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T’is moonlight, summer moonlight,
(1] ‘ All soft, and still, and fair;

The solemn hour of midnight

Breathes sweetly everywhere.

— Emily Bronté — 1290%
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“True to myself and true to all” 9
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) Earnshaw DREEZIC DT,
But the hour came, at last, that ended Mr. Earnshaw’s, troubles on
earth, He died quietly in his chair one October evening, seated by the

fireside.

(Wuthering Heights ChapterV)
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I remember the master, before he fell into a doze, stroking her bonny
hair—it pleased him rarely to see her gentle—She began singing very low,
till his fingers dropped from hers and his head sank on his breast..... but

he would not move. (ibid)
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Y EMTHE LIS ERIZZIORENLTH %,

@ FERBODZEE L L DEHOHD B THTI,

I see around me tombstones grey, 155

‘mid northern mountain lone,

His desert grave is made. 163
Time stands before the door of Death 171

There is no snow upon the ground,
No frost or wind or wave;
The south wind blew with gentlest sound

And broke their icy grave. 9

In all the hours of gloom
My soul was wrapt away
I dreamt I stood by a marble tomb

When royal corpses lay. ’ 11
But the cold tenants of the tomb 41

Wasted, worn is the traveller,
Dark his heart and dim his eye;
Without hope or comforter,

Faltering, faint, and ready to die. 26
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To leave this wretched world below, 35
In that dark land to which I go.... 35

When T am lying

In the old church beneath the stone, . 26

And childhood’s flower must waste its bloom

Beneath the shadow of the tomb. 15

Y FRIT3 A EN EFEDFEE —
..... and hers of perfect peace. Her brow smooth, her lids closed, her
lips wearing the expression of smile; no angel in heaven could be more

beautiful than she appeared.
(Wuthering Heights Chapter XVI)
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" “my mind was never in a holier frame than while I gazed on that

untroubled image of Divine rest.”

(Chapter XVI)
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“I am going to her:and you, darling child, shall come to us!” and
never stirred or spoke again; but continued that rapt, and radiant gaze,
till his pulse imperceptibly stopped and his soul departed. None could have
noticed his exact minute of his death, it was so entirely without a struggle.

He died blissfully...he died so, kissing her cheek,.... ‘

‘(Chpater XXVIII)

Sz R H - S ADFECEIIAMICIEEE 5 TLICEs EZAHA ) — 358> T a,
R ERDEMICHNCE - 1238 Cathy 2 R TREONZ L TTA LR KA —I3I8
WEET o

SEEIADRE > TOAUANFTTL AR BHID HELHIBNT, ZADELC
B0 « BEERTHEZL - EADODILEEELAL B ETR TN 10
Z DEKTH - 1205 5 IROEEDPICIRIZIE- T b ZOBRSPMI BFECHT
AR+ SCEE > T b,

& O 2 EIEIOE D5 L BEbh b,

“... I'm tired of being enclosed here. I'm wearying to escape into that
glorious world, and be always there; not seeing it dimly through tears,
and yearning for it through the walls of an an aching heart; but really
with it, and in it.”

(Chapter XV)
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“But the hour came, at last, that ended Mr. Earnshaw’s troubles on

earth....” (Chapter V)
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You shall win the land of rest. 26

When, earthly cares no more distress
And earthly joys are nought to me and rest last

Where tears and mourning cannot come. 34

But thus it was! one festal night,
When I was hardly six years old,
I stole away from crowds and light

And sought a chamber dark and cold. 98

I had no one to love me there;

I knew no comrade and no friends;
And so I went to sorrow where
Heaven, only heavén, saw me bend

I prayed to God that I might die. 93

Darkness was overtraced on every face;
Around clouded with storm and ominous gloom;
In hut or hall there was no resting-place;

There was no resting-place but one——the tomb! 26s
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O let me die, that power and will
Their cruel strife may close,
And vanquished Good, victorious ill

Be lost in one repose. 221
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She had once thrown a shilling into the Serpentine, never anything
more. Buthe had flung it away. They went on living.. They would grow
old.. Death was defiance. Death was an attempt to communicate, people
feeling the impossibility of reaching the center which, mystically, evaded
them; closeness drew apart: rapture faded, one was alone. There was an
embrace in death.
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& FOARZ—Linton DFEITDVT,
B CFUTHT 2 A%, FECH T 2BMHHE 2 § 705 TL %,
“I've prayed often,” he soliloquised, “for the approach of what is

coming; and now I began to shrink and fear it. I thought the memory

of the hour I came down that glen a bridegroom would be less sweet
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than the anticipation that I was soon, in a few months, or, possibly,
weeks, to be carried up, and laid in its lonely hollox;v!,,, yearning for the
time when I might lie beneath it. What can I do for Cathy? How must
I quit her? ... and leaving her solitary when I die.”
(Wuthering Heights Chapter XXV
CF#—a#)
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Do

To die—and die so far away
When life has hardly smiled for me. 8
Shuddering, to feel the ghostly gloom

That coming Death around him threw. 7
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And then the heath alone will mourn

Above my unremembered tomb. s
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Look on the grave where thou must sleep

Thy last strongest foe— ’ 172

FRACTRICIS T A RTIEASED R ZIC R D D { A DB 2 BRI R x <
THAHEN S DTDH 5o FEIBWEICIEITABROBICRA THS. HLBERT 3 C
D LA 2P E TEND T EFHELSH - 1,

While foes were prowling near and Death gazed greedily

And only Hope remained a faithful friend to me. 244

0 FECHT BRHE —— 17hAIRE O LAICHA TR Blo T EBA T
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“No Coward Soul Is Mine” (HELEDSZFMEL TZH-> TWABITH
%o
(®) Young Linton DIEDHFEH L INEZHBELTAHLI —

“Tell Mr. Heathcliff that his son is dying— I'm sure he is, this time.
Get up, instantly, and tell him.”

. “He is safe, and I'm free,” she answered: “I should feel well—but

you have left me so long to struggle against death alone, that I feel like
death!...”

(Wuthering Heights Chapter XXX)

Young Cathy i3, £ —X27 9 7D EWVEEDFERE UTHEORF Young
Linton &EEREICHESRONBMMIHE. Z L TH—AZDEREAH2ECH
Bhbo b &b ERBTEBRAKOBLETH-12Y v by EZ AL S h—EICA
NHNIEIWERIBOBHER S LN S, “to struggle against death alome.”
EHBDE, =Y —HEFEEHRT 2BOBMIEELADENTHS 5, FEOR
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“He is safe, and I'm free.” & & %l { WHADFEIC & » THOBIZZEIT, FAXH
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So, of a tear, when thou art dying,
Should haply fall from me,
It is but that my soul is sighing

To go and rest with thee. 125

What have I dreamt? He lies asleep

With whom my heart would vainly weep;

He rests, and I endure the woe

That left his spirit long ago. 115
What though our path be o’er the dead?

They slumber soundly in the tomb: 7

And why should mortals fear to tread

The pathway to their future home? 115

Through life and death
A chainless soul,
With courage to endure 151

Dead, dead is my joy. 32

Then come again—thou wilt not shrink,
I know thy soul is free from fear—
The last full cup of triumph drink,

Before the blank of death be there. 119

©) BRI HER UL BEE—
F v L OFOBE

“You and Edgar have broken my heart, Heathcliff!... I wish I could
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hold you, till we were both dead! Why shouldn’t you suffer? I do!
I shall not be at peace.... I only wish us never to be parted : Heatheliff,
dear! you should not be sullen now. Do come to me, Heatheliff.... Let me
alone. Let me alone, if I've done wrong, I'm dying for it. It is enough!
I forgive you. Forgive me too:... Oh, don’t, don’t go. It is the last time!
Heathcliff, I shall die! I shall die!”

(Wuthering Heights Chapter XV)
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Lip Do weeer ATz Isnd, ABEDPSIZSGFFLTREV, A & 72 T2R#HLT
Yo 3B, e ODEAT, FIERD L
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TV IR LA I,

() FEOMrE— Catherine DIEDHEA,

In her eagerness she rose and supported herself on the arm of the chair.
At that earnest appeal he turned to her, looking absolutely desperate. His
eyes, wide and wet, at last flashed fiercely on her: His breast heaved

convulsively. An instant they held asunder, and then how they met I hardly
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saw, but Catherine made a spring, and he caught her, and they were
locked in an embrace from which I thought My mistress would never be
released alive; in fact, to my eyes, she seemed directly insensible.

(Chapter XV)

HiE TRk &85 T & DHFRI > LT ATH - 1205, C OB L ET EE]
BBRHEDE > TEMIIC—E E 25 122, 2 DEBCE > T3 b OVFETH
%5 &, FEREROYEIADME DTS 50512,

“Oh, Cathy! Oh,my life! how can I bear it?” t—22Y 7id& » ¥ YD
Mbih 5802 RIAB DN T & 2tE> THBLAE 2T, F ¥ ) ITRIRLT
FRISMEE TIR 7805 120 TR L THEDA DB TS - 120 & bW 2 R
BT 2 78255, SMDT “Oh, my life” OFE 2 e—227 Y 705 XE0OTH
L, YHEESPITELDDF « ¥ Y VIZFERWA 12D TH - TICTEIHFITH

=T

That love that first its glory gave

Shall be my pole star to the grave. 27
BCZWAPELETH D, BRED UK, JEL—2OBNTDH 5,

(3) PO — v—227 Y 7 DFEOHE,

“I could not think him, dead; but his face and throat were washed with
rain; the bed-clothes dripped, and he was perfectly still... I tried to close
his eyes; to extinguish, if possible, that frightful, life-like gaze of
exultation... they would not shut; they seemed to sneer at my attempts;

and his parted lips and sharp white teeth sneered too!

(Wuthering Heights Chapter XXXIV)

t—22 Y 7 DEGHEL, £ABA T3, UL HOBICEREZRSELEZ 573
VXD H T, ZOBCEOEERDE - TAHAI, ABEEL BLWBLEIE-
T DRUTBESHHCANIT LI ETED, 74 7E7,—20%E-TAR
NPT, BRED HRDOVTIIB TACLES T, ZLTECHETLES
720 EWWELZ HICHRE LG TN, MABZ SIHUTED, Fb 554 T05
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“You said I killed you—haunt me.”

{Wuthering Heighis Chapter XVIJ

MBIHTE] EMATTE—R2 7Y 71T  » ¥ Y VI3MBE 225 T20E S ORFNE
U TRz, 2 DRACHARNT I DA XMITEINNE~R 7 ) 7 TS0
PRCAKOER 2 AR LI SNTL A2EBELTHDOEE2 B UBIE
PEATZ. EBEZPRUEEBEIIE—R 7Y 7IRTF»F I Db EAfFLT &
FahizDTh-T2,

L3 Y —DBU T IE—BHOBORRINEPERE—~2 5 ) TRFES T+
VY ORNT - 12, BESEECHT BN RO &5 BHI0OFRIZ T D—EDOBIT
Lo TOAERINIL, ChTZHELPILEINITEDYRTH - T, HTE T
FEOBERIZ DD DTH -1z,

But God is not like human kind;
Man cannot read the Almighty mind;
Vengeance will never torture thee,

Nor hunt thy soul eternally. 128

(11) FRICHRE LB
3 Y -3 E A AHIEADENTREL->THDN 23D EH- TV
LU, XFERIEH DI DITE BRI TU B,

The intense horror of nightmare came over me: I tried to draw back my
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Emily Bronté OFF4E

arm, but the hand clung to it, and a most melancholy voice sobbed, “Let
me in—let me in!”. ...

»

“Catherine Linton,” it replied, —“I’m come home: I’d lost my way on
the moor!” As it spoke, I discerned, obscurely, a child’s face looking
through the window. Terror made me cruel;

(Wuthering Heights Chapter III)

WHE o2 e vy KO E~DOTHOENELDE & CHANTART LA,
TEBTH 5,

It was just the time of eve.
‘When parted ghosts might come. 11

(=2 Y —85%L0]

“Mrs. Heathcliff, your wife, I mean.”
“Well, yes—oh, you would intimate that her spirit has taken the post of
ministering angel, and guards the fortunes of Wuthering Heights, even

2

when her body is gone....

(Chapter IIJ

SENOBYTFHEMDOICDNTIEATH 5 T BBEDHK 25F - T L hudin
DITH—s

Then I hope his ghost will haunt you; and I hope Mr. Heatheliff will

never get another tenant till the Grange is a ruin!”

(ibid]
SEARLERESTND EHDADPTATIIRMLT THS Ls

“But the country folk, if you ask them,' would swear on the Bible that

he walks;...”

[Chapter XXXIV]
=227 Y 7 OEBPHFNTOT
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The memory of their sister Maria, who died in childhood, became a sort
of cult with the Brontés, and the little childish face that peers in at the
‘window at night in Lockwood’s dream in Wuthering Heights was something
they had all seen, or thought they had seen. It is Maria’s angelic spirit
that so often visits Emily....

[Introduction to the Poems of Emily Bronté)
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“Whether still on earth or now in heaven, her spirit is at home with God!”
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...but We'_ll leave her with her Maker.
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“Your pride cannot blind God! You tempt Him to wring them, till He

forces a cry of humiliation.

(Wuthering Heights Chapter XVI)

2

“...Gone to heaven, I hope; where we may, every one, join her,...

(Ibid)
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Emily Bronté ODB}%E
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Never in all her life had she lingered over any task that lay before
her, and she did not linger now. She sank rapidly. She made haste to
leave us. Yet, while phisically she perished, she grew stronger than we
had yet known her. Day by day, when I saw with what a front she met
suffering, I looked on her with an anguish of wonder and love. I have
seen nothing like it, but, indeed, I have never seen her parallel in
anything. Stronger than a man, simpler than a child, but her nature stood
alone.” December 19, Emily Bronte died at 2 p.m. on the black

leather dining-room sofa at Haworth Parsonage.
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The moon is full the winter night;

The stars are clear though few.

And every window glistens bright
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With leaves of frozen dew.

-— Emily Bronté — 213
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Wuthering Heights
With a preface and memoir of Emily and Anne Bronté by Charlotte
Bronté

(London, Oxford University Press)

i

Wuthering Heights i, i B vian)
Ewmily Brounte her life and work ‘
by Mouriel Spark and Perek Stanford

(London, Peter Owen Limited)

The poems of Emily Bronté
" (London, The Folio Society)
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Emily Bronté (DFFFE

The Complete Poems af Emzly ]ane Bronte )
(New York; Columbia Unu1ersﬂ:y Press)

V. Woolf

Guide to 20th century

English and American Literature. (BFEst)
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