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Chapter 5 

IT WAS on a dreary night of November that I beheld the 
accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that almost amounted 
to agony, collected the instruments of life around me, that I might 
infuse a spark of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It 
was already one in the morning; the rain pattered dismally against 
the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer 
of the half-extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the 
creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive motion agitated its 
limbs. 

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how 
delineate the wretch whom with such infinite pains and care I had 
endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I had 
selected his features as beautiful. Beautiful! -- Great God! His 
yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and arteries 
beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a 
pearly whiteness; but these luxuriances only formed a more horrid 
contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same 
colour as the dun white sockets in which they were set, his 
shrivelled complexion and straight black lips. 

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings 
of human nature. I had worked hard for nearly two years, for the 
sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. For this I had 
deprived myself of rest and health. I had desired it with an ardour 
that far exceeded moderation; but now that I had finished, the 
beauty of the dream vanished, and breathless horror and disgust 
filled my heart. Unable to endure the aspect of the being I had 
created, I rushed out of the room, continued a long time traversing 
my bed chamber, unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length 
lassitude succeeded to the tumult I had before endured; and I 



threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few 
moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain: I slept, indeed, but I 
was disturbed by the wildest dreams. I thought I saw Elizabeth, in 
the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted 
and surprised, I embraced her; but as I imprinted the first kiss on 
her lips, they became livid with the hue of death; her features 
appeared to change, and I thought that I held the corpse of my 
dead mother in my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the 
grave-worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. I started from my 
sleep with horror; a cold dew covered my forehead, my teeth 
chattered, and every limb became convulsed: when, by the dim and 
yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the window 
shutters, I beheld the wretch -- the miserable monster whom I had 
created. He held up the curtain of the bed and his eyes, if eyes they 
may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he muttered 
some inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks. He might 
have spoken, but I did not hear; one hand was stretched out, 
seemingly to detain me, but I escaped, and rushed down stairs. I 
took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house which I 
inhabited; where I remained during the rest of the night, walking up 
and down in the greatest agitation, listening attentively, catching 
and fearing each sound as if it were to announce the approach of the 
demoniacal corpse to which I had so miserably given life. 

Oh! no mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A 
mummy again endued with animation could not be so hideous as that 
wretch. I had gazed on him while unfinished he was ugly then; but 
when those muscles and joints were rendered capable of motion, it 
became a thing such as even Dante could not have conceived. 

I passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so quickly 
and hardly that I felt the palpitation of every artery; at others, I 
nearly sank to the ground through languor and extreme weakness. 
Mingled with this horror, I felt the bitterness of disappointment; 
dreams that had been my food and pleasant rest for so long a space 



were now become a hell to me; and the change was so rapid, the 
overthrow so complete! 

Morning, dismal and wet, at length dawned, and discovered to my 
sleepless and aching eyes the church of Ingolstadt, white steeple 
and clock, which indicated the sixth hour. The porter opened the 
gates of the court, which had that night been my asylum, and I 
issued into the streets, pacing them with quick steps, as if I sought 
to avoid the wretch whom I feared every turning of the street 
would present to my view. I did not dare return to the apartment 
which I inhabited, but felt impelled to hurry on, although drenched 
by the rain which poured from a black and comfortless sky. 

I continued walking in this manner for some time, endeavouring, by 
bodily exercise, to ease the load that weighed upon my mind. I 
traversed the streets, without any clear conception of where I was, 
or what I was doing. My heart palpitated in the sickness of fear; and 
I hurried on with irregular steps, not daring to look about me:- 

"Like one who, on a lonely road, 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 
And, having once turned round, walks on, 
And turns no more his head; 
Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread." *  

Continuing thus, I came at length opposite to the inn at which the 
various diligences and carriages usually stopped. Here I paused, I 
knew not why; but I remained some minutes with my eyes fixed on a 
coach that was coming towards me from the other end of the street. 
As it drew nearer, I observed that it was the Swiss diligence: it 
stopped just where I was standing, and, on the door being opened, I 
perceived Henry Clerval, who, on seeing me, instantly sprung out. "My 
dear Frankenstein," exclaimed he, "how glad I am to see you! how 
fortunate that you should be here at the very moment of my 
alighting!" 
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Nothing could equal my delight on seeing Clerval; his presence 
brought back to my thoughts my father, Elizabeth, and all those 
scenes of home so dear to my recollection. I grasped his hand, and in 
a moment forgot my horror and misfortune; I felt suddenly, and for 
the first time during many months, calm and serene joy. I welcomed 
my friend, therefore, in the most cordial manner, and we walked 
towards my college. Clerval continued talking for some time about 
our mutual friends, and his own good fortune in being permitted to 
come to Ingolstadt. "You may easily believe," said he, "how great was 
the difficulty to persuade my father that all necessary knowledge 
was not comprised in the noble art of bookkeeping; and, indeed, I 
believe I left him incredulous to the last, for his constant answer to 
my unwearied entreaties was the same as that of the Dutch school-
master in the Vicar of Wakefield: -- 'I have ten thousand florins a 
year without Greek, I eat heartily without Greek.' But his affection 
for me at length overcame his dislike of learning, and he has 
permitted me to undertake a voyage of discovery to the land of 
knowledge." 

"It gives me the greatest delight to see you; but tell me how you 
left my father, brothers, and Elizabeth." 

"Very well, and very happy, only a little uneasy that they hear from 
you so seldom. By the by, I mean to lecture you a little upon their 
account myself. -- But, my dear Frankenstein," continued he, 
stopping short, and gazing full in my face, "I did not before remark 
how very ill you appear; so thin and pale; you look as if you had been 
watching for several nights." 

"You have guessed right; I have lately been so deeply engaged in one 
occupation that I have not allowed myself sufficient rest, as you 
see: but I hope, I sincerely hope, that all these employments are now 
at an end, and that I am at length free." 

I trembled excessively; I could not endure to think of, and far less 
to allude to, the occurrences of the preceding night. I walked with a 



quick pace, and we soon arrived at my college. I then reflected, and 
the thought made me shiver, that the creature whom I had left in 
my apartment might still be there, alive, and walking about. I 
dreaded to behold this monster; but I feared still more that Henry 
should see him. Entreating him, therefore, to remain a few minutes 
at the bottom of the stairs, I darted up towards my own room. My 
hand was already on the lock of the door before I recollected 
myself I then paused; and a cold shivering came over me. I threw 
the door forcibly open, as children are accustomed to do when they 
expect a spectre to stand in waiting for them on the other side; but 
nothing appeared. I stepped fearfully in: the apartment was empty; 
and my bedroom was also freed from its hideous guest. I could 
hardly believe that so great a good fortune could have befallen me; 
but when I became assured that my enemy had indeed fled, I 
clapped my hands for joy, and ran down to Clerval. 

We ascended into my room, and the servant presently brought 
breakfast; but I was unable to contain myself It was not joy only 
that possessed me; I felt my flesh tingle with excess of 
sensitiveness, and my pulse beat rapidly. I was unable to remain for a 
single instant in the same place; I jumped over the chairs, clapped 
my hands, and laughed aloud. Clerval at first attributed my unusual 
spirits to joy on his arrival; but when he observed me more 
attentively he saw a wildness in my eyes for which he could not 
account; and my loud, unrestrained, heartless laughter frightened 
and astonished him. 

"My dear Victor," cried he, "what, for God's sake, is the matter? Do 
not laugh in that manner. How ill you are! What is the cause of all 
this?" 

"Do not ask me," cried I, putting my hands before my eyes for I 
thought I saw the dreaded spectre glide into the room; "he can tell. 
-- Oh, save me! save me!" I imagined that the monster seized me; I 
struggled furiously, and fell down in a fit. 



Poor Clerval! what must have been his feelings? A meeting, which he 
anticipated with such joy, so strangely turned to bitterness. But I 
was not the witness of his grief, for I was lifeless, and did not 
recover my senses for a long, long time. 

This was the commencement of a nervous fever, which confined me 
for several months. During all that time Henry was my only nurse. I 
afterwards learned that, knowing my father's advanced age, and 
unfitness for so long a journey, and how wretched my sickness would 
make Elizabeth, he spared them this grief by concealing the extent 
of my disorder. He knew that I could not have a more kind and 
attentive nurse than himself; and, firm in the hope he felt of my 
recovery, he did not doubt that, instead of doing harm, he 
performed the kindest action that he could towards them. 

But I was in reality very ill; and surely nothing but the unbounded 
and unremitting attentions of my friend could have restored me to 
life. The form of the monster on whom I had bestowed existence 
was forever before my eyes, and I raved incessantly concerning him. 
Doubtless my words surprised Henry: he at first believed them to be 
the wanderings of my disturbed imagination; but the pertinacity with 
which I continually recurred to the same subject, persuaded him 
that my disorder indeed owed its origin to some uncommon and 
terrible event. 

By very slow degrees, and with frequent relapses that alarmed and 
grieved my friend, I recovered. I remember the first time I became 
capable of observing outward objects with any kind of pleasure, I 
perceived that the fallen leaves had disappeared, and that the young 
buds were shooting forth from the trees that shaded my window. It 
was a divine spring; and the season contributed greatly to my 
convalescence. I felt also sentiments of joy and affection revive in 
my bosom; my gloom disappeared, and in a short time I became as 
cheerful as before I was attacked by the fatal passion. 



"Dearest Clerval," exclaimed I, "how kind, how very good you are to 
me. This whole winter, instead of being spent in study, as you 
promised yourself, has been consumed in my sick room. How shall I 
ever repay you? I feel the greatest remorse for the disappointment 
of which I have been the occasion; but you will forgive me." 

"You will repay me entirely if you do not discompose yourself, but 
get well as fast as you can; and since you appear in such good spirits, 
I may speak to you on one subject, may I not?" 

I trembled. One subject! what could it be? Could he allude to an 
object on whom I dared not even think? 

"Compose yourself," said Clerval, who observed my change of colour, 
"I will not mention it, if it agitates you; but your father and cousin 
would be very happy if they received a letter from you in your own 
handwriting. They hardly know how ill you have been, and are uneasy 
at your long silence." 

"Is that all, my dear Henry? How could you suppose that my first 
thoughts would not fly towards those dear, dear friends whom I 
love, and who are so deserving of my love." 

"If this is your present temper, my friend, you will perhaps be glad 
to see a letter that has been lying here some days for you; it is from 
your cousin, I believe." 

* Coleridge's Ancient Mariner 

  



Chapter 10  
 

As I said this I suddenly beheld the figure of a man, at some distance, 
advancing towards me with superhuman speed. He bounded over the crevices in 
the ice, among which I had walked with caution; his stature, also, as he 
approached, seemed to exceed that of a man. I was troubled; a mist came over 
my eyes, and I felt a faintness seize me; but I was quickly restored by the cold 
gale of the mountains. I perceived, as the shape came nearer (sight tremendous 
and abhorred!) that it was the wretch whom I had created. I trembled with 
rage and horror, resolving to wait his approach and then close with him in mortal 
combat. He approached; his countenance bespoke bitter anguish, combined with 
disdain and malignity, while its unearthly ugliness rendered it almost too 
horrible for human eyes. But I scarcely observed this; rage and hatred had at 
first deprived me of utterance, and I recovered only to overwhelm him with 
words expressive of furious detestation and contempt.  

“Devil,” I exclaimed, “do you dare approach me? And do not you fear the fierce 
vengeance of my arm wreaked on your miserable head? Begone, vile insect! Or 
rather, stay that I may trample you to dust! And, oh! That I could, with the 
extinction of your miserable existence, restore those victims whom you have so 
diabolically murdered!” 

“I expected this reception,” said the daemon. “All men hate the wretched; how, 
then, must I be hated, who am miserable beyond all living things! Yet you, my 
creator, detest and spurn me, thy creature, to whom thou art bound by ties only 
dissoluble by the annihilation of one of us. You purpose to kill me. How dare you 
sport thus with life? Do your duty towards me, and I will do mine towards you 
and the rest of mankind. If you will comply with my conditions, I will leave them 
and you at peace; but if you refuse, I will glut the maw of death, until it be 
satiated with the blood of your remaining friends.” 

“Abhorred monster! Fiend that thou art! The tortures of hell are too mild a 
vengeance for thy crimes: Wretched devil! You reproach me with your creation; 
come on, then, that I may extinguish the spark which I so 
negligently bestowed.” 

My rage was without bounds; I sprang on him, impelled by all the feelings which 
can arm one being against the existence of another. 

He easily eluded me and said, “Be calm! I entreat you to hear me before you give 
vent to your hatred on my devoted head. Have I not suffered enough, that you 
seek to increase my misery? Life, although it may only be an accumulation of 
anguish, is dear to me, and I Will defend it. Remember, thou hast made me more 



powerful than thyself; my height is superior to thine, my joints more supple. But 
I will not be tempted to set myself in opposition to thee. I am thy creature, and 
I will be even mild and docile8 to my natural lord and king if thou wilt also 
perform thy part, the which thou owest me. Oh, Frankenstein, be not 
equitable to every other and trample upon me alone, to whom thy justice, and 
even thy clemency and affection, is most due. Remember that I am thy 
creature; I ought to be thy Adam, but I am rather the fallen angel, whom thou 
drivest from joy for no misdeed. Everywhere I see bliss, from which I alone am 
irrevocably excluded. I was benevolent and good; misery made me a fiend. Make 
me happy, and I shall again be virtuous.”  

“Begone! I will not hear you. There can be no community between you and me; we 
are enemies. Begone, or let us try our strength in a fight, in which one must 
fall.” 

“How can I move thee? Will no entreaties cause thee to turn a favourable eye 
upon thy creature, who implores thy goodness and compassion? Believe me, 
Frankenstein, I was benevolent; my soul glowed with love and humanity; but am I 
not alone, miserably alone? You, my creator, abhor me; what hope can I gather 
from your fellow creatures, who owe me nothing? They spurn and hate me. The 
desert mountains and dreary glaciers are my refuge. I have wandered here many 
days; the caves of ice, which I only do not fear, are a dwelling to me, and the 
only one which man does not grudge. These bleak skies I hail, for they are 
kinder to me than your fellow beings. If the multitude of mankind knew of my 
existence, they would do as you do, and arm themselves for my destruction. 
Shall I not then hate them who abhor me? I will keep no terms with my enemies. 
I am miserable, and they shall share my wretchedness. Yet it is in your power to 
recompense me, and deliver them from an evil which it only remains for you to 
make so great, that not only you and your family, but thousands of others, shall 
be swallowed up in the whirlwinds of its rage. Let your compassion be moved, and 
do not disdain me. Listen to my tale; when you have heard that, abandon or 
commiserate me, as you shall judge that I deserve. But hear me. The guilty are 
allowed, by human laws, bloody as they are, to speak in their own defence before 
they are condemned. Listen to me, Frankenstein. You accuse me of murder, and 
yet you would, with a satisfied conscience, destroy your won creature. Oh, 
praise the eternal justice of man! Yet I ask you not to spare me; listen to me, 
and then, if you can, and if you will, destroy the work of your hands.”  

“Why do you call to my remembrance,” I rejoined, “circumstances of which I 
shudder to reflect, that I have been the miserable origin and author? Cursed be 
the day, abhorred devil, in which you first saw light! Cursed (although I curse 
myself) be the hands that formed you! You have made me wretched beyond 



expression. You have left me no power to consider whether I am just to you or 
not. Begone! Relieve me from the sight of your detested form.” 

“Thus I relieve thee, my creator,” he said, and placed his hated hands before my 
eyes, which I flung from me with violence; “thus I take from thee a sight which 
you abhor. Still thou canst listen to me and grant me thy compassion. By the 
virtues that I once possessed, I demand this from you. Hear my tale; it is long 
and strange, and the temperature of this place is not fitting to your fine 
sensations; come to the hut upon the mountain. The sun is yet high in the 
heavens; before it descends to hide itself behind your snowy precipices and 
illuminate another world, you will have heard my story and can decide. On you it 
rests, whether I quit forever the neighbourhood of man and lead a harmless 
life, or become the scourge of your fellow creatures and the author of your own 
speedy ruin.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter 11 

"IT IS with considerable difficulty that I remember the original 
era of being: all the events of that period appear confused and 
indistinct. A strange multiplicity of sensations seized me, and I saw, 
felt, heard, and smelt, at the same time; and it was, indeed, a long 
time before I learned to distinguish between the operations of my 
various senses. By degrees, I remember, a stronger light pressed 
upon my nerves, so that I was obliged to shut my eyes. Darkness 
then came over me, and troubled me; but hardly had I felt this, 
when, by opening my eyes, as I now suppose, the light poured in upon 
me again. I walked, and, I believe, descended; but I presently found 
a great alteration in my sensations. Before, dark and opaque bodies 
had surrounded me, impervious to my touch or sight; but I now found 
that I could wander on at liberty, with no obstacles which I could 
not either surmount or avoid. The light became more and more 
oppressive to me; and, the heat wearying me as I walked, I sought a 
place where I could receive shade. This was the forest near 
Ingolstadt; and here I lay by the side of a brook resting from my 
fatigue, until I felt tormented by hunger and thirst. This roused me 
from my nearly dormant state, and I ate some berries which I found 
hanging on the trees, or lying on the ground. I slaked my thirst at 
the brook; and then lying down, was overcome by sleep. 

"It was dark when I awoke; I felt cold also, and half-frightened, as 
it were instinctively, finding myself so desolate. Before I had 
quitted your apartment, on a sensation of cold, I had covered myself 
with some clothes; but these were insufficient to secure me from 
the dews of night. I was a poor, helpless, miserable wretch; I knew, 
and could distinguish, nothing; but feeling pain invade me on all sides, 
I sat down and wept. 

"Soon a gentle light stole over the heavens, and gave me a sensation 
of pleasure. I started up, and beheld a radiant form rise from among 
the trees. * I gazed with a kind of wonder. It moved slowly, but it 
enlightened my path; and I again went out in search of berries. I was 
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still cold, when under one of the trees I found a huge cloak, with 
which I covered myself, and sat down upon the ground. No distinct 
ideas occupied my mind; all was confused. I felt light, and hunger, 
and thirst, and darkness; innumerable sounds rung in my ears, and on 
all sides various scents saluted me: the only object that I could 
distinguish was the bright moon, and I fixed my eyes on that with 
pleasure. 

"Several changes of day and night passed, and the orb of night had 
greatly lessened, when I began to distinguish my sensations from 
each other. I gradually saw plainly the clear stream that supplied me 
with drink, and the trees that shaded me with their foliage. I was 
delighted when I first discovered that a pleasant sound, which often 
saluted my ears, proceeded from the throats of the little winged 
animals who had often intercepted the light from my eyes. I began 
also to observe, with greater accuracy, the forms that surrounded 
me, and to perceive the boundaries of the radiant roof of light 
which canopied me. Sometimes I tried to imitate the pleasant songs 
of the birds, but was unable. Sometimes I wished to express my 
sensations in my own mode, but the uncouth and inarticulate sounds 
which broke from me frightened me into silence again. 

"The moon had disappeared from the night, and again, with a 
lessened form, showed itself, while I still remained in the forest. My 
sensations had, by this time, become distinct, and my mind received 
every day additional ideas. My eyes became accustomed to the light, 
and to perceive objects in their right forms; I distinguished the 
insect from the herb, and, by degrees, one herb from another. I 
found that the sparrow uttered none but harsh notes, whilst those 
of the blackbird and thrush were sweet and enticing. 

"One day, when I was oppressed by cold, I found a fire which had 
been left by some wandering beggars, and was overcome with delight 
at the warmth I experienced from it. In my joy I thrust my hand 
into the live embers, but quickly drew it out again with a cry of pain. 
How strange, I thought, that the same cause should produce such 



opposite effects! I examined the materials of the fire, and to my 
joy found it to be composed of wood. I quickly collected some 
branches; but they were wet, and would not burn. I was pained at 
this, and sat still watching the operation of the fire. The wet wood 
which I had placed near the heat dried, and itself became inflamed. 
I reflected on this; and by touching the various branches, I 
discovered the cause, and busied myself in collecting a great 
quantity of wood, that I might dry it, and have a plentiful supply of 
fire. When night came on, and brought sleep with it, I was in the 
greatest fear lest my fire should be extinguished. I covered it 
carefully with dry wood and leaves, and placed wet branches upon it; 
and then, spreading my cloak, I lay on the ground, and sunk into 
sleep. 

"It was morning when I awoke, and my first care was to visit the 
fire. I uncovered it, and a gentle breeze quickly fanned it into a 
flame. I observed this also, and contrived a fan of branches, which 
roused the embers when they were nearly extinguished. When night 
came again, I found, with pleasure, that the fire gave light as well as 
heat; and that the discovery of this element was useful to me in my 
food; for I found some of the offals that the travellers had left had 
been roasted, and tasted much more savoury than the berries I 
gathered from the trees. I tried, therefore, to dress my food in the 
same manner, placing it on the live embers. I found that the berries 
were spoiled by this operation, and the nuts and roots much 
improved. 

"Food, however, became scarce; and I often spent the whole day 
searching in vain for a few acorns to assuage the pangs of hunger. 
When I found this, I resolved to quit the place that I had hitherto 
inhabited, to seek for one where the few wants I experienced would 
be more easily satisfied. In this emigration, I exceedingly lamented 
the loss of the fire which I had obtained through accident, and knew 
not how to reproduce it. I gave several hours to the serious 
consideration of this difficulty; but I was obliged to relinquish all 
attempt to supply it; and, wrapping myself up in my cloak, I struck 



across the wood towards the setting sun. I passed three days in 
these rambles, and at length discovered the open country. A great 
fall of snow had taken place the night before, and the fields were of 
one uniform white; the appearance was disconsolate, and I found my 
feet chilled by the cold damp substance that covered the ground. 

"It was about seven in the morning, and I longed to obtain food and 
shelter; at length I perceived a small hut, on a rising ground, which 
had doubtless been built for the convenience of some shepherd. This 
was a new sight to me; and I examined the structure with great 
curiosity. Finding the door open, I entered. An old man sat in it, near 
a fire, over which he was preparing his breakfast. He turned on 
hearing a noise; and, perceiving me, shrieked loudly, and, quitting the 
hut, ran across the fields with a speed of which his debilitated form 
hardly appeared capable. His appearance, different from any I had 
ever before seen, and his flight, somewhat surprised me. But I was 
enchanted by the appearance of the hut: here the snow and rain 
could not penetrate; the ground was dry; and it presented to me 
then as exquisite and divine a retreat as Pandaemonium appeared to 
the daemons of hell after their sufferings in the lake of fire. I 
greedily devoured the remnants of the shepherd's breakfast, which 
consisted of bread, cheese, milk, and wine; the latter, however, I did 
not like. Then, overcome by fatigue, I lay down among some straw, 
and fell asleep. 

"It was noon when I awoke; and, allured by the warmth of the sun, 
which shone brightly on the white ground, I determined to 
recommence my travels; and, depositing the remains of the 
peasant's breakfast in a wallet I found, I proceeded across the 
fields for several hours, until at sunset I arrived at a village. How 
miraculous did this appear! the huts, the neater cottages, and 
stately houses, engaged my admiration by turns. The vegetables in 
the gardens, the milk and cheese that I saw placed at the windows 
of some of the cottages, allured my appetite. One of the best of 
these I entered; but I had hardly placed my foot within the door, 
before the children shrieked, and one of the women fainted. The 



whole village was roused; some fled, some attacked me, until, 
grievously bruised by stones and many other kinds of missile 
weapons, I escaped to the open country, and fearfully took refuge in 
a low hovel, quite bare, and making a wretched appearance after the 
palaces I had beheld in the village. This hovel, however, joined a 
cottage of a neat and pleasant appearance; but, after my late dearly 
bought experience, I dared not enter it. My place of refuge was 
constructed of wood, but so low that I could with difficulty sit 
upright in it. No wood, however, was placed on the earth, which 
formed the floor, but it was dry; and although the wind entered it 
by innumerable chinks, I found it an agreeable asylum from the snow 
and rain. 

"Here then I retreated, and lay down happy to have found a shelter, 
however miserable, from the inclemency of the season, and still 
more from the barbarity of man. 

"As soon as morning dawned, I crept from my kennel, that I might 
view the adjacent cottage, and discover if I could remain in the 
habitation I had found. It was situated against the back of the 
cottage, and surrounded on the sides which were exposed by a pig-
sty and a clear pool of water. One part was open, and by that I had 
crept in; but now I covered every crevice by which I might be 
perceived with stones and wood, yet in such a manner that I might 
move them on occasion to pass out: all the light I enjoyed came 
through the sty, and that was sufficient for me. 

"Having thus arranged my dwelling, and carpeted it with clean straw, 
I retired; for I saw the figure of a man at a distance, and I 
remembered too well my treatment the night before to trust myself 
in his power. I had first, however, provided for my sustenance for 
that day, by a loaf of course bread, which I purloined, and a cup with 
which I could drink, more conveniently than from my hand, of the 
pure water which flowed by my retreat. The floor was a little raised, 
so that it was kept perfectly dry, and by its vicinity to the chimney 
of the cottage it was tolerably warm. 



"Being thus provided, I resolved to reside in this hovel until 
something should occur which might alter my determination. It was 
indeed a paradise compared to the bleak forest, my former 
residence, the rain-dropping branches, and dank earth. I ate my 
breakfast with pleasure, and was about to remove a plank to procure 
myself a little water, when I heard a step, and looking through a 
small chink, I beheld a young creature, with a pail on her head, 
passing before my hovel. The girl was young, and of gentle 
demeanour, unlike what I have since found cottagers and farm-house 
servants to be. Yet she was meanly dressed, a coarse blue petticoat 
and a linen jacket being her only garb; her fair hair was plaited, but 
not adorned: she looked patient, yet sad. I lost sight of her; and in 
about a quarter of an hour she returned, bearing the pail, which was 
now partly filled with milk. As she walked along, seemingly 
incommoded by the burden, a young man met her, whose countenance 
expressed a deeper despondence. Uttering a few sounds with an air 
of melancholy, he took the pail from her head, and bore it to the 
cottage himself. She followed, and they disappeared. Presently I saw 
the young man again, with some tools in his hand, cross the field 
behind the cottage; and the girl was also busied, sometimes in the 
house, and sometimes in the yard. 

"On examining my dwelling, I found that one of the windows of the 
cottage had formerly occupied a part of it, but the panes had been 
filled up with wood. In one of these was a small and almost 
imperceptible chink, through which the eye could just penetrate. 
Through this crevice a small room was visible, whitewashed and 
clean, but very bare of furniture. In one corner, near a small fire, 
sat an old man, leaning his head on his hands in a disconsolate 
attitude. The young girl was occupied in arranging the cottage; but 
presently she took something out of a drawer, which employed her 
hands, and she sat down beside the old man, who, taking up an 
instrument, began to play, and to produce sounds sweeter than the 
voice of the thrush or the nightingale. It was a lovely sight, even to 
me, poor wretch! who had never beheld aught beautiful before. The 
silver hair and benevolent countenance of the aged cottager won my 



reverence, while the gentle manners of the girl enticed my love. He 
played a sweet mournful air, which I perceived drew tears from the 
eyes of his amiable companion, of which the old man took no notice, 
until she sobbed audibly; he then pronounced a few sounds, and the 
fair creature, leaving her work, knelt at his feet. He raised her, and 
smiled with such kindness and affection that I felt sensations of a 
peculiar and over-powering nature: they were a mixture of pain and 
pleasure, such as I had never before experienced, either from 
hunger or cold, warmth or food; and I withdrew from the window, 
unable to bear these emotions. 

"Soon after this the young man returned, bearing on his shoulders a 
load of wood. The girl met him at the door, helped to relieve him of 
his burden, and, taking some of the fuel into the cottage, placed it 
on the fire; then she and the youth went apart into a nook of the 
cottage and he showed her a large loaf and a piece of cheese. She 
seemed pleased, and went into the garden for some roots and plants, 
which she placed in water, and then upon the fire. She afterwards 
continued her work, whilst the young man went into the garden, and 
appeared busily employed in digging and pulling up roots. After he 
had been employed thus about an hour, the young woman joined him, 
and they entered the cottage together. 

"The old man had, in the meantime, been pensive; but, on the 
appearance of his companions, he assumed a more cheerful air, and 
they sat down to eat. The meal was quickly despatched. The young 
woman was again occupied in arranging the cottage; the old man 
walked before the cottage in the sun for a few minutes, leaning on 
the arm of the youth. Nothing could exceed in beauty the contrast 
between these two excellent creatures. One was old, with silver 
hairs and a countenance beaming with benevolence and love: the 
younger was slight and graceful in his figure, and his features were 
moulded with the finest symmetry; yet his eyes and attitude 
expressed the utmost sadness and despondency. The old man 
returned to the cottage; and the youth, with tools different from 



those he had used in the morning, directed his steps across the 
fields. 

"Night quickly shut in, but to my extreme wonder, I found that the 
cottagers had a means of prolonging light by the use of tapers, and 
was delighted to find that the setting of the sun did not put an end 
to the pleasure I experienced in watching my human neighbours. In 
the evening, the young girl and her companion were employed in 
various occupations which I did not understand; and the old man 
again took up the instrument which produced the divine sounds that 
had enchanted me in the morning. So soon as he had finished, the 
youth began, not to play, but to utter sounds that were monotonous, 
and neither resembling the harmony of the old man's instrument nor 
the songs of the birds: I since found that he read aloud, but at that 
time I knew nothing of the science of words or letters. 

"The family, after having been thus occupied for a short time, 
extinguished their lights, and retired, as I conjectured, to rest. 

* The moon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Vindication of the Rights of Woman – Wollstencraft Chapter 2 

To account for, and excuse the tyranny of man, many ingenious 
arguments have been brought forward to prove, that the two sexes, 
in the acquirement of virtue, ought to aim at attaining a very 
different character: or, to speak explicitly, women are not allowed 
to have sufficient strength of mind to acquire what really deserves 
the name of virtue. Yet it should seem, allowing them to have souls, 
that there is but one way appointed by providence to lead 
MANKIND to either virtue or happiness.  

If then women are not a swarm of ephemeron triflers, why should 
they be kept in ignorance under the specious name of innocence? 
Men complain, and with reason, of the follies and caprices of our sex, 
when they do not keenly satirize our headstrong passions and 
groveling vices. Behold, I should answer, the natural effect of 
ignorance! The mind will ever be unstable that has only prejudices to 
rest on, and the current will run with destructive fury when there 
are no barriers to break its force. Women are told from their 
infancy, and taught by the example of their mothers, that a little 
knowledge of human weakness, justly termed cunning, softness of 
temper, OUTWARD obedience, and a scrupulous attention to a 
puerile kind of propriety, will obtain for them the protection of man; 
and should they be beautiful, everything else is needless, for at 
least twenty years of their lives.  

Thus Milton describes our first frail mother; though when he tells 
us that women are formed for softness and sweet attractive grace, 
I cannot comprehend his meaning, unless, in the true Mahometan 
strain, he meant to deprive us of souls, and insinuate that we were 
beings only designed by sweet attractive grace, and docile blind 
obedience, to gratify the senses of man when he can no longer soar 
on the wing of contemplation.  

How grossly do they insult us, who thus advise us only to render 
ourselves gentle, domestic brutes! For instance, the winning 



softness, so warmly, and frequently recommended, that governs by 
obeying. What childish expressions, and how insignificant is the 
being--can it be an immortal one? who will condescend to govern by 
such sinister methods! "Certainly," says Lord Bacon, "man is of kin to 
the beasts by his body: and if he be not of kin to God by his spirit, 
he is a base and ignoble creature!" Men, indeed, appear to me to act 
in a very unphilosophical manner, when they try to secure the good 
conduct of women by attempting to keep them always in a state of 
childhood. Rousseau was more consistent when he wished to stop the 
progress of reason in both sexes; for if men eat of the tree of 
knowledge, women will come in for a taste: but, from the imperfect 
cultivation which their understandings now receive, they only attain 
a knowledge of evil.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Tell-Tale Heart – Edgar Allen Poe 
 

True! --nervous --very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say 
that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses --not destroyed --not dulled 
them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in 
the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how 
healthily --how calmly I can tell you the whole story. 

 

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it 
haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the 
old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no 
desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture --a pale blue 
eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees 
--very gradually --I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid 
myself of the eye forever. 

 

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have 
seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded --with what caution --with what 
foresight --with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man 
than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I 
turned the latch of his door and opened it --oh so gently! And then, when I had made an 
opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, that no light 
shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how 
cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly --very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb 
the old man's sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so 
far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha! would a madman have been so wise 
as this, And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously-oh, 
so cautiously --cautiously (for the hinges creaked) --I undid it just so much that a 
single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights --every 
night just at midnight --but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to 
do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every 
morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously 
to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. 
So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every 
night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept. 

 



Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's 
minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the 
extent of my own powers --of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of 
triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to 
dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he 
heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I 
drew back --but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the 
shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could 
not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily. I had my 
head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin 
fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out --"Who's there?" I kept quite 
still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I 
did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; --just as I have 
done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall. 

 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was 
not a groan of pain or of grief --oh, no! --it was the low stifled sound that arises from 
the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a 
night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, 
deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. 
I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that 
he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the 
bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them 
causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself --"It is nothing but the wind in 
the chimney --it is only a mouse crossing the floor," or "It is merely a cricket which has 
made a single chirp." Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these 
suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him 
had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the 
mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel --although he 
neither saw nor heard --to feel the presence of my head within the room. 

 

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved 
to open a little --a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it --you cannot 
imagine how stealthily, stealthily --until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of 
the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye. It was open --
wide, wide open --and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect 
distinctness --all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in 
my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I had 
directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot. And have I not told 
you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense? --now, I 



say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when 
enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's 
heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into 
courage. 

 

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern 
motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eve. Meantime the 
hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and 
louder every instant. The old man's terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I 
say, louder every moment! --do you mark me well I have told you that I am nervous: so I 
am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, 
so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes 
longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the 
heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me --the sound would be heard by a 
neighbour! The old man's hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and 
leaped into the room. He shrieked once --once only. In an instant I dragged him to the 
floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far 
done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did 
not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man 
was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I 
placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. 
He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more. 

 

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise 
precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked 
hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and 
the arms and the legs. I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, 
and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so 
cunningly, that no human eye --not even his --could have detected any thing wrong. 
There was nothing to wash out --no stain of any kind --no blood-spot whatever. I had 
been too wary for that. A tub had caught all --ha! ha! When I had made an end of these 
labors, it was four o'clock --still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there 
came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart, --for 
what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with 
perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbour 
during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged 
at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises. 
I smiled, --for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, 
was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my 
visitors all over the house. I bade them search --search well. I led them, at length, to 



his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of 
my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from 
their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my 
own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim. 

 

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. 
They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, 
I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing 
in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: --It 
continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but 
it continued and gained definiteness --until, at length, I found that the noise was not 
within my ears. No doubt I now grew very pale; --but I talked more fluently, and with a 
heightened voice. Yet the sound increased --and what could I do? It was a low, dull, 
quick sound --much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped 
for breath --and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly --more 
vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high 
key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they 
not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by 
the observations of the men --but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I 
do? I foamed --I raved --I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and 
grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It 
grew louder --louder --louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it 
possible they heard not? Almighty God! --no, no! They heard! --they suspected! --they 
knew! --they were making a mockery of my horror!-this I thought, and this I think. But 
anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I 
could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now 
--again! --hark! louder! louder! louder! louder! 

 

"Villains!" I shrieked, "dissemble no more! I admit the deed! --tear up the planks! here, 
here! --It is the beating of his hideous heart!" 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Raven 
BY EDGAR ALLAN POE 

 
Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary, 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore— 

    While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping, 

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door. 

“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door— 

            Only this and nothing more.” 

 

    Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December; 

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor. 

    Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow 

    From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore— 

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 

            Nameless here for evermore. 

 

    And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain 

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before; 

    So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating 

    “’Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door— 

Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door;— 

            This it is and nothing more.” 

 

    Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer, 
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“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore; 

    But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping, 

    And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the door;— 

            Darkness there and nothing more. 

 

    Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, 
fearing, 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before; 

    But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token, 

    And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, “Lenore?” 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word, “Lenore!”— 

            Merely this and nothing more. 

 

    Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning, 

Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before. 

    “Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice; 

      Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore— 

Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;— 

            ’Tis the wind and nothing more!” 

 

    Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter, 

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore; 

    Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he; 

    But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door— 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door— 



            Perched, and sat, and nothing more. 

 

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling, 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore, 

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure no craven, 

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore— 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!” 

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

 

    Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore; 

    For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

    Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door— 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door, 

            With such name as “Nevermore.” 

 

    But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour. 

    Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered— 

    Till I scarcely more than muttered “Other friends have flown before— 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.” 

            Then the bird said “Nevermore.” 

 

    Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and store 

    Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster 



    Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore— 

Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore 

            Of ‘Never—nevermore’.” 

 

    But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling, 

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird, and bust and door; 

    Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 

    Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore— 

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore 

            Meant in croaking “Nevermore.” 

 

    This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core; 

    This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining 

    On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er, 

But whose velvet-violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er, 

            She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

 

    Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen 
censer 

Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor. 

    “Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath 
sent thee 

    Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore; 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!” 

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 



 

    “Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!— 

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore, 

    Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted— 

    On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore— 

Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!” 

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

 

    “Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil! 

By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore— 

    Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn, 

    It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore— 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.” 

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

 

    “Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked, 
upstarting— 

“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore! 

    Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken! 

    Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door! 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!” 

            Quoth the Raven “Nevermore.” 

 

    And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 

    And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming, 



    And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor 

            Shall be lifted—nevermore! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wuthering Heights 

Emily Bronte  

 

Chapter 3 

 

This time, I remembered I was lying in the oak closet, and I heard distinctly the 
gusty wind, and the driving of the snow; I heard, also, the fir bough repeat its teasing 
sound, and ascribed it to the right cause: but it annoyed me so much, that I resolved 
to silence it, if possible; and, I thought, I rose and endeavoured to unhasp the 
casement. The hook was soldered into the staple: a circumstance observed by me 
when awake, but forgotten. ‘I must stop it, nevertheless!’ I muttered, knocking my 
knuckles through the glass, and stretching an arm out to seize the importunate branch; 
instead of which, my fingers closed on the fingers of a little, ice-cold hand! The intense 
horror of nightmare came over me: I tried to draw back my arm, but the hand clung 
to it, and a most melancholy voice sobbed, ‘Let me in—let me in!’ ‘Who are you?’ I 
asked, struggling, meanwhile, to disengage myself. ‘Catherine Linton,’ it replied, 
shiveringly (why did I think of Linton? I had read Earnshaw twenty times for Linton) 
‘I’m come home: I’d lost my way on the moor!’ As it spoke, I discerned, obscurely, a 
child’s face looking through the window. Terror made me cruel; and, finding it useless 
to attempt shaking the creature off, I pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, and rubbed 
it to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the bedclothes: still it wailed, ‘Let me 
in!’ and maintained its tenacious gripe, almost maddening me with fear. ‘How can I!’ 
I said at length. ‘Let me go, if you want me to let you in!’ The fingers relaxed, I snatched 
mine through the hole, hurriedly piled the books up in a pyramid against it, and 
stopped my ears to exclude the lamentable prayer. I seemed to keep them closed above 
a quarter of an hour; yet, the instant I listened again, there was the doleful cry moaning 
on! ‘Begone!’ I shouted. ‘I’ll never let you in, not if you beg for twenty years.’ ‘It is 
twenty years,’ mourned the voice: ‘twenty years. I’ve been a waif for twenty years!’ 
Thereat began a feeble scratching outside, and the pile of books moved as if thrust 
forward. I tried to jump up; but could not stir a limb; and so yelled aloud, in a frenzy 
of fright. To my confusion, I discovered the yell was not ideal: hasty footsteps 
approached my chamber door; somebody pushed it open, with a vigorous hand, and 
a light glimmered through the squares at the top of the bed. I sat shuddering yet, and 
wiping the perspiration from my forehead: the intruder appeared to hesitate, and 
muttered to himself. At last, he said, in a half-whisper, plainly not expecting an 
answer, ‘Is any one here?’ I considered it best to confess my presence; for I knew 
Heathcliff’s accents, and feared he might search further, if I kept quiet. With this 
intention, I turned and opened the panels. I shall not soon forget the effect my action 
produced. 

Heathcliff stood near the entrance, in his shirt and trousers; with a candle dripping 
over his fingers, and his face as white as the wall behind him. The first creak of the 



oak startled him like an electric shock: the light leaped from his hold to a distance of 
some feet, and his agitation was so extreme, that he could hardly pick it up. 

‘It is only your guest, sir,’ I called out, desirous to spare him the humiliation of 
exposing his cowardice further. ‘I had the misfortune to scream in my sleep, owing to 
a frightful nightmare. I’m sorry I disturbed you.’ 

‘Oh, God confound you, Mr. Lockwood! I wish you were at the—’ commenced my 
host, setting the candle on a chair, because he found it impossible to hold it steady. 
‘And who showed you up into this room?’ he continued, crushing his nails into his 
palms, and grinding his teeth to subdue the maxillary convulsions. ‘Who was it? I’ve 
a good mind to turn them out of the house this moment?’ 

‘It was your servant Zillah,’ I replied, flinging myself on to the floor, and rapidly 
resuming my garments. ‘I should not care if you did, Mr. Heathcliff; she richly 
deserves it. I suppose that she wanted to get another proof that the place was haunted, 
at my expense. Well, it is—swarming with ghosts and goblins! You have reason in 
shutting it up, I assure you. No one will thank you for a doze in such a den!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ asked Heathcliff, ‘and what are you doing? Lie down and 
finish out the night, since you are here; but, for heaven’s sake! don’t repeat that horrid 
noise: nothing could excuse it, unless you were having your throat cut!’ 

‘If the little fiend had got in at the window, she probably would have strangled me!’ 
I returned. ‘I’m not going to endure the persecutions of your hospitable ancestors 
again. Was not the Reverend Jabez Branderham akin to you on the mother’s side? And 
that minx, Catherine Linton, or Earnshaw, or however she was called—she must have 
been a changeling—wicked little soul! She told me she had been walking the earth 
these twenty years: a just punishment for her mortal transgressions, I’ve no doubt!’ 

Scarcely were these words uttered when I recollected the association of Heathcliff’s 
with Catherine’s name in the book, which had completely slipped from my memory, 
till thus awakened. I blushed at my inconsideration: but, without showing further 
consciousness of the offence, I hastened to add ‘The truth is, sir, I passed the first part 
of the night in—’ Here I stopped afresh—I was about to say ‘perusing those old 
volumes,’ then it would have revealed my knowledge of their written, as well as their 
printed, contents; so, correcting myself, I went on ‘in spelling over the name scratched 
on that window-ledge. A monotonous occupation, calculated to set me asleep, like 
counting, or—’ 

‘What can you mean by talking in this way to me!’ thundered Heathcliff with savage 
vehemence. ‘How—how dare you, under my roof?—God! he’s mad to speak so!’ And 
he struck his forehead with rage. 

I did not know whether to resent this language or pursue my explanation; but he 
seemed so powerfully affected that I took pity and proceeded with my dreams; 
affirming I had never heard the appellation of ‘Catherine Linton’ before, but reading 
it often over produced an impression which personified itself when I had no longer 
my imagination under control. Heathcliff gradually fell back into the shelter of the 
bed, as I spoke; finally sitting down almost concealed behind it. I guessed, however, 
by his irregular and intercepted breathing, that he struggled to vanquish an excess of 
violent emotion. Not liking to show him that I had heard the conflict, I continued my 
toilette rather noisily, looked at my watch, and soliloquised on the length of the night: 



‘Not three o’clock yet! I could have taken oath it had been six. Time stagnates here: we 
must surely have retired to rest at eight!’ 

‘Always at nine in winter, and rise at four,’ said my host, suppressing a groan: and, 
as I fancied, by the motion of his arm’s shadow, dashing a tear from his eyes. ‘Mr. 
Lockwood,’ he added, ‘you may go into my room: you’ll only be in the way, coming 
downstairs so early: and your childish outcry has sent sleep to the devil for me.’ 

‘And for me, too,’ I replied. ‘I’ll walk in the yard till daylight, and then I’ll be off; 
and you need not dread a repetition of my intrusion. I’m now quite cured of seeking 
pleasure in society, be it country or town. A sensible man ought to find sufficient 
company in himself.’ 

‘Delightful company!’ muttered Heathcliff. ‘Take the candle, and go where you 
please. I shall join you directly. Keep out of the yard, though, the dogs are unchained; 
and the house—Juno mounts sentinel there, and—nay, you can only ramble about the 
steps and passages. But, away with you! I’ll come in two minutes!’ 

I obeyed, so far as to quit the chamber; when, ignorant where the narrow lobbies 
led, I stood still, and was witness, involuntarily, to a piece of superstition on the part 
of my landlord which belied, oddly, his apparent sense. He got on to the bed, and 
wrenched open the lattice, bursting, as he pulled at it, into an uncontrollable passion 
of tears. ‘Come in! come in!’ he sobbed. ‘Cathy, do come. Oh, do—once more! Oh! my 
heart’s darling! hear me this time, Catherine, at last!’ The spectre showed a spectre’s 
ordinary caprice: it gave no sign of being; but the snow and wind whirled wildly 
through, even reaching my station, and blowing out the light. 

There was such anguish in the gush of grief that accompanied this raving, that my 
compassion made me overlook its folly, and I drew off, half angry to have listened at 
all, and vexed at having related my ridiculous nightmare, since it produced that 
agony; though why was beyond my comprehension. I descended cautiously to the 
lower regions, and landed in the back-kitchen, where a gleam of fire, raked compactly 
together, enabled me to rekindle my candle. Nothing was stirring except a brindled, 
grey cat, which crept from the ashes, and saluted me with a querulous mew. 
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