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THE NEO~CLASSICAL PERIOD (1660~1798) 

The period from 1660-1800 in English literature is known by various names: the neo-classical 
period ( because in that period the classics, i.e. ancient Greece and Rome, represented the 
highest ideals in life, art and literature), the Augustan Age (the word refers to the emperor 
Augustus, during whose reign the Roman Empire enjoyed a period of great prosperity. 
Englishmen in the l 8th century felt they went through a period of similar prosperity) and the 
Age of Reason: the word reason at the time did not only mean intellectual, but also common 
sense and wisdom. Every man, it was thought, had some degree of reason, and if used and 
developed in the right way, the powers of the human mind were nearly infinite. It was 
believed that all phenomena of nature, aand even religion, could be explained in a rational 
way, even that all human problems could be solved. Of course this did not go for the outside 
world, and that explains why satire became the most popular geme. 

Jonathan Swift (1667-1745) 

The two greatest satirists of the age, Pope and Swift, both belong to the early part of the 
century and are quite characteristic of its rationalistic spirit. As rationalists they b~lieved that 
all would be well with society if only it were controlled by Reason and common sense instead 
of by irrational feelings. Swift's satire, however, is more complex and bitter than Pope's, 
because he was more painfully aware of the great gulf that existed between his noble ideals 
and the actual world. When he realized that all his efforts were in vain, Swift began to hate 
society, and ended his days as a misanthrope. Swift's best-known work is Gulliver's Travels 
(1726, adapted 1735), a book that is now read by children for the story. It is not only the 
greatest prose satire in the language, but also a brilliant parody of travel literature. Moreover, 
it's. at once science fiction and a witty parody of science fiction. 

The book, which is full of realistic and accurate detail, consists of four pmis: A Voyage to 
Lilliput, A Voyage to Brobdingnag,· A Voyage to Laputa, Balnibarbi, etc. and A Voyage to the 
count1y of the Houyhnhnms. Though the four palis are a satire on the four aspects ofman
the physical, the political, the intellectual and the moral- the satire throughout the book is 
directed against the follies, vices and stupidities of meri, and the abuse of Reason in politics, 
religion and science. In order to achieve his end Swift often makes use of irony, i.e. he means 
the opposite of what he actually says. 

The first part, A Voyage to Lilliput, described Gulliver's shipwreck on the island of Lilliput 
(i.e. England), whose inhabitants are only six inches high. This pmi is a satire on the English 
comi, the political parties, the religious quarrels, and the wars between England and France; 
in fact, on human pride and its consequences. 

A Voyage to Brobdingnag describes how Gulliver is left ashore in Brobdingnag, a country 
inhabited by giants as tall as steeples. This part is a satire on the' civilized' governments of 
Europe. After having heard Gulliver's boastful stories about the people and the government of 
England, The King of Brobdingnag is convinced that the natives of England are "the most 
pernicious race of odious little vermin that Nature ever suffered to crawl upon the surface of 
the eatih". 

The third pati, A Voyage to Laputa, Balnibarbi, etc. , describes Gulliver's visit to the Flying 
Island ofLaputa and to the continent ofBalnibarbi. It is a satire on the abuse of science (the 



Flying island tyrannizes its subject teITitories by what today we call air power), on unpractical 
scholarship and on the absurd schemes of the economists of Swift's day. 

The final part, A Voyage to the Country of the Houyhnhnms, is a terrible satire on mankind in 
general. The ruling class of this country is a race of noble horses whose lives are governed by 
Reason, Nature and Truth. They are served by the beastly Yahoos, a race of iITational, 
disgusting, ape-like creatures, which show all the worst characteristics of man. Gulliver is 
honified to discover that he more closely resembles these abominable animals than the 
rational steeds of this dreary Utopia. He grows more disillusioned with every voyage, and 
after his return home he finds it very difficult to adjust himself to life among the 'Yahoos' in 
England. Deluded by his worship of pure Reason, he has become a haughty and mad 
misanthropist, who pefers the smell and conversation of his horses to the company of his wife 
and children. 

The first fragment is taken from the third part of the book. Gulliver visits the pride of Laputa, 
the Academy of Projectors in the capital city of Lagado, an institution which promotes the 
craziest and most impractical inventions. 

-READ FRAGMENT 1-

In the second fragment, taken from the fourth pmi of the book, Gulliver talks to one of the 
Houyhnhnms and tries to explain the use of money. 

-READ FRAGMENT 2-



CHAPTER V 

The Author permitted to see the Grand Academy of 
LAGADO. The Academy largely described. The Arts 

wherein the professors employ. themselves. 

Tms Academy is not an entire single building, but a 
continuation of several houses on both sides of a street, 
which growmg waste was purchased and applied to that 
use. 

I was reteived very kindly by the Warden, and we~t for 
. many days to the Academy. Every room hath in it one 
or more projectors, and I believe I could not be in fewer 
than five hundred rooms. 

The fust man I saw was of a meagre aspect, with sooty 
hands and face, his hair and beard long, ragged and singed 
i.11 several places. His clothes, shift, and skin_ were all of 
the same colour. He had been eight years upon a project. 
for extracting sun-beams out of cucumbers, which were to 
be put into vials hermetically sealed, and let out to warm 
the air in raw inclement summer. He told me he did not 
doubt in eight years more he should b~ able to supply 
the Governor's gardens with sunshine at a reasonable rate; 
but he complained that his. stock was low, and entreated 
me to give him something as an encouragement to in
genuity, especially since this had been a very dear season 
for cucumbers. I made him a small present, for my lord 
had furnished me with money on purpose; because he knew 
their practice of begging from all who go to see them. 

I went into another chamber, but was ready to hasten 
back, being almost overcome ·with a horrible stink. My 
conductor pressed me fortvard, conjuring me in a whisper 
to give no offence, which would be bighly resented, ~d 
therefore I durst not so much as stop my nose. The pro
jector of tbis cell was the most ancient student of the 

Academy; his face and beard were of a pale yellow; bis 
hands and clothes daubed over with filth. When I was 
presented to him, he gave me a dose embrace (a compli
ment I could well have excused). His employment from 

his fust coming into. the Academy, was an operation to 

reduce huinan excrement to its original food, by separating 
the several parts, removing the tincture which it receives 
from the gall, malcing the: odour exhale, and scumming off 
the saliva. He had a weeldy allowance from the society, 
of a vessel filled with human ordure, about the bigness of a 
Bristol barr~l. · 

I saw another at work to calcine ice into gun
powder, who likewise showed me a treatise he had written 
concerning the malleability of fire, which he intended to 
publish. 

There was a most ingenious architect who had contrived 
a new method for building houses, by beginning at the 
roof, and worlcing downwards to the foundation, which 
he justified to me by the lilce practice of those two ,prudent 
insects, the bee and the spider. 

There was a man born blind, who had several appren
tices in bis own condition: their employment was to ll'.l.i,"'l: 

colours for painters, which their master taught them to 
distinguish by feeling and smelling. It was indeed my mis
fortune to find them at that time not very perfect in their 
lessons, and the professor himself happened .to be generally 
mistaken: this artist is much encouraged and esteemed by 
the whole fraternity. 

In another apartment I was highly pleased with a pro
jector, who had found a device of ploughing the ground 
with hogs, to save the charges of ploughs; cattle, and 
labour. The method is tbis: in m acre of ground you bury, 
at six inches distance and eight deep, a quantity of acorns, 
dates, ·chestnuts, and other mast or vegetables whereof 



these animals are fondest; then you drive six hundred or 
more of them into the field, where in a few days they will 
root up the whole ground :in search of their food, and make 
it fit for sow:ing, at the same time manuri.11g it with t..h.eir 
dung. fr is true, upon experiment they found the charge 
and trouble very great, and they had little or no crop. 
However, it is not doubted that this invention may be 
capable of great improvement. 

I went into another room, where the walls and ceiling 
were all hunO' round with cobvvebs, except a narrow pas-o. 
sage for the artist to go :in and out. At my. entrance he 
called aloud to me not to disturb his webs. He lamented 
the fatal mistalce the world had been so long in of using 
silk-worms, while we had s.uch plenty of domestic insects, 
who infinitely excelled the former, because they under-:
stood how to weave as well as spin. And he proposed 
farther that by employing spiders the charge of dyeing 
silks should be wholly saved, whereof! was fully convinced 
when he showed me a vast number of flies most beautifully 
coloured, wherewith he fed his spiders, assuring us that 
the webs would take a tincture from them; and as he had 
them of all hues, he hoped to fit everybody's fancy, as soon 
as he could find proper food for the flies, of certain gums, 
oils, and other glutinous matter to give a strength and 
consistence to the threads. 

There was an astronomer who had undertaken to place . 
a sun-dial upon the great weathercock on the town-house, 
by adjusting the annual ai.J.d dimnal motions of the earth 
and sun, so as to answer and coincide with all accidental 
turnings by the wind. 

I was complaining of a small fit of the colic, upon which 
my conductor led me into a room, where a great physicim 
resided, who was famous for curing that disease by con
trary operations from the same instrument.· He had a large 

pair of bellows with a long slender muzzle of ivory. This 
he conveyed eight :inches up the anus, and drawing in the 
wind, he affirmed he could make the guts as lanl:: as a dried 
bladder. But when the disease was more stubborn and vio
lent,· he let in the muzzle while the bellows were full of 
wind, which he discharged into the body of the patient, 
then withdrew the instrument to replenish it, clapping his 
thumb strongly against the orifice of the fundament; and 
this being repeated three .. or four times, the adventitious 
wind would rush out, bringing the nmdous along with it 
(like water put into a pump), and the patient recover. I 
saw him try both experiments upon a dog, but could not 
discern any effect from the former. After the latter, the 
animal was ready to burst, and made so violent a discharge, 
as was very offensive to me and my corn.pan.ions. The dog 
died on the spot, and we left the doctor endeavouring to 
recover him by the same operation. 

I visited -many other apartments, but shall ~ot trouble 
my reader .;vith all the curiosities I observed, being studious 

, ofbrevity. 



•i 

CHAPTER VI 

A co11tinuation of the state of ENGLAND; so 1vell 
governed by a Queen as to need 110 first Minister. 

The character of such an one in some EUROPEAN 

Courts. 

My master was yet wholly at a. loss to understand what 

motives could incite this race oflawyers to perplex, disquiet, 
and weary themselves, and engage in a confederacy of 
injustice, merely for the sake of injuring their fellow
animals; neither could he comprehend what I meant in 
saying they did it for hire. Whereupon I was at much 
pains to describe to him. the use of money, the materials 
it was made of, and the value of the metals; that when a 
Yahoo had got a great store of this precious substance, he 

was able to purchase whatever he ha:d a mind to; the 
finest clothing, the noblest houses, great tracts of land, the 

most costly 1~eats ~nd drinks, and have .his choice of the 

most beautiful females. ':['herefore since money- alone was 
able to perform all these feats, our Yahoos thought they 
could never have enough of it to spend or save, as they 
found themselv~s inclined from their natural bent either 

to profusion or avarice. That the rich man enjoyed the 
fruit of the poor man's labour, and . the latter were a 

thousand to one in proportion to the former.· That the bulk 
0£ our people were forced to live miserably, by labouring 
every day for ~mall wages to make a few live plentifully. 
I enlarged myself m~ch ~n these and many other par

ticulars to the same purpose; but his Honour was still to 
seek; for he went upon a supposition that all anin1als had 

a title to their share in the productions of the earth, ar:d 

especially tho~e who presided over the rest. Therefore he 
desired I would let him lmow what these costly meats 
were, and how any of us happened to want them. Where-

upon I enumerated as many sorts as came into my head, 
with the various methods of dressing them, which could 
not be done without sending vessels by sea to every part 
of the world, as well for liquors to drink, as for sauces, 

and innumerable other conveniences. I assured him that 1 

a1is whole a-lobe of earth must be at least three times gone i 
b . I 

round, before one of our better female Yahoos could get · \ 

her breakfast or a cup to put it in. He said that must I 

needs be a miserable country which cannot fur)J.ish food 
1

, 

for its own inhabitants. But \vhat he chiefly wondered at, 
was how such vast tracts of ground as I described should 

be wholly without fresh water, and the people put to the 

necessity of sending over the sea for drink. I replied that 

England (the dear place of my nativity) was computed to 
produce three times the quantity. of food, mo1'e than its 
inhabitants are able to consume, as well as liquors extracted 
from grain, or pressed out of the fruit of certain trees, 
which made excellent drink, and the same· proportion in 
every other. convenience of life. But, in order to feed the 
luxury and intemperance of the males, and the vanity of 
the females, we sent away the greatest part of our nece~sary 
things to other countries, from whence in return we 
brought the materials of diseases, folly, and vice, to spend 

among ourselves .. Hence it follows of necessity that vast 
numbers of our people are compelled to seek their liveli
hood by begging, robbing, stealing, cheating, pimping, 
forswearing, Battering, suborning, forging, gaming, lying, 

fawning, hectoring, vciting, scribbling, star-gazing, poison
ing, whoring, canting, libelling~ freethinking, and the like 
occupations: eyery one of which terms, I was at much 

pains to make him. understand. 
That wine was not imported among us from foreign 

countries, to. supply the want of water cir other drinlcs, 

but becaus: it was a sort ofliquid which made us merry 

by putting us out of our senses, diverted ;:iJl melancholy 

thoughts, begat wild extravagant imaginations in the brain, · 
raised our hopes, and banished our fears, suspended every 
office of reason for a tin1.e, and deprived us of the use of 

our liinbs, till we fell into a profoun.d sleep; although it 
must be confessed, that we always awaked sick and dis

pirited and that the use of this liquor :filled us with diseases; 

which made our lives uncomfortable and short. 



It is a melancholy object to those who walk through this great town1 or travel in 
the country, when they see the streets, the roads, and cabin doors, crowded with 
beggars of the female sex, followed by three, four, or six children, all in rags and 
importuning every passenger for an alms.2 These mothers, instead of being able to 
work for their honest livelihood, are forced to employ all their time in strolling to 
beg sustenance for their helpless infants, who, as they grow up, either turn thieves 
for want3 of work, or leave their dear native country to f ight for the Pretender4 in 
Spain, or sell themselves to the Barbadoes.5

I think it is agreed by all parties that this prodigious number of children in the 
arms, or on the backs, or at the heels of their mothers, and frequently of their 
fathers, is in the present deplorable state of the kingdom a very great additional 
grievance; and therefore whoever could f ind out a fair, cheap, and easy method 
of making these children sound, useful members of the commonwealth would 
deserve so well of the public as to have his statue set up for a preserver of 
the nation. a

10

background By 1700, Ireland was so completely dominated by England that it 
seemed like a conquered territory.  The Catholic majority could not vote, hold public 
office, buy land, or receive an education.  The repressive policies reduced many Irish 
people to poverty.  When crops failed—as they did for several years during the 1720s—
many faced starvation.  Jonathan Swift, outraged by the injustice of England’s treatment 
of Ireland, penned “A Modest Proposal,” using ferocious satire to strike back at those 
who neglected Ireland’s poor.

for preventing the children of poor people in ireland 
from being a burden to their parents or country, 

and for making them beneficial to the public

Jonathan Swift

a PROPOSITION 
AND SUPPORT
What problem does 
Swift identify in 
lines 1–15?

sustenance (sOsPtE-nEns) 
n. a means of support or 
nourishment

1. this great town: Dublin, Ireland.

2. importuning (GmQpôr-tLnPGng) . . . alms (ämz ): begging from every passerby for a charitable handout.

3. want: lack; need.

4. Pretender: James Edward Stuart, who claimed the English throne, from which his now deceased father, 
James II, had been removed in 1688.  Because James II and his son were Roman Catholic, the common 
people of Ireland were loyal to them.

5. sell . . . Barbadoes: To escape poverty, some Irish migrated to the West Indies, obtaining money for their 
passage by agreeing to work as slaves on plantations there for a set period. 
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[...]
As to my own part, having turned my thoughts for many years upon this 

important subject, and maturely weighed the several schemes of other projectors,6

I have always found them grossly mistaken in their computation. It is true, a 
child just dropped from its dam7 may be supported by her milk for a solar year, 
with little other nourishment; at most not above the value of two shillings, which 
the mother may certainly get, or the value in scraps, by her lawful occupation of 
begging; and it is exactly at one year old that I propose to provide for them in 
such a manner as instead of being a charge upon their parents or the parish, or 
wanting food and raiment for the rest of their lives, they shall on the contrary 
contribute to the feeding, and partly to the clothing, of many thousands.

There is likewise another great advantage in my scheme, that it will prevent 
those voluntary abortions, and that horrid practice of women murdering their 
bastard children, alas, too frequent among us, sacrif icing the poor innocent babes, 
I doubt,8 more to avoid the expense than the shame, which would move tears and 
pity in the most savage and inhuman breast.

The number of souls in this kingdom being usually reckoned one million and a 
half, of these I calculate there may be about two hundred thousand couple whose 
wives are breeders; from which number I subtract thirty thousand couples who 
are able to maintain their own children, although I apprehend there cannot be so 
many under the present distresses of the kingdom; but this being granted, there will 
remain an hundred and seventy thousand breeders. I again subtract f ifty thousand 
for those women who miscarry, or whose children die by accident or disease 
within the year. There only remain an hundred and twenty thousand children of 
poor parents annually born. The question therefore is, how this number shall be 
reared and provided for, which, as I have already said, under the present situation 
of affairs, is utterly impossible by all the methods hitherto proposed. For we can 
neither employ them in handicraft or agriculture; we neither build houses (I mean 
in the country) nor cultivate land. They can very seldom pick up a livelihood by 
stealing till they arrive at six years old, except where they are of towardly parts;9

although I confess they learn the rudiments much earlier, during which time 
they can however be looked upon only as probationers, as I have been informed 
by a principal gentleman in the county of Cavan, who protested to me that he 
never knew above one or two instances under the age of six, even in a part of the 
kingdom so renowned for the quickest prof iciency in that art. b

20

30

40

50

rudiment (rLPdE-mEnt) 
n. a basic principle or 
element

b SATIRE 
 Reread lines 43–53.  What 
social problem does Swift 
blame for the widespread 
thievery in Ireland? 

6. projectors: persons who propose public projects or plans.

7. dam (dBm): female parent. The term is used mostly for farm animals.

8. doubt: suspect.

9. are of towardly (tôrdPlC) parts: have a promising talent.
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I shall now therefore humbly propose my own thoughts, which I hope will not 
be liable to the least objection.

I have been assured by a very knowing American of my acquaintance in 
London, that a young healthy child well nursed is at a year old a most delicious, 
nourishing, and wholesome food, whether stewed, roasted, baked, or boiled; and I 
make no doubt that it will equally serve in a fricassee or a ragout.11

I do therefore humbly offer it to public consideration that of the hundred and 
twenty thousand children, already computed, twenty thousand may be reserved 
for breed,12 whereof only one fourth part to be males, which is more than we allow 
to sheep, black cattle, or swine; and my reason is that these children are seldom 
the fruits of marriage, a circumstance not much regarded by our savages, therefore 
one male will be suff icient to serve four females. That the remaining hundred 
thousand may at a year old be offered in sale to the persons of quality and fortune 
through the kingdom, always advising the mother to let them suck plentifully in 
the last month, so as to render them plump and fat for a good table. A child will 
make two dishes at an entertainment for friends; and when the family dines alone, 
the fore or hind quarter will make a reasonable dish, and seasoned with a little 
pepper or salt will be very good boiled on the fourth day, especially in winter. c

I have reckoned upon a medium that a child just born will weigh twelve 
pounds, and in a solar year if tolerably nursed increaseth to twenty-eight pounds.

I grant this food will be somewhat dear, and therefore very proper for landlords, 
who, as they have already devoured most of the parents, seem to have the best title 
to the children.

Infant’s f lesh will be in season throughout the year, but more plentiful in 
March, and a little before and after. For we are told by a grave author, an eminent 
French physician,13 that f ish being a prolif ic14 diet, there are more children born 
in Roman Catholic countries about nine months after Lent15 than at any other 
season; therefore, reckoning a year after Lent, the markets will be more glutted 
than usual, because the number of popish infants is at least three to one in this 
kingdom; and therefore it will have one other collateral advantage, by lessening 
the number of Papists16 among us.

60

70

80

collateral (kE-lBtPEr-El) 
adj. accompanying as a 
parallel or subordinate 
factor; related 

c PROPOSITION 
AND SUPPORT
Reread lines 65–76. What 
is Swift’s proposal? 

11. fricassee (frGkQE-sCP) . . . ragout (rB-gLP): types of meat stews.

12. reserved for breed: kept for breeding (instead of being slaughtered).

13. grave . . . physician: François Rabelais (rBbPE-lAQ), a 16th-century French satirist.

14. prolific: promoting fertility.

15. Lent: Catholics traditionally do not eat meat during Lent, the 40 days leading up to Easter, and instead 
eat a lot of fish.

 16. popish (pIPpGsh) . . . Papists: hostile or contemptuous terms referring to Roman Catholics.
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Those who are more thrifty (as I must confess the times require) may f lay the 
carcass; the skin of which artificially dressed will make admirable gloves for ladies, 

100 and summer boots for f ine gentlemen. d d SATIRE
Understatement is 
an ironic device that 
creates emphasis by 
saying less than is 
expected or appropriate. 
In what way are lines 
98–100 an example of 
understatement? 

[...]

8

VRL
Markering
attack: landlords have already exploited the parents, so it would make sense for them to also destroy children

VRL
Markering
Lent = vastenperiodeCatholics are hypocritical, and they produce a lot of offspring

VRL
Markering
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Some persons of a desponding spirit are in great concern about that vast number 
of poor people who are aged, diseased, or maimed, and I have been desired to 
employ my thoughts what course may be taken to ease the nation of so grievous 
an encumbrance. But I am not in the least pain upon that matter, because it is 
very well known that they are every day dying and rotting by cold and famine, 
and f ilth and vermin, as fast as can be reasonably expected. And as to the younger 
laborers, they are now in almost as hopeful a condition. They cannot get work, 
and consequently pine away for want of nourishment to a degree that if at any 
time they are accidentally hired to common labor, they have not strength to 
perform it; and thus the country and themselves are happily delivered from the 
evils to come.

I have too long digressed, and therefore shall return to my subject. I think the 
advantages by the proposal which I have made are obvious and many, as well as of 
the highest importance.

For f irst, as I have already observed, it would greatly lessen the number of 
Papists, with whom we are yearly overrun, being the principal breeders of the 
nation as well as our most dangerous enemies; and who stay at home on purpose 
to deliver the kingdom to the Pretender, hoping to take their advantage by 
the absence of so many good Protestants, who have chosen rather to leave their 
country than stay at home and pay tithes against their conscience to an 
Episcopal curate.22

140

150

encumbrance 
(Dn-kOmPbrEns) n. 
a burden

famine (fBmPGn) n. a 
period in which there 
is a severe shortage 
of food

Secondly, the poorer tenants will have something valuable of their own, which 
by law may be made liable to distress,23 and help to pay their landlord’s rent, their 
corn and cattle being already seized and money a thing unknown.

21. cannot stir . . . chair: cannot go outside without using an enclosed chair carried on poles by two men.

 22. Protestants . . . curate (kyMrPGt): Swift is criticizing absentee Anglo-Irish landowners who lived—and 
spent their income from their property—in England. 9



Thirdly, whereas the maintenance of an hundred thousand children, from two 
years old and upwards, cannot be computed at less than ten shillings a piece per 
annum, the nation’s stock will be thereby increased f ifty thousand pounds per 
annum, besides the prof it of a new dish introduced to the tables of all gentlemen 
of fortune in the kingdom who have any ref inement in taste. And the money 
will circulate among ourselves, the goods being entirely of our own growth and 
manufacture. f

Fourthly, the constant breeders, besides the gain of eight shillings sterling per 
annum by the sale of their children, will be rid of the charge of maintaining them 
after the f irst year.

Fifthly, this food would likewise bring great custom to taverns, where the 
vintners will certainly be so prudent as to procure the best receipts24 for dressing 
it to perfection, and consequently have their houses frequented by all the f ine 
gentlemen, who justly value themselves upon their knowledge in good eating; and 

160

170

f PROPOSITION AND 
SUPPORT
Why does Swift supply 
these cost and profit 
calculations?

 23. distress: seizure of a person’s property for the payment of debts.

 24. receipts: recipes.
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a skillful cook, who understands how to oblige his guests, will contrive to make it 
as expensive as they please.

Sixthly, this would be a great inducement to marriage, which all wise nations have 
either encouraged by rewards or enforced by laws and penalties. It would increase 
the care and tenderness of mothers toward their children, when they were sure of a 
settlement for life to the poor babes, provided in some sort by the public, to their 
annual prof it instead of expense. We should see an honest emulation among the 
married women, which of them could bring the fattest child to the market. Men 
would become as fond of their wives during the time of their pregnancy as they 
are now of their mares in foal, their cows in calf, or sows when they are ready to 
farrow; nor offer to beat or kick them (as is too frequent a practice) for fear of a 
miscarriage. g

Many other advantages might be enumerated. For instance, the addition of 
some thousand carcasses in our exportation of barreled beef, the propagation of 
swine’s f lesh, and improvement in the art of making good bacon, so much wanted 
among us by the great destruction of pigs, too frequent at our tables, which are 
no way comparable in taste or magnif icence to a well-grown, fat, yearling child, 
which roasted whole will make a considerable f igure at a lord mayor’s feast or 
any other public entertainment. But this and many others I omit, being studious 
of brevity. h

[...]
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h STYLE
Reread  lines 185–191.  
Notice that Swift uses 
nouns such as carcasses 
and flesh to emphasize the 
dehumanization of the 
Irish by the English.

g PROPOSITION 
AND SUPPORT
 According to Swift in 
lines 175–184, how 
would his proposal 
improve family life? 

propagation 
(prJpQE-gAPshEn) n. the 
act of reproducing, 
multiplying, or increasing
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I can think of no one objection that will possibly be raised against this 
proposal, unless it should be urged that the number of people will be thereby 
much lessened in the kingdom. This I freely own, and it was indeed one principal 
design in offering it to the world. [...] Therefore let no man talk to me of other 
expedients28: of taxing our absentees at five shillings a pound: of using neither 
clothes nor household furniture except what is of our own growth and 
manufacture: of utterly rejecting the materials and instruments that promote 
foreign luxury: of curing the expensiveness of pride, vanity, idleness, and gaming 
in our women: of introducing a vein of parsimony,25 prudence, and temperance: 
of learning to love our country, in the want of which we differ even from

 Laplanders and the inhabitants 
 of Topinamboo:26 of quitting 
 our animosities and factions,
 nor acting any longer like the
 Jews, who were murdering one
 another at the very moment
 their city was taken:27 of being a
 little cautious not to sell our
 country and conscience for
 nothing: of teaching landlords
 to have at least one degree of 
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 25. parsimony (pärPsE-mIQnC): frugality; thrift.

 26. Topinamboo (tJpQG-nBmPbL): an area in Brazil supposedly inhabited by wild savages.

27. Jews . . . taken: In A.D. 70, during a Jewish revolt against Roman rule, the inhabitants of Jerusalem, by 
fighting among themselves, made it easier for the Romans to capture the city.
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 28. let no man . . . expedients: In his writings, Swift had suggested “other expedients” without success.

mercy toward their tenants:
lastly, of putting a spirit of
honesty, industry, and skill into
our shopkeepers; who, if a
resolution could now be taken to
buy only our native goods, would
immediately unite to cheat and
exact upon us in the price, the
measure, and the goodness, nor

could ever yet be brought to make one fair proposal of just dealing, though often 
and earnestly invited to it. i

[...]
But as to myself, having been wearied out for many years with offering vain, 

idle, visionary thoughts, and at length utterly despairing of success, I fortunately 
fell upon this proposal, which, as it is wholly new, so it hath something solid 
and real, of no expense and little trouble, full in our own power, and whereby 
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we can incur no danger in disobliging England. For this kind of commodity will 
not bear exportation, the f lesh being of too tender a consistence to admit a long 
continuance in salt, although perhaps I could name a country which would be 
glad to eat up our whole nation without it.

After all, I am not so violently bent upon my own opinion as to reject any offer 
proposed by wise men, which shall be found equally innocent, cheap, easy, and 
effectual. But before something of that kind shall be advanced in contradiction 
to my scheme, and offering a better, I desire the author or authors will be pleased 
maturely to consider two points. First, as things now stand, how they will be able 
to f ind food and raiment for an hundred thousand useless mouths and backs. I 
desire those politicians they will f irst ask the parents of these mortals whether they 
would not at this day think it a great happiness to have been sold for food at a 
year old in the manner I prescribe, and thereby have avoided such a perpetual 
scene of misfortunes as they have since gone through by the oppression of 
landlords, the impossibility of paying rent without money or trade, the want of 
common sustenance, with neither house nor clothes to cover them from the 
inclemencies of the weather, and the most inevitable prospect of entailing the like 
or greater miseries upon their breed forever. j

I profess, in the sincerity of my heart, that I have not the least personal interest 
in endeavoring to promote this necessary work, having no other motive than the 
public good of my country, by advancing our trade, providing for infants, relieving 
the poor, and giving some pleasure to the rich. I have no children by which I can 
propose to get a single penny; the youngest being nine years old, and my wife 
past childbearing. �
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After Reading

Comprehension
1. Recall What is Swift’s proposal for easing poverty in Ireland? In which line does he first state his proposal?

2. Recall How will the proposal benefit Irish parents?

3. Clarify Reread lines 222–229.  Why does Swift feel that his proposal is
superior to others that have been put forward?

Text Analysis
4. Explain irony Explain the irony Swift uses in each of the following 

parts of “A Modest Proposal”?

• the title of the essay
• lines 59–60 (“I shall now . . . least objection.”)
• lines 135–145 (“Some persons . . . evils to come.”)

5. Interpret Satire Instead of directly attacking injustice and flawed behavior, 
Swift uses irony to convey his ideas indirectly.  What conclusions would you
draw about his attitude toward each of the following?

• Irish landlords (lines 79–81)
• the way most English and Irish Protestants view Irish Catholics (lines 82–89)
• Irish Protestants living abroad (lines 149–155)
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Close reading
 1  Give a definition of satire.
 2  What advantage does he give before stating his proposal?
 3  What further advantages does he give in lines 149-184?
 4  What are Swift’s more serious proposals?
 5  How did readers react at the time of publication? Use the internet to find out.



THE ROMANTIC PERIOD (1798~1837) 

During the 2nd half of the 18th century the stability of the Augustan Age was gradually lost in 
a period of social change and growing unrest. The Industrial Revolution was turning England 
from an agricultural nation into an industrial one, and large numbers of farm workers were 
forced to seek employment in the new factories in the towns, with miserable working 
conditions, poverty and wretchedness, although it brought wealth and prosperity to the 
country at large. There was a growing feeling that the prosperity of a small group was bought 
with the poverty of many. When on top of that the French Revolution broke out, people felt 
the whole structure of society should be changed. The ideas of freedom, equality and the 
abolition of all class distinctions appealed strongly to young people all over Europe, including 
most of the English Romantic poets. Furthermore, the Romantic poets shared a deep trust in 
the non-rational forces of emotion, intuition and imagination. They were convinced that 
reason and intellect are not enough to comprehend the world. 

We take 1798 as the beginning of the Romantic Period because that was the date of 
publication of al collection of poetry called The Lyrical Ballads, written by Wordsworth and 
Coleridge. The publication of this volume was no less than a shock to English literary circles, 
because in their poetry Wordsworth and Coleridge completely turned their backs upon the 
neo-classical (rationalist) school. Wordswmih wrote a preface to the Lyrical Ballads, called 
the Romantic Manifest, in which he laid down the principles of Romanticism. Among other 
things he stressed the fact that poetry could very well be written about simple people and in 
simple language (and not only about the heroes of High Society and in special poets' 
language). To him poetry was 'the spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings'. 

The following list of subjects is characteristic of much Romantic poetry: 

• Nature was seen not merely as something to be admired, but as a life-giving force, a 
power that may have an active and positive influence on the human mind. 

• This attitude led to an idealization of those people who live closest to it: simple 
country people. 

• Disappointment with the present often inspired a renewed interest in an idealized past: 
there was a revival of old country ballads. 

• The anti-intellectual attitude is reflected in the popularity of supernatural elements 
(folklore, fairy-tales, mythology). 

• The child is very impmiant as the supreme example of innocence, the uncorrupted 
world, standing close to God and eternity. 

• Not only was there an escape in time, but also in place: to exotic cultures and distant 
countries. 

• Romantic poetry was much more individual than 18111 century poetry. Romantic poets 
were often rebels. 



William Blake (1757-1827) 

Blake was the first Romantic poet. He was opposed to the morals and politics of his time. He 
was a visionary and a mystic, a painter and a poet. His symbolism was very personal and his 
symbols were the lamb, the tiger and the rose. To Blake nature was the expression of the 
Divine. He wrote Songs of Innocence (1789) and Songs of Experience (1794). These two 
little volumes show 'the two contrary states of the human soul'; the innocence and waim 
spontaneity of childhood, and the experience oflater life, with its frustration, cruelty, cold 
selfishness and hypocrisy. 

Nurse's Song (Innocence) 

When voices of children are heard on the 
green 
And laughing is heard on the hill, 
My heaii is at rest within my breast 
And everything else is still 

Then come home my children the sun is 
gone down 
And the dews of night arise 
Come come leave off play, and let us away 
Till the morning appears in the skies 

No no let us play, for it is yet day 
And we cannot go to sleep 
Besides in the sky, the little birds fly 
And the hills are all covered with sheep 

Well well go & play till the light fades 
away 
And then go home to bed 
The little ones leaped & shouted & laugh'd 
And all the hills echoed 

Nurse's Song (Experience) 

When the voices of children are heard on 
the green 
And whisp'rings are in the dale 
The days of mu youth rise fresh in my 
mind, 
My face turns green and pale. 
Then come home my children, the sun is 
gone down, 
And the dews of night arise; 
Your spring and your day are wasted in 
play, 
And your winter and night in disguise. 

The Garden of Love 

I went to the Garden of Love, 
And saw what I never had seen: 
A Chapel was built in the midst, 
Where I used to play on the green. 

And the gates of this Chapel were shut, 
And Thou shalt not' writ over the door; 
So I turn'd to the Garden of Love, 
That so many sweet flowers bore, 

And I saw it was filled with graves, 
And tomb-stones where flowers should be: 
And Priests in black gowns were walking 
their rounds, 
And binding with briars my joys and 
desires. 

A Poison Tree 

I was angry with my friend: 
I told my wrath, my wrath did end. 
I was angry with my foe: 
I told it not, my wrath did grow. 

And I watered it in fears, 
Night and morning with my tears; 
And I sunned it with smiles, 
And with soft deceitful wiles. 

And it grew both day and night, 
Till it bore an apple bright. 
And my foe beheld it shine. 
And he knew that it was mine, 

And into my garden stole 
When the night had veiled the pole; 
In the morning glad I see 
My foe outstretched beneath the tree. 
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Questions Nurse's Songs 

1. Describe the difference in the Nurse's attitude in the two poems. 
2. Lines 5 and 6 of both poems are identical, yet they convey different feelings. Explain. 
3.. Explain the last two lines of the second poem. 

William Wordsworth (1770m 1850) 

As a young man Wordsworth travelled in France and he greatly admired the spirit and 
principles of the French Revolution, but he was disillusioned by its cruelty and bloodshed, 
and turned his back on its ideas. He became the greatest Nature poet, because so many of his 
lyrics and sonnets are inspired by nature. His poems also deal with simple people and the 
simple joys of everyday life. One of his works was The Prelude. 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 

I wandered lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky vvay, 
They stretched in never-ending line 
Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced; but they 
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 
A poet could not but be gay, 
In such a jocund company: 
I gazed---and gazecl---but little thought 
What wealth the show to me had brought: 

For oft, when on my couch I lie 
In vacant or in pensive mood, 
They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 

Question: 

In Romantic poetry nature is seldom described for its own sake. What the poet tries to 
communicate is not a factual account of what he sees, but the emotions a scene awakes in 
him. As a result, the beauty of nature is often described in human terms, as if lifeless things 
were capable of having the same emotions as the poet himself. Find examples in the text. 



John Keats (1795-1821) 

For Keats sensation was a path to the knowledge of reality . It is surprising that he could feel 
and express these things at such an early age. 

Keats wanted to be a doctor, but as a student already he was more interested in poetry. In 
1820 he wrote The Eve of St Agnes. He added sonnets and wanted to write longer poems. He 
was an orphan who discovered that his health declined, because he suffered from tuberculosis, 
which was often lethal in those days. His misery was increased by his hopeless love for Fanny 
Brawne, a girl living next-door to him. She turned him down. Friends took the sick Keats to 
Italy by boat, but he was already at death's door and died in Rome. 

His finest poems include Ode on a Grecian Urn and Ode to a Nightingale in which he 
studied the relation between happiness and sorrow, imagination and reality, art and life. 

Also famous became To Autumn and the ballad La Belle Dame Sans Merci. 

La Belle Dame Sans Merci (1819) 

Oh what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 
Alone and palely loitering? 

The sedge has withered from the lake, 
And no birds sing. 

Oh what can ail thee, knight-at-aims, 
So haggard and so woe-begone? 
The squiITel's granary is full, 

And the harvest's done. 

I see a lily on thy brow, 
With anguish moist and fever-dew, 
And on thy cheeks a fading rose 

Fast withereth too. 

I met a lady in the meads, 
Full beautiful - a faery's child, 

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 

I made a garland for her head, 
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 
She looked at me as she did love, 

And made sweet moan. 

I set her on my pacing steed, 
And nothing else saw all day long, 

For sidelong would she bend, and sing 
A faery's song. 

She found me roots of relish sweet, 
And honey wild, and manna-dew, 

And sure in language strange she said -
'I love thee true'. 

She took me to her elfin grot, 
And there she wept and sighed full sore, 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 

With kisses four. 

And there she lulled me asleep 
And there I dreamed - Ah! woe betide! -

The latest dream I ever dreamt 
On the cold hill side. 

I saw pale kings and princes too, 
Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 

They cried - 'La Belle Dame sans Merci 
Rath thee in thrall!' 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam, 
With horrid warning gaped wide, 

And I awoke and found me here, 
On the cold hill's side. 

And this is why I sojourn here 
Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is withered from the 
lake, 

And no birds sing. 



Questions La Belle Dame Sans Merci 
1. a Wat betekent de titel van dit gedicht? 

b Heeft het woord merci in de titel dezelfde betekenis als het moderne Franse woord? 
Zo niet, wat is het verschil? 

2. Welkjaargetijde wordt in de eerste 2 stanzas opgeroepen? Welke woorden in welke 
re geld illustreren dit jaargetij de? 

3. Welke woorden in de eerste 3 stanzas laten zien dat de ridder zich ellendig voelt? 
4. Stanza 3 en 4 beginnen beide met het persoonlijk voornaamwoord ik. Betreft het twee 

keer deezelfde persoon? Indien niet, wie zijn die twee verschillende personen? 
5. In stanza 3 staat een dubbele metafoor (indirecte vergelijking) die met de gezondheid 

van de ridder te maken heeft. Leg die dubbele metafoor uit. 
6. Spelen de zintuigen een grote rol in dit gedicht? Leg uit. 
7. Welk beeld wordt opgeroepen in de lOe en 11 e stanza? 
8. Dit gedicht is een ballad, verdeeld in 12 ballad stanzas. 

a Wat is het rijmschema in iedere ballad stanza? 
b In tegenstelling tot de traditionele folk ballads is de laatste regel van iedere stanza 
kort. Wat is het effect? 

9. Alsje de laatste stanza vergelijkt met de eerste: 
a Wat is de overeenkomst? 
b Wat is het effect hiervan? 
c Wat is het verschil? 



Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822) 

Shelley, who was educated at Eton and Oxford, was expelled from the latter because he had 
written an atheistic pamphlet. He first married a girl of far lower birth to liberate her from her 
circumstances, but he soon divorced her. Then he married the daughter of an atheistic 
philosopher. He went to Italy and was drowned when sailing in the Adriatic Sea at the age of 
thirty. 

Of all the Romantic poets Shelley is the most revolutionary, the most lyrical and the most 
vague. The leading themes of his long poems are: Beauty, Freedom and Love. Some of his 
well-known poems are Prometheus Unbound (the problem of man fighting God. Prometheus 
had stolen fire from heaven and was bound to a rock by God. Shelley wants him free), Ode to 
the West Wind and Adonais (on the death of Keats). 

Shelley is, in every respect, the poet of oppressed mankind, and of revolution leading to 
liberty. 

Song to the Men of England 

Men of England, wherefore plough 
For the lords who lay ye low? 
Wherefore weave with toil and care 
The rich robes your tyrants wear? 

Wherefore feed, and clothe, and save, 
From the cradle to the grave, 
Those ungrateful drones who would 
Drain your sweat-nay, drink your blood? 

Wherefore, Bees of England, forge 
Many a weapon, chain, and scourge 
That these stingless drones may spoil 
The forced produce of your toil? 

Have ye leisure, comfort, calm, 
Shelter, food, love's gentle balm? 
Or what is it ye buy so dear 
With your pain and with your fear? 

The seed ye sow, another reaps; 
The wealth ye find, another keeps; 
The robes ye weave, another wears; 
The arms ye forge, another bears. 

Sow seed,-but let no tyrant reap; 
Find wealth,-let no impostor heap; 
Weave robes,-let not the idle wear; 
Forge arms,-in your defence to bear. 

Shrink to your cellars, holes, and cells; 
In halls ye deck another dwells. 
Why shake the chains ye wrought? Ye see 
The steel ye tempered glance on ye. 

With plough and spade, and hoe and loom, 
Trace your grave, and build your tomb, 
And weave your winding-sheet, till fair 
England be your sepulchre. 



A special group of Romantic writers are the writers interested in hon-or stories. In these 
stories we find gloomy, dark and somber places, ghosts and honible events: the Gothic novel 
(the word Gothic refers to the dark Middle Ages, in which obscure powers played an 
important part). Much gothic literature is considered ambiguous insofar as it rarely presents a 
clear moral or message; it seems intended to be open to multiple meanings. The most famous 
Gothic novel is Frankenstein by Mary Shelley (Percy Bysshe Shelley's wife). Another 
important writer in this group is the American writer Edgar Allan Poe. 

Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) 

Edgar Allan Poe was an American author, poet, editor and literary critic. Best known for his 
tales of mystery and the macabre, Poe was one of the earliest American practitioners of the 
short story and is considered the inventor of the detective fiction geme. He is fmther credited 
with contributing to the emerging geme of science fiction. 

THE TELL-TALE HEART 

by Edgar Allan Poe 
1843 

TRUE! --nervous --very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say 

that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses --not destroyed --not dulled them. 
Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the eaith. I 
heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily --how 
calmly I can tell you the whole story. 

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

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



every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously 
to him, calling him by name in a heaiiy tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So 
you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just 
at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept. 

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch's minute 
hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my 
own powers --of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that 
there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or 
thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed 
suddenly, as if staiiled. Now you may think that I drew back --but no. His room was as black 
as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of 
robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on 
steadily, steadily. 

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin 
fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out --"Who's there?" 

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the 
meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening; --just as I 
have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall. 

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mmial te1rnr. It was not a 
groan of pain or of grief --oh, no! --it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of 
the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, 
when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful 
echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and 
pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the 
first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon 
him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to 
himself --"It is nothing but the wind in the chimney --it is only a mouse crossing the floor," or 
"It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp." Yes, he had been trying to comfort 
himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in 
approaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. 
And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel -
although he neither saw nor heard --to feel the presence of my head within the room. 

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to 
open a little --a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it --you cannot imagine 
how stealthily, stealthily --until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot 
from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye. 

It was open --wide, wide open --and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect 
distinctness --all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my 
bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man's face or person: for I had directed the ray 
as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot. 

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense? 
--now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when 



enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man's heart. It 
increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage. 

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

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I 
took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. 
First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs. 

I then took up tlu·ee planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the 
scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye --not even 
his --could have detected any thing wrong. There was nothing to wash out --no stain of any 
kind --no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all --ha! ha! 

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o'clock --still dark as midnight. As the 
bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a 
light heart, --for what had I now to fear? There entered tlu·ee men, who introduced 
themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A slu·iek had been heard by a 
neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been 
lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises. 

I smiled, --for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The slu·iek, I said, was my 
own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all 
over the house. I bade them search --search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I 
showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought 
chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the 
wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which 
reposed the corpse of the victim. 

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They 
sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself 
getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but 
still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct: --It continued and became 
more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained 
definiteness --until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears. 



No doubt I now grew very pale; --but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet 
the sound increased --and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound --much such a 
sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath --and yet the officers 
heard it not. I talked more quickly --more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose 
and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily 
increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if 
excited to fury by the observations of the men --but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! 
what could I do? I foamed --I raved --I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been 
sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It 
grew louder --louder --louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it 
possible they heard not? Almighty God! --no, no! They heard! --they suspected! --they knew! 
--they were making a mockery of my horror!-this I thought, and this I think. But anything was 
better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those 
hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now --again! --hark! 
louder! louder! louder! louder! 

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

-THE END-

Emily Bronte (1818-1848) 

Emily Bronte was one of the six children of Rev. Patrick Bronte, and lived in Haworth, a little 
village in the lonely moorlands of the north of England. Her elder sister Charlotte became 
famous as the author of semi-autobiographical novels like Jane Eyre (184 7), but Emily, who 
wrote one novel only and a few poems and who died in het thirty-first year, is clearly the 
greater of the two. 

Wuthering Heights (1847) stands alone among nineteenth- century novels. Indeed, there is 
nothing quite like it in English literature. Many people, generally those who have never read 
the book, consider Wuthering Heights to be a straightforward, if intense, love story - Romeo 
and Juliet on the Yorkshire Moors. But this is a mistake. Really the story is one of revenge. It 
follows the life of Heathcliff, a mysterious gypsy-like person, from childhood (about seven 
years old) to his death in his late thirties. Heathcliff is picked up by Mr Earnshaw in the 
streets of Liverpool, and brought up by him as one of his own children. In the course of time 
Mr Earnshaw' s daughter Catherine, a beautiful, wilful, selfish girl, falls passionately in love 
with Heathcliff, but she marries the mild and gentle Edgar Linton because he is young, rich 
and handsome. 

Wuthering Heights is about love and revenge, good and evil, restrictions and freedom. It is 
about life, death and immortality. And ultimately it is an attempt to achive universal oneness 
with nature, which was of prime importance to both Emily Bronte and her main characters 
Catherine and Heathcliff. The book takes its name from the home of the Earnshaws, a storm
beaten old fannhouse on the moors, "wuthering" being a local word for the sound of the wind 
amongst the trees. Thrushcross Grange, the home of the Lintons, is in every respect different: 
it is a house of luxury and refinement, surrounded by a park. In the book, Emily Bronte made 



extensive use of the literary concept of pathetic fallacy, i.e. external nature and weather 
conditions reflect the inner state of mind of her characters. The two houses play a central part 
in this. Wuthering Heights, often exposed to extreme weather concitions high up on the 
moors, is the centre of storm both literally and symbolically. It stands for a way of life that is 
wild, dynamic, harsh, vital, untamable and passionate. Natural conditions and landscape 
cmrespond with the looks and the characters of the inhabitants. Heathcliff is dark, endowed 
with savage and dynamic powers. As his name implies he is like a landscape, wild , exposed 
and dangerous as the Heights. He is uncompromising in word and deed and does not adapt 
himself naturally to a more cultivated way oflife. Thrushcross Grange is the opposite. It is the 
centre of calm, representing a way of life that is peaceful, sheltered, gentle, stable and 
cultivated. Its main inhabitants. The Lintons, are fair-haired, blue-eyed and in Heathcliff' s 
words "vacant, petted things, passive entities". 

Wuthering Heights is often considered a "Romantic" novel because of the many traditional 
elements of Romanticism that it contains: 

• the idea of nature as a powerful spiritual force 
•the descriptions of the English countryside 

• a constant, elevated emotional level and passion 
0 a desire to rise above the limitations of ordinary human existence 
• a strong interest in death 
• a portrayal of opposites, including escape and pursuit, calmness and turbulence, upper and 

lower classes, and suffering and peace 
• isolation, both emotional and geographical 
• elements of the supernatural 

As many critics have pointed out, it also contains some elements of the Gothic novel. There is 
a suggestion of the supernatural, the extreme landscape of the moors, and wild storms. Death 
figures prominently in the story, as well as a villain-hero driven by passion, found in 
Heathcliff. Catherine is wooed by both a good and a dangerous suitor, and revenge is a 
driving force in the plot. 

-READ FRAGMENT 1-

Assignments Wuthering Heights fragment 1 

1. In this passage we accompany Mr Lockwood on his first visit to Wuthering 
Heights, and , like him, we are somewhat shocked at the strange household we find 
there. Describe the atmosphere at the house, and find some elements that help to 
create it. 

2. Heathcliff and Lockwood are two vastly different personalities. Describe them 
both as carefully as you can. Are the differences between them also noticeable in 
their speech? How do they look upon each other? 

3. In how far do Lockwood's ideas about Wuthering Heights and its inhabitants 
change in the course of this passage? 



WUTHERING HEIGHTS 

EMILY IBRONTE, from: Wuthering Heights 

1801- I have just returned from a visit to my landlord 0 
- the solitary neighbour that I shall be 

troubled with. 
'Mr Heathclift?' I said. 

A nod was the answer. 

'.Mr Lockwood your new tenant0
, sir. I do myself the honour of calling as soon as 

possible after my arrival, to express the hope that I have not inconvenienced you by my 

perseverance in soliciting the occupation ofThrushcross Grange 0
: I heard yesterday you had 

had some thoughts - ' 

'Thrushcross Grange is my own, sir,' he interrupted, wincing0
• 'I should not allow 

10 anyone to inconvenience me, ifl could hinder it-walk in!Joseph, take Mr Lockwood's horse; 

and bring up some wine.' 

Joseph was an elderly, nay, an old man: very old, perhaps, though hale and sinewy0
• 

'The Lord help us!' he soliloquized in an undertone of peevish displeasure, while relieving me 
of my horse 0

• 

IS Wuthering Heights is the name of Mr HeathclifPs dwelling. 'Wuthering' being a 

significant0 provincial adjective, descriptive of the atmospheric tumult to which its station is 

exposed 0 in stormy weather. Before passing the threshold, I paused to admire a quantity of 

grotesque carving lavished over the front 0
, and especially over the principal door: above 

which, arriong a wilderness of crumbling0 griffins0 and shameless little boys, I detected the 

20 date '1500', and the name 'Hareton Earnshaw'. The floor was of smooth, white stone; the 

chairs, high-backed, primitive structures, painted green: one or two heavy ones lurking0 in 

the shade. In an arch under the dresser, reposed a huge, liver-coloured bitch-pointer0
, 

surrounded by a swarm of squealing puppies; and other dogs haunted other recesses 0
• 

Mr Heathcliffforms a singular contrast0 to his abode0 and style ofliving. He is a dark-

25 skinned gypsy in aspect0
, in dress and manners a gentleman: that is, as much a gentleman as 

many a country squire0
: rather slovenly0

, perhaps, yet not looking amiss with his negligence0
, 

because he has an erect and handsome figure; and rather morose0
• 

I took a seat at the end of the hearthstone0 opposite that towards which my landlord 

advanced, and filled up an interval of silence by attempting to caress the canine mother0
, who 

30 had left her nursery, and was sneaking wolfishly to the back of my leg, her lip curled up, and 

her white teeth watering for a snatch0
• l\1y caress provoked a long guttural snarl0

• 

HeathclifPs countenance relaxed into a grin. 

'Come, come Mr Lockwood,' he said, 'you are flurried 0
• Here, take a little wine. 

Guests are so exceedingly rare in this house that I and my dogs, I am willing to own°, hardly 
35 know how to receive them. Your health, sir!' 

He - probably swayed by prudential considerations of the folly of offending a good 

tenant0 
- relaxed a little, and introduced what he supposed would be a subject of interest to 

me - a <;liscourse0 on the advantages and disadvantages of my present place of retirement. I 

found him very intelligent on the topics we touched 0
; and before I went home, I was 

40 encouraged so far as to volunteer another visit tomorrow. He evidently wished no repetition 

of my intrusion°. I shall go, notwithstanding0
• It is astonishing how sociable I feel myself 

compared with him. 

Yesterday afternoon set in misty and cold. I had half a mind to spend it by my study fire, 

instead of wading through heath and mud to 'Vuthering Heights. On coming up for dinner, 

45 however, I took my hat, and, after a four miles' walk, arrived at HeathclifPs garden just in 

time to escape the first feathery flakes of a snow-shower. 
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A young man without coat, and shouldering a pitchfork appeared in the yard behind. 

He hailed me to follow him, and, after marching through a wash-house, and a paved 0 area 

containing a coal-shed, pump, and pigeon-cote0
, we at length arrived in the huge, warm, 

50 cheerful appartment, where I was formerly received. It glowed delightfully in the radiance0 

of an immense fire, compounded0 of coal, peat0
, and wood; and near the table, laid for a 

plentiful evening meal, I was pleased to observe the 'missis', an individual whose existence I 

had previously never suspected0
• I bowed and waited, thinking she would bid me take a seat. 

She looked at me, leaning back in her chair, and remained motionless and mute0
• 

55 'Rough weather!' I remarked. 'I'm afraid, Mrs Heathcliff, the door must bear the 

consequence of your servants' leisure attendance0
• I had hard work to make them hear me!' 

'You should not have come out,' she said. 

Her position before was sheltered from the light; now, I had a distinct view of her 

whole figure and countenance0
• She was slender0

, and apparently scarce past girlhood 0
: an 

60 admirable form, and the most exquisite little face that I have ever had the pleasure of 

beholding0
• 

Meanwhile, the young man had slung on to his person a decidedly shabby upper 

garment0
, and, erecting himselfbefore the blazer0

, looked down on me, from the corner ofhis 

eyes, for all the world as ifthere were some mortal feud unavenged between us 0
• I began to 

65 doubt whether he were servant or not: his dress and speech were both rude, entirely devoid of' 

the superiority obsen;able in Mr and Mrs Heathcliff; his thick, brown curls were rough and 

uncultivated, his whiskers encroached0 bearishly over his cheeks, and his hands were em

browned like those of a common labourer: still his bearing was free, almost haughty0
, and he 

showed none of the domestic's assiduity° in attending on the lady of the house. In the absence 

70 of clear proofs of his condition, r deemed it best to abstain from noticing his curious conduct0
; 

and, five minutes afterwards, the entrance ofHeathcliffrelieved me, in some measure, from 

my uncomfortable state'. 

'You see, sir, I am come, according to promise!' I exclaimed, assuming the cheerful0
; 

'and I fear I shall be weather-bound for half an hour0
, if you can afford me shelter0 during 

75 that space.' 

'Half an hour?' he said, shaking the white flakes from his clothes; 'I wonder you should 

select the thick of a snowstorm0 to ramble about in. Do you know that you run a risk of being 

lost in the marshes 0
• People familiar with these moors often miss their road on such evenings; 

and I can tell you, there is no chance of a change at present.' 

80 'Perhaps I can get a guide among your lads0
, and he might stay at the Grange till 

morning - could you spare me one?' 

'No, I could not.' 

'Oh, indeed! \Veil, then, I must trust to my own sagacity0
.' 

'Umph!' 

85 'Are you going to mak' th' tea?' demanded he of the shabby coat, shifting his ferocious 

gaze from me to the young lady0
• 

'It is strange,' I began, in the interval of swallowing one cup of tea and receiving 

another- 'itis strange how custom can mould our tastes and ideas0
: many could not imagine 

the existence of happiness in a life of such complete exile0 from the world as you spend, J\1r 

90 Heathcliff; yet I'll venture to say, that surroun:ded by your family, and with your amiable 

lady as the presiding genius over your home and heart0 
- ' 

95 

'J\!Jy amiable.lady!' he interrupted, with an almost diabolical sneer0 on his face. 

'Where is she - iny amiable lady?' 

'Mrs Heathcliff, your wife, I mean.' 

Then it flashed on me0 
- 'The clown at my elbow, who is drinking his tea out of a basin 

and eating his bread with unwashed hands, may be her husband. Heathcliffjunior, of course.' 

'l'virs Heathcliffis my daughter-in-law,' said Heathcliff, corroborating my surmise0
• 

'Ah certainly.- I see now: you are the favoured possessor of the beneficent fairy 0
,' I 

remarked, turning to my neighbour. 

100 This was worse than before: the youth grew crimson.o, and clenched his fist, '.vith every 

appearance of meditated assault0
• But he-seemed to recollect himself', -presently; and 

smothered the storm in a brutal curse, muttered on my behalf': which, however, I took care 

not to notice. 
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'Unhappy in your conjectures0, sir!' observed my host: 'we neither of us have the 

105 privilege of owning your good fairy; her mate0 is dead. I said she was my daughter-in-law, 

therefore, she must have married my son.' 

'And this young man is - ' 

'Not my son, assuredly!' 
Heath cliff smiled again, as if it were rather too bold a jest to attribute the paternity of 

110 that bear to him0. 
'My name is Hare ton Earnshaw,' growled the other; 'and I'd counsel0 you to respect 

it.' 

The business of eating being concluded, and no one uttering a word of sociable 

conversation, I approached a window to examine the weather. A sorrowful sight I saw: dark 

115 night coming down prematurely0, and the sky and hills mingled in one bitter whirl of wind 

and suffocating0 snow. 
'I don't think it is possible for me to get home now, without a guide,' I could not help 

exclaiming. 'The roads wiII be buried already; and, if they were bare, I could scarcely 

distinguish a foot in advance0. 
120 'Hareton, drive those dozen sheep into the barn porch0. They'll be covered ifleftin the 

fold aP night: and put a plank before them,' said Heathcliff. 
'How must I do?' I continued, with rising irritation. 

There was no reply to my question; and on looking round I saw only Joseph bringing 

in a pail of porridge0 for the dogs, and Mrs Heathcliffleaning over the fire, diverting herself' 

125 with burning a bundle of matches which had fallen from the chimney-piece as she restored the 

tea-canister to its place0. 

'11rs Heathcliff,' I said, earnestly, 'you must excuse me for troubling you. I presume0, 

because, with that face, I'm sure you can't help being good-hearted. Do point out some 

landmarks0 by which I may know my way home; I have no more idea how to get there than 

130 you would have how to get to London!' 

'Take the road you came,' she answered, ensconcing0 herselfin a chair, with a candle, 

and the long book open before her. 'It is brief advice, but as sound as I can give.' 

'Then it follows that I am compelled0 to stay.' 

\t\/hile leading the way upstairs, Zillah, the housewife, recommended0 that I should 

135 hide the candle, and not make a noise; for Heathcliffhad an odd notion° about the chamber 

she would put me in, and never let anybody lodge there willingly0. 

Too stupefied0 to be curious myself, I fastened the door and glanced round for the bed. 

The whole furniture consisted of a chair, a clothes-press0, and a large oak case0, with squares0 

cut out near the top, resembling coach windows0. Having approached this structure, I looked 

140 inside, and perceived0 it to be a singular sort of oldfashioned couch. 0 In fact, it formed a little 

close0, and the ledge0 of a window, which it enclosed, served as a table. I slid back the panelled 

sides0
, got in with my light, pulled them together again, and felt secure against the vigilance0 

ofHeathcliff, and everyone else. 

The ledge, where I placed my candle, had a few mildevved books 0 piled up in one 

145 corner; and it was ·covered with writing scratched 0 on the paint. This writing, however, was 

nothing but a name repeated in all kinds of characters 0
, large and small - Catherine Earnshaw, 

here and there varied to Catherine Heatlzcliff, and then again to Catherine Linton. 

In vapid Iistlessness0 I leant my head against the window, and continued spelling over 

Catherine Earnshaw - Heathcliff - Linton, till my eyes closed; but they had not rested five 

150 minutes when a glare of white letters started from the dark, as vivid as spectres 0 
- the air 

swarmed 0 with Catherines; and rousing myself, I discovered my candle wick reclined on one 

of the antique volumes0
, and perfuming the place with an odour of roasted calf-skin°. I 

snuffed it off°, sat up and spread open the injured tome 0 on my knee. It was a Testament, in 

lean type0, and smelling dreadfully musty0: the fly-leaf' bore the inscription - 'Catherine 

155 Earnshaw, her book', and a date some quarter of a century back. I shut, and took up another, 

and another, till I had examined all. Catherine's library was select, and its state ofdilapida

tion0 proved it to have been well used; though not altogether for a legitimate purpose0: 

scarcely one chapter had escaped a pen-and-ink commentary-at least, the appearance of one 

- covering every morsel of blank0 that the printer had left. An immediate interest kindled 
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160 within me0 for the unknown Catherine, and I began, forthwith, to decipher her faded 

hieroglyphics 0
• 

'An awful Sunday!' commenced the paragraph0 beneath. 'I wish my father were back 

again. Hindley is a detestable substitute0 
- his conduct to Heathcliffis atrocious 0 

- H. and I 

are going to rebel - we took our initiatory step0 this evening.' 

165 'All day had been flooding with rain; we could not go to church, so Joseph must needs 

.get up a congregation in the garret0
; and, while Hindley and his wife basked0 downstairs 

before a comfortable fire - doing anything but reading their Bibles, I'll answer for it -

Heathcliff, myself, and the unhappy plough-boy were commanded to take our prayer-books, 

and mount the stairs: we were ranged in a row, on a sack of corn, groaning and shivering0
, and 

170 hoping that] oseph would shiver too, so that he might give us a short homily for his own sake0
• 

A vain idea0 ! The service lasted precisely three hours; and yet my brother had the face to 

exclaim0
, when he saw us descending, 'What, done already?' On Sunday evenings we used to 

be permitted to play, if we did not make much noise; now a mere titter0 is sufficient to send us 
into corners! 

175 'You forget Y.ou have a master here,' says the tyrant. 'I'll demolish the first who puts 
me out oftemper0 ! I insist on perfect sobriety and silence0

• Oh, boy! Was that you? Frances, 

darling, pull his hair as you go by: I heard him snap his fingers.' Frances pulled his hair 

heartily, and then went and seated herself on her husband's knee; and there they were, like 

two babies, kissing and talking nonsense by the hour - foolish palaver0 that we should be 

180 ashamed of. We made ourselves as snug0 as our means allowed in the arch of the dresser0
• I 

had just fastened our pi.nafores0 together, and hung them up for a curtain, when in comes 

Joseph, on an errand from the stables. He tears down my handiwork, boxes my ears 0
, and 

croaks- 'T' maister nobbutjust buried, and Sabbath nut oe'red, unt t' sahnd uh't gospel still 

i' yer lugs, and yah darr be laiking! 0 shame on ye! sit ye dahn, ill childer! they's good books 

185 eneugh ifye'll read 'em: sit ye dahn, and think uh yer sowls!' 

'Saying this, he compelled us to square our positions0 that we might receive from the 

fire far-off a dull ray to show us the text of the lumber he thrust upon us 0
• I could not bear the 

employment. I took my dingy volume by the scroop0
, and hurled it into the dog-kennel, 

vowing0 I hated a good book. Heathcliff kicked his to the same place. Then there was a 
190 hubbub. 0

' 

'Maister Hindley!' shouted our chaplain°. 'Maister, coom hither! Miss Cathy's riven 

th' back off'Th' Helmet of Salvation', un' Heathcliff's pawsed his fit intuh t' first part uh 'T' 

Brooad Way to Destruction'! 0 It's fairflaysome 0 utyah let 'emgoa on this gait0
• Ech! th' owd 

man ud uh laced 'em properly0 
- bud he's goan!' 

195 'Hindley hurried up from his paradise on the hearth, and seizing one of us by the 

collar, and the other by the arm, hurled both into the back-kitchen; I reached this book, and a 

pot ofink from the shelf, and pushed the house-door ajar0 to give me light, and I have got the 

time on with writing for twenty minutes; but my companion is impatient, and propose that 

we should appropriate the dairy woman's doak, and have a scamper on the moors, under its 
200 shelter0

• 

I suppose Catherine fulfilled her project0
, for the next sentence took up another subject: she 

waxed lachrymose0
• 

'How little did I dream that Hindley would ever make me cry so!' she wrote. 'My head 

ache~, till I cannot keep it on the pillow; and still I can't give over. Poor Heathcliff! Hindley 

205 calls him a vagabond 0
, and won't let him sit with us, nor eat with us any more; and, he says, he 

and I must not play together, and threatens to turn him out of the house if we break his orders. 

He has been blaming our father (how dared he?) for treating H. too liberally0
; and swears he 

will reduce him to his right place0 
- ' 

I began to nod dro.wsily0 over the dim page: my eye wandered from manuscript to 

210 print0
• I saw a red ornamented title - 'Seventy Times Seven, and the First of the Seventy-

er ontwaakte dadelijk belangstelling 
bego11 onmiddellijk ha~r verbleekte 
hierogliefen te.ontcijferen 

begon de alinea 

afschuwelijke plaatsvervanger 
vreselijk eerste stap 

een samenkomst op zolder houden 

zich koesterden 

al steunend en bibberend 

zodat hlj in zijn eigen belang een korte 
preek zou houden niets daarvan 

durfde uit te roepen 

giechelen alleen al 

verniel de eerste die me een slecht 
humeur bezorgt ernst en stilte 

kletspraat 

gezellig in de nis van het buffet 

schorten 

geeft me een draai om mijn oren 

is net begraven, en de Zondag is nog 
niet voorbij en de klank van het 
Evangelie nog in je oren, en jullie 
durven te spelen 

dwong hij ons z6 te gaan zitten 

de rommel die hij ons opdrong 

pakte mijn groezelige boek bij de rug 

verklaarde plechtig 

dat gaf me een rumoer 

onze dominee heeft de rug van De 
Helm der '{.erlossing gescheurd, en 
Heathcliff heeft een schop tegen De 
Brede Weg naar het Verderf gegeven 
verschrikkelijk zo hun gang laten 
gaan had ze een goed pak slaag 
gegeven 

op een kier 

stelt voor om de mantel van de 
melkmeid te pakken, en daaronder 
de hei ?P te gaan 

haar plan ten uitvoer bracht 

de volgende zin roerde een and er 
onderwerp aan, dat met tranen 
gepaard ging 

schooier 

heeft ... verweten. dat hij Heathcliff te 
mild heeft behandeld dat hij hem wel 
eens zijn plaats zal wijzen 

begon slaperig te knikkebollen 

van het handschrift naar het drukwerk 

First. A Pious Discourse0 delivered by the Reverend Ja bes Branderham, in the Chapel of vrome verhandeling 

Gimmerden Sough.' And while I was, half consciously, worrying my brains to guess what 

Ja bes Branderham would make of his subject, I sank back in bed, and fell asleep. Alas, for the 

effect of bad tea and bad temper! What else could it be that made me pass such a terrible 

215 night? I don't remember another that I can at all compare with it since I was capable of 
suffering. 
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I began to dream, almost before I ceased to be sensible of my locality0
• I remembered I 

was lying in the oak closet, and heard distinctly the gusty wind, and the driving of the snow; I 

nog bijna voordat ik vergat waar ik mij 
bevond 

heard, also, a fir-bough 0 repeat its teasing0 sound against the window, and ascribed it to the dennetak ergerlijke 

220 right cause0
: but it annoyed me so much, that I resolved to silence it, if possible; and, I schreef het toe aan de juiste.oorzaak 

thought, I rose and endeavoured to unhasp the casement0
• The hook was soldered into the probeerde het venster te open en 

staple0
: a circumstance observed by me when awake, but forgotten. 'I must stop it, neverthe- de haakzat vastgesoldeerd aan het oog 

less!' I muttered, knocking my knuckles through the glass; instead of which, my fingers closed 

on the fingers of a littie, ice-cold hand! The intense horror of nightmare came over me:1 tried 

225 to draw back my arm, but the hand clung to 0 it, and a most melancholy voice sobbed0
, 'Let hleld vast snikte 

me in - let me in!' 'Who are you?' I asked, struggling, me.anwhile, to disengage myself°. terwijlikworsteldeomlostekomen 

'Catherine Linton,' it replied shiveringly (why did I think of Linton? I had read Earnshaw 

twenty times for Linton). 'I'm come home: I'd lost my way on the moor!'· As it spoke, I 

discerned, obscurely0
, a child's face looking through the window. Terror made me cruel; and, 

230 finding it useless to attempt shaking the creature off, I pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, 

and rubbed it to and fro 0 till the blood ran down and soaked0 the bedclothes: still it wailed, 

'Let me in!' and maintained its tenacious grip 0
, almost maddening me with fear. 'How can I?' 

I said at length. 'Let me go, if you want me to let you in!' The fingers relaxed, I snatched mine 

through the hole, hurriedly piled0 the books up in a pyramid against it, and stopped my ears 

235 to exclude the lamentable prayer0
• I seemed to keep them closed above a quarter.of an hour; 

yet, the instant I listened again, there was the doleful cry moaning on°! 'Begone!' I shouted, 

'I'll never let you in, not-if you beg for twenty years!' 'It is twenty years,' mourned the voice:· 

'twenty years. I've been a waif for twenty years0 !' Thereat began a feeble scratching0 outside, 

and the pile of books moved as ifthrustforward0
• I tried to jump up; but could not stir a limb; 

240 and so yelled aloud, in a frenzy of fright 0
• To my confusion, I discovered the yell was not 

ideal0
: hasty footsteps approached my chamber door; somebody pushed it .open, with a 

vigorous0 hand, and a light glimmered through the squares at the top of the bed. I sat 

shuddering0 yet, and wiping the perspiration° from my forehead: the intruder appeared to 

hesitate, and muttered to himself°. At last, he said in a half-whisper, plainly not expecting. an 

245 answer, 'Is anyone here?' I considered it best to confess my presence; for I knew Heathcliff's 

accents, and feared he might search further, ifl kept quiet. 1Nith this intention, I turned and 

opened the panels. I shall not soon forget the effect my action produced. 

Heathcliff stood near the entrance, in his shirt and trousers; with a candle dripping 

over his fingers, and his face as white as the wall behind him. The first creak of the oak startled 

250 him 0 like an electric shock: the light leaped from his hold 0 to a distance of some feet, and his 

agitation was so extreme, that he could hardly pick it up. 

'It is only your guest, sir,' I called out, desirous to spare him the humiliation of 

exposing his cowardice further0
• 'I had the misfortune to scream in my sleep, owing to a 

frightful nightmare. I'm sorry I disturbed you.' 

255 'What do you mean?' asked Hea.thcliff, 'and what are you doing? Lie down and finish 

out the night, since you are here; but, for heaven's sake! don't repeat that horrid noise: 

nothing could excuse it, unless you were having your throat cut.' 

'Ifthe'little fiend 0 had got in at the window, she probably would have strangled0 me!' I 

returned. 'I'm not going to endure the persecutions of your hospitable ancestors again°. That 

260 minx 0
, Catherine Linton, or Earnshaw, or however she was called - she must have been a 

changeling0 
- wick.cd little soul! She told me she had been walking the earth these twenty 

years; a just punishment for her mortal transgressions 0
, I've no doubt!' 

Scarcely were these words uttered, when I recollected 0 the association ofHeathclifPs 

with Catherine's name in the book, which had completely slipped from my memory, till thus 
265 awakened. 

'What can you mean by talking in this way to me?' thundered Heathcliffwith savage 

vehemence0
• 'How - how dare you, under my roof? - God! he's mad to speak so!' And he 

struck his forehead with rage 0
• He gradually fell back into the shelter of the bed, finally sitting 

down almost concealed0 by it. I guessed, however, by his irregular and intercepted breath-

270 ing 0
, that he struggled to vanquish an excess of violent emotion°. 

'Mr Lockwood,' he said, 'you niay gointo my room: you'll only be in the way, coming . 

downstairs so early; and your childish outcry has sent sleep to the devil for me.' 

I obeyed, so far as to quit the chamber; when, ignorant vvhere the narrow lobbies led0
, 

onderscheidde ik vagelijk 

trok ik haar pols tegen de gebroken 
ruit heen en weer doordrenkte 

bleef me stevig vasthouden 

stapelde 

orn die jammerlijk smeekb.ede nlet te 

horen 

klonk nog steeds dat klaaglijke 
gejammer 

al twintig jaar zwerf ik rond 
gekrabbel 
alsof hij voorover werd geduwd 

gek van angs~ 

dat de kreet niet denkbeeldig was 

krachtig 

beven wiste het.zweet 

aarzelen, en mompelde in zichzelf 

het eerste kraken van het eikehout 
deden hem schrikken 
de kaars vioog uit zijn handen 

want ik wilde hem de vernedering 
besparen dat zijn lafheid nog duidelijker 
ZOU blijken . 

dat kleine duivelse schepsel gewurgd 

ik heb geen zin om nog eens door uw 
gastvrije voorvaderen te word en lastig 
gevallen kreng 

wisselkind 

voor haar zonden in dit !even 

me herinnerde 

in wilde drift 

woede 

verscholen 

stokkende ademhaling trachtte 
heftige emoties meester te word en 

niet wetend waar de nauwe gangen 
heen leidden 
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I stood still, and was witness, involuntarily, to a piece of superstition° on the part of my was getuige van een staaltje bijgeloof 

275 landlord, which belied, oddly0
, his apparent sense. He got on to the bed, and wrenched open . In zonderlinge tegenspraak was met 

the lattice0
, bursting, as he pulled at it, into an uncontrollable passion of tears. 'Come in! ruktehetvensteropen 

corrie in!' he sobbed. 'Cathy, do come. Oh do - once more! Oh! my heart's darling; hear me 

this time, Catherine, at last!' 

There was such anguish in the gush of grief that accompanied this raving, that my 

280 compassion made me overlook its folly 0
, and I drew off, halfangry to have listened at all, and 

vexed 0 at having related my ridiculous nightmare, since it produced that agony0
; though 

why, was beyond my comprehension°. 

Next morning I declined joining their breakfast0
, and, at the first gleam of dawn, took 

an opportunity0 of escaping into the free air, now clear and still, and cold as ice. 

285 My landlord hallooed0 for me to stop, ere I reached the bottom of the garden, and 

offered to accompany me 0 across the moor. VI/ e exchanged little conversation, and he halted 

at the entrance ofThrushcross park, saying I could make no error0 there. The distance from 

the gate to the Grange is two miles: I believe I managed to make it four; what with losing 

myself among the trees, and sinking up to the neck in snow. 

290 I dragged0 upstairs; whence, after putting on dry clothes, and pacing to and fro 0 thirty 

or forty minutes, to restore the animal heat0
, I am adjourned to my study, feeble 0 as a kitten: 

almost too much so to enjoy the cheerful fire and smoking coffee which the servant has 

prepared for my refreshment. 

Er klonk zo'n pijn door in de uitbarsting 
van verdriet waarmee deze wartaal 
gepaard ging dat mijn medelijden me de 
dwaasheid ervan deed vergeten 
nijdig al dit verdriet teweegbracht 
ging mijn begrip te boven 
zei ik dat ik niet bleef ontbijten 
nam, zodra het licht werd de kans waar 
riep me toe 

bood aan me te vergezellen 

niet meer kon vergissen 

sleepte mezelf heen en weer (open 

om weer warm te warden zwak 



The sense of terror and of violence that runs through the novel is electrifying. It is 
not merely the graphic depiction of physical violence that is so striking: it is the 
atmosphere that pervades the entire novel of an emotional violence. It is, however, 
entirely consistent with the general tone of the book. There is a very hard edge 
throughout -indeed, a rather nasty edge. It's hard to think of any other novel in 
which the author quite deliberately takes steps to ensure that we do not like, far 
less sympathise with, any of the characters. When, due to circumstances in the 
plot, we may feel inclined to sympathise with a character, Emily Bronte would put 
in something to make that character appear despicable. 

-READ FRAGMENTS 2 AND 3-

Assignments: 

I. Search the Internet for images of the films with Laurence Olivier and Ralph Fiennes, 
and discuss which film shows a Heathcliff that is nearer their own picture of him. 
Explain why. 

2. 'As she gretv up, Catherine had to face the conflict of becoming either who she felt she 
should be or who she felt she would like to be. ' 

Discuss: Have you ever been in a situation in which you have had to choose between 
what you thought was better for you and what you really wanted? What did you 
choose? Are you happy about your choice? What do you think of Catherine's 
decision? 

3. Having thought and talked about it, write down your opinion on Catherine's decision 
in 50-100 words. 

4. Think about Catherine and Heathcliff 's love for each other and debate the following: 
Passionate love is a selfish feeling. A person in love doesn't want the loved-one's well
being and happiness but the personal joy experienced when they are together. 

5. In 50-100 words, write down whether you agree or disagree with the statement you 
have just talked about, and explain why. 
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'If I were in heaven, Nelly, I should be extremely miserable.' 
'Because ~ou are not fit to go there,' I answered. 'All sinners 

vv-ould be miserable in heaven.' 
'But it is not for that. I dreamt, once, that I was there.' 
'I tell you I won't harken to your dreams, Miss Catherine! I'll go 

to bed,' I interrupted again. 
She laughed, and held me down, for I made a motion to leave my 

chair. 
'This is nothing,' cried she; 'I was only going to say that heaven 

did not seem to be my home; and I broke my heart with weeping to 
come back to earth; and the angels were so angry that they flung me 
out, into the middle of the heath on the top of vVuthering Heights; 
where I woke sobbing for joy. That will do to ·explain my secret, as 
well as the other. I've no more business to marry Edgar Linton than 
I have to be in heaven; and if the wicked man iri there had not 
brought Heathcliff so low, I shouldn't have thought of it. It would 
degrade me to marry Heathcliff, now; so he shall never know how I 
love him; and that, not because he's handsome, Nelly, but because 
he's more myself than I am. vVhatever 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 fire.' 

Ere this speech ended I became sensible of Heathcliff's presence. 
Having noticed a slight movement, I turned my head, and saw him 
rise from the bench, and steal out, noiselessly. He had listened till he 
heard Catherine say it would degrade her to marry him, and then he 
staid to hear no farther. 

My companion, sitting on the ground, was prevented by the back 
of the settle from remarking his presence or departure; but I. started, 
and bade her hush! 

'Why?' she asked, gazing nervously round. 
Joseph is here,' I answered, catching, opportunely, the roll of his. 

cartwheels up the road; 'and Heathcliff will come in with him. I'm 

not sure whether he were not at the door this moment.' 
'Oh, he couldn't overhear me at the door!' said she. 'Give me 

Hareton, while you get the supper, and when it is ready ask me to 
sup with you. I want to cheat my uncomfortable conscience, and be 

WUTHER!NG HEIGHTS 

convinced that Heathcliff has no notion of these things - he has not, 
has he? He does not know what being in love is?' 

'I see no reason that he should not know, as well as you,' I 
returned; 'and if you are his choice, he'll be the most unfortunate 
creature that ever was born! As soon as you become Mrs Linton, he 
loses friend, and love, and all! Have you considered how you'll bear 
the separation, and how he'll bear to be quite deserted in the world? 
Because, Miss Catherine -' 

'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! 2 Not as long as t live, Ellen - for no mortal 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 can aid Heathcliff to rise, and place him out of my 
brother's power.' 

'With your husband's money, Miss Catherine?' I asked. 'You'll find 
him not so pliable as you calculate upon: and, though rm hardly a 
judge, I think that's the worst motive you've given yet for being the 
wife of young Linton.' 

'It is not,' retorted .she, 'it is the· best! The others were the 
satisfaction of my whims; and for Edgar's sake, too, to satisfy him. 

· This is for the sake of one who comprehends in his person my 
feelings to Edgar and myself. I cannot express it; but surely you and 
every body have a notion that there is, or should be, an existence of 
yours beyond you. What were the use of my creation if I were 
entirely contained here? My great miseries in this world have been 
Heathcliff's miseries, and I watched and felt each from the beginning; 
my great thought in living is himself ff all else perished, and he 
remained, I should still continue to be; and, if all else remai:ned, and 
he were annihilated, the Universe would turn to a mighty stranger.3 
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I should not seem a part of it. My love for Linton is 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 necessary. Nelly, I am 
Heathcliff - ~e's always, always ·in my mind - not as a pleasure, any 
more than I ~m always a pleasure to myself - but, as my own being 
- so, don't talk of our separation again - it is impracticable; and-' 

She paused, and hid her face in the folds of my gown; but I jerked 
it forcibly away. I was out of patience with her folly! 

'ff I can make any sense of your nonsense, Miss,' I said, 'it only 
goes to convince me that you are ignorant of the duties you 
undertake in marrying; or else, that you are a wicked; unprincipled 
girl. But, trouble me with no more secrets. I'll not promise to keep 
them.' 

'She's dead!' he said; Tve not waited for you to learn lhat. Put 
your handkerchief away - don't. snivel before me. Damn you all! she 
wants none of your tears!' 

I was weeping as much for him as her: we do sometimes pity 
creatures that have :g._one of the feeling either for themselves or 
others; and when I first looked into his face I perceived that he had 
got intelligence of the catastrophe; and a foolish notion struck me 
that his heart was quelled, and he prayed, because his lips . moved, · 
and his gaze was bent on the ground. 

'Yes, she's dead!' I answered, checking my sobs, and drying my 
cheeks. 'Gone to heaven, J. hope, where we may, everyone, joiff her, 
if we take due warning, and leave our evil ways to follow good!' 

'Did she take due warning, then?' asked Heathcliff, attempting a 
sneer. 'Did she die like a saint? Come, give me a true history of the 
event. How did-' 

He endeavoured to pronounce the name, but could not manage it; 
and compressing his mouth, he held a silent combat-with his inward 
agony, defying, meanwhile, my sympathy with an unflinching, fero
cious stare. 

'How did she die?' he resumed, at last - fain, notwithstanding his 
hardihood, to have a support behind him, for, after the struggle, he 
trembled, in spite of hiI):lself, to his very finger-ends. 

'Poor wretch!' I thought; 'you have a heart and nerves the same as 
your brother men! Why should you be so anxious to conceal them? 
Your pride cannot blind God! You tempt him to wring them, till he 
forces a cry of humiliation!' 

'~ietly as .a lamb!' I answered, aloud. 'She drew a sigh, and 
stretched herself, like a child reviving, and sinking again to sleep; 
and five minutes after I felt one little pulse at her heart, and nothing 
more!' 

~ -- . 

'And - and did she ever mention· me?' he asked, hesitating, as if he 
dreaded the answer to his question would introduce details that he 
could not bear to hear. 

'Her senses never returned - she recognised nobody from the 
time you lefc her,' I said. 'She lies with a sweet smile on her face; and 
her latest ideas wandered back to pleasant early days. Her life cl9sed 
in a gentle dream - may she wake as kindly in the other world!' 

'May she wake in torment!' he cried, with frightful vehemence, 
stamping his foot, and· groaning in a sudden paroxysm of ungovern
able passion. 'Why, she's a liar to the end! Where is she? Not there -
not in heaven - not perished - . whe!e? Oh! you said you cared 
nothing for my- sufferings!· And I pray one prayer - I repeat it till my 
tongue stiffens --: Catherine Earnshaw, may you no~ rest, as long as I 
am living! You. said J killed you - haunt me, then! The murdered do 
haunt their murderers. I .. believe - I know that ghosts have wandered 
on earth. Be with me always - take any form - drive me mad! only 
do not leave me in this abyss, where I cannot find you! Oh, God! it is 
unutterable! I cannot live without my life! I cannot live without my 
soul!: 

He dashed his head against the knotted trunk; and, lifting up his 
eyes, howled, not like .. a man, but like a savage beast getting goaded 
t?_ d_eath with knives and spea!s: ___ _ 
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