Wuthering Heights by Emily Bronte
facts and significant passages from chapters 12, 13, 14, 15

· Hareton Earnshaw was born in June 1778; in 1783 he is approximately 5.75 years old.

· Catherine Earnshaw and Edgar Linton are married in late spring (May?) 1783.
· Heathcliff returns in September 1783—four or five months later
· Twenty years before October 1783, Hindley was six years old. Nelly was approximately the same age (1763).
covetous

1 marked by inordinate desire for wealth or possessions or for another's possessions
2 having a craving for possession <covetous of power>
cov·et·ous·ly adverb    cov·et·ous·ness noun
Significant Passages

1. “That I set down as speech meant for Edgar’s ears; I believed no such thing, so I kept it to myself, and brought her some tea and dry toast” (Dover, 88/Tor, 131).

“...but I could not get rid of the notion that she acted the part of her disorder” (Dover, 89/Tor, 132).

“’...so we couldn’t inform you of her state, as we were not aware of it ourselves, but it is nothing’” (Dover, 93/Tor, 139).

2. “And say what I could, I was incapable of making her comprehend it to be her own; so I rose and covered it with a shawl” (Dover, 91/Tor, 135).

3. “’Oh, if I were but in my own bed in the old house!’ she went on bitterly, wringing her hands. ‘And that wind sounding in the firs by the lattice. Do let me feel it--it comes straight down the moor--do let me have one breath!’” (Dover, 91/Tor, 136). Hint: see pages Dover, 17/Tor, 25.

. “’ I did not recall that they had been at all. I was a child; my father was just buried, and my misery arose from the separation that Hindley had ordered between me, and Heathcliff -- I was laid alone, for the first time, and, rousing from a dismal dose, after a night of weeping -- I lifted my hand to push the panels aside, it struck the table-top! I 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 felt so wildly wretched -- it must have been temporary derangement for there is scarcely cause -- But, supposing at twelve years old, I had been wrenched from the Heights, and every early association, and my all in all, as Heathcliff was at that time, and been converted, at a stroke into Mrs. Linton, the lady of Thrushcross Grange, and the wife of a stranger; an exile, and outcast, thenceforth, from what had been my world’” (Dover, 92/Tor, 136-137).  

5. “’Find a way, then! not through that Kirkyard...You are  slow! Be content, you always followed me!’” (Dover, 93/Tor, 138).

6. “By the fire stood a ruffianly child, strong in limb, and dirty in garb, with a look of Catherine in his eyes, and about his mouth” (Dover, 101/Tor, 150).

7. “...it was opened by a tall, gaunt man, without neckerchief, and otherwise extremely slovenly; his features were lost in masses of shaggy hair that hung on his shoulders; and his eyes, too, were like a ghostly Catherine's, with all their beauty annihilated” (Dover, 101/Tor, 151).

8. “I took it from his hand, touched the blade. He looked astonishment at the expression my face assumed during a brief second. It was not horror, it was covetousness” (Dover, 103/Tor, 154).


9. "...promising that I should be Edgar’s proxy in suffering, till he could get a hold of him” (Dover, 107/Tor, 159).

10.  “’Tell your master Nelly that I never, in all my life, met with such an abject thing as she is. She even disgraces the name of Linton; and I’ve sometimes relented, from pure lack of invention, in my experiments on what she could endure, and still creep shamefully cringing back! But tell him, also, to set his fraternal and magisterial heart at ease: that I keep strictly within the limits of the law’” (Dover, 111/Tor, 166).

11. “’He might as well plant an oak in a flower-pot, and expect it to thrive, as imagine he can restore her to vigour in the soil of his shallow cares!’” (Dover, 113/Tor, 169).


12. “’I wish I could hold you till we both were dead! I shouldn’t care what you suffered. I care nothing for your sufferings. Why shouldn’t you suffer? I do! Will you forget me? Will you be happy when I am in the earth?’” (Dover, 117/Tor, 174).

13. “’You teach me now how cruel you’ve been--cruel and false. Why did you despise me? Why did you betray your own heart, Cathy? I 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......I have not broken your heart--you have broken it; and in breaking it, you have broken mine’” (Dover, 119/Tor, 176-177).

14. “’No!’ she shrieked. ‘Oh, don’t, don’t go. It is the last time! Edgar will not hurt us. Heathcliff, I shall die! I shall die!’” (Dover, 120/Tor, 178).
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