WUTHERING HEIGHTS
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To begin this diary for you who shall read it in the future, my name is Lockwood.  In the late winter of 1801 I rented the grand Thrushcross Grange manor house.  This was in the happily remote, desolate moors of Yorkshire, far from most everybody and filled with wuthering or tumultuous weather. 

There I went to meet my new landlord, a dark-skinned rather inhospitable fellow whose name was Heathcliff.  He dwelt in the venerable, bleak manor of Wuthering Heights, not too many miles distant along with a few servants including his vinegar-faced man Joseph and a wolfish pack of dogs.  

I left but returned the next evening.  However a wild, horrible blizzard fell.   Although not inclined to help me, the cold master of the manor told the maid Zillah that she could let me to stay the night since she and another blond-headed young lady, though also remote and cold seeming, said that for me to return would surely mean my death.   
By candle-light the maid Zillah led me to a chamber about which she said Heathcliff had some peculiar notions, but that she would put me there rather than in the servant quarters.  

I had soon fallen asleep only to experience a most terrifying dream.   A beautiful woman appeared, begging of me:

“Let me in!  Let me back in!  It’s been twenty years!!  I really, really must come back inside!”

I awoke screaming.  Within moments Heathcliff pushed through the door.

“Lockwood, what the deuce are you doing in here!?”

“Your maid was kind enough to bring me, but I must say, this place is haunted.  I saw a woman who demanded to be let back in she said after twenty years.”
His face was pale. He got upon the bed, threw open the lattice, and burst into an uncontrollable passion of tears.  

“Come in! Come in!” He sobbed.  ‘Come back in, Catherine!  Oh!  Myy heart’s darling!  Hear me this time, Catherine, at last!’  

The specter gave no sign of being; but the snow and wind whirled wildly through the chamber, reaching me like a knife, and blowing out the light.
The next morning I gladly left the place for Thrushcross Grange.   There I called for my housekeeper, Nelly Dean, to whom I also told the dream.

“Ah, yes, my lord.  T’was a ghost you saw.  The ghost of Catherine.”

“A ghost?”

“Yes, a ghost.  T’is well-known among those of us here in the moors.”

“Really!  Then please tell me her story, and I shall note it in 

in my diary.

“Yes, my lord.”  Then she seemed to hesitate.
“Well, go ahead, then, Nelly.  I’m eager to hear it!  You can sew as you do so, if that makes you more comfortable.”

And so Nelly favored me with the following account:

T’was thirty years ago.  Whilst a young girl I was a servant at Wuthering Heights, and at that time the owner of the manor was a Mr. Hareton Earnshaw, a family man.  

One day he journeyed to Liverpool and was gone three days.  When he came back it was with an orphan boy, who was dirty and possibly a gypsy, whom he raised with his children.   His other children, the fourteen year old boy Hindley and his younger impish sister Catherine, did not care for this lad called Heathcliff.

However with time Catherine fell under the spell of the moody and sullen boy.  They constantly played together upon the moors.

I myself did not care for Heathcliff, but in time I came to respect him and when he once fell sick with measles nursed him back to health.

After a few years, Mr. Earnshaw’s wife passed away.   Influenced by her death and with some prompting from the servant man Joseph, who was always a rigid and harsh Christian if ever there was one, he then focused more than ever upon doing whatever he could to save his soul in the future, knowing his turn would come.

Mr. Earnshaw was extremely upset whenever he found that his son Hindley was tormenting the other lad, Heathcliff, whom he spoke of as being The Fatherless Boy.   Finally, at the advice of a curate, he sent Hindley away to college.

Several years later, on October evening, Mr. Earnshaw passed away quietly, after reading the Bible with us in his presence, Catherine behaving for a change and singing to him some.   I remember everybody cried when they learned he was dead but Joseph said:

“Why cry like that?  He’s a Saint and his spirit has gone on to heaven.”

That brought Catherine and Heathcliff a lot of comfort.  I could hear them talking about heaven, and in fact it kind of made me feel like I wished we were there too.

Of course, his son Hindley then inherited the manor and returned with his wife, Frances, a rather thin, but young, and fresh-complexioned girl with eyes that sparkled as bright as diamonds though evidently not of any socially great family.   

This time Hindley was bent upon really avenging himself against Heathcliff since his father was no longer there to restrain him.

Heathcliff had gone from being an orphan to being a favored son but now Hindley suddenly reduced him to working in the farm fields and rejoiced whenever he found some excuse to flog him.  
Heathcliff bore it all because he could still be close to Catherine who often came out to the field with him although Hindley found out and would beat him while keeping Catherine from having supper.  

Then one night while Hindley was gone, Heathcliff came running up to the house and told me, “Nelly, Catherine’s over at Thrushcross Grange.   A dog bit her and they say she needs to stay there to heal up.”

“How did you two wind up over there?”

“Well, we slipped over to see what Edgar and Isabella Linton do with their parents on a Sunday evening.... if they had gone to church then had to come back and put up with being preached at by one of their servant men.
“Nelly, I had to laugh when we peeped into that pretty house of theirs and saw those two both crying.  They had grabbed for a puppy dog at the same time and nearly torn its ears off.  Some life they live.   Ours here can be tough.  But before I was ever that spoiled I’d rather put up with ole Joseph preaching at us and Hindley beating me so hard that I’d like to splatter his head.
“Anyway, they spotted us and sent the dogs.  That’s when the bulldog got Nelly.  She’s okay, but they say she’s to stay put.  They called me wicked and sent me away.”

Catherine stayed with the Linton’s healing for over a month.  During that time the Mrs. Linton, the bespeckled earnest mother, managed to make Catherine over into a much more mellow girl, convincing her to work toward being a true lady interested in advancing in society so as to help everybody more.    

When Catherine finally returned to Wuthering Heights, she was accompanied by Heathcliff and she told him:
“Heathcliff, I’m no longer quite the wild barefooted girl you used to play with that I was before I learned from the Lintons.   I want to be a lady now, and you should try to learn some of the social graces like Edgar has.  He’s a true gentleman, you know.”    
Heathcliff’s face darkened.  “Of course, this gets in our way!   Now why must you have anything to do with that, that snob?  He’s so super refined that it makes me sick!  Can’t you see that, Catherine?”
“I’m so sorry, Heathcliff.  I still care about you and I always will.   But I also wanted to be completely honest.  He’s just totally different, and somehow I happen to find that attractive.  Perhaps you could become more like him, more of a gentleman?”

Of course this did not sit well with Heathcliff who was absolutely jealous.   He stormed, “I don’t ever plan to be a sissy.  And my dark hair and skin will never be like his fair skin, blond hair and blue eyes either!”

She tried to calm him saying, “Why, Heathcliff!  You look every bit as handsome to me!  Also, for all we know your father was the Emperor of China or a prince of India!”

Later Hindley Earnshaw’s sweet wife Frances died while she was giving birth to a boy named Hareton, and Hindley became a drunkard, ever more cruel to Heathcliff who rightly called him a slaver.
Catherine became engaged to Edgar Linton in spite of her still more powerful attraction to Heathcliff.    One day she was explaining the matter to me like this, “Nelly, I could never marry Heathcliff.  I think a lot of him but, why, why, given the circumstances, that would just be too socially degrading!”

I heard a front door shut.  I later determined that Heathcliff had been to visit and overheard her.  He had grown tired of the abuses from Hindley and now this apparent neglect from Catherine must have crushed him so that he ran away.  The shame is that he never heard what she told me next:
“Yet, Nelly Dean, he’s like a part of my own heart.  It’s as if our skins had grown together over these years.  We’re as close as the rocks are to the earth beneath them.  If Heathcliff would only mellow a bit, well, then although I’m engaged to Edgar, you know things do sometimes change, and then Heathcliff would be more presentable to society.”

Three years came and went before Heathcliff finally returned, Catherine and Edgar had just married and she seemed quite happy.   So it was that now Heathcliff lived only for revenge.
While vanished he had mysteriously somehow acquired enormous wealth.  He cleverly loaned some money to Hindley Earnshaw.  whom he righted guessed would keep coming back to borrow more and more.

His plan worked perfectly.  Thus, when Hindley finally died, Heathcliff came to own Wuthering Heights.   He also put himself into position to gain Thrushcross Grange by wedding Isabella, the sister of Edgar Linton.  However, not truly loving Isabella, he treated her quite cruelly.

Meanwhile the woman he actually loved, Catherine, fell sick, gave birth to a daughter, then died.   Some nights he was heard to wail outloud:

“Catherine!  Catherine!  Please stay here!  Let your spirit stay with me.  Take any form you want, whether a flower, a hound or hare.  You can haunt me all you want.  Just don’t leave me, darling!”

Perhaps Isabella heard some of this.  Within the month she ran away and later gave birth to their son whom she named Linton.  They stayed in London.

More than a decade passed.  I was nursemaid to Catherine’s daughter, also named Catherine or Cathy, who dwelt at Thrushcross Grange.  

This girl Cathy was extremely lovely and stubborn like her mother, and yet ever so gentle like her father.  She grew up at the Grange, knowing nothing of what had happened at Wuthering Heights.

Then one day as she explored the moors Cathy came upon the manor, found and played with Hareton, the son of Edgar Linton and Frances who however had come to live there after his mother died rather than stay with his drunken father.  
Hareton  was of poor constitution and given to complaining about it.  This upset Heathcliff.  
“I was treated badly and it only made me tougher.  I will treat you the same.  Your mother must have had it hard too sometimes, but what she put up with you can too, and all the more so, you little whiner!  I’m no drunkard but nor am I about to spoil you either!!”
Then several years later Cathy met Heathcliff upon a moor and for some reason he graciously invited her to visit Wuthering Heights sometime to meet Linton.  This she did, and the two began a romantic correspondence.  

As the girl’s nursemaid I found and destroyed her love letters to Linton, but she used to slip away during the nights to be with him as he declared his love and kept begging her to come and nurse him back to good health.

But it became clear after a while that Linton was only pretending to be in love.   It came out that Heathcliff had put him up to doing so since he wanted the two of them to marry in order to solidify his own claim to Thrushcross Grange and thus accomplish fullest measure of revenge against Edgar Linton.

However, Edgar sickened and death grew close.  Heathcliff lured Cathy and myself to Wuthering Heights manor.  

“Now that I have you, you’ll not be leaving!  You are my prisoners until you, Cathy, have married my son Linton!”
His demand was dastardly but she finally acceded to save both of us.  Immediately thereafter Edgar Linton passed away, and soon her new husband Linton also died.  

Now Heathcliff had both manors.  He laughed at Cathy and shouted, “You’re a widow now!   I have complete control of you.  You will have to stay at Wuthering Heights and be a mere servant.    As for Thrushcross Grange, I shall be renting it out to a man named Lockwood.”

Nelly paused, “And that, my lord, is the story behind Wuthering Heights and those of us involved with it dwelling here upon the moor.”

I was shocked and at once left the manor for London.  However, half a year later I returned to see what had become of Nelly Dean.

“Nelly, how have you been doing?  What has happened since I left??”

“My lord, my new mistress the widow Cathy was of course isolated here with Hareton.   She used to call him ignorant because Heathcliff had cut out Hareton’s education after Hindley died.   Hareton was a bit rough while she was very much the elegant lady.
“But all the same, after a bit she tried to teach him to read books and found that he soaked up the learning fast.  As they studied, she fell in love with Hareton.

They were living happily here at Wuthering Heights.   Not amount of abuse from Heathcliff could take their love away.  Had they been bitter then Heathcliff would have rejoiced and been all the more harsh.  But he could see that they were in love.

He felt such surprise and was so stunned that he gave up seeking to inflict more pain.   Alas, that his memories of the older Catherine whom he had loved as a child then totally took over his mind.  

He would look at a cloud and say “I see her.”  He would look at the moon and gently call it “darling.”  Everything was his love, the lady Catherine.  
He went for a walk upon the moor to be with her there one, and so it was that there he died.

“Young Cathy and Hareton inherited everything.  They have decided to marry when New Year’s Day has come.  They’ll live at the Grange.  Old Joseph and another servant will be living at Wuthering Heights.”

As Nelly Dean finished all the news, I then wandered out off across the moors to the worn and neglected little kirk or church where she had also said that Heathcliff was buried.  For some melancholy reason I simply and unfathomably felt compelled to see the final resting place of the mortal remains of this man who had sought so much revenge because of a woman he had loved during his youth and then gone insane in the agonies of constant memory for her.

There I found his grave, solitary save for two others alongside it.   There was the half-buried grey headstone of the one whom he had loved so greatly, the older Catherine.    There was her husband Edgar’s grave.  And there was Heathcliff’s.  
I speculated that perhaps when he vanished, he had gone and made his fortune in America if not as a highwayman.   Of such things we would never know for sure.
Then looking toward the clouds gathered over the sun above the moor country, I seemed to see the twinkling bright lights of reuniting spirits.  I felt neither happiness nor sorrow, just wondered exactly how indeed I should be feeling, unable to imagine that the spirits of these three would ever be totally quiet.
And so, this, then, my dear friends of the far future, ends the story of........ Wuthering Heights.

