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Important Quotes for Textual Evidence from Wuthering Heights 

 

 "The intense horror of nightmare came over me: I tried to draw back my arm, but the hand clung to it, and a most 

melancholy voice sobbed, 'Let me in - let me in!' 'Who are you?' I asked, struggling, meanwhile, to disengage 

myself. 'Catherine Linton,' it replied, shiveringly (why did I think of LINTON? I had read EARNSHAW twenty 

times for Linton) - 'I'm come home: I'd lost my way on the moor!' As it spoke, I discerned, obscurely, a child's 

face looking through the window." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 3 

 

 

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

broken pane, and rubbed it to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the bedclothes..." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 3 

 

 "I cannot love thee; thou 'rt worse than thy brother. Go, say thy prayers, child, and ask God's pardon. I doubt thy 

mother and I must rue that we ever reared thee!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 5 

 

 

 "I'm trying to settle how I shall pay Hindley back. I don't care how long I wait, if I can only do it at last. I hope 

he will not die before I do!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 7 

 

 "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 I was a fixed unbeliever in any love of a year's standing." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 8 

 

   "he had ceased to express his fondness for her in words, and recoiled with angry suspicion from her girlish 

caresses, as if conscious there could be no gratification in lavishing such marks of affection on him." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 8 

 

 

 "Doubtless Catherine marked the difference between her 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 his 

voice and greeting were as opposite as his aspect." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 8 

 

 

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

handsome, Nelly, but because he's more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the 

same; and Linton's is as different as a moonbeam from lightning, or frost from fire." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 9 

 

 

 "If all else perished, and he remained, I should still continue to be; and if all else remained, and he were 

annihilated, the universe would turn to a mighty stranger: I should not seem a part of it." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 9 

 

 

 "Nelly, I am Heathcliff! He's always, always in my mind: not as a pleasure, any more than I am always a 

pleasure to myself, but as my own being." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 9 

 

 

http://classiclit.about.com/library/bl-etexts/ebronte/bl-ebronte-wu-3.htm
http://classiclit.about.com/library/bl-etexts/ebronte/bl-ebronte-wu-3.htm
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 "'I seek no revenge on you,' replied Heathcliff, less vehemently. 'That's not the plan. The tyrant grinds down his 

slaves and they don't turn against him; they crush those beneath them. 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 much as 

you are able. Having levelled my palace, don't 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, I'd cut my throat!'" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 11 

   "Well, if I cannot keep Heathcliff for my friend--if Edgar will be mean and jealous, I'll try to break their hearts 

by breaking my own. That will be a prompt way of finishing all, when I am pushed to extremity!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 11 

 

 

 "It is not in him to be loved like me: how can she love in him what he has not?" 

- Emily Bronte,Wuthering Heights, Ch. 14 

 

 

 "That is how I'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." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 15 

  

"'And I pray one prayer--I repeat it till my tongue stiffens--Catherine Earnshaw, may you not rest as long as 

I am living; you said I killed you--haunt me, then! The murdered DO haunt their murderers, I believe. I 

know that ghosts HAVE wandered on earth. Be with me always--take any form--drive me mad! only DO 

not leave me in this abyss, where I cannot find you! Oh, God! it is unutterable! I CANNOT live without my 

life! I CANNOT live without my soul!'" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 16 

  "'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 monopolising his affection." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 20 

 

 

 "Besides, he's MINE, and I 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: I despise him for himself, and hate him for the memories he revives! But that 

consideration is sufficient: he's as safe with me, and shall be tended as carefully as your master tends his 

own." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 20 

 

 "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." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 21 

 

 "He wanted all to lie in an ecstasy of peace; I wanted all to sparkle and dance in a glorious jubilee. I said 

his heaven would be only half alive; and he said mine would be drunk: I said I should fall asleep in his; and 

he said he could not breathe in mine..." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 24 

  

"He'll never let his friends be at ease, and he'll never be at ease himself!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 24 

 

 

 

 "Catherine's face was just like the landscape--shadows and sunshine flitting over it in rapid succession; but 

the shadows rested longer, and the sunshine was more transient..." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 27 
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 "I'm glad, for I shall be master of the Grange after him--and Catherine always spoke of it as her house. It 

isn't hers! It's mine: papa says everything she has is mine. All her nice books are mine; she offered to give 

me them, and pretty birds, and her pony Minny, if I would get the key of her room, and let her out; but I 

told her she had nothing to give, they were all, all mine."  

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 28 

 

 

 "You have left me so long to struggle against death, alone, that I feel and see only death! I feel like death!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 30 

 

    "... for what is not connected with her to me? and what does not recall her? I cannot look down to this 

floor, but her features are shaped in the flags! In every cloud, in every tree—filling the air at night, and 

caught by glimpses in every object by day—I am surrounded with her image! The most ordinary faces of 

men and women—my own features—mock me with a resemblance. The entire world is a dreadful 

collection of memoranda that she did exist, and that I have lost her!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 33 

 

 "I have lost the faculty of enjoying their destruction, and I am too idle to destroy for nothing." 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 33 

 

 "Last night, I was on the threshold of hell. To-day, I am within sight of my heaven. I have my eyes on it: 

hardly three feet to sever me!" 

- Emily Bronte, Wuthering Heights, Ch. 34 

 

Themes: 

1.  Impact of Diverse Social Background 

I. 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. What she was, and where she was born, he 

never informed us: probably, she had neither money nor name to recommend her, or he would 

scarcely have kept the union from his father. (6.1-2) 

II.  He drove him from 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 hard as any 

other lad on the farm. (6.9) 

III. [. . .] instead of a wild, hatless little savage jumping into the house, and rushing to squeeze us all 

breathless, there 'lighted from a handsome black pony a very dignified person, with brown ringlets 

falling from the cover of a feathered beaver, and a long cloth habit, which she was obliged to hold 

up with both hands that she might sail in. (7.1) 

IV. "Were I in your place, I would frame high notions of my birth; and the thoughts of what I was 

should give me courage and dignity to support the oppressions of a little farmer!" (7.44) 

V. "I've no more business to marry Edgar Linton than I have to be in heaven; and if the wicked man 

in there had not brought Heathcliff so low, I shouldn't have thought of it. It would degrade me to 

marry Heathcliff now." (9.92) 

VI. [Hindley] wished earnestly to see her bring honour to the family by an alliance with the Lintons, 

and as long as she let him alone she might trample on us like slaves, for aught he cared! (9.152) 

VII. A half-civilized ferocity lurked yet in the depressed brows and eyes full of black fire, but it was 

subdued; and his manner was even dignified: quite divested of roughness, though stern for grace. 

(10.53) 

VIII. Her brother, who loved her tenderly, was appalled at this fantastic preference. Leaving aside the 

degradation of an alliance with a nameless man, and the possible fact that his property, in default 

of heirs male, might pass into such a one's power. . . . (10.82) 
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IX. "Tell her what Heathcliff is: an unreclaimed creature, without refinement, without cultivation; an 

arid wilderness of furze and whinstone." (10.98) 

2.  Vengeance and Revenge  

 

I. He [Hindley] has been blaming our father (how dared he?) for treating H. [Heathcliff] too 

liberally; and swears he will reduce him to his right place.(3.30) 

II. So, from the very beginning, he bred bad feeling in the house; and at Mrs. Earnshaw's death, 

which happened in less than two years after, the young master had learned to regard his father as 

an oppressor rather than a friend, and Heathcliff as a usurper of his parent's affections and his 

privileges; and he grew bitter with brooding over these injuries. (5.55) 

III. [. . .] they forgot everything the minute they were together again: at least the minute they had 

contrived some naughty plan of revenge. (6.11) 

IV. I'm trying to settle how I shall pay Hindley back. I don't care how long I wait, if I can only do it at 

last. I hope he will not die before I do! (7.69) 

V. It expressed, plainer than words could do, the intensest anguish at having made himself the 

instrument of thwarting his own revenge. (9.12) 

VI. I meditated this plan – just to have one glimpse of your face, a stare of surprise, perhaps, and 

pretended pleasure; afterwards settle my score with Hindley. (10.60) 

VII. "I seek no revenge on you," replied Heathcliff, less vehemently. "That's not the plan. The tyrant 

grinds down his slaves and they don't turn against him; they crush those beneath them." (11.51) 

VIII. "Oh, damnation! I will have it back; and I'll have his gold too; and then his blood; and hell shall 

have his soul! It will be ten times blacker with that guest than ever it was before!" (13.63) 

IX. He had the hypocrisy to represent a mourner: 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! And we'll see if one tree won't grow as crooked as another, with the same wind to twist it!" 

(17.119) 

X. It is a poor conclusion, is it not . . . An absurd termination to my violent exertions? I get levers and 

mattocks to demolish the two houses, and train myself to be capable of working like Hercules, and 

when everything is ready, and in my power, I find the will to lift a slate off either roof has 

vanished! My old enemies have beaten me; now would be the precise time to revenge myself on 

their representatives: I could do it; and none could hinder me. But where is the use? I don't care for 

striking. I can't take the trouble to raise my hand! That sounds as if I had been labouring the whole 

time, only to exhibit a fine trait of magnanimity. It is far from being the case – I have lost the 

faculty of enjoying their destruction, and I am too idle to destroy for nothing. (33.59) 

 

3. The Supernatural Element 

I. [. . .] knocking my knuckles through the glass, and stretching an arm out to seize the importunate 

branch: instead of which, my fingers closed on the fingers of a little, ice-cold hand. The intense 

horror of nightmare came over me: I tried to draw back my arm, but the hand clung to it, and a 

most melancholy voice sobbed, "Let me in – let me in!" (3.45) 

II. I suppose that she wanted to get another proof that the place was haunted, at my expense. Well, it 

is – swarming with ghosts and goblins! You have reason in shutting it up, I assure you. No one 

will thank you for a doze in such a den! (3.67) 

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

and was witness, involuntarily, to a piece of superstition on the part of my landlord which belied, 

oddly, his apparent sense. (3.81) 
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IV. I was superstitious about dreams then, and am still; and Catherine had an unusual gloom in her 

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

catastrophe. (9.85) 

V. It's a rough journey, and a sad heart to travel it; and we must pass by Gimmerton Kirk to go that 

journey! We've braved its ghosts often together, and dared each other to stand among the graves 

and ask them to come. (12.52) 

VI. "Oh! you said you cared nothing for my sufferings! And I pray one prayer – I repeat it till my 

tongue stiffens –Catherine Earnshaw, may you not rest as long as I am living; you said I killed you 

– haunt me, then! The murdered do haunt their murderers, I believe. I know that ghosts have 

wandered on earth. Be with me always – take any form – drive me mad! only do not leave me in 

this abyss, where I cannot find you! Oh, God! it is unutterable! I cannot live without my life! I 

cannot live without my soul!" (16.25) 

VII. I have a strong faith in ghosts: I have a conviction that they can, and do, exist among us! (29.24) 

VIII. "Is he a ghoul or a vampire?" I mused. I had read of such hideous incarnate demons. And then I set 

myself to reflect how I had tended him in infancy, and watched him grow to youth, and followed 

him almost through his whole course; and what absurd nonsense it was to yield to that sense of 

horror. "But where did he come from, the little dark thing, harboured by a good man to his bane?" 

muttered Superstition, as I dozed into unconsciousness. (34.46) 

IX. "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!" (34.81) 

X. But the country folks, if you ask them, would swear on the Bible that he walks: there are those 

who speak to having met him near the church, and on the moor, and even within this house. 

(34.99) 

 

 

4. Blind Passion 

I. "Come in! come in!" he sobbed. "Cathy, do come. Oh, do –once more! Oh! My heart's darling, 

hear me this time – Catherine, at last!" (3.83) 

II. She was much too fond of Heathcliff. The greatest punishment we could invent for her was to 

keep her separate from him: yet she got chided more than any of us on his account. (5.10) 

III. The soft thing looked askance through the window: he possessed the power to depart as much as a 

cat possesses the power to leave a mouse half killed, or a bird half eaten. Ah, I thought, there will 

be no saving him: he's doomed, and flies to his fate! . . . I saw the quarrel had merely effected a 

closer intimacy – had broken the outworks of youthful timidity, and enabled them to forsake the 

disguise of friendship, and confess themselves lovers. (8.87) 

IV. It would degrade me to marry Heathcliff now; so he shall never know how I love him: and that, 

not because he's handsome, Nelly, but because he's more myself than I am. Whatever our souls are 

made of, his and mine are the same; and Linton's is as different as a moonbeam from lightning, or 

frost from fire. (9.92) 

V. My love for Linton is like the foliage in the woods: time will change it, I'm well aware, as winter 

changes the trees. My love for Heathcliff resembles the eternal rocks beneath: a source of little 

visible delight, but necessary. Nelly, I am Heathcliff! He's always, always in my mind: not as a 

pleasure, any more than I am always a pleasure to myself, but as my own being. So don't talk of 

our separation again: it is impracticable. (9.101) 

VI. His new source of trouble sprang from the not anticipated misfortune of Isabella Linton evincing a 

sudden and irresistible attraction towards the tolerated guest. (10.82) 
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VII. "Oh, I will die," she exclaimed, "since no one cares anything about me. I wish I had not taken 

that." Then a good while after I heard her murmur, "No, I'll not die – he'd be glad – he does not 

love me at all – he would never miss me!" (12.6) 

VIII. "We've braved its ghosts often together, and dared each other to stand among the graves and ask 

them to come. But, Heathcliff, if I dare you now, will you venture? If you do, I'll keep you. I'll not 

lie there by myself: they may bury me twelve feet deep, and throw the church down over me, but I 

won't rest till you are with me. I never will!" (12.52) 

IX. Two words would comprehend my future – death and hell: existence, after losing her, would be 

hell. Yet I was a fool to fancy for a moment that she valued Edgar Linton's attachment more than 

mine. If he loved with all the powers of his puny being, he couldn't love as much in eighty years as 

I could in a day. (14.23) 

X. "Are you possessed with a devil," he pursued, savagely, "to talk in that manner to me when you 

are dying? Do you reflect that all those words will be branded in my memory, and eating deeper 

eternally after you have left me? You know you lie to say I have killed you: and, Catherine, you 

know that I could as soon forget you as my existence!" (15.25) 

XI. "Loving!" cried I, as scornfully as I could utter the word. "Loving!" Did anybody ever hear the 

like! I might just as well talk of loving the miller who comes 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 loving." (21.140) 

XII. The intimacy thus commenced grew rapidly; though it encountered 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 minds tending to the same point – one loving and desiring to 

esteem, and the other loving and desiring to be esteemed – they contrived in the end to reach it. 

(31.110) 

5. Familial Relationships 

I.  [Lockwood:] I began to feel unmistakably out of place in that pleasant family circle. (2.63) 

II. The ledge, where I placed my candle, 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 – Catherine Earnshaw, here and there varied 

to Catherine Heathcliff, and then again to Catherine Linton. (3.7) 

III. I see the house at Wuthering Heights has 'Earnshaw' carved over the front door. Are they an old 

family?" 

 

"Very old, sir; and Hareton is the last of them, as our Miss Cathy is of us – I mean, of the 

Lintons." (4.27) 

IV. They entirely refused to have it in bed with them, or even in their room; and I had no more sense, 

so I put it on the landing of the stairs, hoping it might he gone on the morrow. By chance, or else 

attracted by hearing his voice, it crept to Mr. Earnshaw's door, and there he found it on quitting his 

chamber. This was Heathcliff's first introduction to the family. (4.50) 

V. "Tell us where you got your lessons, and you shall have it," said I. 

 

"Who's your master?" 
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"Devil daddy," was his answer. (11.18-19) 

 

VI. "Oh, Ellen! don't let them say such things," she pursued in great trouble. "Papa is gone to fetch my 

cousin from London: my cousin is a gentleman's son. That my – " she stopped, and wept outright; 

upset at the bare notion of relationship with such a clown. (18.72) 

 

VII. And from what I heard, Joseph contributed much to his deterioration, by a narrow-minded 

partiality which prompted him to flatter and pet [Hareton], as a boy, because he was the head of 

the old family. (18.78) 

 

VIII. My son is prospective owner of your place, and I should not wish him to die till I was certain of 

being his successor. Besides, he's mine, and I want the triumph of seeing mydescendant 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: I despise him for himself, and hate him for 

the memories he revives! (20.43) 

 

IX.    "These things happened last winter, sir," said Mrs. Dean; "hardly more than a year ago. Last 

winter, I did not think, at another twelve months' end, I should be amusing a stranger to the family 

with relating them! Yet, who knows how long you'll be a stranger?" (25.1) 

X.  shall be your father, to-morrow – all the father you'll have in a few days – and you shall have 

plenty of that. (27.61) 


