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I DECIDED TO WAIT UNTIL MY MASTER WAS OUT
BEFORE GIVING CATHERINE THE LETTER. IT WAS
SUNDAY; AND THE FAMILY WERE AT CHURCH.

THERE'S
A LETTER
FOR YoLU,

IT 15 FROM &
HEATHCLIFF.
HE WISHES TO

SEE YOU. &

T HEARD HEATHCLIFF I
ALREADY IN THE HALL.

SHE WouLD

#( 1T NEEDS AN

. ANSWER.

NOT TAKE IT.
s ———

HE I5 IN THE GARDEN,
WAITING FOR YOLIR
ANSWER.




HOW CAN T
BEAR IT2

HOW WELL You ARFJ T WISH T COULD
HOW MANY YEARS WILL HOLD YoU UNTIL
You LIVE AFTER MY WE ARE BOTH

DEATI-I2 p, DEAD/
r ’h; ]
T.-, 3 .. b

y

5 EDGAR HAVE

B\ BROKEN My

] e
AND You
BOTH COME
TO ME FOR

TORTURE ME
THIS WAY!

you MUST "\ |
BE CRAZY TO | %
SPEAK LIKE o 4L
THAT! 4 acd e
; 5> _ DON'T you '
1 /" REALISE HOW T
_{ SHALL BE TORMENTED

S\ AFTER YOU ARE AT
N PEACEZ




T SHALL
NOT BE AT
I DONT ¢
WANT YOU TO BE

TORMENTED; T ONLY

WISH THAT WE COLILD
ALWAYS BE TOGETHER.
FORGIVE ME - YOU HAVE

NEVER HARMED )

HEATHCLIFF WENT TO
THE BACK OF HER
CHAIR, BUT DID NOT
LET HER SEE HIS FACE.

&

- { SHE TURNED

<7\ TOWARDS HiM, BUT
Ye! HE TURNED AWAY.

I AM TIRED
OF THIS LIFE. \
You FEEL SORRY
FOR ME NOW, NELLY,
BUT SOON T SHALL
FEEL SORRY
FOR YOL.

' N T SHALL N
NELLY, HE WOULD X : BE ABOVE

NOT KEEP ME OUT \igaf™ e youl ALL.
OF THE GRAVE FOR :
A SNGLE MOMENT. /8
THAT 15 HOW MLICH /

HE LOVES ME_*

THE -
"/ TRUE HEATHCLIFF
: LOVED ME ONCE -
P\ HE 15 IN MY 50LIL.




...AND IN AN INSTANT
SHE WAS IN HIS ARMS.

THEY HELD EACH |
OTHER CLOSE. a < WHY DID
YOU GO AGAINST
YOUR OWN HEART?Z
you HAVE KILLED
YOURSELF.

T FORGIVE
el | YoU. T LOVE MY
FIDD XN MURDERER.
WRONG, I i R ~ ;
AM PAYING FOR
IT WITH MY




MASTER

I 1 )7 1T MusT 6o
|\ WILL BE BACK J Y ATHY, BLT T WILL

SEE YOU AGAIN
BEFORE YOU ARE
ASLEEP. |

DON'T
LISTEN TO HER -
SHE CAN'T HELP

HERSELF.

GO - ITI15 THE \ )
LAST TIME/ EDGAR
WILL NOT HURT U5.

HEATHCLIFF, T

\ SHALL DIE/_/

— 77/ CURSE THE )
| FOOL - HERE

WE ARE
ALL DONE FOR -

MASTER, MISTRESS,
AND SERVANT.

HELP #ER FIRST, §

MAN - THEN You }

SHALL SPEAK

| CATHERINE
| RECOVERED
A LITTLE.

8UT I
SHALL STAY
IN THE
GARDEN.

HEATHCLIFF LEFT
Y| THE HOUSE.
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THAT NIGHT, THE CATHERINE
You SAW AT WUTHERING
HEIGHTS WAS BORN... |

...AND TWO HOURS LATER,
THE MOTHER D/ED.

FROM THE START, NO
ONE SEEMED TO CARE
FOR THE POOR BABY.

I ECHOED THE WORDS
§ SHE HAD SAID TO ME:

AT

-Q 1 Y 1
; You are
. now above

us all.






