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            I’ve dreamt in my life dreams that have stayed with me ever after … they’ve gone through and through me, like wine through water, and altered the colour of my mind.

            Emily Brontë
Wuthering Heightsxii
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         What wakes me from my dreams? Dreams in which my soul flies free, running barefoot on the moors below night skies in which a thousand, thousand stars are glittering…

         Don’t go. Don’t leave me here. Cold. Alone. In darkness. I try to snatch the visions back. But, like the stars, one by one, they dissolve and flicker out. All that remains is the oily stagnant silence of the grave – though not so silent anymore. I can hear a rhythmic thudding. Nearer still, the scrape of metal. The whining creak of splintered wood, before the lid of the box in which I’m lying is wrenched open and a breeze rushes in…

         ‘See that!’ There is a voice, querulous and cracked with age. ‘That garland on her head. Petals crumbling to dust. You shouldn’t linger there for long. The peat might preserve the bodies of the dead, but once the air touches them…’

         The warning hangs, ominous, until another deeper voice offers back the terse response, ‘Sexton, hush thy mouth! Go away! Leave me in peace. Keep a watch on the gate.’

         Why is this voice familiar? Not quite a memory for me, more like a shadow on my soul, touching the heart that does not beat, sending a shiver through the veins in which the blood has long since frozen; but melting a little when I feel the softest brush of his lips against my ear. The words of yearning and regret – ‘Oh, my love, won’t you come back. Come and haunt me. Drive me 2mad. Send the Devil to torment me, only don’t leave me here alone for another eighteen years.’

         Eighteen years? Is it so long? How strange is the sensation of new movement in my body when he lifts one of my hands, turning the wrist to seek a scar, a mark so faded and fine that none would know of its existence. But he knows, and as he traces his thumb back and forth over the ghosting of the wound, he is whispering again, ‘Do you remember the promise? What we both swore when we were children?’

         I don’t remember anything, only aware of this one moment. The liquid warmth of his tears as they spill across my cheeks, seeping into bleached white eyes. And could it be that this man’s sorrow holds the spell of some enchantment, for I am no longer blind, and though my vision is at first only a blur of light and shade, I can see the golden shimmer of a halo round his head.

         Is this an angel, come to save me? I recall one of my dreams, in which I’d died and gone to heaven. But, as soon as I was there, I broke my heart, wanting to leave, and all the angels grew so angry they flung me down onto the heath where I awoke in fits of sobbing. Not from grief, but for the joy of being back where I belonged. The only paradise I wanted.

         Instead, I am in Hell, and the black eyes that fuse with mine must surely be the Devil’s, with the halo I’d imagined being nothing but the shimmer of a lantern that is balanced at the edge of the grave – to which the sexton now returns, peering down through the gloom as he anxiously enquires, ‘Won’t you come out and leave her be, or be damned for sacrilege. And I’ll be sure to lose my job if this new grave’s not prepared for tomorrow’s burial.’

         ‘Damn that milksop of a husband. Damn the fact that he’ll be lying here beside her in the morning.’ The answer flung back up at him is one of spitting hate. ‘Give me your spade and I’ll break open this one side of her coffin. When my time comes, you’ll do the same with any box they place me in. You’ll lay me close and let the dust of our remains mingle here for all eternity.’

         An eternity. In darkness? Through the whirling of my panic, I hear the wailing of a babe.

         A child? Was there a child? I am trying to remember, but then the screeching comes again, and I realise it’s nothing but the cry of a bird. A crow flies out from the overhanging branches of a yew. The snapping beat of its wings is like 3a drum, a call to follow. And how easily my spirit leaves its mortal carapace, insubstantial, all but weightless as I rise up – past the man who kneels beside me in the grave, past the hunched and aged figure of the sexton on the surface – wanting to laugh for the sheer joy when I am in the open air, gazing up at purple skies in which a moon shines silver bright in a galaxy of stars. Could I keep flying up towards them, just as the bird is soaring free above the walls, across the heath? Instead, I anchor my toes into the grass where dew drops sparkle in the glimmer of the lamplight, where yellowed hems of fraying lace puddle like water at my feet.

         Is this a funeral gown? It seems more fitting for a bride. In my confusion I’m distracted by the fluttering of moths around the nodding heads of harebells clumped beside a small white headstone on which the words are engraved:

         
            CATHERINE LINTON

            28TH MAY 1765 ~ 20TH MARCH 1784

         

         If that is me, why do I feel as if I have another name? Does he know? Could he tell me? The man who's dragged himself out from the hole, who’s on his feet, brushing off the damp black soil clinging to his hands and face, before he freezes and intense bloodshot eyes are fused with mine.

         My murderer! I mouth the words. Where does it come from, this conviction? I wonder if he’s heard, but then he seems to look straight through me, the faintest tremble in his voice when he asks the older man, ‘Do you see? That orb of light, the other side of the grave?’

         The sexton scowls, though the gruffness of his voice holds sympathy, ‘There are no ghosts who haunt this graveyard, only the guilt of memories carried here by the living. What you heard is nothing more than the wind among the trees. Your mind is playing tricks. You should be off now, Mr. Heathcliff. You don’t look well. Find your bed. Pray for your soul to be released from this obsession with the dead.’

         Heathcliff. His name is Heathcliff. 

         In the soft illumination of the gravedigger’s lamp, I can see him clearly now. Unruly long black hair is silvered grey around the temples. A handsome face is darkly burnished and in the glitter of his eyes, I recognise not the man in middle 4years he has become, but the leaner gypsy features of the boy he used to be. More than that, I see the mirror of myself within their gleam, though gone is the pallid waxen image of the dead. Here is a different kind of ghost. The ghost of memory returning. Here is a girl of five or six, with laughing eyes and apple cheeks blushed and freckled by the sun – and she is beckoning to me.

         I turn around, and there she is! This younger version of myself stands cloaked in shadows underneath the spreading branches of the yew. It is as if there is a cord, invisible, connecting us, when I’m compelled to walk towards her, reaching out to feel the warmth of her small fingers curled through mine. I don’t look back when she gives a gentle tug and leads me off, along the paths between the graves, towards the kirkyard’s iron gates.
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         Below the vast expanse of stars shining brightly in black skies we reach a house that stands alone and very high upon the moors. A stone above the door is engraved with the name of its first owner, Hareton Earnshaw, and the year of 1500. Garlanded with crumbling griffins and winged cherubs, mossed in green, the impression is baroque. A somewhat fanciful adornment when compared to the building’s overall austere appearance – more like a fortress than a home, with narrow windows, deeply set, and buttresses at every corner. But then Wuthering Heights has forever been at war with the turbulence of weather, as are the firs that grow about it, their stunted limbs slanting sideways, craving the alms of the sun as if they might be supplicants.

         A ground-floor window is aglow with the light of a candle. Within that gilded frame I see the figure of the girl who, only moments before, had been here at my side. But now she stands within the house, and the hand that clutched my own is busy rubbing a spyhole through a mist of condensation formed by her breaths on the glass. Her nose is pressed to diamond panes. Her wide brown eyes are peering out into the darkness of the yard.

         Is she searching for me? No. Already, I’m forgotten. Or rather, not yet known. This is the living child I have conjured from my past, and she thinks only of the father who’s been absent for three days while on a trip to Liverpool.

         This girl is all her father’s child, and she has missed him very much – the 6burly handsome man who can be stern but is more oft only bemused by his daughter’s mischievous headstrong spirit, how every day she will plague him with her chattering and laughter, running off across the moors and getting up to who knows what. But, at night when he returns from his work upon the farm, she will sit quiet on his lap, watching the firelight as it glimmers over polished pewter plates, and all the colours of the cannisters that line the mantle shelf. She’ll rest her head upon his chest, lulled by the hushing of his breaths and steady thudding of his heart. She’ll stroke her fingers through the whiskers growing thickly on his cheeks as she drifts into sleep…

         
             

         

         Fully awakened from the slumber of my grave, I recall the disappointment she’d felt – that I’d felt so very keenly – when Father failed to return at the hour he’d been expected. Indeed, it grew so late that Joseph, the surly-minded Bible-thumping farmhand who always shared our evening meals and the comfort of the hearth, had already climbed the ladder in the kitchen to his garret, which was the greatest relief for those of us who still remained in the hall of the house – being myself, my brother Hindley, Mother, and Nell the maid.

         With the miserable old pharisee no longer there to judge our actions, we were free to converse, to read, or sing a song or two, without the fear of tutting breaths or sullen warnings of damnation for the sins of earthly pleasures. As far as Joseph was concerned, the only stories to be read were those contained within his Bible. The only music tolerated were the dirges we might sing every Sunday in the kirk. But that night his disapproval had been based on what he’d claimed to be our avarice and greed – my brother Hindley looking forward to the fiddle Father promised, with the one he then possessed being more suited to an infant than a boy of fourteen years. And, for myself, I was bubbling in a ferment of excitement to see the whip I’d requested for the riding of my pony, even suggesting to our mother that I take the little mare out on the moors that very night to meet my father on the path.

         ‘You will do nothing of the sort. You’ll stay right here!’ my mother snapped when my intention was announced. ‘The ground is wet and hazardous from all the rain we’ve had of late. Regardless of which, what sort of father would allow a child of six upon a horse? I sometimes wonder if he has an ounce of sense inside his head.’7

         ‘He says I’m old and brave enough, and I ride as well as Hindley.’ I persisted stubbornly, but with no hope of her relenting, for it was already twilight, and silver mists swirled round the house like the spectres of dead souls. Standing there beside the window, pressing my nose against the glass, there was a moment when I really did believe some apparition had been standing in the lane that ran beyond the farmyard gate. A woman who appeared to wear a dress made of cobwebs, her mournful eyes very dark, and so resembling my mother’s, and my mother’s full-lipped mouth, but without her bitter scowl, or the lines that often deepened into furrows on her brow.

         When I cried out in alarm, turning around to tell the others of the vision I’d just witnessed, Hindley said I was a liar, and Mother – leaning close as she peered through the glass – replied in irritation, ‘You are a wicked girl, to speak of me as if I’m dead. Why must you plague us with your nonsense? There’s no-one there. There never was.’

         ‘No. You’re wrong. You must look harder! There! There she is!’ I grabbed at Mother’s skirts, pointing towards what still appeared as clear as day to my own eyes – though even as I spoke the woman started to fade, and all too soon she’d disappeared in a shimmer on the air. But I knew what I had seen, and for a moment I was left feeling strangely incomplete, almost as if I might have lost a vital part of myself. Some energy that oozed away just as the clock by the door marked the passing of the seconds, and then the minutes, and what seemed to be forever and an age.

         The reverie was broken by the barking of the dogs kept tethered in the barn, and then the all too solid figure of my brother as he ran from the cover of the porch. Did that mean Father was home? Quite forgetting any ghost, I swiftly followed in his wake, crossing the cobbles of the yard, climbing the bars of the gate upon which Hindley leaned his elbows, while I sat with both my legs dangling down either side. But, alas, there was no sign of anyone walking towards us through the green tunnel of the lane, so whatever roused the dogs must have been a false alarm – and many more were to follow as the dusk fell into night, during which Mother delayed serving up that evening’s supper more times than I remember. Even when Nell was allowed to place the stew pot on the table, Mother continued muttering about what business could have been so important for a man to think of leaving his farmstead in the middle 8of the harvest? And what if he had been attacked and left for dead in Liverpool? How would she ever be the wiser?

         In such an anxious state, she became a little breathless, wincing as if in pain when she clutched both of her hands to her breast and paced the room, only resting when instructing Nell to place lighted candles in every window of the house. To form a beacon, I supposed, in case our father should be lost in any fog upon the moors. Meanwhile, Hindley and I were told to go and find our beds, but Mother did relent when we both begged to be allowed to wait up a little longer, after which I settled down on the sheepskin by the fire, fondling the drowsy puppy lying in a wicker basket: a pretty liver-coloured bitch born the runt of a litter, which Nell was feeding by hand until it gained sufficient weight to go back out to the barn.

         We were all bleary-eyed and on the point of nodding off when the clock beside the door chimed out the hour of eleven. Soon after that, the distant creak of the yard gate being opened. The heavy splash of feet in puddles, and then the rattle of the latch before our father staggered in with clods of mud and sodden grass being discarded from his boots as he crossed the polished flags and flung himself into a chair. There, half groaning, half laughing, he had not uttered one word before I rushed to his side and began to remonstrate, ‘Father, you’re late! Where have you been? Mother thought you must be lost. Did you remember to bring me the present I wanted? Did you…’

         ‘Have mercy!’ Father smiled, and instead of reaching out to pull me up onto his lap, as he usually did, he shook his head and heaved a sigh. ‘I am near close to being killed from the exertion of my journey. I’ll not repeat such a walk for all the three kingdoms. And then to nearly die of fright when I stumbled over this…’

         As he said this, like a magician, Father opened his greatcoat and revealed what, until then, had been concealed within its folds. A child that looked about my age, but one so thin, so grimed with filth, I wondered if it bathed itself in coal instead of water.

         Staring in amazement at the tangle of black hair all but obscuring any eyes, it struck me that my father might have found himself a goblin. But before I could ask there came a rustling of skirts as my mother left her chair and gave a gasp of disbelief: ‘Whatever can it be?’9

         ‘It is as dark as the Devil,’ my father replied, before his gaze moved on to Hindley standing close at Mother’s side. ‘But mayhap a gift from God.’

         ‘What do you mean, a gift from God?’ My mother shouted back, ‘You cannot mean to keep that filthy little urchin in this house? How can you bear the stink of it? It must be riddled with lice. Throw it out. Let it sleep in the barn if you must. Who knows what blood runs in its…’

         Her voice trailed off, for as our father set the child upon its feet, so it opened its mouth and started up a heartfelt sobbing, babbling out a string of words too badly formed to comprehend.

         ‘Dear God! Is it cursing us now?’ my mother asked.

         My father sighed in exasperation. ‘He is merely afraid, and little wonder at your welcome. Have you no pity in your heart? Would you expect me to have left him as good as dumb, starving and homeless on the streets of Liverpool?’

         ‘Only a moment ago you said you’d found him on the moors.’ Mother continued with her grumbles, looking on with disdain when my father called for Nell to come and take the boy away to the kitchen to be washed, and then to put him to bed with either Hindley or myself.

         My brother and I were much alarmed at that proposal but, as some peace had been restored, we contented ourselves with asking Father once again about the presents he had promised, even searching through the pockets of the coat he’d discarded, only to find Hindley’s fiddle had been crushed beyond repair. And, when it came to my whip, Father said he must have dropped it as he’d walked the night-time roads, far more concerned with carrying the little bairn he had saved.

         Hindley spoke begrudgingly: ‘And what of Nell? You promised her some apples and pears. Or has that thing eaten them?’

         Father’s expression held regret, for he was fond of the maid whom he had known since infancy, when her own mother had been hired as Hindley’s wetnurse at the Heights, and the two babes had then been raised as close as siblings for some years.

         Whether on Nell’s behalf, or through his own disappointment, Hindley’s lip began to tremble. A moment more and he was sniffling in the arms of our mother, which both grieved and confused me, for being more than twice my age surely Hindley was too old to behave in such a manner? But I was also 10somewhat riled, having imagined Hindley playing a jig on his new fiddle, perhaps a chance for me to sing and do a dance around the room – and now that was impossible.

         Suddenly simmering with rage, I flew along the passage that led to the kitchen, where I found the little stranger naked and shivering with cold as he stood before the hearth. Meanwhile, the rags he’d been wearing smouldered and hissed on the fire, and over that came the sound of Nelly’s grumbles as she scrubbed at the boy’s dirty flesh: ‘I shall need another candle. I can hardly tell what’s grime and what must be his natural colour!’

         There was light enough to see how his ribs were protruding through the flesh of his chest, the pity of his stick-thin limbs, and the mournful expression of dark eyes within bruised hollows. At the sight of those eyes, how could my conscience not be pricked? But my fury was the greater when I remembered my whip and my brother’s broken fiddle, slapping and spitting at the boy in such a rage that my father was alerted to the noise, coming into the room to clip me soundly on the ear.

         I’d never once felt the weight of my father’s hand before, and I was stunned to hear him say, ‘Isn’t it time you learned some manners! Get to your room, you little hot head. Pray to God for his forgiveness. And while you’re there, mayhap you’ll ponder on how blessed your life has been. Always a roof over your head, and good warm food inside your belly.’

         ‘I will go to my bed, but I won’t have that devil near me!’ I shouted back and stamped a foot, all but blind from the tears that were springing in my eyes.

         
             

         

         Ever was I the victim of impulsive fiery tempers, but my moods were like the wind. One moment a storm, the next becalmed. A summer’s day. And so, I woke on the next morn with no more thoughts of any whip, or of my father’s reprimand, only smiling with contentment when I opened my eyes to see a haze of tiny dust motes swirling gold above my pillow.

         How I loved waking there, in the bed that Father told me was as old as the house. Near enough three hundred years, though it was hard for me to think of such a vast expanse of time, or to imagine all the people who might have slept there before. But, for now, it was mine. My secret den with wooden walls, and a pair of sliding doors through which I climbed onto the mattress, on the 11other side of which was the painted stone ledge where I kept all my books. I often pushed them aside to rest my hands against the small diamond panes of the lattice, staring down across the yard, or further still to see the wilderness and wonder of the moors where every day of that past summer I’d gone riding on my pony and believed myself to be some explorer of new kingdoms. But now the winter was upon us and, with the weather more inclement, I much preferred my box bed world, closing the doors for privacy before I lost myself in chanting all the verses I had learned from Tommy Thumb’s Pretty Songs, or – a more recent obsession – a book my brother had discarded, with illus­trations and descriptions of most every kind of animal and insect you’d imagine, many so fantastical they might have come from Fairyland.

         On the morning that followed Father’s return from Liverpool, I awoke to hear the trilling of the birds perched in the fir trees growing close outside the window. I thought it strange to hear their song but only silence in the house, for it was always Father’s habit to rise with the dawn, joining Nell, who clattered pots and pans and china in the kitchen while he and Joseph ate their breakfasts and discussed whatever tasks needed attention on the farm – such as the laying down of hay for any lambs in the barn, or…

         All at once, I recalled the foundling boy Father brought home. Had he slept in the barn as my mother demanded? Or had Hindley relented and agreed to share his bed? Why was the house so very quiet? Was he a goblin after all, casting our family within some sleeping spell of an enchantment?

         I shivered when I thought of a story Nell once told me, the maid’s grey eyes fused with mine as she conjured up the nightmare of the boggarts on the moors. Malicious creatures that occasionally crept into people’s houses, sneaking underneath the sheets as owners slept in their beds, placing their clammy froglike fingers over noses and mouths until the victims could not breathe and died a death of suffocation. Even if they let you live, you must never think to try and give a boggart any name, for if you did it would possess a secret power over you and your entire family. No matter where you fled, how far you ran away from home, you would never escape. It would follow you forever.

         With this story in my mind, I summoned every ounce of courage, crawling out of my bed to creep across the room, pausing and holding my breath at the 12creaking of the boards until, at last, I reached the door. Wincing anew at whining hinges, I stepped out onto the landing, in the middle of which was a run of dark oak stairs leading down into the hall, and on the other side of that a narrow passage opening to all the other upstairs chambers where…

         What was that, on the floor outside my parents’ bedroom door? A cry of shock escaped my lips to see the beggar lying swamped within the folds of a white nightshirt, and with the liver-coloured puppy snuggled close against his belly. Staring down, open mouthed, I was transfixed to realise this was no boggart from the marsh, only a boy like any other. But then, what boy around these parts ever had skin as brown as that? Could he be something more exotic? A little prince conjured to life from The Arabian Nights?

         My musings ended when the door of my parents’ room was opened. A stream of sunlight slanted through and silhouetted in its midst there loomed the figure of my father. Wearing nothing but his drawers, he growled a yawn and raised his fists to rub the sleep from his eyes – which were opened in confusion when I whispered his name and raised one finger to my lips, before I walked a little nearer, kneeling down beside the boy who lay so still I had to wonder if he lived, or…

         ‘Is he dead? He looks dead.’ I stared at Father in dismay.

         He murmured his response. ‘Don’t worry, Cath. Poor little wretch must be exhausted from the journey.’

         ‘But, has he been here all night?’ I dropped my head in abject shame, dabbing the hems of my nightgown to my eyes when I cried, somewhat too dramatically, ‘I’m sorry, Father. I was selfish. I don’t care about my whip. I’ll try to be kinder. I’ll even let him share my bed, and…’

         My words broke off when my mother came to stand at Father’s side. ‘What’s going on? What is that thing doing there on the floor?’

         Father’s response came slow and steady, but not without a note of anger. ‘I assumed Nell would take the child to her room. She’ll be sorry when I find her. She’ll feel the lashing of my tongue, and…’

         The pup awoke, blinking its eyes, crawling into my lap as Mother snapped her interruption: ‘You’ll leave Nell be! I only wish she’d had the sense to throw it out.’

         ‘Well, here he is, and here he stays!’ Father said defiantly, to which she 13muttered in frustration, ‘Does the child have a name? I suppose we’ll have to know … if you really mean to keep it.’

         ‘Oh, do let us keep him,’ I pleaded with them both.

         Ignoring me, Father turned to his wife and dourly said, ‘No name that I know of.’

         ‘I noticed last night,’ she carried on, voice trembling as she stared at the boy who was still fast asleep and entirely unaware of what was going on around him, ‘he has the look of our first son.’

         Father reached out to touch her arm. She shook him off and stepped away, but not before she met his eyes and something dark, something complicit, ran between the two of them.

         Meanwhile, I cradled the dog and thought about the little stone laid in the nearby village kirkyard. The one belonging to the brother born before the existence of either Hindley or myself, and all but hidden by the greenery that trailed across the wall from common land the other side. Some Sunday mornings after church, my mother liked to linger there, cutting the foliage away, laying fresh flowers on the grave. But not so often of late. And Father said that was more fitting, to leave the ground above that coffin growing wild and untended, as if he – if anything might yet remain of his dead son – was still a part of our lives. Where we belonged, upon the moors.

         Much like the sound of the wind when it was soughing through the trees, my father sighed and voiced the name buried in silence for so long: ‘Heathcliff. We’ll call him Heathcliff.’

         As for the sleeping boy, this was the alchemy to wake him. The slightest flutter of the lids before his eyes opened wide. The blackest eyes you could imagine, in which I glimpsed my own reflection. And, it was the queerest thing, but I knew with every fibre of my being it was true: Here is the other half of me. 
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         A star was inked on the almanac nailed on the kitchen wall. It marked my birthday, in May. When the morn at last arrived, I awoke and dressed in haste, rousing Heathcliff from his bed and dragging him down to the kitchen, where I’d fervently been hoping to find my mother at the table, greeting me with a smile. Perhaps a present in her hands.

         Alas, such hopes were doomed. Since last Christmas she’d been ill and very rarely left her room, and that day was no exception. Still, I had thought to find my father, but when I tugged on Nelly’s apron and enquired where he could be, the maid looked back from the stove where she’d been scraping at a pan and announced, ‘You’ve risen late. He and Joseph are already at their labours in the fields.’

         ‘And Hindley too?’

         ‘Who can say?’ Nell shrugged dismissively. ‘But I did hear the sounds of snoring from behind your brother’s door when I took a tray of tea up for your mother earlier … which means more breakfast for you. I’ve made your favourite. Buttered eggs.’

         As Heathcliff fell upon his food, I pushed my own around the plate, lacking all appetite to eat until Nell joined us at the table where she poured herself some tea, taking a sip or two of that before she peered across the rim of her cup and announced, ‘Well, Miss Cathy, as it is your seventh birthday today, 15your father says you may decide on our supper tonight … within reason, of course.’

         ‘So, Father did remember!’ Any knots of dejection still twisting in my belly dissolved like snowmelt in the sunshine. But, before I gave an answer, I pressed my lips to Heathcliff’s ear and murmured, ‘Help me choose. What would you best like to eat?’

         When he’d whispered his reply, I pronounced with some gusto, ‘Onion sausage, and a cake. With cream, and jam and currants too. But…’ – I had a sudden thought – ‘you must make it very big, because it isn’t just for me.’

         ‘Who else would it be for?’

         ‘Heathcliff!’ I exclaimed, smiling fondly at my friend with what I hoped Nell might construe as the expression of a saint. ‘As he doesn’t seem to know when or where he was born, I have decided he and I will share a birthday from now on.’

         I heard the doubt in Nelly’s voice. ‘Let’s keep that thought as our own secret. You know your mother wouldn’t like it. The doctor says she must be calm. Not get upset in any way. But…’ – she heaved the sigh of her acceptance – ‘Heathcliff does look about your age, and you do carry on like twins born joined at the hip. Like the calves I once saw at a fair in Scarborough. Pickled they were, in a glass tank, while people paid to stand and gawp.’

         ‘Oh Nell, that’s horrible!’ I immediately retorted, though in a way she was right. Since the morn when I’d found Heathcliff asleep on the floor outside my parents’ chamber door, we’d become the firmest friends, rarely ever seen apart – whether we rambled in the pastures helping Father with the sheep, or with our heads pressed together during lessons with the curate, who had professed himself astonished that as ignorant a wretch as Heathcliff had been at the time of their first meeting could go on to show such promise in every subject set before him.

         The learning carried on at night, when Heathcliff often left his chamber and crept into mine, climbing through my box-bed doors and sitting propped against the pillows as we read to each other from the books in my collection. One of my favourites at the time was an atlas of the world, turning the pages to discover the most exotic-sounding countries as I asked, ‘Do you think you were kidnapped as a baby by pirates in the Southern Seas? 16Could your father have been a sultan from Arabia, or the Emperor of China, or…’

         So curious I was about his origins. What adventures I would conjure up for him to play a part in as we imagined my bed to be a Spanish galleon, or a fairytale palace, or a carriage being chased by a band of highwaymen – until the candle flickered out and there was nothing but the silence and the darkness to cocoon us. Even then, the fantasies would still be swirling in my mind as we drifted into slumber, when I would snuggle very close and press my nose into his neck, inhaling the earthy sweetness of the odour exuded through his skin. And, if I woke in the night to hear him crying in his sleep, as he did from time to time, then I would whisper his name and stroke my fingers through his hair, almost as if I had been soothing a frightened animal.

         He had good reason to be fearful. In the two years since his arrival, Mother’s initial wariness turned to an active dislike. When still in better health, she would frequently complain that Father favoured the foundling he’d brought home from Liverpool above the son who had been born of their own flesh and blood. I don’t believe that was the case. Not then, anyway. But, unlike her, Father refused to turn blind eyes or make excuses on those occasions when my brother sought to hurt the younger boy.

         Now, at seventeen years of age, Hindley was not over-tall but he’d inherited our father’s strength and muscularity. With Heathcliff at that time little more than skin and bone, what was the hope of fighting back? Not that he ever complained, with any injuries kept hidden beneath the layers of his clothing; although less easy to hide was a split and bleeding lip, or the livid purple bruise that might appear around an eye. My father surely guessed the truth, though Heathcliff never ran to him telling tales of his ill treatment. Despite my own propensity to rant and rave at the slightest perception of offence, Heathcliff was taciturn by nature. If Father pressed him, he would say he’d stumbled in the yard, or else been thrown from my pony while out riding on the moors – which I suppose could have happened for he galloped like the wind. But I had never seen him fall.

         Like me, he seemed to have a natural affinity with every horse kept in the stables. And it was not just the horses. Even the surliest of dogs on the farm would become as meek as puppies in his presence – which unnerved Joseph 17no end, leading to ominous dark warnings being muttered to my father: ‘Beware the false prophets which come to you in sheep’s clothing, but inwardly are ravening dogs. I ask you, Maister Earnshaw, what bairn as young as yonder Heathcliff could own such powers of persuasion? Think on, if you will, of the tales told of wolves that live by day as normal men, but then at night are wild as demons. What if this lad is the whelp of such unnatural beings? I feel it in my bones. He’ll bring ill fortune on us all.’

         
             

         

         I sensed no omen of ill fortune when Heathcliff and I left the kitchen that morn to set about our daily chores. Since Mother’s illness, my task had been collecting any eggs laid by the chickens in the coop or the hedges of the lane. Heathcliff’s was to feed the dogs kept kennelled in the barn, and that was where he’d been heading when my basket was half-filled and I was taken with a sudden whim of mischief and called, ‘Heathcliff. Quick! Can you catch?’

         He spun around just in time to save the egg I’d thrown his way. But then, he wasn’t too surprised. It was a game we often played, and never yet had one been damaged. But on that day, when Heathcliff placed the egg back in my basket, he didn’t mirror my smile, only glanced about the yard with an expression of concern.

         Had he noticed someone there? Had the cantankerous old Joseph returned from the fields to clip us both about the ears, for there was nothing he liked better than to trample our amusements down like thistles in the clover. Squinting against the morning sunlight, I surveyed the farmyard buildings, and then the windows of the house, but saw no faces staring back. The only eyes to be observed were those belonging to the cherubs and the griffins carved in stone on the plaque above the porch – and what harm could they do?

         But Heathcliff’s anxious state had also set my nerves on edge, so much so I trailed behind when he’d gone into the barn, lingering beside the doors to watch him kneel in the straw and pet the liver-coloured bitch he had loved from a pup – and she as fond in return, whimpering to greet her friend, rolling over on her back and squirming with delight as he rubbed her underbelly.

         It may be foolish to imagine being jealous of a dog, but that’s exactly what I was, and why I called his name again before I threw another egg, simply to garner his attention. But this time he wasn’t ready, too slow to struggle to his 18feet, where his balance was lost and the egg went flying past, coming to land among some pots arranged across a nearby shelf.

         Heathcliff gasped, looking stricken at the sudden hollow thud, and then the fainter drip drip drip as viscous white and yellow yolk oozed from the shell to the floor. Meanwhile, I laughed and did my best to try and reassure my friend: ‘It was my fault. It doesn’t matter. And, anyway, who’s here to know?’

         ‘I’ll know.’ Another voice interrupted my own. But it was not from Heathcliff’s lips, and neither was it Joseph. This was my brother, who’d been lurking underneath one of the ladders leading up to the loft where sacks of corn and hay were stored. ‘Is our father aware…’ Hindley continued through a sneer, ‘how this cuckoo wastes our food, and anything he doesn’t waste he likes to steal from our mouths? Why, just this morning I awoke with the fancy for an egg, only for Nell to inform me there was nothing left but porridge.’

         I thrust my basket out towards him, ‘Have these if you’re so hungry. But shouldn’t you be fed already … out working in the fields with Father?’

         ‘What’s it to you?’ Hindley asked, stepping out from shadows, slowly raising a hand to push away the thick brown fringe falling loose across his eyes. ‘Our father has no care of where I am, or what I do. His sole affection nowadays is for this cuckoo friend of yours.’ Saying this, Hindley glanced at what congealed beside his feet. ‘Who should be down on his knees, licking this mess with his tongue. Like the dog that he is.’

         Hindley’s voice, though mostly broken, sometimes reverted to the higher fluting notes of his childhood. It happened then. A sudden squeak. Impossible not to laugh, and Heathcliff’s mouth also twitched in the semblance of a smile, which was enough to cause my brother’s face to turn a beetroot red. Hindley aimed a vicious kick at Heathcliff’s shoulder, then his back. Heathcliff slumped over with a grunt but made no other sound, after which I hoped my brother might have suffered some remorse, seeking to make amends when he reached for Heathcliff’s arm as if to aid him to his feet. But this was not an act of kindness, only the means to find some purchase before he dragged the smaller boy across the floor by his hair, roughly pushing his face into the mess of broken egg, and after that to strike again with a punch to the gut.

         Caught in the tempest of a rage, I dropped my basket and launched my own attack upon my brother, slapping and clawing with my hands as I 19screamed, ‘I hate you, Hindley! You’re a brute. You’re a monster. I wish you were dead.’

         Flinging me off as easily as if I’d been a rag doll, Hindley replied through gritted teeth, ‘I’ll tell you this, so listen well. I am very much alive, with no intention of dying. But one day our father will, and when he does … when I inherit the Heights and all he owns … the very first thing I shall do is cast this brat out of it.’

         As he made his wicked threats, Hindley seemed unaware of the sounds of growling menace from the dogs not far behind him, though he surely must have heard the clanking rattle of the chains when several lunged in his direction. He must have seen the way the one that Heathcliff petted earlier had hackles rising on her back, curling her lips to show her fangs as she snarled at my brother – and would have surely bitten him if not for Heathcliff calling ‘stay’, causing the dog to hesitate. Allowing Hindley to escape.

         For myself, I would have happily released her from her chain. I would have laughed to see that dog tear the flesh from Hindley’s bones. But whatever Hindley did – at least, until that point in time – Heathcliff never seemed inclined to cause my brother any harm. It was as if he had already been inured to abuse and accepted the brutality as something natural. Not that he ever spoke to me of any horrors in his past. Perhaps he chose to forget.

         My brother did not.

         
             

         

         At that night’s supper in the hall, every treat Nell had cooked tasted like ashes on my tongue. Even when she lit the candles on the cake and Father said to make a wish and blow them out – well, I closed my eyes and blew, but my mind remained a blank. And when I opened them again all I could see was Hindley’s face as he stared across the table towards where Heathcliff was sitting, and in my brother’s rictus smile was all the malice of a snake.

         So, was it mere coincidence when, the following day, the dog that lunged at Hindley began to ail with convulsions? Father feared it must be rabies for it had fought with a stray that had been worrying the sheep in the fields some weeks before. But I suspected my brother, hearing Joseph telling Father that the pot holding poison for the rats in the barn had been knocked from its shelf. Could that explain why the dog was spewing quantities of blood mixed 20with some half-digested meat, much resembling the sausage Nell had served the night before? Had Hindley taken the scraps from the kitchen afterwards, dipping the sausage in the poison, feeding the sausage to the dog? Or, and this was hard to bear, could I have been the one to blame? What if the egg I had thrown caused the pot to topple over, with the powder spilling out into the egg on the floor? Could the dog have eaten that?

         What dreadful anguish I felt, for whatever the cause of the creature’s wretched plight, how desperately it whined and frothed at the mouth, snarling at any who came near it – except for Heathcliff who would not be stopped from lying at its side, gently stroking its flank, not even moving when my father stood above them with his gun.

         I could not bear to watch. I turned to run from the barn. But my brother barred my way, gripping my arm so very tightly that I winced with the pain, and then again to see the smile on Hindley’s lips just before my father fired the fatal shot.

         The dreadful crack it left me deaf, a high-pitched buzzing in my ears, and as that cleared all I could hear were my own trembling breaths. Through a haze of sulphur smoke, I saw my father’s grim expression, his shoulders slumped, his face drained grey, not uttering a word as he walked past and left the barn. But Heathcliff did not move. He remained on the straw which was now sodden red with blood, with yet more gore smeared on his cheek and in his hair when he kissed the dead dog’s nose, gently cradling her head as if she might come back to life and lick his face at any moment. When Hindley stepped a little nearer as if to revel in the horror, Heathcliff at first seemed unaware, until he slowly turned his head and his black eyes locked with my brother’s. Then Hindley sneered, bared his teeth, and growled, like a dog.

         Heathcliff said nothing at first, but all at once a string of words came tumbling from his mouth. Most were too low for me to hear, and even those I could make out seemed to be inarticulate, or in no language I recognised. All I know is that they sounded like the hissing of a curse. The declaration of a war.

         
             

         

         Only when Hindley had gone did Nell appear in the barn, dragging Heathcliff to his feet, and then outside to the yard between the kitchen and the dairy. 21There she cranked the iron pump and pushed his head below the spout. As if locked in a trance, I watched the water running red into the gutter down below, and when I heard some stifled sobs, I did not know if that sound came from Heathcliff, or myself, or if the maid was also weeping.

         Still consumed with misery, I followed them into the kitchen where Nell stripped off his ruined clothes, just as she’d done on that first night when my father brought a timid little stranger to our house. But on this day, her touch was kinder, wrapping Heathcliff in a blanket as she urged him to sit on the settle by the hearth, from where he stared into the flames in a state of silent grief. But I could not be silent, a stream of fury spilling out from my mouth as I told Nell about my brother’s wickedness. And whereas in the past she might have taken Hindley’s side, being as close to him in childhood as I was myself to Heathcliff, when Hindley walked through the door, she turned her face away from his.

         From that day on, any frostiness she’d previously shown towards the foundling in our care was to thaw into affection. Before the spring had arrived, her change of heart would be complete.
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         After the death of the dog, it seemed to me as if the world became a mirror of our hearts. The skies were clouded, dark as night. The rain thrashed down, so heavily that Father rarely left the house to go and work on the farm but instead spent his days sitting with Mother in their chamber.

         One afternoon, while my brother was idling in the kitchen, Heathcliff and I were in the hall, near to choking on the plumes of acrid smoke being puffed from the pipe that Joseph clenched between his blackened stumps of teeth – until the instrument of torture was spat out and the man leapt to his feet in agitation, being the first of us to notice a rumbling vibration rising up through the floor. Barely a moment after that and the intensity increased. Every dog in the house and the barn began to howl. Lattices rattled in their frames. Plates jangled on the dresser shelves, some even crashing to the floor.

         At first, too shocked to move from where I knelt beside the hearth, at last I came to my senses and clutched at Heathcliff’s hand, dragging my friend across the room to cower underneath the table where we crouched in wide-eyed shock until the roaring crescendo found its end in an explosion. The blessed silence afterwards was only broken by Nell, who emerged from the kitchen, crying out in breathless panic, ‘What was that? Oh, dear Lord, I thought our ends had surely come.’

         ‘Was it an earthquake?’ called my father as he ran down the stairs, rushing 23out through the door to go and check upon the sheep though he returned soon enough and grimly announced, ‘All this rainfall has caused an eruption of the bog. The animals are safe, but the road to Gimmerton is blocked by rocks and vegetation. It will take days to clear the worst.’

         Much to everyone’s surprise, rather than echoing my father’s somewhat desultory manner, Joseph was positively gleeful, clasping his hands to his breast and falling to his knees, praising God in His Heaven for sparing us from death, after which the whiskered zealot stood before the blazing fire and sermonised for several hours, saying the earthquake was a warning for the heathen to repent or spend eternity in Hell.

         ‘And yes, I’m looking at you, Miss Cathy … Master Heathcliff!’ he announced when he saw us crawl from underneath the table, his finger jabbing furiously and spittle flying from his mouth as he continued to proclaim, ‘Two such ungodly children should beware the wrath of Heaven, for He has seen your every sin. Ye’ll not be sniggering at me when the judgement day arrives.’

         Joseph may have been referring to a week or so before, when I’d sneaked up the ladder steps to the servants’ garret rooms and placed a thistle in his bed. Later that evening, I’d been sitting with Heathcliff in the kitchen browsing through the curate’s texts when we’d been startled by a sudden shriek of pain from above, after which the old curmudgeon reappeared on the ladder, gnarly toes poking out through his moth-eaten stockings as he stomped back down the steps, then made a grab for Heathcliff’s hair while lambasting the boy as ‘a spiteful demon imp spawned from the filthy maw of Satan’.

         Hearing such wicked words – knowing Heathcliff’s innocence – I sprang from my chair and kicked the tyrant’s skinny legs, falling into fits of giggles when Joseph yelped as he hopped back and forth before the hearth, where the glow of the flames shone through the linen of his nightshirt and silhouetted every inch of what was previously concealed.

         But, on that night, and again on the day of the quake, whatever Joseph might have claimed about a punishment from God, I never feared the old man’s threats, and neither did Heathcliff. Our only faith was in the splendour of the natural world around us. Our only heaven was remembered from the sultry summer days when we’d roamed free about the moors, rambling over gorse and bracken, seeing the blooms of purple heather, hearing the zitherings 24of grasshoppers and buzzings of the bees as if sweet music in our ears, breathing in the sweet green scent of the grass on which we lay, brushing the tips of our fingers over cobwebs wet with dew that looked like diamonds of light, staring up to see the starlings and the buzzards as they glided through the skies of singing blue – or turning over on our fronts to blow on dandelion clocks, watching the gossamer of seeds as they floated, motionless, upon the air before our eyes. As if all time was standing still. As if our lives would never change.

         How we’d longed to return during the winter following, when we would stare yearningly through frost that bloomed across the windows, spending the endless cold, dark nights shivering in my bed. Through the hush of Heathcliff’s breaths as he slept at my side, I’d sometimes hear a screaming fox that filled my heart with such foreboding, for those cries seemed to me to be the wails of anguished souls, wandering lost and lonely on the ice-ravaged moors. I’d also hear the mournful wind as it howled about the eaves and the chimneys of the house, or when it rattled through the firs grown close against its grey stone walls. And should I find that I was trapped between wakefulness and sleep, and should those branches be blown against my chamber’s lattice glass, I might imagine them to be the tap and scratch of human fingers.

         Waking once to that disturbance, sitting up in the bed, I looked out to see a crow perched on a branch outside the window. As I stared, it cocked its head as if to see me all the better. But it flew off as suddenly, its black wings snapping like a drum when it soared across the yard – and drew my eye towards a figure looking up from the gate.

         I knew her at once. It was the woman dressed in white. The one I’d seen on the night Father brought Heathcliff to the house. My ghost. I don’t know where that silent whisper could have come from, but there it was upon my lips, and in response I saw a smile tug at the corners of her mouth. Of course, I may have been mistaken. How could I see her face that clearly when she stood at such a distance? I was surely asleep, and she the figment of a dream. And, even if she had been real, I’d only caught a fleeting glimpse before the air began to shimmer and the woman crystalised to tiny orbs of dancing light that dissolved and disappeared within a flurrying of snow.

         But there was something that remained, and for some time after she’d gone. 25I might have trembled when a sudden draught of air came rushing in through gaps around the lattice frame, but I was not the least afraid to feel the sense of some possession. A thrumming hum in my veins. The vibrant essence of a life that did not seem to be my own – yet was entirely my own.

         
             

         

         I was not the only one who sensed queer things at the Heights over the course of that winter. One night, when Nell was sitting by the fire in the hall, all at once she gasped aloud and turned her face towards the door, asking, ‘Who can that be? Who would come visiting at such an hour of the night, and in such inclement weather?’

         Even when Father went to look, assuring Nell no-one was there, she seemed unable to rest, her lips continuing to move but never making any sound as they mouthed some secret prayer invoking Heaven for protection.

         Did she fear Death had come knocking?

         Was she praying for my mother?

         
             

         

         One morn, not so long after the earthquake had occurred, when we were sitting eating breakfast in the kitchen with my father, he was ominously silent. Only the clinking of the spoon stirred around his porridge bowl, and then the cough, low in his throat, before he gruffly pronounced, ‘Hindley … Cathy … when Nell has done with your mother, I want you both to go upstairs and sit with her for a while. But make sure you do not tire her.’ He looked directly at me. ‘No singing, or dancing, or any other of your antics. You must be still and make no noise. You must be on your best behaviour.’

         ‘And Heathcliff?’ I asked, glancing sideways at my friend. ‘Is he to visit her as well?’

         ‘No.’ My father answered sternly. ‘Only you and your brother. Heathcliff will come with me today. I mean to ride to Gimmerton. Ask Dr. Kenneth to call.’

         I did as Father told me. I was as quiet as a mouse, though it grieved me terribly to hear my mother’s rasping breaths, and the way her restless eyes constantly flitted round the room. What did she see that we could not? That did unnerve me, I admit. Was it the woman in white, who so resembled her in looks? But far greater than that dread was the feeling of rejection when my mother’s hand reached out across the sheets to find my brother’s. Always his 26hand, never mine that she sought to caress. Always his cheek she wished to kiss. But then, not knowing any different, I did not question her affections, and at the time I was too young to comprehend the gravity of what was truly happening – although I did become afraid when my mother struggled up, grasping Hindley to her breast before she murmured the words, ‘I have spent most of my life with a man who has betrayed me. Do not trust him as I did. Don’t let your father wrong you too. Look to the cuckoo. Watch him well.’

         When Hindley was released, she fell back upon her pillows, clutching at her belly and groaning through her pain. Now and then, she becalmed and tried to speak to him again, but her mind was wandering, and all the words were jumbled nonsense. As this went on Hindley wept, but I sat motionless and silent, just as Father had instructed – though I was never so relieved as when he came back home again and sent me off in search of Nell.

         With every step on the stairs, the weight of the sorrow in my breast grew heavier. By the time I reached the kitchen I was thoroughly dejected, but I did brighten a little when Nell suggested I might like to help Heathcliff with the task of paring vegetables for supper. He then diverted my thoughts by carving some skins into the shapes of animals – here a dog, there a rabbit. Now a bird, with wings spread wide. But all such work was forgotten when the cries from above became too loud to be ignored, and Nell urged us both to sit beside her on the settle. There she sang quietly and embraced us in her arms until the doctor arrived, bringing the solace of the medicine that saw my mother drift into the arms of Morpheus. The sleep from which she’d never wake.

         The last time I saw my mother, her head lay peaceful on her pillow, the faintest smile on her lips. Twined through her fingers was the chain of a locket she’d owned, in which two curls of hair were set. One had been taken from her first and now dead son. The other was from Hindley’s head.
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         Is it not strange that I recall nothing of Mother’s funeral? Yet, the events that occurred in the weeks following remain as vivid in my mind – with the doctor being called to make more visits to the Heights, first for Hindley and myself when we both sickened with the measles, though not to any great degree, and then when Heathcliff succumbed to the contagion and became so dangerously ill it was feared he would die. But through it all, he behaved as if he was an angel, never crying or complaining whatever misery he suffered – unlike my brother, whose demands and constant naggings almost drove Nell to the point of distraction…

         
             

         

         ‘What is Hindley wanting now?’ Nell grumbled through a yawn as she awoke in the chair beside the narrow iron bed upon which Heathcliff was still sleeping. Snuggled close at his side, I shuffled up against the pillow as the maid carried on: ‘Well, whatever it is will have to wait a while longer. I must go down to the kitchen and prepare your father’s breakfast.’

         Slowly, she rose to her feet and drew back the lattice shutters, blinking against the morning light as it came slanting through the room, barely bigger than a closet, in which she’d spent all that week doing everything she could to ensure my friend’s survival. Wiping the sweat from his brow or dribbling spoonfuls of broth between his lips as nourishment. Boiling kettles on the 28hearth so that the steam they produced might ease congestion in his lungs. But then, that day, as dawn was breaking, just as a blackbird started trilling from a tree beyond the window, Heathcliff’s breathing grew more peaceful. His fevered brow began to cool. The only proof of what he’d suffered was the fading rash of spots still visible here and there against the darkness of his flesh.

         Not wishing to disturb him, I whispered to Nell, ‘Father’s eaten already. He was clattering about in the kitchen earlier. Before that, he came in here, wanting to take a look at Heathcliff. But he said we mustn’t wake you, or…’

         Hindley’s voice roared out again: ‘Nell! What are you doing? I shall starve to death in here. Have you no care for anyone but yourself in this house?’

         Feeling peckish myself, but also noticing how weary Nell was looking at that moment, her skin a mottled grey, with purple shadows round her eyes, I suggested, ‘Shall I go? Fetch Hindley some food? There are oatcakes in the tin. I’ll cut some cheese, and…’

         ‘Oh, Miss Cathy!’ Nell exclaimed. ‘What an enigma you are! One moment you’re a demon, plaguing Hindley with your temper. The next you’re charity itself. Perhaps it is the spirit of your mother watching him, urging you to do the same. Sometimes, these past few days, I’ve looked at you lying there and I’ve felt as if a goose has walked over my grave … as if it’s her looking out of those big brown eyes of yours.’ She tipped her head to one side, perhaps to listen more intently to the gentle susurration of the breeze as it whispered through the firs around the house, with her own voice not much louder when she carried on again: ‘The eyes of someone who is older and wiser than a child.’ Nell shook her head and forced a smile, ‘Hark at this nonsense I am spouting. Why don’t you run along and dress? But leave your brother to himself. He is quite well enough by now to leave the pit of his bed, and…’

         Her voice trailed off, just as the door of Heathcliff’s room was flung wide open, and there was Hindley in his nightshirt, his face flushed red, his chin a shadow of unshaven auburn stubble, his brown eyes glaring with resentment as he bitterly announced, ‘So, this is how it is. My mother dies, and Nell abandons her old friend and takes the side of the intruder in this house. Is it not enough that I’m oppressed by my own father. Even my sister…’

         ‘Hindley, hush!’ I touched a finger to my lips, staring intently at the boy who was still sleeping at my side.29

         As for Nell, her breast was heaving very fast below her gown, and such a tremble of distress in her voice when she said, ‘Hindley Earnshaw, as you know I have abandoned nobody. It is the other way around. Haven’t I always been your friend? Didn’t I keep running back to be with you at the Heights after my mother left this house to find employment elsewhere? Whether we played, or ate our meals, or shared our lessons with the curate, weren’t we always together … until your mother stopped all that, saying she didn’t want me getting ideas above my station, that if I wanted to stay, I must earn my bed and keep as a servant in this house? Your mother kept me low, while raising her son to be arrogant and vain. And when it comes to your father and his own opinion, no doubt he’d look on you more fondly if you proved to be less lazy, and…’ – at this she paused to take a breath, glancing down at the bed and the sleeping invalid – ‘if for once you showed some kindness in your heart for the plight of this poor orphaned soul.’

         Hindley was clearly shocked by such an unexpected outburst, but at last he found his tongue. ‘Very well! I shall seek another home where I’m more welcome, and with a friend who is less plain than the horse-faced Nelly Dean.’

         
             

         

         Hindley was true to his word. Having by then attained an age when he was welcomed at the taverns in the villages about, he’d disappear for days on end, often returning to the Heights bloodied and bruised from drunken brawling. Even worse were the days when he came grovelling to Father to make good his gambling debts, or when the creditors came knocking at the door, demanding payment. Growing desperate with the worry, Father would often go out searching for his son to drag him home. But, as for myself, I enjoyed my brother’s absence, for ever since our mother’s death his spite for Heathcliff had increased – though, to be fair, he did once attempt to set things right with Nell.
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