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No coward soul is mine

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere
[ see Heaven’s glories shine

And Faith shines equal arming me from Fear

O God within my breast

Almighty ever-present Deity

Life, that in me hast rest

As I Undying Life, have power in Thee

Vain are the thousand creeds

That move men’s hearts, unutterably vain,
Worthless as withered weeds

Or idlest froth amid the boundless mai(tﬁlJ
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All creation is equally insane. There are those flies
playing above the stream, swallows and fish diminishing their
number each minute: these will become in their turn, the prey
of some {yrant of air or water ; and man for his amusement or
for his needs will kill their murderers. Nature is an inexplic-
able puzzle, exists on a principle of destruction ; every crea-
ture must be the relentless instrument of death to the others, or

1
himself cease to live.
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I am the only being whose doom

No tongue would ask, no eye would mourn;
I never caused a thought of gloom,

A smile of joy, since I was born.

In sceret pleasure, secret tears,

This changeful life has slipped away,
As friendless after eighteen years,
As lone as on my natal day

There have been times 1 cannot hide,

There have been times when this was drear,
When my sad soul forgot its pride

And longed for one to love me her(“;
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Heartless Death, the young leaves droop and languish!
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Evening's gentle air may still restore—
No: the morning sunshine mocks my anguish—
Time for me must never blossom more!

Strike it down, that other boughs may flourish
Where that perished sapling used to be;

Thus, at teast, its mouldering corpse will nourish
That from which it sprung—Eternit;s.)
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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 pleas-
ure, any more than I am always a pleasure to myself—but as
my own being—so, c(ilgn't talk of our separation again—it is
impracticable ; and—"
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“ .. What are you on the point of complaining about, Heath-
cliff?”

“Nothing—only look at the almanack on that wall.” He
pointed to a framed sheet hanging near the window, and
continued—

“The crosses are for the evenings you have spent with the
Lintons, the dots for those spent with me. Do yvou see? ['ve
marked every day.”

“Yes—very foolish; as if [ took notice!” replied Catherine
in a peevish tone. “And where is the sense of that?”

“To show that I do take notice,” said Heathcliff.

“And should I always be sitting with you?” she demanded,
growing more irritated. “What good do I get? What do you
talk about? You might be dumb or a baby for anything vou
say to amuse me, or for anything you do, either!”

“You never told me before that I talked too little, or that
you disliked my company, Cathy!” exclaimed Heathcliff in
much agitation.
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“It is no company at all when people know nothing and
say nothing,” she muttered

IHLTH L HYYBIEN - Vv b 0T RO E D
Hi:LE, FRETEMELLEREL ThofoF v ¥ ) oid, WHEME
OHLMRAFA>THLERLIETOTH S, BRLEES O LLUDH
DZHANTIREEORZIMLEAC L &, FhiCE bR S THRECERIIY
O THCENTLED, 20L& BEEEEL OREEHORE
Thd, Frti) rdoen TR OBBRELLLEIET 2, T
b, bR ICEEIRL TV E—A2 ) 72/ D THELEE
2AHERA,

ABBANEICRTE I EEH-TwaEwSTEE LR T,

, BOBHCHR L Twa I EREHTAILEBERR I L THRR Y,
itAu%%@%Ehxofﬁﬁbfw%twjﬁﬁutDO@&@?
mo%mxﬁaﬂﬁm;ofku,§6®$£%%%Ltwﬁfnw6
THD, Lrl, TOLS ARHFOBIPATHEBREELREY, HS
e o THELEZ LD EOELWBRER TR GE.F+H ) v,
IRALOBBEEZRCOLEE, F+r 9320 L) RRECD
afrwnzld, NEESOAECERRM I, HEWZADOA
Fio - THREMRERET L OBREZEL N2 L &, BRORICIY
BhAZEilikd. DL IAEE, AITETHEBMCAEINT
ZERSME» s HBCED EnEnoT, BCOFEREEY
PRELTL, BROFEEORELR DL, IOLEUBRKENRINE
HEDTH D,

BOREE LT, b5 RIEONM SR E L OREDA R ERT 5 L 5,
ARHEREICATE SN TWAREEEOMBEERTE5 280
5%, BICEBOBSREITHA I, TLREBEIHLSHEAELERYD
BRI MSTH D, L3 VPRI ZD LS BRBHESE B’J?&?F‘—’“)
rROE— (REES) L& ._®Wm®¢fﬂ&é%1ma F o
A AN, E— A7) 7B L WEBREOXD L ST A,

“ .. and if the wicked man in there had not brought Heathcliff
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s0 low, I shouldn’t have thought of it. It would degrade me to
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marry Heathcliff now ;...
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“...so he shall never know how [ fove 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 firefz'J 4
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“He quite deserted! we separated!” she exclaimed, with an
accent of indignation. “Who is to separate us, pray? They'll
meet the fate of Milo ! Not as long as I live, Ellen—for no mor-
tal creature. Every Linton on the face of the earth might melt
into nothing, before I could consent to forsake Heathcliff, Oh,
that's not what I intend—that’s not what I mean! I shouldn't
be Mrs. Linton were such a price demanded! He'll be as
much to me as he has been all his lifetime. Edgar must shake
off his antipathy, and tolerate him, at least. He will when he
learns my true feelings towards him. Nelly, I see now, you
think me a selfish wretch, but, did it never strike you that if
Heathcliff and I married, we should be beggars? whereas, if I
marry Linton, I canaid Heathcliff to rise, and place him out of
my brother’s power.a' .
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-..most strangely, the whole last seven years of my life grew
a blank! I did not recall that they had been at all. [ was a
child ; my father was just buried, and my misery arose from
the separation that Hindley had ordered between me and
Heatheliff. 1 was laid alone, for the first time, and, rousing
from a dismal doze after a night of weeping, I lifted my hand
to push the panels aside: it struck the table top! [ swept it
along the carpet, and then memory burst in—my late anguish
was swallowed in a paroxysm of despair. I cannot say why I
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felt so wildly wretched—it must have been temporary de-
rangement, for there is scarcely cause. But, supposing at
twelve vears old, [ had been wrenched from the Heights, and
every early association, and my all in all, as Heathcliff was at
that time, and been converted at a stroke into Mrs. Linton, the
lady of Thrushcross Grange, and the wife of a stranger; an
exile, and outcast, thenceforth, from what had been my world.
You may fancy a glimpse of the abyss where I grovelled!
Shake vour head as you will, Nelly, vox have helped to unsettle
me!  You should have spoken to Edgar, indeed you should, and
compelled him to leave me quiet! Oh, I'm burning! I wish [
were out of doors—I wish I were a girl again, half savage, and
hardy, and free ; and laughing at injuries, not maddening under
them! Why am I so changed? Why does my blood rush into
a hell of tumult at a few words? I'm sure I should be myself
were | once among the heather on those hills. Open the
window again wide, fasten it open! Quick, why don't you

L
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“ _.That is not my Heathcliff. I shall love mine vet; and
take him with me—he's in my soul. And,” added she, musing-
ly, “the thing that irks me most is this shattered prison, after
all. I'm tired, tired of being enclosed here. I'm wearying to
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escape into that glorious world, and to be always there; not
seeing it dimly through tears, and yearning for it through the
walls of an aching heart ; but really with it, and in it. Nelly,
you think you are better and more fortunate than I; in full
health and strength. You are sorry for me—very soon that
will be altered. 1 shall be sorry for vyox. 1 shall be incom-
parably beyond and above you all . .. .”
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Yes, as my swift days near their goal
"Tis all that [ implore—

Through life and death, a chainless soul
With courage to endurg’f

AP ESOFCRLRERE K ks n b o0RE—TH—
DehTEREZHEY, ZheAKERL TESOEE RS CERTE L &
BAFBETHE LIV RFEL T, 7230, FRCb2hb
59, &, THVNFEHETH 20, AHMBFLEFERLEVL TRV S
NEWEETHEI EERFI L LT,

— 291 —



B % & HNS

1

LIYDIONSHOBENZ, ¥+ rEe—RA27 ) 7OEROR
ALWERDOEESITLONED, E—A 2 ) 7HECHEL IS F
TN UEBELLEETFOTRELX»ED S,

“You teach me now how cruel you've heen—cruel and
false. Why did you despise me? Why did you betray your
own heart, Cathy? 1 have not one word of comfort. You
deserve this. You have killed yourself. Yes, you may kiss
me, and cry; and wring out my kisses and tears. They'll
blight you—they'll damn you. Y ou loved me—then what right
had vou to leave me? What right—answer me-—for the poor
fancy you felt for Linton? Because misery, and degradation,
and death, and nothing that God or Satan could inflict would
have parted us, you, of your own will, didit. Ihave not broken
your heart—yvox have broken it—and in breaking it, you have
broken mine. So much the worse for me, that I am strong.
Do | want to live? What kind of living will it be when you—
oh, God! would you like to live with your soul in the gra\,'e?u’32

W. A.Craik ;bé;Catherine is indeed Heathcliff's only source of con-
nection with life. LT w2 kS, FHEOHIFRTH -z v H Y
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“It is a poor conclusion, is it not,” he observed, having
brooded a while on the scene he had just witnessed. “An
absurd termination to my violent exertions? 1 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 not beaten me; now
would be the precise time to revenge myself on their repre-
sentatives: I could do it; and none could hinder me. DBut
where is the use? 1 don’t care for striking, I can’t take the
trouble to raise my hand ! That sounds as if 1 had been labour-
ing the whole time, only to exhibit a fine trait of magnanimity.
It is far from being the faculty of enjoying their destruction,
and I am too idle to destroy for nothing.

E—RAs U T7RBECL I LIBCHFINTEE,ORBED, ¥y
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20 7TOROBEFFETLTVWE0DTHS, " .. my great thought in living
is himself. If all else perished, and #e remained, I should still
continue to be ; and, if all else remained, and he were annihilated, the
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Univugrse would turn to a mighty stranger. ! should not seem a part
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The spirit that bent 'neath its power,
How it longed, how it burned to he freel
If T could have wept in that hour

Those tears had been heaven to me.

Well, well, the sad mimites are moving
Though loaded with trouble and pain;
And sometime the loved and the loving
Shall meet on the mountains agaii(;u.)
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(1) See ‘The genius, of course, was Emily. I have said nothing about
Wuthering Heights because that astonishing work seems to me a kind of
sport. [t may, all the same, very well have had some influence of an
essentially undetectable kind: she broke completely, and in the most
challenging way, both with the Scott tradition that imposed on the novelist
a romantic resolution of his themes, and with the tradition coming down
from the eighteenth century that demanded a plane-mirror reflection of the
surface of ‘real’ life.'— The Great Tradition (Chatto & Windus, 1962), p. 27.

(2) Walter Allen, The English Nove! (Penguin Books Ltd., 1558), p. 194.

(3) “..in Wuthering Heights this one thing needful is as perfectly and
triumphantly attained as in King Lear or The Duchess of Malfi, in The
Bride of Lammermoor or Notre-Dame de Paris. From the first we breathe
the fresh dark air of tragic passion and presage; and to the last the
changing wind and flying sunlight are in keeping with the stormy promise
of the dawn. There is no monotony, there is no repetition, but there is no
discord. This is the first and last necessity, the foundation of all labour
and the crown of all success, for a poem worthy of the name: and this it
is that distinguishes the hand of Emily from the hand of Charlotte Brontg.
All the works of the elder sister are rich in poetic spirit, poetic feeling, and
poetic detail ; but the younger sister’s work is essentially and definitely a
poem in the fullest and most positive sense of the term . . .." —A.C.
Swimburne, ‘Emily Bronte! in Athenaeum (1883).

%8, o Swimburne @ essay = D> T Miriam  Allott {3 Swinburne's
piece set a seal on the conception of Wuthering Heights as an outstanding
work of the poetic imagination.. 'L Twv 5, Cf. Emily Bronté:
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Wuthering Heights (ed.), Miriam Allott (Macmillan & Co. [1d., 1979}, p. 25.
{4) See Miriam Allott, ‘Introduction,” Wuthertng Heights : A Selection of
Crifical Essays (Macmillan & Co. Ltd., 1979) {ed.), Miriam Allott, p. 12.

(5) Lord David Cecil, Farly Victorian Novelists (The Bobbs-Merill Company,
1935), p. 151.

{6) ‘Like Shakespeare's plays, to which it is often compared, Wuthering
Heighis is capahble of so many interpretations that each new approach has
a certain freshness about it, while obviously failing to give the final answer.
By distorting ambiguities into certainties, by concentrating on one nexus of
interrelated images to the exclusion of all others, critics can reach a view
of Wuthering Heights that is both partial and perverted ; any attempt to
give a total picture of Wuthering Heights is bound to he incoherent,
because in the last resort Wuthering Heights is incoherent.’—Tom Win-
nifrith, The Brontés (The Macmillan Press Ltd., 1977), p. 65.

(7) The Compleie Poems of Emily jane Bronté (ed)), C. W. Hatfield (Oxford
University Press, 1963), p. 243.

(8) Arnold Kettle, An Introduction to the English Novel, Vel I {(Hutchinson
University Library, 1957), p. 139.

(#) Melvin K. Watson, *““Wuthering Heights” and the Critics,” Wuthering: An
Anthelogy of Criticism (ed.), Alastair Everitt (Frank Cass & Co. Ltd., 1967),
p. 41

1) See Leicester Bradner, ‘The Growth of “Wuthering Heights”, Wuthering
Heights © An Anthology of Crificism (ed.), Alastair Everitt, p. 29,

1) ‘For Emily Brontg, created beings can only be related to one another
destructively. The strongest and most implacable beings live the longest,
for the life of each depends on the death of others, and if it does not
relentlessly kill it will be killed, or die of inanition. The model of this
relation is the consumption of one being by another. Nature is like a
patternless maze created by a madman. Its insanity lies in the fact that
the good of one part is the evil of another part. Therefore no coherent
moral judgment can be made of any action or event. What is the worst
evil for the flies, being eaten by the fish and swallows, is the highest good
for the fish and swallows, since it is necessary to their life. Any attempt
to make sense of life leads to inextricable confusion, and the creation can
only be described, not understood. Viewed as a totality, nature is engaged
in a constant act of suicide, tearing itself to pieces in the very effort to
prolong its own life. Murder is the sole law of life, that is to say, life
paradoxically depends upon death, and is impossible without it.’—]J, Hillis
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Miller, The Disappearance of God (The Belknap Press of Harvard Uni-
versity Press, 1979), p. 164. :

{12 Emily Brontg, “The Butterfly,” Five Essays Written in French, trans.
Lorine White Nagel, intro. Fannie E. Ratchford {University of Texas
Press, 1948), p. 17.

13} See Wade Thompson, ‘Infanticide and Sadism in “Wuthering Heights,”’
Wuthering Heights : An Anthology of Criticism (ed.), Alastair Everitt, p. 139.

14 The Compleie Poems of Emily Jane Bronié p. 36.

(19 fbid., p. 224-5.

6 William M. Sale, Jr.(ed.)., Emily Brontg, Wuthering Heights (W. W.
Norton & Company, 1972), p. 4.

LT Wuthering Heights & O3 it, 7T IORRICHK S,
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{19 See Dorothy Van Ghent, “Dark ‘otherness’ in Wuthering Heights!
Wuthering Heights : A Selection of Critical Essays (ed.), Miriam Allott, pp.
178-9.

1% Wuthering Heights, p. 64.

@0 Erich Fromin ¢ Escape from Rreedom (1941) L 0% < Ol #2237,

20 ‘The contrast hetween Catherine's feelings for Heathcliff and her at-
titude te Linton, an attitude which we must also regard as genuine in its
own sphere, as having a part to play in what may be cailed the symbolic
structure of the novel, is highly important in this respect. The figure of
Linton may be held, in a certain sense, to symbalize the superficial graces
of civilised life, in which Heathcliff is totally lacking. It is perfectly
natural that Catherine should feel herself attracted to Linton. Courtesy,
charm and urbanity are all qualities worthy of admiration, and it is on
account of them that she is, at a certain level of her nature, impelled to
respond to Linton’s affection; but, as she herself recognises, it is not the
deepest part of her nature which is thus involved : 'My love for Linton 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 secessary.” Once more the
conflict between two types of feeling that are regarded as mutually exclu-
sive is stated with a simplicity that is fundamentally intellectual in its sense
of definition and emphasizes the absence behind it of all purely transitory
or sentimental considerations. In the contrast between the agreeable and
the necessary, between emotions which serve at best to adoern life and others
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whose absence is equivalent to spiritual death, we can observe once more
the peculiar inspiration of the book, and our judgement of it as a whole is
likely to depend upon our reaction to these words'—Derek Traversi,
‘Wuthering Heights after Hundred Years,” Wuthering Heights : A Selection
of Critical Essavs (ed.), Miriam Allott, p. 164.

@  Wuthering Heights, p. T2,

@y Ibid., p. 72.

Q9 fbid., p. 73

05 See Walter Allen, op. cit., p. 195.

() Wuthering Heights, p. 107.

F 4 OBFHREEIC 54> T Derek Stanford 2k & 3 24T L TV 5,

‘... Catherine’s delirium marks a turning-point in her existence. Not
only does it indicate the crisis of her illness—after which the currents of her
life shift their direction and flow towards death—but it marks also a
mental change. It serves as the symbol of a trauma, the experiencing of
which has led her nature wholly to reject her husband’s love. Until that
moment, her affection for Edgar had been real though limited in scope.
Physically, she had found him attractive ; and if there had never been any
question of her sharing with him that sympathy of soul which she had
enjoyed with Heathcliff, Edgar’s tenderness and kindness had given him no
smal! claim upon her heart.

“What you touch at present you may”, she tells her hushand, who comes
to see her during her illness, after a quarrel, “but my scul will be on that
hill-top before you lay hands on me again. [ dont want you, Edgar: I'm
past wanting you.”

What has happened is that her love for Heathcliffe—buried for so long
—has burst to the surface again, on his reappearance. But in the trauma
which is expressed by her delirium, we find few references to the grown
Heathcliff. It is to the Heatheliff of her youth that her wandering mind
returns. Plucking the feathers from her pillow, she ruminates fancifully
upon them : ’

“And here is a moor-cock’s; and this—I should know it among a thou-
sand—it's a tapwing’s. Bonny bird; wheeling over our heads in the middle
of the moor. It wanted to get to its nest, for the clouds had touched the
swells, and it felt rain coming. This feather was picked up from the heath,
the bird was not shot ; we saw its nest in the winter, full of little skeletons.
Heathcliff set a trap over it, and the old ones dare not come. [ made him
promise he'd never shoot a lapwing after that, and he didn’t. Yes, here are
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more! Did he shoot my lapwings, Nelly? Are they red, any of them! Let
me look.”

But the course of her spirit is setting towards death, as much as to the
object of her rekindled love: and Heatheliff the boy, and Heathcliff the
man exist together in her mind when she looks from her bedroom at
Thrusheross Grange, imgining that she can see the candle in her window at
Wuthering Heights (some five miles away, and quite invisible):

“Look!” she cried eagerly, “that’'s my room with the candle in it, and the
trees swaying before it : and the other candle is in Joseph's garret. Joseph
sits up late, doesn’t he? He's waiting till I came home that he may lock the
gate. Well, he’li wait a little while yet. 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. But, Heathcliff, if I dare
you now, will you venture? If vou 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. [ never willl”

The full stream of her mind has turned back towards the past. The
present—save as a dimension of pain—possesses no reality for her. The
future holds only a sense of death,’—Muriel Spark and Derek Stanford,
Emily Bronté (Peter Owen, 1966), pp. 248-9,

) ‘The Heights become a symbol of her lost and unattainable wholeness
and happiness, now to be reached only through the grave: ...'—W._A
Craik, The Bronté Novels (Methuen & Co. Ltd,, 1971}, p. 20

2% See Ad de Vries, Dictionary of Symbols and Imagery (North-Holland
Publishing Company, 1974), p. 501.

% Wauthering Heights, p. 138.

() ‘The love grows up through the children's adventurous comradeship,
common endurance, and mutual championship. Sex is no outward part of
it; so far as the story says or implies, they never exchanged a kiss till the
day Catherine died.’—Laura L. Hinkley, The Bromntés (Hastings House
Publishers, 1948), p. 331.

@30 ‘There is thus a bond between Catherine and Edgar, and it is this bond
which Heathcliff's outlandish behaviour before and after Catherine’s death
is alming to sever, In claiming that he 5 not taking vengeance on
Catherine, Heathcliff is telling the truth in that he wants the true Catherine,
free as the moors, to be happy away from the restraints of Thrushcross
Grange, but he ignores Catherine's affection for Edgar, and the only way he
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can show that this affection is shallow is by the mockery of his marriage
with Isabella’—Tom Winnifrith, op. cit., p. 57.

@  The Complete Poewms of Emily Jane Bronté, p. 163.

(1)  Wauthering Heights, pp. 134-5.

(44 W.A. Craik, op. cif., p. 26.

(5  Wuthering Heights, p. 139,

te ‘In fact, he (i, e, Heathcliff) reveals to Nelly and [sabella the selfishness
of his love for Catherine and of the means he uses to convince himself that
he is actually behaving more nobly than Edgar. This is especially plain in
Chapter X1V, and culminates in Heathcliff's derisive comment on Edgar,
“It is not in him to be loved like me."— Philip Drew, ‘Charlotte Bronte as
a Critic of “Wuthering Heights,” Wuthering Heights : An Anthology of
Criticism, p. 128

tn  Wuthering Heights, pp. 254-5.

48 ‘I have a single wish, and my whole being and faculties are yearning to
attainit. They have yearned towards it so long, and so unwaveringly, that
I'm convinced it will be reached—and soon—because it has devoured my
existence. I am swallowed in the anticipation of its fulfilment.’— Wuther-
ing Heights, p. 256.

(30 Wuthering Heighis, p. 74.

0 The Complete Poems of Emily Jane Bronté, p. 92,

@) Emily's death, as Charlotte has movingly described it, was a titanic battle
of the will between Emily and Charlotte : Charlotte’s fanatical determi-
nation to keep Emily alive pitted against Emily’s equally strong will »net to
rally her forces to live, at least not as dictated by Charlotte. From her
first moments of illness until she was actually dying she immunized herself
against Charlotte’s ministrations. First, she refused to have a doctor. In
Charlotte's words: “She refused medicine ; she rejected medical advice;
no reasoning or entreaty would induce her to see a doctor.” Charlotte
wrote to Ellen, October 28th, 1948

Emily’s cough and cold are very obstinate. I fear she has pain in the
chest, and | sometimes catch a shortness in her breathing when she has
moved at all quickly. She looks very, very thin and pale. Her reserved
nature occastons me great uneasiness of mind. [t is useless to question
her ; you get no answers. It is still more useless to recommend remedies.
They are never adopted.’—Norma Crandall, Emily Bronte: A Psychological
Portrait (Richard R. Smith Publisher, Inc., 1957}, pp. 133-2.

45 See Laura L. Hinkley, op, cif., p. 339.
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4% Virginia Woolf, The Common Reader, First Series (The Hogarth Press,
1951}, p. 202.

— 31—



A Note on Emily Bront&’s Wuthering Heights

Tokizo SANADA

This essay seeks to examine the process by which Catherine and
Heathcliff transcend the barriers of their separate individualities and
achieve their spiritual reunion through death. Catherine has an
illusion that only the simultaneous possession of Heathcliff and
Edgar Linton would satisfy her. When she sees that she cannot have
both, she realizes at last she is irrevocably separated from Heathcliff.
She also realizes she can never again enjoy the intimacy they had as
children. Heathcliff's sadistic treatment of others is the only kind of
confirmation of existence for him, for he is denied the relationship
with Catherine who is his only source of connection with life. It is
only through death that his reunion with Catherine is established.
Throughout Wuthering Heights there is evidence that human life and
individual passions are in the shadow of death. This implies that the
dissolution of mortal bodies is of no Import to Emily Bronté.
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