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Introduction

Wouthering Heights represents the pinnacle of the 1930s Hollywood roman-
ticism. Utilizing only the first two-thirds of Emily Bronte’ s novel, the film
concentrates on the earthily passionate relationship between highborn Cathy
Earnshaw and brooding gypsy Hearthcliff. Choosing to marry the freckless
Edgar Linton for wealth and prestige, Cathy cannot control her love for
Heathcliff. Nor can he satiate his thirst for revenge, manifested through his
own loveless marriage to Egdar’ s sister Isabella. Her heart broken, Cathy lit-
erally dies of despair, but not before she and vaguely repentant Heatheliff
pledge eternal love.



Prologue

On the barren Yorkshire moors in England, a
hundred years ago, stood a house as bleak and
desolate as the wastes around it. Only a stranger
lost in a storm would have dared knock at the
door of Wuthering Heights.

SCENE 1
In the Wuthering Heights;a stormy night

( When Mr. Lockwood, a new tenant at
Thrushcross Grange, pays his first call on his
landlord, he finds himself badly treated by the
dogs, the servants and the landlord himself, Mr.
Heatheliff. )

LOCKWOOD: Call them off, damn it. God
damn dogs. Sit!

HEATHCLIFF : Down, down. Quiet, down.

(Lockwood comes into the house where Peo-
ple sitting inside staring at him, expression-
less. )

LOCKWOOD: Are you Mr. Heathcliff?

HEATHCLIFF: Yes.

LOCKWOOD: Well I’ m Mr. Lockwood, your
new tenant at the Grange.l’m lost. Can I get a
guide from amongst your lads?

HEATHCLIFF: No you can not. I’ ve only
one and he is needed here.

LOCKWOOD: Well then I’ 1l have to stay till
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HEATHCLIFF: Do as you please. (To the
dogs: ) Quiet. Down. (To Lockwood: )T hope my
hospitality will be a lesson to you to make no
more rash journeys on these moors. As for stay-
ing here tonight, I don’ t keep accommodations
for visitors. You can share a bed with one of the
servants.

LOCKWOOD: Thanks, I’ 1 sleep in the
chair, sir.

HEATHCLIFF: No, no. A stranger is a
stranger. Guests are so rare in this house that I
hardly know how to perceive them. I and my
dogs. Joseph, go and open one of the upstairs

rooms.

SCENE 2
Upstairs; night

(Sleeping in an upstairs room, Mr. Lockwood
is awakened by the tapping on the window. He
got up and reached his hand out of the broken
pane to snap off the branch, but his fingers close
on a little, ice-cold hand, and a melancholy
voice sobs. )

WOMAN : Heathcilff, let me in, let me in. ..
I’m Cathy. ..

LOCKWOOD: Help, help! Mr. Heathcliff,
there’ s someone here.

(The scream brings Heathcliff. )

LOCKWOOD: Mr. Heathcliff! Mr. Heath-
clif! . There’ s someone out there in the storm.
It’s a woman. I heard her calling. She said her
name . C-Catherine, that was it.

HEATHCLIFF : Cathy?
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LOCKWOOD: I must have been dreaming.
Forgive me, Mr. Heathcliff.

HEATHCLIFF: Get out of this room! Get
out! Get out I tell you. (Rushes to the window
and sobs, in an uncontrollable passion of
tears. ) Catherine, Catherine, Come in. Cather-
ire , come back to me, come back! Oh do—
once more! Oh! My heart’s darling. My only,
my, Cathy. . .

(All at once, Heathcliff runs out of the house
into the storm.)

LOCKWOOD: Where’ s he going in the
storm?

ELLEN: (The housekeeper): She calls him
and he follows her out onto the moor.

LOCKWOOD: He’ s mad. He’ s like a vam-
pire. You see, [ had a dream, I thought I heard
a voice calling. I reached out to close the shut-
ter and something touched me, something cold
and clingy, like an icy hand. And then I saw
her,a woman. Well then my senses must have
become distorted because the falling snow
shaped itself into what looked like a phantom. It
was nothing.

ELLEN: It was Cathy.

LOCKWOOD: Who is Cathy?

ELLEN: A girl who died.

LOCKWOOD: Oh, no, I don’ t believe in
ghosts. I don’ t believe in phantoms sobbing
through the night.

ELLEN: Poor Cathy!

LOCKWOOD: I don’t believe that life comes
back once it’s died and calls again to the liv-
ing. No, I don’t.

ELLEN: Maybe if I tell you a story, you’ d
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change your mind about the dead coming back.
Maybe you would know! as I do, that there is a
force that brings them back. In their hearts, who
were wild enough in life.

LOCKWOOD: Tell me a story.

ELLEN: It began forty years ago, when I was
young. In the service of Mr. Earnshaw, Cathy’ s
father. Wuthering Heights was a lovely place in
those days. Full at summertime with happy voic-
es. One day Mr. Earnshaw was returning from a
visit to Liverpool. . .
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Chapter 1
Gypsy Orphan

SCENE 1
Outside the front door of
the Wuthering Heights; day

JOSEPH : Hello, Mr. Earnshaw .

MR. Earnshaw ( Short for “Mr. E”) : Hello,
Joseph.

DR.KENNETH(Short for“Dr.”) : Hello Mr.
Earnshaw.

MR. E:How are you, Dr Kenneth?

DR.: Back from Liverpool soon? What in
the world have you got there?

MR.E:A gift from God! Although it’s as if
it came from the devil! There lad, you’ re
home.

DR:He’s a dull looking individual.

MR. E: Aye, and with reason to be. I found
him starving in the streets of Liverpool. Kicked
and bruised and almost dead.

DR. :So you kidnapped him?

MR. E: Not until I spent two pounds trying to
find out who his owner is. But nobody would lay
claim to him. So rather leave him as he was 1
brought him home. Here, here, off with ya!
Cathy, Hindley!

ELLEN: Welcome home Mr. Earnshaw. The
children are just coming down.
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MR. E: Don’ t look so shocked Ellen, he is
going to live with us for a while. Give him a
good scrubbing and put some Christian clothes
on him.

ELLEN:Food is what he needs most from the
looks of him Mr. Earnshaw. He’ s as thin as a
sparrow. Come into the kitchen child.

MR.E: Cathy, Hindley!

('The children run clattering down the
stairs. )

MR. E: There you are, Cathy, I’ ve got you
what you always wanted, a riding cloth. Be care-
ful how you use it.

HINDLEY: I’ m so glad you got back soon
father.

CATHY:It’s fun! Fun! (Whacking Hind-
ley across the back with it. )

HINDLEY : Wow-stop that! Father! Make
her stop!

MR. E: Oh no, children, no. This is Hindley’
s violin. One of the best in Liverpool. Mm, fine
tone. And a bow to go with it. There you are Pa-
ganini.

CATHY:Who's that?

MR.E: Oh, children, this is a little gentleman
I met in Liverpool who has accepted my invita-
tion to pay us a little visit.

CATHY:He’s dirty.

HINDLEY : As hungry as a wolf:

MR.E:Oh no,don’t make me ashamed of it
Cathy. When he’ s been scrubbed down, Ellen,
show him Hindley’ s room, he’1l sleep there.

HINDLEY : In my room?! He can’t,I won’t
let him.
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MR.E: Children you may as well learn here
and now that you must share what you have with
others not as fortunate as yourselves. Take
charge of the lad Ellen.

(The child is so touched, and hugs Mr. Eamn-
shaw quickly and impulsively. )

ELLEN: Come on, child. What’s his name?

MR.E:We’ll call him Heathcliff.

SCENE 2
Outside the Wuthering Heights; day

(Heathcliff is brought up with Mr. Earnshaw’
s children. Hindley often bullies and insults
Heathcliff, against the express orders of his fa-
ther. Though Cathy is the sole sunshine of
Heatheliff’ s life. In this scene, these two chil-
dren are riding the horses and racing. )

HEATHCLIFF: I won, I won, you' re my
slave. You’ ve got to do what I say. Go out to
my horse and groom it.

CATHY : Oh, that’ s not fair.It’s too real.

(Hindley is coming up to him. )

HEATHCLIFF : What do you want?

HINDLEY : This horse.

HEATHCLIFF: You can’t have him, he’ s
mine.

HINDLEY: I don’t care. Mine’s lame and I’
m going to ride yours.

HEATHCLIFF: You' re not.

HINDLEY : Give it to me or I’ 1l go and tell
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my father how you boasted you’ d turn me out of
doors when he dies.

HEATHCLIFF: That’ s a lie. I never said
such a thing.

CATHY: Of course he didn’t.

HINDLEY: You’ ve never had a father you
gypsy beggar. You can’t have mine.

(Cathy is whipping to Hindley. )

HINDLEY : Cathy, stop that.

(Heatheliff dashes at Hindley. )

CATHY : Heathcliff, look out!

HINDLEY : Don’ t come near me.

(Hindley throws a stone. It takes Heathcliff
on the head, and he fall to the ground. Hindley
jumps on him, kicking and slugging. )

CATHY : Let him go, you’ Il kill him, Hind-
ley.I’ m going to tell father, he’ 1l punish you
for this.

HINDLEY : You can’t go near father until he
gets well, you heard what Dr. Keneth said.

(Hindley rides off. )
CATHY: He’ s hurt badly. Talk to me. Why
don’ t you cry? Heathcliff, don’ t look like that.

HEATHCLIFF: How can I pay him back? I
don’t care how long I wait, if I can only pay
him back.

CATHY : Come Heathcliff, let’ s pick some
blue bells along Pennistone Crag.

HEATHCLIFF: No.

CATHY : You can ride Jane. Please my lord.

HEATHCLIFF: No.
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CATHY : Please, my lord.

(The two are on their way to the crag, riding
a horse, cheerfully. )

Cathy: Oh Heathcliff.

HEATHCLIFF: Woo Jane.

CATHY: You’ re so handsome when you
smile.

HEATHCLIFF: Cathy, don’ t make fun of
me.

CATHY: Don’ t you know that you’ re hand-
some. Do you know what I’ ve always told
Ellen? That you’re a prince in disguise.

HEATHCLIFF: Did you?

CATHY:I said your father is an Emperor of
China. Your mother an Indian queen. It’s true
Heathcliff. You were kidnapped by wicked
sailors and brought to England. Just as glad they
did it. Because 1’ ve always wanted to know
somebody of noble blood.

HEATHCLIFF: All the princes I ever read
about had castles.

CATHY: Of course they captured them. You
must capture one, too. There’ s a beautiful castle

that lies waiting for you, my prince.

HEATHCLIFF: You mean Pennistone Crag?

CATHY: Yes.

HEATHCLIFF : Oh, that’ s just a rock.

CATHY: If you can’t see that it’s a castle
you' 1l never be prince Heathcliff. Here, take
your lance and charge. See that black knight
waiting at the drawbridge. Challenge him.
Charge! Charge!

HEATHCLIFF: I challenge you to mortal
combat black knight!
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