4@ AL it

www.sjdf.com.cn



S . SRREEAGEN

—sh 4 R—
Wuthering Heights

LITN:

e i
www.sjdf.com.cn C‘E?’,i;\'(»l'}'«l, el

000000000000000000000000000000000000000000



FALEF 01-2004-1799
EH7ERS H (CIP) %
10 L = Wuthering Heights / (32) #1834 (Bronts, E.) 3; SNRHEiE.
JE5: PEEHRE, 2004
(BN - FIRIREE S REY) - 4 R)
ISBN 7-5083-2799-3
.0 0.O%--Q8-- M. RE—FIEREF—PE—RIMNY
IV. G634.413
T ERRA B 1 CIP #iE% T (2004) 5 105818 5
Wauthering Heights by Emily Bront&
(©)La Spiga Languages 2003
Chinese Translation Copyright (© China Electric Power Press 2004
All rights reserved.
The Chinese language edition published by arrangement with La Spiga
Languages through Beijing Walker Publishing Consultancy, Ltd.
PR LI
J&3%: Emily Bronts
BiF: LW
ABHER: AT EHREHERAH
TG W E
HARAAT . o EE S AR
: RN =B 6 5 (100044)
: http://www.sjdf.com.cn
B A BRI
130 x 200
1.5
: 48 T
200541 HEB 1M 2005 4F 1 A%E 1 WKENRI
ISBN 7-5083-2799-3
: 3.00 7T
R ﬁﬁ BN L5
AR, A TS, BERHIE. 01062193493

B E
A

Mo EA DN DR
$@F%%ﬁ?¥¥



53— 25 61 0 D 4 418 2 2 T o O R 2 243
Gk, ABHSTEES AR OUERBIRE)NER S |
DREAN 6 MR EA 3T 8 G (HW - F R =) A
© SR, B A A T A VA IR 2% 5 M RSO R R T |
* SKEHRARAH R AR .
D ORISR RMR MR, 3B A X B i
" 5 R AR 45200 i/ B B B PR
CRRCHEEA S 2 RRASEESIMEREE LB RERE, -
&k NE SRS R RO E B S SRR, M I

o R BE £ 0 5 R U R o T B

eo 00 00000

e e nee s

AEEEEUTHA:

WET N RIOCELE, EBBYERSES KPR,
BEE LB S H CAME K PN EE A AR L EZ LR, |

B HRAR R, FDUN BB AR A9 45 3R IC & A 700 38 ) 3500 «
s LR B R, B SR R A B T BT R |
DFEWEERRASCRE R R, R WA Wi,
. EERE . ES M, LU BT R AR B4R B T3
* SCH B OBk , F 3 SCRUE X BT Sk 2 76 DR 5 9 SO 3 B
LB BEWSTES B IR I B R (IR B R E R

€0 oo e s 000 00

i A D\ 5 BB 108 155 280 9 5 TR [ o AR 0 S TE DR R BE T , R Tt
i1 SCE R TR,

e o0 ee0 00 0800

e® e 0 s0 0

© 5088508005008 0000ss0e0ses0ses e

> |
e\




P

MABRER (RBREAL) WA ER, FTIOFEEHRPHEANT
—AHHEHR, HRENFERIA TR AR AR TEENE
R, AREZHZH R EFEMN, RIMAZRFPFEEHERF P 6 —
MNEZRT, HRFTRIAEGHZRXT R K EBHRIFRFHM R
AT ZANFE 4,

® e fTER AR AR T 6 ik LAY

W RSN AEEDERE A RED A AL

¥ TEAMRGRERZIHRFTRERFNFEAGRSFEHLR?

2MELERHE, TARAT AT BERE.

FIEEH AEHAGERFREER AT ARG ISR F,
BT ELERBEERSAZEHAN, AR EZEHEHHARAETFS
FAMA R FRETRE, FEBRLARIFHE, #EHBE S
B, EdzFRBENFAETRARKRTRE, 5l R AN E; Lk
HHRFLFEGCERALKE, REZKE, #2E2RHT, 545,
MM ERLFERBE SHEEARIAT TR, FERBELS
2% FEHRFFAXBARER AR, ANAETH, BHHAEZTA
IR, wRAAMIAERAFRE—H, PRFESRERTR, 4
ERXAFERLEGEAE, ZEFTAZIEY (MkZH - HRIFEES
Rikt) (BAZXFLFZRF) RE (RBREAFL) #7 AR BRA
BEXG—EPNFAEREREAS, BHG R L EHBERBHRFY
BABHEETEMA, RIBLEXEAZEEN 224, £a%, X
HHIFBAFEN S EARALHAY, XELABLBAH, #F2XRE,
Wi, BL (E(EREAE) OB AEMER, RIFTAREF LY
ShiERFRRBE R F A RS, '

GIFE AENS4IFEIBXLRIYRFEFEXAEG T A
TERE, EAAGAEEFY, OTHRFHEGRIN B RGES,
it %I EDRBXEEARTE—GREEXET, 2FEF KRR
BAEARE, PERYHTMNGEESE, B, #IFERRTEE
FE BRERNSETEED, REENBFIOAREREARRGS



5k, ARFARTEL S FREEFERALEZONS, T RELFN
WMo ikt tA, (AikTE - HREFXEIREH) A H
BRAXRE, AEHAOEEINEAR, AT RRERFLEAY
FIRBRAEL, XEAB AR % ELFW, KRt E EEE.,
MAFER BF#EKR, FRAMN, AREEGETEE, EHPAHK, ¥
FRE, mEAS %I 515w, UARERTHFAET ARG
B, s
ROEMEESENE ARHA® AR, BERRE (EERERE),
MiET iR, BEHE, IMERFFIEESF AT @, 5B EHH
HAHREFLE, REARSHAHE, PERL, AiEAHGELER,
MAREAEHHAGERFANETGABRERBIERTERETHILLE R
BRI, MRAFRLFTRAGEAERGEE, BRAE HIMARHE, #
Bk E, RRRFAGAZEIAELFARE “BRLAK”, LA
RE A e B % T HXERAERREA R EH LGRS, FTE
THEXLEZFMNBARAR S, 128 (AikEE - HRFEEESLEY)
BHNERE, DPEANH, HRAKEHXSH, ERUIA4ITH,
BERS, CHRAATHER D EEMASANIRL, RAAELEMHGHR,
A EEHRBAREEMNB R, FEATAATRFAMEKRY, &
SHTARFHER, HFTAEL S SR FRE, AMNKFH Y, #
AR EFSH ZHNAEEILESD, FREEAREPH R R
WERS, FETFT—RREHXFFPREBFFNFELE-KRRIAEESD
R,

FEAHESH— BB RBRELEALORFEE, TEFEFELL
BAiEBFOREARL LR, L HPF, EAXEHENEHFF %,

TEHEFSIMNERFENERSHEEK
AREE HMAIMNES ALK

242

20044£ 4 A 18 H



* e

=% e e v

. ®

% 6 ¢ wom

®

D T T N R S

Introduction

Emily Bronté was born in 1818. Her father
was a priest of the Church of England and they
lived in a wild part of Yorkshire. Emily had two
sisters and a brother and they were all very talent-
ed. Her sister Charlotte wrote the famous novel
Jane Eyre. Their mother died young and they had
little affection from their severe father. Emily loved
the country around their home and Wuthering
Heights , her only novel, gives a good description
of the plce and the people. She also wrote poems
of high quality. She died in 1848.
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Introduction

(by Mr Lockwood)

I have just moved into Thrushcross Grange, a house that I have

rented in a remote part of the Yorkshire moors. I want to be on my
own and I think I have found the right place. The only house near
mine belongs 1o my landlord, Mr Heathcliff. Today I went to visit
him and what a cold welcome I received!

His house is called Wuthering Heights. “Wuthering” is a local
word, used to describe the wildness of the weather before a storm.
It is certainly in a wild, windy place. And Heathcliff, too, has a
wild appearance; he looks more like a gypsy than a farmer, though
his manners and clothes are those of a gentleman. He is tall and
good-looking but he rarely smiles.

“We are not used to visitors,” he said.

We sat by the fire and talked. A strange man, but intelligent,
was my opinion of Heathcliff. When I thought it was time to go, it
had started to snow and a four-mile walk in that weather did not
inspire me.

“I don’ think I can find my way home alone,” I said.

Silence.

“Is there anyone who can show me the way?” I asked.

“This is a lesson to you, to make no more foolish journeys on
these hills,” said Heathcliff. “1 suppose you'd better stay the
night. ”

At supper I met the rest of the household: Mrs Heathcliff, his
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daughter-in-law, who seemed little more than a girl; Hareton Earn-
shaw, a rude, rough-looking young man whom I first thought was a
servant; Zillah, the cook, and Joseph, the servant. What an unhappy
household, too!

After dinner Zillah took me to my room and gave me some
stange advice:

“Do not make any noise,” she said. “The master does not
like people to sleep in this room. ”

There was very little furniture in the room. By the light of my
candle I saw some books on a shelf. T opened one and found writ-
ten: “Catherine Earnshaw”, “Catherine Heathcliff” and Cath-
erine Linton”. It was a diary. I began to look through it and I be-
came more and more curious about Catherine. Sentences like:

“A terrible Sunday. Hindley treats Heathcliff so unkindly. ”

“Hindley made me cry so much today. ”

“Poor Heathcliff. Hindley calls him a gypéy. ¥

“My brother says I cannot play with Heathcliff. ”

“I wish father were still alive. ”

Suddenly I realized that the wind was getting stronger. A
branch began tapping at the window. I went and opened it. As I
put my hand out to touch the tree I felt an icy cold hand. It gripped
mine and a voice cried:

“Let me in! Let me in!”

“Who are you?” I cried in horror.
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“Catherine Linton. I’ve come home. I lost my way on the
moor. ”

Fear made me cruel. I shut the window and sat, shivering with
terror.

At that moment the door opened and Heathcliff walked in. He
was furious to see me there.

“Why did you shout?” he asked.

I told him what had happened. He ran to the window, opened
it and began crying. : :

“Come in! Come in! Oh, my dearest Cathy. Hear me this
time, Catherine, at last!”

But only the snow blew into the room. Heathcliff was suffering
so much that I felt sorry for him. We sat in silence.

At daybreak he offered to walk me home. The moor was like
an ocean of snow. At the gate he turned and left.

I spent the next week in bed with a very bad cold and I invited
my housekeeper, Mrs Dean, to sit with me and tell me the story of

that strange family.
Catherine

(told by Mrs Nelly Dean, housekeeper at Thrushcross Grange
after being a servant at Wuthering Heighis)

Wuthering Heights was built by the Earnshaws in the 16th
century. My mother was Hindley Earnshaw’s nurse and I grew up

there and often played with him and his sister, Catherine.
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One day, Mr Earnshaw returned from a journey to Liverpool

with a strange present for his family — a dirty, black-haired little

boy. He looked older than Catherine who was six; he did not talk
but just made strange sounds.

“I saw him lying in the street,” explained the master. “ He
was dying of hunger. ”

I had to wash him and give him clean clothes and he was going
to sleep with the other children. But Hindley and Catherine did not
want him. They were cross because their father had not brought
them any presents but just a dirty little boy.

The boy was given the name of Heathcliff which he used as |
first name and surname.

Miss Cathy soon made friends with him and they often played
together. But Hindley clearly hated him and, as he was older, he
often beat him up. The child seemed used to being badly treated
and never reacted but the master was always furious when he found
out. He was more affectionate towards Heathcliff than towards his
real son. I could never understand this because the child was not
very nice and never showed any appreciation for the love he re-
ceived. He seemed to be without feelings.

One day, shortly after Mrs Earnshaw’s death, the master
bought a pair of horses for the boys. Heathcliff took the finer one
but it soon got something wrong with its foot.

“Give me your horse,” he said to Hindley, “or Ill tell your

father about the three beatings you gave me last week. ”
|
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Hindley knew his father would be angry with him so he let
Heathcliff have his horse.

Similar events happened all the time. Heathcliff was proud and
Hindley hated him more and more.

When Hindley was old enough, Mr Earnshaw sent him away to
college. I was happy because I thought life would be more peace-
ful.

Cathy was a wild young girl with a mind of her own and she
was very pretty. She spent all her time with Heatheliff ; they did
their lessons together with their tutor and then ran off and played on
the moors.

Three years later Mr Earnshaw died. Hindley returned for the
funeral and we were all very surprised when he arrived with a wife |
We did not know who she was or where she came from.

Now Hindley was master of the house. He immediately stopped
Heathcliff ’s education and sent him to work with the servants.

But Cathy taught him all the things she learnt and they still
went to play together on the moors. She and Heathcliff were both
growing up quite rude and wild but Hindley did not seem to care as

long as they kept away from him.

Cathy Meets the Lintons

€6
Come on, Heathcliff,” said Cathy one day. “Let’s go to

Thrushcross Grange and peep at the Linton kids. ”
“OK,” said Heathcliff. “T’ll race you down the hill. ”




