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What are graded readers?

Graded readers are books in easy English. They are written for learners of English and they have vocabulary and grammar at your level.

Each book has some new, more difficult words. These words have definitions at the back of the book.

 

Why read graded readers?


		Studies show that learners who read in English improve in all areas much more quickly than learners who don’t read.

		With graded readers, you don’t need a dictionary so reading is more relaxing.

		The stories are all in modern English.

		You can learn vocabulary and grammar in context (this is the best way, according to teachers).

		Reading a book in English will improve your comprehension, your fluency and your confidence.

		The stories are exciting and reading them is fun!




New words

When you see an underlined word, click on it. This will take you to a definition of the word at the back of the book.

 

People in the story

The Earnshaw household – family home: Wuthering Heights

Catherine Earnshaw (Heathcliff calls her Cathy)

Hindley Earnshaw – Catherine’s brother

Frances Earnshaw – Hindley’s wife

Hareton Earnshaw – Hindley’s son

Heathcliff – an orphan

Linton Heathcliff

Nelly Dean – servant

Joseph – servant

Zillah – servant

 

The Linton household – family home: Thrushcross Grange

Edgar Linton

Isabella Linton – Edgar’s sister

Cathy Linton

Lockwood – a tenant at Thrushcross Grange

 

If you’d like to see a family tree, as well as a timeline for the story, register for the free materials on my website. Note: they contain spoilers.


Chapter 1

1801. I’ve just returned from a visit to my landlord, the only neighbour I will have here. This is certainly a beautiful place. In the whole of England, I don’t think I could have chosen anywhere more remote. Perfect if you want to avoid society – and Mr Heathcliff and I are such a suitable pair to share that solitude. He’s a fantastic guy! He couldn’t have imagined how my heart warmed to him when I saw his black eyes look so suspiciously at me, as I rode up and announced my name.

“Mr Heathcliff?” I said.

A nod was the answer.

“Mr Lockwood, your new tenant, sir. Please allow me to express the hope that I’m not causing you any trouble by renting Thrushcross Grange. I heard yesterday that you had had some doubts—”

“Thrushcross Grange belongs to me, sir,” he interrupted, irritated. “I wouldn’t allow anyone to cause me any trouble, if I could prevent it. Come in!”

He said “come in” through closed teeth, as if he really meant, “Go to hell!” This made me decide to accept the invitation because I felt interested in a man who seemed even more reserved than myself.

As we entered the courtyard, which was in a very poor state, he called out, “Joseph, take Mr Lockwood’s horse and bring up some wine.”

Jospeh was an elderly man, though strong and healthy. He looked at me sourly as he took my horse from me and muttered something to himself.

Wuthering Heights is the name of Mr Heathcliff’s home. "Wuthering" is a local word that describes the strong winds and storms the house is exposed to in bad weather. And you can tell how fierce the north winds are by the fir trees at the end of the house: they lean heavily to one side. Luckily, the architect designed the house to be strong: it is built from rough stone and the narrow windows are set deep into the walls.

Before I stepped inside, I looked up and saw the date “1500” in stone above the door along with the name “Hareton Earnshaw”. I would have asked the grumpy owner about the history of the place but I saw that he wanted me either to come in quickly or leave entirely so and I decided not to bother him.

We walked straight into the family sitting room – there is no entrance hall. I noticed a huge fireplace but no sign of roasting, boiling or baking so it was clear the kitchen must be deeper inside the house.

Above the chimney, there were several big old guns. The floor was smooth, white stone and the chairs had high backs and were painted green. Under a piece of furniture in a dark corner, there was a brown dog surrounded by puppies, and other dogs haunted other corners.

This room and its furniture would have suited a northern farmer perfectly, the kind that is common in these hills. But Mr Heathcliff forms a sharp contrast to this house and way of life. He’s dark-skinned and looks pretty slovenly, yet he behaves like a gentleman. He has a handsome, upright figure.

I took a seat by the fireplace and, as my landlord remained silent for a while, I started to stroke the dog, who had left her puppies and moved to the back of my legs. As my hand touched her fur, she growled and tried to bite me.

“You’d better leave the dog alone,” growled Mr Heathcliff also, giving it a kick as he spoke. “We don’t keep her as a pet.” Then he walked over to a side door and called out, “Joseph!” 

Joseph mumbled something from the cellar but showed no sign of coming up so his master went down to him, leaving me face to face with the aggressive dog. I sat still but stared at her. Unfortunately, this was enough to make her furious and she suddenly jumped onto my knees. I pushed her back but then half a dozen other dogs emerged from various hiding places and tried to attack me. I had to call for help.

A servant ran from the kitchen with a frying pan in her hand and started hitting the dogs with it. This calmed them down.

Meanwhile, Mr Heathcliff came back into the room. “What the hell is the matter?” he asked angrily.

“Your crazy dogs were attacking me!” I muttered.

“They were only defending the property. They’re not used to guests,” he remarked, putting a bottle down in front of me. “A glass of wine?”

We sat down together and had an interesting conversation about the local area. I found him very intelligent and, before I went home, I suggested that I visit him again tomorrow. It was obvious he didn’t want that but I’ll go anyway.

 

Yesterday afternoon was misty and cold. After a four-mile walk, I arrived at Heathcliff’s bleak house just as snow started to fall.

I knocked loudly on the door. Joseph popped his head out of the round window of a farm building.

“What do you want?” he shouted. “The master’s in the fields with the sheep.” His head vanished again, without waiting for an answer.

Then I saw a young man in the courtyard and he indicated for me to follow him. Soon, I was back in the same huge, warm room as before. A massive fire was burning brightly and lunch was already on the table.

Sat at the table, there was a woman. I waited for her to invite me to sit down but she just looked at me in silence.

“Terrible weather!” I remarked.

She didn’t open her mouth but she kept her eyes on me, an unfriendly expression on her face.

“Sit down,” the young man said gruffly. “He’ll be in soon.”

I obeyed.

“You shouldn’t have come,” said my hostess, standing up to get something. I had a good view of her figure now. She was slim, with the most beautiful face I’d ever seen and curly golden hair.

Getting some cups, she demanded, “Were you asked to tea?”

“I would love a cup,” I answered.

“Were you asked?” she repeated.

“No,” I said.

Meanwhile, the young man stood in front of the fire, looking down at me as if I were his enemy. Was he a servant or not? I wasn’t sure. He was certainly not as sophisticated as Mr and Mrs Heathcliff but he wasn’t serving the lady of the house.

I was relieved when Heathcliff finally came in.

“Why did you choose to come here during a snow storm?” he said. “You could have been lost forever.” Then he turned to the lady. “Make the tea!” He said it so aggressively that I jumped. I was beginning to think he wasn’t such a fantastic guy after all.

We all sat down to drink our tea.

After a minute’s awkward silence, I said, “I’m pleased to meet your wife, Mr Heathcliff.”

“My wife!” he answered, an unpleasant smile on his face.

I knew then I had made a mistake. It’s true she’s too young to be his wife – he looked about forty and she was more like seventeen.

Then I realised, “Ah, that rough man who’s eating his bread with unwashed hands might be her husband, and Heathcliff’s son. She hardly sees anyone in this remote place or she would never have chosen someone like him!”

I don’t want to sound arrogant but he really was disgusting, whereas I’m fairly attractive.

“Mrs Heathcliff is my daughter-in-law,” said Heathcliff, confirming my conclusion.

“Yes, I see,” I remarked, turning to the young man. “You’re the lucky husband of this delightful lady.”

This was worse than before. He went red and looked like he wanted to punch me.

“Neither of us are married to her,” Heathcliff explained. “Her husband’s dead. He was my son.”

“And this young man is …”

“Not my son.” Heathcliff smiled his unpleasant smile again.

“My name is Hareton Earnshaw,” growled the other man, “and I advise you to respect it.”

I nearly laughed at this ridiculous warning but he was staring angrily at me so I stopped myself. 

When we’d finished eating, I approached a window to see what the weather was like. It was already getting dark and the sky and hills were covered in snow.

“I don’t think it’ll be possible for me to get home now without a guide,” I admitted. “The roads will be buried and I’ll get lost. What shall I do?”

There was no reply to my question.

Joseph came in, bringing some food for the dogs, and saw Mrs Heathcliff sat down. “How can you sit there, lazy girl, when everyone else is working? You’ll go to the devil, like your mother did.”

“Stop threatening me, old man,” she replied, “or I’ll ask the devil to come and take you away, as a special favour to me!”

He hurried out, praying.

Mrs Heathcliff and I found ourselves alone for a moment. I turned to her and said, “With that face, I’m sure you must be good-hearted. Please tell me, can I stay the night?”

“Ask your host,” she answered coldly. “It’s got nothing to do with me.”

“I hope this teaches you to think before making a journey on these hills in bad weather,” Heathcliff’s harsh voice called from the kitchen.

I was fed up now. I went outside, grabbed a lamp from Joseph, who was milking the cows, and rushed towards the gate.

“Master, he’s stealing the lamp!” shouted the old man. “Gnasher! Fang! Get him!”

As I reached the gate, two hairy dogs jumped at my throat, knocking me to the ground and putting out the light, while Heathcliff and Hareton stood laughing. Luckily, the dogs quickly lost interest in me but I ended up with a nosebleed anyway.

The female servant, Zillah, rushed out, crying, “Poor man. He can hardly breathe!”

With that, she threw a jug of icy water down my neck and pulled me into the kitchen.

Feeling sick and dizzy, I had no choice but to stay under Heathcliff’s roof after all.


Chapter 2

While leading me upstairs to bed, Zillah suggested that I should hide the candle and not make a noise because her master had strange ideas about the bedroom she was putting me in. He never let anybody stay in there willingly but she didn’t know why as she’d only been in the house a year or two.

Too tired to be curious, I closed my door and got into bed. The window ledge where I put my candle down had a few old books piled up in one corner and it was covered with writing scratched into the paint. The writing was a name repeated, large and small: Catherine Earnshaw, here and there varied to Catherine Heathcliff, and then again to Catherine Linton.

I leant my head against the window and continued spelling Catherine Earnshaw, Heathcliff, Linton in my head, till my eyes closed. Soon, white letters rose up in the dark before me, as vivid as ghosts. The air was filled with Catherines.

I sat up, rubbed my eyes and grabbed a book from the ledge. I examined it and then picked up another. I soon saw that every blank space was covered in childish writing, which seemed a kind of diary.

I began to read the faded handwriting. “An awful Sunday,” I read. “I wish my father was still here. Hindley’s a rubbish substitute. He treats Heathcliff terribly. H and I are going to rebel. We took the first step this evening.

“It had been raining all day so we couldn’t go to church. Instead, we went up into the attic and Joseph read to us from the Bible. While Hindley and his wife warmed themselves by the fire downstairs, Heathcliff and I sat shivering, listening to Joseph. We thought he’d be quick because he must have been cold too. But no! The service lasted three hours!

“We finally went back downstairs and started playing quietly, as we used to be allowed to do on Sundays, but Hindley told us off.
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