and passed the drawing-room door, 1 had 
the satisfaction of hearing the old lady declaiming aloud to ber 
daughter-in-law to this effect (for 1 could only distinguish the most 
emphatic words)-

" Gracious heavens !--never in all my life-!-get their 
death as sure as-- ! Do you think, my dear, she's a prQjJer person 1 
Take my word for it-'' 

1 heard no more ; but that sufficed. 
The senior Mrs. Bloomfield had been very attentive and civil to 

me; and till now 1 had thought ber a nice, kind-hearted, chatty old 
body. She would often corne to me and talle in a confidential 
strain; nodding and shaking her head, and gesticulating with bands 
and eyes, as a certain class of old ladies are wont to do : though 1 
never knew one that carried the peculiarity to so great an extent. 
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She would even sympathize with me for the trouble 1 had with the 
children, and express at times, by half sentences, intcrspersed with 
nods and knowing winks, her sense of the injudicious conduct of 
their mamma in so restricting my power, and neglecting to support 
me with ber authority. Su ch a mode of testif ying disapprobation 
was not much to my taste; and I generally refused to take it in, 
or understand anything more than was openly spoken : at least, I 
never went farther than an implied acknowledgment that, if matters 
\\·ere otherwise ordered, my task would be a less difficult one, and 1 
sho1ild be better able to guide and instruct my charge ; but now I 
must be dou}?ly cautious. Hitherto, though 1 saw the old lady had 
ber defects (of which one was a proneness to proclaim ber perfec­
tions), 1 had always been wishful to excuse them, and to give her 
credit for all the wtues she professed, and even imagine others yet 
untold. Kindness, which had been the food of my life through so 
many years, had lately been so entirely denied me, that I welcomed 
withgrateful joy the slightest semblance of it Nowonder, then, that 
my heart warmed to the old lady, and always gladdened at ber 
approach and regretted her departure. 

But now, the few words luckily or unluckily heard in passing had 
wholly revolutionized my ideas respecting ber : now I looked upon 
ber as hypocritical and insincere, a fiatterer, and a spy upon my words 
and deeds. Doubtless it would have been my interest still to meet 
ber with the same cheerful smile and tone of respectful cordiality as 
before; but I could not, if I would: my manner altered with my 
feelings, and became so cold and shy t~at she could not fa il to notice 
it. She soon did notice it, and Jur manner altered too : the familiar 
nod was changed to a stitf bow, the gracious smile gave place to a 
glare of Gorgon ferocity; her vivacious loquacity was entirely trans­
ferred from me to " the darling boy and girls,11 whom she ftattered 
and indulged more absurdly than ever their mother had done. 

I confess I was somewhat trou bled at this change : I f eared the 
consequences of ber displeasure, and even made some efforts to· 
recover the ground 1 had lost-and with better apparent success than 
1 could have anticipated. At one time, I, merely in common 
civility, asked after her cough ; immediately ber long visage relaxed 
into a smile, and she favoured me with a particular history of that 
and her other infirmities, followed by an account of her pious resig-
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nation, delivered in the usual emphatic, declamatory style, which no 
writing can portray. 

"But there's one remedy for all, my dear, and that's resignation " 
(a toss of the head), "resignation to the will of heaven ! " (an up­
lifting of the bands and eyes). '' It bas always supported me through 
all my trials, and always will do'' (a succession of nods). "But 
then, it isn't everybody that can say that '' (a shake of the head); 
" but I'm one of the pious ones, Miss Grey 1 " (a very significant 
nod and toss). "And, thank heaven, 1 always was" (another nod), 
"and 1 glory in it ! " (an emphatic clasping of the bands and shaking 
of the head). And with several texts of Scripture, misquoted or 
misapplied, and religious exclamations so redolent of the ludicrous 
in the style of delivery and manner of bringing in, if not in the 
expressions themselves, that I decline repeating them, she withdrew; 
tossing her large head in high good-humour-with herself at least­
and left me hoping that, after all, she was rather weak than wicked. 

At her next visit to Wellwood House, 1 went so far as to say I 
was glad to see her looking so welL The effect of this was magical : 
the words, intended as a mark of civility, were received as a flattering 
compliment ; her countenance brightened up, and from that moment 
she became as gracious and benign as heart could wish-in outward 
semblance at least. From what I now saw of ber, and what I heard 
Crom the children, I knew that, in order to gain her cordial friendship, 
I had but to utter a word of ftattery at each convenient opportunity: 
but this was against my principles ; and for lack of this, the capricious 
old dame soon deprived me ~f ber Cavour again, and 1 believe did 
me much secret injury. 

She could not greatly influence her daughter-in-law against me, 
because, between that lady and herself, there was a mutual dislike­
chiefiy shown by ber in secret detractions and calumniations ; by 
the other, in an excess of frigid formality in her demeanour ; and no 
fawning flattery of the elder could thaw away the wall of ice which 
the younger interposed betwecn them. But with ber son, the old 
lady had .better success: be would listen to all she had to say, 
provided she could soothe bis fretful temper, and refrain from irri­
tating him by ber own asperities; and 1 have reason to believe that 
she considerably strengthened bis prejudice against me. She would 
tell him that 1 shamefully neglected the children, and e\·en ~ wife 
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did not attend to them as sbe ought ; and that be must look after 
them himself, or they would all &o to ruin. 

Thus urged, be would frequently give himself the trouble of 
watching them from the windows during their play ; at times, be 
would follow them through the grounds, and too often came sud­
denly upon them while they were dabbling in the forbidden well, 
talking to the coachman in the stables, or revelling in the filth 
of the farm-yard-and I, meanwhile, wearily standing by, having 
previously exhausted my energy in vain attempts to get them away. 
Often, too, he would unexpectedly pop bis head into the schoolroom 
white the young people were at meals, and find them spilling their 
milk over the table and themselves, plunging their fingers into their 
own or each other's mugs, or quarrelling over their victuals like a 
set of tiger's cubs. If 1 were quiet at the moment, I was conniving 
at their disorderly conduct; if (as was frequently the case) I bap­
pened to be exalting my voice to enforce order, I was using undue 
violence, and setting the girls a bad example by such ungentleness of 
tone and language. 

I remember one aftemoon in spring when, owing to the rain, they 
could not go out; but, by some amazing good fortune, they had all 
finished their lessons, and yet abstained from running down to tease 
their parents-a trick that annoyed me greatly, but which, on rainy 
days, I seldom could prevent their doing; because, below, they found 
novelty and amusement-especially when visitors were in the bouse; 
and their mother, though she bid me· keep them in the schoolroom, 
would never chide them for leaving it, or trouble herself to send them 
back. But this day they appeared satisfied with their present abode, 
and what is more wonderful still, seemed disposed to play together 
without depending on me for amusement, and without quarrelling with 
e:ich other. Their occupation was a somewhat puzzling one : they 
were all squatted together on the floor by the window, over a heap of 
broken toys and a quantity of bir<ls' eggs-or rather egg-shells, for 
the contents had luckily been abstracted. These shells they had 
broken up and were pounding into small fragments, to what end 1 
could not imagine ; but so long as they were quiet and not in positive 
mischief, I did not care; and, with a feeling of unusual repose, 1 sat 
by the fire, putting the finishing stitches to a froc:k for Mary Ann's 
doll ; intending, when that was done, to begin a letter to my mother. 
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Suddenly the door opened, and the dingy head of Mr. Bloomfield 
looked in. 

"Ail very quiet here l What are you doing?" said he. " No 
hann to-day, at least," thought I. But he was of a different opinion.. 
Advancing to the window, and seeing the children's occupations, be 
testily exclaimed-" \Vh:it in the world are you about ? " · 

"\Ve're grinding egg-shells, papa!,, cried Tom. 
" How dare you make such a mess, you little devils ? Don't you 

s.ee what confounded work you're making of the carpet?" (the carpet 
was a plain brown drugget). "Miss Grey, did you know what they 
were doing ? " 

" Y es, sir." 
" You lmew it?" 
"Yes." 
'' You knew it ! and you actually sat there and permitted them to 

go on without a word of reproof ! " 
"1 didn't think they were doing any harm." 
" Any harm 1 Why, look there ! Just look at th~t carpet, and 

see-was there ever anything like it in a Christian bouse before? 
No wonder your room is not fit for a pigsty-no wonder your pu pils 
are worse than a litter of pigs 1-no wonder-oh 1 1 declare, it puts 
me quite past my patience ! " and he departed, shutting the door after 
him with a bang that made the children laugh. 

" It puts me quite past my patience too ! " multered 1, getting up ; 
and, seizing the poker, I dashed it repeatedly into the cinders, and 
stirred them up with unwonted energy ; thus easing my irritation, 
under pretence of mending the fire. 

After this, Mr. Bloomfield was continually looking in to see if the 
schoolroom was in order ; and, as the children were continually 
littering the ftoor with fragments of toys, sticks, stones, stubble, 
leaves, and other rubbish, which I could not prevent their bringing, 
or oblige them to gather up, and which the servants refused to "clean 
after them," I had to spend a considerable portion of my valuable 
leisure moments on my kliees upon the floor, in painsfully reducing 
things to order. Once I told them that they should not taste their 
supper till they had picked up everything from the carpet ; Fanny 
might have bers when she had taken up a certain quantity, Mary Ann 
when she had gathered twice as mauy, and Tom was to clear away 
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the rest. 'Vonderful to state, the girls did their part; but Tom was 
in such a fury that he fiew upon the table, scattered the bread and 
milk about the door, struck bis sisters, kicked the coals out of the 
coal-pan, attempted to overthrow the table and chairs, and seemed 
inclined to make a Douglas-larder of the whole contents of the room : 
but 1 seized upon him, and, sending Mary Ann to call ber ma.mma., 
held him, in spite of kicks, blows, yells, and execrations, till Mrs. 
Bloomfield made her appearance. 

" What is the matter with my boy ? " sa.id she. 
And when the ma.tter was explained to ber, all she did was to 

send for the nursery-ma.id to put the room in order, and bring Master 
Bloomfield his supper. 

" There now," criecl Tom, triumphantly, looking up from his 
viands with his mouth almost too full for speech. "There now, Miss 
Grey! you see 1 have got my supper in spite of you: and 1 haven't 
picked up a single thing ! " 

The only person in the bouse who had any rea.1 sympathy for me 
was the nurse ; for she ha.d suffered like afflictions, though in a 
smaller degree ; as she had not the task of teaching, nor was she so 
responsible for the conduct of ber charge. 

" Oh, Miss Grey ! " she would say, " you have some trouble with 
them childer ! " 

" 1 have indeed, Betty ; and 1 daresay you know what it is." 
"Ay, I do so ! But 1 don't vex myself o'er 'em as you do. And 

then, you see, 1 hit 'em a slap sometimes: and them little 'uns-1 
gives 'em a good whipping now and then: there's nothing else will 
do for 'em, as what they say. Howsoever, l've lost my place for it." 

"Have you, Betty? 1 heard you were going to leave." 
"Eh, bless you, yes ! Missis gave me waming a three wik sin'. 

She told me afore Christmas how it mud be, if 1 bit 'em again ; but 1 
couldn't holcl my band off 'em at nothing. 1 know not how you c!o, 
for Miss Mary Ann's worse by the ha1f nor ber sisters l " 

Digitized. by Go g Origiflill frorn 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



AGNES GREY. 

CHAPTER V. 

THE UNCLE. 

BESJDES the old lady, there was-another relative of the family, whose 
visits were a great annoyance to me-this was "Uncle Robson," 
Mrs. Bloomfield's brother; a tall, self-sufficient fellow, with dark haïr 
and sallow complexion like bis sister, a nose that seemed to disdain 
the earth, and little grey eyes, frequently half-closed, with a mixture 
of real stupidity and affected contempt of all surrounding objects. 
He was a thick-set, strongly-built man, but he bad found some means 
of compressing his waist into a remarkably small compass ; and that, 
together witb the unnatural stiffness of his form, showed that the 
lofty-minded, manly !\-Ir. Robson, the scomer of the female sex, was 
not above the foppery of stays. He seldom deigned to notice me ; 
and, when be did, it was with a certain supercilious insolence of tone 
and manner that convinced me he was no gentleman: though it was 
intendep to have a contrary etfect. But it was not for that I rlisliked 
bis coming, so much as for the harm he did the children-encouraging 
ail their evil propensities, and undoing, in a f ew minutes, the little 
good it had taken me montbs of labour to achieve. 

Fanny and little Harriet he seldom condescended to notice; but 
Mary Ann was something of a favourite. He was continually encou­
raging ber tendency to affectation (which I had done my utmost to 
crush), talking about ber pretty face, and filling her head with all 
manner of conceited notions concerning ber personal appearance 
(which I had instructed her to regard as dust in the balance com­
pared with the cultivation of her mind and manners); and 1 never 
saw a child so susceptible of flattery as she was. Whatever was 
wrong, in either ber or ber brother, be would encourage by Jaughing 
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at, if not by actually praising : people little know the injury they do 
to children by laughing at their faults, and making a pleasant jest of 
what their true friends have endeavoured to teach them to hold in 
grave abhorrence. 

Though not a positive drunkard, Mr. Robson habitually swallowed 
great quantities of wine, and took with relish an occasional glass of 
brandy and water. He taught bis nephew to imitate him in this to 
the utmost of bis ability, and to believe that the more wine and 
spirits he could take, and the better he liked them, the more he 
manifested bis bold and manly spirit, and rose superior to bis sisters. 
Mr. Bloomfielci had not much to say against it, for his favourite 
beverage was gin and water ; of which be took a considerable portion 
every day, by dint of constant sipping-and to that 1 chiefty attributed 
his dingy complexion and waspish temper. 

Mr. Robson likewise encouraged Tom's propensity to persecute 
the lower creation, both by precept and example. As he frequently 
came to course or shoot over bis brother-in-law's grounds, he would 
bring bis favourite dogs with him; and he treated them so brutally 
thal, poor as 1 was, I would have given a sovereign any day to see 
one of them bite him, provided the animal could have clone it with 
impunity. Sometimes, when in a very complacent mood, he would 
go a-birds'-nesting with the children: a thing that irritated and 
annoyed me exceedingly; as, by frequent and persevering attempts, 
I ftattered myself J had partly shown them the evil of this pastime, 
and hoped, intime, to bring them to sorue gencral sense of justice 
and humanity; but ten minutes birds'-nesting with uncle Robson, or 
even a laugh from him at some relation of their former barbarities, 
was sufticient at once to destroy the effect of my whole elaborate 
course of reasoning and persuasion. Happily, however, during that 
spring, they never, but once, got anything but empty nests, or eggs­
being too impatient to leave them till the birds were hatched; that 
once. Tom, who had been with bis uncle into the neighbouring planta­
tion, came running in high glee into the garden, with a brood of little 
callow nestlings in bis bands. Mary Ann and Fanny, whom I was 
just bringing out, ran to admire bis spoils, and to beg each a bird for 
themselves. "No; not one!" cried Tom. '' They're all mine: uncle 
Robson gave them to me--one, two, three, four, five-you sban't 
touch one of them t no, not one, for your lives!" continued be, 
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exultingly; laying the nest on the ground, and standing over it with 
his legs \\ide apart, bis bands thrust into bis breeches-pockets, bis 
body bent forward, and bis face twisted into ail manner of contortions 
in the ecstasy of bis delight. 

"But you shall see me fettle 'em off. My word, but 1 will 
wallop 'em ! See if 1 don't now. By gum ! but there's rare sport 
for me in that nest." 

"But, Tom," said I, " 1 shall not allow you to torture those 
birds. They must either be killed at once or carried back to the 
place you took them from, that the old birds may continue to feed 
them." 

" But you don't know where that is, Madam : it's only me and 
uncle Robson that knows that." 

"But if you don't tell me, 1 shall kill them myself.-much as I 
hate it." 

" You daren't. Y ou daren't touch them for your life 1 because 
you know papa and mamma, and uncle Robson, would be angry. 
Ha, ha! l've caught you there, Miss!" 

" 1 shall do what 1 think right in a case of this sort without con­
sulting any one. If your papa and mamma don't happen to approve 
of it, 1 shall be sorry to offend them; but your uncle Robson'$ 
opinions, of course, are nothing to me." 

So saying-urged by a sense of duty-at the risk of both making 
myself sick and incurring the wrath of my' employers-1 got a large 
fiat stone, that had been reared up for a mouse-trap by the gardener; 
then, having once more vainly endeavoured to persuade the little 
tyrant to let the birds be carried back, 1 asked what he intended to 
do with them~ With fiendish glee he commenced a list of torments; 
and while he was busied in the relation, 1 dropped the stone upon 
his intended victims and crushed them fiat beneath it. Loud were the 
outcries, terrible the execrations, consequent upon this daring outrage; 
uncle Robson had been coming up the walk with his gun, and was 
just then pausing to kick his dog. Tom flew towards him, vowing 
be would make him kick me instead of Juno. . Mr. Robson leant 
upon bis gun, and laughed excessively at the violence of bis nephew's. 
passion, and the bitter maledictions and opprobrious epithets h~ 
heaped upon me. " W ell, you are a good 'un ! " exclaimed be, at 
length, taking up his weapon and proceeding towards the housc. 
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" Damme, but the lad has some spunk in him, too. Curse me, if 
ever 1 saw a nobler littel scoundrel than that. He's beyond petticoat 
govemment already: by God ! he defies mother, granny, govemess, 
and all ! Ha, ha, ha! Never mind, Tom, I'll get you another brood 
to-morrow." 

" If you do, Mr. Robson, 1 shall kill them too," said 1. 
" Humph ! " replied be, and baving bonoured me with a broad 

stare-whicb, contrary to bis expectations, I sustained without Binching 
-he tumed a\Vay with an air of supreme contempt, and stalked into 
the bouse. Tom next went to tell bis mamma. It was not ber way 
to say mucb on any subject ; but, wben she next saw me, ber aspect 
and demeanour were doubly dark and chill. After some casual 
<emark about the weather, she observed-" 1 am sorry, Miss Grey, 
you should think it necessary to interfere with Master Bloomfield's 
amusements ; be was very much distressed about your destroying the 
birds." . 

"\Vhen Master Bloomfield's amusements consist in injuring 
sentient creatures," 1 answered, "I think it my duty to interfere." 

"You seemed to have forgotten," said she, calmly, "that the 
creatures were ail created for our convenience." 

I thought that doctrine admitted some doubt, but merely replied 
-" If they were, we have no right to torment them for our amuse­
ment" 

" I think," said she, " a child's amusement is scarcely to be 
·weighed against the welfare of a soulless brute:" 

" But, for the child's own sake, it ought not to be encouraged to 
have such amusements," answered I, as meekly as I could, to make 
up for such unusual pertinacity. "' Blessed are the merciful, for they 
shall obtain mercy.',, 

"Oh! of course; but that refers to our conduct towards each 
Qther." 

"'The merciful man shows mercy to bis beast,'" 1 ventured 
t-0 add-

" I think you have not shown much mercy," replied she, with a 
short, bitter laugh ; " killing the poor birds by wbolesale in that 
shocking manner, and putting the dear boy to sucb misery for a 
mere wbim." 

l judged it prudent to say no more. This was the nearest approach 
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to a quarrel I ever had with Mrs. Bloomfield ; as well as the greatest 
number of words I ever exchanged with her at one time, since the 

· day of my first arrivai. 
~ut Mr. Robson and old Mrs. Bloomfield were not the only 

guests whose coming to Wellwood House annoyed me; every visitor 
disturbed me more or less ; not so much because they neglected me 
(though I did feel their conduct strange and llisagreeable in that 
respect), as because 1 found it impossible to keep my pup~ls away 
from them, as 1 was repeatedly desired to do: Tom must talk to 
them, and Mary Ann must be noticed by them. N either the one nor 
the other knew what it was to feel any degree of shamefacedness, or 
even common modesty. They would indecently and clamorously 
interrupt the conversation of their elders, tease them with the most 
impertinent questions, roughly collar the gentlemen, climb their knees 
uninvited, hang about their shoulders or rifle their pockets, pull the 
ladies' gowns, disorder their haïr, tumble their collars, and importu-
nately beg for their trinkets. • 

Mrs. Bloomfield had the sense to be shocked and annoyed at all 
this, but she h~d not sense to prevent it : she expected me to prevent 
it. But how could 1-when the guests, with their fine clothes and 
new faces, continuaJly flattered and indulged them, out of complaisance 
to their parents-how c.ould I, with my homely garments, every-day 
face, and honest words, draw them away? 1 strained every nerve to 
do so : by striving to amuse them, 1 endeavoured to attract them to 
my side ; by the exertion of such authority as 1 possessed, and by 
such severity as I dared to use, I tried to deter them from tormenting 
the guests ; and by reproaching their unmannerly conduct, to make 
them ashamed to repeat it. But they knew no shame ; they scomed 
authority which had no terrors to back it; and as for kindness and 
affection, either they had no hearts, or such as they ha<l were so 
strongly guarded, and so well concealed, that 1, with all my efforts, 
had not yet discovered how to reach them. 

But soon my trials in this quarter came to a dose-sooner than 1 
either expected or desired ; for one sweet evening towards the close 
of May, as 1 was rejoicing in the near approach of the holidays, and 
congra.tulating myself upon having made some progress with my pupils 
(as far as their learning went, at least, for 1 had instilled somdhing 
into their heads, and I had, at length, brought them to be a little-:i. 
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very little--more rational about getting their tessons done in time to 
leave some space for recreation, instead of tonnenting themselves 
and me ail day .long to no purpose), Mrs. Bloomfield sent for me, 
and calmir. told me that after Midsummer my services would be no 
longer required. She assured me that my character and general 
conduct were unexceptionable ; but the children had made so little 
improvement since my arrivai, that Mr. Bloomfield and she felt it 
their duty to seek some other mode of instruction. Though superior 
to most children of their years in abilities, they were decidedly behind 
them in att.ainments : their manners were uncultivated, and their 
tempers unruly. And this she attributed to a want of sufficient 
firmness, and diligent, persevering care on my part. 

U nshaken firmness, devoted diligence, unwearied perseverance, 
unceasing care, were the very qualifications on which 1 had secretly 
prided myself; and by which 1 had hoped in time to overcome all 
difficulties, and obtain success at last. 1 wished to say something in 
my own justification ; but in attempting to speak, I felt my voice 
falter; and rather than testify any emotion, or suff er the tears to 
overfiow that were already gathering in my eyes, 1 chose to keep 
silence, and bear all like a self-convicted culprit. 

Thus was 1 dismissed, and thus I sought my home. Alas ! what 
would they think of me ? unable, after all my boasting, to keep my 
place, even for a single year, as governess to three small children, 
whose mother was asserted by my own aunt to be a " very nice 
,,·oman." Having been thus weighed in the balance and found 
wanting, 1 need not hope they would be willing to try me again. 
And this was an unwelcome thought; for vexed, harassed, disappointed 
as I had been, and greatly as I had learned to love and value my 
home, I was not yet weary of adventure, nor willing to relax my 
efforts. I knew that ail parents were not like Mr. and 1'-frs. Bloom­
field, and 1 was certain ail children were not like theirs. The next 
family must be different, and any change must be for the better. 1 
had been seasoned by adversity, and tutored by experience, and 1 
longed to redeem my lost honour in the eyes of those whose opiniou 
was more than that of all the wor Id to me. · 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE PARSONAGE AGAIN. 

FoR a few months 1 rcmained peaceably at home, in the quiet enjoy­
ment of liberty and rest, and genuine friendship, from ail of which I 
had fasted so long ; and in the earnest prosecution of my studies, to 
recover what 1 had lost during my stay at \Velhvood House, and to 
lay in new stores for future use. My father's health was still very 
infirm, but not materially worse than when 1 last saw him ; and 1 was 
glad I had it in my power to cheer him by my return, and to amuse 
him with singing his fa vourite songs. 

No one triumphed over my failure, or said 1 bad better have 
taken his or her advice, and quietly stayed at home. Ali were glad 
to have me ba.ck again, and lavished more kindness than ever upon 
me, to make up for the sufferings 1 had undergone; but not one would 
toucha shilling of what I had so cheerfully earned and so carefully 
saved, in the hope of sharing it with them. By dint of pinching here, 
and scraping there, our debts were already nearly paid. l\lary had 
had good success with her drawings ; but our father had insisted upon 
lier likewise keeping all the produce of ber industry to herself. AH 
we could spare Crom the supply of our humble wardrobe and our 
little casual expenses, be directed us to put into the savings'-bank; 
saying, we knew not how soon we might be dependent on that alone 
for support: for he felt he had not long to be with us, and what 
would become of our mother and us when he was gone, God 
only knew ! 

Dear papa 1 if he had troubled himself less about the afflictions 
that threatened us in case of his death, 1 am convinced that dreaded 
event would not have taken place so soon. My mother would never 
suff er him to ponder on the subject if she could help it 
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" Oh, Richard ! " exclaimed she, on one occasion, " if you would 
but dismiss such gloomy subjects from your mind, you would live as 
long as any of us ; at lea.st you would live to see the girls married, 
and yourself a happy grandfather, with a canty old dame for your 
companion;" 

My mother laughed, and so did my father: but his laugh soon 
perished in a dreary sigh. 

" TMy married-poor penniless things ! " said be ; "who will 
take them 1 wonder ! " 

"Why, no body shall that isn't thankful for them. Wasn't I 
penniless when you took me ? and you jJrdmded, at least, to be vastly 
pleased with your acquisition. But it's no matter whether they get 
manied or not : we can devise a thousand honest ways of making a 
livelihood. And I wonder, Richard, you can think of bothering your 
head about our j()Vtrty in case of your death ; as if Illat would be 
anything compared with the calamity of losing you-an affliction that 
you well know would swallow up ail others, and which you ought to 
do your utmost to preserve us from : and there is nothing like a 
cheerful mind for keeping the body in health." 

" 1 know, Alice, it is wrong to keep repining as 1 do, but I cannot 
help it: you must bear with me.'' 

"1 won't bear with you, if 1 can alter you," replied my mother: 
but the harshness of ber words was undone by the earnest affection of 
ber tone and pleasant smile, that made my father smile again, less 
sadly and less transiently than was bis wont. 

" Mamma," said 1, as soon as 1 could find an opportunity of 
speaking with her alone, " my money is but little, and cannot last 
long ; if I could increase it, it would lessen papa's anxiety, on one 
subject at least. 1 cannot draw like Mary, and so the best thing I 
could do would be to look out for another situation." 

" And so you would actually try again, Agnes ? ,, 
" Decidedly, 1 would." 
"Why, my dear, 1 should have thought you had had enough 

of it" 
"1 know," said 1, "everybody is not like Mr. and :Mrs. 

Bloomfield-" 
" Some are worse," interrupted my mother. 
"But not man y, I think/' replied I, "and I'm sure ail children 

• 23 
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are not like theirs; for 1 and Mary were not: we always did as you 
bid us, didn't we ? " 

" Generally : but then, 1 did not spoil you ; and you were not 
perfect angels after ail : Mary had a fund of quiet obstinacy, and you 
were somewhat faulty in regard to temper; but you wère very good 
children on the whole." 

" 1 know I was sulky sometimes, and I should have been glarl to 
see these children sulky sometimes too; for then 1 could have under­
stood them : but they never were, for they could not be offended, nor 
hurt, nor ashamed: they could not be unhappy in any way, except 
when they were in a passion." 

" Weil, if they could not, it was not their fault : you cannot expect 
stone to be as pliable as clay." 

"No, but still it is very unpleasant to live with such unimpressible, 
incomprehensible creatures. Y ou r.annot love them ; and if you 
could, your love would be utterly thrown away : they could neither 
retum it, nor value, nor understand it. But, however, evcn if 1 
should sturnble on such a family again, which is quite unlikely, I haYc 
ail this experience to begin with, and 1 should manage better another 
time; and the end and aim of this preamble is, let me try aga.in." 

"Weil, rny girl, you are not easily discouraged, I see: I am glad 
of that. But, let me tell you, you are a good deal paler and thinner 
than when you first Ieft home ; and we cannot have you undermining 
your health to board up money, either for yourself or others." 

" Mary tells me 1 am changed too ; and I don't much wonder at 
it, for 1 was in a constant state of agitation and anxiety ail day long : 
but next time 1 am determined to take things coolly." 

After some further discussion, my mother promised once more to 
assist me, provided 1 would wait and be patient; and 1 left ber to 
broach the matter to my father, when and how she deemed it most 
advisable : never doubting her ability to obtain bis consent. ~iean­
time, 1 searched, with great interest, the ad\•ertising columns of the 
newspapers, and wrote answers to every "\Vanted a Govemess" that 
appeared at all eligible ; but ail my letters, as well as the replies, when 
1 got any, were dutifully shown to my mother ; and she, to my chagrin, 
made me reject the situations one after another: these were low 
people, these were too exacting in their demands, and these too 
niggardly in their remuneration. 
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"Y our talents are not such as every poor clergyman's daughter 
possesses, Agnes," she would say, '' and you must not throw them 
away. Remember, you promised to be patient : there is no need 
of huny: yo}l have plenty of time before you, and may have many 
chances yet." 

At length, she advised me to put an advertisement, myself, in the 
paper, stating my qualifications, &c. 

"Music, singing, drawing, French, Latin, and German," said she, 
" are no mean assemblage : many will be glad to have so much in one 
instructor ; and this time, you shall try your fortune in a somewhat 
higher family-in that of some genuine, thorough-bred gentleman ; 
for such are far more likely to treat you with proper respect and 
cons!deration than those purse-proud trades-people and arrogant 
upstarts. 1 have known several among the higher ranks who treated 
their govemesses quite as one of the family; though some, I allow, 
are as insolent and exacting as any one else can be : for there are bad 
and good in all classes." 

The advertisement was quickly written and despatched. Of the 
two parties who answered it, but one.would consent to give me fifty 
pounds, the sum my mother bade me name as the salary 1 should 
require ; and here, I hesitated about engaging myself, as 1 feared the 
children would be too old, and their parents would require some one 
more showy, or more experienced, if not more accomplished than I. 
But my mother dissuaded me from declining it on that account : 1 
should do vastly well, she said, if 1 would only throw aside my 
diffidence, and aéquire a little more confidence in myself. I w.as just 
to give a plain, true statement of my acquirements and qualifications, 
and name what stipulations 1 chose to make, and then await the 
result The only stipulation 1 ventured to propose, was that I might 
be allowed two months, holidays during the year to visit my friends, 
at Midsummer and Christmas. The unknown lady, in her reply, 
made no objection to this, and stated that, as to my acquirements, 
she had no doubt 1 should be able to give satisfaction ; but in the 
engagement of govemesses, she considered those things as but sub­
ordinate points ; as, being situated in the neighbourhood of 0-, 
she could get masters to supply any deficiencies in that respect : but, 
in her opinion, next to unimpeachable morality, a mild and cheerful 
temper and obliging disposition were the most essential requisites. 
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My mother did not relish this at all, and now made man y 
objectioRs to my accepting the situation; in which my sister warmly 
supported ber : but, unwilling to be baulked again, 1 ovenuled them 
all; and, having first obtained the consent of my father (who ha~ a. 
short time previously, been apprised of these transactions), 1 wrote a 
most obliging epistle to my unknown correspondent, and, finally, the 
bargain was concluded. 

It was decreed that on the last day of January, 1 was to enter 
upon my new office as govemess in the family of Mr. Murray, of 
Horton Lodge, near 0-, about seventy miles from our village : a 
formidable distance to me, as 1 had never been above twenty miles 
from home in ail the course of my twenty yea.rs' sojoum on earth ; 
and as, moreover, every individual in that family and in the neigh­
bourhood was utterly unknown to myself and all my acquaintances. 
But this rendered it only the more piquant to me. I had now, in 
some measure, got rid of the mauvaise honte tha.t had formerly 
oppressed me so much ; there was a pleasing excitement in the idea 
of entering these unknown regions, and making my way alone among 
its strange inhabitants. 1 now flattered myself 1 was going to see 
something of the world: Mr. Murray's residence was near a large 
town, and not in a manufacturing district, where the people had 
nothing to do but to make money; bis rank, from what 1 could 
gather, appeared to be higher than that of Mr. Bloomfield ; and, 
doubtless, he was one of those genuine thorough-bred gentry my 
mother spoke of, who would treat bis governess with due consideration 
as a respectable well-educated lady, the instructor and guide of bis 
children, and not a mere upper servant Then, my pupils being 
older, would be more rational, more teachable, and less troublesome 
than the last : they would be less confined to the schoolroom, and 
not require that constant labour and incessant watching ; and, finally, 
bright visions mingled with my hopes, with which the care of children 
and the mere duties of a govemess had little or nothing to do. Thus, 
the reader wi11 see that 1 had no daim to be regarded as a martyr to 
filial piety, going forth to sacrifice peace and liberty for the sole 
purpose of laying up stores for the comfort and support of my 
parents : though certainly the comfort of my father, and the future 
support of my mother, had a large share in my calculations ; and fifty 
pounds appeared to me no ordinary sum. 1 must have decent 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



AGNES GREY. 357 

clothes becoming my station ; 1 must, it seemed, put out my washing, 
and also pay for my four annual journeys between Horton Lodge and 
home; but with strict attention to economy, surely twenty pounds, or 
little more, would cover those expenses, and then there would be 
thirty for the bank, or little less : what a valuable addition to our 
stock! Oh, I must struggle to keep this situation, whatever it might 
be ! both for my own honour among my friends and for the solid 
services 1 might render them by my continuance there. 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



CHAPTER VII. 

H 0 R T 0 N L 0 DG E. 

THE 31st of January was a wild, tempestuous day: there was a strong 
north wind, with a continuai storm of snow drifting on the ground 
and whirling through the air. My friends would have had me delay 
my departure, but fearful of prejudicing my employers against me by 
such want of punctuality at the commencement of my undertaking, I 
persisted in keeping the appointment. 

1 will not inflict upon my readers an account of my leaving home 
on that dark winter moming: the fond farewells, the long, long 
journey to 0--, the solitary waitings in inns for coaches or trains 
-for there were some railways then-and, finally, the meeting at 
0- ,-.,ith Mr. Murray's servant, who had been sent with the 
phaeton to drive me from thence to Horton Lodge. I will just state 
that the heavy snow had thrown such impediments in the way of both 
horses and stcam-engines, that it was <.lark somc hours beforc 1 
rc:i.ched my journey's end, and that a most bewildering storm came 
on at last, which made the few miles' space between 0- and 
Horton Lodge a long and formidable passage. I sat resigned, with 
the cold, sharp snow drifting through my veil and filling my lap, 
seeing nothing, and wondering how the unfortunate horse and driver 
could make their way even as wcll as they did : and indeed it was 
but a toilsome, creeping style of progression, to say the best of it. 
At length we paused ; and, at the call of the driver, some one 
unlatched and rolled back upon their creaking hinges what appeared 
to be the park gates. ~en we proceeded along a smoother road, 
whence, occasionally, 1 perceived some huge, hoary mass gleaming 
through the darkness, which 1 took to be a portion of a snow-dad 
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ti'ee. After a considemble time we pnsed again, .before . the. stately· 
pœtico ot a lalge hoàse ·lrith long windows descending to the. ground. 

I rose with some difficulty from under the superincumbent snow .. 
drift, and alighted from . the carriage, expecting . that a kind and Jios.. 
pitable reception would indemnify me for the toils ·and lwdships of 
the day. A ·gentlemanly person in black opened the door, and 
admitted me into a spacious hall, lighted by an amber-coloured lamp 
suspended from the ceiling ; be led me through this, along a .passage,. 
and, opening the door of a back room, told me that was the school­
room. 1 entered, and found two young ladies and two young gentle­
men-my future pupils, 1 supposed. After a formai greeting, the 
eider girl, who was trifting over a piece of canvas and a basket of 
German wools, asked if 1 should like to go up.stairs. 1 replied in 
the affirmative, of cou~e. 

" Matilda, take a. candle, and show ber ber room," said she. 
Miss Matilda, a strapping hoyden of about fourteen, with a short 

frock and trousers, shrugged ber shoulders and made a slight grimace, 
but took a candie and proceeded before me up the back stairs (a. 
long, steep, double flight), and through a long, narrow passage, to a 
small but tolcrably comfortable room. She then asked me if I would 
take some tea or coffee. 1 was about to answer No; but remember­
ing that 1 had taken nothing since seven o'clock that morning, and 
feeling faint in consequence, I sai<l 1 would take a cup of tea. Saying 
she would tell "Brown," the young lady departed; and by the time 
I had divested myself of my heavy, wet cloak, shawl, bonnet, &c., a 
mincing damsel came to say the young ladies desired to know 
whether I would tak.e my tea up there or in the schoolroom. Under 
the plea of fatigue I chose to take it there. She withdrew; and, after 
a while, retumed again with a small tea-tray, and placed it on the 
chest of drawers, which served as a dressing-table. Having civilly 
thanked ber, 1 asked at what time 1 should be expected to rise in 
the moming. 

" The young ladies and gentlemen breakfast at half-past eight, 
ma.'am," saki she ; " they rise early ; but, as they seldom do any 
lessons before breakfast, 1 should think it will do if you rise soon after 
seven." 

I desired ber to be so kind as to ca.11 me at seven, and, promising 
to do so, she withdrew. Then, having broken my long fast on a cap 
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or tea and a little thin bread and butter, 1 sat down beside the small, 
smouldering fire, and amused myself with a hearty fit of aying ; aft:er 
which, 1 said my prayers, and then, feeling considerably relieved, 
began to prepare for bed. Finding that none of my luggage was 
brought up, 1 instituted a search for the bell ; and failing to discover 
any signs of such a convenience in any corner of the room, 1 took my 
candie and ventured -through the long passage, and down the steep 
sta.irs, on a voyage of discovery. Meeting a well-dressed female on 
the way, I told ber wbat I wanted ; but not without considerable 
hesitation, as 1 was not quite sure whether it was one of the upper 
servants, or Mrs. Murray herself: it happened, however, to be the 
lady's-maid. With the air of one conferring an unusual fa.vour, she 
vouchsafed to undertake the sending up of my things ; and when 1 
had re-entered my room, and waited and wondered a long time 
(greatly fearing that she had forgotten or neglected to perform her 
promise, and doubting whether to keep waiting or go to bed, or go 
down again ), my hopes, at length, were revived by the sound of voices 
and laughter, accompanied by the tramp of feet along the passage; 
and presently the luggage was brought in by a rough-looking maid 
and a man, neither of them very respectful in their demeanour tome. 
Having shut the door upon their retiring footsteps, and unpacked a 
few of my things, 1 betook myself to rest ; gladly enough, for 1 was 
weary in body and mind 

lt was with a strange feeling of desolation, mingled with a strong 
sense of the novelty of my situation, and a joyless kind of curiosity 
concerning what was yet unknown, that 1 awoke the next morning ; 
feeling like one whirled away by enchantment, and suddenly dropped 
from the clouds into a remote and unknown land, widely and com­
pletely isolated from ail be had ever seen or known before; or like a 
thistle-seed borne on the wind to some strange nook of uncongenial 
soil, where it must lie long enough before it can take root and 
germinate, extracting nourishment Crom what appears so alien to its 
nature : if, indeed, it ever can. · But this gives no proper idea of my 
feelings at ail ; and no one that bas not lived such a retired, stationary 
life as mine, can possibly imagine what they were: hardly even ü 
be bas known what it is to awake some moming and find himself 
in Port Nelson, in New Zealand, with a world of waters between 
bjmWf and ail that knew him. 
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1 shall not soon forget the peculiar feeling with which 1 raised my 
blind and looked out upon the unknown world : a wide, white wilder­
ness was ail that met my gaze ; a waste of 

Deserts tossed in snow, 
And heavy-laden groves. 

1 descended to the schoolroom with no remarkable eagemess to 
join my pupils, though not without some feeling of curiosity respect­
ing what a further acquaintance would reveal. One thing, among 
others of more obvious importance, I determined with myself-1 
must begin with calling them Miss and Master. It seemed to me a 
chilling and unnatural piece of punctilio between the children of a 
family and their instructor and daily companion ; especially where 
the former were in their early childhoo<l, as at W ellwood House ; 
but even there, my calling the little Bloomfields by their simple 
names had been regarded as an offensive liberty : as their parents 
had taken care to show me, by carefully designating them Master and 
Miss Bloomfield, &c., in speaking to me. I had been very slow to 
take the hint, because the whole affair struck me as so very absurd ; 
but now I detennined to be wiser, and begin at once with as much 
form and ceremony as any member of the family would be likely to 
require : and, indeed, the children being so much older, there would 
be less difficulty; though the little words Miss and Master seemed 
to have a surprising effect in repressing all familiar, open-hearted 
kindness, and extinguishing every gleam of cordiality that might arise 
between us. 

As I cannot, like Dogberry, find it in my heart to bestow al/ my 
tediousness upon the reader, I will not go on to bore him with a 
minute detail of all the discoverie~ and proceedings of this and the 
following day. No doubt he will be amply satisfied with a slight 
sketch of the different members of the family, and a general view of 
the first year or two of my sojourn among them. 

To begin with the head: Mr. Munay was, by all accounts, a 
blustering, roystering, country squire : a devoted fox-hunter, a skilful 
horse-jockey and Carrier, an active, practical farmer, and a hearty INm­
vivanl. By ail accounts, I sa.y ; for, except on Sundays, when he 
went to church, 1 never saw him from month to month : unless, in 
crossing the hall or walking in the grounds, the figure of a tall, stout 
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gentleman, with sarlet checks· and crimson nase, happened to come 
across me ; on which. occasions,. if he passed :near enough to spealg, 
an unceremonious nod, accompanied by a "Morning,.Miss Grey," or 
some such brief salutation, was usually vouchsa.fed. Frequently, 
indeed, bis loud laugh reached me from afar; and oftener still 1 heard 
him swearing and blaspheming against the footmen, groom, coachman, 
.or some other hapless dependant. 

Mrs. Murray was a handsome, dashing lady of forty, who.certainly 
required neither rouge .nor padding to add to ber charms ; and whose 
chief enjoyments .were, or seemed to be, in giving or frequenting 
parties, and in dressing at the very top of the fashion. I did not see 
her till eleven o'clock on the moming after my arrivai; when she 
honoured me with a visit, j11st as my mother might step into the 
kitchen to see a new servant-girl: yet not so, either, for my mother 
would have seen ber immediately after her arriva!, and not waited till 
the next day; and, moreover, sbe would have addressed her in a 
more kind and friendly manner, and given ber some words of comfort 
as well as a plain exposition of ber duties; but Mrs. l\Iurray did 
neither the one nor the other. She just stepped into the schoolroom 
on ber retum from ordering dinner in the housekeeper's room, bade 
me good-moming, stood for two minutes by the fire, said a few words 
about the weather and the "rather rough" joumey 1 must ha,·e had 
yesterday; petted ber youngest child-a boy of ten-who had just 
been wiping bis mouth and. bands on her gown, after indulging in 
some savoury morsel from the housekeeper's stores; told me wbat a 
sweet, good boy be was ; and th en sailed out, with a self <omplacent 
smile upon ber face : thinking, no doubt, that she had done quite 
enough for the present, and had been delightfully condescending into 
the bargain. Her children evidently held the same opinion, and 1 
alone thought otherwise. 

After this she looked in upon me once or .twice, during the 
absence of my pupils, to enlighten me conceming my duties towards 
them. For the girls she seemed anxious only to render them as 
superficially attractive and showily accomplished as they could pos­
sibly be made, without present trouble or discomfort to themselves ; 
and I was to act accordingly-to study and strive to amuse anrl 
oblige, instruct, refine, and polish, with the least possible exertion 
on their part, and no exercise of authority on mine. With regard to 
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the two boys, it was much the same; only instead of accomplish:. 
ments, 1 was to get the greatest possible quantity of La.tin grammar 
and Valpy's Delectus into their heads, in order to fit them for school 
-the greatest possible quantity at least 'lllitlwut trouble to them­
selves. John might be a" little high-spirited," and Charles might bë 
a little " nervous and tedious-" 

" But at all events, Miss Grey," said she, " 1 hope you wiff keep 
your temper, and be mild and patient throughout ; especially with 
the dear little Charles ; he is so extremely nervous and susceptible, 
and so utterly unaccustomed to anything but the tenderest treatment. 
You will excuse my naming these things to you ; for the fa.et is, 1 
have hitherto found ail the govemesses, even the very best of them, 
faulty in this particular. They wante<l that meek and quiet spirit, 
which St. Matthew, or some of them, says is better than the putting 
on of apparel-you will know the passage to which 1 allude, for you 
are a clergyman's daughter. But I have no doubt you will give satis­
faction in this respect as well as the rest. And remember, on ail 
occasions, when any of the young people do anything improper, if 
persuasion and gentle remonstrance will not do, let one of the others 
come and tell me ; for 1 can speak to them more plainly than it would 
be proper for you to do. And rnake them as happy as you can, Miss 
Grey, and I daresay you will do very well." 

I observed that while Mrs. Murray was so extremely solicitous 
for the comfort and happiness of her children, and contmually talk.ing 
about it, she never once mentioned mine ; though they were at home, 
surrounded by friends, and I an alien among strangers ; and 1 did 
not yet know enough of the world, not to be considerably surprised 
at this anomaly. 

:Mis$ Murray, otherwise Rosalie, was about sixteen when I came, 
and decidcdly a very pretty girl; and in two years longer, as time 
more cornpletely developed ber form and added grace to her carriage 
and deportrnent, she became positively beautiful; and that in no 
common degree. She was tall and slender, yet not thin ; perfectly 
formed, exquisitely fair, though not without a brilliant, healthy bloom; 
ber hair, which she wore in a profusion of long ringlets, was of a very 
light brown inclining to yellow ; her eyes were pale blue, but so 
clear and bright that few would wish them darker ; the rest of ber 
features were 'small, not quite regular, and not remarkably otherwise: 
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but altogether you could not hesitate to pronounce ber a very lovely 
girl I wish 1 could say as much for mind and disposition as 1 can 
for ber form and face. 

Yet think not 1 have any dreadful disclosures to make: sbe was 
lively, light-hearted, and could be very agreeable, with those who did 
not cross ber will Towards me, when I first came, she was cold and 
haughty, then insolent and overbearing; but, on a further acquaint­
ance, she gradually laid aside ber airs, and in time became as deeply 
attached to me as it was possible for htr to be to one of my character 
and position: for she seldom lost sight, for above half an hour at a 
time, of the fact of my being a hireling and a poor curate's daughter. 
And yet, upon the whole, 1 believe she respected me more than she 
herself was aware of; because I was the only persan in the bouse 
who steadily professed good principles, habitually spoke the trutb, 
and geneially endeavoured to make inclination bow to duty: and 
this 1 say, not, of course, in commendation of myself, but to show 
the unfortunate state of the family to which my services "·ere, for the 
present, devoted. There was no member of it in whom 1 regretted 
this sad want of principle so much as Mii;s Murray herself; not only 
because she had ta.ken a fancy to me, but because there was so much 
of what was pleasant and prepossessing in herself, that, in spite of 
ber failings, 1 really liked her-when she did not rouse my indigna­
tion, or rufHe my temper by too great a display of ber faults. Thesc, 
bowever, 1 would fain persuade myself, were rather the effect of her 
education than ber disposition: she had never been perfectly taught 
the distinction between right and wrong ; she had, like her brothers 
and sisters, been suffered, from infancy, to tyrannize over nurses, 
governesses, and servants ; she had not been taught to moderate her 
desires, to control ber temper or bridle ber will, or to sacrifice ber 
own pleasure for the good of others. Her temper being naturally 
good, she was never violent or morose, but from constant indulgence 
and habituai scom of reason, she was often testy and capricious; 
her mind bad never been cultivated : ber intellect, at best, was 
somewhat shallow ; she possessed considerable vivacity, some quick­
ness of perception, and some talent for music and the acquisition of 
Ianguages, but till fifteen she bad troubled herself to acquire nothing ; 
-then the love of display had roused ber faculties, and induced ber 
to apply herself, but only to the more showy accomplishments. And 
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when 1 came it was the sa.me : everything was neglected but French, 
German, music, singing, dancing, fancy-work, and a little drawing- . 
such drawing as might produce the greatest show with the smallest 
labour, and the principal parts of which were generally done by me. 
For :qiusic and singing, besides my occasional instructions, she bai 
the attendance of the best master the country afforded ; and in these 
accomplishments, as well as in dancing, she certainly attained great 
proficiency. To music, indeed, she devoted too much of her rime, 
as, govemess though 1 was, I frequently told ber : but ber mother 
thought that if slze liked it, she cou/à not give too much lime to the 
acquisition of so attractive an art. Of fancy-work 1 knew nothing 
but what 1 gathered from my pupil and my own observation ; but no 
sooner was 1 initiated, than she made me useful in twenty different 
ways : a1l the tedious parts of her work were shifted on to my 
shoulders ; such as stretching the frames, stitching in the canvas, 
sorting the wools and silks, putting in the grounds, counting the 
stitches, rectifying mistakes, and finishing the pieces she was 
tired of. 

At sixteen, Miss Murray was something of a romp, yet not more 
so than is natural and allowable for a girl of that age ; but at seven-. 
teen, that propensity, Jike ail other things, began to give way to the 
ruling passion, and soon was swallowed up in the all-absorbing ambition 
to attract and clazzle the other sex. But enough of her : now let us 
turn to ber sister. 

Miss Matilda Murray was a veritable hoyden, of whom little need 
be said. She was about two years and a half younger than ber 
sister ; ber features were larger, ber complexion much darker. She 
might possibly make a handsome woman ; but she was far too big­
boned and awkward ever to be called a pretty girl, and at present she 
cared little about it. Rosalie knew ail her charms, and thought them 
even greater than they were, and valued them more highly than she 
ought to have done, had they been three times as great ; Matilda 
thought she was well enough, but cared little about the matter ; still 
lcss did sbe care about the cultivation of her mind, and the acquisition 
of omamental accomplishments. The manner in which she learnt 
ber lessons and practised her music was calculated to drive any 
governess to despair. Short and easy as her tasks were, if done at 
all, they were slurred over, at any time and in any way; but generally 
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at the least convenient times, and in the way least beneficial to 
herself, and least satisfactory to me : the short half-hour of practising 
was borribly strummed through ; she, m~time, unsparingly abusing 
me, either for interrupting ber with corrections, or for not rectifying 
her mistakes before they were made, or something equally unreason­
able. Once or twice, 1 ventured to remonstrate with ber seriously 
for such iITational conduct; but on each of those occasions, 1 received 
sucb reprehensive expost1sla.tions from ber mother, as convinced me 
that, if I wished to keep the situation, 1 must even let Miss Matilda 
go on in her own way. 

When her Iessons were over, however, ber ill-humour was generally 
over too : while riding her spirited pony, or romping with the dogs 
or her brothers and sister, but especially with her dear brother John, 
she was as happy as a lark. As an anima], Matilda was ail right, full 
of life, vigour, and activity; as an intelligent being, she was barbarously 
ignorant, indocile, careless and irrational ; and, consequently, very 
distressing to one who bad the task of cultivating her understanding, 
reforming ber manners, and aiding her to acquire those omamental 
attainments whicb, unlike hcr sister, sbe despised as muchas the rest. 
Her motber was partly aware of ber deficiencies, and gave me many 
a lecture as to how 1 should try to form her tastes, and endeavour to 
rouse and cherish ber dormant vanity; and, by insinuating, skilful 
fiattery, to win her attention to the desired objects-which 1 would 
not do ; and how I should prepare and smoothe the path of leaming 
till she could glide along it without the least exertion to herself: which 
I could not, for nothing can be taught to any purpose without some 
little exertion on the part of the leamer. 

As a moral agent, Matilda was reck]ess, beadstrong, violent, and 
unamenable to reason. One proof of the deplorable state of her 
mind was, that from ber father's example she had leamed to swear 
like a trooper. Her mother was greatly shocked at the " unlady-like 
trick," and wondered "how she had picked it up." "But you can 
soon break· ber of it, :Miss Grey," said she: "it is only a habit; and 
if you will just gently remind ber every time sbe does so, 1 am S\U'e 

sbe will soon lay it aside." I not only '' gently reminded " ber, I 
tried to impress upon ber how wrong it was, and how distressing to 
the ears of decent people ; but ail in vain : 1 was only answered 
by a careless laugh, and, "Oh, Miss Grey, how shocked you are J 
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l'm so glad 1" or, "Weil! I can't help it; papa shouldn't have 
taught me : I learned it all Crom him; and maybe a. bit from the 
coachman." 

Her brother John, alias Mastet Murray, was about eleven when 
1 came : a fine, stou~ healthy boy, frank and good-natured in the 
main, and might bave been a <lecent lad had he been properly 
educated ; but now he was as rough as a young bear, boisterous, 
unruly, unprincipled, untaught, unteachable-at least, for a governess 
under his mother's eye. His masters at school might be able to 
manage bim better-for to school be was sent, greatly to my relief, 
in the course of a year ; in a state, it is true, of scandalous ignorance 
as to Latin, as well as the more useful though more neglected 
things : and this, doubtless, would all be laid to the account of his 
education baving been entrusted to an ignorant f emale teacber, who 
had presumed to take in band what she was wholly incompetent to 
perf onn. I was not delivered from bis brother till full twelve months 
after, when be also was despatched in the same state of disgraceful 
ignorance as the former. -

1.rlaster Charles was his mother's peculiar darling. He was little 
more than a year younger than John, but much smaller, paler, and 
less active and robust; a pettish, cowardly, capricious, seltish little 
fellow, only active in doing mischief, and only clever in inventing 
falsehoods : not simply to bide bis faults, but, in mere malicious 
wantonness, to bring odium upon otbers. In fact, Master Charles 
was a very great nuisance to me : it was a trial of patience to live 
with him peaceably ; to watch over him was worse; and to teach 
him, or pretend to teach him, was inconceivable. At ten years old, 
be could not read correctly the easiest line in the simplest book; and 
as, according to bis mother's principle, he was to be told every word, 
before he had time to hesitate or examine its orthograpby, and never 
even to be informed, as a stimulant to exertion, that other boys were 
more forward than he, it is not surprising that be made but little 
progress during the two years I had charge of bis education. His 
minute portions of Latin gra.mmar, &c. were to be repeated over to 
him, till be chose to say he knew them, and then be was to be 
helped to say them ; if be made mistakes in bis little easy sums in 
arithmetic, they were to be shown him at once, and the sum done 
for him, instead of bis being left to exerdse bis faculties in finding 
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them out himself; so that, of course, he took no pains to avoid 
mistakes, but frequently set down his figures at random, without any 
calculation at all. 

1 did not invariably confine myself to these rules: it was against 
my conscience to do so ; but 1 seldom could venture to deviate from 
them in the slightest degree, without incurring the wrath of my little 
pupil, and subsequently of his mamma ; to whom he . would relate 
my transgressions, maliciously exaggerated, or a<lomed with embel­
lishments of his own ; and often, in consequence, was 1 on the point 
of losing or resigning my situation. But, for their sakes at home, 1 
smothered my pride and suppressed my indignation, and managed to 
struggle on till my little tonnentor was despatched to school ; bis 
father declaring that home education was '' no go for him, it was 
plain : bis mother spoiled him outrageously, and his governess could 
make no band of him at .all." 

A f ew m9re observations about Horton Lodge and its ongoings, 
and 1 have done with dry description for the present. The bouse 
was a very respectable one ; superior to Mr. Bloomfield's, both in 
age, size, and magnificénce : the garden was not so tastefully laid 
out; but instead of the smooth-shaven lawn, the young trees guarded 
by palings, the grove of upstart poplars, and the plantation of firs, 
there was a wide park, stocked with deer, and beautified by fine 
old trees. The surrounding country itself was pleasant, as far as 
fertile fields, flourishing trees, quiet green lanes, and smiling hedges 
with wild-flowers scattered along their banks, could rnake it ; but it 
was depressingly fiat to one born and nurtured among the rugged 
bills of-. 

We were situated nearly two miles from the village church, and, 
consequently, the family carriage was put in requisition every Sunday 
moming, and sometimes oftener. Mr. and Mrs. Murray generally 
thought it sufficient to show themselves at church once in the course 
of the day; but frequently the children preferred going a second 
time to wandering about the grounds all the day with nothing to do. 
If some of my pupils chose to walk and take me with them, it was 
well for me ; for otherwise my position in the carriage was, to be 
crushed into the corner farthest from the open window, and with my 
back to the horses : a position which invariably made me sick ; and, 
if 1 were not actually obliged to leave the church in the middle of 
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the service, my devotions were disturbed with a feeling of languor 
and sickliness, and the tormenting fear of its becoming worse ; and a 
depressing headache was generally my companion throughout the 
day, which would otherwise have been one of welcome rest, and holy, 
ca1m enjoyment. 

"lt's very odd, Miss Grey, that the carriage should always make 
you siclt : it never maltes me," remarked Miss Matilda. 

"Nor me either," said ber sister; "but 1 daresay it \\·ould, if 1 
sat where she does-such a nasty, horrid place, Miss Grey; 1 wonder 
how you can bear it ! " 

" 1 am obliged to bear it, since no choice is left me,"-1 might 
have answered; but in tenderness for their feelings 1 only replied,­
" Oh ! it is but a short way, and if 1 am not sick in church, 1 don't 
mind it." 

If I were called upon to give a description of the usual divisions 
and arrangements of the day, 1 should find it a very difficult matter. 
1 had all my meals in the schoolroom with my pupils, at such times 
as suited their fancy: sometimes they would ring for dinner before 
it was half-cooked ; sometimes they would keep it waiting on the 
table for above an hour, and then be out of humour because the 
potatoes were cold, and the gravy covered with cakes of solid fat ; 
sometimes they would have tea at four ; frequently, they would storm 
at the servants because it was not in precisely at five ; and when 
these orders were obeyed, by way of encouragement to punctuality, 
they would keep it on the table till seven or eight. 

Their hours of study were managed in much the sa.me way ; my 
judgment or convenience was never once consulted. Sometimes 
Matilda and John would determine " to get all the plaguy business 
over before breakfast," and send the maid to call me up at half-past 
five, without any semple or apology; sometimes, 1 was told to be 
ready precisely at six, and, having dressed in a hurry, came down to 
an empty room, and after waiting a long time in suspense, discovered 
that they had changed their minds, and were still in bed ; or; perhaps, 
if it were a fine summer morning, Brown would corne to tell me that 
the young ladies and gentlemen had ta.ken a holiday, and were gone 
out ; and then 1 was kept waiting for breakfast til1 1 was almost 
ready to faint : they having fortified themselves with something before 
they went. 
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Often they would do their lessons in the open air ; which 1 had 
nothing to say against : except that 1 frequently caught cold by 
sitting on the damp grass, or from exposure to the evening dew, or 
some insidious draught, which seemed to have no injurious effect on 
them. I t was qui te right that they should be hardy ; yet, surely, 
they might have been taught some consideration for others who were 
less so. But I must not blame them for what was, perhaps, my own 
fault; for I never made any particular objections to sitting where 
they pleased ; foolishly choosing to risk the consequences, rather 
than trouble them for my convenience. Their indecorous manner of 
doing their lessons was quite as remarkable as the caprice displayed 
in their choice of time and place. \Vhile receiving my instructions, 
or repeating what they had learned, they would lounge upon the 
sofa, lie on the rug, stretch, yawn, talk to each other, or look out of 
the window ; whereas, I could not so much as stir the fire, or pick 
up the handkerchief I had dropped, without being rebuked for in­
attention by one of my pupils, or told that " mamma would not like 
me to be so careless." 

The servants, seeing in what little estimation the govemess was 
held by both parents and children, regulated their behaviour by the 
same standard. I have frequently stood up for them, at the risk of 
some injury to myself, against the tyranny and injustice of their 
young masters and mistresses ; and I always endeavoured to gi\·e 
them as little trouble as possible : but they entirely neglected my 
comfort, despised my requests, and slighted my directions. Ail 
servants, 1 am convinced, would not baye clone so; but domestics in 
general, being ignorant and little accustomed to reason and retlec· 
tion, are too easily corrupted by the carelessness and bad example 9f 
those above them ; and these, I think, were not of the best order to 
begin with. 

I sometimes felt myself degraded by the life 1 led, and ashamed 
of submitting to so many indignities ; and sometimes 1 thought 
myself a fool for caring so much about them, and feared 1 must be 
sa.dly wanting in Christian humility, or that charity which " suffereth 
long and is kind, seeketh not her own, is not easily provoked, beareth 
all things, endureth all things." But, with time and patience, 
matters began to be slightly ameliorated : slowly, it is true, and 
almost imperceptibly ; but 1 got rid of my male pupils (that was no 
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tri1ling advantage ), and the girls, as I intimated before conceming 
one of them, became a little less insolent, and began to show some 
symptoms of esteem. " Miss Grey was a queer creature : she never 
fiattered, and clid not praise them half enough ; but whenever she 
did speak favourably of them, or anything belonging to them, they 
could be quite sure ber approbation was sincere. She was very 
obliging, quiet, and peaceable in the main, but there were some 
things that put ber out of temper : they did not much care for that, 
to be sure, but still it was better to keep her in tune ; as when she 
was in a good humour she would talk to them, and be very agreeable 
and amusing sometimes, in her way; which was quite different to 
mamma's, but still very well for a change. She had ber own opinions 
on every subject, and kept steaclily to them-very tiresome opinions 
they often were ; as she was always thinking of what was right and 
what was wrong, and had a strange reverence for matters connected 
with religion, and an unaccountable liking to good people." 
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CHAPTER VIU. 

THE "COMING OUT.'' 

AT eighteen, Miss Murray was to emerge Crom the quiet obscurity of 
the schoolroom into the full blaze of the fashionable world-as much 
of it, at least, as could be bad out of London ; for ber papa could 
not be persuaded to leave bis rural pleasures and pursuits, even for a 
few weeks' residence in town. She was to make ber début on the 
third of J anuary, at a magnificent ball, wbich her mamma proposed 
to give to ail the nobility and choice gentry of 0- and its neigh· 
bourhood for twenty miles round. Of course, sbe looked forward to 
it witb the wildest impatience, and the most extravagant anticipations 
of delight. 

" Miss Grey," said sbe, one evening, a month before the all­
important day, as 1 was perusing a long and extremely interesting 
letter of my sister's-which I had just glanced at in the moming to 
see that it contained no very bad news, and kept till now, unable 
before to find a quiet moment for reading it,-" Miss Grey, do put 
away that dull, stupid letter, and listen to me! l'm sure my talk 
must be far more amusing than that." · 

She seated herself on the low stool at my feet ; and 1, suppressing 
a sigh of vexation, began to fold up the epistle. 

" You should tell the good people at home not to bore you with 
such long letters," said she; "and, above ail, do bid them write on 
proper note-paper, and not on those great vulgar sheets. Vou 
should see the charming little lady-like notes mamma writes to ber 
friends." 

" The good people at home," replied 1, "know very well that the 
longer their letters are, the betteT 1 like them. 1 should be very 
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sorry to receive a charming little lady-like note from any of them ; 
and 1 thought you were too much of a lady yourself, Miss Murray, 
to ta1k about the 'vulgarity' of writing on a large sheet of paper." 

" Weil, I only said it to tease you. But now 1 want to tallt 
about the ball ; and to tell you that you positively must put off your 
holidays till it is over." . 

"Why so ?-I shall not be present at the ball." 
" No, but you will see the rooms decked out before it begins, and 

hear the music, and, above all, see me in my splendid new dress. 1 
shall be so charming, you'll be ready to worship me-you really must 
stay." 

"1 should like to see you very much; but I shall have many 
opportunities of seeing you equally charming, on the occasion of 
some of the numberless balls and parties that are to be, and I cannot 
disappoint my friends by postponing my return so long." 

" Ob, ne\·er mind your friends ! Tell thcm we won't let you go." 
" But, to say the truth, it would be a disappointment to myself: 

I long to see them as muchas tbey to see me-perhaps more." 
"Well, but it is sucb a short time." 
" N early a fortnight by my computation; and, besides, 1 cannot 

bear the thoughts of a Christmas spent from home: and, moreover, 
my sister is going to be manied." 

" Is she-when ? " 
"Not till next month; but 1 want to be there to assist ber in 

making preparations, and to make the best of ber company while we 
have her." 

" Why didn't you tell me before ? " 
"l've only got the news in this letter, which you stigmatize as 

dull and stupid, and won't let me read." 
" To whom is she to be married ? " 
"To Mr. Richardson, the vicar of a neighbouring parisb." 
" Is be ricb ? " 
" No ; only comfortable." 
" Is be handsome?" 
"No; only decent." 
"Young?" 
" No ; only middling." 
" Oh, mercy ! wbat a wretcb ! 
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'· " A quiet little vicarage, with an ivy-clad porch, an old-fashioned 
garden, and-" 

" Oh, stop 1-you'll make me sick. How am she bear it ? " 
" 1 expect she'll not only be able to bear it, but to be very 

happy. Y ou did not ask me if Mr. Richardson were a good, wise, 
or amiable man ; 1 could have answered Yes, to ail these questions 
-at least so Mary thinks, and I hope she will not find herself 
mistaken." 

" But-miserable creature ! how can she think of spending ber 
life there, cooped up with that nasty old man ; and no hope of 
change?" 

"He is not old: he's only six or seven and thirty; and she her­
self is twenty-eight, and as sober as if she were fifty." 

" Oh ! that's better then-they're well matched : but do they call 
him the ' worthy vicar ' ? " 

" 1 don't know ; but if they do, I believe he merits the epithet" 
"Mercy, how shocking! and will she wear a white apron, and 

make pies and puddings? " 
" I don't know about the white apron, but I daresay she will 

make pies and puddings now and then ; but that will be no great 
hardship, as she bas done it before." 

"And will she go aboÜt in a plain shawl, and a large straw 
bonnet, carrying tracts and bone soup to her husband's poor 
parishioners ? " . 

" I'm not cleat about that ; but I daresay she will do ber best to 
make them comfortable in body and mind, in accordance with our 
mother's example.'' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE BALL. 

"Now, Mis5 Grey," exclaimed Miss Murray, munediately I entered 
the schoolroom, after having taken off my out-door garments, upon 
returning from my four weeks' recreation, " N ow-shut the door, anJ 
sit down, and 1'11 tell you all about the balln 

"No,-damn it, no!" shouted :Miss Matilda. "Hold your 
tongue, can't ye? and let me tell her about my new mare-sucli a 
splendour, l\fiss Grey ! a fine blood mare " 

" Do be quiet, Matilda; and let me tell my news first." 
" No, no, Rosalie ; you'll be such a damned long time over it­

she shall hear me first-l'll be hanged if she doesn't !0 

" l'm sorry to hear, .Miss Matilda, that you've not got rid of that 
shocking habit yet." 

"\Vell, I can't help it: but I'll nevcr say a wicked word again, if 
you'll only listen to me, and tell Rosalie to hold her confounded 
tongue." 

Rosalie remonstrated, and I thought I should have been tom in 
pieces between them ; but Miss Matilda having the loudest voice, 
ber sister at length gave in, and suffered ber to tell hcr story first: so 
1 was doomed to hear a long account of ber splendid mare, its 
breeding and pedigree, its paces, its action, its spirit, &c., and of her 
own amazing skill and courage in riding it ; concluding with an 
assertion that sbe could clear a five-barred gate "like winking," that 
papa said she might hunt the next time the hounds met, and mamma 
had ordered a bright sca.rlet hunting-habit for hcr. 

" Oh, Matilda ! what stories you are telling ! " exclaimed ber 
s1ster. 

" \Vell," answered she, no whit abashed, "I know I could clear a 
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five-barred gate, if I tried, and papa wil/ say I may hunt, and mamma 
will order the habit when 1 ask it." 

"'Vell, now get along," replied Miss Murray; "and do, dear 
Matilda, try to be a little more lady-like. Miss Grey, I wish you 
wou/d tell ber not to use such shocking words ; she will call ber horse 
a mare : it is so inconceivably shocking ! and then she uses such 
dreadful expressions in describing it : she must have leamed it from 
the grooms. It nearly puts me into fits when she begins." 

" I leamed it from papa, you ass ! and bis jolly friends," said the 
young lady, vigorously cracking a hunting-whip, which she habitually 
carried in ber hand. " I'm as good a judge of horseflesh as the 
best of 'm." 

" W ell, now get along, you shocking girl ! I really shall take a fit 
if you go on in such a way. And now, Miss Grey, attend to me; I'm 
going to tell you about the ball. You must be dying to hear about 
it, I know. Oh, such a ball! You never saw or heard, or read, or 
dreamt of anything like it in ail your life ! The decorations, the 
entertainment, the supper, the music were indescribable ! and then 
the guests 1 There were two noblemen, three baronets, and five 
titled ladies, and other ladies and gentlemen innumerable. The 
ladies, of course, were of no consequence to me, except to put me 
in a good humour with myself, by showing how ugly and awkward 
most of them were ; and the best, mamma told me,-the most 
transcendent beauties among them, were nothing to me. As fo~ tM, 

Miss Grey-l'm so sorry you didn't see me ! 1 was charming-wasn't 
I, Matilda? " 

" Middling." 
" No, but I really was-at least so mamma sa.id-and Brown and 

Williamson. Brown said she was sure no gentleman could set eyes 
on me without falling in love that minute ; and so I may be allowed 
to be a little vain. I know you think me a shocking, conceited, 
frivolous girl ; but then, you know, I don't attribute it ail to my 
personal attractions: I give some praise to the hairdresser, and some 
to my exquisitely lovely dress-you must see it to-morrow-white 
gauze over pink satin-and so sw«l/y made ! and a necklace and 
bracelet of beautiful, large pearls I " 

" I have no doubt you looked very channing : but should that 
delight you so very much ? " 
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" Oh, no !-not that alone : but, then, 1 was so much admired ; 
and 1 made so many conquests in that one night-you'd be astonished 
to hear-" 

" But what good will they do you?" 
" What good ! Think of any woman asking that ! " 
'' We11, 1 should think one conquest would be enough ; and too 

much, unless the subjugation were mutual." 
" Oh, but you know 1 never agree with you on those points. 

N ow, wait a bit, and 1'11 tell you my principal admirers-those who 
made themselves very conspicuous that night and after: for l've 
been to two parties sin ce. U nfortunately tJte two noblemen, Lord 
G and Lord F-, were married, or 1 might have condescended 
to be particularly gracious to /hem; as it was, 1 did not : though 
Lord F--, who hates bis wife, ~as evidently much struck with me. 
He asked me to dance with him twice-he is a charming <lancer by­
the-by, and so am 1 : you can't think how well 1 did-1 was astonished 
at myself. My lord was very complimentary too-rather too much 
so in fact-and 1 thought proper to be a little haughty and repellent ; 
but I had the pleasure of seeing bis nasty, cross wife ready to perish 
with spite and vexation-" 

" Oh, Miss Murray ! you don't mean to say that such a thing 
could really give you pleasure? However cross or--" 

"Weil, 1 know it's very wrong ;-but never mind ! 1 mean to be 
good some time-only don't preach now, there's a good creature. 1 
baven't told you half yet. Let me see. Oh ! I was going to tell you 
how many unmistakeable aùmirers 1 had :-Sir Thomas Ashby was 
one,-Sir Hugh Meltham and Sir Broadley Wilson are old codgers, 
only fit companions for papa and mamma. Sir Thomas is young, 
rich, and gay; but dit ugly beast, nevertheless: however, mamma 
says I should not mind that after a few months' acquaintance. Then, 
there was Henry Meltham, Sir Hugh's younger son; rather good­
looking, and a pleasant fellow to flirt with: but /Jeing a younger son, 
that is all be is good for; then there was young Mr. Green, rich 
enough, but of no family, and a great stupid fellow, a mere country 
booby ; and then, our good rector, Mr. Hatlield : an num/J/e admirer 
he ought to consider himself; but 1 fear be has forgotten to number 
humility among bis stock of Christian virtues." 

" W as Mr. Hatfield at the ball? " 
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" Y es, to be sure. Did you think be was too good to go?" 
" I thought be might consider it unclerical." 
" By no means. He did not profane bis cloth by dancing ; but it 

was with di.fficulty be could refrain, poor man : he looked as if be 
were dying to ask my band just for oM set ; and-oh ! by-the-by-:­
he's got a new curate : that seedy old fellow Mr. Bligh bas got bis 
long-wished-for living at last, and is gone." 

"And what is the new one like?,, 
"Oh, sudi a beast ! \Veston his name is. I can give you his 

description in three words-an insensate, ugly, stupid blockhead. 
That's four, but no matter-enough of lzim now." 

Then she retumed to the ball, and gave me a fwther account of 
ber deportment there, and at the several parties she had since 
attended ; and further particulars respecting Sir Thomas Ashby and 
Messrs. Meltham, Green, and Hatfield, and the ineffaceable im­
pression she had wrought upon each of them. 

"\Vell, which of the four do you like best?" said 1, suppressing 
my third or fourth yawn. 

" 1 detest them all ! " replied she, shaking her bright ringlets in . . 
V1vac1ous scom. 

"That means, I suppose, '1 lik.e them all '-but which most?" 
"No, I really detest them all; but Harry 1\leltham is the h:ind· 

somest and most amusing, and !\-Ir. Hatfield the clevcrest, Sir Thomas 
the wickedest, and Mr. Green the most stupid. But the one I'm to hare, 
I suppose, if I'm doomed to have any of them, is Sir Thomas Ashby.'' 

"Surely not, if he's so wicked, and if you dislike him?" 
" Oh, I don't mind his being wicked : he's ail the better for 

that; and as for disliking him-I shouldn't grcatly objcct to being 
Lady Ashby of Ashby Park, if I must marry. But if I could be 
always young, I would be always single. I should like to enjo}' 
myself thoroughly, and coquet with all the world, till I am on the 
verge of being called an ol<l maid ; and then, to escape the 
infamy of that, aftcr having made ten thousand conquests, to break 
all their hearts save one, by marrying some high-born, rich, indulgent 
husband, whom, on the other band, fifty ladies were dying to ha.ve. 11 

" \V el~ as long as you entertain these views, keep single by all 
means, and never marry at ail : not e\.·en to escape the infamy of old· 
maidenhood." 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE CHURCH. 

" WELL, Miss Grey, what do you think of the new curate?" asked 
Miss Murray, on our retum from church the Sunday after the recom­
mencement of our duties. 

"1 can scarcely tel~" was my reply: " 1 haYe not even heard him 
preach." 

"W ell, but you saw him, didn't you? " 
"Yes, but 1 cannot pretend to judge of a man's character by a 

single çursory glance at bis face." 
" But isn't be ugly? '' 
" He did not strike me. as being particularly so; 1 don't dislike 

that ca.st of countenance : but the only thing 1 particularly noticed 
about him was bis style of reading ; which appeared to me good­
infinitely better, at least, than Mr. Hatfield's. He read the Lessons 
as if he were bent on giving full effect to every passage: it seemed 
as if the most careless person could not have helped attending, nor 
the most ignorant have failed to understand; and the prayers be read 
as if be were not reading at ail, but praying earnestly and sincerely 
from his own heart." 

" Oh, yes, that's all he is good for: he can plod through the service 
well enough ; but be has not a single idea beyond it." 

" How do you know ? " 
" Oh ! 1 know perfectly well ; I am an excellent judge in such 

matters. Did you see how be went out of church ? stumping along­
as if there were nobody there but himself-never looking to the right 
hand or the left, and evidently thinking of nothing but just getting 
out of the church, and, perhaps, home to bis dinner : bis great stupid 
head could contain no other idea." 
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"1 suppose you would have had him cast a glance into the 
squire's pew," said 1, laughing at the vehemence of ber hostility. 

" Indeed ! I should have been highly indign~t if be had dared 
to do such a thing ! '' replied she, haughtily tossing ber head; then, 
after a moment's reflection, she added-" Well, well ! 1 suppose he's 
good enough for his place : but I'm glad I'm not dependent on 
Ai111 for amusement-that's ail Did you see how Mr. Hatfield 
hurried out to get a bow from me, and be in time to put us into the 
carriage ? ,, 

"Yes," answered 1 ; intemally adding, "and 1 thought it some­
what derogatory to his dignity as a clergyman to corne ftying from the 
pulpit in such eager haste to sha.ke bands with the squire, and band 
bis wife and daughters into their carriage : and, moreover, 1 owe bim 
a grudge for nearly shutting me out of it; " for, in fact, though 1 was 
standing before his face, close beside the ca.rriage steps, waiting to 
get in, be wouJd persist in putting them up and closing the door, 
till one of the family stopped him by calling out that the govemess 
was not in yet ; then, without a won! of apology, be departed, 
wishing them good-moming, and leaving the footman to finish the 
business. 

Nota bme.-Mr. Hatfield never spoke to me, neither did Sir Hugh 
or Lady Meltham, nor Mr. Harry or Miss Meltham, nor Mr. Green 
or his . sisters, nor any other lady or gentleman wbo frequented that 
church : nor, in fact, any one that visited at Horton Lodge. 

Miss Murray ordered the carriage again, in the aftemoon, for 
herself and ber sister: she said it was too cold for them to enjoy 
themselves in the garden : and besides, she believed Harry Meltham 
would be at church. " For," said ~he, smiling slyly at her own fair 
image in the glass, " he bas been a most exemplary attendant at 
churcb tbese last few Sundays: you would think be wa.s quite a 
good Christian. And you may go with us, Miss Grey : I want you 
to see him; he is so greatly improved since be returned from 
abroad-you can't think ! And besides, th en you will have an oppor­
tunity of seeing the beautiful Mr. W eston again, and of bearing him 
preach." 

1 did hear him preach, and was decidedly pleased with the evan­
gelical truth of bis doctrine, as well as the eamest simplicity of his 
manner, and the clearness and force of his style. It was truly 
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refreshing to hear such a sermon, after being so long accustomed to 
the dry, prosy discourses of the former curate, and the · still less 
edifying harangues of the rector. Mr. Hatfield would corne sailing 
up the aisle, or rather sweeping along like a whirlwind, with his rich 
silk gown flying behind him and rustling against the pew doors, 
mount the pulpit like a conqueror ascending his triumphal car; then, 
sinking on the velvet cushion in an attitude of studied grace, remain 
in silent prostration for a certain time ; then mutter over a Collect, 
and gabble through the Lord's Prayer, rise, clraw off one bright 
lavender glove, to give the congregation the benefit of bis sparkling 
rings, lightly pass bis fingers through bis well-curled haïr, flourish a 
cambric handkerchief, recite a very short passage, or, perhaps, a 
mere phrase of Scripture, as a head-piece to bis discourse, and, 
finally, deliver a composition which, as a composition, might be 
considered good, though far too studied and too artificial to be 
pleasing to me : the propositions were well laid down, the arguments 
logically conducted ; and yet, it was sometimes hard to listen quietly 
throughout, without some slight demonstrations of disapproval or 
impatience. 

His favourite subjects were church discipline, rites and cere­
monies, apostolical succession, the duty of reverence and obedience 
to the clergy, the atrocious criminality of dissent, the absolute 
necessity of observing ail the fonns of godliness, the reprehensible 
presumption of individuals who attempted to think for themselves in 
matters connected with religion, or to be guided by their own inter­
pretations of Scripture, and, occasionally (to please bis wealthy 
parishioners) the necessity of deferential obedience from the poor to 
the rich-supporting bis maxims and exhortations throughout with 
quotations from the Fathers : with whom be appeared to be far 
better acquainted than with the Apostles and Evangelists, and whose 
importance be seemed to consider at least equal to theirs. But now 
and then he gave us a sermon of a different order-what some would 
call a very good one; but sunless and severe: representing the 
Deity · as a terrible task-master rather than a benevolent father. 
Y et, as I listened, I felt inclined to think the man was sincere in ail 
be said : be must have changed bis views, and become decidedly 
religions , gloomy and austere, yet still devout But such illusions 
were usually dissipated, on coming out of church, by hearing his 
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voice in jocund colloquy with some of the Melthams or Greens, or, 
perhaps, the Murrays themselves ; probably laughing at bis own 
S'.!m1on, and boping that be bad given the rascally people somcthing 
to think about ; perchance, exulting in the thought that old Betty 
Holmes would now lay aside the sinful indulgence of ber pipe, which 
had been ber daily solace for upwards of thirty years : that George 
Higgins would be frightened out of his Sabbath evening walks, and 
Thomas Jackson would be sorely troubled in bis conscience, and 
sbaken in his sure and certain hope of a joyful resurrection at the 
last day. 

Thus, I coul<l not but conclude that Mr. Hatfield was one of 
those who "bind heavy burdens, and grievons to be borne, and lay 
them upon men's shoulders, while they themselves will not move 
them with one of their fingers ; " and who " make the word of God 
of none effect by their traditions, teaching for doctrines the com­
mandments of men." I was well pleased to observe that the new 
curate resembled him, as far as I could see, in none of these 
particulars. 

"\Vell, Miss Grey, what do you think of him now ?" sa.id Mm 
Murray, as we took our places in the carriage after service. 

"No hann still," replied I. 
" No harm 1 " repeated she in amazement. " What do you 

mean? '' 
" I mean, I think no worse of him than 1 did before." 
" No worse ! 1 sbould think not indeed-quite the contrary ! ls 

he not greatly improve<l ? " 
" Oh, yes ; very much indeed," replied 1 ; for 1 had now dis­

covered that it was Harry l\1eltham she meant, not Mr. Weston. 
That gentleman had eagerly corne forward to speak to the young 
ladies: a thing he would hardly have ventured to do had their mother 
been present; he had likewise politely handed them into the 
carriage. He had not attempted to shut me out, like Mr. Hatfield ; 
neither, of course, had he offered me bis assistance (I should not 
have accepted it, if be had), but as long as the door remained open 
he had stood smirking and chatting with them, and then lifted bis 
bat and departed to bis own abode : but 1 had scarcely noticed him 
ail the time. My companions, however, had been more observant; 

· and, as we rolled along, they discussed between them not only bis 
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looks, words, and actions, but every feature of his face, and every 
article of his apparel. 

"You shan't have him all to yourself, Rosalie, sa.id Miss Matilda 
at the close of this discussion ; " I like him : 1 know he' d make a 
nice, jolly companion for me." 

"Weil, you're quite welcome to him, Matilda," replied her sister, 
in a tone of affected indifference. 

':And I'm sure," continued the other, "he admires me quite as 
much as he does you ; doesn't he, l\liss Grey?" 

" 1 don't know; I'm not acquainted with his sentiments." 
"Well, but he dues though." 
"My dear Matilda! nobody will ever admire you till you get rid 

of your rô;Jgh, awkward manners." 
" Oh, stuff ! Harry Meltham likes such manners ; and so do 

papa's friends." 
" W ell, you may captiva te old men, and younger sons ; but 

nobody else, 1 am sure, will ever take a fancy to you." 
" 1 don't care : I'm not always grubbing after money, like you 

and mamma. If my husband is able to keep a few good horses 
and dogs, 1 shall be quite satisfied ; and ail the rest may go to 
the devil ! " 

" \Vell, if you use such shocking expressions, l'm sure no real 
gentleman will ever venture to corne near you. Really, Miss Grey, 
you should not let her do so." 

" 1 can't possibly prevent it, Miss Murray." 
"And you're quite mistaken, Matilda, in supposing that Harry 

Meltham admires you : I assure you he does nothing of the kind." 
· Matilda was beginning an angry reply ; but, happily, our journey 

was now at an end ; and the contention was eut short by the foot­
man opemng the carriage-door, and letting down the steps for 
our descent. 
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C HA PTE R :X 1. 

THE C01TAGERS. 

As 1 had now only one regular pupil-though she contri~ to give 
me as much trouble as three or four ordinary ones, and 'mough her 
sister still took lessons in German and drawing-1 had considerably 
more time at my own disposai than 1 had ever been blessed with 
before, since 1 had taken upon me the gO\·emess's yoke ; which 
time 1 devoted partly to correspondence with my friends, partly to 
reading, study, and the practice of music, singing, &c., partly to 
wandering in the grounds or adjacent fields, with my pupils if they 
wanted me, alone if they did not. 

Often, when they had no more agreeable occupation at band, the 
Misses Murray would amuse themselve:; with visiting the poor 
cottagers on their father's estate, to receive their flattering bornage, 
or to hear the old stories or gossiping news of the garrulous old 
women; or, perhaps, to enjoy the purer pleasure of making the poor 
people happy with their cheering presence and their occasional gifts, 
so easily bestowed, so thankfully received. Sometimes, 1 was called 
upon to accompany one or both of the sisters in these visits; and 
sometimes 1 was desired to go alone, to fulfil some promise which 
they had been more ready to make thari to perform ; to carry some 
small donation, or read to one who was sick or seriously disposed : 
and thus 1 made a few acquaintances among the cottagers ; and, 
occasionally, I went to see them on my own account. 

I generally had more satisfaction in going alone than with either 
of the young ladies ; for they, chiefly owing to their defective educa­
tion, eomported themselves towards their inferiors in a manner that 
was highly disagreeable for me to witness. They never, in thought, 
exchanged places with · them·; and, consequently, had no considera-
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tion for their feelings, regarding them as an order of beings entirely 
dift"erent from themselves. They would watch the poor creatures 
at their meals, making uncivil remarks about their food, and their 
manner of eating ; they would laugh at their simple notions and 
provincial expressions, till some of them scarcely durst venture to 
speak; they would call the grave elderly men and women old fools 
and silly old blockheads to their faces: and all this without meaning 
to offend. I could see that the people were often hurt and annoyed 
by such conduct, though their fear of the " grand ladies " prevented 
them from testifying any resentment; but they never perceived it. 
They thought that, as these cottagers were poor ar..d untaught, they 
must be stupid and brutish; and as long as they, their superiors, 
condescended to talk to them, and to give them shillings and half­
crowns, or articles of clothing, they had a right to amuse themselves, 
even at their expense ; and the people must adore them as angels of 
light, condescending to minister to their necessities, and enlighten 
their humble dwellings. 

1 made many and varions attempts to deliver my pupils from 
these delusive notions without alarming their pride-which was 
easily offended, and not soon appeased-but with little apparent 
result ; and 1 know not which was the more reprehensible of the 
two: Matilda was more rude and boisterous; but from Rosalie's 
womanly age and lady-like exterior better things were expected : 
yet she was as provokingly careless and inconsiderate as a giddy 
child of twelve. 

One bright day in the last week of February, 1 was walking in 
the park, enjoying the threefold luxury of solitude, a book, and 
pleasant weather ; for Miss Matilda had set out on ber daily ride, 
and Miss Murray was gone in the carnage with ber mamma to pay 
some moming caJls. But it struck me that · 1 ought to leave these 
selfish pleasures, and the park with its glorious canopy of bright 
blue sky, the west wind sounding through its yet leaftess branches, 
the snow-wreaths still lingering in its hollows, but melting fast be-
neath the sun, and the graceful deer browsing on its moist herbage 1. 

already assuming the freshness and verdure of spring-and go to the 
cottage of one Nancy Brown, a widow, whose son was at work all day 
in the fields, and who was affticted with an inflammation in the eyes ; 
which had for some time incapacitated ber- from reading: to her 
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own great grief, for she was a woman of a serious, thoughtful tum of 
mind. I accordingly went, and found ber alone, as usual, in ber 
little, close, dark cottage, redolent of smoke and confined air, but 
as tidy and clean as she could make it. She was seated beside ber 
little tire (consisting of a few red cinders and a bit of stick), busily 
knitting, with a !;ma.Il sackcJoth cushion at ber feet, placed for the 
accommodation of her gentle friend the cat ; who was seated thereon, 
with her long tail half encircling her velvet paws, and her half<losed 
eyes dreamily gazing on the low, crooked fender. 

"Well, Nancy, how are you to-day ?" 
" Why, middling, Miss, i' myseln-my eyes is no better, but I'm 

a deal easier Ï' my mind nor I have been," replied she, rising to 
welcome me with a contented smile : which I was glad to sec, for 
Nancy had been somewhat affiicted with religious melancholy. I 
congratulated ber upon the change. · She agreed that it was a great 
blessing, and expressed herself " right down thankful for it ; " adding, 
" If it please God to spare my sight, and make me so as 1 can read 
my Bible again, I think I shall be as happy as a queen." 

"1 hope he will, Nancy," replied 1; "and, meantime, 1'11 come 
and read to you now and then, when I have a little tüne to spare." 

With expressions of grateful pleasure, the poor woman moved to 
get me a chair; but, as I saved ber the trouble, she busied herself 
with stirring the fire, and adding a few more sticks to the decaying 
embers ; and then, taking her well-used Bible from the shelf, dusted 
it carefully, and gave it me. On my asking if therc was any par· 
ticular part she shpuld like me to read, she answered-

,, Well, Miss Grey, if it's all the same to you, I should like to 
hear that chapter in the First Epistle of St John, that says, ' God 
is love, and be that dwelleth in love dwelleth in God, and God 
in bim.'" 

With a little searching, I (ound these words in the fourth cbapter. 
When 1 came to the seventh verse she intermpted me, and, with 
needless apologies for such a liberty, desired me to read it very 
slowly, that she migbt take it all in, and dwell on every word; 
hoping 1 would excuse ber, as she was but a " simple body." 

" The wisest person," I replied, " might think over each of these 
verses for an bour, and be ail the better for it ; and I would rather 
read them slowly than not." 
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Accordingly, 1 finished the chapter as slowly as nee<;l be, and at 
the same time as impressively as 1 could ; my auditor listened most 
attentively all the while, and sincerely thanked me when 1 had done. 
1 sat still about half a minute· to give her rime to reftect upon it ; 
when, somewhat to my surprise, she broke the pause by asking me 
how I liked ~Ir. Weston? 

" I don't know," 1 replied, a little startled by the suddenness of 
the question; " 1 think be preaches very well." 

" Ay, he does so ; and talks weU too." 
" Does he ? " 
" He does. Ma.ybe, you haven't seen him-not to tallt to him 

much, yet ? " 
" No, 1 never see any one to talk to-except the young ladies of 

the Hall" 
" Ah ; they're nice, kind young ladies ; but they can't talle as be 

does." · 
" Then be comes to see you, Nancy?,, 
" He does, Miss ; and l'se thankful for it. He comes to see ail 

us poor bodies a deal ofter nor Maister Bligh, or th' Rector ever did ; 
an' it's well he does, for he's always welcome : we can't say as much 
for th' Rector-there is 'at says they're fair feared. on him. When he 
comes _into a bouse, they say be's sure to find summut wrong, and 
begin a-calling 'em as soon as be crosses th' doorstuns: but maybe 
be thinks it bis duty like to tell 'em what's wrong. And very oft be 
cornes o' purpose to reprovè folk for not coming to church, or not 
kneeling an' standing when other folk does, or going to the Methody 
chapel, or summut o' that sort : but 1 can't say 'at be ever fund much 
fault wi' me. He came to see me once or twice, afore Maister 
Weston corne, wben I was so ill troubled in.my mind; and as 1 had 
only very poor bealth besides, 1 made bold to send for bim-and be 
came right enough. 1 was sore distressed, Miss Grey-~ank God, 
it's owered now-but wben I took my Bible, I could get no comfort 
of it at all. That very chapter 'at you've just been reading troubled 
me as much as aught-' He that loveth not, knoweth not God.' It 
seemed fearsome to me ; for 1 felt that 1 loved neither God nor man 
as 1 should do, and could not, if I tried eveT so. And th' chapter 
afore, wbere it says,-' He that is bom of God cannot commit sin.' 
And another place where it says,-' Love is the fulfilling of the Law.' 
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And man y,. man y others, Miss : I should fair weary you out, if I was 
to tell them all. But all seemed to condemn me, and to show me 
'at I was not in the right way; and as I knew not how to get into 
it, I sent our Bill to beg Maister Hatfield to be as kind as look in on 
me some day; and when he came, 1 telled him all my troubles.'' 

" And what did he sa y, Nancy? " 
"Why, Miss, he seemerl to scom me. I might be mista'en-but 

he like gave a sort of a whistle, and I saw a bit of a smile on his 
face ; and be · said, ' Oh, it's all stuff ! You've been among the 
~lethodists, my good woman.' But 1 telled him l'd never been near 
the Methodies. And then he said,-' Wei~' says he, ' you must 
corne to church, where you11 hear the Scriptures properly explained, 
instead of sitting poring over your Bible at home.' 

"But 1 telled him 1 always used coming to church when 1 had 
my health ; but this very cold winter weather 1 hardly durst venture 
so far-and me so bad wi' th' rheumatiz and all. 

" But he says, ' lt'll do your rheumatiz good to hobble to church : 
there's nothing like exercise for the rheumatiz. You can walk about 
the bouse well enough ; why can't you walk to church ? The fact 
is,' says he, 'you're getting too fond of your ease. It's always easy 
to find excuses for shirking one's duty.' 

" But then, you know, ~Iiss Grey, it wasn't so. However, I telled 
him l'd try. 'But please, sir,' says 1, 'if 1 do go to church, what the 
better shall 1 be ? 1 want to have my sins blotted out, and to feel 
that they are remembered no more against me, and that the love of 
God is shed abroad in my heart ; and if 1 can get no good by reading 
my Bible an' saying my prayers at home, what good shall 1 get by 
going to church ? ' 

"'The church,' says be, 'is the place appointed by God for His 
worship. It's your duty to go there as often as you can. If you 
want comfort, you must seek it in the path of duty,'-an' a deal more 
he said, but 1 cannot remember all bis fine words. However, it aU 
came to this, that 1 was to corne to cburch as oft as ever 1 could, 
and bring my prayer-book with me, an' read up all the sponsers after 
the clerk, an' stand, an' kneel, an' sit, an' do all as 1 should, and take 
the Lord's supper at every opportunity, an' hearken bis sermons, and 
Maister Bligh's, an' it 'ud be all right : if 1 went on doing my duty, 1 
should get a blessing at last. 
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"'But if you get no comfort that way,' says he, 'it's all up.' 
'' ' Then, sir,' says 1, ' should you think I'm a reprobate?' 
"' Why,' says he-he says, 'if you do your bèst to get to heaven 

and can't manage it, you must be one of those that seek to enter in 
at the strait gate and shall not be able.' 

"An' then he asked me if I'd seen any of the ladies o' th' Hall 
about that momin' ; so I telled him where 1 had seen the young 
misses go on th' Moss Lane ;-an' he kicked my poor cat right across 
th' floor, an' went after 'em as gay as a lark: but I was very sa.d. 
That last word o' bis fair sunk into my heart, an' lay there like a 
lump o' lead, till 1 was weary to bear it. 

"Howsever, 1 follered bis advice: 1 thought he meant it ail for 
th' best, though he had a queer way with him. But you know, Miss, 
he's rich an' young, and such like cannot right unélersta.nd the 
thoughts of a poor old woman such as me. But, howsever, 1 did my 
best to do all as he bade me-hut maybe I'm plaguing you, Miss, wi' 
my cbatter." 

" Oh, no, Nancy ! Go on, and tell me ail" 
" Well, my rheumatiz got better-1 know not whether wi' going 

to church or not, but one frosty Sunday 1 got this cold i' my eyes. 
Th' inflammation didn't corne on ail at once like, but bit by bit-but 
1 wasn't going to tell you about my eyes, · 1 was talking about my 
trouble o' mind ;-and to tell the truth, Miss Grey, 1 don't think it 
was anyways eased by coming to church-nought to speak on, at 
least : I like got my bealth better ; but that didn't mend my soul. 1 
hearkened and hearkened the ministers, and read an' read at my 
prayer-book ; but it was all like S'ounding brass and a tinkling 
cymbal : the sermons I couldn't understa.nd, an' th' prayer-book only 
served to show me how wicked I was, that 1 could read such good 
words an' never be no better for it, and oftens feel it a sore labour 
an' a heavy task beside, instead of a blessing and a privilege as ail 
good Christians does. It seemed like as all were barren an' dark 
to me. And then, them dreadful words, ' Many shall seek to enter 
in, and shall not be able.' They like as they fair dried up my sperrit. 

"But one Sunday, when Maister Hatfield gave out about the 
sacrament, I noticed where be said, ' If there be any of you that 
canuot quiet bis own conscience, but requireth further comfort or 
counsel, let him corne to me, or some other discreet and leamed 
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minister of God's word, and open bis grief!' So next Sunday 
moming, afore service, 1 just looked into the vestty, an' began 
a-talk.ing to th' Rector again. 1 hardly could fashion to take such a 
liberty, but I . thought when my soul was at stake I shouldn't stick at 
a trifie. But be said be hadn't time to attend to me then. 

" ' And, indeed,' says he, ' I've nothing to say to you but what 
l've said before. Take the sacrament, of course, and go on doing 
your duty ; and if that won't serve you, nothing will So don't 
bother me any more.' 

"So then, I went away. But 1 heard Maister Weston-Maister 
Weston was there, Miss-this was his first . Sunday at Horton, you 
know, an' he was i' th' vestry in bis surplice, helping th' Rector on 
with his gown-" 

" Yes, Nancy." 
"And 1 heard him ask Maister Hatfield who 1 was; an' hc says, 

'Oh, she's a canting old fooL' 
" And 1 was very i1l grieved, Miss Grey; but 1 went to my seat, 

and I tried to do my duty as aforetime : but 1 lilce got no peace. An' 
I even took the sacrament ; but I felt as though I were eating and 
drinking to my own damnation ail th' time. So I went home, sorely 
troubled. 

"But next day, afore I'd gotten fettled up-for indeed, Miss, l'd 
no heart to sweeping an' fettling, an' washing pots ; so 1 sat me down 
i' th' muck-who should corne in but Maister W eston l I started 
siding stuff then, an' sweeping an' doing; and 1 expected he'd begin 
a-calling me for my idle ways, as Maister Hatfield would a' done ; 
but 1 was mista'en : he only bid me good-momin' like, in a quiet 
dacent way. So 1 dusted him a chair, an' fettled up th' fireplace a 
bit ; but 1 hadn't forgotten th' Rector's words, so says I, ' 1 wonder, 
sir, you shoufd give yourself that trouble, to come so far to sec a 
"canting old fool," such as me.' 

" He seemed taken aback at that ; but he would fain persuade 
me 'at the Rector was only in jest ; and when that wouldn't do, he 
says, 'Well, Nancy, you shouldn't think so much about it: Mr. 
Hatfield was a little out of humour just then : you know we're none 
of us perfect-even Moses spoke unadvisedly with his lips. But now 
ait down a minute, if you can spare the time, and tell me all your 
doubts and fears; and 1'11 try to remove them.' 
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" So I sat me down anent him. He was quite a stranger, you 
know, Miss Grey, and even younger nor Maistcr Hatfield, I believe ; 
an' I had thought him not so pleasant-looking as him, an<l rather a 
bit crossish, at first, to look at; but he spake so civil like-an<l when 
th' cat, poor thing, jumped on to bis knee, he only stroked hcr, and 
gave a bit of a smile: so I thought that was a good sign; for once, 
when she did so to th' Rector, he knocked her off, like as it might 
'be in scom and anger, poor thing. But you can't expect a cat to 
know manners like a Christian, you. know, Miss Grey." 

"No; of course not, Nancy. But what did ~fr. \Veston say 
then?" 

" He said nought; but he listened tome as steady an' patient as 
could be, an' never a bit o' scom about him; so I went on, an' telled 
him all, just as I've telled you-an' more too. 

"'\Vell,' says he, 'Mr. Hatfield was quite right in telling you to 
perseYerè in doing your duty; but in advising you to go to church 
and attend to the service, and so on, he didn't mean that 'vas the 
whole of a Christian's duty : he only thought you might therc learn 
what more was to be done, and be led to take delight in those exer­
cises, instead of finding them a task and a burden. And if you had 
asked him to ex plain those words that trouble you so much, I think 
he would have told you, that if many shall seek to enter in at the 
strait gate and shall not be able, it is their own sins that hinder 
tliem; just as a man with a large sack on bis back might wish to 
pass through a narrow doorway, and find it impossible to do so 
unless he would leave bis sack behind him. But you, Nancy, I 
daresay, have no sins that you would not gladly throw aside, if you 
knew how?' 

" ' Indeed, sir, you speak truth,' said I. 
" ' Well,' says he, 'you know the first and great commandment­

and the second, which is like unto it-on which two commandrnents 
bang ail the law and the prophets? You say you cannot love God; 
but it strikes me that if you rightly consider who and what He is, you 
cannot help it He is your father, your best friend : every blessing, 
everything good, pleasant, or useful, cornes from him ; and everything 
evil, everything you have reason to hate, to shun, or to fear, cornes 
from Satan-Bis enemy as well as ours. And for this cause was God 
manifest in the desh, that He might destroy the works of the Devil : 
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in one word, God is LOVE; and the more of love we have within us, 
the ne:irer we are to Him, and the more of His spirit we possess.' 

"'Weil, sir,' 1 sa.id, 'if I can always think on these things, 1 
think . 1 might well love God : but how can 1 love my neighbours, 
when they vex me, and be so contrairy and sinful as some on 'em is?' 

"' It may seem a bard matter,' says he, 'to love our neighbours, 
who have so much of what is evil about them, and whose faults so 
often awak.en the evil that lingers within ourselves; but remember 
that He made them, and He loves them ; and whosoever loveth him 
that begat, loveth him that is begotten also. And if God so loveth 
us, that He gave His only begotten Son to die for us, we ought also 
to love one another. But if you cannot feel positive affection for 
those who do· not care for you, you can at least try to do to them as 
you would they should do unto you : you can endeavour to pity their 
failings and excuse their offences, and to do ail the good you canto 
those about you. And if you accustom yourself to this, Nancy, the 
very effort itself will make you love them in some degree-to say 
nothing of the goodwill your kindness would beget in them, though 
they might have little else that is good about them. If we _love God 
and wish to serve Him, let us try to be like Hitn, to do His work, to 
labour for His glory-which is the good of man-to hasten the 
coming of His kingdom, which is the peace and happiness of all the 
world : however powerless we may seem to be, in doing all the good 
we can through life, the humblest of us may do much towards it; and 
let us dwell in love, that He may dwell in us and we in Him. The 
more happiness we bestow, the more we shall receive, even here; and 
the greater will be our reward in heaven when we rest from our 
labours.' 1 believe, Miss, them is bis very words, for l've thought 
'em ower many a time. An' then be took that Bible, an' read bits 
here and there, an' explained 'em as clear as the day : and it seemed 
like as a new light broke in on my soul ; an' I felt fair a glow about 
my heart, an' only wlshed poor Bill an' ail the world could ha' been 
there, an' heard it all, and rejoiced \\i' me. 

" After be was gone, Hannah Rogers, one o' th' neighbours, came 
in and wanted me to help her to wash. I telled ber I couldn't just then, 
for 1 hadn't set on th' potaties for th' dinner, nor washed up th' break­
fast stuff !et. So then she began a<alling me for my nasty idle ways. 
1 was a httle bit vexed at first, but I 11ever sa.id nothing wrong to 

• 
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her : 1 only telled ber like all in a quiet way, 'at I'd had th' new 
parson to see me; but l'd get done as quick as ever 1 could, an' then 
corne an' help her. So then she softened down ; and my heart like 
as it warmed towards ber, an' in a bit we was very good friends. 
An' so it is, Miss Grey, ' a soft answer turneth away wrath ; but 
grievous words stir up anger.' 1 t isn't only in them you speak to, 
but in yourself." 

"Very true, Nancy, if we could always remember it." 
"Ay, if we could 1" 
" And did Mr. W eston ever corne to see you again ? " 
"Yes, many a time; and since my eyes bas been so bad, he's 

sat an' read to me by the half-hour together: but you know, Miss, be 
bas other folks to see, and other things to do-God bless him ! An' 
that next Sunday be preached s11d1 a sermon 1 His text was, ' Come 
unto me ail ye that labour and are heavy laden, and 1 will give you 
rest,' and them two blessed verses that follows. You wasn't there, 
Miss, you was with your friends then-but it made me so happy 1 
And 1 am happy now, thank God ! an' 1 take a pleasure, now, ·in 
doing little bits o' jobs for my neighbours-such as a poor old body 
'at's half blind can do; and they take it kindly of me, just as be said. 
Y ou see, Miss, I'm knitting a pair o' stockings now ;-they're for 
Thomas Jackson: he's a queerish old body, an' we've had many a 
bout at threaping, one anent t'other; an' at times .we've differed 
sorely. So 1 thought I couldn't do better nor knit him a pair 
o' wann stockings; an' I've felt to like him a deal better, poor old 
man, sin' 1 began. It's turned out just as Maister Weston said." 

"Well, l'm very glad to see you so happy, Nancy, and so wise: 
but 1 must go now; 1 shall be wanted at the Hall," said 1; and 
bidding ber good-by, I departed, promising to corne again when 1 
had time, and feeling nearly as happy as herself. 

At another time I went to read to a poor labourer who was in the 
last stage of consumption. The young ladies had been to see him, 
and sofnehow a promise of reading had been extracted from them ; 
but it was too much trouble, so they begged me to do it instead. 1 
went, willingly enough ; and there too 1 was gratified with the praises 
of Mr. 'Veston, both from the sick man and bis wife. The former 
told me that be derived great comfort and benefit from the visits 
of the new parson, who frequently came to see him, and was 
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" anotber guess sort of man " to Mr. Hatfield ; who, before the 
other's arrivai at Horton, had now and then paid him a visit ; on 
which occasions he would always insist upon having the cottage-door 
kept open, to admit the fresh air for his own convenience, without 
considering how it might injure the sufferer; and having opened bis 
prayer-book and hastily read over a part of the Service for the Siek, 
would hurry away again : if he did not stay to administer some harsh 
rebuke to the affiicted wife, or to make some thoughtless, not to say 
heartless, observation, rather calculated to increase than diminish the 
troubles of the suffering pair. 

"\Vhereas," said the man, "Maister Weston 'ull pray with me 
quite in a different fashion, an' talk to me as kind as owt; an' oft 
read to me too, an' sit beside me just like a brother." 

" Just for all the world ! " exclaimed hîs wife ; "an' about a three 
wîk sin', when he seed how poor J em shivered wi' cold, an' what 
pitîful fires we kept, he axed if wer stock of coals was nearly done. 
I telled him it was, an' we was ill set to get more : but you know, 
mum, 1 didn't tbink o' him helping us; but, howsever, be . sent us a 
sack o' coals next day; an' we've had good fires ever sin' : and a 
great blessing it is, this winter time. But that's his way, Miss Grey: 
when he cornes into a poor body's bouse a-seein' sick folk, he like 
notices what they most stand i' need on ; an' if he thinks they can't 
readily get it therseln, he never says nowt about it, but just gets it 
for 'em. An' it îsn't everybody 'at 'ud do that, 'at bas as little as he 
bas : for you know, mum, he's nowt at all to live on but what he gets 
fra' th' Rector, an' that's little enough they say." 

1 remembered then, with a species of exultation, that he had fre­
quently been styled a vulgar brute by the amiable Miss Munay, 
because he wore a silver watch, and clothes not quite so bright and 
fresh as Mr. Hatfield's. 

In returning to the Lodge 1 felt very happy, and thanked God 
that I had now something to think about; something to dwell on as 
a relief from the weary monotony, the lonely drudgery, of my present 
life: for 1 was lonely. Never, from month to month, from year to 
year, except during my brief întervals of rest at home, dîd I see one 
creature to whom 1 could open my heart, or freely speak my thoughts 
with any hope of sympathy, or even comprehension : never one, 
unless it were poor Nancy Brown, with whom 1 could enjoy a single 
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moment of real social intercourse, or whose conversation was calcu­
lated to render me better, wiser, or happier than before ; or who, as 
far as I could see, could be greatly benefited by mine. My only 
companions had been w1amiable children, and ignorant, wrong­
headed girls; from whose fatiguing folly, unbroken solitude was often 
a relief most earnestly desired and dearly prized. But to be restricted 
to such associates was· a serions evil, both in its immediate eff ects and 
the consequences that were likely to ensue. N ever a new idea or 
stirring thought came to me from without; and such as rose within 
me were, for the most part, miserably crushed at once, or doomed to 
sicken and fade away, because they could not see the light 

Habituai associates are known to exercise a great influence over 
each other's minds and manners. Those whose actions are for ever 
before our eyes, whose words are ever in our ears, will naturally lead 
us, albeit against our will, slowly, gradually, imperceptibly, perhaps, 
to act and speak as they do. 1 will not presume to say how far this 
irresistible power of assimilation extends ; but if one civilized man 

. were doomed to pass a dozen years amid a race . of in tractable 
savages, unless he had power to improve them, 1 greatly question 
whether, at the close of that period, he would not have become, at 
least, a barbarian himself. And 1, as 1 could not make my young 
companions better, feared exceedingly that thcy would make me 
worse-would gradually bring my feelings, habits, capacities, to the 
level of their own ; without, however, imparting to me their light­
heartedness and cheerful vivacity. 

Already, I seemed to feel my intellect deteriorating, my heart 
petrif ying, my soul contracting ; and 1 trembled lest my very moral 
perceptions should become deadened, my distinctions of right and 
wrong confounded, and all my better faculties be sunk, at last, beneath 
the baneful influence of such a mode of life. The gross vapours of 
earth were gathering around me, and closing in upon my inward 
heaven; and thus it was that Mr. Weston rose at length upon me, 
appearing like the morning-star in my horizon, to save me from the 
fear of utter darkness; and 1 rejoiced that 1 had now a subject for 
contemplation that was above me, not beneath. 1 was glad to see 
that all the world was not made up of Bloomfields, Murrays, Hat­
fields, Ashbys, &c. ; and that human excellence was not a mere dream 
of the imagination. 'Vhen we hear a little good and no harm of a 
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person, it is easy and pleasant to imagine more : in short, it is need· 
less to analyze ail my thoughts ; but Sunday was now become a day 
of peculiar delight to me (l was now almost broken-in to the back 
corner in the carriage ), for I liked to hear him-and 1 liked to see 
him, too ; though I knew be was not handsome, or even what is called 
agreeable, in outward aspect : but, certainly, be was not ugly. 

In stature be was a little, a very little, above the middle size ; the 
outline of his face would be pronounced too square for beauty, but 
to me it announced decision of character ; bis dark brown haïr was 
not carefully curled, like Mr. Hatfield's, but simply brushed aside 
over a broad white forehead; the eyebrows, I suppcse, wtre too 
projecting, but from under those dark brows there gleamed an eye of 
singular power, brown in colour, not large, and somewhat deep-set, 
but strikingly brilliant, and full of expression ; there was character, · 
too, in the mouth, something that bespoke a man of firm purpose 
and an habituai thinker; and when be smiled-but 1 will not speak 
of that yet, for, at the time 1 mention, 1 had never seen him smile : 
and, indeed, bis general appearance did not impress me with the 
idea of a man given to such a relaxation, nor of such an individual 
as the cottagers described him. 1 had early formed my opinion of 
him ; and, in spite of Miss Murray's objurgations, was fully convinced 
that he was a man of strong sense, firm faith, and ardent piety, but 
thoughtful and stem: and when 1 found that, to his other good 
qualities, was added that of true benevolence and gentle, considerate 
kindness, the discovery, perhaps, delighted me the more, as I had 
Îlot been prepared to expect it. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE SHOWER. 

THE next visit 1 paid to Nancy Brown was in the second week in 
March : for, though 1 had many spare minutes during the day, 1 
seldom could look upon an hour as entirely my own ; since, where 
everything was left to the caprices of Miss Matilda and ber sister, 
there could be no order or regularity. Whatever occupation 1 chose, 
when not actually busied about them or their concems, 1 had, as it 
were, to keep my loins girded, my shoes on my feet, and my staff in 
my band ; for not to be immediately forthcoming when called for, 
was regarded as a grave and inexcusable offence: not only by my 
pupils and their mother, but by the very servant, who came in breath­
less haste to ca1l me, exclaiming, " You're to go to the schoolroom 
diredly, mum-the young ladies is WAITING ! ! " Climax of horror 1 
actually waiting for their govemess ! l ! 

But this time 1 was pretty sure of an hour or two to myself; for 
Matilda was preparing for a long ride, and Rosalie was dressing for a 
dinner-party at Lady Ashby's: so 1 took the opportunity of repairing 
to the widow's cottage, where I found her in some anxiety about ber 
cat, which had been absent all day. 1 comforted ber with as many 
anecdotes of that animal's roving propensities as 1 could recollect. 
" I'm feared o' th' gamekt:epers," said she : " that's all 'at 1 think on. 
If th' young gentlemen had been at home, I should a' thought they'd 
been setting their dogs at her, an' worried ber, poor thing, as they did 
many a poor thing's cat; but 1 haven't that to be feared on now." 
Nancy's eyes were better, but still far from well: she had been trying 
to make a Sunday shirt for her son, but told me she could only bear 
to do a little bit at it now and then, so that ityrogressed but slowly, 
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tbough the poor lad wanted it sadly. So I proposed to help ber a 
little, after I had read to her, for 1 had plenty of time that evening, 
and need not return till dusk. She thankfully accepted the offer. 
" An' you'll be a bit o' company for me too, Miss," said she ; " I like 
as I feel lonesome without my cat." But when I had fi.nished 
reading, and done the half of a seam, with N ancy's capacious bnm 
thimble fitted on to my finger by means of a roll of paper, I was 
disturbed by the entrance of Mr. Weston, with the identical cat in 
bis arms. I now saw that be could smile, and very pleasantly too. 

" l've done you a piece of good service, Nancy," be began : then 
seeing me, he acknowledged my presence by a slight bow. 1 should 
have been invisible to Hatfield, or any other gentleman of those parts. 
" I've delivered your cat," he continued, "from the bands, or rather 
the gun, of Mr. Murray's gamekeeper." 

" God bless you, sir I" cried the grateful old woman, ready to 
weep for joy as she received ber favourite from bis arms. 

"Take care of it," said he, "and don't let it go near the rabbit· 
warren, for the gamekeeper swears he'll shoot it if be sees it there 
again : he would have done so to-day, ü I had not been in time to 
stop him. I believe it is raining, Miss Grey," added be, more 
quietly, observing that I had put aside my work, and was preparing 
to depart. " Don't let me disturb you-1 shan't stay two minutes." 

"You'll !Join stay while this shower gets owered," said Nancy, as 
she stirred the fire, and placed another chair beside it ; " what ! there's 
room for all." 

" 1 can see better here, thank you, Nancy," replied I, taking my 
work to the window, where she had the goodness to suffer me to 
remain unmolested, while she got a brush to remove the cat's haÎIS 
from Mr. Weston's coat, carefully wiped the rain from bis bat, and 
gave the cat its supper, busily talking all the rime : now thanking her 
clerical friend for what be had clone ; now wondering how the cat had 
found out the warren ; and now lamenting the probable consequences 
of such a discovery. He listened with a quiet, good-natured smile, 
and at length took a seat in compliance with her pressing invitations, 
but repeated that he did not mean to stay. 

· "I have another place to go to," said he, "and I see" (glancing 
at the book on the table) " some one else bas been reading to you." 

" Yes, sir ; Miss Grey bas been as kind as read me a chapter; an' 
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now she's helping me with a shirt for our Bill-but I'm feared she'll 
be cold there. W on't you corne to th' fire, Miss ? " 

"No, thank you, Nancy, l'm quite warm. I must go as soon as 
this shower is over." 

" Oh, Miss ! Vou said you could stop while dusk ! " cried the 
provoking old woman, and Mr. W eston seized his hat. 

" Nay, sir," exclaimed she, "pray don't go now, while it rains so 
fast." 

cc But it strikes me I'm keeping your visitor away from the fire." 
" No, you're not, Mr. Weston," replied I, hoping there was no 

harm in a falsehood of that description. 
"No, sure!" cried Nancy. "What, there's lots o' room ! " 
"Miss Grey," s~d he, half-jestingly, as if he felt it necessary to 

change the present subject, whether he had anything particular to say 
or not, "I wish you would make my peace with the squire, when you 
see him. He was by when I rescued N ancy's cat, and did not quite 
approve of the deed. 1 told him I thought he might better spare all · 
his rabbits than she her cat, for which audacious assertion he treated 
me to some rather ungentlemanly Ianguage ; and 1 fear I retorted a 
trifie too wannly." _ 

" Oh, lawful sir l I hope you didn't fall out wi' th' maister for sake 
o' my cat !'he cannot bide answering again-can th' maister." 

" Oh ! it's no matter, Nancy : 1 don't care about it, really; 1 sa.id 
nothing very uncivil ; and I suppose Mr. MUITay is accustomed to use 
rather strong language when he's heated." 

cc Ay, sir: it's a pity." 
"And now, I really must go. 1 have to visit a place a mile 

beyond this ; and you would not have me to return in the dark : 
besides, it bas nearly done raining now-so good-evening, Nancy. 
Good-evening, Miss Grey." 

" Good-evening, Mr. W eston ; but don't depend upon me for 
making your peace with ~fr. Murray, for I never see him-to 
speak to." 

"Don't you? it can't be helped then," replied he, in dolorous 
resignation: then, with a peculiar half-smile, he added, "But never 
mind ; I imagine the squire has more to apologize for than I ; " and 
left the cottage. 

1 went on with my sewing as long as I could see, and then bade 
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Nancy good~vening; checking her too lively gratitude by the unde­
niable assurance that 1 had only done for ber what she would bave 
done for me, if she had been in my place and I in hers. 1 hastened 
back to Horton Lodge, where, having entered the school-room, 1 
found the tea-table all in confusion, the tray ftooded with slops, and 
Miss Matilda in a most ferocious humour. 

"Miss Grey, whatever have you been about? l've had tea ha1f 
an hour ago, and had to make it myself, and drink it ail alone ! I 
wish you would corne in sooner ! " 

" I've been to see Nancy Brown. 1 thought you would not be 
back from your ride." 

"How could 1 ride in the rain, 1 should like to know. That 
damned pelting shower was vexations enough---<:oming on when I 
was just in full swing : and then to corne and find nobody in to tea ! 
and you know 1 can't make the tea as 1 like it" 

"1 didn't think of the shower," replied 1 (and, indeed, the thought 
of its driving ber home had never entered my head). 

" No, of course ; you were under shelter yourselt; and you never 
thought of other people." 

1 bore ber coarse reproaches with astonishing equanimity, even 
with cheerfulness ; for 1 was sensible that 1 had done more good to 
Nancy Brown than harm to her : and perhaps some other thoughts 
assisted to keep up my spirits, and impart a relish to the cup of cold, 
overdrawn tea, and a chann to the otherwise unsightly table; and-1 
had almost said-to Miss. Matilda's unamiable face. But she soon 
betook herself to the stables, and left me to the quiet enjoyment of 
my solitary meal. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

THE PRIMROSES. 

Miss MURRAY now always went twice to church~ for she so Joved 
admiration that sbe could not bear to lose a single opportunity of 
obtaining it ; and she was so sure of it whcrever she showed herself, 
that, whether Harry Meltham and Mr. Green were there or not, 
there was certain to be somebody present who would not be insen· 
sible to ber charms, besides the Rector, whose official capacity 
generally obliged him to attend. U sually, also, if the weather per· 
mitted, both she and ber sister would walk home ; Matilda, because 
she hated the confinement of the caniage ; she, because she disliked 
the privacy of it, and enjoyed the company that generally enlivened 
the first mile of the joumey in walking from the church to Mr. 
Green's park-gates : near which commenced the private road to 
Horton Lodge, which lay in the opposite direction, while the highway 
conducted in a straightforward course to the still more distant mansion 
of Sir Hugh Meltham. Thus there was always a chance of being 
accompanied, so far, either by Harry Meltham, with or without Miss 
Meltham, or Mr. Green, with perhaps one or both of bis sisters, and 
any gentlemen visitors they might have. . 

Whether 1 walked with the young ladies or rode with their 
parents, depended upon their own capricious will : if they chose to 
"take" me, 1 went; if, for reasons best known to themselves, they 
chose to go alone, 1 took my seat in the carriage. I liked walking 
better, but a sense of reluctance to obtru<le my presence on any one 
who did not desire it, always ·kcpt me passive on these and similar 
occasions ; and 1 never inquired into the causes of their varying 
whims. Indeed, this was the best policy-for to submit and oblige 
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was the govemess's part, to consult their own pleasure was that of the 
pupils. But when 1 did walk, the first half of the journey was gene­
rally a great nuisance to me. As none of the before-mentioned ladies 
and gentlemen ever noticed me, it was disagreeable to walk beside 
them, as if listening to what they said, or wishing to be thought one 
of them, while they talked over me, or across ; and if their eyes, in 
speaking, chanced to fall on me, it seemed as if they looked on 
vacancy-as if they either did not see me, or were very desirous to 
make it appear so. It was disagreeable, too, to walk behind, and 
thus appear to acknowledge my own inferiority ; for, in truth, 1 con­
sidered myself pretty nearly as good as the best of them, and wished 
them to know that I did so, and not to imagine that I looked upon 
myself as a mere domestic, who knew her own place too well to walk 
beside such fine ladies and gentlemen as they were-though ber 
young ladies might choose to have ber with them, and even conde­
scend to converse with ber when no better company were at hand. 
Thus-! am almost ashamed to confess it-but indeed 1 gave myself 
no little trouble in my endeavours (if I did keep up with them) to 
appear perfectly unconscious or regardless of their presence, as ü 1 
were wholly absorbed in my own refiections, or the contemplation of 
surrounding objects; or, if 1 lingered behind, it was some bird or 
insect, some tree or ftower, tbat attracted my attention, and having 
duly examined that, 1 would pursue my walk alone, at a leisurely pace, 
until my pupils had bidden adieu to their companions, and tumed oft 
into the quiet private road. 

One such occasion 1 particularly well remember : it was a lovely 
aftemoon about the close of March ; Mr. Green and bis sisters had 
sent their carriage back empty, in order to enjoy the bright sunshine 
and balmy air in a sociable walk home along with their visitors. 
Captain Somebody and Lieutenant Somebody-else (a couple of 
military fops), and the Misses Murray, wbo, of course, contrived to 
join them. Such a party was highly agreeable to Rosalie ; but not 
finding it equally suitable to my taste, 1 presently fell back, and 
began to botanize and entomologize along the green banks /and 
budding bedges, till the company was considerably in advance of 
me, and 1 could hear the sweet song of the happy lark ; then my 
spirit of misanthropy began to melt away beneath the soft, pure air 
and genial sunshine ; but sad thoughts of early childhood, and yearn-
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ings for departed joys, or for a brighter future lot, arose instead. As 
· my eyes wandered over the steep banks covered with young grass 
and green-leaved plants, and surmounted by budding hedges, I longed 
intensely for some familiar fiower that might recall the woody dales 
or green hill-sides of home : the brown moorlands, of course, were 
out of the question. Such a discovery would make my eyes gush out 
with water, no doubt; but that was one of my greatest enjoyments 
now. At length I descried, high up between the twisted roots of an 
oak, three lovely primroses, peeping so sweetly from their hiding­
place that the tears already started at the sight ; but they grew so 
high above me, that I tried in vain to gather one or two, to dream 
over and to carry with me: I could not reach them unless 1 climbed 
the bank, which I was deterred from doing by hearing a footstep at 
that moment behind me, and was, therefore, about to turn away, 
when 1 was startled by the words, " Allow me to gather them for 
you, Miss Grey," spoken in the grave, low tones of a well-known 
voice. Immediately the fiôwers were gathered, and in my band It 
was Mr. Weston, of course-who else would trouble himself to do so 
much for me1 

I thanked him; whether warmly or coldly, 1 cannot tell: but 
certain I am that I did not express half the gratitude 1 felt. It was 
foolish, perhaps, to feel any gratitude at ail ; but it seemed to me, at 
that moment, as if this were a remarkable instance of bis good-nature : 
an act of kindness which 1 could not repay, but never should forget: 
so utterly unaccustomed was I to receive such civilities, so little pre­
pared to expect the~ from any one within fifty miles of Horton 
LOdge. Yet this did not prevent me from feeling a little uncomfort­
able in his presence; and 1 proceeded to follow my pupils at a much 
quicker pace than before ; though, perhaps, if Mr. W eston had taken 
the hint, and let me pass without another word, 1 might have repented 
it an hour after : but he did not. A somewhat rapid walk for me, 
was but an ordinary pace for him. 

"Your young ladies have left you alone," said he. 
"Yes, they are occupied with more agreeable company." 
'' Then don't trouble yourself to overtake them." 
I slackened my pace; but next moment regretted having done 

so : my companion did not speak ; and I had nothing in the world 
to say, and feared he might be in the same predicament. At length, 
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however, be broke the pause by asking, with a certain quiet abrupt­
ness peculiar to himself, if 1 liked ftowers. 

" Yes ; very much," 1 answered : " wild-ftowers especially. '' 
"I like wild-ftowers," said be; "others I don't care about, 

because 1 have no particular associations connected with them­
except one or two. What are your favourite ftowers?" 

"Primroses, blue-bells, and heath-blossoms." 
" Not violets ? " 
" No ; because, as you say, 1 have no particular assoc~tions con­

nected with them ; for t~ere are no sweet violets among the hills and 
valleys round my home." 

cc It must be a great consolation to you to have a home, Miss 
Grey," observed my companion after a short pause : cc however remote, 
or however seldom visited, still it is something to look to." 

'' lt is so much that 1 think 1 could not live without it," replied 
1, with an enthusiasm of which I immediately repented; for I thought 
it must have sounded essentially silly. 

"Oh yes; you could," said he, with a thoughtful smile. "The 
tics that bind us to life are tougher than you imagine, or than any 
one cân who bas not · felt how roughly they may be pulled without 
breaking. Y ou might be miserable without a home, but even you 
could live ; and not so miserably as you suppose. The human heart 
is like indian-rubber : a little swells it, but a great deal will not 
burst it If ' little more than nothing will disturb it, little less than 
ail things will suffi.ce' to break it. As in the outer members of our 
frame, there is a vital power inherent in itself, that strengthens it 
against extemal violence. Every blow that shakes it will serve · to 
harden it against a future stroke ; as constant labour thickens the 
skin of the band, and strengthens its muscles instea<l of wasting 
them away : so that a day of arduous toil, that might excoriate a 
lady's palm, would malte no sensible impression on that of a hardy 
ploughman. 

"I speak from experience-partly my own. There was a time 
when 1 thought as you do-at least, 1 was fully persuaded that home 
and its affections were the only things that made life tolerable: that, 
if deprived of these, existence would become a burden :.hard to be 
endnred ; but now 1 have no home-unless you would dignify my 
two hired rooms at Horton by such a name ;-and not twelve 
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months ago, 1 lost the last and dearest of my early friends; and yet, 
not only 1 live, but I am not wholly destitute of hope and comfort, 
even for this life : though I must acknowledge that I can seldom enter 
even an humble cottage at the close of day, and see its inhabitants 
peaceably gathered around their cheerful hearth, without a feeling 
.almosl of envy at their domestic enjoyment." 

" You don't know what happiness lies before you yet," said I : 
" you are now only in the commencement of your joumey." 

" The best of happiness,n replied he, " is mine already-the power 
and the will to be useful." 

We now approached a stile communicating with a footpath that 
conducted to a farm-house, where, I suppose, Mr. W eston purposed 
to mak.e himself ' useful ; ' for he presently took leave of me, crossed 
the stile, and traversed the path with his usual firm, elastic tread, 
leaving me to ponder his words as I continued my course alone. I 
had heard before that he had lost his moth_er not many months before 
he came. She then was the last and dearest of his early friends; and 
he had no home. 1 pitied him from my heart : I almost wept for 
sympathy. And this, I thought, accounted for the shade of premature 
thoughtfulness that so frequently clouded his brow, and obtained for 
him the reputation of a morose and sullen disposition with the 
charitable Miss Murray and all her kin. " But," thought I, " he is 
not so miserable as I should be under such a deprivation: he leads 
an active life ; and a wide field for useful exertion lies before him. 
He can mah friends ; and he can make a home too, if he pleases ; 
and, doubtless, he will please some time. God grant the partner of 
that home may be worthy of his choice, and make it a happy one­
such a home as be deserves to have ! And how delightful it would 
be to--" But no matter what I thought. 

I began this book with the intention of concealing nothing; that 
those who liked might have the benefit of perusing a fellow.creature's 
heart: but we have some thoughts that all the angels in heaven are 
welcome to behold, but not our brother-men-not even the best and 
kindest amongst them. 

By this time the Greens had ta.ken themselves to their own abode, 
and the Murrays had turned down the private road, whither I 
hastened to follow them. 1 found the two girls wann in an animated 
dilcussion on the respective merits of the two young officers; but on 
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seeing me Rosalie broke off in the middle of a sentence to exclaim, 
with malicious glee-

"Oh-ho, Miss Grey 1 you're corne at Iast, are. you? No wonàer 
you lingered so long behind ; and no wonder you always stand up so 
vigorously for Mr. Weston when 1 abuse him. Ah-ha ! 1 see it 
all now ! " 

" Now, come, Miss Murray, don't be foolish," said I, attempting 
a good-natured laugh ; "you know such nonsense can malte no im­
pression on me." 

But she still went on talking such intolerable stuff.-her sister 
helping her with appropriate fiction coined for the occasion-that 1 
thought it necessary to say something in my own justification." 

"\Vhat folly all this is ! " I exclaimed. "If Mr. \Veston's road 
happened ta be the same as mine for a few yards, and if be chose to 
exchange a word or two in passing, what is there so remarkable in 
that? I assure you, I never spoke to him before: except once." 

" Where ? where ? and when ? " cried they eagerly. 
" In Nancy' s cottage." 
" Ah-ha ! you've met him there, have you?" exclaimed Rosalie, 

with exultant laughter. " Ah ! now, Matilda, I've found out why she's 
so fond of going to Nancy Brown's ! she goes there to flirt with Mr. 
Weston." 

" Really, that is not worth contradicting !-1 only saw him there 
once, 1 tell you-and how could 1 know he was coming ? " 

Irritated as I was at their foolish mirth and vexatious imputations, 
the uneasiness did not continue long : when they had had their laugh 
out, they retumed again to the captain and lieutenant ; and, while 
they disputed and commented upon them, my indignation rapiclly 
cooled ; the cause of it was quickly forgotten, and I tumed my 
thoughts into a pleasanter channel. Thus we proceeded up the park, 
and entered the hall; and as I ascended the stairs to my own 
chamber, 1 had but one thought within me : my heart was filled to 
overftowing with one single earnest wish. Having entered the room, 
and shut the door, 1 fell upon my knees and offered up a fervent 
but not impetuous prayer: "'fhy will be done," I strove to say 
throughout ; but, " Father, ail things are possible with Thee, and 
may it be thy will," was sure to follow. That wish-that prayer­
both men and women would have scorned me for-" But, Father, 
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Tlwu wilt not despise 1 " I sa.id, and felt that it was true. It seemed 
to me that another's welfare was at least as ardently implored for 
as my own ; nay, even tluzl was the principal object of my heart's 
desire. I might have been deceiving myself; but that idea gave me 
confidence to ask, and power to hope 1 did not ask in vain. As for 
the primroses, 1 kept two of ·them in a glass in my room until they 
were completely withered, and the housemaid threw them out ; and 
the petals of the other I pressed between the leaves of my Bible-! 
have them still, and mean to keep them always. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE REC..'TOR. 

THE following day was as fine as the preceding one. Soon after 
breakfast Miss Matilda, having galloped and blundered through 
a few unprofitable lessors, and vengeably thumped the piano for 
an hour, in a terrible humour with both me and it, because her 
mamma would not give her a holiday, had betaken herself to ber 
favourite places of resort, the yards, the stables, and the dog­
kennels ; and Miss Murray was gone forth to enjoy a quiet ramble 
with a new fashionable novel for her companion, leaving me in the 
schoolroom bard at work upon a water-colour drawing which 1 had 
promised to do for ber, and which she insisted upon my finishing 
that day. . 

At my feet laya little rough terrier. It was the property of Miss 
Matilda; but she hated the animal, and intended to sell it, alleging 
that it was quite spoiled. It was really an excellent dog of its kind ; 
but she affirmed it was fit for nothing, and had not even the sense to 
know its own mistress. 

'The fact was, she had purchased it when but a small puppy, 
insisting at first that no one should touch it but herself; but, soon 
becoming tired of so helpless and troublesome a nursling, she had 
gladly yielded to my entreaties to be allowed to take charge of it ; 
and 1, by carefully nursing the little creature from infancy to adoles­
cence, of course, had obtained its affections : a reward I should 
have greatly valued, and looked upon as far outweighing ail the 
trouble 1 had had with it, had not poor Snap's grateful feelings 
exposed him to many a harsh wonl and many a spiteful kick and 
pinch from his owner, and were he not now in danger of being 
"put away ,, in consequence, or transferred to some rough, stony· 
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hearted master. But bow could 1 belp it ? I could not make the 
dog hate me, by auel treatment ; and she would not propitiate him 
by kindness. 

However, while 1 thus sat, working away with my pencil, Mrs ... 
Murray came, balf-sailing, half-bustling, into the room. 

"Miss Grey,'' she began,-" dear ! bow can you sit at your 
drawing such a day as this? " (She thought 1 was doing it for my 
own pleasure.) " 1 W()ltlÙr you don't put on your bonnet and go out 
with the young ladies." 

" 1 think, ma'am, Miss Murray is reading ; and Miss Matilda is 
amusing herself with ber dogs." 

" If you would try to amuse Miss Matilda yourself a little more, 
1 think sbe would not be drivm to seek amusement in the com­
panionship of dogs and borses and grooms, so much as she is ; and 
if you would be a little more cheerful and conversa.hie with Miss 
Murray, she would not so often go wandering in the fields with a 
book in ber band. However, 1 don't want to vex you,'' added she, 
seeing, 1 suppose, that my cheeks burned and my band trembled 
with some unamiable emotion. " Do, pray, try not to be so touchy, 
-there's no speaking to you else. And tell me if you know where 
Rosalie is gone : and why she likes to be so much alone ? " 

" She says she likes to be alone when she bas a new book to 
read." 

" But why can't she read it in the park or the garden ?-why 
should she go into the fields and lanes ? And how is it that that 
Mr. Hatfield so often finds ber out ? She told me last week be'd 
walked bis borse by ber side ail up Moss Lane ; and now l'm sure 
it was be I saw, from my dressing-room window, walking so briskJy 
past the park-gates, and on towards the field wbere she so frequently 
goes. I wisb you would go and see if she is there ; and just gently 
remind her that it is not proper for a young lady of ber rank and 
prospects to be wandering about by berself in that manner, exposed 
to the attentions of any one that presumes to address ber ; like some 
poor neglected girl tbat bas no park to walk in, and no friends to 
ta.ke care of ber : and tell ber that ber papa would be extremely 
angry if be knew of ber treating Mr. Hatfield in the familiar manner 
that I fear sbe does ; and-oh 1 if you-if any governess had but 
half a mother's watchfulness-half a mother's anxious care, 1 should 
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be saved this trouble ; and you would see at once the necessity of 
keeping your eye upon ber, and making your company agreeable to 
- W ell, go-go ; there's no time to be lost," cried she, seeing 

• that 1 bad put away my drawing materials, and was waiting in the 
doorway for the conclusion of ber address. 

According to ber prognostications, 1 found Miss Munay in ber 
favourite field just without the park ; and, unfortunately, not alone ; 
for the tall, stately figure of Mr. Hatfield was slowly sauntering by 
her side. 

Herc was a poser for me. It was my duty to interropt the tlte-à­
tlte : but how was it to be done? Mr. Hatfield could not be driven 
away by so insignificant a person as 1 ; and to go and place myself 
on the other side of Miss Murray, and intrude my unwelcome 
presence upon her without noticing ber companion, was a piece of 
rudeness 1 could not be guilty of: neither bad J the courage "to cry 
aloud from the top of the field that she was wanted elsewhere. So 1 
took the intermediate course of walking slowly but steadily towards 
them; resolving, if my approach failed to scare away the beau, to 
pass by and tell Miss Murray ber mamma wanted ber. 

Sbe certainly looked very charming as she strolled, lingering 
along under the budding horse-chestnut trees that stretched their 
long arms over the park-palings, with ber closed book in one band, 
and iÎl the other a graceful sprig of myrtle, which served ber as a 
very pretty plaything ; ber brigbt ringlets escaping profusely from 
ber little bonnet, and gently stirred by the breeze, ber fair cheek 
fiushed witb gratified vanity, ber smiling blue eyes, now slyly glancing 
towards ber admirer, now gazing downward at ber myrtle sprig. 
But Snap, running before me, interrupted ber in the midst of some 
balf-pert, half-pla yful repartee, by catching bold of ber dress and 
vebemently tugging thereat ; till Mr. Hatfield, with bis cane, admi­
nistered a resounding thwack upon the animal's skull, and sent it 
yelping back to me, with a clamorous outcry that afforded the 
reverend gentleman great amusement : but seeing me so near, be 
thought, 1 suppose, be might as well be taking his departure ; and as 
I stooped to caress the dog, with ostentatious pity to show my dis­
approval of bis severity, 1 heard him say,-" When shall 1 see you 
.again, Miss Murray ? " 

" At church, 1 suppose," replied she, " unless your business 
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chances to bring you here aga.in, at the precise moment when I 
happen to be walking by." 

"1 could always manage. to have business here, if 1 knew pre­
cisely when and where to find you." 

" But if 1 would, 1 could not inform you, for I am so imme­
thodical, 1 never can tell to-day what I shall do to-morrow." 

" Then give me that, meantime, to comfort me," said be, half 
jestingly and balf in earnest, extending bis band for the sprig of 
myrtle. 

" No, indeed, I shan1t.'' 
" Do ! pray do 1 1 shall be the most miserable of men if you 

don't. You cannot be so cruel as to deny me a favour so easily 
granted and yet so highly prized 111 pleaded be as ardei;itly as if bis 
life depended on it. , 

By this time, I stood within a very few yards of them, impatiently 
waiting bis departure. 

" There then ! take it and go,11 said Rosa.lie. 
He joyfully received the gift, murmured something that made her 

blush and toss ber bead, but with a little laugb that showed ber 
displeasure was entirely affected ; and then with a courteous saluta­
tion withdrew. 

" Did you ever see such a man, Miss Grey ? ,, said she, tuming 
to me ; " rm so glad you came ! 1 thought 1 never slzoultl get rid 
of him; and 1 was so terribly afraid of papa seeing him.11 

" Has be been with you long ? " 
"No, not long, but he's so extremely impertinent: and be's 

always hanging about, pretending bis business or bis clerical duties 
require bis attendance in these parts, and really watching for poor 
me, and pouncing upon me wherever be sees me." 

" \Vell, your mamma thinks you ought not to go beyond the park 
or garden without some discreet, matronly person like me to accom­
pany you, and keep off ail intruders. She descried Mr. Hatfield 
hunying past the park-gates, and forthwith despatched me with 
instructions to seek you up and to take care of you, and likewise to 
warn-" 

" Oh, mamma's so tiresome 1 As if 1 couldn1t take care of 
myself. She bothered me before about Mr. Hatfield ; and I told 
her she might trust me : I never should forget my rank and station 

oigitiz~d by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



412 AGNES GREY. 

for the most delightful man that ever breathed. I wish be would go 
down on bis knees to-morrow, and implore me to be bis wife, that 1 
migbt just show ber how mistaken sbe is in supposing that 1 could 
ever- Oh, it provokes me so 1 To think that 1 could be such 
a fool as to fall in love I lt is quite beneatb the dignity of a woman 
to do sucb a thing. Love ! I detest the word ! As applied to one 
of our sex, I think it a perfect insult. A preference . 1 miglzl acknow­
ledge ; but never for one like poor Mr. Hatfield, who has not seven 
hundred a y«:ar to bless bimself with. 1 like to talk to him, because 
he's so clever and amusing-1 wish Sir Thomas Ashby were balf as 
nice ; besides, I must have some6otly to flirt with, and no one else 
bas the sense to corne bere ; and when we go out, mamma won't let 
me flirt with a.nybody but Sir Thomas-if he's there ; and if he's nol 
there, l'm bound band and foot, for fear somebody should go and 
make up some exaggerated story, and put it into his head that I'm 
engaged, or likely to be engaged, to somebody else; or, wbat is 
more probable, for fear bis nasty old mother sbould see or hear of 
my ongoings, and conclude that I'm not a fit wife for ber excellent 
son : as if the said son were not the greatest scamp in Christendom ; 
and as if any woman of common decency were not a world too good 
for him." 

" Is it really so, Miss Murray ? and does your mamma know it, 
and yet wish you to marry him ? " 

" To be sure, she does ! Sbe knows more against him than 1 do, 
I believe : she keeps it from me lest 1 should be discouraged ; not 
knowing how little I care about such things. For it's no great 
matter, really : he'll be ail right when he's manied, as mamma says ; 
and reformed rakes make the best husbands, t'Verybotly knows. 1 
only wish be were not so ugly-tluzl's aU I think about : but then 
there's no choice here in the country; and papa wü/ not let us go to 
London-" 

"But 1 should think Mr. Hatfield would be far better." 
"And so he would, if he were lord of Ashby Park-there's not a 

doubt of it: but the fact is, 1 must have Ashby Park, whoever shares 
it with me." 

"But Mr. Hatfield thinks you like him all this time; you don't 
consider how bitterly he will be disappointed when he finds himself 
_: ..... 1. ,, ' 
U.lllUAAen. 
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"No, indeed ! It will be a proper punishment for bis presump­
tion-for ever daring to think 1 could like him. 1 should enjoy 
nothing so much as lifting the veil from bis eyes." 

"The sooner you doit the better then." 
" No ; 1 tell you, 1 like to amuse myself with him. Besides, he 

docsn't really think 1 like him. 1 take good c:are of that : you 
don't know how cleverly 1 manage. He may presume to think he 
can indua me to like him; for which 1 shall punish him as he 
deserves." 

" Well, mind you don't give too much reason for such presump­
tion-that's al~" replied 1. 

But all my exhortations were in vain : they only made ber some­
what more solicitous to disguise her wishes and her thoughts from 
me. She talked no more to me about the Rector ; but 1 could see 
that her mind, if not ber heart, was fi.xed upon him still, and that she 
was intent upon obtaining another interview : for though, in com­
pliance with ber mother's request, 1 was now constituted the com­
panion of her rambles for a time, she still persisted in wandering in 
the fields and lanes that lay in the nearest proximity to the road ; 
and, whether she talked to me or read the book she carried in her 
hand, she kept continually pausing to look round ber, or gaze up the 
road to see if any one was coming ; and if a horseman trotted by, 1 
could tell by her unqualified abuse of the poor equestrian, whoever 
he might be, that she hated him kcause be was not Mr. Hatfield 

"Surely," thought J, "she is not so indifferent to him as sbe 
believes herself to be, or would have others to believe her ; and her 
mother's anxiety is not so wholly causeless as she affirms." 

Three days passed away, and he did not make his appearance. 
On the aftemoon of the fourth, ·as we were walking beside the park­
palings in the memorable field, each furnished with a book (for 1 
always took care to provide myself with something to be doing when 
she did not require me to talk), she suddenly interrupted my studies 
by exclaiming-

" Oh, Miss Grey ! do be so kind as to go and see Mark Wood, 
and take his wife half-a-crown from me-1 should have given or 
sent it a week ago, but quite forgot. There ! " sa.id she, throwing 
me ber purse, and speaking very fast-" Never mind getting it out 
now, but take the purse and give them what you like; 1 would go 
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with you, but 1 want to finish this volume. 1'11 come and meet you 
wben l've done it. Be quick, will you-and~h, wait; hadn't you 
better read to him a bit ? Run to the bouse and get some sort of ~ 
good book. Anything will do." 

I clid as I was desired ; but, suspecting something from her 
hurried manner and the suddenness of the request, 1 just glanced 
back before 1 quitted the field, and there was Mr. Hatfield about to 
enter at the gate below. By sending me to the bouse for a book, she 
had just prevented my meeting him on the road. 

" N ever mind ! " thought I, " there'll be no great harm done. 
Poor Mark will be glad of the half-crown, and perhaps of the good 
book too ; and if the Rector does steal Miss Rosalie's heart, it will 
only humble ber pride a little; and if they do get married at last, it 
will only save her from a worse fate; and she will be quite a good 
enough partner for him, and he for her.'' 

Mark \Vood was the consumptive labourer whom 1 mentioned 
before. He was now rapidly wearing away. Miss Murray, by ber 
liberality, obtained literally the blessing of him that was ready to 
perish; for though the half-crown could be of very little service to 
him, he was glad of it for the sake of his wife and children, so soon 
to be widowed and fatherless. Mter I had sat a f ew minutes, and · 
read a little for the comfort and edification of himself and his afilicted 
wife, I left them ; but I had not proceeded fifty yards before I 
encountered Mr. \\' eston, apparently on his way to the same abode. 
He greeted me in his usual quiet, unaffected way, stopped to inquire 
about the condition of the sick man and his family, and with a sort 
of unconscious, brotherly disregard to ceremony, took from my band 
the book out of which I had been reading, tumed over its pages, 
made a few brief but very sensible remarks, and restored it ; then 
told me about some poor sufferer he had just been visiting, talked a 
little about Nancy Brown, made a f ew observations upon my little 
rough friend the terrier, that was f risking at his feet, and finally upon 
the beauty of the weather, and departed. 

1 have omitted to give a detail of his words, from a notion that 
they would not interest the reader as they did me, and not because 
I have forgottcn them. No ; 1 remember them well ; for I thought 
them over and over again in the course of that day and many 
succeeding ones, 1 know not how often; and recalled every intonation 
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of his deep, clear voice, every flash of bis quick, brown eye, and every 
gleam of bis pleasant, but too transient smile. Such a confession will 
look very absurd, I fear; but I).O matter: 1 have written it: and they 
that read it will not know the writer. 

\Vhile I was walking along, happy within, and pleased with ail 
around, Miss Murray came hastening to meet me ; her buoyant step, 
flushed cheek, and radiant smiles showing that she, too, was happy, 
in ber own way. Running up to me, she put her arm through mine, 
and without waiting to recover breath, began-" Now, Miss Grey, 
think yourself highly honoured, for I'm corne to tell you my news 
before I've breathed a word of it to any one else.11 

" \Vell, what is it ? " 
"Oh, sudi news! In the first place, you must know that Mr. 

Hatfield came upon me just after you were gone. I was in such a 
way for fear papa. or mamma should see him ; but you know 1 
couldn't call you back again, and so 1-oh, dear ! 1 can't tell you ail 
about it now, for there's Matilda, I see, in the park, and 1 must go 
and open my budget to her. But, however, Hatfield was most 
uncommonly audacious, unspeakably complimentary, and unpre­
cedentedly tender-tried to be so, at least-he didn't succeed very 
well in that, because it's not his vein. l'll tell you all he said 
another time." 

" But what did you say-l'm more interested in that?" 
" 1'11 tell you that, too, at some future period. I happened to 

be in a very good humour just then; but, though I was complaisant 
and gracious enough, I took care not to compromise myself in any 
possible way. But, however, the conceited wretch chose to interpret 
my amiability of temper bis own way, and at length presumed upon 
my indulgence so far-what do you think ?-be actually made me 
an offer ! " 

" And you--" 
" I proucUy drew myself up, and with the greatest coolness 

expressed my astonishment at such an occurrence, and hoped he had 
seen nothing in my conduct to justify his expectations. Y ou should 
have scen how his countenance fell ! He went perfectly white in the 
face. I assured him that I esteemed him and all that, but could not 
possibly accede to his proposals; an~ if I did, papa and mamma 
could never be brought to give their consent." 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



416 AGNES GREY. 

" ' But if they could,' said he, 'would yours be wanting?' 
" ' Certainly, Mr. Hatfield,' 1 replied, with a cool decision which 

quelled ail hope at once. Oh, if you had seen how dreadfully mortified 
be was-how crushed to the Carth by his disappointment ! really, 1 
almost pitied him myself. 

" One more desperate attempt, bowever, be made. After a silence 
of considerable dura.tion, during wbich be struggled to be cairn, and 
1 to be grave-for 1 felt a strong propensity to laugh-wbich would 
have ruined ail-be said, with the ghost of a smile-' But tell me 
plainly, Miss Murray, if 1 had the wealth of Sir Hugh Meltbam, or 
the prospects of bis eldest son, would you still refuse me? answer 
me truly, upon your honour.' . 

" ' Certainly,' said 1. ' That would make no difference whatever.' 
" I t was a great lie, but he looked so confident in bis own 

attractions still, that 1 determined not to leave him one stone upon 
another. He looked me full in the fa.ce ; but I kept my countenance 
so well that he could not imagine 1 was saying anything more than 
the actual truth. 

"' Tben it's ail over, 1 suppose,' he said, looking as if be could 
have died on the spot with vexation and the intensity of his despair. 
But he was angry as well as disappointed. There was he, suff ering 
so unspeakably, and there was 1, the pitiless cause of it ail, so utterly 
impenetrable to ail the artillery of his looks and words, so calmly 
cold and proud, be could not but feel some resentment ; and with 
singular bittemess he began-' I certainly did not expect this, Miss 
Murray. I might sa.y something about your past conduct, and the 
hopes you have led me to Coster, but I forbear, on condition-" 

" ' No conditions, Mr. Hatfield ! ' said I, now truly indignant at 
bis insolence. 

" ' Theo let me beg it as a Cavour,' he replied, loweriog bis voice 
at once, and taking a humbler tone : ' let me entreat that you will 
not mention this affair to any one whatever. If you will keep silence 
about it, there need be no unpleasantness on either side-nothing, I 
mean, beyond what is quite unavoidable : for my own feelings I will 
endeavour to keep to myself, if I cannot annihilate them-1 will try 
to forgive, if I cannot forget the cause of my sufferings. 1 will not 
suppose, Miss Murray, that you know how deeply you have injured 
me. 1 would not have you aware of it; but if, in addition to the 
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injury you have already donc me-pardon me, but whether innocently 
or not, you have done it-and if you add to it by giving publicity to 
this unfortunate affair, or naming it al aU, you will find that 1 too 
can spea.k, and though you scomed my love, you will hardly scom 
my--" 

" He stopped, but be bit bis bloodless lip, and looked so tenibly 
fierce that 1 was quite frightened. However, my pride upheld me 
still, and 1 answered disdainfully-' 1 do not know what motive you 
suppose 1 could have for naming it to any one, Mr. Hatfield; but if 
I were disposed to do so, you would not deter me by threats ; and it 

. is scarcely the part of a gentleman to attempt it' 
. "'Pardon me, Miss Murray,' said he, 'I have loved you so 

intensely-1 do still adore you so deeply, that 1 would not · willingly 
. off end you ; but though 1 never have loved, and never can love any 
woman as 1 have loved you, it is equally certain that 1 never was so 
ill-treated by- any. On the contrary, 1 have always found your sex 
the kindest and most tender and obliging of God's creation, till now.' 
(Think of the· conceited fellow saying that !) ' And the novelty and 
harshness of the lesson you have taught me to-day, and the bittemess 
of being disappointed in the only quarter on which the happiness of 
my life depended, must excuse any appearance of asperity. If° my 
presence is disagreeable to you, Miss Murray,' he said (for 1 was 
looking about me to· show how little I cared for him, so he thought 1 
was tired of him, 1 suppose),-' if my prt:sence is 'disagreeable to you, 
Miss Murray, you have only to promise me the favour 1 named, and 
I will relieve you at once. There are many ladies-<ïome even' in 
this parish-who would be delighted to accept what you have so 
scomfully trampled under your feet. They would be naturally inclined 
to hate one whose surpassing loveliness has so completely estranged 

. my heart from them and blindecl me to their attractions ; and a single 
hint of the truth from me to one of these, would be sufficient to raise 
such a talk against you as would seriously injure your prospects, and 
diminish your chance of success with any other gentleman you or 
your mamma might design to entangle.' 

"' What do you mean, sir?' said I, ready to stamp with . 
passion. 

" ' I mean that this affair from beginning to end appears to me 
like a case of arrant fl4'tation, to say the least of it-such a case as 
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you would find it ratber inconvenient to have blazoned through the 
world : especially with the additions and exaggerations of your 
female rivais, who would be too glad to publish the matter, if I only 
gave them a handle to it But I promise you, on the faith of a 
gentleman, that no word or syllable that could tend to your prejudice 
shal1 ever escape my lips, provided you will-' 

" ' Weil, well, I won't mention it,' sa.id 1. ' Vou may rely upon 
my silence, if that can a.fford you any consolation.' 

"' You promise it?' 
" ' Y es,' 1 answered; for 1 wanted to get rid of him now. 
" ' Farewell, then ! ' said be, in a most doleful, heart-sick tone ; 

and with a look where pride vainly struggled against despair, be 
tumed and went away: longing, no doubt, to get home, that he 
might shut himself up in his study ad cry-if he doesn't burst into 
tears before he gets there." 

" But_ you have broken your promise already," said I, truly horri­
fied · at ber perfidy. 

"Oh! it's only to you; I know you won't repeat it" 
"Certainly, 1 shall not: but you say you are going to tell your 

sister; and she will tell your brothers wben they corne home, and 
Brown immediately, if you do not tell ber yourself; and Brown 
will blazon it, or be the means of blazoning it, throughout the 
country." 

" No, indeed, she won't. We shall not tell her at all, unless it be 
under the promise of the strictest secresy." . 

"But how can you expect her to keep ber promises better than 
ber more enlightened mistress? " 

" \Vell, well, she sban't hear it th en," said Miss Murray, some­
what snappishly. 

" But you will tell your mamma, of course," pursued 1 ; " and she 
will tell your papa." 

" Of course 1 shall tell mamma-that is the very thing that pleases 
me so much. I shall now be able to convince her how mistaken she 
was in her fears about me. n 

''Oh, thal's it, is it? I was wondering what it was that delighted 
you so mu ch." 

" Yes ; and another thing is, that I've humbled Mr. Hatfield so 
charmingly ; and another-why, you must allow me some share of 
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female vanity : I don't pretend to be without that most essential 
attribute of our sex-and if you had seen poor Hatfield's intense 
eagemess in making his ardent declaration and his fiattering pro­
posa!, and bis agony of mind, that no effort of pride could conceal, 
on being refused, you would have allowed 1 had some cause to be 
gratifie<l. '' 

"The greater bis agony, I should think, the less your cause for 
gratification." 

" Oh, nonsense ! " cried the young lady, shaking herself with 
vexation. " You either can't understa.nd me, or you won't. If I had 
not confidence in your magnanimity, I should think you envied 
me. But you will, perhaps, comprehend this cause of pleasure­
which is as great as any-namely, that I am delighted with myself 
for my prudence, my self-command, my heartlessness, if you please. 
1 was not a bit taken by surprise, not a bit confused, or awkward, or 
foolish ; I just acted and spoke as 1 ought to have done, and wa.s 
completely my own mistress throughout And here was a man, 
decidedly good-looking-Jane and Susan Green call him bewitchingly 
handsome-I suppose they're two of the ladies be pretends would be 
so glad to have him ; but, however, he was certainly a very clever, 
witty, agreeable companion-not what you call clever, but just 
enough to make him entertaining ; and a man one needn't be 
ashamed of anywhere, and would not soon grow tired of; and to 
confess the truth, I rather liked him-better even, of late, than 
Harry Meltham-and he evidently idolized me ; and yet, though be 
came upon me ail alone and unprepared, I had the wisdom, and the 
pride, and the strength to refuse him-and so scornfully and coolly 
as 1 did : 1 have good reason to be proud of that. n 

"And are you equally proud of having told him that bis having 
the wealth of Sir Hugh Meltham would make no difference to you, 
when that was not the case ; and of having promised to tell no one 
of bis misadventure, apparently without the slightest intention of 
keeping your promise? " 

" Of course ! what else could 1 oo ? Vou would not have had 
me-but 1 see, Miss Grey, you're not in a good temper. Here's 
Matilda; I'll see what she and mamma have to say about il" 

She left me, offended at my wantof sympathy, and thinking, no 
doubt, that 1 envied ber. 1 did not-at least, I firmly believed I did 
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not. 1 was sorry for her; 1 was amazed, disgusted at her heartless 
vanity; 1 wondered why so much beauty should be given to those 
who made so bad a use of it, and denied to some who would make it 
a benefit to both themselves and others. 

But, God knows best, 1 concluded. There are, 1 suppose, some 
men as vain, as selfish, and as heartless as she is, and, perbaps, such 
women may be useful to punish them. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE WALK. 

" OH, dear 1 1 wish Hatfield had not been so precipitate ! " said 
Rosalie next day at four P.M., as, with a portentous yawn, she laid 
down her worsted-work and looked listlessly towar<ls the window. 
"There's no inducement to go out now ; and nothing to look forward 
to. The days will be so long and dull when there are no parties to 
enliven them; and there are none this week, or next either, that · 1 
know of:" 

" Pity you were so cross to him," observed Matilda, to whom this 
lamentation was addressed. "He'll never corne again: and I suspect 
you liked him after all. 1 hoped you would ha\•e taken him for your 
beau, a.nd left dear Harry to me." 

" Humph ! my beau must be an Adonis indeed, Matilda, the 
admired of all beholders, if I am to be contented with. him ·alone. 
I'm sorry to lose Hatfield, I confess ; but the first deceut man, or 
nurnber of men, . that corne to supply bis place, will be more than 
welcome. It's Sunday to-morrow-I do wonder how he'll look, and 
whether he'll be able to go through the service. Most likely he'll 
pretend he's got a cold, and make 1'fr. 'Veston do it ail." 

"Not he ! "exclaimed :Matilda, somewhat contemptuously. "Fool 
as be is, he's not so soft as that cornes to." 

Her sister was slightly offended; but the event proved Matilda . 
was right : the disappointed lover performed bis pastoral duties as 
usual Rosalie, indeed, affinned he looked very pale and dejected : 
he might be a little paler; but the di.fference, if any, was scarcely 
perceptible. As for bis dejection, I certainly did not hear bis laugh 
ringing from the vestry as usual, nor bis voice loud in hilarious dis­
rourse ; though 1 did hear it uplifted in rating the sexton in a manner 
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that made the congregation stare ; and, in his transits to and from 
the pulpit and the communion-t~ ble, there was more of solemn pomp, 
and Jess of that irreverent, self-confident, or rather self-delighted 
imperiousness with which he usually swept along-that air that 
seemed to say, "You ail reverence and adore me, I know; but if 
any one does not, 1 defy him to the teeth I" But the most remark­
able change was, that be never once sutfered bis eyes to wander in 
the direction of Mr. Murray's pew, and did not leave the church till 
we were gone. 

Mr. Hatfield had doubtless received a very severe blow; but bis 
pride impelled him to use every effort to conceal the etfects of it. 
He had been disappointed in his certain hope of obtaining not only 
a beautiful, and, to him, highly attractive wife, but one whose rank 
and fortune might give brilliance to far inferior charms : he was like­
wise, no doubt, intensely mortified by his repulse, and deeply off ended. 
at the conduct of Miss Murray throughout It would have given him 
no little consolation to have known how disappointed she was to find 
him apparently so little moved, and to see that he was able to refrain 
from casting a single glance at ber throughout both services ; though, 
she declared, it showed he was thinking of her all the time, or his 
eyes would have fallen upon ber, if it were only by chance: but if 
they had so chanced to fall, she would have affirmed it was because 
they could not resist the attraction. It might have pleased him too, 
in some degree, to have seen how dull and dissatisfied she was 
throughout that week (the greater part of it, at least), for lack of her 
usual source of excitement ; and how often she regretted having 
"used him up so soon," like a child that, having devoured its plum­
cake too bastily, sits sucking its fingers, and vainly Iamenting its 
greediness. 

At length I was called upon, one fine moming, to accompany ber 
in a walk to the village. Ostensibly she went to get some shades of 
Berlin wool, at a tolerably respectable shop that was chiefty supported 
by the ladies of the vicinity : really-I trust there is no breach of 
charity in supposing that she went with the idea of meeting either 
with the Rector himself, or some other admirer by the way; for as 
we went along, she kept wondering " what Hatfield would do or say, 
if we met him," &c. &c.; as we passed Mr. Green's park-gates, she 
" wondered whether be was at home-great stupid blockhead ; n as 
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Lady Meltbam's caniage passed us, she " wondered what Mr. Harry 
was doing this fine day ; ,, and then began to abuse bis elder brother 
for being . " such a fool as to get married and go and live in 
London." 

"Why," said I, "1 thought you wanted to live in London your­
self." 

" Yes, because it's so dull here : but then he makes it still duller 
by taking hjmself off; and if he were not married 1 might have him 
instead of that odious Sir Thomas." 

Then, observing the prints of a borse's feet on the somewhat 
miry road, she "wondered whether it was a gentleman's horse," and 
finally concluded it was, for the impressions were too small to have 
been made by a " great, clumsy cart-horse;" and then she '' wondered 
who the rider could be,'' and whether we should meet him coming 
back, for she was sure be had only passed that moming; and lastly, 
when we entered tJ:>.e village and saw only a few of its humble inha­
bitants moving about, she "wondered why the stupid people couldn't 
keep in their bouses; sbe was sure she didn't want to see their ugly 
faces, and dirty, wlgar clothes-it wasn't for that she came to 
Horton 1" 

Amid ail this, 1 confess, 1 wondered, too, in secret, whether we 
should meet, or catch a glimpse of somebody else ; and as we passed 
bis lodgings, 1 even went so far as to wonder whether be was at the 
window. On entering the shop, Miss Murray desired me to stand in 
the doorway while she transacted ber business, and tell ber if any one 
passed. But alas 1 there was no one visible besides the villagers, 
except Jane and Susan Green coming down the single street, appa­
rently returning from a walk. 

" Stupid things 1 " muttered she, as she came out after having 
concluded ber bargain. " Why couldn't they have their doit of a 
brother with them? even lie would be better than nothing." 

She greeted them, however, with a cheerful smile, and protesta· 
tions of pleasure at the happy meeting equal to their own. They 
placed themselves one on each side of ber, and ail three walked 
away chatting and laughing as young ladies do when they get 
together, if they be but on tolerably intimate terms. But I, feeling 
myself to be one too many, left them to their merriment and lagged 
behind, as usual . on such occasions : I had no relish for walking . 
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beside Miss Green or Miss Susan like one deaf and dumb, who could 
neither speak nor be spoken to. 

But this time 1 was not long alone. It struck me, at first, as vety 
odd, that just as 1 was thinking about Mr. W eston be should come 
up and accost me ; but afterwards, ·on due reflection, 1 thought there 
was nothing odd about it, unless it were the fact of bis speaking to 
me ; for on such a morning and so near bis own abode, it was 
natural enough. tbat be should be about ; and as for my thinking 
of him, 1 had been doing that, with little intermission, ever since 
we set out · on our journey; so there was nothing · remarkable in 
that 

" You are alone again, Miss Grey," said be. 
" Yes." · 
" \\'hat kind of people are those ladies-the Misses Green ? " 
" I really don't know." 
" That's strange-when you live so near and see them so 

often ! '' 
'' \Vell, I suppose they are lively, good-tempered girls ; but I 

imagine you must know them better than I do, yourself, for I never 
exchanged a word with either of them." 

"In<leed ! They don't strike me as being particularly reserved." 
" Very likely they are not so to people of their own class ; but · 

they conJider themselves as moving in quite a different sphere from 
me!" 

He made no reply to this; but after a short pause, he said,-" I 
suppose it's these things, Miss Grey, that make you think you · could 
not live without a home?" 

" Not exactly. The fact is, 1 am too socially disposed to be able 
to live contentedly without a friend; and as the only friends 1 have, 
or am likely to have, are at home, if it-or rather, if they were gone 
-1 will not say I could not live-but 1 would rather not live in such 
a desolate world." 

" But why do you say the only friends you are likely to have ? 
Are you so unsociable that you cannot make f riends ? " 

" No, but 1 never made one yet ; and in my present position 
there is no possibility of doing so, or even of forming a common 
acquaintance. The fault may. be partly in myself, but I hope not 
altogether." 
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"The fault is partly in society, and partly, 1 should think, in 
your immediate neighbours: and partly, too, in yourself; for many 
ladies, in your position, would make themselves be noti&ed and 
accounted ot: But your pupils should be companions for you :n 
some degree; they cannot be many years younger than yourself." 

" Oh, yes, they are good company sometimes ; but 1 cannot call 
them friends, nor would they think of bestowing such a name on me 
-they have other companions better suited to their tastes." 

" Perhaps you are too wise for them. How do you amuse your­
self when alone-do you read much?" 

" Reading is my favourite occupation, when 1 have leisure. for it 
and books to read" 

From speaking of books in general, he passed to different books 
in particular, and proceeded by rapid transitions from topic to topic, 
till several matters, both of taste and opinion, had been discussed 
considerably within the space of half an hour, but without the 
embellishment Qf man y observations from himself; be being evidently 
Jess bent upon communicating bis own thoughts and predilections, 
than on discovering mine. He had not the tact, or the art, to effect 
such a purpose by skilfully drawing out my sentiments or ideas 
through the real or apparent statement of his own, or leading the 
conversation by imperceptible gradations to .such topics as he wished 
to advert to : but such gentle abruptness, and such single-minded 
straightforwardness, could not possibly offend me. 

"And why should be interest himself at all in my moral and 
intellectual capacities : what is it to him what I think or feel?" 1 
asked myself. And my heart throbbed in answer to the question. 

But Jane and Susan Green soon reached their home. As they 
stood parleying at the park-gates, attempting to persuade Miss Murray 
to corne in, I wished Mr. \Veston would go, that she might not see 
him with me when she turned round ; but, unfortunately, his busi­
ness, which was to pay one more visit to poor Mark \Vood, led him 
to pursue the same path as we did, till nearly the close of our joumey· 
\Vhen, however, be saw that Rosalie had taken leave of ber friends. 
and I was about to join her, be would have left me and passed on at 
a quicker pace ; but, as he civilly lifted his bat in passing ber, to my 
surprise, instead of returning the salute with a stiff, ungracious bow, 
shc accosted him with one of ber sweetest smiles, and, walking by 
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bis side, began to tallt to him with ail imaginable cheerfulness and 
affability; and so we proceeded all three together. 

Mter .a short pause in the conversation, Mr. W eston made some 
remark addressed particularly to me, as referring to something we 
had been talking of before ; but, before 1 could answer, Miss Murray 
replied to the observation and enlarged upon it: be rejoined; and, 
from thence to the close of the interview, she engrossed him entirely 
to herself. It might be partly owing to my own stupidity, my want 
of tact and assurance: but I felt myself wronged: 1 trembled with 
apprehension ; and I listened with envy to ber easy, rapid flow of 
utterance, and saw with anxiety the bright smile with which she 
looked into his face from time to time : for she was walking a little 
in advance, for the purpose (as I judged) of being seen as well as 
·heard. If ber conversation was light aad trivial, it was amusing, and 
she was never at a loss for something to say, or for suitable words to 
express it in. There was nothing pert or flippant in ber manner 
now, as when she walked with Mr. Hatfield ; there was only a gentle, 
playful kind of vivacity, which I thought must be peculiarly pleasing 
to a man of Mr. Weston's disposition and tempera.ment. 

When be was gone she began to laugh, and muttered to herself, 
" I thought I could do it ! " 

" Do what? n 1 asked. 
" Fix that man." 
" What in the world do you mean?" 
"I mean that be wil1 go home and dream of me. 1 have shot him 

through the heart l " 
" How do you know ? " 
'' By many infallible proofs : more especially the look he gave me 

when he went away. It was not an impudent look-1 exonerate him 
from that-it was a look of reverential, tender adoration. Ha, ha l 
he's not quite such a stupid blockhea<l às 1 thought him ! " 

I made no answer, for my heart was in my throat, or something 
like it, and 1 could not trust myself to speak. " 0 Gocl, avert it ! " I 
aied, internally-" for bis sake, not for mine 1 " 

Miss Murray made severa.l trivial observations as we passed up 
the park, to which (in spite of my reluctance to let one glimpse of 
my feelings appear) I could only answer by monosyllables. Whether 
she intended to tonnent me, or merely to amuse herself, I could not 
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tell-and did not much care ; but 1 thought of the poor man and 
bis one lamb, and the rich man with his thousand ftocks ; and 1 
dreaded 1 knew not what for Mr. W eston, independently of my own 
blightecl hopes. 

Right glad was 1 to get into the bouse, and find myself alone 
once more in my own room. My first impulse was to sink into the 
chair bcside the bed ; and laying my head on the pillow, to scek 
relief in _ a passionate burst of tears : there was an imperative 
aaving for such an indulgence ; but, a1as ! I must restra.in and 
swallow back my feelings still : there was the bell-the odious 
bell for the schoolroom dinner; and 1 must go down with a calm 
&.ce, and smile, and laugh, and ta.Ile nonsense-yes, and eat, too, 
if possible, as if ail was right, and 1 was just returned from a 
pleasant walk. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE SUBSTITUTION. 

NEXT Sunday was one of the gloomiest of April da)'S-il day of 
thick, dark clouds, and heavy showers. None of the Munays were 
disposed to attend church in the aftemoon, excepting Rosalie : she , 
was bent upon going as usual ; so she ordered the carriage, and 
I went with her: nothing loth, of course, for at church I might 
look without fear of scom o~ censure upon a fonn and face more 
pleasing to me than the most beautiful of God's creations ; I might 
listen without disturbance to a voice more charming than the 
sweetest music to my ears ; 1 might seem to hold communion with 
that soul in which I felt so deeply interested, and imbibe its purest 
thoughts and holiest aspirations, with no alloy to such felicity 
except the secret reproaches of my conscience, which would too 
often whisper that I was deceiving my own self, and mocking God 
with the service of a heart more bent upon the creature than the 
Creator. 

Sometimes such thoughts would give me trouble enough ; but 
sometimes 1 could quiet them with thinking-it is not the man, it is 
his goodness that 1 love. " \Vhatsoever things are pure, whatsoever 
things are lovely, whatsoever things are honest and of good report, 
think on these things." \Ve do well to worship God in His works; 
and I know none of them in which so many of His attributes-so 
much of His own spirit shines, as in this His faithful servant; whom 
to know and not to appreciate, were obtuse insensibility in me, who 
have so little else to occupy my heart. 

Almost immediately after the conclusion of the service, 1'1iss 
l\Iurray left the church. \Ve had to stand in the porch, for it was 
raining, and the carriage was not yet corne. I wondered at her 
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coming forth so hastily, for neither young Meltham nor Squire 
Green was there; but 1 soon found it was to secure an interview 
with Mr. 'Veston as he came out, which he presently did. Having 
saluted us both, be would have passed on, but she detained him; 

· first with observations upon the disagreeable weather, and then with 
asking if he would be so kin<l as to corne some time to-morrow to see 
the granddaughter of the old woman who kept the porter's Iodge, for 
the girl was ill of a fever, and wished to see him. He promised to 
do so. 

"And at what time will you be most Iikely to corne, Mr. 
\Veston ? The old woman will like to know when to expect you 
-you know such people think more about having their cottages in 
order when decent people corne to see them than we are ap~ to 
suppose." 

Here was a wonderful instance' of consideration from the thought­
less Miss Murray. Mr. Weston named an bour in the moming at 
wbich be would endeavour to be there. By this time the carriage was 
ready, and the footman was waiting, with an open umbrella, to escort 
Miss Murray through the churchyard 1 was about to follow; but 
Air. Weston had an · umbrella too, and offered me the ~nefit of its 
shelter, for it was raining heavily. 

"No, tbank you, 1 don't mind the rain," 1 said. 1 always Jacked 
common sense when taken by surprise. 

" But you don't like- it, I suppose ?-an umbrella will do you no 
hann at any rate," he replied, with a smile that showed be was not 
offended; as a man of worse temper or less penetration would have 
been at such a refusai of bis aid. 1 could not deny the truth of bis 
assertion, and so went with him to the carriage ; he even offered me 
his hand on getting in : an unnecessary piece of civility, but 1 
accepted that too, for fear of giving offence. One glance he gave, 
one little smile at parting-it was but for a moment; but therein 1 
read, or thought 1 read, a meaning that kindled in my heart a brighter 
ftame of hope than had ever yet arisen. 

"1 would have sent the footman back for you, Miss Grey, if 
you'd waited a moment-you needn't have taken Mr. Weston's 
umbrella,'1 observed Rosalie, with a very unamiable cloud upon ber 
pretty face. 

"I would have corne without an umbrella, but Mr. Weston offered 
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me the benefit of bis, and 1 could not have refused it more than 1 
did without offending him," replied I, smiling placidly; for my inward 
happiness made that amusing, which would have wounded me at 
another time. 

The carriage was now in motion. Miss Murray bent forwards, 
and looked out of the window as we were passing Mr. W eston . 

. He was pacing homewards along the causeway, and did not tum 
bis head 

"Stupid ass ! " cried she, throwing herself back again in the seat. 
" You don't know wluzl you've lost by not looking this way ! " 

" What bas be lost ? " 
" A bow from me, that would have raised him to the seventh 

heaven 1" · 
1 made no answer. 1 saw she was out of humour, and I derived 

a secret gratification from the fact, not that she was vexed, but that 
she thought she had reason to be so. lt made me think my hopes 
were not entirely the offspring of my wishes and imagination. 

" 1 mean to take up Mr. W estoil instead of Mr. Hatfield," said 
my companion, after a short pause, resuming something of ber usual 
cheerfulness. "The ball at Ashby Park tak.es place on Tuesday, 
you know ; and mamma thinks it very likely that Sir Thomas will 
propose to me then : such things are often done in the privacy of the 
ball-room, when gentlemen are most easily ensnared, and ladies most 
enchanting. But if 1 am to be married so soon, 1 must make the 
best of the present tirne : 1 am determined Hatfield shall not be the 
only man who sha1l Iay bis heart at my feet, and implore me to 
accept the worthless gift in vain." 

"If you mean Mr. Weston to be one of your victims," said I, 
with affected indifference, " you will have to make such overtures 
yourself that you will find it difficult ,to draw back when he asks you 
to lulfil the expectations you have raised." 

" 1 don't suppose he will ask me to marry him.:,_nor should 1 
desire it : that would be rallur too much presumption 1 but I intend 
him to feel my power. He bas felt it already, indeed : but he shall 
adlnuwledgt it too; and what visionary hopes he may have, be must 
keep to himself, and only amuse me with the result of them-for a 
time." 

" Oh 1 that some kind spirit would whisper those words in bis 
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ear 1 " 1 inwardly exclaimed. I ·was far too indignant to hazard a 
reply to her observation aloud ; and nothing more was said about 
Mr. \Veston that day, by me or in my hearing. But next morning, 
soon after breakfast, Miss Murray came into the schoolroom, where 
her sister was employed at ber studies, or rather her lessons, for 
studies they were Îlot, and said, " :Matilda, 1 want you to take a walk 
with me about eleven o'clock." 

" _Oh, 1 can't, Rosalie 1 1 have to give orders about my new 
bridle and saddle-cloth, and speak to the rat-catcher about his dogs : 
Miss Grey must go with you.11 

" No, 1 want you," said Rosalie ; and calling her sister to the 
window, she whispered an explanation in ber ear ; upon which the 
latter consented to go. 

I remembered that eleven was the hour at which Mr. Weston 
proposed to come to the porter's lodge ; and remembering that, 1 
beheld the whole contrivance. Accordingly, at dinner, I was 
entertained with a long account of how Mr. W eston had overtaken 
them as they were walking along the road ; and how they had 
had a long wa1k and talle with him, and really found him quite 
an agreeable companion ; and how be must have been, and evidently 
was, delighted with them and their amazing condescension, &c. &c. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

CONFESSIONS. 

As I am in the way of confessions, 1 mayas well acknowledge that, 
about this time, I paid more attention to dress than ever 1 had done 
before. This is not saying much ;, for hitherto I had been a little 
neglectful in that particular : but now, also, it was no uncommon 
thing to spend as much as two minutes in the contemplation of my 
own image in the glass ; though 1 never could derive any consolation 
from such a study. 1 could discover no beauty in those marked 
f eatures, that pale hollow cheek, and ordinary dark brown haïr; 
there might be intellect in the forehead, there might be expression in 

. the dark grey eyes, but what of that ?-a low Grecian brow, and 
large black eyes devoid of sentiment, would be esteemed far prefer­
able. It is foolish to wish for beauty. Sensible people never either 
desire it for themselves, or care about it in others. If the mind be 
but well cultivated, and the heart well disposed, no one ever cares 
for the exterior. So said the teachers of our childhood ; and so say 
we to the children of the present day. AU very judicious and 
proper, no doubt ; but are such assertions supported by actual 
experience ? 

We are naturally disposed to love what gives us pleasure, and 
what more pleasing than a beautiful face~when we know no harm 
of the possessor at least ? A little girl loves her bird-\Vhy ? 
Because it lives and feels; because it is helpless and harmless? A 
toad, likewise, lives and feels, and is equally helpless and hannless; 
but though she would not hurt a toad, she cannot love it like the 
bird, with its graceful form, soft feathers, and bright, speaking eyes. 
If a wornan is fair and amiable, she is praised for both qualities, but 
especially the former, by the bulk of mankind : if, on the other hand, 
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she is disagreeable in person and character, ber plainness is com­
monly inveighed against as ber greatest crime, becausc, to common 
observers, it gives the greatest offence ; white, if she is plain and 
good, provided she is a person of retired manners and secludcd lif e, 
no one ever knows of ber goodness, except her immediate connec· 
tions. Others, on the contrary, are disposed to fonn unfavourable 
opinions of her mind and disposition, if it be but to excuse them· 
selves for their instinctive dislike of one so unfavoured hy nature; 
and vict verstl with ber whose angel fonn conceals a vidous heart, or 
sheds a false, l!eceitful charm over defects and foibles that would not 
be tolerated in another. They that have beauty, let them be thankful 
for it, and make a good use of it, like any other talent; they that 
have it not, let them console themselves, and do the best they can 
without it : certainly, though Iiable to be over-estimated, it is a gift 
of God, and not to be despised. Many will feel this wbo have felt 
that they could love, and whose hearts tell them that they are worthy 
to be loved again ; while yet they are debarred by the lack of this 
or some such seeming trifle, from giving and receiving that happiness 
they seem almost made to feel and to impart. As well might the 
humble glowworm despise that power of giving light without wbich 
the roving fly might pass ber and repass ber a thousand times, and 
never rest beside ber: she might hear her winged darling buzzmg 
over and around ber; be vainly seeking ber, she longing to be found, 
but with no power to make ber presence known, no voice to call bim, 
no wings to follow bis flight ;-the fly must seek another nµte, the 
wonn must live and die alone. 

Such were some of my reflections about this period. 1 migbt go 
on prosing more and more, 1 might dive much deeper, and disclose 
other thoughts, propose questions the reader might be puzzled to 
answer, and deduce arguments that might startle bis prejudices, or, 
perhaps, provoke bis ridicule, because he could not comprehend 
them; but I forbear. 

Now, therefore, let us retum to Miss Murray. She accompanied 
ber mamma to the ball on Tuesday ; of course splenùidly attired, 
and delighted with ber prospects and ber charms. As Ashby Park 
was nearly ten miles distant from Horton Lodge, they P.ad to set out 
pretty early, and I intended to have spent the evening with Nancy 
Brown, whom I had not seen for a long time ; but my kind pupil took 

28 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



434 AGNES GREY. 

care 1 should spend it neither there nor anywbere else beyond the 
limits of the schoolroom, by giving me a piece of music to copy, 
wbich kept me closely occupied till bed-time. About e1even next 
moming, as soon as she had left ber room, she came to tell me ber 
news. .Sir Thomas had indeed proposed to ber at the ball: an event 
which reftected great credit on ber mamma's sagacity, if not upon 
ber skill in contrivance. I rather incline to the belief that she had 
first laid her plans, and then predicted their success. The offer had 
been acceptecl, of course, and the bridegroom elect was coming that 
day to settle matters with Mr. Murray. 

Rosalie was pleased with the thoughts of becoming mistress of 
Ashby Park ; she was e1ated with the prospect of the bridai ceremony 
and its attendant splendour and éclat, the honeymoon spent abroad, 
and the subsequent gaieties she expected to enjoy in London and 
elsewhere ; she appeared pretty well pleased too, for the time being, 
with Sir Thomas himself, because she had so lately seen him, danced 
with him, and been flattered by him ; but, after all, she seemed to 
shrink from the idea of being so soon united : she wished the cere­
mony to be delayed some months, at least; and I wished it too. It 
seemed a horrible thing to burry on the inauspicious match, and not 
to give the poor creature time to think and reason on the irrevocable 
step she was about to take. I made no pretension to "a mother's 
watchful, anxious care," but I was amazed and borrified at .Mrs. 
Murray's beartlessness, or want of thought for the real good of ber 
child ; apd by my unheeded wamings and exhortations, I vainly 
strove to reruedy the evil. Miss Murray only laughed at what I said; 
and I soon found that ber reluctance to an immediate union arose 
chiefty from a desire to do wbat execution she could among the 
young gentlemen of her acquainta.nce, before she was incapacitated 
from further mischief of the kind. It was for this cause that, before 
confiding to me the secret of ber engagement, she had extracted a 
promise that I would not mention a word on the subject to any one. 
And when I saw this, and when I beheld ber plunge more recklessly 
than ever into the depths of heartless coquetry, I had no more pity 
for her. " Come what wiU," 1 thought, " she deserres it. Sir Thomas 
cannot be too bad for ber ; and the sooner she is incapacitated from 
deceiving and injuring others the better." 

The wedding was fixed for the first of June. Between that and 
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the critical ball was little more than six weeks ; but, with Rosalie's 
accomplished skill and resolute exertion, much might be done, even 
within that period ; especially as Sir Thomas spent most of the 
interim in London; whither be went up, it was said, to settle affairs 
with bis lawyer, and make otber preparations for the approaching 
nuptials. He endeavoured to supply the want of his presence by a 
pretty constant fire of billets-doux; but these did not attract the 
neigbbours' attention, and open their eyes, as personal visits would 
have done; and old Lady Asbby's haughty, sour spirit of reserve 
withheld her from spreading the news, while her indifferent health 
prevented her coming to visit her future daughter-in-law ; so that, 
altogether, this affair was kept far doser than such things usually 
are. 

Rosalie would sometimes show her lover's epistles to 'me, to con­
vince me what a kind, devoted husband he would make. She 
showed me the letters of another individual, too, the unfortunate 
Mr. Green, who had not the courage, or, as she expressed it, the 
"spunk," to plead his cause in person, but whom one denial would 
not satisfy : he must write again and again. He would not have 
done so if be could have seen the grimaces his fair idol made over 
his moving appeals to ber feelings, and heard her scomful laughter, 
and the opprobrious epithets she heaped upon him for his per­
severance. 

" Why don't you tell him, at once, that you are engaged ? " I 
asked. 

" Oh, I don't want him to know that," replied she. "If he knew 
it, bis sisters and everybody would know it, and then there would be 
an end of my-ahem ! And, besides, if 1 told him ihat, he would 
think my engagement was the only obstacle, and that 1 would have 
him if 1 were free ; which 1 could not bear that any man should 
think, and he, of ail others, at least Besides, 1 don't care for bis 
letters," she. added, contemptuously ; he may write as oftcn as he 
pleases, and look as great a calf as be likes when 1 meet him ; it only 
amuses me." 

Meantime, young Meltham was pretty frequent in bis visits to 
the bouse or transits past it ; and, judging by Matilda's execrations 
and reproaches, ber sister paid more attention to bim than civility 
required ; in other words, she canied on as animated a ftirtation as 
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the presence of ber parents would admit. She made some attempts 
to bring Mr. Hatfield once more to ber f eet ; but finding them 
unsuccessful, she repaid bis haughty indifference with still loftier 
scom, and spoke of him ";th as much pisdain and detestation as she 
had fonnerly done of his curate. But, amicl all this, she never for a 
moment lost sight of Mr. 'Veston. She embraced every opportunity 
of meeting him, tried every art . to fascinate him, and pursued him 
with as much perseverance as if she really loved him and no other, 
and the happiness of her lif e <lepended upon eliciting a retum of 
affection. Such conduct was completely beyond my comprehension. 
Had I seen it depicted in a navel, 1 should have thought it un­
natural; had 1 heard it described by others, 1 should have deemed 
it a mistake or an exaggeration ; but "·ben 1 saw it with my own 
eyes, and suffered from it too, 1 could only conclude that excessive 
vanity, like drunkenness, hardens the heart, enslaves the faculties, 
..and perverts the feelings; and that dogs are not the only creatures 
-which, when gorged to the throat, will yet gloat over what they cannot 
. devour, and grudge the smallest morsel to a starving brother. 

She now became extremely beneficent to the poor cottagers. Her 
.acquaintance among them was more widely extended, her visits to 
their humble dwellings were more frequent and excursive than they 
had ever been before. Hereby, she earned among them the reputa­
tion of a condescending and very charitable young lady ; and their 
encomiums were sure to be repeated to Mr. 'Veston : whom also she 
.had thus a daily chance of meeting in one or other of their abodes, 
or in her transits to and fro ; and often, likewise, she could gather, 
through their gossip, to what places he was likely to go at such and 
.such a time, whether to baptize a child, or to visit the aged, the sick, 
the sad, or the dying ; and most skilfully she laid ber plans accord­
mgly. In these excursions she would sometimes go with her sister­
whom, by some means, she had persuaded or bribed to enter into ber 
schemes-sometimes alone, never, now, with me ; so that I was 
debarred the pleasure of seeing l\lr. \Veston, or hearing his voice 
evcn in conversation with another : which would certainly have been 
a very great pleasure, however hurtful or however fraught with pain. 
1 could not even see him at church : for Miss l\lurray, under some 
trivial pretext, chose to take possession of that corner in the famih· 
pew which_ had been mine evcr sincc I c::ane ; and, un1ess I had th~ 
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presumption lo station myself between l\lr. and Mrs. Murray, 1 must 
sit witb my back to the pulpit, which I accordingly did. 

N ow, also, 1 never walked home with my pu pils : they said their 
mamma thought it did not look well to see three people out of the 
family_ walking, and only two going in the carriage; and, as they 
greatly preferred walking in fine weather, 1 should be honoured by 
going with the seniors. " And, besides," said · they, "you can't walk 
as fast as we do; you know you're always Iagging behind." I knew 
these were false excuses, but 1 made no objections, and never con­
tradicted such assertions, well kno\\ing the motives which dictated 
them. And in the aftemoons, during those six memorable weeks, 1 
never went to church at all. If 1 had a cold, or any slight indis­
position, they took advantage of that to make me stay at home; and 
often they would tell me they were not going again that day, them­
selves, and then pretend to change thcir minds, and set off without 
telling me: so managing their departure that 1 never discovered the 
change of purpose till too late. U pon their retum home, on one of 
these occasions, they entertained me with an animated account of a 
conversation they had had with Mr. \Veston as they came along. 
"And he asked if you were ill, Miss Grey," said :Matilda; "but we 
told him you were quite well, only you didn't want to corne to church 
-so be'll think you're turned wicked." 

Ail ch~nce meetings on week-days were like~ise carefully pre­
ventéd; for, lest 1 should go to see pcor Nancy Brown or any other 
person, Miss l\furray took good care to provide sufficient employment 
for a11 my leisure hours. There was always some drawing to finish, 
some music to copy, or some work to do, sufficient to incapacitate 
me Crom indulging in anything beyond a short walk about the grounds, 
however she or ber sister might be occupied. 

One moming, having sought and waylaid Mr. Weston, they 
retumed in high glee to give me an account of their interview. 
" And be asked alter you again," said Matilda, in spite of ber sisters 
silent but imperative intimation that she should hold her tongue. 
" He \\'Ondered wby you were never with us, and thought you must 
have delicate health, as you came out so seldom." 

" He didn'l, Matilda-what nonsense you're talking I " 
" Oh, Rosalie, what a lie ! He did, you know ; and you said­

Don't, Rosalie-bang il !-1 won't be pinched so ! And, ?.liss Grey,, 
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Rosalie told him you were quite well, but you were always so buried 
in your books that you had no pleasure in anything else.,, 

" \Vhat an idea he must have of me ! " 1 tbought. 
"And," I asked, "does old ~ancy ever inquire about me? 7' 

" Y es ; and we tell her you are so fond of reading and drawing 
that you can do nothing else." 

" That is not the case though; if you had told her 1 was so 
busy I could not corne to sec her, it would have been nearer the 
truth." 

" 1 don't think it would," replied Miss Murray, suddenly kindling 
up ; '' I'm sure you have plenty of time to yourself now, when you 
have so little teaching to do." 

lt was no use beginning to dispute with such indulged, unreason­
ing creatures: so 1 held my peace. I was accustomed, now, to 
keeping silence when things distasteful to my ear were uttered ; and 
now, too, l was used to wearing a placid smiling countenance when 
my hcart was bitter within me. Only those who have felt the like 
can imagine my feelings, as 1 sat with an assumption of smiling 
indifference, listening to the accounts of those meetings and inter­
views with Mr. 'Veston, which they seemed to find such pleasure in 
describing to me ; and hearing things asserted of him which, from 
the character of the man, I knew to be exaggerations and perversions 
of the truth, if not entirely false-things derogatory to him, and 
fiattering to them----especially to Miss Murray-which 1 bumed to 
contradict, or, at least, to show my doubts about, but dared not ; 
lest, in expressing my disbelief, 1 should display my interest too. 
Other tbings 1 heard, which I felt or feared were indeed too true : 
but 1 must still conceal my anxiety respecting him, my indignation 
against them, beneath a careless aspect ; others, again, mere hints of 
something said or done, which 1 longed to liear more of, but could 
not venture to inquire. So passed the weary time. 1 could not 
even comfort myself with saying, "She will soon be married; and 
then there may be hope." 

Soon after ber marriage the holidays would corne ; and when 1 
retumed from home, most likeJy, Mr. W eston would be gone, for 
1 was told that he and the Rector could not agree (the Rector's fault, 
of course), and he was about to remove to another place. 

No-besides my hope in God, my only consolation was in thinking 
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that, thougb he knew it not, 1 was more worthy of bis love tban 
Rosalie Murray, c~ing and engaging as she was ; for I could 
appreciate his excellence, which she could not : 1 would dcvote my 
life to the promotion of his happiness ; she would destroy bis happi­
ness for the momentary gratification of ber own vanity. " Oh, if he 
could but know the difference ! " I would earnestly exclaim. "But 
no ! I would not have him see my heart : yet, if he could but know 
her hollowness, ber worthless, beartless frivolity, be would then be 
saf e, and 1 should be-almost happy, though 1 might never see him 
more!" 

I fear, by this time, the reader is well nigb disgusted with the 
folly and weakness 1 have so freely laid before him. 1 never 
disclosed it then, and would not have done so had my own sister 
or my motber been with me in the bouse. I was a close and 
r~olute dissembler-in this one case at least. My prayers, my tears, 
my wishes, fears, and lamentations, were witnessed by myself and 
heaven alone. 

\Vhen we are harassed by sorrows or anxieties, or long oppressed 
by any powerful feelings which we must keep to ourselves, for which 
we can obtain and seek no sympathy from any living creature, and 
which yet we cannot, or will not wholly crush, we often naturally 
seek relief in poetry-and often find it, too-whether in the effusions 
of others, which seem to harmonize with our existing case, or in our 
own attempts to give utterance to those thoughts and feelings in 
strains less musical, perchance, but more appropriate, and therefore 
more penetrating and sympathetic, and, for the time, more soothing, 
or more powerful to rouse and to unburden the oppressed and 
swollen heart. Before this time, at \Vellwood House and here, when 
suffering from home-sick melancholy, 1 had sought relief twice or 
thrice at this secret source of consolation ; and now I fiew to it 

· again, with greater avidity than ever, because I seemed to need it 
more. 1 still preserve those relies of past sufferings and experience, 
like pillars of witness set up in travelling through the vale of life, to 
mark particular occurrences. The footsteps are obliterate<l now ; the 
face of the country may be changed ; but the pillar is. still there, 
to remind me how all things were when it was reared. Lest the 
reader should be curious to see any of these effusions, I will 
favour him with one short specimen : cold and languid as the lines 
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may seem, it was almost a passion of g!"ief to which they owed 
their being :-

Oh, they have rohhed me of the hopc 
My spirit hel<l so dear ; 

They will not let me hear that voice 
:My soul delights to hear. 

They will not let me sec that face 
1 so delight to see ; 

Aud they have taken a11 thy smiles, 
And all thy love from me. 

'Vell, let them seize on ail they can ;­
One treasure still is mine,-

A heart that loves to think on thee, 
And feels the worth of thine. 

Yes, at least, lhey could not deprive me of that : 1 could think of 
him day and night ; and 1 could feel that he was worthy to be thought 
of. N obody knew him as 1 did ; nobody could appreciate him as 1 
did; nobody could love him as 1-could, if I might: but there was 
the evil. \Vhat business had 1 to think so much of one that never 
thought of me ? \V as it not f oolish ? was it not wrong ? Y et, if 1 
found such deep delight in thinking of him, and if I kept those 
thoughts to myself, and troubled no one else with them, where was 
the hann of it? I would ask myself. And such reasoning prevented 
me from making any sufficient effort to shake off my fetters. 

But, if those thoughts brought delight, it was a painful, troubled 
pleasure, too near akin to anguish ; and one that did me more injury 
than I was aware of. It was an indulgence that a person of more 
wisdom or more experience would doubtless have denied herself. 
And yet, how dreary to tum my eyes from the contemplation of that 
bright object and force them to dwell on the dull, grey, desolate 
prospect around: the joyless, hopeless, solitary path that lay before 
me. It was wrong to be so joyless, so desponding; I should have 
made God my friend, and to do His will the pleasure and the business 
of my life ; but "faith was weak, and passion was too strong. 

In this time of trouble I had two other causes of affliction. The 
first may scem a trifle, but it cost me many a tear: Snap, my little 
dumb, rough-visaged, but bright-eyed, warm-hearted companion, the 
only thing l had to love me, was taken away, and delivered over to 
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the tender merdes of the village rat-catcher, a man notorious for bis 
butai treatment of bis canine slaves. The other was serious enough ; 
my letters from home gave intimation that my father's health was 
worse. No boding fears were expressed, but 1 was grown timid and 
despondent, and could not help fearing that some dreadful calamity 
awaited us there. 1 seemed to see the black clouds gathering round 
my native bills, and to hear the angry muttering of a storm that was 
about to burst. and desolate our hearth. 

· ' · 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

MIRTH AND :MOURNING. 

THE 1st of June anived at last: and Rosalie Murray was transmuted 
into Lady Ashby. Most splendidly beautiful sbe looked in her bridai 
costume. Upon her retum from cburch, after the ceremony, she 
came flying into the scboolroom, ftushed with excitement, and 
laughing, half in mirth, and half in reckless desperation, as it seemed 
tome. 

"Now, Miss Grey, l'm Lady Ashby ! 11 she exclaimed. "Ifs 
done, my fate is sealed : there's no drawing back now. I'm corne to 
receive your congratulations and bid you good-by; and tben I'm off 
for Paris, Rome, Naples, Switzerland, London-oh, dear ! what a 
deal 1 sball see and hear before 1 corne back again. But don't forget 
me: 1 shan't forget you, thougb l've been a naughty girl. Come, 
why don't you congratulate me ? " 

" 1 cannot congratulate you,'' 1 replied, '' till I know whether this 
change is really for the better : but 1 sincerely bope it is ; and 1 \\·ish 
you true happiness and the best of blessings." 

"Well, good-by, the carriage is waiting, and they're calling me." 
She gave me a hasty kiss, and wa.s hurrying away; but, suddenly 

returning, embraced me with more affection than I thougbt ber 
capable of evincing, and departed with tears in ber eyes. Poor girl ! 
1 really loved ber then; and forgave ber from my beart all the injury 
she had done me-and others also : she had not half known it, I 
was sure; and 1 prayed God to pardon ber too. 

During the remainder of that clay of festal sadness, 1 was left to 
my own devices. Being too much unhinged for any steady occupa­
tion, 1 wandered about with a book in my band for several hours, 
more thinking than reading, for 1 had many things to think about. 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



AGNES GREY. 443 

In tbe evening, I made use of my liberty to go and see my old friend 
Nancy once again; to apologize for my long absence (which must 
have seemed so neglectful and unkind) by telling ber how busy 1 
had been ; and to talk, or read, or work for her, whicbever might be 
most acceptable, and also, of course, to tell ber the news of tbis 
important day: and perhaps to obtain a little information from her 
in return, respecting Mr. \Veston's expected departure. But of this sbe 
seemed to know nothing, and I hoped, as she did, that it was ail a 

1 

false report. She was very glad to see me ; but, happily, her eyes 
were now so nearly well that she was almost independent of my 
services. She was deeply interested in the wedding ; but while I 
amused her with the details of the festive day, the splendours of the 
bridai party and of the bride herself, she often sighed and shook her 
head, and wished good might corne of it ; she seemed, like me, to 
regard it rather as a theme for sorrow than rejoicing. I sat a long 
time talking to ber about that and other things-but no one came. 

Sball I conf ess that I sometimes looked towards the door with a: 
half-expectant wish to see it open and give entrance to Mr. Weston, 
as had happened once before ? and that, returning through the lanes 
and fields, I often paused to look round me, and walked more 
slowly t11an was at all necessary-for, though a fine evening, it was 
not a hot one-and, finally, felt a sense of emptiness and disappoint­
ment at having reached the bouse without meeting or even catching 
a distant glimpse of any one, except a few labourers returning Crom 
their work? 

Sunday, however, was approaching: I should see him then: for 
now that Miss Murray was gone, I could have my old corner again. 
I should see him, and by look, speech, and manner, I might judge 
w hether the circumstance of ber marriage had very much affiicted 
him. Happily, I could perceive no shadow of a difference: he wore 
the same aspect as be had wom two months ago-voice, look, manner, 
.a.li alike unchanged : there was the same keen-sighted, unclouded 
truthfulness in bis discourse, the same forcible cleamess in his style, 
the same earnest simplicity in ail be said and did, that made itself, 
not marked by the eye and ear, but felt upon the hearts of his 
audience. 

1 walked home with Miss Matilda ; but Ize did not Join us. 
Matilda was now sadly at a loss for amusement, and wofully in want 
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of a companion : ber brothers at school, ber sister married and gone, 
she too young to be admitted into society ; for which, from Rosalie's 
example, she was in some degree beginning to acquire a taste-a 
taste at least for the company of certain classes of gentlemen; at this 
dull time of year-no hunting going on, no shooting even-for, 
though she might not join in that, it was SQ111t/hing to see ber father 
or the gamekeeper go out with the dogs, and to talk with them on 
their return, about the different birds they had bagged. Now, also, 
she ·was denied the solace which the companionsbip of the coachman, 
grooms, horses, greyhounds, and pointers might have atrorded ; for 
ber mother having, notwithstanding the disadvantages of a country 
lifc, so satisfactorily disposed of ber eider daughter, the pride of ber 
heart had begun seriously to tum her attention to the younger; and, 
being trnly alarmed at the roughness of ber manners, and thinking it 
bigh time to work a reform, had becn roused at length to exert ber 
authority, and probibited entirely the yards, stables, kennels, anà 
coachbouse. Of course, she was not implicitly obeyed ; but, indulgent 
as she had hitherto been, when once ber spirit was roused, her tempcr 
was not so gentle as she required . that of ber governesses to be, and 
her will was not to be thwarted with impunity. After many a sccne 
of contention betwcen mother and daughter, many a violent outbreak 
which 1 was ashamed to witness, in which the father's authority \\·as 
often called in to confirm with oaths and threats the mother's slighted 
prohibitions-for even Ize could see that "Tilly, though she would 
have made a fine la<l, was not quite what a young lady ought to be" 
-Matilda at length found that ber easiest plan was to keep clear 
of the forbidden regions ; unless she could now and then steal a 
visit without her watchful mother's knowledge. 

Amid all this, let it not be imagined that I escaped without many 
a reprimand, and many an implied reproach, that lost none of its 
sting from not being openly worded ; but rather wounded the more 
deeply, because, from that very reason, it seemed to preclude self­
defence. Frequently, I was told to amuse Miss :Matilda with other 
things, and to remind her of ber mother's precepts and prohibitions. 
1 did so to the best of my power : but she would not be amuscd 
against her "·ill, and could not against her taste ; and though I went 
beyon~ mere reminding, such gentle remonstrances as 1 could use 
wt're utterly ineffectual. 
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"Dear Miss Grey ! it is the s/rangest thing. 1 suppose you can't 
help it, if it's not in your nature-but 1 wontkr you can't win the 
confidence of that girl, and make your society at kast as agreeable to 
her as that of Robert or Joseph I " 

"They can talk the best about the things in which she is most 
ioterested," I replied. 

'' Well ! that is a strange confession, lwwever, to corne from ber 
g<J'lJtmtSS I Who is to form a young lady's tastes, 1 wonder, if the 
govemess doesn't do it ? 1 have known govemesses who . have so 
completely identifiecl themselves ;with the reputation of their young 
ladies for elegance and propriety in mind and manners, that they 
would /J/uslz to speak a word against them ; ancl to hear the slightest 
blame imputed to their pupils was worse than to be censured in 
their own persans - and 1 really think it very natural, for my 
part." 

" Do you, ma'am ~" 
"Yes, of course: the young lady's proficiency and elegance is 

cf more consequence to the govemess than ber own, as well as to 
t!le world. If she wishes to prosper in ber vocation she must devote 
ail ber energies to ber business : ail ber ideas and ail ber ambition 
will tend to the accomplisbment of that one abject. \Vhen we wish 
to decide upon the merits of a govemess, we naturally look at the 
young ladies she professes to have educated, antl judge accol'tl­
in gly. The juàidous govemess knows this: she knows that, wbile 
she lives in obscurity herself, ber pupils' virtues and defects will be 
open to every eye; and that, unless she loses sight of herself in their 
cultivation, she need not hope for success. You see, Miss Grey, it 
is just the sa.me as any other trnde or profession : they that wish to 
prosper must devote themsel ves body and soul to their calling; and 
if they pegin to yield to indolence or self-indulgence they are speedily 
distanced by wiser compe~itors : there is little to choose between a 
person that ruins ber pupils by neglect, and one that corrupts them 
hy her example. You will excuse my dropping these little hints : you 
know it is ail for your own goo<l. Many ladies would speak to you 
much more strongly ; and man y would not trouble themselves to speak 
at all, but quietly look out for a substitute. That, of course, would 
be the easiest plan : but I know the advanta~es of a place like this to 
a person in your situation ; and I have no desire to part with you, 
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as 1 am sure you would do very well if you will only think of tbese 
things and try to exert yourself a /il/le more : then, 1 am convinced, 
you would soon acquire that delicate tact wbich alone is wanting to 
give you a proper influence over the mind of your pupil." 

1 was about to give the lady some idea of the fallacy of ber 
expectations ; but she sailed away as soon as she bad conclu<led 
ber speech. Having said wbat sbe wished, it was no part of 
her plan to await my answer : i t was my business to hear, and not 
to speak. 

However, as 1 have said, Matilda at length yielded in some 
degree to ber mother's authority (pity it had not been exerted before) ; 
and being tbus deprived of almost every source of amusement, 
there was nothing for it but to take long rides with the groom and 
long walks with the govemess, and to visit the cottages and farm­
houses on ber father's estate, to kill time in chatting with the old 
men and women that inhabited them. ln one of these walks, it 
was our chance to meet Mr. \Veston. This was what 1 had long 
desired; but now, for a moment, I wished either he or 1 were away: 
1 felt my heart throb so violently that 1 dreaded lest some outward 
signs of emotion should appear ; but 1 think he hardly glanced at 
me, and 1 was soon cairn enough. After a brief salutation to both, 
be asked Matilda if she had lately heard from ber sister. 

. " Yes," replied sbe. "She was at Paris when she wrote, and very 
well, and very happy." 

She spoke the last word emphatically, and with a glance imper­
tinently sly. He did not seem to notice it, but replied, with equal 
emphasis, and very seriously-

" 1 hope sbe will continue to be so." 
" Do you think it likely? " 1 ventured to inquire : for Matilda 

had started off in pursuit of her dog, that was chasing a leveret. 
" I cannot tell," replied be. " Sir Thomas may be a better man 

than I suppose ; but, from all 1 have heard and seen, it seems a pity 
that one so young and gay, and-and interesling, to express many 
things by one word-whose greatest, if not ber only fault, appears 
to be thoughtlessness-no trifling fault to be sure, since it renders the 
possessor liable to almost every other, and exposes him to so many 
temptations-but it seems a pity that she should be thrown aw:ly on 
such a man. lt was ber mother's wish, 1 suppose?" 
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"Yes; and ber own too, I think, for she always laughed at 
my attempts to dissuade ber from the step." 

"You did. attempt it? Then, at least, you will have the satis­
faction of knowing that it is no fault of yours, if any harm should 
corne of it. As for Mrs. Murray, 1 don't know how she can 
justif y ber conduct : if 1 had sufficient acquaintance with ber, I'd 
ask ber." 

" lt seems unnatural : but some people think rank and wealth 
the chief good ; and, if they can secure that for their children, they 
think they have done their duty." 

" True : but is it not strange that persons of experience, who have 
been manied themselves, should judge so falsely?" 

Matilda now came panting back, with the lacerated body of the 
young hare in ber band. 

"\Vas it your intention to kill that hare, or to save it, Miss 
:Murray?" asked Mr. Weston, apparently puzzled at her gleeful 
countenance. 

~' 1 pretended to want to save it," she answered, honestly enough, 
" as it was so glaringly out of season ; but I was better pleased to see 
it killed. However, you can both witness that I couldn't help it : 
Prince was determined to have ber ; ançl he clutched her by the back, 
and killed her in a minute ! W asn't it a noble chase ? " 

"Very ! for a young lady after a leveret." 
There was a quiet sarcasm in the tone of bis reply which was not 

Jost upon ber ; she shrugged ber shoulders, and, tuming away with a 
significant " Humph ! " asked me how 1 had enjoyed the fun. 1 replied. 
that I saw no fun in the matter ; but admitted that I had not observed 
the transaction very nam>wly. 

" Didn't you see how it doubled-just like an old hare ? and didn't 
you hear it scream?" 

" I'm happy to say I did not. '' 
"It crierl out just like a child." 
"Poor little thing ! 'Vhat will you do with it?" 
" Come along-I shall leave it in the first bouse we come to. I 

don't want to take it home, for f ear papa should scold me for letting 
the dog kill it." 

Mr. \Veston was now gone, and we too went on our way ; but as 
we returned, after having deposited the hare in a farm-house, and de-
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molished some spice-cake and currant-wine in exchange, we met him 
retuming also from the execution of bis mission, whatever it might 
be. He carried in bis band a cluster of beautiful bluebells, which he 
offered to me ; observing, with a smile, that though he had seen so 
little of me for the last two months, he had not forgotten that blue­
bells were numbered among my favourite ftowers. lt was done as a 
simple act of goodwill, without compliment or remarkable courtesy, 
or any look that could be construed into " reverential, tender 
adoration" (vùk Rosalie Murray) ; but still, it was something to 
find my unimportant saying so well remembered : it was something 
that he had noticed so accurately the time 1 had ceased to be 
visible. 

" 1 was told," said he, '4 that you were a perfect bookworm, Miss 
Grey : so completeJy absorbed in your studies that you were lost to 
every other pleasure." 

"Yes, and it's quite true ! " cried Matilda. 
· '' No, Mr. 'Veston : don't believe it : it's a scandalous libel 

These young ladies are too fond of making random assertions at the 
expense of their friends ; and you ought to be careful how you listen 
to them." 

" 1 hope lhis assertion is groundless, at any rate." 
" Why? Do you particularly object to ladies studying? " 
" No ; but 1 object to any one so devoting himself or herself 

to study, as to lose sight of everything else. Except under 
peculiar circumstances, 1 consider very close and constant study 
as a waste of time, and an injury to the mind as well as th~ 
body." 

"Well, 1 have neither the time nor the inclination for such trans· 
gressions." 

We parted again. 
W ell ! what is there remarkable in all this ? Why have 1 recorded 

it ? Because, reader, it was important enough to give me a cheerf ul 
evening, a night of pleasing dreams, and a morning of felicitous 
hopes. Shallow-brained cheerfulness, foolish dreams, unfounded 
hopes, you would say; and I will not venture to deny it: suspicions 
to that effect arose too frequently in my own mind. But our wishes 
are like tinder: the flint and steel of circumstances are continually 
striking out sparks, which vanish immediately, unless they chance to 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



AGNES GREY. 449 

fall upon the tinder of our wishes ; then, they instantly ignite, and 
the ftarne of hope is kindled in a moment. 

But alas ! that very moming, my ftickering ftame of hope was 
dismally quenched by a letter from my mother, which spoke so 
seriously of my father's increasing illness, that I feared there was 
little or no chance of ~is recovery ; and, close at band as the holidays 
were, 1 almost trembled lest they should corne too late for me to 
meet him in this world. Two. days after, a letter from l\fary told me 
his lif e was despaired of, and bis end seemed fast approaching. 
Then, immediately, I sought permission to anticipate the vacation, 
and go without delay. Mrs. Murray stared, and wondered at the 
unwonted energy and boldness with which 1 urge<l the request, and 
thought there was no occasion to hurry ; but finally gave me leave : 
stating, however, that there was " no need to be in such agitation 
about the matter-it might prove a false alarm after all ; and if not 
-why, it was only in the common course of nature: we must all die 
some time ; and 1 was not to suppose mysel( the only affiicted 
person in the world ; " and concluding with saying 1 might have 
the phaeton to take me to 0-. "And instead of repining, 
Miss Grey, be thankful for the privileges you enjoy. There's many 
a poor clergyman whose family would be plunged into ruin by 
the event of bis death ; but you, you see, have inftuential friends 
ready to continue their patronage, and to show you every con­
sideration." 

1 thanked her for her " consideration," and ftew to my room to 
make some hurried preparations for my departure. My bonnet and 
shawl being on, and a few things ha~tily crammed into my largest 
trunk, I descended. But I might have done the work more leisurely, 
for no one else was in a hurry; and I had still a considerable time to 
wait for the phaeton. At Iength it came to the door, and I was off: 
but, oh, what a dreary joumey was that ! how utterly different from 
my former passages homewards ! Being too late for the last coach 
to -, 1 had to hire a cab for ten miles, and then a car to take me 
over the rugged hills. It was half-past ten before I reached home. 
They were not in bed. 

My mother and sister both met me in the passage-sad-silent 
-pale ! 1 was so much shocked and terror-stricken that 1 could 

29 
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not speak, to ask the information I so much longed yet dreaded te> 
obtain. 

" Agnes ! " said my mother, struggling to repress some strong 
emotion. 

"Oh, Agnes!" cried Mary, and burst into tears. 
" How is be ? " 1 asked, gasping for the answer.· 
" Dead ! " 
I t was the reply 1 had anticipated : but the shock seemed none 

the less tremendous. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE LETTER. 

1.lv father's mortal remains had been consigned to the tomb; and we, 
with sad faces and sombre garments, sat lingering over the frugal 
breakfast-table, revolving plans for our future life. My mother's 
strong mind had not given way beneath even this affliction : her 
spirit, though crushed, was not broken. Mary's wish was that I 
should go back to Horton Lodge, and that our mother should corne 
and live with ber and Mr. Richardson at the vicarage : she affirmed 
that he wished it no less than herself, and that such an arrangement 
could not fail to benefit ail parties ; for my mother's society and 
experience would be of inestimable value to them, and they would 
do all they could to make ber happy. But no arguments or entreaties 
could prevail : my mother was determined not to go. Not that she 
questioned, for a moment, the kin<l wishes and intentions of her 
daughter; but she affirmed that so long as God spared ber health 
and strength, she would make use of them to earn her own liveli­
hood, and be chargeable to no one ; whether her depeudence would 
be felt as a burden or not. If she could afford to reside as a lodger 
in - vicarage, she would choose that bouse before ail others 
as the place of ber abode ; but not being so circumstanced, she 
would never came under its roof, except as an occasional visitor : 
unless sickness or calamity should render ber assistance really 
needful, or until age or infirmity made ber incapable of maintaining 
herself. 

"No, Mary," said she, "if Richardson and you have anything to 
spare, you must lay it aside for your family ; and Agnes and I must 
gather honey for ourselves. Thanks to my ha.ving had daughters to 
eduQ\te, I have not forgotten my accomplishments. God willing, I 
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will check this vain repining," she said, while the tears coursed 
one another down ber cheeks in spite of ber efforts ; but she wiped 
them away, and resolutely shaking back ber head, continued, "1 will 
exert myself, and look out for a small bouse, commodiously situated 
in some populous but healthy district, where we will take a few young 
ladies to board and educate- if we can get them-and as man y day 
pupils as will corne, or as we can manage to instruct. Your father's 
relations and old friends will be able to send us some pupils, or to 
assist us with their recommendations, no doubt : 1 shall not apply to 
my own. What say you to it, Agnes? will you be willing to leave 
your present situation an<l try ? ,, 

" Quite willing, mamma ; and the money 1 have saved will do to 
fumish the bouse. lt shall be taken from the bank directly." 

" When it is wanted : we must get the bouse, and settle on pre­
liminaries first." 

Mary offered to lend the little she possessed ; but my mother 
declined it,• saying that we must begin on an economical plan ; 
and she hoped that the whole or part of mine, added to what 
we could get by the sale of the fumiture, and what little our dear 
papa had contrived to lay aside for ber since the debts were paid, 
would be sufficient to last us till Christmas ; when, it was hoped, 
something would accrue from our united labours. It was finally 
settled that this should be our plan ; and that inquiries and prepara· 
tions should immediately be set on foot ; and while my mother busied 
herself with these, I should return to Horton LOOge at the close 
of my four weeks' vacation, and give notice for my final departurc 
when things were in train for the speedy commencement of our 
school. 

'Ve w.ere discussing these affairs on the moming I have mentioned, 
about a .fortnight after my father's death, when a letter was brought 
in for my mother, on beholding which the colour mounted to ber 
face-lately pale enough with anxious watchings and excessive 
sorrow. "From my father ! "munnured she, as she hastily tore oft 
the cover. It was many years since she had heard from any of ber 
own relations before. N aturally wondering what the letter might 
contain, 1 watched her countenance while she read it, and was some­
what surprised to see ber bite ber lip and knit ber brows as if in 
anger. \Vhen she had done, she somewhat irreverently cast it on 
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the table, saying with a scomful smile,-" Your grandpapa bas been 
so kind as to write to me.. He says he bas no doubt 1 have long 
repented of my 'unfortunate maniage,' and if I will only acknow­
ledge this, and confess 1 was wrong in neglecting bis advice, and 
that 1 have justly suffered for it, be will make a lady of me once 
again-if that be possible after my long degradation-and remember 
my girls in his will. Gel my desk, Agnes, and send these things 
away: 1 will answer the letter directly. But tirst, as I may be 
depriving you both of a legacy, it is just that I should tell you what 
1 mean to say. 1 shall say that he is mistaken in supposing that 1 
can regret the birth of my daughtets (who have been the pride of my 
life, and are likely to be the comfort of my old age}, or the thirty 
years I have passed in the company of my best and dcarest frienrl ; 
-tbat, had our misfortunes been three times as great as they were 
(unless they had been of my bringing on), I should still the more 
rejoice to have shared them with your father, and administere<l what 
consolation 1 was able ; and, had bis sufferings in illness bcen ten 
times what they were, 1 could not regret having watched over and 
laboured to relieve them ;-that, ü be had married a richer wife, 
misfortunes and trials· would no doubt hav~ corne upon him süll ; 
while 1 am egotist enough to imagine that no other woman could 
have cheered him through them so well: not that I am superior to 
the rest, but I was made for him, and be for me ; and I can no 
more repent the hours, days, years of happiness we have spent 
together, and which neither could have had without the otber, than I 
can the privilege of having been bis nurse in sickness, and bis comfort 
in affliction. 

"\Vill this do, children ?-or shall 1 say we are all very sorry for 
what has happened during the last thirty years, and my daughters 
wish they had never been bom; but since they have had that mis­
fortune, they will be thankful for any trifle their grandpapa will be 
kind enough to bestow ? " 

Of course, we both applauded our mother's resolution ; :Mary 
cleared away the breakfast things ; 1 brought the desk ; the letter 
was quickly written and despatched ; and, from. that day, we heard 
no more of our grandfather, till we saw bis death announced in the 
newspaper a considerable tlme after-all bis worldly possessions, of 
course, bcing left to our wealthy unknown cousins. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

THE FAREWELL. 

A nousE in A-, the fashionable watering-place, was hired for our 
seminary ; and a promise of two or three pupils was obtained to 
·commence with. I retumed to Horton Lodge about the middle of 
July, leaving my mother to conclude the bargaiu for the bouse, to 
obtain more pupils, to sell off the fumiture of our old abode, and to 
fit out the new one. 

W e often pity the poor, because they have no leisure to moum 
their departed relatives,. and necessity obliges them to labour through 
their severest afflictions : but is not active employment the best 
remedy for overwhelming sorrow-the surest antidote for despair? 
It may be a rough comforter: it may seem hard to be harassed with 
the cares of life when we have no relish for its enjoyments; to be 
goaded to labour when. the heart is ready to break, and the vexed 
spirit implores for rest only to weep in silence : but is not labour 
better than the rest we covet? and are not those petty, tormenting 
cares less hurtful than a continua! brooding over the great affliction 
that oppresses us ? Besides, we cannot have cares, and anxieties, 
and toil, without hope-if it be but the hope of fulfilling our joyless 
task, accomplishing some needful project, or escaping some further 
annoyance. At any rate, I was glad my mother had so much 
employment for every faculty of ber action-loving frame. Our kind 
neighbours lamented that she, once so exalted in wealth and station, 
should be reduced to such extremity in her time of sorrow ; but I 
am persuaded that she would have suffered thrice as much had she 
been left in affiuence, with liberty to remain in that bouse, the scene 
of ber early happiness and late aftliction, and no stem neœssity to 
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prevent her from incessantly brooding over and lamenting ber 
bereavement. 

I will not dilate upon the feelings with which 1 left the old bouse, 
the well-known garden, the little village church-then doubly dear 
to me, because my father, who, for thirty years, had taught and 
prayed within its walls, lay slumbering now beneath its flags-and 
the old bare hills, delightful in their very desolation, with the narrow 
vales between, smiling in green wood and sparkling water-the bouse 
where I was born, the scene of all my early associations, the place 
where throughout life my earthly affections had been centred ;-and 
Jeft them to retum no more ! True, 1 was going back to Horton 
Lodge, where, amid many evils, one source of pleasure yet remained: 
but it was pleasure mingled with excessive pain; and my stay, alas ! 
was limited to six weeks. And even of that precious time, day after 
day slipped by and I did not see him: except at church, 1 never saw 
him for a fortnight after my retum. lt seemed a long time tome: 
and, as 1 was often out with my rambling pupil, of course hopes 
would keep rising, antl disappointments would ensue ; and then, 1 
would say to my own heart, " Here is a convincing proof-if you 
would but have the sense to see it, or the candour to acknowledge it 
-that he does not cart! for you. If he only thought half as much 
about you as you do about him, he would have contrived to mec::t 
you many times ere this: you must know that, by consulting your 
own feelings. Therefore, have done with this nonsense : you have 
no ground for hope : dismiss, at once, these hurtful thoughts and 
foolish wishes from your mind, and turn to your own duty, and the 
dull blank lif e that lies before you. You might have known su ch 
happiness was not for you." 

But 1 saw him at last. He came suddenly upon me as I was 
crossing a field in returning from a visit to Nancy Brown, which I 
had taken the opportunity of paying while Matilda Murray was riding 
ber matchless mare. He must have heard of the heavy loss I' had 
sustained : he expresscd no sympathy, offered no condolence : but 
almost the first words he uttered were,-" How is your mother? " 
And this was no matter-of-course question, for I never told him that 
I lzad a mother: he must have learned the fact from others, if he 
knew it at all; and, besides, there was sincere goodwill, and even 
deep, touching, unobtrusive sympathy in the tone and manner of the 
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inquiry. 1 thanked him with due civility, and told him she was ~ 
well as could be expected. " \Vhat will she do ? " was the next 
question. Many would have deemed it an impertinent one, and given 
an evasive reply; but such an idea never entered my head, and I 
gave a brief but plain statement of mother's plans and prospects. 

"Then you will leave this place shortly?" said he. 
"Yes, in a month." 
He paused a minute, as if in thought \Vhen he spoke again, I 

hoped it would be to express his concem at rny departure ; but it 
was only to say, - "I should think you will be willing enough 
to go?" 

" Yes-for some things," 1 replied. 
"For some things only-I wonder what should makt: you 

regret it ? " 
1 was annoyed at this in some degree ; because it embarrassed 

me : 1 had only one reason for regretting it ; and that was a profound 
secret, which he had no business to trouble me about. 

" \Vhy," said 1-" why should you suppose that 1 dislike the 
plac~?" 

" You told me so yourself," was the decisive reply. " Vou said, 
at least, that you could not live contentedly, without a friend ; and 
that you had no friend here, and no possibility of making one-and, 
besides, I know you must dislike it.'' 

"But if you remember rightly, I saici, or meant to say, 1 could 
not live contentedly without a frit:nd in the world: I was not so un­
reasonable as to require one always ncar me. 1 think 1 could be 
happy in a house full of enemies, if-" but no ; that sentence 
must not be continued- 1 pause<l, and hastily added,-" And, besides, 
we cannot well leave a place where we have lived for two or three 
years, without some feeling of regret." 

"'Vill you regret to part with Miss :Murray, your sole remaining 
pupil and companion? " 

"I daresay I shall in some degree: it was not without sorrow I 
parted witl1 ber sister.'' 

" I can imagine that." 
"\Vell, :Miss ?\latilda is quite as good- better in one respect'>­
" \Vhat is that ? " 
"She's honest" 
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" Ancl the other is not ? " 
" 1 should not call ber dishonest; but it must be confessed, she1s 

a little artful" 
"Ar/fol is she ?-1 saw she was giddy and vain-and now," be 

added, after a pause, " 1 can well believe she was artful too ; but so 
excessively so as to assume an aspect of extreme simplicity and 
unguarded openness. Yes,11 continued be, musingly, " that accounts 
for some little tbings that puzzled me a trifle before.'' 

Mter that, be tumed the conversation to more general subjects. 
He did not leave me till we had nearly reached the park-gates : he 
had certainly stepped a little out of bis way to accompany me so far, 
for he now went back and disappeared down Moss Lane, the entra.nce 
of which we bad passed some time before. Assuredly I did not 
regret this circumstance: if sorrow had any place in my heart, it wa.s 
that he was gone at Iast-that he was no longer walking by my side, 
and that that short interval of delightful intercourse was at an end. 
He had not breathed a word of love, or dtopped one hint of tender­
ness or affection, and yet I haJ been supremely happy. To be near 
him, to hear him talk as be did talk, and to f eel that be thought·me 
worthy to be so spoken to-capable of understanding and duly appre­
ciating such discourse-was enough. 

"Yes, Edward Weston, I could indeed be happy in a bouse full 
of enemies, if I had but one friend, who truly, deeply, and faithfully 
loved me ; and if that friend were you-though we might be far 
apart-seldom to hear from each other, still more seldom to meet­
though toil, and trouble, and vexation might surround me, still-it 
would be too much happiness for me to dream of! Yet who can 
tell," said I within myself, as I proceeded up the park,-" who can 
tell what this one month may bring forth? 1 have lived nearly three­
and-twenty years, and I have suffered much, and tasted little pleasure 
yet : is it likely my life all through will be so clouded ? . Is it not 
possible that God may hear my prayers, disperse these gloomy 
shadows, and grant me some beams of heaven's sunshine yet? Will 
he entirely deny to me those blessings which are so freely given to 
others, who neither ask them nor acknowledge them when received ? 
May I not still hope and trust? I did hope and trust for a while : 
but, alas, alas 1 the time ebbed away: one week followed another, 
and, excepting one distant glimpse and two transient meetings-
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during which sca.rcely anything was said-while 1 was walking witb 
Miss Matilda, I saw nothing of him: except, of course, at church. 

And now, the Iast Sunday was corne, and the last service. 1 was 
often on the point of melting into tears during the sermon-the Iast 
I was to hear from him: the best I should hear from any one, I was 
well assured. It was over-the congregation were departing ; and 1 
must follow. I had then seen him, and heard bis voice, too, probably 
for the last time. In the churèhyard, Matilda was pounced upon by 
the two Misses Green. They had many inquiries to make about her 
sister, and l know not what besides. I only wished they would have 
done, that we might hasten back to Horton Lodge : I longed to seek 
the retirement of my own room, or some sequestered nook in the 
grounds, that I might deliver myself up to my feelings-to weep my 
last farewell, and lament my false hopes and vain del usions. Onl y 
this once, and then adieu to fruitless dreaming-thenceforth, only 
sober, solid, sad reality should occupy my mind. But while 1 thus 
resolved, a low voice close beside me said-" 1 suppose you are 
going this week, Miss Grey?" "Y es," I replied. I was very much 
startled ; and had 1 been at ail hysterically inclined, 1 certainly 
should have committed myself in some way then. Thank God, I 
was not 

"Weil," said Mr. Weston, "1 want to bid you good-by-it is not 
likely 1 shall see you again before you go." 

" Good-by, Mr. W eston," 1 said. Oh, how I struggled to say it 
calmly ! I ·gave him my band. He retained it a few seconds in bis. 

" It is possible we may meet again," said be; "will it be of any 
consequence. to you whether we do or not?" 

" Y es, I should be very glad to see you again." 
I &ould say no less. He kindly pressed my hand, and went. 

Now, I was happy again-though more inclined to burst into tears 
than ever. If I had been forced to speak at that moment, a suc­
cession or' sobs would have inevitably ensued ; and as it was, I could 
not keep the water out of my eyes. I walked along with :Miss 
Murray, tuming aside my face, and neglecting to notice several 
successive remarks, till she bawled out that I was either deaf or 
stupid; and then (having recovered my self-possession), as one 
awakened from a fit of abstraction, I suddenly looked up and asked 
what she had been saying. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE SCHOOL. 

I LEFT Horton Lodge, and went to join my mother in our new abode 
at A--. 1 found her well in bealth, resigned in spirit, and even 
cheerful, though subdued and sober, in ber general demeanour. We 
had only tbree boarders and half a dozen day-pupils to commence 
with ; but by due care and diligence we hoped ere long to increase 
the number of both. 

1 set myself witb befitting energy to discharge the duties of this 
new mode of lif e. 1 call it ne1tJ, for there was, indeed, a considerable 
difference between working with my mother in a scbool of our own, 
and working as a hireling among strangers, despised and trampled 
upon by old and young ; ànd for the first few weeks I was by no 
means unhappy. " It is possible we may meet again," and "will it 
be of any consequence to you whetber we do or not ?''-Those words 
still rang in my ear and rested on my heart : they were my secret 
solace and support. "I shall see him again.-He will corne; or be 
will write." No promise, in fact, was too bright or too extravagant 
for hope to whisper in my ear. 1 did not believe balf of what she 
told me : I pretended to laugh at it all ; but I was far more credulous 
than I myself supposed; otherwise, why did my heart leap up wben 
a knock was heard at the front door, and the maid, wbo opened it, 
came to tell my mother a gentleman wished to see ber ? and why was 
1 out of humour for the rest of the day, because it proved to be a 
music-master corne to offer bis services to our school ? and wbat 
stopped my breath for a moment, wben the postman having brought 
a couple of letters, my mother said, " Here, Agnes, this is for you," 
and threw one of them to me? and what made the hot blood rush 
into my face when I saw it was directed in a gentleman's band? and 
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why-oh ! why did that cold, sickening' sense of disappointment 
fall upon me, when 1 had tom open the cover and found it was on/y 
a letter from Mary, which, for some reason or other, ber husband had 
directed for ber ? 

Was it then corne to this-that 1 should be disappuinJed toreceive 
a letter from my only sister : and because it was not written by a 
comparative stranger? Dear Mary ! and she had written it 50 kindly 
-and thinking 1 should be 50 pleased to have it !-1 was not worthy 
to read it ! And 1 believe, in my indignation against myself, I s~ould 
have put it aside till I had schooled myself into a better frame of 
mind, and was become more deserving of the honour and privilege of 
its perusal : but there was my mother looking on, and wishful ta know 
what news it contained ; so 1 read it and delivered it to her, and then 
went into the schoolroom to attend to the pupils : but amiclst the 
cares of copies and suros-in the intervals of correcting errors here, 
and reproving derelictions of duty there, I was inwardly taking my­
self to task with far stemer severity. "What a fool you must be," 
said my head to my heart, or my stemer to my softer self;-" how 
could you ever dream that be would write to you 1 What grounds 
have you for such a hope-or tÀat be will see you, or give himself 
any trouble about you-or even think of you again ? n " \Vhat 
grounds? "·-and then Hope set before me that last, sàort interview, 
and repeated the words I had so faithfully treasured in my memory. 
"Well, and what was there in that?-Who ever hung bis hopes upon 
so frail a twig? What was there in those words that any common 
acquaintance might not say to another? Of course, it was possible 
you might meet again: be might have sa.id soif you had been going 
to New Zealand ; but that did not imply any intention of seeing you­
and then, as to the question that followed, any one might ask that: 
and how did you answer ?-Merely with a stupid, commonplace reply, 
such as you would have given to Master Murray, or any one else you 
had been on tolerably civil terms with." "But, then," persisted 
Hope, "the tone and manner in which be spoke." "Oh, that is 
nonsense! he always speaks impressively; and at that moment there 
were the Greens and Miss Matilda Murray just before, and other 
people passing by, and be was obliged to stand close beside you, and 
to speak very low, unless he wished everybody to hear what he sa.id ; 
which-though it was nothing at ail particular--of course, he would 
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rather nol" But then, above ail, that emphatic, yet gentle pressure 
of the hand, which seemed to say, "Trust me;" and many other 
things besides-too delightfu~ almost too flattering, to be repeated 
even to one's self. "Egregious folly-too absurd to require con­
tradiction-mere inventions of the imagination, which you ought to 
be ashamed of. If you would but consider your own unattractive 
exterior, your unamiable reserve, your foolish diffidence-which must 
make you appear cold, dull, awkward, and perhaps ill-tempered too; 
-if you had but rightly considered these from the beginning, you 
would never have harboured such presnmptuous thoughts : and now 
that you have been so foolish, pray repent and amend, 'and let us 
have no more of it ! " 

1 cannot say that 1 implicitly obeyed my own injonctions : but 
such reasoning as this became more and more effective as rime wore 
on, and nothing was seen or heard of Mr. Weston ; until, at last, 
1 gave up hoping, for even my heart acknowledged it was all 
in vain. But still, 1 would think of him : 1 would cherish his 
image in my mind ; and treasure every word, look, and gesture that 
my memory could retain ; and brood over bis excellences and 
his peculiarities, and, in fact, all 1 ha.d seen, heard, or imagined 
respecting him. 

"Agnes, this sea air and change of scene do you no goo<l, 1 think : 
· t I never saw you look so wretched. lt must be that you sit too much, 

and allow the cares of the schoolroom to worry you. You must leam 
to take things easy, and to be more active and cheerful ; you must 
take exercise whenever you can get it, and leave the most tiresome 
duties to me: they 'will only serve to exercise my patience, and, 
perhaps, try my tempera little." 

So said my mother, as we sat at work one moming during the 
Easter holidays. 1 assured ber that my employments were not at all 
oppressive; that I was well; or, if there was anything amiss, it would 
be gone as soon as the trying months of spring were over: when 
summer came 1 should be as strong and hearty as she could wish to 
see me : but ihwardly ber observation startled me. I knew my 
strength was declining, my appetite had failed, and 1 was grown 
listless and desponding ;-and if, indeed, be could never care for me, 
and 1 could never see him more-if 1 was forbidden to minister to 
bis happiness-forbidden, for ever, to taste the joys of love, to bless 

Digitized by Go gle Original fram 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



AGNES GREY. 

and to be blessed-then, life must be a burden, and if my Heavenl y 
Father would call me away, 1 should be glad to rest. But it would 
not do to die and leave my mother. Selfish, unworthy daughter, to 
forget ber for a moment! Was not ber happiness committed in a 
great measure to my charge ?-and the welfare of our young pupils 
too ? Should I shrink Crom the work that God had set before me, 
because it was not fitted to my taste? Did not He know best what 
I should do, and where 1 ought to labour? and should I long to quit 
His service before I had finishe<l my task, and expect to enter into 
His rest without having laboured to eam it ? " No ; by His help I 
will arise and address myself diligently to my appointed duty. If 
happiness in this world is not for me, 1 will endeavour to promote 
the welfare of those around me, and my reward shall be hereafter." 
So said 1 in . my heart; and Crom that hour 1 only pennitted my 
thoughts to wander to Edward Weston-or at least to dwell upon 
him now and then-as a treat for rare occasions: and, whether it was 
rcally the approach of summer, or the effect of these good resolutions, 
or the lapse of time, or all together, tranquillity of mind was soon 
restored; and bodily health and vigour began likewise, slowly, but 
surely, to return. 

Early in June, 1 received a letter from Lady Ashby, late Miss 
Murray. She had written to me twice or thrice before, from the 
different stages of ber bridai tour, always in good spirits, and professing 
to be very happy. 1 wondered every time that she had not forgotten 
me, in the midst of so much gaiety and variety of scene. At length, 
however, there was a pause; and it seemed she had forgotten me, 
for upwards of seven months passed away and no letter. Of course, 
I did not break my heart about tlzat, though 1 often wondered how 
she was getting on ; and when this last epistle so unexpectedly 
arrived, I was glad enough to receive it. It was dated from Ashby 
Park, where she was corne to settle down at last, having previously 
divided ber time between the continent and the metropolis. She 
made many apologies for having neglected me so long, assured me 
she had not forgotten me, and had often intended to writc, &c. &c., 
but had always been prevented by something. She acknowledged 
that she had been leading a very dissipated life, and 1 should think 
ber very wicked and very thoughtless ; but, notwithstanding that, she 
thought a great deal, and, among other things, that she should vastly 
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lik:e to see me. " We have been several days here already ," wrote 
she. " We have not a single friend with us, and are likely to be very 
dulL You know I never had a fancy for living with my husband like 
two turtles in a nest, were be the most delightful creature that ever 
wore a coat ; so do ta.ke pity upon me and corne. I suppose your 
Midsummer holidays commence in June, the same as other people's; 
therefore you cannot plead want of time ; and you must and shall 
corne-in {act, I shall die ü you don't. I want you to visit me as a 
frimtl, and sta.y a long time. There is nobody with me, as I told you 
before, but Sir Thomas and old Lady Ashby : but you needn't mind 
them-they'll trouble us but little with their company. And you 
shall have a room to yourself, whenever you like to retire to it, and 
plenty of books to read when my company is not sufficiently amusing. 
I forget whether you like babies; if you do, you may have the 
pleasure of seeing mine-the most charming child in the world, no 
doubt ; and ail the more so, that I am not troubled with nursing it 
-I was determined I wouldn't be bothered with that. Unfortunately, 
it is a girl, and Sir Thomas bas never forgiven me : but, however, if 
you will only corne, I promise you shall be its governess as soon as 
it can speak ; and you shall bring it up in the way it should go, and 
make a better woman of it than its mamma. And you shall see my 
poodle, too : a splendid little cham1er imported from Paris : and two 
fine Italian paintings of great value-! forget the artist. Doubtless 
you will be able to discover prodigious beauties in them, which you 
must point out to me, as I only admire by hearsay; and many 
elegant curiosities besides, which I purchased at Rome and elsewhere; 
and, finally, you shall see my new home-the splendid bouse and 
grounds 1 used to covet so greatly. Alas ! how far the promise of 
anticipation excee<ls the pleasure of possession ! There's a fine senti­
ment ! I assure you I am become quite a grave old matron : pray 
corne, if it be only to witness the wonderful change. \Vrite by return 
of post, and tell me when your vacation commences, and say that 
you will corne the day after, and stay till the day before it closes-in 
mercy to · Yours affectionately, 

'' ROSALIE ASHBY." 

I showed this strange epistle to my mother, and consulted her on 
what I ought to do. She advise<l me to go; and I went-willing 
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enough to see Lady Asbby, and ber baby too, and to do anything I 
could to benefit ber, by consolation or advice; for I imagined she 
must be unhappy, or she would not have applied to me thus-but 
feeling, as may readily be conceived, that, in accepting the inYitation, 
1 made a great sacrifice for ber, and did violence to my feelings 
in many ways, instead of being delighted with the honourable 
distinction of being entreated by the baronet's lady to visit ber 
as a friend. However, 1 determined my visit should be only for a 
few days at most; and I will not deny that I derived some consola­
tion from the idea that, as Ashby Park was not very far from Horton, 
1 might possibly see Mr. Weston, or, at least, hear something 
about him. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

THE VISIT. 

AsHBY PARK was certainly a very delightful residence. The 
mansion was stately without, commodious and elegant within; the 
park was spacious and beautüul, chiefly on account of its magnificent 
old trees, its stately herds of deer, its broad sheet of water, and the 
ancient woods that stretched beyond it : for there was no broken 
ground to give variety to the landscape, and but very little of that 
undulating swell which adds so greatly to the charm of park 
scenery. And so, this was the place Rosalie Murray had so longed 
to ca1l ber own, that she must have a share of it, on whatever terms 
it might be otfered-whatever price was to be paid for the title of 
mistress, and whoever was to be her partner in the honour and 
bliss of such a possession! Weil! 1 am not disposed to censure 
ber now. 

She received me very kindly; and, though 1 was a poor clergy­
man's daughter, a govemess, and a schoolmistress, she welcomed me 
with unatfected pleasure to ber home ; and-what surprised me 
rather-took some pains to make iny visit agreeable. 1 could see, it 
is true, that she expected me to be greatly struck with the m:ignificence 
that surrounded her ; and, 1 confess, 1 was rather annoyed at her 
evident efforts to reassure me, and prevent me from being over­
whelmed by so much grandeur-tao much awe<l at the i<lea of 
encountering ber husband and mother-in-law, or too much ashamed 
of my own humble appearance. I was not ashamed of it at all ; for, 
though plain, I had taken good care not to be shabby or mean, 
and should have been pretty considerably at my ease, if my con­
descending hostess had not taken su ch ma nif est pains to make me 
so ; and, as for the magnificence that surrounde<l her, nothing that 
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met my eyes struck me or affected me half so much as ber own 
altered appearance. Whether from the influence of fashionable 
dissipation, or some other evil, a space of little more than twelve 
months had had the effect that might be expected Crom as many 
years, in reducing the plumpness of ber form, the freshness of ber 
complexion, the vivacity of ber movements, and the exuberance of 
ber spirits. 

I wished to know if she was unhappy ; but I felt it was not my 
province to inquire: 1 might endeavour to win ber confidence; but, 
if she chose to conceal ber matrimonial cares from me, 1 would 
trouble ber with no obtrusivc questions. I, therefore, at first, con­
, fined myself to a few general inquiries about ber health and welfare, 
and a few commendations on the beauty of the park, and of the little 
girl that should have been a boy : a small delicate infant of seven or 
eight weeks old, whom its mother seemed to regard with no remark­
able degree of interest or affection, though full as much as 1 expected 
ber to show. 

Shortly after my arrivai, she commissioned ber maid to conduct 
me to my room and see that I had everything I wanted : it was a 
sma11, unpretending, but sufticiently comfortable apartment. When 
I descended thence-having divested myself of all travelling encum­
brances, and arra.nged my toilet with due consideration for the 
feelings of my lady hostess, she conducted me herself to the room 1 
was to occupy when I chose to be alone, or when she was engaged 
with visitors, or obliged to be with ber mother-in-Iaw, or otherwise 
prevented, as she said, from enjoying the pleasure of my society. It 
was a quiet, tidy little sitting-room ; and 1 was not sorry to be pro­
vided with such a harbour of refuge. 

" And some time," said sbe, " 1 will show you the library : I 
never examined its shelves, but, I daresay, it is full of wise books; 
and you may go and burrow among them whenever you please. And 
now you shall have some tea-it will soon be dinner-time, but I 
thought, as you were accustomed to dine at one, you would perhaps 
like better to have a cup of tea about this time, and to dine when we 
lunch; and then, you know, you can have your tea in this room, and 
that will save you from having to dine with Lady Ashby and Sir 
Thomas : which would be rather awkward-at least, not awkward, 
but rather-a-you know what 1 mean. I thought you mightn't like 
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it so well-especially as we may have other ladies and gentlemen to 
dine with us occasionally." 

"Certainly,'' said I, "I would much rather have it as you say; 
and, if you have no objection, 1 should prefer having all my meals in 
this room." 

" \Vhy so? ,, 
c: Because, 1 imagine, it would be more agreeable to Lady Ashby 

and Sir Thomas." 
" N othing of the kind." 
" At any rate, it would be more agreeable to me.'' 
She made some faint objections, but soon conceded ; and 1 could 

see that the proposai was a considerable relief to her. 
"Now, corne into the drawing-room," said she. "There's the 

dressing bell; but 1 won't go yet : it's no use dressing when there's 
no one to see you ; and 1 want to have a little discourse." 

The drawing-room was certainly an imposing apartmcnt, and very 
elegantly furnished ; but 1 saw its young mistress glance towards me 
as we entered, as if to notice how 1 was impressed by the spectacle, 
and accordingly I determined to preserve an aspect of stony indiffer­
ence, as if 1 saw nothing at all remarkable. But this was only for a 
moment: immediately conscience whispered, "Why should 1 dis­
appoint ber to save my pride? N o-rather let me sacrifice my pride 
to give her a little innocent gratification." And 1 honestly looked 
round, and told her it was a noble room, and very tastefully fumished. 
She said little, but 1 saw she was pleased. 

She showed me her fat French poodle, that lay curled up on a silk 
cushion, and the two fine Italian paintings: which, however, she 
would not give me time to examine, but, saying I must look at them 
some other day, insisted upon my admiring the little jewelled watch 
she had purchased in Geneva ; and then she took me round the room 
to point out sundry articles of vertu she had brought from ltaly: an 
elegant little timepiece, and several busts, small graceful figures, and 
vases, all beautif ully carved in white marble. She spoke of these 

• 
with animation, and heard my aclmiring comments with a smile of 
pleasure : that soon, however, vanished, and was followed by a 
melancholy sigh ; as if in consideration of the insufficiency of ail such 
baubles to the happiness of the human heart, and their woeful inability 
to supply its insa.tiate demands. 
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Then, stretching herself upon a couch, she motioned me to a 
capacious easy-chair that stood opposite-not before the tire, but 
before a wide open window ; for it was summer, be it remembered; 
a sweet, warm evening in the latter half of ] une. 1 sat for a moment 
in silence, enjoying the still, pure air, and the <lelightful prospect of 
the park that lay before me, rich in verdure and foliage, and basking 
in yellow sunshine, relieved by the long shadows of declining day. 
But I must take advantage of this pause: I had inquiries to make, 
and, like the substance of a lady's postscript, the most important 
must corne last. So 1 began with asking after Mr. and Mrs. Murray, 
and Miss :Matilda and the young gentlemen. 

1 was told that papa had the gout, which ma<le him very ferocious; 
and that be would not give up bis choice wines, and his substantial 
dinners and suppers, and had quarrelled with bis physician, because 
the' latter had dared to say that no medicine could cure him while he 
lived so freely ; that mamma and the rest were well. Matilda was 
still wild and reckless, but she had got a fashionable governess, and 
was considerably improved in her manners, and soon to be intro­
duced to the world; and ] ohn and Charles (now at home for the 
holidays) were, by all accounts, "fine, bold, unruly, mischievous 
boys." 

" And how are the other people getting on ? " said 1-" the 
Greens, for instance?" • 

" Ah ! ?\fr. Green is heart-broken, you know," replied she, with a 
languid smile : " he hasn't got over his disappointment yet, and never 
will, 1 suppose. He's doomed to be an old bachelor ; and bis sisters 
are doing their best to get married." 

" And the Melthams? n 

" Oh, thcy're jogging on as usual, 1 suppose : but 1 know very 
little about any of them-except Harry," said she, blushing slightly, 
and smiling again. " 1 saw a great deal of him while we were in 
London ; for, as soon as he heard we were there, he came up under 
pretence of visiting bis brother, an4 either followed me, like a shadow, 
wherever 1 went, or met me, like a reftection, at every tum. Vou 
needn't look so shocked, Miss Grey ; 1 was very discreet, 1 assure 
you : but, you know, one can't help being a<lmir-ed. Poor fellow ! 
He was not my only worshipper; though he was certainly the most 
conspicuous, and, 1 think, the most devoted among them ail. And 
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that detestahle-ahem-and Sir Thomas chose to take offence at 
him-or my profuse expenditure, or something-1 don't exactly k~ow 
what-and hurried me down to the country at a moment's notice ; 
where l'm to play the hermit, 1 suppose, for life." 

And she bit her lip, and frowned vindictively upon the fair dom:iin 
she had once so coveted to call her own. 

" And Mr. HatfieJd," said 1, " what is become of him ? " 
Again she brightened up, and answered gaily-" Oh ! he made 

up to an elderly spinster, and married ber, not long since; weighing 
her heavy pnrse against ber faded charms, and expecting to find that 
solace in gol<l which was denied him in love-ha, ha ! " 

"Well, and 1 think that's all-except Mr. Weston: what is he 
doing?" 

" 1 don't know, I'm sure. He's gone from Horton." 
" How long since? and wbere is he gone to?" 
"1 know nothing about him," replied she. yawning-" except 

that be went about a month ago-1 never asked where '' (I woul<l 
have asked whether it was to a living or merely another curacy, but 
thought it better not) ; " and the people made a great rout about bis 
leaving," continued she, "much to Mr. Hatfield's displaasure ; for 
Hatfield didn't like him, because he had too much influence with 
the common people, and because he was not sufficiently tractable and 
submissive to him-and for some other unpardonable sins, I don't 
know what. But now 1 positively must go and dress : the second 
bell will ring directly, and if 1 corne to dinner in this guise, 1 shall 
never hear the end of it from Lady Ashby. It's a strange thing one 
can't be mistress in one's own bouse ! Just ring the bell, and 1'11 send 
for my maid, and tell them to get you some tea. Only think of that 
intolerable woman-" 

" Who-your maid ? " 
"No ;-my mother-in-law-and my unfortunate mistake ! Instead 

of letting her take herself off to some other bouse, as she off ered to 
do when I manied, 1 was fool cnough to ask her to live here still, 
and direct the affairs of the bouse for me ; because, in the first place, 
I hoped we should spend the greater part of the year in town, and in 
the second place, being so young and inexperienced, 1 was frightened 
at the idea of having a houseful of servants to manage, and rlinners 
to order, and parties to entertain, and all the rest of it, and 1 thought 

Digitized by Go gle Original from 

NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY 



470 AG1VES GRE J: 

she might assist me with her experience ; never dreaming she would 
prove a usurper, a tyrant, an incubus, a spy, and everything else that's 
detestable. 1 wish she was dead !" 

She then turned to give ber orders to the footman, who ha<l been 
standing boit upright within the door for the last half minute, and 
brui heard the latter part of her animadversions ; and, of course, made 
his own reflections upon them, notwithstanding the inflexible, wooden 
countcnance he thought proper to preserve in the drawing-room. On 
my remarking afterwards that he must have heard her, she replied­
" Oh, no matter ! 1 never carc about the footmen ; they're merc 
automatons : it's nothing to them what their superiors say or do; 
they won't <lare to repeat it ; and as to what they think-if they 
presume to think at ail-of course, nobody cares for that It would 
be a pretty thing indeed, if we were to be tongue-tied by our 
servants ! " 

So saying, she ran off to make her hasty toilet, leaving me to 
pilot my way back to my sitting-room, where, in due time, 1 was 
served with a cup of tea. After that, 1 sat rnusing on Laùy Ashby's 
past and present condition ; and on what little information I had 
obtained respecting Mr. W eston, and the small chance there was of 
ever seeing or hearing anything more of him t'luoughout my quiet, 
drab-colour life : which, henceforth, seemed to offer no alternative 
between positive rainy days, and days of dull grey clouds without 
downfall. At length, however, 1 began to weary of my thoughts, 
and to wish 1 knew where to find the library my hostess had spoken 
of;· and to wonder whether 1 was to remain there doing nothing till 
bedtime. 

As 1 was not rich enough tQ possess a watch, 1 could not tell how 
time was passing, except by observing the slowly lengthening shadows 
from the window; which presented a side view, including a corner of 
the park, a clump ·of trees, whose topmost branches had l>een 
colonized by an innumerable company of noisy rooks, and a high 
wall with a massive wooden gate: no doubt communicating with the 
stable-yard, as a broad carriage-road swept up to it from the park. 
The shadow of this wall soon took possession of the whole of the 
ground as far as I could see, forcing the golden sunlight to retreat 
inch by inch, and at last take refuge in the very tops of the trees. 
Ere long, even they were left in shadow-the shadow of the distant 
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bills, or of the earth itself; and, in sympathy for the busy citizens of 
the rookery, I regretted to see their habitation, so lately bathed in 
glorious light, reduced to the sombre, work-a-day hue of the lower 
world, or of my own world within. For a moment, such birds as 
soared above the rest might still receive the lustre on their wings, 
which imparted to their sable plumage the hue and brilliance of deep 
red gold ; at last, that too departed. Twilight came stealing on ; the 
rooks became more quiét ; 1 became more weary, and wished I were 
going home to-morrow. At length it grew dark ; and 1 was thinking 
of ringing for a candie, and betaking myself to bed, when my hostess 
appeared, with many apologies for having neglected me so long, and 
laying all the blame upon that "nasty old woman," as she called ber 
mother-in-law. 

" If I di<ln't sit with her in the drawing-room while Sir Thomas is 
ta.king bis wine," said she, "she would never forgive me; and then, 
if I leave the room the instant he cornes-as I have done once or 
twice-it is an unpardonable offence against ber dear Thomas. She 
never showed such disrespect to lier husband ; and as for affection, 
wives never think of that now-a-days, she supposes: but things were 
different in lzer rime -as if there was any good to be done by staying 
in the room, when be does nothing but grumble and scold when he's 
in a bad humour, talk disgusting nonsense when he's in a good 
one, and go to sleep on the sofa when he's too stupid for either ; 
which is most frequently the case now, when be has nothing to do 
but to sot over bis wine." 

" But could you not try to occupy bis mind with something better ; 
and engage him to give up such habits? l'm sure you have powers of 
persuasion, and qualifications for amusing a gentleman, which many 
ladies would be glad to possess." 

"And so you think I would lay myself out for bis amusement! 
No ; that's not my idea of a wife. 1 t's the husband's part to please 
the wife, not hers to please him ; and if be isn't satisfied with ber as 
she is--and thankful to possess ber too-he isn't worthy of ber, that's 
ail. And as for persuasion, 1 assure you I shan't trouble myself with 
that : I've enough to do to bear with him as he is, without attempting 
to work a reform. But l'm sorry 1 left you so long alone, Miss Grey. 
How have you passed the time ? " 

"Chiefty in watching the rooks." 
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"Aiercy, how dull you must have been ! I really must show you 
the library ; and you must ring for everything you want, just as you 
would in an inn, and make yourself comfortable. I have selfisb 
reasons for wishing to make you happy, because I want you to stay 
with me, and not fulfil your horrid threat of running away in a day 
or two." 

" W ell, don't let me keep you out of the drawing-room any longer 
to-night, for at present 1 am tired and wish to go to bed." 

' 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE PARK. 

1 CAME down a little before eight, next moming, as 1 knew by the 
striking of a <listant dock. There was no appearance of breakfast. 
1 wruted above an hour before it came, still vainly longing for access 
to the library ; and, after ~bat lonely repast was concluded, 1 waited 
again about an hour and a half in great suspense and discomfort, 
uncertain what to do. At length Lady Ashby came to bid me good­
morning. She informed me she had only just breakfasted, and now 
wanted me to tak.e an early walk with her in the park. She asked 
how long I had been up, and on receiving my answer, expressed 
the deepest regret, and again promised to show me the library. 1 
suggested she had better do so at once, and then there would be no 
further trouble either with remembering or forgetting. She complied, 
on condition that 1 would not think of reading, or bothering with the 
books now ; for she wanted to show me the gardens, and take a walk 
in the park with me, before it became too hot for enjoyment ; which, 
indeed, was nearly the case already. Of course, 1 readily assented; 
and we took our walk accordingly. 

As we were strolling in the park, talking of what my companion 
had seen and heard during her travelling experience, a gentleman on 
horseback rode up and passed us. As be turned, in passing, and 
stared me full in the face, I had a good opportunity of seeing what 
be was like. He was tall, thin, and wasted, with a slight stoop in the 
shoulders, a pale face, but somewhat blotchy, and disagreeably red 
about the eyelids, plain features, and a general appearance of languor 
and flatness, relieved by a sinister expression in the mouth and the 
du.Il, soulless eyes. 
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"1 detest that man ! " whispered Lady Ashby, with bitter 
cmphasis, as he slowly trotted by. 

" Who is it ? " 1 asked, unwilling to suppose that she should so 
speak of her husband. 

"Sir Thomas Ashby," she replied, with dreary composure. 
"And do you ddesl him, Miss Murray?" said I, for I was too 

much shocked ·to remember ber name at the moment 
" Yes, I do, Miss Grey, and despise him too ; and if you knew 

him you would not blame me." 
"But you knew what he was before you married him." 
"No; I only thought so: I did not half know him really. I 

know you wamed me against it, and I wish 1 had listened to you : 
but it's too late to regret that now. . And besides, mamma ought to 
have known better than either of us, and she never said anything 
against it-quite the contrary. And then I thought he adored me, 
and would let me have my own way : he did pretend to do so at 
first, but now he does not care a bit about me. Y et I should not 
care for that: be might do as he pleased, if I might only be free to 
amuse myself and to stay in London, or have a few &iends ·do\\'ll 
here : but M wi// do as he pleases, and 1 must be a prisoner and a 
slave. The moment he saw I could enjoy myself without him, and 
that others knew my value better than himself, the selfish wretch 
began to accuse me of coquetry and extravagance; and to abuse 
Harry Meltham, whose shoes he was not worthy to cJean. And 
then be must needs have me dowri in the country, to lead the lüe of 
a nun, lest I should dishonour him or bring him to ruin ; as if he had 
not been ten times worse every way, with his betting-book, and his 
gaming-table, and bis opera-girls, and his Lady This and Mrs. That 
-yes, and bis bottles of wine, and glasses of brandy-and-water too ! 
Oh, I would give ten thousand worlds to be Miss Murray again ! It 
is too bad to feel life, health, and beauty wasting away, unfelt and 
unenjoyed, for such a brute as that ! " exclaimed she, fairly bursting 
into tears in the bitterness of ber vexation. 

Of course, 1 pitied her exceedingly ; as well for ber false idea of 
happiness and disregard of duty, as for the wretched partner with 
whom ber fate was linked. I said what I could to comfort her, and 
offered such counsels as 1 thought she most required: advising ber, 
first, by gentle reasoning, by kindness, example, and persuasion, to 
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try to ameliorate ber husband ; and then, when she had done all she 
could, if she still found him incorrigible, to endeavour to abstract 
herself from him-to wrap herself up in her own integrity, and trouble 
herself as little about bim as possible. 1 exborted ber to seek con­
solation in doing her duty to God and man, to put ber trust in 
Heaven, and solace herself with the care and nurture of ber little 
daughter ; assuring ber sbe would be amply rewarded by witnessing 
its progress in strength and wisdom, and receiving its genuine 
affection. 

"But 1 can't devote myself entirely to a child," said she; "it 
may die-which is ·not at all improbable." 

" But, with care, many a delicate infant bas become a strong man 
or woman." 

"But it may grow so intolcrably like its father that I sball 
hate it." 

" That is not likely ; it is a little girl, and strongly resembles its 
mother." 

" No matter ; 1 sbould like it better ü it were a boy-only that 
its father will leave it no inherita.nce that be can possibly squander 
away. \Vhat pleasure can 1 have in seeing a girl grow up to eclipse 
me, and enjoy those pleasures that 1 am for ever debarre<l from? 
But supposing 1 could be so generous as to take delight in this, still 
it is 011/y a child ; and 1 can't centre all my hopes in a child : that is 
only one degree better than devoting oneself to a dog. And as for 
all the wisdom and goodness you have been trying to instil into me­
that is ail vcry right and proper, 1 daresay, and if 1 were some twenty 
years older, 1 might fructify by it: but people must enjoy themselves 
when thcy are young ; and ü others won't let them-why, they must 
hate them for it ! " 

"The best way to enjoy yourself is to do wbat is rigbt and hate 
nobody. The end of Religion is not to teach us how to die, but how 
to live ; and the earlier you become wise and good, the more of 
happiness you secure. And now, Lady Ashby, 1 have one more 
piece of advice to offer you, which is, that you will not make an 
enemy of your mother-in-law. Don't get into the way of holding ber 
at anns' length, and regarding ber with jealous distrust. 1 never saw 
ber, but 1 have heard good as well as evil respecting ber ; and 1 
imagine that, though cold and haughty in ber general demeanour, 
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and even exacting in ber requirements, she bas strong affections for 
those who can reach them ; and, though so blindly attached to ber 
son, she is not without good principles, or incapable of hearing 
reason. If you would but conciliate ber a Jittle, and adopta friendly, 
open manner - and even confide your grievances to ber - rtal 
grievances, such as you have a right to complain of-it is my finn 
belief that she would, in time, become your faithful friend, and a 
comfort and support to you, instead of the incubus you describe 
ber." 

But 1 fear my advice had littJe effect upon the unfortunate young 
lady ; and, finding 1 could render myself so Iittle serviceable, my 
residence at Ashby Park became doubly painful. But still, 1 must 
stay out that day and the following one, as 1 had promised to do so: 
though, resisting all entreaties and inducements to prolong my visit 
further, I insisted upon departing the next morning ; affinning that 
my mother would be lonely without me, and that she impatiently 
expected my return. N evertheless, it was with a heavy heart that 1 
b~de adieu to poor Lady Ashby, and Ieft ber in ber princely home. 
It was no slight additional proof of ber unhappiness, that she should 
so cling to the consolation of my presence, and eamestly desire the 
company of one whose general tastes and ideas were so little con· 
genial to ber own-whom she had completely forgotten in ber hours 
of prosperity, and whose presence would be rather a nuisance than a 
pleasure, if she could but have half ber heart's desire 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE SANDS. 

OUR school was not situated in the heart of the town : on entering 
A- from the north-west there is a row of respectable-looking 
bouses, on each side of the broad, white road, with narrow slips of 
garden-ground before them, Venetian blinds to the windows, and a 
ftight of steps leading to each trim, brass-handled door. In one of 
the largest of these habitations dwelt my mother and 1, with such 
young ladies as our friends anù the public chose to commit to our 
charge. Consequently, we were a considerable distance from the 
sea, and divided from it by a labyrinth of streets and bouses. But 
the sea was my delight ; and 1 would often gladly pierce the town to 
obtain the pleasure of a walk beside it, whether with the pupils, 
or alone with my mother during the vacations. It was delightful to 
me at all times and seasons, but especially in the wild commotion 
of a rough sea-breeze, and in the brilliant freshness of a summer 
moming. 

1 awoke early on the third moming after my return from Ashby 
Park-the sun was shining through the blind, and 1 thought how 
pleasant it would be to pass through the quiet town and take a 
solitary ramblc on the sands while half the world was in bed. 1 was 
not long in fonning the resolution, nor slow to act upon it Of 
course 1 would not disturb my mother, so 1 stole noiselessly down­
stairs, and quietly unfastened the door. 1 was dressed and out, when 
the church clock struck a quarter to six. There was a feeling of 
freshness and vigour in the very streets ; and when 1 got Cree of the 
tmvn, when my foot was on the sands and my face towards the broad, 
bright bay, no language can describe the effect of the deep, clear 
azure of the sky and ocean, the bright morning sunshine on the 
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semicircular barrier of craggy cliffs surmounted by green swelling 
hills, and on the smooth, wide sands, and the low rocks out at sea­
looking, with their clothing of weeds and moss, like little grass-grown 
islands-and above all, on the brilliant, sparkling waves. And then, 
the unspeakable purity and freshness of the air ! There was just 
enough heat to enhance the value of the breeze, and just enough 
wind to keep the whole sea in motion, to make the waves corne 
bounding to the shore, foaming and sparkling, as if wild with glee. 
Nothing · else was stirring-no living creature was visible besides 
myself. My footsteps were the first to press the finn, unbroken 
sands ;-nothing before had trampled them since last night's ftowing 
tide had obliterated the deepest marks of yesterday, and left them fair 
and even, except where the subsiding water had left behind it the 
traces of dimpled pools and little running streams. 

Refreshed, delighted, invigorated, I walked along, forgetting ail 
my cares, feeling as if 1 had wings to my feet, and could go at least 
forty miles without fatigue, and experiencing a sense of exhilaration 
to which I had been an entire stranger since the days of early youth. 
About half-past six, however, the grooms began to corne down to air 
their masters' horses-first one, and then another, till there were 
some dozen horses and five or six riders : but that need not trouble 
me, for they would not come as far as the low rocks which 1 was now 
approaching. \Vhen I had reached these, and walked over the moist, 
slippery sea-weed (at the risk of ftoundering into one of the numerous 
pools of clear, salt water that lay between them), to a little mossy 
promontory with the sea splashing round it, I looked back again to 
see who next was stirring. Still, there were only the early grooms 
with their horses, and one gentleman with a little dark speck of a 
<log running before him, and one water-cart coming out of the town 
to get water for the baths. In anothe1 minute or two, the distant 
bathing machines would begin to move, and then the elderly gentle­
men of regular habits and sober quaker ladies would be coming to 
take thcir salutary morning walks. But however interesting such a 
scene might be, 1 could not wait to witness it, for the sun and the 
sea so dazzled my eyes in that direction, that I could but afford one 
glance ; and then 1 tumed again to delight myself with the sight and 
the sound of the sea dashing against my promontory-with no pro­
digloas force, for the swell was broken by the tangled sea-wced and 
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the unseen rocks beneath ; otberwise I should soon have been deluged 
with spray. But the tide was coming in; .the water was rising; the 
gulfs and lakes were filling; the straits were widening: it wa.c; time to 
seek some safer footing; so I walked, skipped, and stumbled back to 
the smooth, wide sands, and resolved to proceed to a certain bold 
projection in the cliffs, and then retum. 

Presently, I heard a snuffiing sound behind me, and then a <log 
came frisking and wriggling to my feet lt was my own Snap-the 
little dark, wire-haired terrier ! When I spoke bis name, he leapt 
up in my face and yelled for joy. Almost as much delighted as 
himself, I caught the little creature in my arms, and kissed him 
repeatedly. But how came be to be there ? He could not have 
dropped from the sky, or corne all that way alone : it must be either 
his master, the rat-catcher, or somebody else that had brought him ; 
so, repressing my extravagant caresses, and endeavouring to repress 
his likewise, I looked round, an~ beheld-Mr. 'Veston ! 

" Your dog remembers you well, Miss Grey," said be, warmly 
grasping the band I offered him without clearly knowing what I was 
about " Y ou rise early." 

"Not often so early as this," I replied, with amazing composure, 
considering ail the circumstances of the case. 

" How far do you purpose to extend your walk ? " 
"I was thinking of retuming-it must be almost time, 1 think." 
He consulted bis watch-a gold one now-and told me it was 

only five minutes past seven. 
" But, doubtless, you have had a long enough walk," said he, 

tuming towards the town, to which I now proceeded leisurely to 
retrace my steps ; and he walked beside me. 

"In what part of the town do you live?" asked be. "I never 
could disco ver." 

N ever could discover? Had he endeavoured to do so then? I 
told him the place of our abode. He asked how we prospered in 
our affairs. I told him we were doing vcry well-that we had hacl a 

considerable addition to our pupils after the Christmas vacation, and 
expected a still further increase at the close of this. 

'' You must be an accomplished instructor," he observed. 
" No, it is my mother," 1 replied ; "she manages things so well, 

and is so active, and clever, and kind." 
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" 1 should like to know your mother. \Vill you introduce me to 
ber some time, if I call ? 11 

"Yes, willingly." 
" And will you allow me the privilege of an old friend, of looking 

in upon you now and then ? ,, 
" Y es, if.-1 suppose so." 
This was a very foolish answer, but the truth was, 1 considered 

that 1 had no right to invite any one to my mother's bouse without 
her knowledge ; and if 1 had said, " Y c:s, if ldy mother does not 
abject," it would appear as if by his question 1 understood more than 
was expected ; so, supposing she would not, 1 added, " 1 suppose 
so : " but of course 1 should have said sometbing more sensible and 
more polite, if 1 had had, my wits about me. We continued our walk 
for a minute in silence; which, however, was shortly relieved (no 
small relief to me) by Mr. Weston commenting upon the brightness 
of the moming and the beauty of the bay, and then upon the advan. 
tages A- possessed over many other fashionable places of resort. 

" Y ou don't ask what brings me to A--," said he. " You 
can't suppose I'm rich enough to corne for my own pleasure." 

"1 heard you had left Horton." 
" You didn't hear, then, that 1 had got the living of F-- ? " 
F- .was a village about two miles distant from A-. 
"No," said 1; "we live so completely out of the world, even 

here, that news seldom reaches me through any quarter ; except 
through the medium of the -- Gazette. But 1 hope you like your 
new parish ; and that 1 may congratulate you on the acquisition ? " 

"1 expect to like my parish better a year or two hence, when 1 
have worked certain reforms 1 have set my heart upon-or, at lea.st, 
progressed some steps towards such an achievement. But you may 
congratulate me now ; for 1 find it very agreeable to have a parish 
.all to myself, with nobody to interfere with me-to thwart my plans 
or cripple my exertions: and besides, 1 have a respectable bouse in 
a rather pleasant neighbourhood, and three hundred pounds a year; 
and, in fact, 1 have nothing but solitude to complain of, and nothing 
but a companion to wish for." 

He looked at me as be concluded ; and the flash of his dark eyes 
seemcd to set my face on fire; greatly to my own discomfiture, for 
to evince confusion at such a juncture was intolerable. 1 made an 
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effort, therefore, to remedy the evil, and disclaim all persona! applica­
tion of the remark by a hasty, ill-expressed reply, to the effect that, if 
he waited till he was well known in the neighbourhood, be might 
have numerous opportunities for supplying his want among the 
residents of F-- and its vicinity, or the visitors of A-, if be 
required so ample a choice : not considering the compliment implied 
by such an assertion, till bis answer made me aware of it. 

" 1 am not so presumptuous as to believe that," said be, " though 
you tell it me ; but if it were so, 1 am rather particular in my 
notions of a companion for life, and perhaps 1 might not find one to 
suit me among the ladies you mention." 

" If you require perfection, you never will." 
" 1 do not-1 have no right to require it, as being so far from 

perfect myself." 
Here the conversation was interrupted by a water-cart lumbering 

past us, for we were now come to the busy part of the sands ; and, for 
the next eight or ten minutes, between carts and horses, and asses, and 
men, there was little room for social intercourse, till we had tumed 
our backs upon the sea, and begun to ascend the precipitous road 
leading into the town. Here my companion offered me bis arm, 
which 1 accepted, though not with the intention of using it as a 
support. 

" Y ou don't often come on to the sands, 1 think," said he, " for I 
have walked there many times, both moming and evening, since 
1 came, and never seen you till now; and several times, in passing 
through the town, too, 1. have looked about for your school-but I 
did not think of the --Road ; and once or twice I made inquiries, 
but without obtaining the requisite information." 

When we had sunnounted the acclivity, I was about to withdraw 
my arm from bis, but by a slight tightening of the elbow was tacitly 
informed that such was not bis will, and accordingly. desisted. Dis­
coursing on different subjects, we entered the town, and passed 
through several streets. 1 saw that be was going out of bis way to 
accompany me, notwithstanding the long walk that was yet before 
him; and, fearing that be might be inconveniencing himself from 
motives of politeness, 1 observed-" 1 fear I am taking you out of 
your way, Mr. Weston-1 believe the road to F- lies quite in· 
another direction." 

31 
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" rn leave you at the end of the next street," said he. 
" And when will you corne to see mamma?" 
" To-morrow-God willing." 
The end of the next street was nearly the conclusion of my 

journey. He stopped there, however, bid me good·moming, and 
called Snap, who seemed a little doubtful whether to follow bis old 
mistress or his new master, but trotted away upon being summoned 
by the latter. 

" 1 won't ofrer to restore him to you, Miss Grey," said Mr. W eston, 
smiling, "because 1 like him." 

" Oh, 1 don't want him," replied I, " now that he bas a good 
master; I'm quite satisfied." 

" You take it for granted that 1 am a good one, then ? " 
The man and the dog departed, and 1 returned home, full of 

gratitude to heaven for so much bliss, and praying that my hopes 
might not again be crushed. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

CONCLUSION. 

" W ELL, Agnes, you must not take such long walks again before 
breakfast," said my mother, observing that 1 drank an extra. cup of 
coffee and ate nothing-pleading the heat of the weather, and the 
fatigue of my long walk as an excuse. . 1 certainly did feel feverish, 
and tired too. 

"Vou always do things by extremes : now, if you had taken a 
sltorl walk every moming, and would continue to do so, it would do 
you good." 

" W ell, mamma, 1 will." 
" But this is worse than lying in bed or bending over your books : 

you have quite put yourself into a fever. 11 

"1 won't do it again," said 1. • 
1 was racking my. brains with thinking how to tell her about 

Mr. Weston, for she must know he was coming tc>.morrow. However, 
I waited till the breakfast things were removed, and I was more calm 
and cool ; and then, having sat down to my drawing, 1 began-" 1 
met an old friend on the sands to-day, mamma." 

" An old friend ! Who could it be ? " 
" Two old friends, indeed. One was a dog ; " and then I 

reminded ber of Snap, whose history 1 had recounted before, and 
related the incident of bis sudden appearance and remarkable recog­
nition; "and the other," continued I, "was Mr. Weston, the curate 
of Horton." 

" Mr. Weston ! 1 never heard of him before." 
" Yes, you have : I've mentioned him several times, 1 believe: but 

you don't remember." 
" l've heard you speak of Mr. Hatfield" 
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"Mr. Hatfield was the rector, and Mr. Weston the curatc: I 
used to mention him sometimes in contra.distinction to Mr. Hatfield, 
as being a more efficient clergyman. However, he was on the sands 
this moming with the dog-he had bought it, 1 suppose, from the 
rat-catcher; and he knew me as well as it did-probably through its 
means : and 1 had a little conversation with him, in the course of 
which, as he asked about our school, 1 was led to say something 
about you and your good management ; and he said he should like to 
know you, and asked if 1 would introduce him to you, ü he should 
take the liberty of calling to-morrow; so 1 said 1 would. Was 1 
right?,, 

" Of course. What kind of a man is be? " 
"A very resp~cla/Jk man, 1 think : but you wil1 see him ter 

morrow. He is the new vicar of F-, and as he bas only been 
there a few weeks, 1 suppose be bas made no friends yet, and wants 
a little society." 

The morrow came. What a fever of anxiet)r and expectation 
1 was iD from breakfast till noon-at which time he made his 
appearance ! Having introduced him to my mother, I took my work 
to the window, and sat down to await the result of the interview. 
They got on extremely well together-greatly to my satisfaction, for 
I had felt very anxious about what my mother would think of him. 
He did not stay long that time~: but when be rose to take leave, she 
said she should be happy to see him, whenever be migbt find it 
convenient to call again ; and when be was gone, 1 was gratified 
by hearing ber say,-" Weil! 1 think be's a very sensible man. 
But why did you sit back there, Agnes," she added, " and talk so 
little?" 

" Because you talked so well, mamma, 1 thought you required 
no assistance Crom me : and, besides, be was your visitor, not mine.,, 

After that, he often called upon us-several times in the course 
of a week. He generally addressed most of bis conversation to my 
mother: and no wonder, for she could converse. I almost envied 
the unfettered, vigorous fluency of ber discourse, and the strong 
sense evinced by everytbing she said-and yet, I did not ; Cor, 
though 1 occasionally regretted my own deficiencies for bis sake, it 
gave me very great pleasure to sit and hear the two beings 1 loved 
and honoured above every one e1se in the world, discoursing 
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together so amicably, so wisely, and so well. I was not always 
silent, however; nor was 1 at all neglected. 1 was quite as much 
noticed as 1 would wish to be : there was no Jack of kind words and 
kinder looks, no end of delicate attentions, tOQ fine and subtle to be 
grasped by words, and therefore indescribable-but deeply felt at 
heart. 

Ceremony was quickly dropped between us: Mr. Weston came 
as an expected guest, welcome at all times, and never deranging the 
economy of our household affairs. He even called me " Agnes : " 
the name had been timidly spoken at first, but, finding it gave no 
offence in any quarter, he seemed greatly to prefer that appellation 
to " Miss Grey ; " and so did 1. How tedious and gloomy were 
those days in which he did not corne ! And yet not miserable ; for 
1 had still the remembrance of the last visit and the hope of the 
next to cheer me. But when two or three days passed without my 
seeing him, 1 certainly felt very anxious-absurdly, unreasonably so ; 
for, of course, he .had his own business and the affairs of bis parish 
to attend to. And I àreaded the close of the holidays, when my 
business also would begin, and 1 should be sometimes unable to see 
him, and sometimes-when my mother was in the schoolroom­
obliged to be with him alone : a position 1 did not at all desire, in 
the bouse ; though to meet him out of doors, and walk beside him, 
had proved by no means disagreeable. 

One evening, however, in the last week of the vacation, he 
arrlved-unexpectedly : for a heavy and protracted thunder-shower 
during the aftemoon had almost destroyed my hopes of seeing him 
that day ; but now the storm was over, and the sun was shining 
brightly. 

" A beautiful evening, Mrs. Grey l " said he, as be entered. 
" Agnes, 1 want you to take a walk with me to--" (he named 
a certain part of the coast - a bold hill on the land side, and 
towards the sea a steep precipice, from the summit of which a 
glorious view is to be had). " The rain bas laid the dust, and 
cooled and cleared the air, and the prospect will be magnificent. 
Will you corne ? '' 

" Can I go, mamma? " 
"Yes; to be sure." 
1 went to get ready, and was down agam m a few minutes ; 
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though, of course, 1 took a little more pains with my attire than if 1 
had merely been going out on some shopping expedition alone. 
The thunder-shower had ceitainly had a most beneticial effect upon 
the weather, and the evening was most delightfuL Mr. Weston 
would have me to take bis arm : be said little during our passage 
through the crowded streets, but walked very fast, and appeared 
grave and abstracted. I wondered what was the matter, and felt an 
indefinite dread that something unpleasant was on bis mind ; and 
vague surmises, concerning what it might be, troubled me not a 
little, and made me grave and silent enough. But these fantasies 
vanished upon reaching the quiet outskirts of the fown ; for as soon 
as we came within sight of the venera.ble old church, and the -
hill, with the deep blue sea beyond it, 1 found my companion "·as 
cheerful enough. 

"}'m afraid I've been walking too fast for you, Agnes," said he: 
" in my impatience to be rid of the town, 1 forgot to consult your 
convenience ; but now, we'Il walk as slowly as you please. 1 see, by 
those light clouds in the west, there will be a brilliant sunset, and we 
shall be in time to witness its etfect upon the sea, at the most mode­
rate rate of progression." 

When we had got about half-way up the bill, we fell into silence 
again ; which, as usual, he was the tirst to break. 

"My bouse is desolate yet, Miss Grey," be smilingly observed, 
"and 1 am acquainted now with ail the ladies in my parish, and 
several in this town too; and many others 1 know by sight and by 
report ; but not one of them will suit me for a compa.nion : in fact, 
there is only one person in the world that will ; and that is yourself; 
and 1 want to know your decision ? " 

" Are you in eamest, Mr. Weston ? " 
" In eamest l How could you think I should jest on such a 

subject? '' 
He laid bis band. on mine, that rested on his arm : he must have 

f elt it tremble-but it was no great matter now. • 
"1 hope I have not been too precipitate," he said, in a serions 

tone. "Vou must have known that it was not my way to flatter and 
talle soft nonsense, or even to speak the admiration that 1 · felt ; and 
that a single word or glance of nùne meant more than the honied 
phrases and fervent protestations of most other men." 

1 
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I said something about not liking to leave my mother, and doing 
nothing without her consent. 

" I settled everything with Mrs. Grey, while you were putting on 
your bonnet," replied he. "She said 1 might have ber consent, if I 
could obtain yours; and 1 asked ber, in case 1 should be so happy, 
to corne and live with us-for 1 was sure you would like it better. 
But she refused, saying she could now afford to employ an assistant, 
and would continue the school till she could purchase an annuity 
sufticient to maintain ber in comfortable lodgings ; and, meantime, 
she would spend ber vacations altemately with us and your sister, 
and should be quite contented if you were happy. And so now 1 
have overruled your objections on ber account. Have you any 
other?" 

" N o--none." 
" You love me then ? " said he, fervently pressing my band. 
"Yes." 

Here 1 pause. My Diary, from which 1 have compiled these 
pages, goes but little further. I could go on for years, but 1 will 
content myself with adding, that 1 shall never forget that glorious 
summer evening, and always remember with delight that steep hill, 
and the edge of the precipice where we stood together, watching the 
splendid sunset mirrored in the restless world of waters at our feet­
with hearts filled with gratitude to heaven, and happiness, and love 
-almost too full for speech. 

A few weeks after that, when my mother had supplied herself 
with an assistant, 1 became the wife of Edward Weston ; and never 
have found cause to repent it, and am certain· that I never shalJ. 
We have had trials, and we know that we must have them again ; 
but we bear them well together, and endeavour to fortify ourselves 
and each other against the final separation-that greatest of all 
afllictions to the survivor. But, if we keep in mind the glorious 
heaven beyond, where both may meet again, and sin and sorrow are 
unknown, surely that too may be borne ; and, meantime, we endea­
vour to live to the glory of Him who bas scattered so many blessings 
in our path. 

Edward, by bis strenuous exertions, bas worked surprising reforms 
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in his parish, and is esteemed and loved by its inhabitants-as he 
deserves; for whatever bis faults may be as a man (and no one is 
entirely without), 1 defy anybody to blame him as a pastor, a husband, 
or a father. · 

Our children, Edward, Agnes, and little Mary, promise well ; 
their education, for the time being, is chiefly committed to me ; and 
they shall want no good thing that a mother's care can give. Our 
modest income is amply sufficient for our requirements : and by 
practising the economy we leamt in harder times, and never attempt­
ing to imitate our richer neighbours, we manage not only to enjoy 
comfort and contentment ourselves, but to have every year some­
thing to lay by for our children, and something to give to those who 
need it. 

And now 1 think I have said sufficient. 

LO:'IDO~ 1 PRl.llTSD tlT 
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