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A bit of Dave added by Mollie Goodfellow @hansmollman

This newly imagined look at Wuthering Heights uncovers 
more about the dark chair-breaking temper of the brooding 
Heathcliff, following him through the emotional fallout from 
the death of his beloved Cathy. He attempts to address his anger 
and toxic masculinity by reluctantly seeking help with a local 
anger management group. Can they rescue him and in doing so 
save their chairs? Meanwhile, loyal housekeeper Nelly tackles 
a surprise visit from local council officials regarding Cathy’s 
potential haunting of the eerie house. Will Nelly ever wade 
through the endless form-filling, hi-viz jackets and health and 
safety requirements needed to grant a permit allowing their 
house to become adequately terrifying?   

Wuthering Heights is a wild, passionate, timeless classic that 
inspired a long overdue rewrite. Oh, and a song by Kate Bush.
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CHAPTER 16

ABOUT twelve o’clock that night was born the Catherine you saw at Wuthering Heights: 
a puny, seven-months’ child; and two hours after the mother died, having never recovered 
sufficient consciousness to miss Heathcliff, or know Edgar. The latter’s distraction at his 
bereavement is a subject too painful to be dwelt on; its after-effects showed how deep the 
sorrow sunk. A great addition, in my eyes, was his being left without an heir. I bemoaned 
that, as I gazed on the feeble orphan; and I mentally abused old Linton for (what was 
only natural partiality) the securing his estate to his own daughter, instead of his son’s. An 
unwelcome infant it was, poor thing! It might have wailed out of life, and nobody cared a 
morsel, during those first hours of existence. We redeemed the neglect afterwards; but its 
beginning was as friendless as its end is likely to be. 

I fretted about Heathcliff and how he would take the loss. We all in the house are 
aware of his frail temper and I worry that this may be the thing that push him over the 
edge. Though I’ve worried this before and it’s come to nothing, save broken crockery 
and chairs. The rascal, the scamp…the twat. I remember the time we had to tell him 
the family cat had passed on. He didn’t eat for days (Healthcliffe, not the cat, although 
had the cat not eaten for days I imagine it would’ve succumbed to a similar fate). 
He slept every night in the makeshift grave we’d made for dear Mittens. Cramming 
his 6-foot frame into a hole no bigger than 42 centimetres was, with dodgy knees, 
inadvisable at best.   Once when I rose early to make the day’s bread I heard him 
quietly howling at the rising sun in grief.  

Next morning - bright and cheerful out of doors - stole softened in through the blinds of 
the silent room, and suffused the couch and its occupant with a mellow, tender glow. Edgar 
Linton had his head laid on the pillow, and his eyes shut. His young and fair features were 
almost as deathlike as those of the form beside him, and almost as fixed: but HIS was the 
hush of exhausted anguish, and HERS of perfect peace. Her brow smooth, her lids closed, 
her lips wearing the expression of a smile; no angel in heaven could be more beautiful than 
she appeared. And I partook of the infinite calm in which she lay: my mind was never in 
a holier frame than while I gazed on that untroubled image of Divine rest. I instinctively 
echoed the words she had uttered a few hours before: ‘Incomparably beyond and above us 
all! Whether still on earth or now in heaven, her spirit is at home with God!’ 

I don’t know if it be a peculiarity in me, but I am seldom otherwise than happy while 
watching in the chamber of death, should no frenzied or despairing mourner share the duty 
with me. I see a repose that neither earth nor hell can break, and I feel an assurance of the 
endless and shadowless hereafter - the Eternity they have entered - where life is boundless 
in its duration, and love in its sympathy, and joy in its fulness. I noticed on that occasion 
how much selfishness there is even in a love like Mr. Linton’s, when he so regretted 
Catherine’s blessed release! To be sure, one might have doubted, after the wayward and 
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impatient existence she had led, whether she merited a haven of peace at last. One might 
doubt in seasons of cold reflection; but not then, in the presence of her corpse. It asserted its 
own tranquillity, which seemed a pledge of equal quiet to its former inhabitant. 

Do you believe such people are happy in the other world, sir? I’d give a great deal to know. 

I declined answering Mrs. Dean’s question, which struck me as something heterodox. She 
proceeded:

Retracing the course of Catherine Linton, I fear we have no right to think she is; but we’ll 
leave her with her Maker. 

The master looked asleep, and I ventured soon after sunrise to quit the room and steal out 
to the pure refreshing air. The servants thought me gone to shake off the drowsiness of my 
protracted watch; in reality, my chief motive was seeing Mr. Heathcliff. If he had remained 
among the larches all night, he would have heard nothing of the stir at the Grange; unless, 
perhaps, he might catch the gallop of the messenger going to Gimmerton. If he had come 
nearer, he would probably be aware, from the lights flitting to and fro, and the opening and 
shutting of the outer doors, that all was not right within. I wished, yet feared, to find him. I 
knew as soon as he found out the dreaded news that he would be primed to kick off at 
an instant. I harked back to a time previous, when I had to inform Mr. Heathcliff that 
we had run out of his favoured butter, that he enjoyed to eat with a loaf at breakfast, 
he was beside himself with grief, hurling the chair in which he was previously sat at the 
wall, shattering it into tiny pieces.
Alas, the margarine I offered him tipped him over the edge and he wept for a fortnight. 
Henceforth when the butter runs low I carefully fill the tub with the margarine and he 
is none the wiser. Proving my theory that he is hot, but an idiot.

I felt the terrible news must be told, and I longed to get it over; but how to do it I did not 
know. He was there - at least, a few yards further in the park; leant against an old ash-tree, 
his hat off,  and his hair soaked with the dew that had gathered on the budded branches, 
and fell pattering round him. I could tell he was already about to throw a right wobbler, 
although about what I was afraid to know. I attempted to calm him with a casual, 
‘OMG! Calm down. Get over yourself’. But he failed to respond. He had been standing 
a long time in that position, for I saw a pair of ousels passing and repassing scarcely three 
feet from him, ‘good-day ousel’ I called, not really knowing what an ousel was or how 
best to greet them. Suddenly, he raised his eyes and spoke:- ‘She’s dead!’ he said; ‘I’ve 
not waited for you to learn that. Put your handkerchief away - don’t snivel before me. 
Damn you all! she wants none of your tears!’ He was sweating, sweat was beading on his 
forehead from the pure rage. Technically he was correct, she didn’t want our tears, she 
didn’t actually want anything what with her being dead and all  but still. I offered up 
some words of comfort ‘U OK Hun?’ but he failed once again to acknowledge me.
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Oh bloody hell, I thought. How did he know already? How does he know these things? 
The blasted man. He was breathing heavily, wretchedly. Must he spend all of his life 
raging it is most unbecoming. ‘take a chill pill you are literally freaking everyone out’ I 
protested. I dread to think of the state of his arteries.

And yet, I was weeping as much for him as her: we do sometimes pity creatures that have 
none of the feeling either for themselves or others. But he also feels so much. Mostly 
angry. Mostly rage. Sometimes hanger if dinner isn’t placed in front of him when 
expected. When I first looked into his face, I perceived that he had got intelligence of 
the catastrophe; and a foolish notion struck me that his heart was quelled and he prayed, 
because his lips moved and his gaze was bent on the ground.

 ‘Yes, she’s dead!’ I answered, checking my sobs and drying my cheeks. ‘Gone to heaven, I 
hope; where we may, every one, join her, if we take due warning and leave our evil ways to 
follow good!’ 

‘Did SHE take due warning, then?’ asked Heathcliff, attempting a sneer. ‘Did she die like a 
saint? Come, give me a true history of the event. How did - ?’ How is he even being angry 
about Cathy dying? How is that her fault? He could literally be angry about anything. 
Even dolphins or fruit. 

Here he goes. He’s off on one. Again. I worried for the safety of the chairs. 

He endeavoured to pronounce the name, but could not manage it; and compressing his 
mouth he held a silent combat with his inward agony, defying, meanwhile, my sympathy 
with an unflinching, ferocious stare. ‘How did she die?’ he resumed, at last - fain, 
notwithstanding his hardihood, to have a support behind him; for, after the struggle, he 
trembled, in spite of himself, to his very finger-ends. He’s doing this thing he does where 
he goes all quiet and you think, oh maybe he’s not about to absolutely explode, but 
inevitably he will. I bet, destroying a chair in the a fit of rage. Oh how the furniture 
sellers rejoiced as the chairs trembled in fear when he lost his rag. 

‘Poor wretch!’ I thought; ‘you have a heart and nerves the same as your brother men! Why 
should you be anxious to conceal them? Why only let them out in the form of rage? 
Classic toxic masculinity! Your pride cannot blind God! You tempt him to wring them, till 
he forces a cry of humiliation.’ 

‘Quietly as a lamb!’ I answered, aloud. ‘She drew a sigh, and stretched herself, like a child 
reviving, and sinking again to sleep; and five minutes after I felt one little pulse at her heart, 
and nothing more!’ 

‘And - did she ever mention me?’ he asked, hesitating, as if he dreaded the answer to his 
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question would introduce details that he could not bear to hear. Oh cripes.

I find myself caught in a bind with this answer. If I say yes, t’would be a lie. But if I say 
no, he might get all mardy. Either way, it might break what is left of his angry heart. 
And  possibly another chair.

‘Her senses never returned: she recognised nobody from the time you left her,’ I said. ‘She 
lies with a sweet smile on her face; and her latest ideas wandered back to pleasant early 
days. Her life closed in a gentle dream - may she wake as kindly in the other world!’ 

‘May she wake in torment!’ he cried, with frightful vehemence, stamping his foot, and 
groaning in a sudden paroxysm of ungovernable passion. ‘Why, she’s a liar to the end! 
Where is she? Not THERE - not in heaven - not perished - where? Oh! you said you cared 
nothing for my sufferings! And I pray one prayer - I repeat it till my tongue stiffens - 
Catherine Earnshaw, may you not rest as long as I am living; you said I killed you - haunt 
me, then! The murdered DO haunt their murderers, I believe. I know that ghosts HAVE 
wandered on earth. Be with me always - take any form - drive me mad! only DO not leave 
me in this abyss, where I cannot find you! Oh, God! it is unutterable! I CANNOT live 
without my life! I CANNOT live without my soul!’ 

Here we go. The drama king. I took a deep breath: “You wish her to haunt you, sir? I 
suppose it’s something we could have arranged…” I’d heard from a servant at a house 
in the nearby village that they’d organised a dear departed grandparent to haunt 
the house after their death. I could get the details from them I supposed, it will be 
expensive though I’m sure. I know of a lady in the next village that arrange a full home 
possession including groans in the attic, monsters in the cellar, blood dripping down 
the walls, the full works. Cost her an absolute arm and a leg. Literally. 

He dashed his head against the knotted trunk; and, lifting up his eyes, howled, not like 
a man, but like a savage beast being goaded to death with knives and spears. I observed 
several splashes of blood about the bark of the tree, and his hand and forehead were both 
stained; probably the scene I witnessed was a repetition of others acted during the night. It 
hardly moved my compassion - it appalled me: still, I felt reluctant to quit him so. But the 
moment he recollected himself enough to notice me watching, he thundered a command for 
me to go. He’s had this temper since he was a boy and no amount of tutting from Mr 
Earnshaw or sighing from me would assuage it. I picked my skirts from the muddy 
ground and rushed back to the house to hide the remaining chairs lest he kicks off and 
destroys the few remaining items we have with which to sit upon. 

Mrs. Linton’s funeral was appointed to take place on the Friday following her decease; 
and till then her coffin remained uncovered, and strewn with flowers and scented leaves, in 
the great drawing- room. Linton spent his days and nights there, a sleepless guardian; and 
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- a circumstance concealed from all but me - Heathcliff spent his nights, at least, outside, 
equally a stranger to repose. I held no communication with him: still, I was conscious of his 
design to enter, if he could; and on the Tuesday, a little after dark, when my master, from 
sheer fatigue, had been compelled to retire a couple of hours, I went and opened one of the 
windows; moved by his perseverance to give him a chance of bestowing on the faded image 
of his idol one final adieu. He did not omit to avail himself of the opportunity, cautiously 
and briefly; too cautiously to betray his presence by the slightest noise. Indeed, I shouldn’t 
have discovered that he had been there, except for the disarrangement of the drapery about 
the corpse’s face, and for observing on the floor a curl of light hair, fastened with a silver 
thread; which, on examination, I ascertained to have been taken from a locket hung round 
Catherine’s neck. Heathcliff had opened the trinket and cast out its contents, replacing them 
by a black lock of his own. I twisted the two, and enclosed them together. 

Mr. Earnshaw was, of course, invited to attend the remains of his sister to the grave; he 
sent no excuse, but he never came; so that, besides her husband, the mourners were wholly 
composed of tenants and servants. Isabella was not asked. 

The place of Catherine’s interment, to the surprise of the villagers, was neither in the chapel 
under the carved monument of the Lintons, nor yet by the tombs of her own relations, 
outside. It was dug on a green slope in a corner of the kirk-yard, where the wall is so low 
that heath and bilberry-plants have climbed over it from the moor; and peat-mould almost 
buries it. Her husband lies in the same spot now; and they have each a simple headstone 
above, and a plain grey block at their feet, to mark the graves.

CHAPTER 16 - PART TWO

It was just before Dusk a few days later when I heard the three sharp raps on the front door. 
Luckily, I’d just finished clearing up from the afternoon tea, which stayed mostly unfinished 
due to the wavering grief amongst the house. From behind the door I could hear heavy 
breathing and a gruff clearing of a throat. 

When I swung the door open, I saw two portly men standing before me. They both swiftly 
removed their hats and held them to their chests. 

“Is this the dwelling of recently departed Catherine Linton?” said one of the men.

“‘Tis,” I said, “and what may I ask is your business?” I stammered. 

“Dear lady, may I introduce myself and my associates,” the man pointed to the other man 
standing next to him and gestured to the open clearing behind him. “My name is Eaves, 
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this is Chester,” Chester nodded solemnly, “and this is our Expert Ghost, Benson.” That last 
sentence knocked the wind out of me. “Don’t alarm yourself madam, Benson is purely here 
to lend his expertise.”

“Expertise?” I had barely finished my word when the men - and I’m assuming the Ghost 
Benson - made their way into the house. 

“I  would offer you a chair but ….”

“Think of us as sort of, reverse-Ghostbusters,” Chester interupted, earning him an elbow in 
the ribs from Eaves.

“Gh-ghostbusters?” I stammered. “I aint ‘fraid of no ghost”.

“After your time,” Eaves muttered. “We have had a request through for a haunting of this 
place, uhh,” the man Eaves looked down at a crumpled piece of paper he was clutching, 
“Wuthering Heights? A request from a Mr Heathcliff for the ghost of a Mrs Catherine 
Linton to haunt these premises and the surrounding moors. We are from the council and 
need to check that the abode is appropriate and up to scratch for said haunting. Health and 
safety you see.” He returned the hat to his head. 

“I see. Well, it’s a little bit delicate I’m afr-” I tried to say. 

“The death occurred upstairs?” the man Chester said, and the duo - trio? - headed upstairs. 

“Well, I never, gentlemen pleas-” I barely had time to finish my words before they had 
disappeared. I gathered my skirts and went after them. As I followed them into the room the 
poor soul Catherine passed in, they began poking around every corner. 

Chester hit his knuckles against the wall opposite the windows. “That’s a load-bearing 
wall,” he said to Eaves. 

“Gentleman, you don’t understand. It’s not Mr Heathcliff’s place to be requesting this.” 

“Oh?” said Eaves, looking back down at his papers.

I hushed my voice in case Mr Linton was in earshot. “Mrs Catherine Linton lived here with 
her husband before she died. She was not married to Mr Heathcliff, surely he cannot make a 
claim on her….her ghost?” 

“Unfortunately Madam, anyone can lay claim to the ghost of a deceased person. It is 
however possible for others to appeal the decision if they so choose. Here are the appeal 
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forms if that does become an issue.” He rustled in a bag carried by Chester and handed me 
the papers. 

The two men stopped talking and looked over to the far corner of the room. Chester nodded 
his head, looking back at Eaves who had a perplexed look on his face. 

“He makes a fair point, Eaves”, said Chester, who must catch me looking bewildered at 
the scene before me. “The Ghost Benson says this room has strong spiritual energy in it, it 
makes perfect fodder for hauntings, I would recommend the full package….creaks, chains 
rattling, heads being carried under arms, that sort of thing” he said.

“I, I see.” I looked down at the appeal papers. “There’s something else you should know 
about Mr Heathcliff. He has quite the temper, I’m afraid. He sometimes is out of his mind 
with rage. I really don’t think he was in a clear frame of mind when he requested this. He 
surely can’t want to be haunted forever by Cathy.” 

Eaves stepped towards me. “I’m sorry madam, we just deal with the requests. If it’s 
requested, we do the inspection. It’s not down to me the who’s who and the what’s what. It’s 
really not in the spirit of what we do” he chuckled “Do beg your pardon madam, just a little 
dark humour.”
‘Tis comments like that sir, that could get you  cancelled” I scolded.  
The man looked suitably humbled and continued “ There is an anger management service 
with the council I can refer this Mr Heathcliff onto if it’s becoming an anti-social matter? 
Although it will require additional form filling.” He gestured to Chester, who opened his 
bag. 

“Thank you Sirs.” 

“That’s quite alright. Now from the looks of things our end, this place is perfect for a 
haunting. Ripe I’d say. Nice long corridors to walk slowly down, big windows for ghosts 
to pass when you have your back to them and a bathroom mirror where you can suddenly 
see the ghost in the reflection. All very text book stuff really. ”He looked back to Chester 
and presumably the Ghost Benson and gave a broad grin, which he lost when he looked 
back to me. “It may take a few weeks to sort out the paperwork, but after that you should 
start to notice the presence taking shape around the place. You know, rooms feeling colder 
than usual, things breaking or moving seemingly by themselves maybe a bit of eco-plasm 
dripping down the walls – an absorbent cloth and some bleach should remove most of it. 
Some people have reported hearing screaming or wailings. Now, did you require blood 
curdling or spine chilling? I’ll need to specify. Any trouble at all, or if you did want to put 
in that appeal I must ask you direct it to the council who will be in touch with ourselves 
directly. Expect a reply within four to six weeks. It’s a very busy period at the moment. 
Haunting is all the rage at the moment. Last season everyone wanted a driveway with which 
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to park their carriage, then it was a spinner with which to fidget with and now it’s hauntings.  
A passing fad no doubt. Thank you very much, we can see ourselves out.” 

And they did. And they were right, it was a few weeks later that it began. And soon after that 
we began to notice Heathcliff’s presence also nearby. I submitted the anger management 
forms and thought no more about them, but if anything his tantrums were getting worse. He 
broke three newly purchased chairs and  kicked down six trees in two weeks. Although he 
grumbled about the split shins and being forced to stand up to eat what with there being no 
chairs left we were never short of firewood so, every cloud and all that. 

CHAPTER 17

“Now everyone, we have a new member of the group today. I’d like you all to welcome 
Heathcliff.” A slow wave of hellos and curt grunts filled the room. Heathcliff nodded at 
the group, not making eye contact. “Can you tell us a bit about yourself Heathcliff?” 
He sighed heavily.

“My name is Heathcliff, I live in a house up on the moors. I’m here because family 
think I have a problem with my anger. They are wrong, I never EVER get angry at 
anything” he screamed picking up a chair and tossing it across the room. “So, I’m here 
to pacify their feelings.”

“I see…and what are the sorts of things that make you angry?”

Heathcliff sighed a deep sigh. “Nothing much really” He sighed “Just, you 
know, Incompetence. Blasphemy. Nosiness. People who chew loudly, novelty ties, 
performance art, people who  say pacific but mean specific, humble bragging, vegans, 
queue jumpers, the changing rooms in public swimming baths, people who  give 
human names to inanimate objects, trying to open those little packets of ketchup.” He 
looked up, breathing heavily, picked up his chair and threw it across the room before 
continuing “people who talk too loudly, people who talk too quietly, hot desserts, cold 
soups, people who start a conversation with ‘no offence but...’, 

“Okay, I can see you have some issues” he responded as Heathcliff, signalled for a lady 
to stand from her chair. Once stood he grabbed the chair and smashed it to pieces. 
OK, thank  you Heathcliff, let’s move on. So, everybody I’d like to start with an 
exercise if you don’t mind. Imagine you’re at the local market, picking up some 
vegetables for the day’s stew. You’re about to get the last carrots from a stall when 
someone cuts in front of you and takes them for themselves. What do you do? 
Heathcliff, since it’s your first week, why don’t we start with you?”
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He raised his eyebrows. “Are there any chairs close by?” he asked 
“No” came the reply 
“No matter, I would never be at the market. We have a servant for that sort of thing.” 

“Let’s say you were at the market.”

Heathcliff breathed heavily from his nose and sat down manspreading as wide as he 
could “I would never be at the market.” 

“Heathcliff I’m feeling a lot of aggressive energy coming from you right now. Do you 
want to explain this?”

“You’re asking a stupid question. I would never go to the market to buy carrots.  I 
don’t like markets or carrots. You’re wasting my time.”

“I see. Well, what about something more suitable to you. Say your wife says something 
disagreeable?” 

“DO NOT MENTION MY WIFE.” Heathcliff spat across the room. The other people 
in the group stiffened. 

“Let’s take a deep breath In.” The instructor paused. “And out.”

“I’m already breathing.” Heathcliff barked. 

“I want to try and get to the root of this anger. Tell me about your childhood? Did you 
have brothers? Sisters?” 

At the mention of sisters, Heathcliff’s eyes went black. He stood up from another chair 
and flung it across the room. He was really going off on one. Everyone else in the group 
got up and went to one corner of the room leaving Heathcliffe to throw their chairs 
hither and dither. 

He howled, like a wolf and dashed over to the refreshment table. He overturned the 
urn full of tea. A quick swipe of his arm sent bourbons and custard creams flying. He 
turned back to the rest of the group and cried “Cathy!” before darting out of the room, 
slamming the door in his wake. 

The instructor sat back down in his chair and picked up his notes. He looked 
sheepishly at the rest of the group. “Some people just aren’t ready for this process.” 



#AddabitofDave


