One was about forty, a period of  mental vigor at which men seldom cherish the delusion of being married for love, by girls;  that dream is reserved for the solace of our declining years.

-  Wuthering Heights

We don’t in general take to foreigners here, Mr. Lockwood, unless they take to us first.

-  Wuthering Heights

“You shouldn’t lie till ten.  There’s the very prime of the morning gone long before that time.  A person who has not done one half of his day’s work by ten o’clock runs a chance of leaving the other half undone.”

-  Wuthering Heights

“I perceive that people in these regions acquire over people in towns the value that a spider in a dungeon does over a spider in a cottage, to their various occupants;  and yet the deepened attraction is not entirely owing to the situation of the looker-on.  They do live more in earnest, more in themselves, and less in surface change, and frivolous external things.”

-  Wuthering Heights

They were both very attentive to her comfort, certainly.  It was not the thorn bending to the honeysuckles, but the honeysuckles embracing the thorn.

-  Wuthering Heights

“You are one of those things that are ever found when least wanted, and when you are wanted, never!”

-  Wuthering Heights

Any relic of the dead is precious, if they were valued living.

-  Wuthering Heights

“…but treachery and violence are spears pointed at both ends – they wound those who resort to them, worse than their enemies.”

-  Wuthering Heights

Mr. Earnshaw looked up, like me, to the countenance of our mutual foe, who, absorbed in his anguish, seemed insensible to anything around him;  the longer he stood, the plainer his reflections revealed their blackness through his features.

-  Wuthering Heights

On an afternoon in October, or the beginning of November – a fresh watery afternoon, when the turf and paths were rustling with moist, withered leaves, and the cold, blue sky was half hidden by clouds, dark grey streamers, rapidly mounting from the west, and boding abundant rain…

-  Wuthering Heights

We deferred our excursion till the afternoon; a golden afternoon of August – every breath from the hills so full of life, that it seemed whoever respired it, though dying, might revive.

-  Wuthering Heights
“I’m not in such a hurry – sit down and take your dinner with us; a guest that is safe from repeating his visit, can generally be made more welcome.”

-  Wuthering Heights

He had a passion for slaughtering any living thing, as though only man had the right to a natural death.










- A Burnt-Out Case

… the too easy laughter, the exaggerated excitement over some simple game of cards with matches for stakes had the innocence and immaturity of isolation – the innocence of explorers marooned on an ice-cap or of men imprisoned by a war which has long passed out of hearing.










- A Burnt-Out Case

In an unfamiliar region it is always necessary for the stranger to begin at once to construct the familiar, with a photograph perhaps or a row of books if they are all that he has brought with him from the past.










- A Burnt-Out Case

The distrust between them deadened intercourse; it seemed to the doctor that the only sentences he could find to speak with any safety had been preserved for a long time in a jar in the dispensary and smelt of formaldehyde.










- A Burnt-Out Case

The pouches under his eyes were like purses that contained the smuggled memories of a disappointing life.










- A Burnt-Out Case

The man who spoke to him was tall, stooping, and overgrown.  He was like the kind of plant people put in bathrooms, reared on humidity, shooting too high.










- A Burnt-Out Case

One could never be certain of the African’s reaction to anything unfamiliar.










- A Burnt-Out Case

He was talking as a hungry man eats.










- A Burnt-Out Case

Every rib in the child’s body showed.  It was like a cage over which a dark cloth has been flung at night to keep a bird asleep, and like a bird his breath moved under the cloth.










- A Burnt-Out Case

“I think I have always liked my fellow men.  Liking is a great deal safer than love.  It doesn’t demand victims.”










- A Burnt-Out Case

“Father Thomas, when you have been in Africa a little longer, you will learn not to ask an African a question which may be answered by yes.  It is their form of courtesy to agree.  It mean nothing at all.”










- A Burnt-Out Case

The dangerous desire to confide grew in Father Thomas’s mind like the pressure of an orgasm.










- A Burnt-Out Case

“Boredom is worse in comfort.”










- A Burnt-Out Case

Has anyone ever seen a man smile at a woman as a woman smiles at the man she loves, fortuitously, at a bus-stop, in a railway carriage, at some chain-store in the middle of buying groceries, a smile so naturally joyful, without premeditation and without caution?  The converse, of course, is probably also true.  A man can never smile quite so falsely as the girl in a brothel parlor.  But the girl in the brothel, Querry thought, is imitating something true.  The man has nothing to imitate.










- A Burnt-Out Case

The more bare a life is, the more we fear change.










- A Burnt-Out Case

