
She heard the castle clock strike eleven 
— twelve — and yet her mind wavered.  […]  
She descended from her chamber. The castle 
was perfectly still, and the great hall, [...] now 
returned only the whispering footsteps of the two 
solitary figures gliding fearfully between the 
pillars, and gleamed only to the feeble lamp they 
carried. 

Emily, deceived by the long shadows of 
the pillars and by the catching lights between, 
often stopped, imagining she saw some person, 
moving in the distant obscurity of the 
perspective; and, as she passed these pillars, 
she feared to turn her eyes toward them, almost 
expecting to see a figure start out from behind 
their broad shaft. She reached, however, 
the vaulted gallery, without interruption, but 
unclosed its outer door with a trembling hand, 
and, charging Annette not to quit it and to keep it 
a little open, that she might be heard if she 
called, she delivered to her the lamp, which she 
did not dare to take herself because of the men 
on watch, and, alone, stepped out upon the dark 
terrace.[...]

It was on a dreary night of November that I beheld 
the accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety that almost 
amounted to agony, I collected the instruments of life 
around me, that I might infuse a spark of being into the 
lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was already one in the 
morning; the rain pattered dismally against the panes, and 
my candle was nearly burnt out,  when,  by  the  glimmer  of 
 the  half-extinguished  light,  I  saw  the  dull  yellow  eye  
of  the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive 
motion agitated its limbs.

How can I describe my emotions at this 
catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with such 
infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His 
limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his features as 
beautiful. Beautiful! Great God! His yellow skin scarcely 
covered the work of muscles and arteries beneath; his hair 
was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly 
whiteness; but these luxuriances only formed a more horrid 
contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the 
same colour as the dun-white sockets in which they were 
set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black lips.

"I was coming home from some place at the end of the world, about three o'clock of a black winter morning, 
and my way lay through a part of town where there was literally nothing to be seen but lamps. Street after street, and 
all the folks asleep—street after street, all lighted up as if for a procession and all as empty as a church—till at last I 
got into that state of mind when a man listens and listens and begins to long for the sight of a policeman. 

All at once, I saw two figures: one a little man who was stumping along eastward at a good walk, and the 
other a girl of maybe eight or ten who was running as hard as she was able down a cross street. Well, sir, the two ran 
into one another naturally enough at the corner; and then came the horrible part of the thing; for the man trampled 
calmly over the child's body and left her screaming on the ground. It sounds nothing to hear, but it was hellish to see. 
It wasn't like a man; it was like some damned Juggernaut.

"Do you know what day it is?" 
On my saying that I did not understand, she went 
on: "It is the eve of St. George's Day. Do you not 
know that tonight, when the clock strikes midnight, 
all the evil things in the world will have full sway? 
Do you know where you are going, and what you 
are going to?" She was in such evident distress 
that I tried to comfort her, but without effect. 
Finally, she went down on her knees and implored 
me not to go. It was all very ridiculous but I did not 
feel comfortable.

I therefore tried to raise her up, and said, 
as gravely as I could, that I thanked her, but my 
duty was imperative, and that I must go.
She then rose and dried her eyes, and taking a 
crucifix from her neck offered it to me.

I did not know what to do, for, as an 
English Churchman, I have been taught to regard 
such things as in some measure idolatrous, and 
yet it seemed so ungracious to refuse an old lady 
meaning so well and in such a state of mind.
She saw, I suppose, the doubt in my face, for she 
put the rosary round my neck and said, "For your 
mother's sake," and went out of the room. 

This time, I remembered I was lying in the oak 
closet, and I heard distinctly the gusty wind, and the 
driving of the snow; […] but it annoyed me so much, 
that I resolved to silence it, if possible […]. 

The hook was soldered into the staple:  […]
 ‘I must stop it, nevertheless!’ I muttered, knocking my 
knuckles through the glass, and stretching an arm out 
to seize the importunate branch; instead of which, my 
fingers closed on the fingers of a little, ice-cold hand! 

The intense horror of nightmare came over me: 
I tried to draw back my arm, but the hand clung to it, 
and a most melancholy voice sobbed, ‘Let me in—let 
me in!’ ‘Who are you?’ I asked, struggling, meanwhile, 
to disengage myself. ‘Catherine Linton,’ it replied, 
shiveringly  […] ‘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; 
and, finding it useless to attempt shaking the creature 
off, I pulled its wrist on to the broken pane, and rubbed 
it to and fro till the blood ran down and soaked the 
bedclothes: still it wailed, ‘Let me in!’ and maintained its 
tenacious gripe, almost maddening me with fear.  
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